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FADE | N:
I NT. SUBURBAN BASEMENT -- RAINY N GHT

VI DEO CAMERA POV: held at hip level, jerking with each step
we nove in dimlight past boxes of junk...a dormant furnace

...a rusty bicycle...shelves of Christnmas decorations...and

bundl es of Ethernet cable, running beside flashing state-of-
the-art conmputers...around a corner into--

A WOOD- PANELED ROOM  Rain rattles the ground-Ievel w ndows,
whose panes are covered with black soundproofing panels. A
f ol ded-up Ping-Pong table | eans against a wall. Ugly shag
carpeting has been stripped back fromthe cenment fl oor.

A small, nuted TV set, sitting on a cardboard box, plays a
prime-tine hour-long drama. Thunder runbl es outside.

The CAMERA shakes as it is screwed into a tripod and poi nted
to the cenent floor. At the top corner of the frame, the TV
is visible.

Footsteps. Liquid pours. A MALE HAND, |ong and sl ender,
| owers a saucer of mlk to the floor.

More footsteps. A package is torn open. A glue rat-trap is
slapped to the floor a few feet fromthe m k.

A canvas bag is unzipped. A tiny neow, then the tinkling of
alittle bell. A man’s torso passes by, nonmentarily blotting
out our view.

A nmonment |ater, the CAMERA zoons tighter on the mlk and the
trap. Mre nmeowing, as a KITTEN enters the frane, bounding

clunsily, adorably. It wears a handcrafted pink collar with
a bell.
It steps into the trap. It freezes, pulls and pulls, the bel

tinkling urgently, but it cannot free its paw
Klieg lights flash on.

The kitty freezes, blinded.

EXT. SUBURBAN PARKI NG LOT -- RAINY NI GHT.

Headl i ghts blind us, as an SUV, w pers working, drives up to
a guard boot h.

CAR RADIO DJ (O S.)
--then once he's raised a nillion
bucks in donations, he's gonna
shoot himself in the ass, |ive on
the Internet!



Laughter fromthe radio. The YOUNG GUARD nods, smles, and
waves the driver through.

I NT. SWV -- MOMENTS LATER -- RAINY NI GHT.

The driver, whose face we cannot see, pulls into a parking
spot in the barely-filled |ot.

CAR RADI O DJ
And guess what his website’'s
called. | amnot naking this up.
Gonnashoot nysel fi nt heass. com
Seri ousl y!

Mani ¢ | aughter fromthe radio, until the driver kills the
engine. As the driver unfastens the seat belt, we glinpse a
9mm d ock on the driver’s hip

The driver reaches over and grabs a black unbrella, which lies
next to a half-clad Barbie doll.

EXT. SUBURBAN PARKI NG LOT -- CONTI NUQUS -- RAINY NI GHT.

Enmerging fromthe car, opening her unbrella, is JENN FER
MARSH, early 30’s, beautiful and fierce, no make-up, wearing
a w ndbr eaker .

FOLLOW MARSH, wal ki ng al one across the dark, rainy |ot toward
a bl and FOUR- STORY OFFI CE BUI LDI NG

The cl oser she gets to the entrance, the higher the CAMERA
CRANES. By the tinme she enters, the CAMERA has reached the
roof, which is crowded with massive satellite dishes and
toweri ng ant ennae.

I NT. OFFI CE BUI LDI NG LOBBY -- SAME -- RAINY N GHT.

RAY, 65, a security guard, smles alnost paternally at Marsh
as she janms her photo I.D. in and out of the electronic
reader.

I NT. OFFI CE ELEVATOR -- MOMENTS LATER -- RAINY NI GHT.

As the car ascends, Marsh stares at herself in the silver
doors. Her hair is wet, disheveled. She prinps at it a bit,
then stops. What’s the point? Wy bother?

I NT. DI AL- UP ROOM -- MOVENTS LATER -- RAINY NI GHT.
Marsh wal ks down a row of beige cubicles under fluorescent

lights. 1In each carrel, a MALE WORKER clicks away at a
deskt op conputer.



Over the workers’ shoul ders, we catch glinpses of their
screens. Mindane stuff, nostly: chat roonms, newsgroups,
nmyspace.com e-mails, etc....

But then a flash of hard-core pornography. And on the next
nonitor, something worse. Are those naked children on the
screen? W' re noving too fast to know.

Marsh stops at a | arge desk, equipped with four |arge
nmonitors and two keyboards. She renoves her G ock fromits
hol ster, slips it into a drawer, and |locks it.

EXT. OFFI CE BUI LDI NG -- LATER -- RAINY NI GHT

Behi nd the rai ny wi ndow pane, we see Marsh, typing quickly,
navi gati ng the web, her screens flashing as pages open and
cl ose.

I NT. MARSH S WORK STATI ON -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

Seated closest to Marsh is GRIFFIN DOAD, 30, funny-I| ooking,
bright, am able, typing into a chat room Despite the
intensity of their concentration, they manage to converse--

GRI FFI'N
I"mserious. It was the best first
date ever. She was amazing. She
| ooked exactly |ike her picture.

MARSH
You' || never see her again.
GRI FFI'N
How do you know?
MARSH
Because you | ook nothing like

yours.

Giffin laughs. Marsh freezes, types sonething, hits a key.
On one of her nonitors, a website appears. She reacts to the
l[ittle victory. Curious, Giffin wheels his chair over and
reads the screen--

GRI FFI N
Tunet hi ef . conf?
MARSH
For the next few hours, anyway.
Tonorrow, it’'ll have a new nane.

It'’s taken ne a week to isolate the
creep.



She hits Enter and a nasty gangsta rap song bl ares from her
speakers. O her workers | ook over, startled and amused.
Marsh | owers the vol une.

MARSH (cont' d)
He of fers free downl oads of pirated
musi c. Watch what happens to ny
dunmmy drive when | accept his offer.

Marsh clicks on the downl oad button. On one of the screens,
at lightning speed, we see a digital representation of files
bei ng nmadly copi ed.

MARSH (cont’ d)
He stole all ny financial data...al
nmy passwords...which | just happened
to have conveniently gathered in a
file called “Passwords.” | also
threw in a keystroke recorder, so |
can follow him He's run up a half-
mllion bucks in fraud in the past
t hree weeks.

GRI FFI N
VWhat’'s he into?

MARSH
H gh-end tech and | ow end porn.

GRI FFI'N
Are you sure it’s a guy? If it’s a
woman, she could be ny soul mate.

Ping! A sixteen-digit nunber appears on the screen.

MARSH
My dummy Am Ex. Let’s hope he uses

It.
The screen changes to ebay.com

MARSH (cont’ d)
Huh. |1’ msurprised he has the
pati ence.

The screen changes to the item page of a CONSERVATI VE, GOLD,
SW SS WATCH.

MARSH (cont’ d)
kay, it'’s a “Buy It Now item
Fine, buy it now, asshole.
(ping!)
Thanks.



Marsh starts working her keys at a furious pace, her hands a
blur. Even Giffin, who's used to it, watches in wonder. He
gl ances over and sees ot her workers glancing out of their
cubi cl es, watching, as well.

MARSH (cont’ d)
|’ve got his IP address. Now I’'1]|
get his physical one.

Phone directories appear. Mrsh, typing with one hand and
not even | ooking at the screen, begins typing on her second
keyboar d.

MARSH (cont’ d)
There it is.

A profile pop up: SANDRA HOBBS, 221 BAYSHORE BOULEVARD
TAMPA, FLORI DA 33611.

GRI FFI N
So it is a wonman.

MARSH
Fifty-six years old.

GRI FFI'N
Dam, a year past ny cut-off.

MARSH
An ER nurse. Lived there her whole
life. No priors. And no history
of on-line purchases.

GRl FFI N
It’s not her.

MARSH
It’s gotta be a neighbor, comng in
t hrough her wireless router.

Marsh’s hands are a blur again. On one of her nonitors, we
see a SATELLITE VIEW OF TAMPA. The shot tightens and
tightens, noving closer to Earth. Wth her nouse, Marsh
circles a house, seen froma 100 feet above.

MARSH (cont’ d)
kay, Sandra Hobbs |ives here.

Continuing to work both keyboards, Marsh | ooks back and forth
anong the screens. She circles another house.



MARSH (cont’ d)
Sam Barrow, age 39. Conputer
programmer for the school district.
Moved in six weeks ago. A renter

GRI FFI'N
That’ s your guy.

Giffin wheels his chair back to his station. Marsh types
quickly. A nostly-filled-in application for a search warrant
fills a screen. She types in Barrow s nanme and address.

On the other nonitor, she brings up a list of Assistant U S
Attorneys. She points and clicks. W hear a dial tone.
Ri ngi ng.
WOWAN (O S.)
U S Attorney' s office. Sally
Stil es speaking.

Marsh slips on a headphone and nutes the speaker.

MARSH
Sal, Jennifer Marsh. Geat, you?
Ch, that's wonderful. Listen, | need

the name of an Eleventh Circuit judge
| can bother. Yeah, right now

TIMWLKS, 20’s, clean-cut, wearing two hearing aids, walks
up, hands Marsh a Post-it, and whispers with a subtle speech
i mpai r ment - -

W LKS
Fromthe Baltinore PD. They
weren't sure what to do with it.

Marsh nods, takes it. It reads ww.killw thnme.com Before
Marsh can react, Sally speaks, which sets Marsh typing--

MARSH
Perfect. Do you have the fax
nunber, too? You re the best.
Vouch for me, okay? Call himin
two mnutes. Thanks.

She hangs up, tosses aside the Post-it. Types in a phone
nunber .

MARSH (cont’ d)
Judge Lipson, sorry to bother you
at home. M nane’s Jennifer Marsh
I’ma Supervisor in the FBI Cyber
Division up in Riverton, Mryl and.
Sally Stiles fromthe U S
( MORE)



MARSH( cont ' d)

Attorney’'s office will be calling
you to confirmthat.

Marsh types a fax nunber into the warrant application and
hits Send.

MARSH (cont’ d)
A search warrant, your honor.
Mul ti pl e bank fraud, access-device
fraud, and fraudulent |.D.

(beat)

Thanks so much. The application
should be falling into the tray of
your fax machi ne any second now.

Marsh hangs up. On her screen, list after list flies past.
She points and clicks on FBI TAMPA. She waits. Soneone
pi cks up.

MARSH (cont’ d)
Hi. Jennifer Marsh -- a Supervisor
in the Cyber Division. | need you
to knock on a door for ne.

EXT. TAMPA HOUSE -- HOUR LATER -- NI GHT.

Moonlight. Crickets. A bland house in a m ddle-class
subur ban nei ghborhood. A host of FBI, SHERI FF, and POLI CE
CARS, lights turned off, glide up and silently park.

A swarm of shadows, as AGENTS and OFFI CERS silently energe
and take up a perineter.

I NT. MARSH S WORK STATI ON -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

More rel axed now, Marsh organi zes papers on her desk.
Giffin, typing into a chat room nutters bitterly--

GRI FFI'N
|’ ve gotta get reassigned.

MARSH
VWhat’'s the matter?

GRI FFI'N
This retired Arny Captain is
offering to cone over to where |’ m
baby-sitting, only he’'s got so nmany
chats going, he can’'t keep his
nanes straight. He keeps calling
me Jill instead of Mlly.

(beat)
Let’s see what his cell mates cal
him...



Marsh smles, then abruptly notices the Post-it WI ks gave
her. She reads it again, frowns, then with one hand types
killwithnme.cominto a browser and hits Enter

EXT. TAMPA HOUSE -- SAME -- NI GHT.

Wth his teamin position, GRAY, 40, an FBI agent, strides to
the front door with ANOTHER AGENT. Gray knocks.

GRAY
FBI, M. Barrow Open the door!

I NT. MARSH S WORK STATI ON -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

Marsh watches as killw thne.com | oads. The site’s hone page
is enpty, black. She waits. Nothing. Just as she is about
to close the window, creepy-cute thene nusic plays and an
oversi zed red enoticon struts out, smling.

A red text banner crawl s across the bottom of the screen:
Kill with me...Kill with nme...Kill with ne.... The enoticon
points to a blinking Command Button marked Enter. Marsh
clicks on it.

The page | oads the video inage of the kitten, caught in the
glue-trap. Now both front paws are stuck. Marsh’s eyes gain
intensity.

EXT. TAMPA HOUSE -- SAME -- NI GHT.

Gray, still waiting, knocks again, louder. A DEPUTY runs
around fromthe back of the house, whispering urgently--

DEPUTY
W’ ve got novenent in a back roomnt

GRAY
That's it, let’s breach.
(over his shoul der)
G me the ram

I NT. MARSH S WORK STATI ON -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

On her conputer screen, behind the struggling kitten, Marsh
notices the TV set. Using her nouse, she screen-captures it,
then magnifies it. She can see what’s playing on the set:

Li ve cabl e news.

I NT. TAMPA LI VI NG ROOM -- SAME -- NI GHT.

The door splinters. Amd a chaos of flashlight beans, Agents
and O ficers pour in, guns drawn. Nobody. Enpty. They hit
t he overhead lights. A rear bedroomdoor is |ocked. Loud,
angry rap nusic blares frominside.



AGENT
(banging on it)
FBI'!  Open up!
(to Gay)
It’s a fuckin bunker!

Gray nods. The two agents use the ram splintering the door.
AGENT (cont’d)

ON THE FLOOR! CGET ON THE FLOOR!
KEEP YOUR HANDS | N VI EW

The agents point their guns and shine their lights in. In
the criss-cross of the beans, we catch barred w ndows, a wall
of nerchandise still in its boxes, and a huge plasma TV

showi ng a frozen image froma terribly violent video gane.

A SHADOW MALE FI GURE, clutching a hard drive still connected
by a couple of cords to the computer, sinks to the floor.
Gay steps in with his flashlight.

I NT. TAMPA BEDROOM -- CONTI NUQUS -- N GHT.

Gray’s face changes when he sees the suspect. He lifts his
cell phone and dials.

I NT. MARSH S WORK STATI ON -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

Marsh, her face pained, studies the suffering kitten. Her
phone rings. She answers it with a conputer click.

MARSH
Jenni fer Marsh. FBI Cyber Division

GRAY (O S.)
Paul Gray, FBI Tanpa. W got ‘im
Hard drive intact. Plenty of
cont r aband.

MARSH
Good work. Let ne guess, it’s a
teenager, right? Barrow s got a
son?

| NT. TAMPA BEDROOM -- SAME -- NI GHT.
Gray, speaking on the phone to Marsh, is amazed.

GRAY
How d you know t hat ?

ANGLE ON AN ACNE- FACED BOY, 14, wearing pajamas, terrified,
crouched on the floor, being handcuffed in the beans of the
flashlights.



10.

MARSH (O S.)
Hi gh tech and porn, then out of the
bl ue he buys a Swiss watch? How
come? Then it hit me. Sunday’s
Fat her’ s Day.

GRAY
(1 npressed)
Sweet dreans, Marsh

MARSH (O. S.)
| haven’t had one of those since |
| eft the Acadeny--

I NT. MARSH S WORK STATI ON -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.
Marsh stares at the kitten on her screen. Her snile fades.

MARSH
--but thanks, anyway.

Marsh hangs up. Giffin, having wheeled his chair back to
her nonitor, studies the kitten.

&Rl FFI'N
What the hell is this?
MARSH
I’mnot sure, but it’s stream ng

live.

Marsh types, opening wi ndows until she’s got the cable news
playing live. She drags it over to killwithne and lines it
up next to the site’s TV set. The two broadcasts are
identical, in perfect sync. Giffin shakes his head--

GRI FFI' N
Just when you think you ve seen it
all.

MARSH
Look -- a nessage from our sponsor

A banner of red text crawls across the bottom of the screen:
“HHOS. . .HHOS. .. HHOS....” Marsh thinks, then transl ates--

MARSH (cont’ d)
Ha- Ha, Only Seri ous.

Giffin throws Marsh an uneasy | ook. Fromthe next scene,
hear honki ng car horns.
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EXT. MARYLAND H GHWAY -- LATER -- EARLY MORN NG
Atraffic jamas far as the eye can see.

OPERATOR (O . S.)
Nort hstar operator Tina. Good
nor ni ng, M ss Marsh, how can |
assi st you?

I NT. MARSH S SUV -- SAME -- EARLY MORNI NG

Marsh, crawing along in the traffic jam talks to a speaker
over her head--

MARSH
Wll, Tina, I1'd like to get hone
someday. Wiat’'s the outl ook?

OPERATCR (0. S.)

Let’'s see.... Good news. |In about
a hundred yards, you'll reach--
MARSH

| see it. Thanks.
Marsh cuts of f the system
INT. MARSH S SUWV -- M NUTE LATER -- EARLY MORNI NG

Marsh reaches the source of the jam A crushed notorcycle.
Bl ood. A body covered by a tarp. Marsh is disgusted by the
rubbernecking. As soon as she is able, she roars away.

I NT. MARSH S KI TCHEN -- LATER -- DAWN.

STELLA MARSH, 50’s, a charm ng ex-hippie, attractive but a
bit ethereal and scattered, cooks pancakes on the stove. The
back door bangs open. Stella gasps, a hand to her heart,

t hen | aughs at her own fear.

STELLA
Shit, you scared ne!
MARSH
Wat ch your tongue, young | ady.
STELLA
(del i ght ed)

Hey, that’s what | used to say to
you when you were little.

MARSH
I know, Mom that’s why | said it.
That what nakes it so darned funny.



12.

STELLA
Don’t be a grunp. Wy're you so
| at e?

Marsh drops her laptop on the counter. She pets a black cat
sitting nearby--

MARSH
There was a crash on the |-50.
Everybody just had to line up for a
| ook.

STELLA
Ch, | hate that.

MARSH
Yeah, sorta makes you wanna buy a
ti me-share on anot her pl anet.

She exits into the next room Through the doorway, we see
her stop at a hutch, open a drawer, set her dock inside it,
and | ock the drawer.

INT. CH LD S BEDROOM -- MOMENTS LATER -- MORNI NG

ANNI E MARSH, 6, still wearing pajamas, |ays out kooky cl ot hes
on her little bed. Part of the ensenble is a day canp T-
shirt. Marsh stands at the door, smling gently--

ANNI E
Monmmy !

Anni e runs over and junps into her nother’s arnms. Marsh
peppers her w th kisses.

ANNI E (cont’ d)
I’ m making ny outfit!

MARSH
Hey, that’s ny job

ANNI E
You were late. Was traffic nmurder?

Marsh is struck by the word.

MARSH
No, but...but definitely bad.
(wal king to the bed)
Let’s see what we’ve got here.
Lavender...red...blue...and pink.

ANNI E
Do they match?
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MARSH
Not even a little.

ANNI E
Cool. That’'s ny style.

Marsh | aughs and tickles her. Annie squirns and giggles
happi | y.

EXT. MARSH S HOUSE -- LATER -- MORN NG

DI STANT POV: The door opens and Anni e conmes runni ng out,
bei ng chased by Marsh. Marsh scoops her up and carries her
to a Volvo parked in the driveway. Stella sits behind the
wheel .

CLCSE ON THE CAR Marsh | owers Annie into the back seat and
fastens her seat belt.

MARSH
Cone on, nice and tight.

Annie comically pretends that it’s so tight that she can't
breat he. Marsh | aughs and shuts the door. As Stella backs
out, Marsh turns and | ooks at the unruly front lawn. Stella
stops and | owers the w ndow.

STELLA
Don't even think about it.

MARSH
But - -

STELLA

Sweet heart? GCet sone sleep
Pl ease? Good sl eep?

Marsh smles at her nother’s worries. As the car drives
away, Marsh wal ks back to the house. She stops and studies
the lawn. Her nomis right. She shouldn't.

I NT. MARSH S GARA -- MOMENTS LATER -- MORNI NG

Marsh hoi sts the power | awn nmower off a hook on the wall.

EXT. MARSH S HOUSE -- LATER -- MORNI NG

Marsh pushes the powerful, noisy nmower, whose engine falters
and sputters, then roars back to Iife. A NEI GHBOR across the

way, grabs his newspaper, and, seeing Marsh, waves. Wbrking
hard, she doesn’t notice. He shrugs and goes back i nside.
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I NT. MARSH S BATHROOM - - LATER -- MORNI NG

I NCHI NG CLOSER AND CLCSER to the frosted-glass shower door
we see the naked outline of Marsh showering.

I NT. MARSH S BEDROOM -- LATER -- MORN NG

Wearing only underwear and a T-shirt, Marsh yanks shut the
curtain, blacking out her room

I NT. MARSH S BEDROOOM - - LATER -- DAY.

Just the burning outline of sun around the curtain. Marsh
lies w de awake, restless. She grabs the renote and flicks
on the TW.

NEWSCASTER
--of those killed in the blast,
twenty-seven were lragis, nost of
t hem school children. W warn our
viewers that sone of the inmages you
are about to see are--

Marsh shuts off the set. Settles back. The cat junps up on
t he bed, purring, rubbing its cheek agai nst her hand. Marsh
smles, pets it. She neets the animal’'s gaze. Her snile
fades, as she renmenbers sonething. She jerks to her feet.

I NT. MARSH S BEDROOM -- M NUTE LATER -- DAY.

Still in her underwear, Marsh sits at her conmputer. The
kitten is still there, but now all four of its paws, as well
as its stomach, tail, and bell, are stuck in the glue. Only

its slowblinking eyes tell us that it is even alive. The
text crawl reads: LABATYD...LABATYD...LABATYD...

Marsh stares, then whispers to herself--

MARSH
Life's A Bitch And Then You Di e.

She starts to type.

MARSH (cont’ d)
No ki ddi ng.

She types several conmands into a unix shell. Trace routing
algorithms begin to run. A different screen shows possible
| P addresses. The |list begins growing, fromten to hundreds
to thousands.... Marsh shakes her head at the futility.
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I NT. CYBER DI VI SI ON HEADQUARTERS -- LATER -- EVEN NG

El evat or doors open. Qut steps Special Agent in Charge of
t he Cyber Division, WYNN BROOKS, 50’s, Southern accent, dry,
smug, uni magi nati ve.

I NT. DI AL- UP ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER -- EVEN NG

Br ooks wal ks down the aisle of cubicles to where Marsh
Giffin, and Wl ks stand around Marsh’'s desk.

BROOKS
Al'l right, Jennifer, show ne this
tortured kitty of yours.

He and Marsh | ock eyes. They have a thorny subtext: Marsh
doesn’t respect himand he knows it; Brooks is attracted to
her and she couldn’t care |ess.

MARSH
The torture’s over.

She steps aside, revealing her nonitor, where the kitten lies
broken and flat, face down, dead in the glue.

BROCKS
| should say so.

A respectful beat, then Giffin nmurnurs--

GRl FFI N
Poor Lul u.

Everyone | ooks at hi m strangely.

GRI FFIN (cont’ d)

What ? That’s her nane.

(readi ng)
The owner...Scotty Hi ckman. .. 26..
from Col unbi a. .. says she was
snatched a few days ago fromhis
front law during a yard sale. He
recogni zed the fancy collar.

BROCKS
Not Col unbi a, Maryl and?
GRI FFIN
That’s right.
BROCKS

So this site, which could have
ori gi nated anywhere from®Gslo to
Ti mbukt u- -
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GRI FFI N

--is streamng locally. Yes, sir.
BROOKS

The odds of that are--
MARSH

Abillion to one, if it were a

coi ncidence. But it’s not.
Brooks gl ances at her. Pause. A tiny stand-off.

BROCKS
Care to explain?

MARSH
I’d be happy to. We only found out
about the site because, within
m nutes of it going up, it was
ti pped to the County Sheriff and
the Baltinore PD. Both tips canme
froman | nner Harbor pay phone.
Whoever’s behind the site lives in
the area and wants attention.

On the screen, a text banner appears: GYETS...MIC. .. GYETS
...MIC ..GYETS ... MIC. ..

BROOKS
VWhat’'s that?

MARSH
Chat -room shorthand. “d ad You
Enj oyed The Show. Mre To Cone.”

The enoticon cones strutting across the screen. It stops and
| aughs nockingly at its audience. Brooks smrks--

BROOKS
Cocky little bugger.

MARSH
He can afford to be. H s site’s
incredi bly sophisticated. Every
franme of the video’ s hidden and
rel ayed anong all of its viewers.

Lots of viewers...lots of relays,
like a nosaic...and it’s inpossible
to tell where it originated. It’s

alnost like he’'s built his own peer-
t o- peer serving network for every
frane.
(beat)
( MORE)



MARSH( cont ' d)

Let’s alert STAD and see if it’s a
new di stri buted serving technol ogy
t hey recogni ze. Meanwhile, |’d
like to pull Giffin off Innocent

| mges and- -

GRI FFI'N
(to Brooks)
| really could use the break, sir.

MARSH
Wor ki ng together we m ght be able
to--

BROCKS
|"ve got a better idea. Call the
Hurmane Society.

Brooks casual |y wal ks away.

MARSH
wnn, | really think--

Brooks stops and turns back with a patronizing air--

Brooks raps his knuckles on a desk and wal ks on.

pi ssed.

BROCKS
Now, | know how you singl e wonen
| ove your felines, but given the
state of the world, don’t you think
there are nore inportant things for
you to worry about? Maybe sone-
t hi ng under our jurisdiction?

MARSH
(firmy)
This is our jurisdiction. It's
obsceni ty.
BROOKS

(eyes narrow ng)
Shocks your conscience, does it?
Well, it’s a good thing you never
met ny G anny Brooks, ‘cause she
used to drown "emby the litter
(to everyone el se)
Back to work, gentlenen.

EXT. CAMDEN YARDS -- TWO WEEKS LATER -- EVEN NG

CGorgeous dusk. Waving flag. Packed stadium A BAPTIST

QUARTET sings the National Anthemto a packed stadi um

17.

Marsh i s
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I NT. CAMDEN YARDS -- SAME -- EVEN NG

The bright parking lot is packed. Last-m nute TlICKET HOLDERS
hurry up to the stadiumturnstiles. Frominside, the anthem
ends.

I NT. CAMDEN PARKI NG LOT PERI METER-- SAME -- EVEN NG

HERBERT M LLER, 50, burly and am able, an Air Force tattoo on
his forearm wal ks up, |ooking around. A distant roar from
inside the stadium MIller sees what he's | ooking for.

FOLLOW M LLER, wal ki ng across the street to a Vol kswagen bus
parked in the shadows under a tree. The bus’s side door is
open and SOVEONE pokes around inside, noving aside piles of
junk. Mller stops right behind him

M LLER
Hi .

The person gasps, whips around, startled. W don't see his
face.

EXT. MARYLAND MAI N STREET -- DAY.

Marsh, parked outside a children’s martial arts acadeny, sits
in her SUV, flipping through a travel magazi ne.

I NT. SWV -- SAME -- DAY.

Marsh | owers the nagazine, stares into the m ddle distance,
t hi nking. A HANDSOVE YOUNG MAN, crossing the street, gives
her a smle.

Mar sh, snapping to, gives himonly the faintest smle back.
She gl ances at her | aptop conputer, sitting nearby. She
can’t help herself. She flips it open and starts to type.

We hear the nusic of killw thme.com \Wen the next w ndow
opens, Marsh sees sonething she did not expect. Her face
changes terribly.

VOVAN (O S.)
(knocki ng on the w ndow)
Hey!

Marsh nearly junps out of her skin. Stella, carrying a
grocery bag, stands at her closed wi ndow, pointing to the
par ki ng neter.

STELLA
Meter’'s enpty! CGot a quarter?
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EXT. CYBER DI VI S| ON HEADQUARTERS -- LATER -- DAY.
Marsh strides quickly across the parking |ot.

MALE VO CE (O C.)
Hold it right there, copper.

Marsh sm | es when she sees Giffin, dishevel ed and unshaven,
clinbing out of his used sports car.

MARSH
Sorry about the timng.
GRI FFI N
(hurrying to join her)
Hey, it’s not your fault. | had

not hing to do, anyway. Except sit
around, trying to figure out why I
couldn’t get to first base | ast
night with a date who was both
prom scuous and unattractive.

MARSH
Maybe if you went out w th wonen
you’ ve actually net....

GRI FFI'N
There’s a prescription for |one-
l[iness. | work nights. Wo do |

meet ?
Marsh | aughs and puts a consoling arm around him
I NT. MARSH S WORK STATI ON -- MOVENTS LATER -- DAY

Marsh, settling into her chair, is already urgently typing
into her keyboard--

MARSH
For the past two weeks, it hasn't
changed: a saucer of curdled mlk,
a dead kitten, a pile of nmmggots.
Then Friday night around el even,
the site was down. GCone. | hoped
forever. But then, an hour ago--

She hits Enter. Wat Giffin sees on the screen nakes his
face unhinge. He |ooks closer. He can't believe his eyes.

REVERSE ANGLE: It’'s Herbert MIler, the man fromthe Oioles
ganme, in the sanme basenent roomas the kitten, bound and
gagged, cenented upright at the waist into the floor.
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Bare-chested, MIler is surrounded on three sides by A DOZEN
| NFRARED HEAT LAMPS. Just two are turned on, glow ng red.

MIller drips with sweat, defiant, struggling, yelling into
the gag. In the background, the TV, still sitting on the
box, shows a NASCAR race.

Giffin | eans down, types, hits keys, then, using Marsh’'s
nouse, drags a |live network NASCAR broadcast across the
screen and places it beneath the race on the website.

&Rl FFI'N
Still streamng |ive.

Marsh points with her cursor to the top left corner of the
screen, where a digital counter marked ETOD counts down the
time: 23:46: 32

MARSH
Esti mated Ti ne of Death.

On the right side of the screen, Marsh points to a counter
mar ked NOV with a rapidly increasing nunber: 27,108.

MARSH (cont’ d)
Nunmber of Vi ewers.

She points to the text crawl at the bottom of the screen.

MARSH (cont’ d)
This i s what connects them

The text reads: The nore that watch, the faster he cooks
... The nore that watch, the faster he cooks...The nore that
wat ch, the faster he cooks...

Giffinis horrified, but then he realizes.

GRI FFI'N
Wait, it’s bullshit, right? It’'s
fake. It’s gotta be. The guy’ s an
act or!

WLKS (O S.)
He's a helicopter pilot.

They turn. There’s WIlks, holding up a Baltinore Police
Departnment m ssing person’s report bearing a col or photo of
M Il er, surrounded by his happy wife and three smling
daught er s.
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I NT. CYBER- DI VI SI ON HEADQUARTERS HALLWAY -- LATER

Marsh and Giffin stride quickly. Giffin says under his
br eat h- -

GRI FFI'N
You know, just because you were
ri ght and he was wong, doesn’'t
mean you have to rub his nose in
it.

Marsh’s sm | e does not reassure.
I NT. BROOKS S OFFI CE -- MOVENTS LATER -- DAY.

Brooks | eans back in his desk chair, frowning skeptically at
hi s conputer screen, which shows Herbert MIler trapped in
the cement. Marsh and Giffin sit across fromhim Giffin
reads al oud, summarizing fromthe report--

GRI FFI'N
Herbert Mller, 54. A pilot for
Li berty Executive Charter. Lives
in Branford, ten m nutes from here.
Friday after work, he called his
wi fe and said he had a great ticket
for the Os gane that he got from
an ad he placed on Craig's List.
She never heard from hi m again.

BROOKS
Does he have any priors?

GRI FFI'N
(confused)
Mller? 1...1--

MARSH
How i s that rel evant?

Br ooks | ooks out the wi ndow, thinks.

BROCK
Renmenber the snuff filmthat was
sent into the L.A office |ast
year? Teenage geisha cut right in
two. Six weeks later, they found
her safe and sound, waiting tables
in Little Tokyo. Maybe Mller’s
i nvol ved sonehow. . . maybe- -

Marsh can’t believe what he is saying, but before she can
respond, WI ks appears at the open door--
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W LKS
(pal e, shaken)
Sir, killwithne, it’'s-- Well-- |
t hi nk you shoul d take a | ook- -

Br ooks, exasperated, hits his keyboard, awakening the screen.
Marsh and Giffin wal k around the desk for a | ook.

MIller is slunped over, breathing hard, pouring sweat. The
Vi ewer counter, spinning nmuch faster now, hits 1,120, 000.
The Estimated Time OF Death has spun bel ow 23 hours.

MARSH
If those viewer nunbers are real
it’s a rate of increase that--

BROCKS
It’s because they know it’s fake.

MARSH
O because they hope it isn't.
(poi nting)
That's how he controls the tinme of
deat h.

A third heat |anp has begun to glow orange. MIller violently
bucks, crying out into his gag.

GRI FFI'N
What’ s driving up the nunbers |ike
that? It can’t just be word of
nout h.

EXT. M LLERS BRAMFORD HOVE -- AFTERNOON.

TV NEWS VANS and SATELLI TE TRUCKS are parked in the driveway.
The living roomw ndows are illum nated by bright lights from
i nside. COPS keep order anong the nei ghbors, dog wal kers,

ki ds on bi kes, gathered outside.

An UNMARKED CAR drives up to the curb. JOHN BOX, 40, a
street-tough hom cide detective, energes, snoking a
cigarette. He is strong, self-assured, a touch world-weary.
A COP wal ks over to nmeet him

BOX
When did the circus hit town?

CoP #1
ght after the clowns got tipped.
I

Ri
Al of “em Anonynously.
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Box shakes his head with dismay, and they head to the house.
The crowd parts. Box flicks his cigarette before he goes
i nsi de.

I NT. MLLERS BRAMFORD HOMVE -- CONTI NUOUS -- AFTERNOON.

Under bright lights, MRS. MLLER sits on the couch, clutching
a ball of tissue, crying, talking to LOCAL TV REPORTERS.

MRS. M LLER
I don’t know this person. He calls
and says he’s killing ny husband on
the conmputer! | can hear Herb

scream ng!
Box enters and stops in the doorway to watch--
MRS. M LLER (cont’d)
What was | supposed to do? | had
to turn on the conputer!
I NT. STELLA MARSH S BEDROOM - - LATER -- EVEN NG
Sitting up in bed, Stella watches Ms. MIler crying on TV:

MRS. M LLER (ON TV)
I wish I hadn’t! What do | tell ny
girls!

ANNIE (O.C.)
G andma, | can’'t sleep.

Anni e stands at the door, rubbing a knuckle into her eye.

STELLA
Hol d on, honey!

Stella quickly switches the channel. It’s Ms. MIler again--

MRS. M LLER (ON TV)
Wio woul d do this? Wy?

She switches it again.
MRS. M LLER (ON TV) (cont’d)
--never hurt anyone! He's such a
good man!
At wit’s end, Stella snaps the set off and gets out of bed.

ANNI E
Wiy was that |ady crying?
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STELLA
She’s what’s known as a sports w dow.
Come on, |I'Il read you a story.

They exit.
I NT. DI AL- UP ROOM -- NI GHT

THE CAMERA MOVES DOMN t he row of agents and we see what they
are working on: exactly what they were working on in the
films opening, and at the sane neasured pace. Nothing has
changed until. ..

WE STOP ON MARSH, driven, exhausted, typing fast, a finished
Chinese neal at her side. One small corner of her central
nonitor shows M Il er lying notionless, soaked, breathing
hard. N ne of the twelve |anps are bl aze now.

The Vi ewer counter has clinbed to 6,975,000, and the
Estimated Tinme O Death had noved bel ow 5 hours.

MARSH
Interesting. The site bl ocks al
foreign users. Only US-based IP
addresses can get on.

GRI FFI'N
How patriotic.

(beat)
The e-mai|l offering MIler the
Oioles ticket, and the tips com ng
into the TV stations, were all sent
fromdifferent mail servers, and
they were all shut down ten seconds
after the nessages were sent.

MARSH
No surprise.

Giffin wheels his chair over. He pulls the egg roll out and
reads froma note pad--

GRI FFI' N
| searched every newsgroup and found
the very first post that nentioned
killwithnme. It appeared about thirty
seconds after the site went up.

(readi ng)
“A cat caught in a nouse trap. How s
that for irony? It’'s streamng live
on killwithme.com [It’s awesone.
Check it out.”

(beat)
( MORE)
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GRI FFI N(cont ' d)

| traced it to a Georgetown
sophonore naned Andrew Ki nross.

But then | | ooked closer and saw
the post didn’t actually originate
fromhis conputer.

MARSH
Qur guy got into his machi ne and
posted it fromthere.

GRI FFI'N
That woul d be my guess.

MARSH
So let’'s go after the originating
conputer’s | P.

GRI FFI N
It’s worth a shot.

Giffin wheels back to his desk. He is struck by the sight
of MIler on the screen, staring straight at him

GRI FFIN (cont’ d)
Too bad he wasn’t a Boy Scout. He
could blink Mrse Code and tell us
where he is.

Marsh sm | es and shakes her head at Giffin's odd m nd, then
begins to type.

I NT. BASEMENT -- N GHT.

MIler, cenented into the floor, is slouched over, his skin
burned violet, his Iips and eyelids crusted, facing the video
canera. The air shimmes with the fierce heat.

Mller’'s lifeless eyes slowy lift. Ten feet away, along the
dirty wall, lies the dead kitten -- a maggoty patch of dried
fur set in glue.

CLOSE ON A DI G TAL READQUT. Wien the Viewer counter goes
over 8,000,000, a hard drive flashes and the tenth lanp whirs
tolife. Mller’'s eyes widen and he noans hel pl essly.

I NT. DI AL-UP ROOM -- SAME -- NI GHT.

Marsh and Giffin have fallen into a fast, efficient rhythm
t oget her - -

MARSH
I"’mtrying to find a footprint on
Ki nross’ s box.
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GRI FFI N
Il think | see it.
MARSH
Ri ght .
GRI FFI N
Cot it.
MARSH
| have it, too.
GRI FFI N

Running trace-route. W'IlIl get it.
It's been bounced through a relay--

MARSH
Except it isn't just masked -- it's
encrypted....

GRI FFI'N

...using a DOD encryption program
Interesting. Not a problem

As Giffin types, his screens flash with graphics and data
streanms. The two work and relay information in perfect sync.

GRI FFI N (cont’ d)
kay, |1’ve unencrypted the orig-
inating IP. A couple of duplexers,
afiremall. A mjor firewall, as
good as ours.

MARSH
| just burned it down.

GRI FFI' N
Maybe he’s not as snmart as we
t hought .

MARSH
Maybe.

&Rl FFI'N
I"’min his hard drive. 1’ve got his
root directory.

MARSH
Check out the recent activity.
What' s he been up to?

GRI FFI' N
Readi ng about his own site. [|I’'m
sorry, but that’s just tacky.
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MARSH
Let’s I.D. him Any commerci al
transacti ons?

GRI FFI' N
CGot the four-by-four digits of a
credit card. First digit is a 5.

MARSH
Mastercard. | see it. Cross-
referenced with an on-1line receipt
from..Chang’s Three Rivers?

She gl ances at the Chang’s Three Rivers bag right next to
her. Her expression changes. Giffin is oblivious.

GRI FFI'N
He’ s got good taste.
MARSH
Orange Chicken, brown rice, and
four egg rolls -- that’s exactly
what we ordered. Except we got two

egg rolls.

This gets Giffin s attention. He |ooks at Marsh and,
wi t hout breaking eye contact, slides open a desk drawer to
reveal two nore egg rolls. Marsh sits back, pissed.

MARSH (cont’ d)
He routed us right back to our own
conmputer. Shit!

&Rl FFI'N
So he’s not as smart as we thought.
He's smarter.

They sit for a nonent, breathing hard, a bit spooked.

GRI FFIN (cont’ d)
He’s in our network, you know.

MARSH
Not for long. Internal Qops wll--

An alert on her screen starts to flash red.

MARSH (cont’ d)
There. He’s purged.

Marsh’s Treo vibrates. She |ooks down, hits a key. On the
screen, the text message is nothing but a field of random
nunbers.
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Bef ore Marsh can react, she notices Brooks striding down the
hall with Detective John Box. Brooks holds open a conference
room door and gestures for Marsh to join them

GRI FFI'N
Maybe that’s the profiler you asked
for.
MARSH

(getting up)
Not unl ess Quantico’s changed its
dress code.

I NT. DI AL- UP CONFERENCE ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER -- NI GHT.

Marsh enters a bit warily. Detective Box stands, exhausted,
| ooki ng out the wi ndow, sipping coffee.

BROCKS
Jenni fer Marsh -- Detective John
Box. Baltinore PD's got himon the
M 11 er abduction.

Box turns to face her. A charged nonent. Sone chemistry.
Maybe even a flicker of recognition. They shake hands.

MARSH
A pl easure.

He smles. Slightly awkward beat.

MARSH (cont’ d)
So, you're on the tean? You' Il be
joining the task force?

BOX
No team just ne.

BROOKS
And we won’t be using the task
force until we have a better idea
of what we’ve got here.

Marsh stares himdown for a beat.

MARSH
Vell, that’s idiotic.

BROOKS
(anused, to Box)
VWhat'd | tell you?



BOX
(with a smle)
It’s a wonder the State Departnent
hasn’t come cal ling.

MARSH
If you' Il excuse ne--

BROCKS
No, I will not. Get back in here.

Marsh reluctantly obeys.

BROCKS (cont’ d)
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It’s past John’s bedtine -- give him

what you’ ve got, and he’'ll do the
same for you, then you can both go
hone.

MARSH
Now? | still have--

BROCKS
I"’msw tching you to days.

MARSH

(sharply)
Wiy? |I'mon this schedul e because
of ny daughter, so--

BROOKS
You play nice now.

Brooks exits, shutting the door behind him
Marsh exhal es heavily and sits, resigned--

Still

hol ding his coffee cup,

MARSH
You first.

BOX

W found MIler's car parked three
bl ocks from Canden Yards. No
prints but his own. The stadium
caneras caught nothing. W’'re
asking the public for their help.

(beat)
What el se? Oh, yeah, | talked to
his wfe.

open hi s not ebook

Tense sil ence.

Box uses his other hand to flip



30.

BOX (cont’ d)
Patty. She’'s a weck. Doesn’t
know why anyone would do this to

hi m
He flips the notebook shut. That’s it. Marsh can’t hel p but
smle.
MARSH
Thor ough.
BOX

What can | say? Mller's a good
guy. A veteran. Coaches Little
League. Church every Sunday.

MARSH
Then why’' d the subject pick hinf
BOX
“Subject?” Wat is this, science
cl ass?
MARSH

What woul d you prefer?

BOX
How about the “piece of shit?”

MARSH
Wiy’ d he pick MIler?

BOX
I don’t know. Maybe it was random

Marsh t hinks for a few beats.

MARSH
What about the guy who owned the
kitten? You talk to hinf

BOX
H ckman. Yeah, he’'s a jackass.

Box sl aps down a Baltinore Sun with a picture of a spike-
hai red, chubby mal content in an orange-and-yellow uniform

BOX (cont’ d)
He just wants the collar back.
It cost himtwel ve bucks on ebay.
That’s a | ot when you' re an
assi stant manager at Burger King.
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Marsh settles into thought. Box is intrigued by her
intensity.

BOX (cont’ d)
What’ ve you got for nme?

She | ooks at him assessing. Then speaks softly--

MARSH
There’s no such thing as an
untraceabl e website...but now I'm
not so sure. Killwithnme is like
nothing I’ ve ever seen or inmagined.
As long as the prime-upload site is
a ghost, this guy can kill MIler
...or anyone el se he wants...he can
invite the whole world to watch and
joinin...and there’s not a thing
we can do to stop it.

BOX
On your end.

MARSH
That’s right.

BOX

@Quess | have sonme work to do.
Box rises fromhis chair. She watches him go.
I NT. DI AL- UP ROOM HALLWAY -- M NUTE LATER -- EVEN NG

Enmerging fromthe room Box goes one way and, nonents |ater,
Marsh goes another. Marsh wal ks back to her desk, begins
packi ng up her stuff. She speaks to Giffin--

MARSH
wnn's switching ne to days.

Whien she doesn’t get a response, she | ooks over and sees
Giffin sitting notionless. She wal ks over. Looks.

Aterrible sight: Al twelve of the lanps glowred. Mller
lies dead, his skin a deep purple, cracking and peeling, his
hai r snoki ng.

The Viewer counter is spinning like a slot nmachine, noving
above 11, 056, 000, and the Estimated Tine O Death has stopped
at 00: 00: 00.
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GRI FFI'N

(whi sper)
There was time, but then the
nunbers...they just expl oded.

The text banner appears: ROTFL...TYFAYS...MIC. .. ROTFL
TYFAYS. . . MIC. . . ROTFL. . . TYFTAYS. .. MIC. . .. Mar sh reads,
t hi nks, then transl ates--

MARSH
Rolling On The Fl oor Laughi ng.
Thank You For All Your Support.
More To Cone.

Angry but stoical, she goes back to her desk. She unl ocks
her drawer and janms her d ock back in her holster. She grabs
her jacket. On her way out, she nurnurs--

MARSH (cont’ d)
We'l|l see about that.

FADE TO BLACK
FADE | N:
EXT. WASHI NGTON D. C. MALL -- EARLY MORNI NG

The sun rises on the vast expanse of green. And so begins a
SLOW VI SUAL TOUR OF WASHI NGTON D. C. at DAYBREAK -- the
nmuseuns, the parks, the nmonunents, historic Georgetown, the
Wi te House. . ..

OVER THE GORGEQUS TOUR, we hear a spliced junble of various
| ocal TV and radi o broadcasts:

AUDI O JUMBLE
Herbert MIller...the Branford man
...last seen ten days ago. .
streaming live...a grisly sight
...authorities report...real or
fake...a stunt...until a body is
found specul ation...no one has
claimed responsibility...since the
site went black, runors abound...
| ocal authorities...the end or just
t he begi nni ng?

EXT. D.C. RESIDENTI AL NEI GHBORHOOD -- LATER -- MORNI NG

Birds sing on a gorgeous tree-lined street of stately hones,
dappl ed with shadow.
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EXT. D.C. HOUSE -- SAME -- MORN NG

A big Colonial house. An SW is parked in the driveway. The
front door opens and a SPO LED PREPPI E, 22, energes, carrying
a golf bag, speaking on his cell phone--

SPA LED PREPPI E
Dude, he is so Red State. He
drives a pick-up truck...his teeth
| ook |i ke puppy chow. .and the
haircut. Wat is that, a reverse
mul | et ?

FRI END O S.
(through the phone)
His girlfriend cut it. She's
French

SPA LED PREPPI E
| knew | hated her.

He opens the back of the SUV.

SPQ LED PREPPI E (cont’ d)
Anyway, no way he’s stepping foot
in nmy dad’s country club. Cal
Tucker or even that fat kid from-

His golf bag lands with a weird thud.

SPQO LED PREPPI E (cont’ d)
Hol d on.

He opens the hatch wider to | ook. He sees a black trash bag
filled with something. He unties it. He staggers back
sucking wind, as the purple, withered face of Herbert Ml ler
pl ops out, connected only to MIler’s upper torso.

I NT. MARSH S KI TCHEN -- MORNI NG

Anni e munches cereal. She |ooks over, notices sonething, and
sm | es--

ANNI E
Momry’ s sl eepy.

Stella, seated next to Annie, pouring herself coffee, |ooks
over - -

STELLA
You know, | think she is.

ANGLE ON MARSH, | ooking dead tired.
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MARSH
Wiy do you say that?
She pretends to nod off, snoring, into her oatnmeal. Annie
giggles. Stella pours Marsh sone nore coffee.
STELLA
It’s a big deal, you know, turning
your schedul e upside down. It’s

crazy-making. O, in your case,
crazy increasing.

MARSH
Shoul dn’t you be getting senile
soon?

STELLA

But there is an upside. A nornma
schedul e mi ght |lead to other nornal
activities.

MARSH

(wryly)
You nean d-a-t-i-n-g?

ANNI E
No spelling!

Anni e blows a whistle on a cord around her neck. Mrsh junps
out of her skin.

MARSH
Oh, baby! Too early!

STELLA
Did you see the pretty |anyard she
made at day canp?

Marsh’s cell phone rings. Annoyed, she opens it and | ooks at
the caller ID. She answers inmmediately--

MARSH
What ' s up?

As she |istens, she rises fromher chair, shocked, her face
growi ng nore and nore alarnmed. Annie nakes a face at her
gr andnot her.

ANNI E
Uh- oh.
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EXT. D.C. RESIDENTI AL STREET -- MORN NG

HELI COPTER SHOT: the Col oni al house has been cordoned off
with yell ow evi dence tape, behind which stand DOZENS OF
ONLOOKERS, visibly excited, taking photos with their cel
phones.

A Forensic Science Unit Van is parked outside, along with
several police cars. TWO CORONER TECHNI CI ANS carry Mller’s
remains in a zippered bag to their white van.

As we hover overhead, we notice DETECTI VES and UN FORVED
OFFI CERS at different doorways, questioni ng NEl GHBORS.

And in the mdst of all of this -- John Box, striding across
the lawn in a hurry. He junps into his car

EXT. BALTIMORE CITY HALL -- DAY.
Marsh hurries up the marble steps of the historic building.
EXT. BALTIMORE CITY HALL CORRI DOR -- LATER -- DAY.

Marsh wal ks down the hall, swarming with activity, and stops
at the Press Room door, where she flashes her badge.

INT. CITY HALL PRESS ROOM -- CONTI NUQUS -- DAY.

Marsh enters the bright, cluttered room which is packed with
network and cable TV crews, reporters, and photographers, in
the m ddle of a press briefing.

At the m crophone stands M CHAEL BECKETT, Chief of the
Baltinmore Police, 60's, silver-haired, red-cheeked, reading
from prepared notes.

Behi nd hi m stands John Box, as well as representatives from
the Secret Service, the District Attorney’'s office, and the
| ocal Sheriff’'s office.

BECKETT
--at which tinme Trey Restom the son
of California Congressnman Joseph
Restom discovered the parti al
remains of M. MIler inside the
vehicle. He imedi ately phoned | ocal
aut horities, who responded- -

I NT. BALTIMORE CI TY HALL -- LATER -- DAY.

Marsh and Box stride quickly down the hall--
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BOX
Il er was a god-damm chopper
pilot. What’'s his connection to a
U. S. Congressman?

MARSH
The killer had to dunp the body
somewhere. Wiy not on a nationa
st age?

Box stops dead.

BOX
You' re saying there is no connec-
tion? He did it for a bullshit
press conference?

MARSH
Maybe.

BOX
What, to build up his fan base?

MARSH
They’'re not fans. They're
acconpl i ces.

Box takes a beat, then, disgusted, pushes through the ornate
door .

EXT. CTY HALL -- CONTI NUQUS -- DAY.
Box lights a cigarette, as Marsh energes behind him

BOX
But why’d he pick Restom when he
had 434 ot her dishonest, yellow
ti ed douche bags to choose fron?

MARSH
Good questi on.

Box throws her a smle, unused to the conplinent.

MARSH (cont’ d)

I know because | asked it nyself.
(beat)

The Director testified before him
once. Restomsits on the House
Judiciary Commttee. He' s a huge
supporter of Net Neutrality. Al
traffic treated equally. No
restriction on content.
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BOX.
You' d think the piece of shit would
be for that.

MARSH

Yeah, you woul d.
They both think for a beat, then start to descend the steps.

MARSH (cont’ d)
What’ d you find on scene?

BOX
A nei ghbor saw sone a van drive by
around four a.m Another heard a
car door slama mnute later. They
assuned it was the Post being
delivered. They were wong. As
for Restomis car, no sign of forced
entry. So, it looks |ike our guy’s
a god-damm | ocksmith, too.

(beat)
Today, ny men’re gonna work the tech
angl e: conputer conpanies...on-line
el ectronics stores...those freaks who
build their own conputers.

MARSH
Power Users. | " m one.

He smles, checks his watch, and descends faster. She
struggles a bit to keep up.

MARSH (cont’ d)
What's the hurry?

BOX

(sl owi ng down)
A house call. Arthur Janes El ner.
An engi neer at a place called
DynoTech Sol utions. He was fired
six nmonths ago for installing a
wireless web camin the nen’s room
Hi s | andl ady says ever since the
kitty bit the glue, he's been
tal kin’ about the site non-stop.

They reach his car.

BOX (cont’ d)
Get in, we'll go together.

MARSH
No, thanks.
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BOX
What’ s wrong?

MARSH
| don’t do field work.

BOX
But that’s where our guy lives.

MARSH
I’ m better behind a desk. Anyway,
Brooks nmobilized the task force, so
| really should....

H's eyes neet hers. He flips his cigarette and gets into his
car.

BOX
"1l keep you posted.

Mar sh, anxi ous, watches himdrive off.
EXT. RUN- DOWN HOVE -- DAY

TWDO UNI FORMED COPS st and outside, near a broken, rusty fence,
as Box hurries up.

BOX
Who’' s got the warrant?

OFFI CER #1
(handing it over)
You do.

Box heads up the path to the house.
I NT. RUN- DOWN HOVE -- MOMENTS LATER -- DAY.

Kni ckknacks, doilies, and dust. Box enters. At the end of
the hall in the frilly kitchen, he sees TWD OFFI CERS t al ki ng
to SOMEONE who bl ocks the basenment door. W don’'t have a
clear view

I NT. RUN- DOAN HOVE KI TCHEN -- MOMENTS LATER -- DAY.

Box enters, glances around the kitchen, taking it in, then
his eyes rest on ARTHUR JAMES ELMER, 30 ski nny, brainy,
wearing khakis and a stained T-shirt.

ELMER
You' re Box?

BOX
That’s right.
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ELMER
Unusual nane.
BOX
Wasn’t up to ne.
ELMER
You really think | baked that guy?
BOX
Maybe.
ELMER
I"'mflattered. | found it highly

entertaining. Especially at the
end. The way the viewership

i ncreased geonetrically. Like sone
sort of epidemc. You know, AIDS
took twenty years to reach a
mllion hits. Killwithme did it in
| ess than two hours. You know what
t hey oughta do? Sell ad space.

Box stares, then slaps the warrant onto his chest. An
of ficer noves Elner away fromhis door. The other officer
| ays his hand on his weapon and | eads the way downstairs.

I NT. ELMER S BASEMENT APARTMENT -- CONTI NUOUS -- SAME.

Box wal ks down creaki ng wooden steps past a swi nging |ight
bulb into a dim dirty basenent apartnent.

Every inch of the walls and ceilings is covered with a photo
col | age of YOUNG MALE MODELS, cut from magazi nes, every inch
covered in heavy shell ack.

Box wal ks over to a large work table, covered w th garbage,
and bearing a massive anount of conputer equipnent. A big
noni tor shows the killw thme screen -- bl ack.

Box spots a bucket next to the chair. Picks it up. Wen the
odor of urine hits him he turns his head. The officer
points to a bank of nonitors--

OFFI CER
Quy’ s got enemi es.

Box | ooks. The nonitors show live web cam i nages of
different views from around the house--

BOX
No, he just thinks he does.



40.

Elner is led into the roomby the other Oficer. Box sees
stacks of DVD s everywhere, all bearing handwitten | abels.

BOX (cont’d)
You |i ke npvies, huh?

ELVER
VWho doesn’t?

BOX
Me. You burn your own, huh?

Box pops a DVD in a player and hits play.

BOX (cont' d)
That’s illegal.

El mer smirks. Box hits pause, freezing the FBI WARNI NG about
illegal copying. He throws El ner a dead-serious gl ance.

BOX (cont’ d)
You can’t say we didn't warn you.

I NT. MARSH S WORK STATI ON -- LATER -- DAY.

Marsh wal ks qui ckly down the hall, checking a nmessage on her
Treo. She senses sonething and | ooks over. Giffin walks at
her side, beam ng.

MARSH
What ' re you doi ng here?

GRI FFI'N
Quess who Brooks asked to join the
task force?

Marsh smles at the happy surprise.
I NT. TASK FORCE MEETI NG ROOM -- LATER -- DAY.

Seated in the roomare a DOZEN MEN and a COUPLE OF WOVEN
representing the County Sheriff, the FBI, and the Baltinore
and D.C. police departnents.

BROCKS
Since we’ve got a few new nenbers,
let’s talk a mnute to introduce
our sel ves.

CLOSE ON MARSH, as the introductions quickly proceed. She
hears a vibration. Checks her Treo. An e-mail from Annie.
She opens it. Annie wites: “H, Mny. Gandma is hel ping
me wthi the cpnter. | love you.”
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Marsh starts to wite back. Giffin gives her a gentle jab
with his elbow. She | ooks at him doesn’t understand. Hi's
eyes bulge. She realizes that it’s her turn.

MARSH
Sorry. Jennifer Marsh. |1'ma
supervi sor here.
GRI FFI N
Giffin Dowd. | work here, too.

In Innocent Inmages. Wich is just
a poetic way of saying internet

ki ddie porn. Serial homcide |l be
a nice break

The | ast few people introduce thensel ves and Wnn takes over
agai n- -

BROOKS
Bef ore we di scuss a ganme plan, you
shoul d know t hat we do have a
suspect. A search warrant has been
i ssued for an Arthur Janes--

MARSH
El ner’ s not our guy.

Al'l eyes turn to Marsh. Brooks smles--

BROCKS
Ms. Marsh hasn’'t |eft her desk al
day, and yet sonehow she feels the
confi dence to decl are--

MARSH

Friday, starting at 1 p.m, El mer
was | ogged on to a chat roomfor
twel ve consecutive hours. At the
time MIIler disappeared, El nmer was
busy trying to arrange a private
chat with the first tenor of the
Gay Men’s Chorus of Greater Tacona.

Brooks frowns, then notices Box standing at the open door.

BROCKS
You hear that, John?
BOX
She’s right. He's not our guy.
(beat)
But it still felt good arresting

hi m
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A few chuckles. Box falls into a seat next to Marsh

EXT. MARSH S BACKYARD -- EVEN NG

The famly is visible in the kitchen wi ndow, eating dinner.
I NT. MARSH KI TCHEN -- SAME -- EVEN NG

The famly eats.

MARSH
How was day canp, honey? Did you
have fun?

ANNI E
Beebee made ne cry.

MARSH
She di d? How?

ANNI E
She call ed nme “pooper-scooper.”
She says Bridget nmade it up...and
Bri dget says Ashley did, but Ashley
says Beebee did, and | believe her.

MARSH
Does it really matter? Wo said it
first?

Anni e nods enphatically. This triggers an idea in Marsh.
She reflects for a few beats.

MARSH (cont’ d)
Wul d you excuse ne for a second?

ANNI E
kay, but only one.

Marsh gets up and | eaves the room
ANNI E (cont’ d)
One- one t housand.
(crying out)
Momry, conme back!
She blows her whistle. Stella bursts out |aughing.
I NT. MARSH S BEDROOM -- MOVENTS LATER -- EVEN NG

As she turns on her conputer, Marsh hits her speed dial. The
phone rings. Giffin picks up--
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GRIFFIN (Q S.)
(fromthe phone)
Hel | o!

MARSH
| caught you.

| NTERCUT W TH:
INT. GRIFFIN S BATHROOM -- SAME -- EVEN NG

Havi ng just finished shaving, Giffin slaps on after-shave.

GRI FFI'N
Barely. 1’ve got a big date
t oni ght .
MARSH

Bi g special or big overweight?

&Rl FFIN
| don't know. She's from match. com
A |l egal secretary.

MARSH
Listen, | just had a thought. Maybe
we noved on too fast. Wat was the
nane of that college kid our guy used
to pronote his site?

&Rl FFIN
Oh, you nean...unmmm. .. Ki ncai d?
No, Kinross. Andrew. \Wat about
hi n®?
MARSH
There are 1.3 billion internet users

in the world. Wy did our guy choose
hi n? Maybe they knew each ot her.
Maybe there’s a connection. What do
you t hi nk?

&Rl FFI'N
| guess it’s worth | ooking into.

MARSH
(starting to type)
And there goes ny holiday weekend.

GRI FFI N
Li ke you had anyt hi ng pl anned.
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MARSH
I did. | was gonna crash your
date, just to see the | ook of
horror on her face when you split
t he check.

GRI FFI'N
Know what you are? A playa hata.

MARSH
(with a | augh)

See you Monday.

(beat)
Oh, and later tonight? Wen your
date ends early? Wuld you mnd
taking a closer look at Mller? He
pi | oted corporate executives.
Anyone from high tech or tel econ?
Menbers of Congress? See if you
can track down a custoner |ist.

GRI FFI'N
You got it.

They hang up. Al business now, she begins to type, her face
taking on a fierce expression that carries over into--

EXT. MARSH S BEDROOM W NDOW - - LATER -- N GHT.

FROM ACROSS THE STREET: Framed in the glass, Marsh works at
her desk under a bright |anp.

I NT. MARSH S BEDROOM - - DAY/ NI GHT.

VARI QUS SHOTS OF MARSH HARD AT WORK, her conputer screen
flashing with data on Kinross, chat roons pages, news group
postings. She’s clearly not finding what she’ s | ooking for.

At one point, Annie interrupts, pulling Marsh fromthe desk
by her hand.

At anot her, Marsh, dead on her feet, watches from her w ndow
as Stella and Annie play catch in the front yard.

I NT. ANNIE'S BEDROOM -- LATER -- DAWN.

In bed, Annie lies sound asl eep, spraw ed am d paste,
sci ssors, construction paper, and a stack of red-white-and-
bl ue decorati ons.

Marsh sits down next to her, smling tenderly at the ness.
She clears sonme of it away, then pulls Annie s blanket up
hi gher.
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She ki sses Annie’s cheek, then slowy |lays her head down. As
Marsh’s eyes flutter shut, the CAMERA DRI FTS TO THE W NDOW
where the sun rises and birds sing.

EXT. RESI DENTI AL STREET -- MORN NG

Birds al so sing on a charm ng nei ghborhood of generous m ddl e-
cl ass hones set back amd thick foliage. American flags hang
frommany of them A big, black BMN glides down the bl ock.

I NT. BMNV-- SAME -- MORNI NG

JERRY CARVER, 40’s, handsone, tanned, well-coiffed, drives
slow y, | ooking between a slip of paper in his hand and the
passi ng addresses.

Finally, he pulls into the secluded driveway of a m ddl e-
cl ass honme and parks behind a big, gold Cadillac.

EXT. M DDLE- CLASS HOMVE -- MOMENTS LATER -- MORN NG

Carver, admring the house, walks up to the front door. He
pushes the doorbell. While he waits, he | ooks around,
admring the garden, the oak tree, the fence.

Ri ght next to Carver, at a side window, a curtain parts and a
YOUNG MAN | ooks out. Carver doesn’'t notice.

MEET OWNEN, 30, his skin unwhol esone, his eyes devoid of
light. He studies Carver for a few |long beats, then he
di sappears.

Monents later, just as Carver is about to press the bel
again, Omen opens the door. His smile is bright, but stiff,
as though his face m ght crack.

Carver tries to hide his surprise at the young man’'s
di st ur bi ng appear ance.

OVEN
You're right on tine.
CARVER
Yeah, it’s a curse. |’ve spent

half ny life waiting for people.
Carver flashes a warm sm |l e and extends a mani cured hand.

CARVER (cont’ d)
Jerry Carver.

Owen | ooks at the hand as though he has never seen one
before. Then he smles and shakes it w thout force.
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CARVER (cont’ d)
Great address, by the way. Eights
bring prosperity.

OVEN
| didn’t know t hat.

CARVER
Love the Caddy, too.

As Carver noves past himand di sappears inside, Oamen | ooks
out at the car.

OVEN
It had a dent, but I got it fixed.

EXT. MARSH S BACKYARD -- DAY.

Giffin stands on a picnic table, threading a garland of
Anni e’ s decorations into the branches of a tree.

GRI FFI'N
You made ‘emall by yourself?

ANNI E
G andma helped a little. M nom
couldn’t, ‘cause she was working on
t he computer.

GRI FFI N
She wor ks hard, huh?

Anni e nods enphatically.

GRI FFI N (cont’ d)
How s that ?

Anni e grins up at her handiwork.
I NT. M DDLE- CLASS HOVE -- LATER -- MORNI NG

Onen stands in the Iiving room his face inpassive, while
Carver admires the decor, which is in a contenporary Asian
styl e.

CARVER
You like Asia, | guess.

OVNEN
Just Kor ea.

Ankwar d beat .
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CARVER (O S.)
Vel |, you make it work.

OVEN
Thank you.

Anot her awkward sil ence.

CARVER
So...you gonna let ne see ‘enf?

OVEN
O course.

FOLLOW OVEN, | eading Carver through the spotless house. Al
of the roons are decorated in the rosewdod, teak, and
porcelain. Carver chatters uneasily--

CARVER
| gotta tell ya, a 710 Pullman and a
712 Cbservation Car? Wen | read
your e-mail, | al npst passed out.
If they're really in mnt condition--

OVEN
Dad and | used to play with them
And we played Ping-Pong. And we
built things. Toys. Contraptions.
W had quite a workshop.

Owen stops and fixes Carver with a dead stare.

OVEN (cont’ d)
He passed away | ast year

CARVER
Oh, I'"msorry to hear that.

Owen nods slowy, then opens a small door, revealing a dark,
narrow staircase, descending into pitch blackness. He hits
the light, smles, and gestures for Carver to go first.

Carver obeys, a bit reluctantly. As he passes by, Oaen
touches a Taser to the back of Carver’s neck. 50,000 volts.
Carver drops like a sack of potatoes down the stairs, which
bl ends with--

EXT. MARSH S BACKYARD -- DAY.

Giffin dunps charcoal into the grill. Marsh, arranging
beverages in a cooler of ice--

MARSH
So how was your date?



Giffin tosses in a match and the coal s bur st

GRI FFI N
Not bad. But | think today’ s wll
be better. She's a social worker.

She’ Il be hear any m nute.

MARSH

(anused)
You’ re ki ddi ng.

&Rl FFI' N
No -- so behave.

(beat)
How was your weekend?

MARSH
I only made it through a few nonths
of Kinross’s posts. |It’s insane.

The kid was on line sixteen hours a
day. .. pushing websites, sharing
i nks, upl oadi ng videos. ..

GRI FFI N
Was? Not anynore?

MARSH

Not since he died.

(off Giffin s shock)
A month ago. O sonething called
di abeti c ketoacidosis. It happens
when you skip your insulin for a
few days. Wthin a few hours of
hi s body being discovered, the site
went up and his reconmmendati on
appear ed.

GRI FFI N
You think our guy killed hinf

MARSH
| don't know. The coroner call ed
it accidental.

(beat)
What’d you find on Mller?

GRI FFI'N
Not nmuch. His conpany caters nostly
to corporate attorneys and bankers
who need to get in and out of DC. in
a hurry. No serious ties to politics
or high tech.

48.

into fl ane.
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I NT. ONEN S BASEMENT -- DAY.

Naked but for boxers and bl ack socks, Jerry Carver lies
unconsci ous, brui sed, gagged, slunped against the fol ded-up
picnic table.

His torso is snaked with patriotic bunting. An I.V. tube is
buried in his clavicle and taped in place.

A few feet away, we see the rotting shape, enbedded in the
cement floor, of where Herbert MIler was cut in two.

Suddenly, one of Jerry Carver’s lifeless arns jerks to life
like a marionette’s. Then the other one does. They both
snap up and bang back agai nst the Ping-Pong table.

W realize that his arnms are being controlled by Ethernet
cables tied to both wists, and connected to a crank. As the
cable is stretched tighter, Carver’s body rises and his arns
spread wi der and w der.

Com ng to, Carver begins to noan, turning his head from side
to side. Owen wal ks out frombehind the table. He kneels,
opens a tool box and renmpves a netal tool nmeant to scrape
pai nt from wi ndow panes.

Froma tiny cardboard sheath, Ownen slips out a doubl e-edged
razor blade and slips it into the tool.

EXT. MARSH S BACKYARD -- LATE AFTERNOON.

A PACK OF CHI LDREN swarm and scatter, |aughing and scream ng
with delight, spraying each other with SQU RT GUNS.

At a PICNI C TABLE, PARENTS chat, eating hotdogs and burgers,
si ppi ng beers. Marsh, holding a beer, stands al one, watching
as the sun bl eeds below the tree |ine.

She turns and sees Anni e happily squealing, backed against a
fl ower bed, drenched by her friends. Marsh |ooks over and
sees Giffin manning the grill.

Giffin glances at Marsh and their eyes click like billiard
balls. They share a smle. |It’s interrupted by--

BOX (O C.)
Hey, there.

Box stands there, |looking a bit self-conscious, overdressed,
hol di ng a bouquet of flowers. A dab of bloody Kl eenex is
stuck to his neck.

MARSH
You nade it.
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BOX
Barely.

MARSH
(re: the flowers)
You gonna give ne those, or nmake ne
pry ‘emout of your cold, dead
hands?

BOX

_ (dryly)
Sur pri se.

She takes them She sees Griffin |ooking over, watching.
Stella, too. Geat. Then, as Marsh reflexively inhales the
fl owers, Annie runs over--

ANNI E
Momry, can | snell them too?

MARSH
Sure, Bug.

She scoops her up onto the bench. Annie inhales them

MARSH (cont’ d)
John, this is ny daughter Annie.

BOX
H , Annie.

ANNI E
Hel | o, John

As before, a subtle | ook of recognition cones over Box. He
smles warnly at her

BOX
You rust be about...unmm..six and
three quarters, 1'I1 bet.

ANNI E
(del i ght ed)
How di d you know t hat ?

Marsh is curious, too, and a bit uneasy, but before Box can
answer, her Treo vibrates. She checks it. Her face changes.
She and Box neet eyes. She answers it--

MARSH
Mar sh.

As she listens, she stands up, her eyes filling with alarm



51.

She quickly | ooks over at Giffin. He' s noticed the nonent.
He qui ckly crosses over and whispers in Stella’ s ear. She
t akes i nmedi ate action--

STELLA
Anni e, honey! Cone here! W're
gonna play a gane!

MARSH
Honey, go to G andne.

Annie starts to run to her, but then, no fool, Annie stops
dead and whi ps around, just in tine to see her nother, Box,
and Giffin rushing away- -

ANNI E
You coul d at | east say good-bye!

Mar sh whi ps around- -

MARSH
| amso sorry, baby! [I’'Il make it
up to you! | prom se!

They hurry on, but then, at the gate, run right into MELAN E,
30, a lovely young woman, carrying a bottle of w ne--

MELANI E

I’mlooking for Giffin? He said--
(beat)

Wait, that's you! Hi!

Giffin grabs her by the el bow -

GRI FFI N
| amso sorry. GCotta run

He races away with Marsh and Box. Melanie is bew | dered.
She sees Annie, |ooking up at her.

ANNI E
You get used to it.

I NT. BOX' S SPEEDI NG CAR -- LATER -- AFTERNOON.

Box speeds along the highway with his siren attached to the
roof, wailing. Mrsh works her laptop in the passenger seat.
Giffin sits in back, |looking at Marsh’s screen, waiting.
When the i mage cones up, Marsh and Giffin react

Box | ooks over as best he can, while he drives. On the
screen, he sees Jerry Carver tied to the upright Ping-Pong
table, westling and screaming into his gag.
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Into his torso, killw thne.com has been cut with a razor.
The delicate letters trickle bl ood.

BOX
Si ck, fuckin' bastard.
GRI FFI N
What does the crawl say?
MARSH
“The nore that watch, the faster he
drains.”
BOX
Dr ai ns?
GRI FFI N

2,513,000 viewers. Estimated Tinme
of Death: 18 hours, 33 m nutes.

I NT. TEENAGE BOY’ S BACKYARD -- LATE AFTERNOON.
A TEENAGE BOY, snoking a joint, lies on his hammock, with an

OPEN LAPTOP COWPUTER on his lap. On the other side of a
near by fence, a barbecue is in progress.

The teen | aughs, sputtering, watching a honme video clip of a
kid getting hit in the bare chest by a Roman candle. The
nonent when the firework knocks the kid off his feet plays
over and over again in slow notion.

Ping! The teenager gets an Instant nessage: <<Dude, KW --
back up!>> Excited, the teenager takes a hit off his joint
and clicks on the little red heart of his Favorite Pl aces.
Killw thnme.com | oads.

When he sees Jerry Carver strapped to the table, he |aughs so
hard that he chokes on his snoke, but then he abruptly

noti ces sonething unbelievable. He puts his nose right up to
the screen to be sure. No way! He flies out of the hanmock,
al nost dropping his |aptop, and rushes over to the fence--

TEENAGE BOY
Jesse! Yo, Jesse!

I NT. TASK FORCE COMVAND CENTER -- RIVERTON -- LATER

Box, Giffin, and other nenmbers of the Task Force watch
Carver on a |large plasma conputer nonitor. The Viewer
counter reads 4,112,000. Estimated Tine of Death is just
above 15 hours. Marsh works intently, off to the side, on
her | apt op.



53.

BOX
Wait, | know this guy!
GRI FFI N
Me, too. That-- That's not--

PETERSON, 30’s, a DEPUTY SHERI FF, enters, a bit w nded--

PETERSON (O S.)
Jerry Carver.

GRI FFI N
Right! A reporter.

Pet erson hands over a headshot fromthe C Span website.

PETERSON
Until |ast year, when he noved to
D.C. to host a show for C Span. He
visited his nother this norning in
Silver Springs. Then he was
supposed to take a | ook at an
antique train set he wanted to buy,
and be honme by noon for a famly
cookout. He never showed. At half
past one, the neighbor’s kid called
and said Jerry was being, and |
quote “crucified on a Ping-Pong
table.”

Brooks enters, starting to unwind a bit. He walks over to
t he screen.

BROOKS
Now, how on earth is he going to
control this man’s tinme of death?
He's threatening to drain hinf
How? Those are no deeper than
paper cuts.

Marsh swi ngs her chair away from her conputer screen

MARSH
It’s not the cuts. It’s his bl ood.

She screen-captures the |I.V. bag hangi ng above Carver’s head,
as well as a small nmetal box, through which its contents pass
on their way to Carver’s chest.

MARSH (cont’ d)
This box regul ates the anount of
the solution flowing into Carver
See the cabl e?
( MORE)
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MARSH( cont ' d)

It’s connected to his computer.
Whi ch nmeans he has conplete contro
over the dosage.

BROCKS
Dosage of what?

She screen-captures Carver’s agoni zed features and magnifies
t hem

MARSH
H's nose is starting to bleed. 1'm
guessi ng the bag contains sone sort
of anti-coagul ant.

BOX
(eyes on the screen)
So the nore people who visit the
site, the nore drug is rel eased,
and the faster Carver bleeds?

MARSH
Yup.
BROCKS
Vonder f ul .
PETERSON

(studying the counter)
The nunbers of viewers is noving

slower than last time. |Is there
any chance people are | osing
interest?
BOX

No, they're just nore interested in
fireworks.

MARSH
For now.

BROOKS
Vell, it’s high time we tal ked sone

sense to them

Marsh throws an al armed | ook at Brooks, as he picks up a
t el ephone.

I NT. BALTIMORE CI TY HALL CORRI DOR -- EARLY EVEN NG

The Task Force hurries down the hall. Marsh has nanaged to
get up al ongsi de Brooks--
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MARSH
But this is exactly what he wants!
Anyt hi ng we say, any publicity
hel ps him

BROOKS
We'll see about that.

Bef ore she can protest, Brooks bursts through doors into--
I NT. BALTI MORE CI TY HALL PRESS ROOM -- CONTI NUQUS
Marsh tries to regain his attention--

MARSH
Pl ease, just hear nme out!

Too late. Brooks is greeted by coll eagues and associ at es.
The rest of the Task Force enters around her.

I NT. BALTI MORE CI TY HALL PRESS ROOM -- LATER -- AFTERNOON.

Under the glaring lights of nedia caneras, Chief of Police
Beckett speaks at a lectern to a room packed with nati onal
press- -

CH EF BECKETT
We're gathered here to share sone
information in regard to crimna
conduct that has originated in the
Baltinore netropolitan area, but
whi ch has far-reaching inplica-
tions.

ANGLE ON BOX AND BROCKS, standing at Beckett’s side. They
hear clicking. They |ook over and sees Marsh seated, click-
ing away at her | aptop.

CHI EF BECKETT (cont’ d)
Because of the uni queness of the
crinmes and because the FBI is able
to provide resources critical to
this investigation, | have asked
themto |l ead the inter-agency task
force assigned to the case.

BACK TO MARSH, who studies killw thne.com The Vi ewer
counter is still fairly low -- 5,406,000. The Estimted Tine
O Death is still at over 11 hours.

The blood fromthe letters cut in Carver’'s chest and fromhis
nose runs faster. He still struggles to free hinself.
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Marsh screen-captures and magnifies a detail off the site.
It’s the killer’s muted TV, showi ng Beckett’s face live at
the press conference, perfectly in sync with the words we are
hearing in the background:

CH EF BECKETT (O. S.) (cont’d)
Now |l et me turn it over to Special
Agent in Charge of the FBI'S
Cybercrime Division -- Wnn Brooks.

BACK TO SCENE, as Marsh goes back to her full screen and
Brooks, grimfaced, steps to the m crophone.

BROOKS
Thanks, Chi ef.

(beat)
Two weeks ago, a man was killed in
cold blood on the Internet. This
sadi stic nmurder, streaned |live, was
facilitated by individuals who
visited the killer’'s website,
bel i eving, no doubt, that what they
were wat ching was a nmere stunt.

(beat)
| can assure you that it wasn't.

ANGLE ON MARSH, staring at her conputer screen. Her eyes
react as the Viewer counter begins to fly upward at a nuch
faster rate.

BROOKS (O S.) (cont’d)
Now, today, a second individual has
been taken hostage, and his life,
too, is in jeopardy.

The counter noves even faster. Marsh |ooks over at Box, her
eyes urgent. Box sees the screen, |ooks over at Brooks.

Deci des whether to intervene. Wth every word Brooks says,
the Viewer counter spins faster--

BROCKS (cont’ d)
M. Carver is known to many of you.
But he is nore than a distinguished
reporter, he is also a doting
father to two sons, Eric and
Jesse...a loving husband to his
wi fe Louise...a devoted son to his
not her Beatrice. This is not a
hoax. Not a video gane. It’s
real. All-too-real. Any visit to
this site...to this crimnal
enterprise...will hasten the dem se
of M. Carver, sonething that none
of us could possibly wi sh for.
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Brooks clearly feels that he has acconplished sonething. He
| ooks down and sees Marsh's screen. H's face twists with
di sbel i ef.

The Viewer counter spins wildly. Blood pours down fromthe
letters on Carver’s chest. Carver screans as the swelling
and pain builds. Brooks, shaken, |ooks at Mrsh, then back
at the press, then at the canera--

BROCKS (cont’ d)
Your governnent is asking you to
say away fromthis website! And to
spread the word to your famly,
friends, and nei ghbors!

Marsh watches in horror, as on the screen, I N SLOW MOTI ON,
Carver arches his back and screans into his gag. Bl ood
squirts fromhis eyes and runs down his cheeks.

REAL- TI ME. Marsh gasps. Brooks |ooks, sees the nightnare,
and is at a conplete |oss.

Seeing the ook on his face, the Press begins to nurnur and
grow uneasy. Box, unable to help hinself, |eans down to the
m cr ophone- -

BOX
If you visit the site...you re an
accessory to nurder! You may not
believe it, but it’s the truth!
You' re his nurder weapon!

Marsh stares in horror, as ON THE SCREEN, Carver | ooks as
t hough he will explode. He is in absolute agony, flopping
like a fish on a |line.

Bl ood pours down his chest and fromhis ears, eyes, nouth,
nose. He arches his back and lets out a final nuted scream

Abruptly, it explodes into GUT-WRENCH NG SOUND, which we can
only hear because now we are in--

I NT. ONEN S BASEMENT -- SAME -- EVEN NG

Suddenly, Carver slunps, too weak even to lift his head. His
bl eary, bl oody eyes slowy rise and stare at us.

An accusation?
Suddenly, a lightning-fast MONTAGE starts, flashing around

the country, from COVWUTER TO COVPUTER, show ng the vast
spectrum of peopl e wat chi ng Carver
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It includes people fromevery walk of life, of every age,
cl ass, and race; sone are tearful, sone norbidly fascinated,
sone di sgusted, others |augh.

FI NALLY WE LAND ON ANOTHER ANGLE, and we see that Carver
isn't staring at us. He' s staring at Oaen who, noving behind
the blinking canera, calnmy adjusts one of his lights.

Carver’s bl oody gag slips a fewinches. Surprised, seeing a
gl i mrer of hope, Carver works his tongue, trying to make it
fall farther. But then a fresh wave of pain hits himand his
pants are suddenly drenched w th bl ood.

INT. CITY HALL CONFERENCE ROOM -- LATER

The Task Force surrounds Marsh, who sits at a City Hall desk
wi th her | aptop.

BECKETT
Good God!

GRI FFI N
His |ips are noving!

Marsh screen-captures and magnifies Carver’s nmouth. The gag
has fallen farther. W can see his lips. Mrsh barks at
Giffin--

MARSH
Get Timon the phone! Tim WI ks,
hurry!

(to all)

His gag slipped! He' s trying to
tell us sonething!

Giffin hands Marsh the phone--
MARSH (cont’ d)
(into the phone)
Tim are you at the site?
I NT. DI AL-UP ROOM -- RIVERTON -- DAY.

Wl ks sits at his desk in front of a “Speak and Read”
t el ephone for the deaf.

W LKS
Yes.

Across the tel ephone screen, whatever Marsh says spits out in
typed text.
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MARSH (O S.)
Capture Carver’s nmouth. Magnify
it. What’'s he saying?

Wl ks captures the image, magnifies it, |eans down close to
the screen to read Carver’s lips.

W LKS
Eight....Eight.. . Eght....wait...
then....Geen sonething. He's

trying again. Ch, | get it. GCkay.
It’s an address, | think. Eight...
Eight... O ..E ght... Geenleaf--

INT. CITY HALL CONFERENCE ROOM - - LATER
The Task Force can’'t believe their | uck.

PETERSON
There’s a Greenleaf in Silver
Springs, three blocks fromhis
not her’ s nursi ng hone.

WLKS (O S.)
(fromthe phone)
He’ s trying again!

Everyone turns to | ook at Carver on the screen, but, al nost
i medi ately, he vomts what | ooks |ike coffee grounds al
over hinself, and then, a nonent later, like a giant spider,
a hand appears over the lens, holding a |l ens cap, and the
screen goes bl ack.

MARSH
Shi t!

BECKETT
Let’s get him

As everyone rushes out of frame, HOLD ON THE SCREEN.

The Vi ewer counter reads 7,610,000. The Estinmated Tinme O
Death is over 5 hours, 25 m nutes.

EXT. PCLI CE HEADQUARTERS HELI PAD -- DUSK.

A Helicopter |ands on the roof. Beckett, Box, and Giffin
race toward it. Marsh hesitates with fear. Box grabs her by
the hand. Their eyes | ock. He hauls her toward the chopper.
EXT. MARYLAND H GHWAY - - DUSK.

THREE MARYLAND COUNTY SHERI FF' S CARS race down the hi ghway,
lights flashing, sirens scream ng.
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EXT. SUBURBAN MARYLAND -- SAME -- DUSK.

The helicopter roars over a canopy of trees into the Maryl and
subur bs.

I NT. HELI COPTER -- SAME -- DUSK

Marsh, strapped in, hands trenbling, stares at her conputer.
The site is back up. Carver’s gag is back in place. Hs
head hangs |ifeless now, dripping blood fromthe chin. His
body is a bl oody ness.

The Viewer counter is at 8,595,000. The Estinmated Tinme O
Death is at 3:43:06. Marsh and Box neet eyes.

EXT. M DDLE- CLASS HOME -- LATER -- DUSK

W’ ve been here before. SHERI FF S DEPUTI ES wearing body
arnmor, swarm across the lawn, taking up a perineter.
Carver’s BMNVis no |onger parked behind the Cadillac in the
driveway.

I NT. M DDLE-CLASS HOME -- MOMENTS LATER -- DUSK

The door explodes off its hinges as Sheriff’s Deputies storm
in, weapons drawn. They see no one. They race through the
house, ki cking open doors. A DEPUTY with a walkie-talkie to
his ear, screans out--

DEPUTY #1
The basenent!

TWO DEPUTI ES ki ck the basenent door off its hinges. Quns
drawn, they shine their lights in.

DEPUTY #2
SHERI FF!'  DOMN ON THE FLOOR!  HANDS
WHERE | CAN SEE ‘EM  NOW

One hits the basenent |ights.
I NT. M DDLE- CLASS HOVE BASEMENT -- CONTI NUOUS -- DUSK

The Two Deputies storm sideways down the stairs, pointing

t heir weapons. The basenent is ordered, tidy, Asiatic. An
exerci se bike. A nmassage bed. A Buddha. Not Omen’s bl oody
wor kshop. A different basenent.

EXT. M DDLE- CLASS HOVE -- M NUTES LATER -- EVEN NG

The helicopter lands in the mddle of the bl ocked-off street.
Marsh, Box, Beckett, and Giffin exit the chopper and head
toward the house. NEI GHBORS have gat hered behind a yell ow
police cordon. A Deputy hurries out to neet the threesone.
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DEPUTY #1
Basenent’'s cl ean.

MARSH
That’s inpossible. He' s stream ng
live. Are there any other G eenleafs
around here?

DEPUTY #1
Sure, but this is the place al
right.

Mar sh doesn’t under st and.
| NT. M DDLE- CLASS HOVE KI TCHEN -- MOVENTS LATER
Deputy #1 | eads everyone in--

DEPUTY
See?

A laptop conputer sits open on the kitchen table. On the
screen, Carver lies dead, his head hanging linply, his nose
and chin dripping bl ood.

The Viewer counter flies past 13,000,000 and the Esti nated
Time O Death has stopped at 00: 00: 00.

The text crawl reads: TNXE6...TTKSF...B4N...TNXE6. .. TTKSF. .

B4N. .. TNXE6. . . TTKSF. . B4N. . .

MARSH
Thanks a MIlion...Trying to Keep a
Strai ght Face...Bye For Now.

The enoticon waves good-bye. A terrible silence falls over
t he group.

BECKETT
(checki ng his watch)
It took | ess than six hours.

BOX
Twice as fast as M1l er

&Rl FFI'N
And that’s on a holiday.

MARSH
(half to herself)
And none of the people who killed
hi mthink they did anythi ng wong.
( MORE)
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MARSH( cont ' d)

They just visited a website, |ike
they do every day...to check the
news...their stocks...

(beat)
O watch a skateboarder break his
arm A pedestrian get run over.
Two strangers have sex. An
i nnocent journalist get beheaded.

Box shakes his head, appall ed--

BOX
When did the world go fuckin
insane? | use ny conputer to send
mai | and get sports scores.

Marsh smles at Giffin--

MARSH
He’' s been hiding in the field too
| ong.

Giffin | ooks neaningfully at Box and points to the | aptop--

GRI FFI'N
It’s a jungle in there.

The point lands. Then, slowy, Mrsh | ooks around, thinking,
piecing it together--

MARSH
Carver gave us this address because
this is where he was captured. He
was noved | ater, but he didn’t know
It.

EXT. M DDLE- CLASS HOME -- M NUTES LATER -- NI GHT.

Box strides across the yard, covering his cell phone and
muttering to ONE OF HHS MEN as it’'s being cordoned off with
yel | ow evi dence t ape.

BOX
I want this place scrubbed. | don’t
care if it’s fucking soy sauce. |
want every drop, every fibre |.D.’ ed.
And find his god-dam car

The cop nods and wal ks off. Box returns to his phone call--
BOX (cont’ d)

Ma’ am please try again. Check
every fol der



63.

FI ND MARSH, standing on the perineter of the activity, at the
si dewal k, thinking, |ooking up and down the bl ock.

Gradual Iy, she sees sonething that catches her attention.
Across the street sits a Vol kswagen bus. She frowns and
starts to wal k over to it.

FOLLOW MARSH, getting closer and closer to it, when--

BOX (O S.) (cont’d)
Jenni fer!

She turns. There's Box, pocketing his phone and approaching
with his notebook. She neets himhalf way.

In the background, we see NEI GHBORS hel d back by police tape.
Anong themis Owen, chatting quietly with neighbors, his eyes
never | eaving Marsh.

VWhen Marsh reaches Box- -

BOX (cont’ d)
Carver’s wife says he was contacted
about the train set through the G
Span website. In his bio, he
mentions he’s a collector. She's
trying to find the e-mail.

MARSH
It’Il trace to a dead server. Wo
owns t he house?

BOX
Tom Park...60’s, a widower. Right
now, he’'s visiting his nother for
her birthday. |In South Korea.

MARSH
Who woul d know t hat ?

BOX
Only a few thousand people. Park
owns a local market. He closes it
down for two weeks every July so he
can make the trip.

MARSH
Qur guy nust be a custoner.
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BOX
W' || see what Park can tell us.
Meanwhil e, we’' |l conduct a “neigh-

borhood.” Looks like a pretty
cl ose-knit comunity. Maybe
sonebody saw sonet hi ng.

He wal ks away.

MARSH
John?

Box stops and turns.

MARSH (cont’ d)
Andrew Ki nross...a Georgetown
sophonore. ..di ed June 2nd. The
Coroner said it was accidental. |
don't think so. See if he'll take
a second | ook.

BOX
You got it.

A warm beat. He goes back to work. Marsh stands there,
reflecting. Then she renenbers. She turns around. The VW
bus has vani shed. She isn't sure what to nmake of it.

EXT. H GMAY -- MORN NG

Cars nove in both directions as far as the eye can see.

RADI O TALK JOCK (O S.)
Hey, | just took a | ook once the
guy was dead. | wanna hear from
one of you sickos who hel ped kil
t he poor bastard!

I NT. MARSH S MOVI NG SUV -- SAME -- MORN NG
Marsh drives in rush hour, her face unreadabl e.

RADI O TALK JOCK (O S.)
Fol ks, the board just lit up like a
Christmas tree.

Di sgusted, Marsh changes the channel .

RADI O FEMALE TALK JOCK (O S.)
--the list of who ny girlfriends
and | think he should kill next.
Nunber 1: Paris Hilton s dog.

Nunber 2: Paris Hlton. Nunber 3--
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Marsh changes the channel again.

RADI O M NI STER
--the Samaritan of today give confort
to the fallen stranger on the road to
Jericho? Onh, no, because he travels
the i nformati on super-hi ghway! He's
oblivious to the reality of human
suffering, because he lives in a
virtual reality! Friends, the world
wi de web is nothing nore than--

Marsh changes the channel again. Mozart. She leaves it.
EXT. CYBER DI VI SI ON HEADQUARTERS -- MORNI NG

MEDI A TRUCKS and SCORES OF REPORTERS crowd the gate. Marsh,
hating it, drives through the crowd. Reporters yel
guestions and flash photos, as she passes.

EXT. CYBER DI VI SI ON HEADQUARTERS LOT -- LATER -- MORN NG

Mar sh, wal ki ng qui ckly across the crowded parking |ot, nears
the front entrance.

Box | eans agai nst the buil ding, snoking, sipping coffee,
readi ng The Washi ngton Post. She wal ks over. He shows her
the article he’s reading. It bears a handsone professiona
headshot of Carver.

BOX
They condemm the site, refuse to
publish its name, then they nmention
that it’s all over the Web and that
an eight year old could find it.

Box flips his cigarette and noves.
BOX (cont’ d)
| guess it doesn't matter. |It’s
out there. [It’'s everywhere.

As he and Marsh enter the building, he drops the newspaper in
t he trash.

OFF THE NEWSPAPER headshot of Jerry Carver--

DI SSOLVE TO THE REAL JERRY CARVER, hangi ng dead fromthe Ping-
Pong table, crusted black with dried blood. Flies swarmin
cel ebration

Behind him the Viewer counter flies past 31,000, 000...
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THE CAMERA MOVES OVER to reveal Omen, oblivious to the
horror, sitting at a work table, hunched over his conputer.

CLOSE ON H S COWUTER SCREEN, filled with mundane fol ders.
H s cursor noves fromfolder to folder, deciding which one to
open. It stops on “Photos.”

Cick. Along list JPEG FILES opens. The cursor noves to
one marked “Drunk Me.” dick.

A COLOR PHOTO OF MARSH opens, show ng her years ago, | aughing
at a bar, with her pals from Quanti co.

Onen closes it. Moves his cursor down the list. Stops on
one marked “Mom” A photo opens of Stella, beamng with
happi ness, feeding Annie as a two-year-old.

Ownen closes it. Mwves his cursor. Stops on another photo
and clicks. A photo of Annie opens, as we know her today,
grinning and adorabl e, on a playground sw ng.

Onen stares at it for a long, long tine.

I NT. ASCENDI NG ELEVATOR -- M NUTE LATER -- MORNI NG

Marsh and Box are alone in the elevator. Their eyes neet in
the silver reflection of the doors.

BOX
Anni e forgive you for bailing on
t he cook-out ?

MARSH
Only after | read her three bedtine
stories.

BOX

A small price to pay.

Marsh sm |l es and her eyes bounce away. Box studies her
reflection. She catches hi m| ooking.

MARSH
What ?
BOX
I knew you were famliar
(beat)

Rick and | canme up together
(no reaction)
Haski ns.

Marsh stares, blinks a few tines.



67.

MARSH
He introduced us?
BOX
No, we never net. | just saw you.

At his funeral.

Marsh nods slowly, revealing nothing. The doors open,
separating their reflections.

I NT. TASK FORCE COMVAND CENTER -- LATER -- MORN NG

The roomis crowded with LOCAL AGENTS, setting up a nore
conpl ex conmmand center. A huge map of the area covers one
wall .  More conputers have been brought in.

On one large plasma screen, we see Carver’s dead body, with
t he Viewer counter spinning past 38, 000,000. Box and Marsh
enter and | ook around at all the activity. Giffin walks
over, excited, speaking under his breath-

&Rl FFI'N
Brooks finally made it a special...
and he brought in the profiler you
asked for. Two, in fact.

MARSH
It’s about tine.

BOX
What’ s a special ?

GRI FFI'N
When we transfer agents from ot her
di visions to cover our regular
cases, so our agents, who know the
area, can join the task force.

MARSH
What woke hi m up?

GRI FFI' N
A phone call fromthe Director.
Who got one fromthe Secretary of
Honel and Security. Wose ni ece
used to date Jerry Carver’s son

Marsh has to smle at the absurdity.

MARSH
I guess all politics is local.
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I NT. TASK FORCE COMVAND CENTER -- LATER -- DAYS LATER

Marsh, Box, and Giffin sit with TWDO DOZEN OTHER OFFI CERS
some uni formed, sone not, froma variety of agencies,
listening to FBI profiler HANK DAl GLE, 55, burly, crusty,
geni al - -

DAl GLE
Wl l, the son of a bitch knows his
way around a conputer. He knows
somet hi ng about nedicine, too. |Is
he a psychopath? To sone extent,
sure. No conscience. Sees other
people as articles...objects...to
be controlled with violence. He's
probably on the younger side, too.
M ght al ready have served sone jail
tinme.

His partner MKE INVAN, late 30’'s, a straighter arrow, joins
in--

I NIVAN
But inreal life, nmental disorders
don’t cone in tidy packages. They
overl ap sonetines, which is what |
think we’re | ooking at here. The
| ack of a sexual conponent, for
exanple -- that’s abnormal for
psychopaths. So is his mastery of
computers. Psychopaths |ack the
focus to excel at nuch of anything.
So, ny guess is the subject’s got
paranoi d tendencies, as well.
Whi ch woul d make hima | ess socia
individual, nore likely to withdraw
into cyberspace and- -

BOX
What do you think the piece of
shit’s trying to say with these
killings?

Peopl e are surprised by the interruption, and sone are
confused by the question. Not Marsh.

DAl GLE
Sounds |i ke you’ ve got a theory.

Box takes a beat to order his thoughts. As he speaks, Marsh
becones increasingly interested in, and inpressed by, what he
has to say:
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BOX
There're plenty of ways to kill.
Qur guy invites the public to join
in. The Anerican public. No
foreigners allowed. And he invites

themto kill who? Fell ow
Anericans. Good citizens. That,
plus the cartoon, the nmusic -- if

you ask nme, it shows contenpt not
just for the victim but for every-
one who watches...all his hel pers.
He rem nds ne of the Unabonber...a
paranoi d wi th del usi ons of grandeur
...using violence to critique
society. In other words, a fuckin
terrorist. Except what this one’s
trying to say I’mnot sure. Quess
"1l have to wait and read his

mani f est o.
(beat)
That nmake any sense?
I NIVAN
It does, and I'll answer with a

guestion. Society’s been around a
long time. Wy did the subject
start attacking it now? Start
killing now? 1'd be on the | ookout
for an inciting event, sonething
personal in a suspect’s life that
m ght have set him off.

Marsh takes this in.

I NT. CYBER DI VI SI ON HALLWAY -- LATER -- DAY.

As the neeting adjourns, Task Force nenbers fill the hallway.
Marsh wal ks up to Box- -
MARSH
| think you're right. 1t’s not
just about the victinms. |It’s also

about the people who watch. Al of
us. He grabs MIler at a basebal
ganme...dunps his body in a
Congressman’s car...kills Carver on
the Fourth, wapped in red, white,
and blue. The next guy he’l
probably choke to death with apple

pi e.

BOX
If it is a guy.
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This stops Marsh. He steps cl ose and whi spers--
BOX (cont’ d)

If you ever feel |ike you need sone
extra security, don't hesitate to
cal l.

He sm | es, touches her beneath the chin, and wal ks of f.
She's left a little breathl ess.

EXT. CYBER DI VI S| ON HEADQUARTERS -- LATER -- AFTERNOON.

LONG SHOT, as Box wal ks al one across the parking lot to his
car.

INT. BOX'S CAR -- MOMENTS LATER -- AFTERNOON.

Box gets in and starts the engine. Rock nusic blares from
his stereo. He |ooks over his shoul der, backs up, turns the
wheel , shifts gears, and drives off.

I NT. CYBER DI VI SI ON HEADQUARTERS - - EVEN NG

A printer spits out the last of a big docunent. Giffin
hurriedly grabs it, adds it to a huge stack of papers, and
carries it away.

FOLLON GRI FFI N, carrying the load over to his desk and
dropping it there next to two other huge stacks.

GRI FFI' N
Every post Kinross left in the |ast
year.
MARSH
Jesus.
&Rl FFI'N
And this.

He hol ds up two di sks.

GRI FFI N (cont’ d)
One for you and one for ne. Every
video clip he ever uploaded. That
was his real hobby. Pulling sick
shit off the net and posting it on
shock-vi deo sites.

Giffin slips in his disc and types into his keyboard.

GRI FFI N (cont’ d)
This is last thing he posted before
he di ed.
( MORE)
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GRI FFI N(cont ' d)

Sort of a personal greatest hits.
He called it the “My Best of the
Wor st . ”

Giffin clicks. Marsh settles on the corner of his desk.

Menaci ng rock acconpanies a fast, grisly, one-m nute nontage
of car accidents, police shootings, street fights,

conveni ence store nurder, athlete’'s broken linbs, traffic
hel i copter footage of a suicidal man lifting a rifle to his
nmout h. . ..

Before the man pulls the trigger, Marsh grabs Giffin s nouse
and stops the novie.

MARSH
| get the idea.

GRI FFI'N
(sarcastic)

Poor Andy. He had so much to offer
t he worl d.

Marsh si ghs and eyes the huge stacks of posts.

MARSH
GQuess we’' d better get digging.

Marsh starts to divide the heaps into two even stacks.

INT. MARSH S HOVE/ GRI FFIN' S HOVE -- ALL NI GHT

A SEQUENCE OF MARSH and GRIFFIN, working at their respective
desks, wadi ng through the reans of paper. Both of them are
bl eary-eyed wi th exhaustion, but then, near dawn, sonething
startles Giffin. 1t’'s one of the posts and he isn't sure
what to make of it. He walks over and inserts his copy of
the Kinross disc into his conputer

I NT. CAR -- SAME -- LATE NI GHT.

DRIVER S POV, as a car pulls up and parks.

THE CAMERA TURNS and we see Marsh’s house across the street,
dark, bathed in noonlight. The driver shuts off the engine.

I NT. ANNI E'S BEDROOM -- MORNI NG
Annie lies asleep in early norning |ight.
I NT. MARSH HALLWAY -- LATER -- MORN NG

Anni e, still half-asleep, rubbing a knuckle in her eye, pads
down the hall and stops at her nother’s half-open door.
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ANNI E
Moy ?

I NT. MARSH S BEDROOM -- MOVENTS LATER -- MORNI NG
Anni e enters and sees Marsh, asleep in a pool of papers.

ANNI E
Moy ?!

Marsh doesn’t wake. Annie blows her whistle. Marsh junps
out of her skin.

MARSH
Oh, bug! Don't do that! You
scared ne!

ANNI E
You work too nuch.

MARSH
| know, baby. |I'msorry. But it’s
SO i nportant.

ANNI E

I"’mhungry and it’'s too early to
wake up G andna.

MARSH
I think you just did.

Marsh hoi sts hersel f up.

MARSH (cont’ d)
"1l tell you what, watch cartoons
for five mnutes, and 1’|l be right
down to nmake us sone French toast.

Anni e grins and runs away.
INT. MARSH S STAI RWNELL -- MOVENTS LATER -- MORN NG

Anni e rushes down the stairs and slides in her stocking feet
toward the |living room

I NT. MARSH S LI VI NG ROOM -- CONTI NUQUS -- MORNI NG

Anni e junps up on the couch and points the Ti Vo renote at the
TV. Nothing. She does it over and over again and it stil
doesn’t work. Confused, she opens the battery conpartnment
and | ooks i nside.
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I NT. MARSH S BEDROOM -- LATER -- MORN NG

The shower is running behind the hal f-open bat hroom door.
Anni e enters, carrying the TiVo renote. As she passes the
desk, a chime fromher nom s conputer. Annie stops and | ooks
at the screen.

It’s killwithme.com And it shows a video inage of Marsh’s
house. Annie wal ks closer. The famly cat is clearly
visible in one of the upper w ndows.

Anni e turns her head and | ooks. Sure enough, six feet away,
the cat is in the w ndow.

Anni e, not sure how this could be, clinbs up on the chair and
turns the nonitor toward the w ndow.

Then she wal ks over to the wi ndow, pushes aside the cat, and
waves her hand. She | ooks over at the nonitor and sees
hersel f waving on the screen.

Del i ghted, she wal ks to the open bathroom door. Over her
shoul der, we see the outline in the plastic curtain of Mrsh
shower i ng.

ANNI E
There's a npvi e of our house on the
conput er!

MARSH

(over the water)
Wat ch what ever you want, honey!
"1l be right down!

Annie isn't sure what to nake of that.
I NT. MARSH S STAI RWELL -- MOVENTS LATER -- MORNI NG

Anni e pads back down the stairs. She is about to wal k back
to the TV, but, curious, she walks into the foyer instead,

and | ooks out one of the little windows at the side of the
front door.

I NT. MARSH S BEDROOM -- CONTI NUQUS -- MORNI NG

The phone rings. Marsh enters the frame, wearing jeans and a
T-shirt, drying her hair. She checks her Caller 1D before
she answers.

MARSH
Detective, isn't it alittle early
for--
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W hear Box scream ng sonething through the phone. Marsh

| ooks over at the conputer and her heart |eaps into her
throat. Over the image of her house flash the words in red:
“Com ng Soon!”

MARSH (cont’ d)
Ch, God!

She throws down the phone and races out the door--

MARSH (cont’ d)
Anni e!

I NT. MARSH S HALLWAY -- CONTI NUOUS -- MORN NG
Marsh runs toward the stairs--

MARSH
Anni el

Stella bursts out of a bedroom -

STELLA
VWhat on earth--

MARSH
Check her bedroom

Marsh makes for the stairs.
I NT. MARSH S STAI RWELL -- CONTI NUOUS -- MORNI NG

Mar sh cones boundi ng down the stairs and sees the |iving room
enpty.

MARSH
ANNI E!I'  ANNI E

She races through the house, | ooks in the kitchen. At the
di ni ng room hutch, she pulls out of a hidden key, unlocks the
drawer, renoves her G ock, and slans in the clip

Suddenly, a noise frombehind her. The front door knob being
jiggled. Marsh, gun ained, noves toward the noise.

As she gets closer, the knob continues to jiggle. Stella
wal ks down the stairs, terrified. Marsh frantically gestures
for her to get back and be silent.

Mar sh, chest heaving, grabs the door knob. Marsh sw ngs the
door open, gun poised, ready to shoot. It’s Annie.

On the verge of tears, chin trenbling, she says--
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ANNI E
The door got | ocked.

Suddenly, outside, SIRENS BLARE. Marsh |owers her gun, and,
gasping for breath, grabs Annie and hugs her with all her
mght. Stella rushes down to them

EXT. MARSH S HOUSE -- SAME -- MORNI NG

TWD POLI CE CARS pull up, one fromeach direction. COPS spil
out, weapons drawn. Two surround a car parked across the
street. Two race toward the house.

I NT. MARSH S FOYER --_ SAME -- MORNI NG

Marsh gestures for the cops to stop. Frominside the
enbrace, Annie asks--

ANNI E

Did I do sonething bad?
MARSH

No, baby, everything s okay now.
ANNI E

Are we still gonna have French

t oast ?

Marsh ki sses Anni e over and over again, then hands her to
Stella, who groans as she takes her.

STELLA
Such a big girl you are.

Stella heads to the kitchen. As Marsh hurries outside, TWO
MORE POLI CE CARS screech to a stop outside.

EXT. MARSH S HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS -- MORN NG
Marsh, furious, strides across the | awn.

COoP #1
Everyt hi ng okay inside, ma’ an?

She wal ks right past themtoward the car parked across the
street. A big, black BMN W recognize it. A web camis
vi si ble, attached to the roof.

CUT TGO

CLOSE ON A COWPUTER SCREEN, as Marsh, furious, wal ks cl oser
and closer to us. Wen she reaches us, pulls out her weapon
and swings it at the camera. The inage goes haywire, then
bl ack.
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W DEN TO REVEAL- -

I NT. ONEN S BASEMENT -- SAME -- MORNI NG

Owen, sitting at his conmputer, smles at her reaction
EXT. MARSH S STREET -- SAME -- MORNI NG

The canera lands with a clatter at the curb. Marsh breat hes
hard, trying to calmherself. In the background, we hear--

CoP #1 (O S.)
Virginia plates.

CoP #2 (O S.)
"1l check the glove conpartnent.

MARSH
(half to herself)
I know whose car it is.

No one hears her.

CoOP #1 (O S.)
Pop the trunk, will ya? Dave,
let’s get this fingerprinted!

We hear the trunk open.

COP #1 (O S.) (cont’'d)
Oh, shit!

W DER ON MARSH, as she turns and sees Cop #1, shrinking from
the horror of what’'s inside. Marsh wal ks over and | ooks. A
bl ack, crusty ness, barely identifiable as human, covered
with patriotic bunting and swarmng with flies.

MARSH
It’s his.

EXT. MARSH S KI TCHEN -- LATER -- MORN NG

Marsh, Annie, and Stella eat their French toast. In every
wi ndow, POLI CEMEN are visi bl e wal ki ng back and forth, going
about their tasks.

MARSH
Know what | was thinking? Since
canp’s al nost over, we should go on
vacation. Today. W could stay in a
nice hotel, and you could swmin the
pool .
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ANNI E
(excited)
Real | y?
MARSH
Real ly. Except...well, | have a

little nore work to do, so maybe
you and Grandma coul d go today, and
"1l come as soon as | can.

ANNI E
Soon soon? You prom se?

MARSH
Uh- huh.

ANNI E
Cross your heart and hope to die?

Beat .

MARSH
Yeah.

ANNI E

(wavi ng)

Hi, John!

Marsh turns and there’s Box at her back door, peering in.
Marsh smles, glad to see him

EXT. MARSH S HOUSE -- LATER -- MORN NG

Marsh, standing with Box, refuses to cry as she watches
Annie, a little forlorn, waving good-bye fromthe back of a
bl ack Bureau car as it drives away.

BOX
What are you waiting for? Go with
t hem
(of f her 1 o00k)
No one woul d bl ane you

MARSH
I mght. Keeping nmy famly safe,
while the Carvers are pouring Jerry
into the ground?

BOX
You' ve sacrificed enough.

She throws hima curious |look. She isn't sure what he neans.
He’s tired of pretending--
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BOX (cont’ d)
| told you I renenbered you from
Rick’s funeral. Well, when | saw
Annie, it didn't take me long to
figure out who her father was.

Marsh stares at him revealing nothing.

BOX (cont’ d)
| don’t blanme you for working
behi nd a desk. Losing one parent
is enough for any kid. And now
t hat the piece of shit’s canping

out on your front lawn, I’'d say
it’s time for you to get lost, and
stay lost till we’ve got him
hangi ng from a hook.

(beat)

That’ s just my opinion.
Box wal ks away, |eaving Marsh to think.
I NT. MARSH S HOUSE -- MOMENTS LATER -- MORNI NG

Marsh enters the house. Looks around. It feels enpty. She
wal ks through an archway into--

I NT. MARSH S DI NI NG ROOM - - CONTI NUQUS -- MORNI NG

She stops at the hutch, opens the drawer, pulls her G ock out
of the back of her jeans, starts to set it inside, but then
stops. Decides against it. She jans it back in her jeans.
The phone rings, startling her.

I NT. MARSH S KI TCHEN -- MOVENTS LATER -- MORNI NG

Marsh enters and answers it.

MARSH
Hel | 0?

GRIFFIN (Q S.)
I guess | mssed all the fun.

MARSH
Were are you?

| NTERCUT W TH:
INT. GRIFFIN S MOVI NG SPORTS CAR -- SAME -- MORNI NG
Giffin drives--
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On ny way in. Annie s okay?

MARSH
She and ny nomjust left. The
Bureau’s putting themup...a few
hours away...near Gettysburg.

GRI FFI'N
What about you?

Marsh plucks a hand-drawn Mother’'s Day card off the
refrigerator. Studies it.

MARSH
1”1l be fine.

GRl FFI N
You sure?

MARSH
Yeabh.

GRl FFI N

So you wanna hear ny theory about
why he tried to scare the crap out
of you?

MARSH
Pl ease.

&Rl FFIN
Because there is a connection
bet ween hi m and Ki nross, and
sonmehow he knows you're onto it,
and he wants to drive you off the

case.

MARSH
You found it? | didn't find
anyt hi ng.

GRI FFI N
Maybe. | nean, it’s a |long shot
and | still need to check out sonme
details, but--

(click)

Shit! Hold on.
(clicking over)
Hel | 0?

MELANIE (O S.)
Hi.
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GRI FFI'N
(surprised)
Mel anie. Hi. Hold on.
(clicking back to Marsh)
Are you comng in today?

MARSH
Around one.
GRI FFI N
Cone sooner. Noon. [I’'Il lay the
whol e thing out for you.
MARSH
Giffin, just--
GRI FFI N
Gotta go! It’s Mel anie!
MARSH
Who?
GRI FFI N

The one | ditched. Bye!
Too late. He' s gone. Marsh has to smle to herself.
INT. GRIFFIN S MOVI NG SPORTS CAR -- SAME -- DAY.
Giffin speaks to Mel anie--

GRI FFI' N
So you actually forgive ne?

MELANIE (Q S.)

(with a sigh)
Your e-mail was very sweet.

GRI FFI'N
Yeah, | spent sone tinme on it.

I NT. ONEN S BASEMENT -- SAME -- MORNI NG

Onen tinkers with some kind of nmechanical contraption

a speaker on his conputer--

GRIFFIN (Q S.)
| hear you stayed for a while.
Even ate a hotdog.

Owen speaks in his normal voice into his conputer--

OVEN
Just half of one.

80.
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GRIFFIN (Q S.)
Annie really liked you. And you
know what they say about kids.
That |ike animals. Very good
j udges of character.

OVEN
What can | say? | have to agree.
I’ma total catch

(beat)

So, M. Dowd--
INT. GRIFFIN S MOVI NG SPORTS CAR -- SAME -- DAY.
Owen’s voice is being electronically altered to sound fenal e:

ONEN MELANE (O S.)
--what’ re you doing right now?

EXT. CYBER DI VI SI ON HEADQUARTERS -- LATER -- DAY.

Marsh wal ks al one across the parking | ot.

I NT. CYBER DI VI SI ON LOBBY -- MOVENT LATER -- DAY.

Ray, the guard, watches as Marsh slides her card in the slot.
I NT. DI AL- UP ROOM -- LATER -- DAY.

Al'l eyes are subtly on Marsh, as she wal ks down the aisle,
still a bit shaky, but ready to work. She sees Giffin's
desk enmpty. The wall clock says 12: 26.

MARSH
VWhere's Giffin?

W LKS
| haven’t seen him

MARSH
But he cane in at 9:30.

W1 ks shrugs. Confused, Marsh | ocks away her gun.
EXT. GETTYSBURG HOTEL -- DAY.

Stella and Annie get out of the back of the Bureau car,
hel ped with their bags by their TWO MAN SECURI TY DETAI L.

I NT. TASK FORCE MEETI NG ROOM -- CONTI NUCUS -- DAY.
Marsh enters the busy room | ooking around. Brooks stands

over a conputer with CORPORAL HUGH M CHAELS, 40, snart,
geni al . Brooks sees her--
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BROCKS
Quite a show you put on this
norning. W might just have to
assign you a security detail.

MARSH
Please don’t. 1'Il be fine. 1’ve
al ready rel ocat ed.

BROCKS
To where?

MARSH
Sorry, that’s top secret.

BROOKS
(with a smle)
Jenni fer Marsh -- Corporal Hugh
M chael s, fromthe RCWP out of
Vancouver .

HUGH
Pl easur e.

BROOKS
Hugh’ s a geographical profiler. He
uses the RIGEL program Have you
ever heard of it?

MARSH
Sur e.
BROCKS
(to Hugh)
She knows everyt hi ng.
MARSH
What can | say? [|I’ma wal king

W ki pedi a.
Hugh chuckl es. Marsh takes a | ook at his screen--

MARSH (cont’ d)
You’ ve inputted the GPS data on
both killings?

HUGH
Where the victine were | ast seen and
where their remains were found. |
even threw in the house where the cat
was stolen. Here’'s a 3-D inmage of
what we call the “jeopardy surface.”
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He hits a conputer key. The screen fills with the 3-D i nage
of a high nountain. The top is wide, flat, and red. The
sl ope descends into different colors.

HUGH (cont’ d)
It’s the best we can do for now.
I"d concentrate ny resources there.

MARSH
Pretty big area.
HUGH
Unavoi dable, I'"mafraid. 1’ve

worked with as twenty or thirty
crine sites. Here we have two.
Three, if you count the cat.

BOX (O. S.)
Make it four.

They turn. Box stands in the doorway, staring at the |arge
pl asma screen. They | ook, too. Every agent in the room
slowly converges on the screen.

It’s not a film-- yet. Just a series of FLASH NG STILLS,
di sjointed i mages of a man, naked but for boxers, bound and
gagged, wrapped in Ethernet cable. He is tied to a fol ded
ironing board and fastened to pipes running along the

cei ling.

BOX (cont’ d)
Wiy's it doing that?

MARSH
It just started stream ng. There
aren’t enough viewers yet to nmake a
conti nuous inmage. The nosaic’s stil
form ng.

They watch as the flashing stills begin to integrate and form
a continuous noving i mage, and when it does, everyone reacts
wi th horror.

The victimis Giffin, surrounded by a three-sided al um num
pen. H's FBI BADGE is pinned right through the skin of his
bare chest.

The Viewer counter is only at 12,400 and the ETOD is at just
under 24 hours, but both counters spin with blinding speed.

A text craw appears: The nore that watch, the faster he’'s
stripped...The nore that watch, the faster he’ s stripped...
The nore that watch, the faster he’'s stripped..
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BOX
Stripped? What does that nean?

Marsh | unges at the keyboard. She screen-captures a detai
and magnifies it. 1t’s Giffin' s leg and there are three
tiny specks crawing up his calf. Her face unhinges. She
can hardly breathe.

I NT. TASK FORCE COMVAND CENTER -- M NUTES LATER -- DAY.

Br ooks, Box, WI ks, Peterson, and the other agents sit,
wat ching hel plessly as Giffin withes and screans into his
gag. Marsh works her conputer |ike a madwonman.

Finally, she hits a button and a clinical specinmen of a RED
FIRE ANT fills a screen. She spins her chair and talks to
t he group--

MARSH
It’s a Brazilian fire ant....found
in the south...Florida...Georgia.
Very aggressive. A few research
| abs sell them but only to buyers
wi th academ c credentials. ..

I NT. ONAEN S BASEMENT -- AFTERNOON.

FOLLOW THE TRAIL OF ANTS across the cenent floor and up
Giffin s leg, stomach, chest, as they bite and chew their
way.

Finally, as the trail grows nore sparse, we reach Giffin's
face. Hi s eyes and veins bulge as he withes in pain,
scream ng and noani ng.

Right in front of him the VIDEO CAMERA sits on a netal box
(the contraption we saw Oaen tinkering with earlier),
attached by cables to his conputers.

Owen stands behind the box, speaking matter-of-factly,
ignoring the screans. Behind him we see the Viewer counter
spinning wildly, past 3,000,000....

OVEN

If no one was watching right now,
there wouldn’t be any ants. W'd
just be tal king. But people enjoy
the suffering of others. They
really do. In the old days, they
wat ched gl adi ators kill each other.
And | ater people were hanged in
public. O had their heads cut
off. Al of it was enornously
popul ar.

( MORE)
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OVNEN( cont ' d)
Then for sone reason people started
to think that we'd evol ved. Becone
civilized. But it’s not true. |
know.

As the Viewer counter flies past 4,000,000, a door on the box
starts to lift.

OVEN (cont’ d)
See? See how excited they are to
see you die?

FI RE ANTS conme craw ing out, joining the exodus leading to
Giffin. He screans |ouder, bucking and withing. After a
few | ong seconds, the door lowers, cutting off the ants.

OVEN (cont’ d)
I like you, Giffin. Jennifer, too.
You' re both really intelligent.
Especially Jennifer...no offense. So
it’s not personal. |I'monly doing to
you what your friends will do to ne
when they catch me. Only they' |l use
Pot assi um Chl ori de, and they won't
| et very many people watch. Even
t hough al nost everybody will want to.

(beat)

Ch, wow.

As the Viewer counter flies past 4,500,000, the door starts
tolift. Giffin screans into his gag. Owen shakes his
head.

OVEN (cont’ d)
So nmuch faster this tine. Wrd of
nout h, | guess.
(beat)
O maybe it’s because you' re wearing
your badge.

I NT. TASK FORCE COMVAND CENTER -- LATER -- DAY

The Task Force sits and stands, paralyzed before the
nonitors. The counters spin so quickly that action is
i mpossi bl e.

Among the group, Marsh sits, watching in agony, helpless, as
Giffin screans and withes, his linbs and torso thick with

ants. She can’t take it an instant |onger. She junps up and
races out of the room

I NT. CYBER DI VI SI ON HALLWAY -- LATER -- DAY.

Marsh runs down the hall, as though bei ng pursued.
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I NT. CYBER DI VI SI ON BATHROOM - - LATER -- DAY.

The door bangs open. Marsh enters, sucking wind. She |eans
down on the sink, breathing hard, |ooking as though she m ght
puke.

Gradual ly her breathing slows. She starts to cry. But stops
herself. She turns on the tap. Splashes her face with
water. She |ooks up into the mrror, directly into her own
angui shed eyes.

Suddenly, they ignite with an idea.

I NT. TASK FORCE COMVAND CENTER -- MOMENTS LATER.

Marsh expl odes into the room -

MARSH
Morse Code! Who knows Morse Code?!

Everyone is nonentarily frozen. She screans, red-faced, |ike
a madwonan- -

MARSH (cont’ d)
Who the fuck knows Morse Codel

I NT. CYBER DI VI SI ON HEADQUARTERS -- M NUTE LATER -- DAY.

Ray, the elderly security guard, is hurried down the corridor
by W ks.

I NT. TASK FORCE COMVAND CENTER -- LATER -- DAY

Ray cones in, w nded. WMarsh rushes over to him-

MARSH
Ray, you can do it?
GUARD
U. S. Coast Guard retired, M ss

Mar sh.
She | eads quickly himto a chair.

MARSH
Giffinis telling us sonething.
Wth his eyes. Wiat’'s he saying?!

Ray is absolutely horrified by the sight of Giffin. He
stares, slack-jawed. Marsh practically janms himinto his
chair, then slans a | egal pad and pen down in front of him

MARSH (cont’ d)
Hurry!
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The Vi ewer counter spins past 7,750,000. The ants reach
Giffin's mouth. He presses his lips shut, marshaling his
will to continue his blinking.

Ray trenbles, can’t focus or speak. Realizing it’s too nuch
for him Marsh screen-captures Giffin s eyes and magnifies
t hem hugely. They take up the whol e screen now.

MARSH (cont’ d)
Do it!

Everyone waits as Ray squints--

GUARD
The right eye is dots...the left is
dashes.

He slowy wites out the dashes and dots across the piece of
paper .

Marsh hits a keyboard at her side and on a snaller side
nonitor brings up the full image of Giffin. The Viewer
counter has gone berserk, flying past 9,000, 000.

Suddenly, on the huge plasnma screen, an ant appears, craw ing
into one of Giffin's eyes. At this |level of nmagnification,
it is colossal

Giffintries to keep blinking, but soon another ant appears,
t hen another, digging in their pincers. The lid closes, but
t hey continue biting, chew ng.

On the smaller nonitor, Giffin, covered fromhead to toe,
flails in his chair, in his last, frantic death throes. The
counter flies toward 10, 000, 000.

The enoticon begins to strut across the bottom of the screen.

MARSH
Turn it off!
(scream ng)
TURN | T OFF!

The agents obey. One by one the nonitors go black. No one
knows what to say or do. The silence is broken by the
vi bration of Marsh’s Treo.

Marsh grabs it and is about to shut if off, when she notices
something chilling. She hits sonme buttons.

The screen reads: AWGTHTDTAQA. . . AWGTHTDTAQA. . . AWGTHTDTAQA
... AWGTHTDTAQA. ... And, beneath it, the killer’'s enpticon
novi ng back and forth.
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MARSH (cont’ d)
It’s from..fromhim

Everyone reacts with fear and bew | dernent.

MARSH
Are W Going To Have To Do This All
Over Again?

Silence. Marsh walks to the door. She turns back to Ray.

MARSH (cont’ d)
What was he trying to tell us?

The Guard turns his | egal pad around and shows it to Marsh.
He has witten: I1-CGI-DE-S-U A pause, as people try to
under st and.

MARSH (cont’ d)
“Sui cide.”

GUARD
He was saying it again when....

Marsh nods, then exits. Box |ooks over at Brooks. Everyone
i s speechl ess.

EXT. MOTEL -- NI GHT.

A dreary little notel by the highway. Not many cars in the
parking lot. 1In the distance, cars fly past on the highway.

I NT. MOTEL ROOM -- SAME -- N GHT.

Marsh sits on the bed, absolutely notionless. Qutside we
hear the white noise of distant traffic. On the other bed,
her cat sits on the pillow, staring at her.

A KNOCK on the door. Marsh’s head turns slowy toward it.
She rises slowy. Walks to her dresser, where her weapon
sits. She picks it up

MARSH
Wo is it?

BOX (O C.)
Me.

Marsh’s eyes fall to her reflection in the dresser mrror.
She’s a ness. She sets down her weapon and wal ks to the
door. QOpens it.

MARSH
What do you- -
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Marsh stares nunbly as he eases her aside and wal ks ri ght
past her. He carries a bag of take-out food.

BOX
Get in the shower.

For a nonent, her eyes flicker with defiance, then they go
dul | again and she obediently drifts into the bathroom

I NT. MOTEL ROOM -- LATER -- NI GHT.

Di nner has been | aid out on a bl anket on the bed. Box sits
in a chair, watching bad tel evision.

I NT. BATHROOM -- MOVENTS LATER -- N GHT
The roomis full of steam A gentle knock. The door opens.

BOX (O C.)
You okay?
(beat)
Jenni fer?

Box enters, grabs a clean towel, and pulls aside the shower
curtain. OCbscured by steam WMarsh sits huddl ed, hol ding
hersel f on the shower fl oor.

Box shuts off the water, pulls her to her feet, waps her in
the towel, then pulls her into his arms. The dam breaks.
She weeps in his arms, her body convul sing. He | eans back
agai nst the door, holding her, letting her cry and cry.

I NT. MOTEL ROOM -- LATER -- NI GHT.

Marsh, wearing boxers and a T-shirt, sits up, cross-I|egged,
with her back agai nst the headboard, eating dinner. She is a
bit restored, but only a shadow of her former self.

Box stands at the open door, snoking a cigarette, blow ng the
snoke out si de.

BOX

W found Giffin s car parked on
the I-50 overpass. His skeleton
was in the trunk.

(beat)
The ants we traced to a research
| ab at Marshal | Junior Coll ege.
The thief knew his way around and
didn’t |eave a print.

(beat)
Looks like Giffin was baited with
a phone call.

( MORE)
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BOX( cont ' d)

But we can't trace it because it
was made with a...a spoof card, |
guess it’s called?

MARSH
Private investigators use themfor
pretext calls. It’s really just a
phone card, costs about twenty
bucks an hour. It lets you program
any caller 1D you want.

BOX

It still doesn’t explain how he got
himto--

MARSH
Spoof cards also let you change the
gender of your voice. |t cones

with the service. He knew where
Giffin was vul nerabl e. He baited
himas an internet date.

BOX
How d he know anyt hi ng about hi nf?
How did he even get his phone
nunber ?

MARSH
The sanme way he got mne. And ny
honme address. The night Mller
died, we were trying to trace him
and he routed us back to our own
network. He followed us in. A few
seconds later, | got a text
nessage.

She picks up her Treo and scrolls back.

MARSH (cont’ d)
A bunch of random nunbers.

She hands it to him He |looks at the field of random
nunbers.

MARSH (cont’ d)
O so | thought.

(beat)
Turn it over.
Box does. In the mddle of the field, the upsi dedown nunbers
spell out: “Hello Hello Hello.”
BOX

How d he do it?
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MARSH
Before Internal Ops purged him he
had a few seconds to access ny
personal devices. Giffin s, too.
For weeks, he’s had access to every
one of our keystrokes.

A sonber silence.

BOX
Has he contacted you agai n?

MARSH
He has no reason to. He wants ne
of f the case. |"moff the case.

Box flicks his cigarette and cl oses the door.
BOX

Any idea why Giffin was blinking
“suicide”? A few of us have i deas,

but....

MARSH
John, |...1"mfinished. Tonorrow,
I’ m gonna pick up my nom and Anni e,
and just....1'Il take them..we' |l
di sappear...till it’s over.

Their eyes neet. Hold. Marsh |ooks away.

MARSH (cont’ d)
I'l'l be fine. You can go honme now

BOX
Nope.
MARSH
(finding a smle)
Never ?

He just stares. She |owers her eyes and speaks, al nost
i naudi bl y- -

MARSH (cont’ d)
I’ mgood at a | ot of things, but
not |osing people. |’m bad at
| osi ng people...

A tear trickles down her cheek. He |eans over, gently w pes
it anay. Her smle is sweet, grateful.



92.

I NT. MOTEL ROOM -- LATER -- DAWN

Under the covers, bathed in slanting Iight fromthe blinds,
Box lies on his side, sound asleep, holding Marsh, naked, in
his arns.

ANOTHER ANGLE. Marsh is awake. Feeling protected, she is
cal mer now. Her eyes drift over to the |l aptop conputer
sitting on the other bed.

Her mnd starts to work.

She gently renoves Box’s arm from around her and slips out.
She throws on a T-shirt, then wal ks over, sits on the bed,
and opens her conputer.

For a nonent, she just stares at the screen. Then she pulls
froma pouch in her conputer case the Kinross disc that
Giffin gave her. She inserts it into her machine.

After it |oads, she clicks open a long list of titled video
clip files. Into a search box she types the word “Suicide.”

She clicks on the first found item “Suicide Junp”. A video
clip plays of a young wonman, perched atop the roof of an
apartnment building. Mrsh [owers the vol une.

Rescuers reach out to the young woman. Frightened, she pulls
away, slips, and falls. She tunbles out of frame to her
deat h.

Marsh closes the file. She clicks opens the next one, marked
“Kurt Suicide”. 1It’'s an old news clip of Kurt Cobain
di scussi ng sui ci de.

She closes it and clicks opens the next one, “Suicide Myor.”
A smal | -town nayor addresses a press conference. W thout
warning, he lifts a revolver to his nouth, pulls the trigger,
and falls, his head spouting bl ood.

A beat, then Marsh open the next file, “Rush-Hour Suicide.”
As it plays....

ANGLE ON BOX, lying on his side in bed, petting Marsh’s cat,
wat chi ng Marsh work. She’s beautiful in the early norning
l'i ght.

We hear the scratchy sound of a TRAFFI C HELI COPTER REPORTER
com ng from Marsh’s conputer, but Box cannot see what she is
wat chi ng- -
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TRAFFI C REPORTER (O S.)
H's erratic driving has sl owed
traffic on the 1-50 north all the
way back to the 340 interchange.
But now, as you can see, the
vehi cl e has stopped on the
shoul der .

Box, frowning, slowy sits up

TRAFFI C REPORTER (O. S.) (cont’d)
Hi s door is opening. And there’'s
the driver. Wat is that? It's a
riflel! The driver has a riflel!

Box rises, lays his hands on her shoul ders, nassages them
She | eans her body back into his and angles the screen so he
can see better--

MARSH
It’s called “Rush Hour Suicide.”
BOX
| renenber. The guy was a profes-

sor.

TRAFFI C REPORTER
Two Hi ghway Patrol cars are on the
scene now. Traffic has stopped
entirely.

MARSH
Kinross included it in his greatest
hits. Hs “Best of the Wrst.”

TRAFFI C REPORTER
The officers are ordering himto
drop his weapon and get down on the
ground.

MARSH
I know how it ends.

As Marsh reaches to click it off--
BOX
Yeah, to this day, | still can’t
eat at that Burger King.

Marsh stops, freezes the picture, then turns around and | ooks
at himquestioningly. Box smles.



BOX (cont’ d)
That yellow roof? 1It’s a Burger
King. 1t’s where the back of the

guy’s skull landed. | was in there

a few weeks ago..starving to
death...and | still couldn’t bring
nyself to order.
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Marsh | ooks away, thinking, then | ooks back at him

MARSH
What were you doing there?

BOX
Tal king to the kid who owned the
kitten.

Marsh’s eyes widen, hardly daring to believe.
nonent, but Box understands where her mind has gone.

Beat .

Box grabs

She j unps

BOX (cont’ d)
You t hi nk- -

MARSH
Do you renmenber the professor’s
name?

BOX
No, but | know he taught at sone
junior college.

MARSH
Marshal | Juni or Col | ege?

BOX
Yeah. Holy shit.
(crossing away)
The traffic report? Wose is it?
Who shot it?

MARSH
Channel 9.

It takes a

hi s phone, but, before dialing, |ooks at her.

BOX
I never thought I'd say this to
you, but put on some cl ot hes.

up and begins to dress.
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I NT. CHANNEL 9 TV STATION -- LATER -- MORN NG
Marsh and Box stride down the hall, |led by a NERVOUS EMPLOYEE
I NT. CHANNEL 9 CONTROL ROOM -- CONTI NUOUS.

When Marsh and Box step into the dark room they see the rush-
hour suicide footage already playing on a nonitor, while
other nonitors play OTHER FOOTAGE related to the event.

A TECHNI Cl AN works the controls. A STATI ON EXECUTI VE,
consulting a clipboard, invites themto sit down.

EXT. H GHWAY -- LATER -- NOON.

Box’ s unmarked car speeds along, light flashing, siren
wai | i ng.

I NT. BOX' S CAR -- SAME -- DAY.

Box drives, while Marsh speaks on the phone--

MARSH
Yes, your honor, and normally I
woul d have waited for you to finish
your swi m

She listens. Smiles at Box.

I NT. TASK FORCE COMVAND CENTER -- LATER -- DAY.

The Task force sits, assenbl ed, waiting.

I NT. CYBER DI VI SI ON HEADQUARTERS -- SAME -- DAY.
Marsh and Box stride down the hall and into the room
I NT. TASK FORCE COMVAND CENTER -- LATER -- DAY.

The roomis dark. On the plasma screen appears a coll ege
year book phot ograph of a |ong-haired, dreary-eyed teenager.

REVERSE ANGLE TO reveal Marsh addressing the Task Force with
clarity and intensity. She controls the inmages on the plasm
with her | aptop--

MARSH

Andrew Ki nross. A sophonore at
Georgetown University. He died
[ ast nonth, but that didn't stop
him from recommendi ng. . .the day
after his body was discovered...a
new website called killw thne.com
How did he do it? He didn't.

( MORE)
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MARSH( cont ' d)

The killer did, using his nane.
Way? Wiy did the subject use

Ki nross’ s nane and not soneone
else’s to pronote his site? That’s
what Giffin and I asked oursel ves,
and, the night before he died,
Giffin found the answer. But the
killer knew that he had, and he got
to himfirst.

Marsh clicks her nouse and the photo of Kinross is replaced
by a grainy aerial photograph of the man, holding the rifle,
standi ng on the shoul der of a towering freeway overpass.

MARSH (cont’ d)
Recogni ze hin? He had his fifteen
m nut es.

Many recogni ze him other clearly do not.

MARSH (cont’ d)
James Cleary. A biology teacher at
Marshal | Junior College. Nine
nont hs ago, depressed by the recent
death of his wife...a hematol ogi st
...Ceary staggered out of his car,
during rush hour, onto the I-50
overpass. Traffic copters were out
in force that day...but only one...
Channel 9’ s...caught the action
from beginning to end. The regular
pil ot was out sick, so the glory
went to a fill-in...an old Air
Force buddy of his...a guy who made
his living chauffeuring executives.

Cick. The screen shows a Liberty Executive Charter photo
|.D. of Herbert MIler.

MARSH (O S.) (cont’d)
Later, he told friends he was j ust
lucky. In the right place at the
right tine.

Cick, back to Ceary.

Cick again, and now the VIDEO CLIP plays, nuted.

The clip shows Ceary in distress, |ooking up at the circling
choppers, then over at three police cars that have stopped on
the highway thirty feet away.

Oficers are crouched at their car doors, weapons drawn.
Cleary | ooks over the edge of the overpass and considers

j unpi ng.
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One of the Oficers, wearing a bulletproof vest, wal ks slowy
toward him weapon |lowered, trying to talk sense to him
Cleary throws a leg over the railing and screans at himto

st op.

The O ficer does not stop. He nerely slows down, still
tal ki ng and advancing, urging himto lower his rifle.

As he gets closer, our chopper swerves dangerously | ow,
Cleary panics. In a flash, he puts the rifle in his nouth
and pulls the trigger.

The back of his head bl ows off.
Click. The frane freezes.

MARSH (cont’ d)
The back of Cleary’s skull |anded on
that roof. A Burger King. So did
his gl asses. The piece of skull was
turned over to the coroner. But the
gl asses were retrieved by the
assi stant manager.

Cick. The Burger King enployee |I.D. of Scott Hi ckman.

MARSH (cont’ d)
He put themup for sale on ebay.
There were plenty of bidders, but
when word got out, the auction was
shut down.

Cick, and Cleary's body wilts and falls over the railing.

THE HELI COPTER CAMERA fol l ows the body, as it falls fifty
feet then hits and bounces off a big, swiftly passing car.

Cick, and the screen goes bl ack.

MARSH (cont’ d)
Every suicide is a tragedy for the
survivors, but this was far worse,
because it was broadcast |ive on
the 5 o' clock news. Kids honme from
school saw it. CQutraged parents
called in. The TV stations
apol ogi zed. Except channel 9.
They’ d been having trouble in the
ratings...but not that afternoon.
The nunbers were sky-high

(beat)

Knowi ng a good thing when it fel
in their lap, they rushed a veteran
reporter to the scene...
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Cick. The screen fills with a nuted video clip of Jerry
Carver, slick and professional, holding a Channel 9
m crophone, speaking to canera.

MARSH (O S.) (cont’d)
He got lucky and | anded an inter-
view with the | ocal businessman
whose Cadillac was hit by Ceary’s
falling body.

The frane wi dens, as Jerry begins to interview an agitated
ASI AN MAN, 50, standing next to his dented, gold Cadillac.

MARSH (O S.) (cont’d)
When the interview ended, as a
courtesy to those who m ght have
m ssed it, Channel 9 aired the
vi deo one | ast tine.

The video starts over. Plays a little bit. dick. Mrsh
freezes it.

BACK TO MARSH, addressing the group--

MARSH (cont’ d)
Fi ve years ago, that woul d have
been the end of it. But the
worl d’s changed. Wthin a few
m nutes of Channel 9 airing the
footage for the last tinme, Andrew
Kinross had pulled it off his Ti Vo
and posted it on five different
shock-video sites. Fromthere,
Cleary’s suicide was public domain
The worst pain a famly can endure
had becone sonmething for a billion
strangers to feed on, |augh at,
turn away from gossip about.

(beat)

But Cleary didn’'t have nuch famly.
Just a son that he and his w fe had
rescued out of foster care. Owen
was a brilliant kid, good with
nmechani cs...electronics...
conputers. But he was troubl ed,

frail, withdrawmm. He worked as a
freel ance programrer. Qut of his
basenent .

(beat)

Owen adored his father. To be
confronted with his terrible death
again and again was nore than his
psyche coul d w t hst and.

( MORE)
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MARSH( cont ' d)

He began hacking into sites that
offered the clip and | eaving
violent threats ...lashing out at
t he uncaring nob that had turned
his personal |loss into a sideshow
attraction. He was eventually
hospitalized. Put on suicide watch
hi nsel f.

(beat)
Si x mont hs ago, Omen was rel eased.
He lives, alone now, in his
father’s house in Silver Springs.

Cick. A photo of Omen fills the screen.
MARSH (cont’ d)
The warrant’ Il be here in a few
m nut es.
Marsh gl ances at Box.
MARSH (cont’ d)
What do you say we arrest the piece
of shit?
Then she | ooks back at the group, smling.
EXT. MARYLAND H GHWAYS -- LATER -- NI GHT.

VARI QUS SHOTS OF SHERI FF, POLI CE, and UNMARKED CARS st reaki ng
down t he highway.

EXT. ONEN S HOUSE -- LATER -- N GHT.

FBI, SHERI FF and PCLI CE CARS glide up fromboth directions
and silently park. Heavily-arnmed AGENTS and OFFI CERS
silently energe and take up a perineter.

INT. ONEN S LIVING ROOM -- SAME -- N GHT.

Everything is tidy, dark, and still.

OFFI CER (O S.)
Pol i ce! Open up!

A few seconds pass, then the door explodes into splinters.
Agents pour in, guns drawn. Anong them are Marsh and Box.

Agent swarm upstairs. Marsh and Box run through the |iving
room nmaking for the rear of the house.

I NT. ONEN' S SECOND FLOCR -- SAME -- DAY

Agents pour down the hall, kicking down the doors, |eaping
into the doorway ready to fire.
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I NT. ONEN' S KI TCHEN -- SAME -- DAY.

Marsh and Box stop at the basenment door. Marsh and Box
exchange a | ook, then Box kicks in the door. |It’s pitch
bl ack i nsi de.

Box blindly reaches in for the light switch. He finds it,
hits it, but nothing happens. Box |ooks at Marsh. His | ook
says, “You okay to do this?”

She is scared out of her wits, but she nods. Box, turned
si deways, points his guns and flashlight down the stairs, and
descends quickly. Marsh follows suit.

FOLLOW THEM DOMN THE STAIRS, their crossing beans of [ight
reveal ing a bl oody ness. The snell turns their head. Marsh
stops, sucking w nd, and manages to shout upstairs--

MARSH
This is the place! This is it!

I NT. ONAEN S BASEMENT -- M NUTES LATER -- DAY.

The lights are on. Agents, faces covered, wearing rubber

gl oves, rip the soundproofing panels off the wi ndows. As the
light shines in, Box and Marsh | ook around, nouths covered,
barely able to keep fromvom ting.

The floor is sticky with dried blood. Flies buzz everywhere.
The | ast of the dead kitten. The rotting remant of MIller’s
| ower torso still outlined in the cenent. A stained ironing
board. Piles of dead ants.

BOX
Jesus.

Marsh shines a light to where all the conputers were.

MARSH
He noved out all his equi pnent.

BOX
He knew you were getting close.

MARSH
But | was off the case.

BOX
I knew you d cone back, why
woul dn’ t he?

Marsh throws hima | ook
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EXT. CYBER DI VI SI ON HEADQUARTERS -- LATER -- RAINY EVEN NG
Rain falls on the nostly-enpty |ot.

I NT. BROOK' S OFFI CE -- LATER -- RAINY EVEN NG

Brooks tal ks to Marsh, her face inpassive--

BROCKS
Honestly, words defy ne. Your work
has been absol utely outstanding.
And to sustain a personal loss |like
this and cone back and cl ose the

case? Well, that's just--
MARSH
But | didn't close it.
BROCKS
(anused)

You think a disturbed young man
driving a forty-year-old VW bus
filled with electronics is just
going to nelt into the crowd?
W' || |ocate himby Friday.
(beat)
Here’s what | want you to do:
Not hi ng. Relax. Take sone tine
of f.

Marsh stares at him stone-faced, then speaks with controlled
enoti on- -

MARSH

Giffin died in twenty mnutes. By
the tinme the site went dark, nore
peopl e had wat ched the ants cl ean
his bones than fought in Wrld VWar
I1. The next victimwll die in
the blink of an eye. And you want
me to go lie on a fucking beach?

BROCKS

(col dly)
| don't care if it’s a beach or a
nmountain or the North Pole, you're
no | onger the case agent.

(then, nore gently)

But don’t you worry. Wen you get
back? You' |l get your office of
pr ef erence.

He sm | es. Mar sh doesn’t.
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I NT. OUTSI DE BROCKS S OFFI CE -- LATER -- RAINY EVEN NG
Box waits for her. Marsh energes. They wal k.

BOX
el | ?

MARSH
|’ ve been asked...ordered...to go
on...uhhh...what do you call it?
One of those things were you don’t
do anything...or worry about
anything...and just....

BOX
A vacation?

MARSH
Yeah.

BOX
Good. I’'Il call you the second we
| ocate him Even better, 1’11l fly
to you with a bottle of chanpagne,
how s that?

EXT. CYBER Dl VI S| ON HEADQUARTERS -- LATER -- RAINY EVEN NG

Box wal ks Marsh to her car through a light rain. He holds
the unbrella for both of them They stop at her SUV
Awnkwar d sil ence.

BOX
You are |leaving tonight? Right
now?

MARSH
Don't worry.

BOX

I"d be happy to drive you

They | ook at each other. Box kisses her with passion. She
likes it, but then eases himaway. He doesn’t understand
why. She points into the sky. He |ooks. A surveillance
canera on a light pole.

I NT. MARSH S MOVI NG SWV -- LATER -- RAINY EVEN NG

As the rain falls harder, Marsh drives on the highway, |isten-
ing to classical nusic.



103.

EXT. MOTEL -- LATER -- RAINY EVEN NG
Marsh pulls into the dark, rainy |ot.
I NT. DARK MOTEL ROOM -- NI GHT.

The door opens. Marsh enters. She stops at the door, | ooks
around, hears a strange scraping sound. She unsnaps her
hol ster, lays a hand on her weapon.

Wiere’'s the sound com ng fron? The bathroom She wal ks
over, quickly kicks open the door. Nothing in sight. She
reaches in and throws aside the shower curtain. Nothing.

She rel axes, but then she hears the sound again. She turns
around, tensed, and realizes it’'s comng fromthe closet.
She wal ks over, crouches, and qui ckly yanks the fol ding door.

Her cat bounds out. Marsh, chest heaving, catches her
breat h, snaps shut her hol ster.

EXT. MOTEL -- LATER -- RAINY NI GHT.

Marsh throw her stuff in the back of her SUV. Then carries
the pet carrier around and lays it in the passenger seat.

EXT. H GAMAY -- LAYER -- RAINY NI GHT.
Marsh’s SUV drives along, w pers slapping at the rain.
I NT. MARSH S SUV -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT

Tired of the classical nusic, she hits buttons until she
[ ands on the righteous intoning of an ol der mal e comment at or,
who words unsettle her--

RADI O EDI TORI AL
--six long days since the nurder of
Federal Agent Giffin Dowd, and

still no suspect in custody. Sone
wonder who this madman will seize
next . Not I. | wonder when we'l|l

stop this diabolical collaboration,
not with the killer, but with the
alternate universe that he

i nhabits. The one inside our
computers. A world w thout
compassi on or conscience. Wthout
| aws, norality, or shanme. Wy do
we love this world so? Wiy did we
Create it?

There are commotion and distress in Marsh eyes.
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RADI O EDI TORI AL (cont’ d)
Does it reflect who we are as a
speci es? Wat we have becone?
What nust our Creator think of us?

Marsh sees the sign saying, “Wlconme to Pennsylvania.” She
can’t do it. She yanks the wheel and roars onto exit.

She zoons up the exit ranp and at the top pulls a hard |eft
and roars al ong the overpass.

She reaches a red light, sees that the coast is clear, and
runs the red light, yanking another |eft.

She roars down an entrance ranp.
EXT. H GAWMAY -- MOVENTS LATER -- RAINY NI GHT

Marsh’ s SUV streaks past the sign saying, “Wlcone to
Maryl and.”

I NT. MARSH S SUWV -- LATER -- RAINY NI GHT.
Marsh listens to nusic again. The rain is falling harder

now. A flash of lightning and then a roar of thunder. Her
cat meows nournfully. She | ooks over and opens the cage

door. It sticks its head out and she scratches it.
MARSH
| know, baby, | know -- that’s a
lotta water.

Suddenly, the nusic stops dead. Odd. Marsh adjusts the
radio. Hits buttons. Nothing.

Then suddenly the wi pers stop. She reacts, skids a bit, hits
the brakes. The cat |eaps out of its cage. Cars honk.

Madly working the wi per controls, she struggles to see

t hrough the w ndshi el d.

Suddenly, the headlights go out and her car |urches
violently. The engine is dead. Cars barrel past her,
honki ng their horns. She jans the car in neutral and
westles with the stiff power steering.

A TRACTOR TRAILER, blaring its horn, bears down on her and
swerves, skids, nearly plowi ng into her.

Finally, Marsh wenches the car to a stop in the gravel of
t he shoul der.

Chest heaving, gasping to catch her breath, she sits there in
the dark, grateful to be alive. Her cat sits, cowering in
the foot-well of the passenger seat.
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Abruptly, she snaps to, reaching for her Treo, hits her speed-
dial. The Treo beeps. She |ooks at the screen: “Service
deni ed.”

Spooked, she | ooks out and through the rain spots an
illum nated CALL BOX about fifty yards away. She pulls the
door handle, but the doors are | ocked. Wn’t unlock.

ONEN (O S.)
Hel | o, Jennifer.

Wth a gasp, Marsh yanks out her weapon and points it into
t he back. Nothing. No one. The cat makes a sound.

Slowy, very slowy, heart pounding, she inches her eyes up
to the NorthStar speaker above her head.

For a nonent, just the sound of two people breathing in the
dark. And the sounds of the storm

OVEN (cont’ d)

| can hear you. You're not dead.
(beat)

Look out the passenger w ndow.

(she doesn’t)
Under that streetlight, that’s
where ny dad’ s body | anded after he
killed hinmself. Sone websites show
the whole thing in slow notion
because it’s so nuch better that
way. One archives it in a section
called “Whoa.” That’'s all. Just
"Whoa. ”

MARSH
I know, Oaen. 1t’s despicable.

Sil ence. She hears himbreathing. Then there’s a click.
The breat hi ng stops.

MARSH (cont’ d)
Onen?

Not hi ng.

MARSH (cont’ d)
Are you there?

Silence. Mrsh tries the engine. Nothing but a click. She
tries the door. Locked. Fuck it. She has no choice.

She turns her head aside and swi ngs the handle of her gun at
t he passenger window. It shatters, showering her with cubes
of glass. Her cat hows in the back of the truck.
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Marsh sticks her gun in the pocket of her w ndbreaker,
pockets her Treo, and clinbs out the window into the storm

EXT. H GAMAY SHOULDER -- MOVENTS LATER -- RAINY NI GHT.

Marsh, drenched, runs across the overpass until she spots an
illum nated Call Box.

EXT. H GAMAY SHOULDER -- MOVENTS LATER -- RAINY NI GHT.

Marsh runs up to the box, lifts the phone. It rings.

OPERATOR
Call Answering Center.
MARSH
I’man agent with the FBI and |'m
stranded on the 1-50! | need you
to connect nme to the FBI head-
quarters in Riverton! It’s an

energency! The nunber is--

OPERATCOR
I’ m connecti ng.

It rings. Marsh |ooks back at her dark SUV, sitting fifty
yards away, barely visible through the downpour.

MALE OPERATOR
FBI, Riverton

OPERATOR
Bill, it’'s Jennifer Marsh. | need
you to connect ne to Detective Box
fromthe task force. At hone.
Hurry.

MALE OPERATOR
Hol d on.

Achi ng seconds pass. Water drops fromher |ashes. Her eyes
can the road, |ooking for any sign of trouble. The phone
rings. Rings again. Three tines.

BOX (O S.)
Hel | 0?
MARSH
John...Onen tried to kill ne!l He
hacked into ny Northstar! [|’mon
t he hi ghway!
BOX (O S.)

Were are you?
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MARSH
The 1-50 overpass! Were his
f at her died!
BOX (O. S.)
Don't nove! Just wait for ne!
Just wait!

EXT. H GAMAY -- LATER - RAINY NI GHT.

Mar sh, exhausted and drenched, trudges back to her car. A
car approaches, its headlights blinding. 1t slows down.

Marsh freezes, reaches into her jacket pocket for her gun.
FRAT BOYS, out on a drunken spree, |ashed by the rain, shout
at her fromtheir open w ndows, as they pass.

Shaki ng her head at their stupidity, she wal ks on then stops
dead. Her car’'s headlights are on. She starts to run.

INT. MARSH S SUV -- MOMENTS LATER -- RAINY NI GHT.

Marsh junps in. The radio is playing again. Her Treo beeps
back to life in her pocket. She exhales heavily. Thank Cod.

Suddenly, her cat |eaps fromthe back seat to the front,
scaring her half to death. She sits there, gasping waiting
for her heart to settle. Then she reaches to puts the car in
gear - -

OVEN
Jenni fer?

Marsh freezes, |ooks up slowy, ever so slowy, at the
Nort hst ar .

Then fromthe shadows of the back seat, Oamen rises up
soppi ng wet and touches his Taser to her cheek. Marsh
screans and spasns and falls.

DARKNESS.

FLASH. Marsh, hands and feet bound with Ethernet cable and
her nouth gagged, is being dragged by her hair across a
cement fl oor.

As she is brutally dragged up two stairs, she sees the spot
on the wall where a | awn nmower hangs -- its dirty outline
visible on the wall -- but it’s not there.

Abruptly, she realizes that it’s her own garage! She screans
into her gag, kicking, wiggling, resisting with all her
m ght .
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Onen drops her to the floor. Her head cracks against the
cement. Blood drips fromher scalp. Owen’s shadow | engt hens
across her body. Her eyes beg himnot to hurt her. He

t ouches the Taser to her face.

DARKNESS.
FLASH:
I NT. MARSH S BASEMENT -- LATER -- RAINY N GHT.

Marsh’ s eyes open to pure horror, as she tunbles down the
steps with Omen descendi ng behind her. She hits the cenent
bottom bl oody and unconsci ous.

DARKNESS.
FLASH:

Marsh’ s eyes open. Bleeding fromthe nouth and head, she
sees sound-proofing panels on the w ndows.

Marsh tries to free herself. Owen, ten feet away, toting
somet hing, regards her with his dull eyes.

He sets down what he’s carrying, then renoves his Taser from
his belt and shoots her. Twin probes, bearing fish hooks,
fly out of the gun and hit her squarely in the chest.

DARKNESS.
FLASH:

Marsh’ s eyes open. The cable around her ankles is connected
to a long chain that Omen has tossed over a sewage pipe
runni ng al ong the ceiling.

She follows the |onger chain with her eyes. It travels down
fromthe pipe and connects to the rusty iron spool of a
garden hose. Owen has fastened a crank to the spool. He
turns it with great effort. Lying on the floor at his side
is her G ock.

Marsh, dazed, doesn’t understand why, but then slowy her
feet begin to rise off the cenent fl oor.

Frantic as she rises higher, upside down, she | ooks and sees
fl ashi ng conputer equi pnent everywhere. 1In the other
di rection, her eyes bul ge when she sees a video canera.

She westles violently, shaking the chains, nmaking the pipe
overhead pull on its supports. Oaen doesn't l|ike the | ook of
t hose supports.
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He stops his work and presses the trigger of his Taser. She
spasnms, screans, and stops struggling.

DARKNESS.

A distant sputter, then a nuted roar, then the roar grows
| ouder and | ouder, until it explodes into hideous life.
FLASH:

Marsh’ s eyes open. She is hangi ng upside down, staring

strai ght down into the whirring bl ades of her own | awn nower,
whi ch has been rigged onto its back and attached to a fuel
punp and gas can. A plastic tube attached to the engine,
carries the exhaust into the open door of the dormant boiler.

Eyes buggi ng, Marsh | ooks over and sees the canera pointed at
her. Then, suddenly, to her horror, its red |ight pops on.

I NT. TASK FORCE COMVAND CENTER -- SAME -- RAINY N GHT

Wl ks is alone, retrieving sone files. Right behind him on
five conputer screens, the creepy nusic of killw thne plays.
Deaf, WIlks can’t hear it.

Then, right behind him the screens flash with a still inmage
of Marsh hangi ng upsi de down over the bl ades. Then the
screen goes bl ack.

W1l ks turns around, sees nothing. Goes back to his work.

The screens flash another inmage of Marsh. Then they flash
faster and faster until the nosaic of viewers kicks in, and
it beconmes a continuous noving inmage.

The text crawl: The npore that watch, the sooner she’'s
sliced...the nore that watch, the sooner she's sliced...the
nore that watch, the sooner she’'s sliced...

As WI ks wal ks out of the room oblivious, he realizes that
he has forgotten his coffee. He turns back to get it and
sees the screen. He reacts, then races for the door.

HOLD ON THE VI EMER COUNTER, only at 39, 350, but spinning far
faster than ever before. The Estimated Tinme of Death plunges
down from 24 hours.

INT. BOX' S CAR -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT
Box pulls up to the 1-50 and sees no car. Alarned, he isn't

sure what to do. Then he sees sonething. He gets out of the
car.
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EXT. H GAMAY SHOULDER -- CONTI NUOUS -- RAINY NI GHT.

Box runs over and | ooks down at the shattered glass all over
t he gravel .

He renmenbers sonmething. He |ooks over the edge of the road.

There, far below, at the spot where Omen’s father’s body
| anded, is Onen’s VW bus, parked under a rainy streetlight,

Box races back to his car.
EXT. MARSH S HOUSE -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

The rain falls harder, lashing the roof, swaying the trees.
The sound mixes with a weird new ng sound.

I NT. MARSH S KI TCHEN -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

Marsh’ s cat, whining, paws at the ajar basenment door.
Finally, it gets the door open w der and slinks through.

I NT. MARSH S BASEMENT -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

The Vi ewer counter spins past 1,000,000. Owen nakes anot her
small turn in the crank, |owering Marsh a quarter inch.
Struggling, spinning on her chains, Marsh is trying to do
sonet hi ng, but we’re not sure what.

Then we see: she is westling her Treo out of her back
pocket. Once she has it, she blindly hits keys, trying to be
pr eci se.

INT. ONAEN' S VWBUS -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

In the pouring rain, Box, weapon ainmed, w enches open the
side door of the bus. Blackness. He shines a flashlight in.
Enpty but for old conputers parts, the remains of various
contraptions, and the odd pool or splatter of bl ood.

His cell phone rings. He looks. A text nessage from Marsh
that reads, sinply: 911...HOMWE. ...

I NT. MARSH S BASEMENT -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT

Owen, seeing what Marsh has done, pulls the trigger on the
Taser, which is still connected to her chest. She screans,
flopping. The Treo falls fromher hands, hits the bl ades of
the nower, and shatters into the wall.
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I NT. TASK FORCE COMVAND CENTER -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

Menbers of the Task Force stare, horror-stricken at the
screens. The Viewer counter shoots above 2, 000, 000. ETOD:
18 hours, 50 minutes. A phone rings.

PETERSON
Task Force.

BOX (O. S.)
He’'s in her house!

INT. BOX'S CAR -- SAME -- RAINY N GHT

Box speeds down the highway, |ight flashing, siren wailing,
screamng into his cell phone--

BOX
He’ s got Jennifer in her house!

I NT. MARSH S BASEMENT -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

Vi ewer counter shoots above 3, 000, 000. ETCD: 16 hours, 20
m nut es.

Marsh westles, sw nging herself back and forth across the

bl ades. She | ooks up and sees that the supports of the
sewage pipe are beginning to give. She bucks and bucks
trying to pull down the pipe. Owen doesn't like it, but he's
wor ki ng t he crank.

EXT. CITY STREETS -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

A POLICE CAR, sirens wailing, lights flashing, races through
ared light. Down the block, another one turns the corner,
speeding in the sane direction.

I NT. TASK FORCE COMVAND CENTER -- SAME -- RAINY N GHT.

The Vi ewer counter shoots above 4, 000,000. The group watches
as Marsh, squirmng and fighting, is lowered closer to the

bl ades. As she violently bucks, dust falls fromthe
supports.

A LI GHTI NG FAST MONTAGE OF WATCHERS, as groups of people
congregate in hones, college libraries, an Apple Store, an
Internet Cafe to watch the horror and excitenent.

The counter spins faster and faster, 5,000,000, 5,500,000,
6, 000, 000. . .

ON THE FI NAL COVWPUTER SCREEN, we see Marsh drop anot her few
inches, her hair wildly buffeted by the bl ades.
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INT. BOX' S CAR -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.
Box speeds down the highway, siren wailing, |ight flashing.
I NT. MARSH S BASEMENT -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

As the Viewer counter shoots above 9,000,000, the top of
Marsh’s head is dropped just a few inches fromthe bl ade.
Her hair whi ps madly.

Gowing with determ nation, she pulls herself up and down --
a swinging, vertical sit-up, trying to | oosen the pipe
support. More dust falls fromthe ceiling.

Onen lifts the Taser to blast her one last tinme. Suddenly,
the | awmn nower belches, falters, sputters. Owen, concerned,
hurries over to investigate.

The bl ades pick up speed again. Owen rel axes, but before he
can hit the Taser, Marsh swings into the frane, banging into
him not enough to hurt him but enough to knock hi m away.
Angry, he hits the Taser again.

As the counter reaches 10,000,000, Marsh spasns wildly and is
swung past the nower. The pipe-support breaks, sending Marsh
crashing to the floor in a shower of debris, just a foot from
t he bl ades. The debris hits the blade and flies everywhere.

Owen backs away, shielding his eyes. He hits the Taser
agai n, but the probes have ripped from Marsh’ s cl ot hi ng.

I NT. TASK FORCE COMVAND CENTER -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.

Everyone watches as Marsh rolls, pulling her chained feet up
and through the cable on her wists. Her hands are stil
bound, but now they're in front of her. She staggers out of
frame.

EXT. RESI DENTI AL STREET -- RAINY NI GHT

Box roars down the block. At the end of the street, the
squad cars turn a corner and race toward him

I NT. MARSH S BASEMENT -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT

Owen jans a new cartridge into his Taser and shoots. Marsh
ducks and t he barbed probes hit the wall.

She turns her head, sees her dock lying on the floor. She
makes a dash. Owen chases her with his Taser, which, because
its probes have been thrown, nust be touched to her body.

Marsh falls to the floor and the gun slides away from her
grasp.
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She lunges for it, just as Onen drives the Taser into the
back of her neck. She spasns, incapacitated, but sonehow
manages to roll onto her back

Onen | ooks down at her. Frowns. Her paralyzed hands hol d
the d ock. She whinpers, unable even to pull the trigger

He sm|es and reaches down for the gun. |In a burst of
agoni zed will and determ nation, she screans and shoots him
in the chest.

Onen staggers back, shocked nore than anything else. In
terrible pain, she manages to pull the gag from her nouth--

MARSH
Down on the floor! Get down!

Ownen recovers a bit, then lunges forward. Marsh shoots him
over and over again, driving himback across the basenent.

Owen trips over Marsh’s cat, spins around and | ands, belly
down, with his full weight on the | awm nower blades. He
flops as the blades chew himup, flinging pieces of himin
every direction.

I NT. TASK FORCE COVWMAND CENTER -- SAME -- RAINY N GHT.

The roomreacts as their screens are splattered with Onmen’s
bl ood and guts and bone and hair.

I NT. MARSH S BASEMENT -- SAME -- RAINY NI GHT.
Marsh lies there, crying, soaked in gore, breathing hard.

She hears footsteps, turns with a gasp, eyes buggi ng, and
poi nts her gun, but it’s Box, racing down the steps.

He freezes for a beat, when he sees the entrails splattered
everywhere, then he runs to her.

She whi npers, evades him craws to her feet, staggers over,
and stops in front of Onmen’s blinking canera.

Wists still bound, she grabs her FBI badge and holds it up
to the canera.

She holds it there, eyes fierce and crazed, hands trenbling.
Box kneels next to Marsh and tries to pull her away fromthe
canmera, but she pushes himaway. She doesn’t |ower the
badge, won’t |ower it.

CAVERA' S VI DEO POV:
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CLOCSE ON the trenbling FBI badge, with Marsh’s eyes bl azing
fiercely behind it.

SMASH TO BLACK.
MJSI C UP.
CREDI TS RCLL.



