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EXT. CH CAGO EVEN NG
Dusk falls on the jagged Chi cago skyli ne.

Gray sky. Dirty snow. Wnter’s been here a while and isn't
| eaving any tinme soon...

Christmas lights blink tolife in storefronts and trees,
doing little to lift the danp shroud snothering the city.

The five o' clock traffic thickens on Lake Shore Drive,
running parallel to--
LI NCOLN PARK

--where even in the ugly cold a fair nunber of JOGGERS,
CYCLI STS, DOG WALKERS and STROLLER PUSHERS |ine the paths.

Moving in closer we find and follow A MAN (60s).
Di stingui shed. Bifocals, tweed overcoat.

He’ s wal king a GERVMAN SHEPHERD. A big, strong dog. Looks
nmore like it’s wal king the man than the other way around.

He | eads the dog out of the park, stopping at--

A CROSSWALK
--as traffic BLURS past.
A few other waiting PEDESTRI ANS eye the dog warily.

The light changes and the crowd spills onto the street, but
the dog hesitates, distracted. The man tugs on the | eash.

MAN
Bailiff...come on!

The dog stays put. Turns, sniffs the air. BARKS.

The man shakes his head as he's | eft behind. He checks the
signal: a flashing orange hand: 12...11...10..

He hesitates, thinks about it...hell, he can still make it.
He steps into the street, tugs again at the |eash.

The dog whips its head around. Not budgi ng. BARKS agai n.

MAN
| said c¢c’nmon, let’s go--



--a black BMW careens around the corner and H TS THE MAN
tossing himthrough the air and into the intersection.

A few ONLOOKERS scream and junp back, then | ook at the nan
crunpled in the road.

He isn’'t dead, just had the living shit knocked out of him

He clutches his side, GROANS as traffic SQUEALS to a stop
around him The dog spins in circles, BARKING |ike nad.

The BMWsits notionless twenty feet beyond the nman. Engine
HUVMM NG at a | ow nenacing idle. License plate snmeared with
mud and snow, il egible.

No one gets out of the car.

The man pushes hinself up on his el bows as ot her DRI VERS
start getting out of their cars -- one of the ONLOOKERS
approaches to hel p--

--when suddenly the BMW | urches into REVERSE, tires
SQUEALI NG forcing the Good Sanaritan back onto the sidewal k
before running over the man's | eg--

CRACK! I']

--his I eg SNAPS and he col | apses back onto the road.

More GASPS and SCREAMS fromthe crowd as the BMWN sl al ons
t hrough the stopped cars and accel erates fromthe scene..

...vani shi ng.

EXT. MI. SINAI MEDI CAL CENTER- EVENI NG

A teaching hospital in the heart of downtown. Huge. A
sprawl i ng conpl ex topped by dual towers scraping the sky.

The whol e pl ace assaulted by w cked snow flurries.

I N THE HOSPI TAL' S HALLWAYS

Sone hal f-hearted holiday decorations dot the walls, but
there isn"t a whole lot of holiday cheer |eft here.

Too many patients, too few staff. This place is a hair’s
breadt h away from devolving into serious chaos...



Wal ki ng t hrough swi ngi ng doubl e-doors | abel ed | NTERNAL

MEDI CINE is DR. CLAIRE HASKINS (30). Over-worked, but
wearing it well. There's a brilliance and grace beneath the
fatigue and winkl ed scrubs.

CLAI RE
...and the platelet and CBC counts
all check out?

At her side is resident ELLIE FI SHER (30), narrating a chart
as Claire thunbs through it.

ELLI E
(noddi ng)
That’s why | wondered if we’d be
safe waiting for a MAG 3?

CLAI RE
Peritoneal henorrhage is still a
concern, a CT mght not find it.
(pause)

You said a car weck?

They' re separated as C aire dodges a RATTLI NG supply cart
wi t hout | ooking up fromthe chart. She's apparently
navi gating by sonar...

ELLI E
Yeah. ..
(re-joining Caire)
...except he wasn’t the one driving
a car. Just wal king his dog.

CLAlI RE
Quch. He's still in ortho?
ELLI E
Just moved to |I.C. U .. oh, and he's

on Coumadi n. Ten neegs a day.

CLAI RE
Keep a close eye on his INR |
wouldn’t let it get over--

--they round a corner and C aire roughly BUWS SHOULDERS
with a JANITOR pushing a cleaning cart the other way.

JANI TOR
Pardon nme, doctor. My fault.

He | owers his head, keeps pushing his cart down the hall as
Ellie cuts hima fuck’s-your-probl enf | ook.



CLAI RE
(wal ki ng agai n)
--wouldn’t let it get over about
seven. . .
(on second thought)
...Mmake it six-and-a-half. Just to
be on the safe side.

They reach the end of the hall, tinme to part ways. Caire
hands Ellie the chart.
ELLI E
Wel |, thanks for saving nme a

fishing expedition.
(daire nods)

So what are you still doing here,
anyway? Shoul dn’t you have checked
out, |ike, four hours ago?

CLAI RE

(shruggi ng)
Thought we coul d use the extra

hands. And still waiting to hear
back from radi ol ogy. Probl em
patient. ..

Ellie nods, Claire starts to pivot away--

ELLI E
Claire. ..

Claire stops, turns. Ellie |lowers her voice, quick head
check of the hallway. No easy way to say this.

ELLI E
| just got an appearance request
fromthe Review Board. About the
Hanson case. ..

Claire flinches. Knew this m ght be com ng.

ELLI E
(rapid-fire)
...don’t worry, | totally have your
back. Al the way. There was no way
you coul d have known- -

CLAI RE
--listen. | don’t expect you in any
way to distort, or--



ELLI E
--no, God no. It’s not that. It’s
just...l know it’s been...

Eating you alive. She doesn’t need to say it out |oud.
Claire’s face remains a stoic mask.

ELLIE
| just wanted to give you a heads
up, is all.

Claire nods a curt thanks: anything el se?

ELLI E
(re: chart)
Thanks again for hel ping ne out
with this guy.

Claire nods, no problem as Ellie turns, |eaving her alone.

She cl oses her eyes. Takes a deep breath. Quietly shaken by
the news, needs a nonent to herself. Wen..

Zzzrrr. Zzzrrr. That unm stakabl e sound of a vendi ng machi ne
returning a winkled bill. W follow Caire’s eyes--

BY VENDI NG MACHI NES

--to a WOMAN forcing a crinkled bill into the machine. It
spits it out. She tries again. It spits it out...

This is DAN ELLE PEARCE (30s). Prim and proper, bookishly
attractive...and very pregnant. Full term or close to it.

Cl aire approaches, digging through her pockets. She pulls
out a relatively crisp dollar.

CLAI RE
This machine is a little finicky. |
usually just use the one on the
fourth floor.

Danielle turns, nmeets Claire’s eyes...and pronptly bursts
into tears. Claire s taken aback. Woa. ..

WOVAN
l"msorry...it’s just...(sniff) ny
dad. He’s in...in so much (sniff)
pain...all he wants is sone
(sniff)...fucking apple juice!

She takes Claire’'s dollar, slides it into the machi ne.
WA-CHUNK as the drink falls. She actually gasps with relief.



DANI ELLE
OCh, thank God..

She gl ances at Claire, enbarrassed. Knows how this mnust
| ook. She tries to get herself together.

DANI ELLE
|"mreally not crazy...it’s a
hornonal thing. |1’ve been trying so

hard to keep a brave front...for
him you know? | guess it’s al
just com ng out. ..

CLAI RE
[’msure it nmeans a lot to himthat
you' re here.

DANI ELLE

It’s just...l’ve never seen him
like this. So hel pless. And then on
top of everything...

(hand on st omach)
...this. She’s due tonorrow.

(pause)
At |east we’'re already at the
hospital, right?

Dani el | e shakes her head, w pes her eyes. Sone fucking
Chri st mas. .

CLAI RE
You know, we have a chaplain, if
you want sonebody to talk to--

DANI ELLE
--no, I'mfine. Just want to get
dad sonething sweet to drink
(pause)

Thank you, though.

She neans it. Just needed soneone to talk to. She holds up
the can in a toast before turning and | eaving--

CRACK!

as the can of juice is opened--



PATI ENT ROOM | . C U

--and held to the lips of JACK PEARCE. W recogni ze him as
the hit-and-run victim Looking a hell of a |ot worse now.
Bruised. Frail. In pain.

H s broken | eg hangs over the bed, shin full of so many rods
it my as well be a pin cushion.

Dani elle holds the can to her father’'s |ips as he takes a
| ong swal | ow.

PEARCE

(raspy, quiet)
Thank you, sweetie.

He col | apses back onto his pillow Smacks his |ips, juice
dri bbling down his chin. Al nost infant-Ilike.

DANI ELLE
What el se do you need right now?

He just lays there. Eyes closed. She wants to cry, but
can’t. Has to maintain the brave face...

CRUFF MALE VA CE ( PRE- LAP)
More tests? Christ...you kidding
me?

PATI ENT ROOM MOVENTS LATER

Claire’s at the bedsi de of ALAN FOSTER (60s). Her problem
patient. White stubble on a face creased with pernmanent
frowmn lines. He's a crusty old bastard.

CLAI RE
| understand you’ ve already had a
| ot of tests, we just can’t be too
careful when it cones to--

FOSTER
--hell yes | have! | just gointo
see ny fam |y doc, get a goddammed
finger up nmy ass, next thing I’ m
hearing is possible neningitis and
here | am and it’s test this, test
that. ..

CLAI RE
You' re still not feeling any
shoul der pai n? Headaches?



FOSTER
How many tinmes | gotta say it?
feel fine. I just want to get hone,

spend Christnmas with the grand kids
for crissake.

CLAI RE
|’msorry M. Foster, we can't |et
you do that until we got to the
bott om of this--

FOSTER
--you running a prison or a
hospital here? Listen, | was a cop

for thirty-seven years! Charge 'em
Wth acrinme or turn 'em| oose, was
how we di d things..

Claire rubs her tenple: has had about enough of him
BzZzZZ! Saved by the bell. She glances at her pager.

CLAI RE
That ' s radi ol ogy right now.

HALLWAY- MOMENTS LATER

Claire rounds a corner, offers a smle to WALTER (| ate 60s).
Security guard. Friendly face, slight hitch in his step.
Probably should have retired a few years ago.

VWALTER
(slowing, wants to tal k)
Hey doc. .

Claire stops. He glances around, | owers his voice.

WALTER
Was wondering if you’ ve given any
nore thought to what | asked you
about earlier...

CLAI RE
VWhat's that?

WALTER
About . ..you know. . .

She doesn’t. His eyes dart down to his waist. Enbarrassed.



CLAI RE
Oh...oh! Right...listen, you really
need to see a famly doc about
that, Walter. | shouldn’'t be going
around di shing those things out
i ke candy, you know?

WALTER
Well Ms. Walter woul d appreciate
it as well...

He winks at Claire: if you know what | nmean. She suppresses
a l e :

smle, continues down the hallway.
CLAI RE
"1l think about it...
WALTER
(calling after her)
C non doc...it’s Chri stnas!

Claire holds up her hand in a wave, continues down the hall
i nt o- -

RADI OLOGY

--where she turns another corner and sees a shaggy-haired
BOY (8 or 9), fingers tapping away on an ipod, earbuds
crammed in his ears.

Claire watches in alarm-- her eyes zeroed in on the ipod
cradled in his palmas he absently reaches for the handle.

CLAI RE
Hey! You can’t go in there!

But he can’t hear her, his head filled with ear-shredding
rock. He looks up in surprise as Caire’'s hand | atches onto
his wist.

BOY'S POV: as Claire’'s lips nove silently to the blaring
soundt r ack.

BOY
(pulling the earbuds out)
Huh?

CLAI RE
| said you can’t go in there. You
could get hurt, OK?

She points to illumnated red sign over the door: "No entry
all owed. MRl in use.”
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BOY
Just | ooking for the bathroom
CLAI RE
(poi nting)

Down that hall..
He turns, putting his earbuds back in.

WOMAN ( Q. S)
There you are...Hayden!

Hayden snaps to his MOTHER S voi ce. She stonps the severa
steps over to them grabs his hand and storns off w thout a
t hanks or even a nod to Claire.

Cl aire shakes her head and turns. Sone people..

| MAG NG ROOM- MOMVENTS LATER

Claire stands behind a bl eary-eyed RADI OLOGE ST squi nting at
a series of inmages on the nonitor in front of him

RADI OLOd ST
...yeah well, not ny job to nake
sense of it, that would be your
depart nent.

Through the observati on wi ndow we see a PAIR OF BARE FEET
di sappear into an MRl nmachi ne.

RADI OLOd ST
| just give you the pictures.

CLAI RE
And you’re sure about the margins?

RADI OLOQ ST
(noddi ng behi nd him
See for yourself.

Claire turns towards the |ightboard, switches on the
backlight, finds the imge | abel ed "Foster."

She squints, making some sort of sense fromthe dark shapes.
CLAlI RE
(puzzl ed)
Huh.

Her eyes narrow. she'|ll figure this out.
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MVEDI CAL RECORDS- LATER

Claire slunped in a cubicle, in street clothes now Thunbing
t hrough a t housand- page textbook, other fat reference books
fanned around her.

WOMAN S VO CE (O S.)
| was afraid I'd find you here.

Claire |l ooks up to see DR PATRICE WATKINS (50s), Sinai’s
Chi ef of Medicine. Barbed wire exterior, seen-it-all eyes.
She’s been in this gane a long tine.

Patri ce approaches, glances over Claire’ s shoul der.

PATRI CE
So you're still workin’ on our
grouchy friend?

CLAI RE
MRI's concl usive, but the
ultrasound is clean...it just

doesn’t add up. There's got to be
sonething |I' m m ssing.

Patrice grabs a chair, sits next to Claire.

PATRI CE
What’ s your gut telling you?

Claire neets Patrice’s eyes...finally shrugs: not sure.
Patrice sees sonething else in Claire s eyes.

PATRI CE
So | suppose you' ve already heard
about the Review Board. .

CLAI RE
Wbrd gets around.

PATRI CE
Hell of a way to start your
fell owship year..

She pulls a chair over, sits next to Caire.

PATRI CE
Listen, woman’s fam |y has noney,
connections. They’'re just angry.
Throwi ng their wei ght around.
(pause)
You'll be fine. You did everything
by the book...Ilike al ways.
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PATRI CE
That’s your problem By the book
wll get you off with the Review
Board, it won't get you off with
ne. ..

Claire straightens in her chair, hackles up.

PATRI CE

(re: the text books)
Al this stuff...the information...
you’ ve got down col d.

(l eaning forward )
What | want to see, is you trusting
yoursel f. That’s what nekes you a
doctor. Not the information. You
hearing me?

Claire just |ooks at her: maybe...

PATRI CE
Because there will be times when
you' re gonna find yourself in the
w | d blue yonder...no textbook. No
safety net. What then?

Claire flinches. She’'s used to harsh words from Patri ce,
sonmet hi ng about this tinme is different. Htting a nerve.

Patri ce eases up, shakes her head.

PATRI CE
Look at you...l mght as well be
talking to a zonbi e. You headi ng
honme anyti nme soon?

CLAI RE
(noddi ng)
Starting call for the MCC

PATRI CE
Christmas with the Cons, huh? Don’t
| et those striped-paj ama-weari ng
not her f uckers rui n your holiday
cheer.

Patrice slaps Claire on the knee, stands. Done with the
heart-to-heart.

Claire offers a thin smle: thanks? Patri ce shakes her head.

but
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PATRI CE
Now woul d you get out of here and
at least try and get some rest? You
| ook like shit.

She turns and | eaves.

CLAI RE
(under her breath)
And Merry Christnmas to you too.

Claire pulls her cell from her handbag. CLOSE ON. the
di spl ay as she checks it: three m ssed calls.

She winces. Shit...she totally forgot.

TUCKER S DI NER- NI GHT

I nside the fogged wi ndows of Tucker’s, a blink-and-m ss-it
greasy spoon.

Al one at a booth is ALDEN HASKINS (50s). Salt-and-pepper
hair, a guy’s guy. Leather jacket, notorcycle helnet on the
bench next to him

Enpty plate and wadded napkin on the table, he’s holding up
an opened copy of The Trib.

CLOSE ON: a two-column headline on p. 3: "District judge
injured in hit and run.” A bl ack-and-white photo of Pearce
runs with the article.

Alden’s fixated on the article, when--

CRACKLE!

--a FINGER pulls the paper down. He's startled, |ooks up to
see Claire smling at himover the paper.

H's startled expression is w ped away by a spreading smle.

ALDEN
Hey there..

CLAI RE
So sorry I'’mlate.

Claire |l eans over, a kiss on the cheek. She shakes off her
j acket and sits down.
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CLAI RE
...wild day. Felt like we were the
only place in the entire city still
open. Just couldn’t get away.

ALDEN
Seens |ike that’'s been happening a
lot lately...

CLAI RE

Tell nme about it...
(nods towards newspaper)
...wWhat’s so interesting?

He folds the paper and slides it aside, and before he can
answer - -

CLARENCE (Q S.)
There’'s the Good Doctor! Usual for

you?
She turns to CLARENCE (50s), the short-order cook sweating
over the grill, calling to her over his shoul der.
CLAI RE
Pl ease.
CLARENCE

Wrkin on it right now. ..
SI ZZLE as he drops a basket of fries.

ALDEN
What do you say we hammrer a couple
tall boys? Looks |like you could use
em

CLAI RE
Can’t. Just started call...for the
correctional center.

He frowns.

CLAI RE
(not this again)
Part of the job, Dad.
(pause)
Besides, |I'd still rather treat
har dened crimnals than, you

know. . .| awyers.

She shivers at the word: a disgusting prospect.
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ALDEN
Hey now. ..

He smles, nock of fended. A running | oke.

CLAI RE
You being the exception, of course.

ALDEN
W' re ateam right? | put
away, and you treat 'em

em

He | ooks down as his phone BUZZES. He checks it, reads a
t ext message.

ALDEN
['ll be dammed. .

He | ooks up, already apol ogi zi ng: he's about to bail

CLAI RE
Poker...on Christnmas Eve? That’s
ki nd of pathetic.

ALDEN
No, going out to Des Plaines to
check out an Ironhead | found on
Craigslist. Supposedly mnt, this
guy’s selling it for a song. I'm
trying to play it cool...

He stands, starts throwing his jacket on. Gabs his hel net.

ALDEN
... but hoping like hell he isn't
showing it to anybody el se.
(hesitating)
| could see about pushing it
back. .

She sm | es, shakes her head. She knows he wants that bike.

CLAI RE
Go ahead. | got dibs on the first
ride.

ALDEN
Sur e thing.

They stand, hug.
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M NUTES LATER
Claire scans The Trib while she waits.

CLARENCE (O S.)
Hey buddy. .. buddy, you alright?

Claire looks up to see a mnor commotion at the counter: a
young MAN col | apsed of f his stool, propping hinself up on
the counter.

The DINER to his right helps himback onto his stool.

CLARENCE
Hey Doc!

Claire’s already on her way to the counter.

The man strai ghtens, nods a thanks his neighbor, tries to
shrug it off. Seens enbarrassed.

Claire sits next to him puts her hand on his shoul der.

CLAI RE
Hey...you feeling OK?
CLARENCE
(to man)

Listen to the Good Doctor, now.

The man takes a few deep breaths, steadies hinself before
meeting Claire’'s eyes. This is ERIK (late 20s). Athletic
build, well-dressed. He flashes a disarm ng smle.

ERI K
| think I'’mfine.

CLAI RE
You sure?

ERI K
Yeah, concussion. Two weeks ago. |
still get sone dizzy spells. Doctor
said it’ll pass..

Claire | eans closer, watches his pupils.

CLAI RE
Fol | ow pl ease. .

She holds up two fingers, noves themslowy side to side.



CLAI RE
Any ringing in the ears?

ERI K
No.

CLAI RE
Seei ng any white spots? Tunnel
vi si on?

ERI K
(shaki ng hi s head)
I"'mfine, really. It just cones and
goes, couple tines a day.

Claire holds his eyes: you sure? He nods, but she s not
gui te convi nced. .

CLARENCE (O S.)
Order up, doc.

He slides a steaming plate in front of her.

CLAI RE
Thanks, d arence.

She turns back to Erik, nods towards her boot h.

CLAI RE
Way don’t you join nme? Make sure
this thing passes.

ERI K
(hesitant)
| don’t want to inpose...

CLAI RE
| insist.

He considers for a nonment, finally nods.

ERI K
(offering his hand)
|’m Erik, by the way.

CLAI RE
(taking it)
Claire.

17.
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BOOTH MOMVENTS LATER

They're well into their neals, |aughing. An easy rapport
form ng between them

ERI K
--1 swear that tree actually junped
in front of ne.

(smacki ng his hands together)
Whanl Guess |'’mgetting too old for
t he bl ack di anonds. Coul dn’t ask
for a clearer sign, right?

CLAI RE
| | ove sn--

BzZ! Erik reaches into his pocket, pulls out a buzzing cell

ERI K
Sorry, | don’t nean to be one of
those guys, just gotta check
this...
He flips it open, glances at the screen. Seens satisfied
W th what he sees, slaps it shut.
ERI K
Sorry.
CLAI RE
No, | was just saying |I |ove
snowboar di ng t oo.
ERI K
Yeah?
CLAI RE

Absol utely. Been a while since |I’ve
been able to get away, though.

ERI K
Job’s not really a nine-to-five, is
it?

CLAI RE
It’s not...

BzzZ! Her pager proving her point. She checks it: MCC

CLAI RE
Sorry. ..

He nods as Claire pulls out her cell, dials.
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CLAI RE
H Doris, Caire Haskins. (pause)
Yes. Since when? (pause) OK. He's
been in solitary how | ong? (pause)
And you’ ve got hi mon Depronol ?

(pause) XK. ..
Erik stirs sonme sugar into his coffee, watches her as he
brings the nug to his lips, listening..
CLAI RE

She hangs

He shakes

Bunp it up to 20 mlligrans.
(pause) No, you’'re doing all the
right things. (pause) OK, just |et
me know. Bye.

up.

CLAI RE
Sorry. ..
(noddi ng to the pager)
Pretty much a slave to that thing.

ERI K
| didn’t nmean to be eavesdroppi ng,
but did you say sonethi ng about
"solitary? As in confinenent?
(she nods)
What kind of hospital do you work
at, anyway?

CLAI RE
That was the MCC, actually...
(of f his blank | ook)
...the federal prison downtown? I
take call for themevery now and

t hen.
ERI K
(i nterested)
Real | y?
CLAI RE

It’s a federal program helps ne
out with ny student | oans.

his head, seens truly anazed. Too nuch so.

CLAI RE
VWhat ?
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ERI K
Not hi ng. Just seens |ike..

He searches for the right words.

ERI K
...an intriguing juxtaposition, is
all. Lovely young woman |i ke

yoursel f, treating rapists,
murderers, the dregs of humanity
and all that.

CLAI RE
It’s not really ny place to worry
about what got themthere.

ERI K
It doesn’t bother you, a little
bi t? Thi nki ng about what they did
to end up there?

CLAI RE
They' re still ny patients. And |
t ook an oat h.

ERI K
So you take the whol e professiona
code thing seriously, huh?

CLAI RE
| do.

ERI K
So you' d treat anybody? No matter
what ?

He clearly doubts it. Caire stands her ground.

CLAI RE
To the best of ny ability, yes.

He shakes his head, raises his coffee nug in a nock toast.

ERI K
VWll, | admre that. | don’t think
| could do it.
(pause)
You ever wonder what it's |ike for
t henf
CLAI RE

What do you nean?
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ERI K
You know, living in a cage |ike
that. ..

Claire shifts in her seat. Wiere’'s he going with this?

ERI K
| nmean, what would you do? If it
was soneone close to you...say,
your dad?

Claire hesitates, not getting the question.

CLAI RE
VWhat would | "do?"

He | eans closer, his eyes boring into hers.

ERI K
Because | woul d do anyt hi ng.

Anyt hi ng.

Claire shifts, his sudden intensity maki ng her
unconfortable. The awkward sil ence stretches..

CLAI RE
(checki ng her watch)
Jesus, | should really get going...

She reaches for her coat. Ditching himcold, not bothering
Wi th nuch pretense about it.

ERI K
Hey, I'"msorry. | didn't nean to
weird you out with all that--
CLAI RE
--it’s fine. 1 just need to get

honme, get sonme rest...

She stands, pulls sone bills out of her pocket, drops them
on the table. This was a bad i dea.

CLAI RE
...as do you. That’'s the best thing
for those dizzy spells.

She offers hima wan sm |l e as she turns.

CLAI RE
It was nice neeting you, Erik. Good
[ uck...and Merry Chri st nas.
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ERI K
(i ce-col d)
Sit dowmn, Caire.

She turns, startled at his tone.

CLAI RE
Par don me?
ERI K
| said sit down.
Drilling her with his eyes. Before she has a chance to react
he continues in a hard and even tone, like cold intimdation

is his native | anguage.

ERI K
You' re about to get another page
fromDoris at the MCC. Your
patient’s gotten worse. You're
going to get called in. And there
somet hing you're going to do with
this patient.

S

Claire just stands there, holds his gaze: is he for real?
She | ooks around the diner: is this sone kind of joke? No
one seens to be paying them any m nd.

CLAI RE
Good ni ght, Erik.

She turns for the door, when suddenly Erik’s hand LASHES OUT
around her wist.

ERI K
You should |l ook at this first.

CLAI RE
Get your hands off of...ne...

Her words dying as her eyes nove to a cell phone cupped in
the pal mof his other hand.

She squints at the image, flinching. Is that...
She reaches for it, he pulls it back.
ERI K
Sit down...please. Like |I asked the
first tine.

She hesitates, |ooks around the diner: still no one paying
t hem any m nd.
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She slides back into the booth as Erik holds the phone
across the table for her to see. She | ooks at the inmage, her
eyes widening in a nonent of horrible recognition:

It’'s her father.

The image is grainy, underexposed, but unm stakeably him

He’s in sone kind of warehouse. Waring the sanme shirt and
| eat her jacket we saw himwearing just mnutes earlier..

Shadows obscure his face, an expression of stoic confusion.

CLAI RE
What is this--
ERI K
--this is two mnutes old. | got it
right in front of you. W have him
Caire.
CLAI RE
You. .. "have hin?"
ERI K
Yes.
CLAI RE
WHO ARE YOU!

CLANG Her fist bangs the table. A few heads turn their way.
Erik offers thema reassuring smle..

ERI K

(qui et)
| nsi de voice, please.

Cl arence | ooks over his shoulder fromthe grill.

ERI K
(clenched snile)
Smle, Caire.

She tries. Clarence turns back to his burger-flipping.

ERI K
(fast and hard)
You scream or cause a scene and |
prom se you it will not be a good
thing for Al den.

Claire’s eyes are stuck on the imge of her father. What the
fuck is going on? This isn't real. Can't be real...
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CLAlI RE
That's inpossible. | just talked to
him He was right here. He was--

ERI K
--on his way to check out an
| ronhead? A deal too good to be
true? Wll, it was..
(shaki ng hi s head)
He | oves his bikes, doesn’t he? It
was too easy, really.

These words a knife twisting in her gut.

ERI K
We know you |l ove him He's done so
much for you, taken such good care
of you...
(noddi ng towards the phone)
...and now you have the chance to
take care of him

WHACK! The phone shuts with the finality of a coffin |id.
Claire is equal parts shock and quiet fury. No-no-no..

ERI K
Are you ready to listen?

Claire finally nods, nunb. Then -- BzZZZzZZ!
She junps, on edge. Her pager again. She checks it: MCC

ERI K
That’ s Doris. Better call her back.
Your patient’s getting worse...

Claire pulls out her cell, dials. Takes a few deep breaths.
Getting it together...

CLAI RE
H Doris, it’s Caire. (pause) OK

Eri k watching Claire as she listens, knowi ng exactly how
this conversation is playing out.

CLAI RE
(l'i stening)
Yes. ..

Claire blinks back tears as the realization sinks in. This
is real...
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CLAI RE
...’ be right in.

EXT. LAKE SHORE DRI VE- - MOVENTS LATER

CLOSE ON the front of a black BMN a barely-there dent on
the bunper, hairline fracture on the headlight.

W' ve seen this car before. The license plate cleaned off
and lit now. Street |egal

| N THE BMV
Claire’s driving, knuckles white on the wheel.

Erik’s in the passenger seat, humm ng along to one of Bach’'s
French Suites playing through the prem um sound system

He's a conpletely transfornmed person. The charm ng young nman
recovering froma concussion has transformed into soneone
calculating, ruthless. In control.

CLAI RE
What are you doing to hinf

ERI K
W' re just hanging on to himwhile
you hel p us out.

Claire is crunbling.

CLAI RE
| can’t...l can’'t do this..

ERI K
Sure you can. You're a fellowin a
| evel -one teaching hospital. You
can handle a little pressure.

CLAI RE
poundi ng t he wheel)
VWHAT THE HELL DO YOU \WANT!

ERI K
(unfazed)
You' re going to have a series of
j obs. Easy jobs. Things you do
every day. Routine stuff that won't
get anyone hurt...

He pulls one of several briefcases fromthe backseat, opens
it on his lap. Hands working wth sonething.
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ERI K
You do these jobs well, and
you--and your father--wll get
t hrough toni ght just fine.
Under st and?

She glares silently through the wi ndshield. He nods: good.

ERI K
Your patient’s nane is C aude
Barstow. He's exhibiting severe
| ower -ri ght quadrant pain, nausea,
| ow-grade fever. Al the textbook
signs of acute appendicitis. Your
first jobis to get himout of the
MCC and into Sinai for an energency
appendect ony.

A nonent of realization as this hits Caire...sone of the
pi eces falling in place..

CLAI RE
And t hen what ?

ERI K
One job at a tine.

She pulls into the parking structure as the METROPCLI TAN
CORRECTI ONAL CENTER | oons over them an angul ar concrete and
reinforced-glass fortress in the heart of downtown.

CLAI RE
They won’t |l et you inside.

He shuts the briefcase, revealing a mniature electronic
devi ce assenbled in his hand.

ERI K
They won’t need to.

He reaches over and quickly affixes a mni-lapel mc and
button canera to her collar. Virtually invisible.

ERI K
When you get inside, you' |l see the
guns, the badges....your instinct
wll be to screamfor help. Don't.

He opens the glove box to reveal a small nonitor. He turns
it on and an inmage flickers to life.
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ERI K
Because I'I|l be with you every step
of the way, and you nmake one fal se
step, breathe one fal se word...

He shows her the cell phone inage.

ERI K
...and 1"l make that call. No
ganes, Claire. Now go.

Wth a final glance at the inmage of her father she gets out
of the car.

| NT. METROPCLI TAN CORRECTI ONAL CENTER- MOMVENTS LATER

Claire wal ks into the security screening area. The prison
bl eak, shadow-fill ed.

She shows her credentials to a GUARD, they exchange sone
words. She signs in, her eyes |landing on his badge...

...then the gun on his hip. She tries to nute the scream ng
i nsi de of her.

ON VIDEO MONI TOR: all of this playing out in small
bl ack- and-whi te i nages- -

I N THE BMWV

--as Erik watches and listens fromthe car.

MCC CLI NI G MOVENTS LATER

Claire enters the prison’s clinic. IIl-equipped and
out-dated. Waiting for her is DORIS (30s), the clinic nurse.

DORI S
|’mso sorry to call you in, Dr.
Haskins, it’s just that he kept
getting worse, he says the painis
real bad--

CLAI RE
--it’s fine, Doris. It’s ny job.

Claire offers a weak smle, follows Doris’ eyes through a
pai r of observation windows into the dark exam nation room

Seated shirtless on an exam nation table is the sil houette
of CLAUDE BARSTOW (50s). Fl anked by two armed prison GUARDS
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DORI S
Here's his chart.

EXAM NATI ON ROOM MOVENTS LATER

Claire reads Barstow s chart as she enters the room
exchanges nods and "Merry Christnmas" with the guards.

She turns, gets her first good | ook at Barstow...

He’s not particularly inposing physically, but there is
sonet hi ng about him his presence, that chills Caire. Her
spine stiffens as she neets his eyes.

Hs frame is | ean and nuscl ed, tracked with scars and faded
tatt oos.

CLAI RE
| " m Dr. Haskins.

BARSTOW
(noddi ng)
Dr. Haskins. |'mfederal inmate
Seven Ni ne Four Six Two.

He has a battle-scarred but dignified, alnost regal bearing.
Like an old lion in a silk robe.

CLAI RE
M . Barstow.

Ofering himthe dignity of a nane as she approaches.

She begins a cursory physical exam nation, feels his |ynph
nodes, slides a stethoscope onto his chest.

CLAlI RE
One deep breath, please.

He conplies, his oil-slick eyes piercing Claire as we |isten
with her through the stethoscope to the SUCK AND WHOOSH of
hi s breat hi ng.

Claire notices his eyes drifting to her collar. It’s dark,
but the pin-prick canmera is just barely visible. He sees it.

BARSTOW
|’mso sorry to bring you in here
on the holidays, doctor. Holidays
are a tinme for famly. (pause)
Fam |y's the nost inportant thing,
don’t you agree?
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Taunting her with a tight smle.

CLAI RE
Wul d you |ie down, please.

He does, grinmacing along the way. She begins gently
pal pati ng his abdonen.

CLAI RE
Any troubl e eating? Nausea?

BARSTOW
(noddi ng)
Coupl e days now. Just can’t keep
anyt hi ng down.

CLAI RE

(lightly pressing)
Does this hurt?

BARSTOW
(through cl enched teeth)
Christ...

He coughs in pain. She stops the pal pations, runs the back
of her hand over his abdonen, pausing at different spots.

CLAI RE
s the pain getting worse?

BARSTOW
Last few hours, yes.

He knows all the answers. He holds her eyes. Testing her.
She pl aces her fingers over his wist, checks her watch.

BARSTOW
So what are you thinking, doctor?

CLI NIl G- MOVENTS LATER

MALE VA CE
| don't like it.

Claire scribbles in Barstow s chart as JACK CALLOMY (50s)
wat ches over her shoulder. He's the MCC s warden, years of
dealing with convicts has turned himinto a real dick.

WARDEN CALLOWAY
It’s Christmas Eve, |’ m already
short-staffed. | don’t know if I
can put together a decent escort

( MORE)



WARDEN CALLOWAY (cont’ d)
and security detail right now. ..
and he is what we would call a
hi gh-ri sk i nmate.

CLAI RE
(shutting the chart)
It’s a nmedical energency.

WARDEN CALLOVWAY
Sinple as that?
(hardening, testing her)
Just sounds |li ke a stomach ache to
ne.

Claire swallows. Hesitates. She’'s not a good liar..

IN THE BMV

30.

Erik listening and watching the scene plays out on the

monitor. He notices Claire’'s hesitation, tenses.

CLAI RE ( FI LTERED)
Hi s appendi x could rupture any
m nute, he’'d be dead in a few
hours. So yeah, it’s as sinple as
t hat .

Her voice full of steel. Calloway finally nods.

ERI K
Good girl...

IN THE CLIN C
Cal | oway turns, |ooks at Barstow through the gl ass.

WARDEN CALLOWAY

Jesus, what a tine for this. He's
getting transferred to North
Carolina in one week to finish out
his stretch. ..

(al nost to hinself)
...one piece of shit Il
to flush outta here.

| be gl ad

He shakes his head, turns to Claire.

WARDEN CALLOWAY
Just be careful with this one. My
boys won’t be using kid gloves with
him neither should you.

Si ghs.
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CLAI RE
|’ ve done this before.

WARDEN CALLOMAY
| know. But he's different...

Claire follows his eyes through the observati on wi ndows as
Barstow puts on his pinstripes.

WARDEN CALLOWAY

Escaped from prison tw ce before,
one a supernmax joint in Louisiana.
Killed another inmate with his bare
hands over some bullshit beef in
the exercise yard..

(turning to Caire)
...that happened two years earlier.
Did his tine in solitary with a
smle on his face. Just watch
yourself, is all |’ m saying..

Bar st ow stops and turns, |ooks directly through the glass at
Claire: can he see her? She suppresses a shudder.

| NT/ EXT. BMWM MOVENT LATER

ERI K
You di d good.

He packs the mc and canera back in the briefcase as Claire
drives. Her voice a little firner, hands a little steadier.

CLAI RE
| can tell you right now, whatever
you have planned is never going to
wor k. There are canmeras all over
the hospital, they have an arned
escort at all tines--they're
handcuffed to the beds for God’'s
sake! He's not getting out.

She steals a look at him is any of this getting through?
Erik just watches the road.
CLAI RE

Well, what next? You want me to
operate on hin? | won't.

ERI K
One job at a tine...
(poi nting)

( MORE)
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ERI K (cont’ d)
...about to mss your turn

Her eyes jerk back to the road, she brakes and pulls into
Sinai’s parking structure.

Erik pulls a duffel bag fromthe back seat. Claire notices
hospi tal scrubs bul gi ng out.

She | ooks back at Erik, closer this tine. Realizing...

She flips the visor down, revealing a plastic |ID badge
clipped to it: M. Sinai Medical Center.

CLAI RE
You're the janitor...

FLASH FRAME ( FLASHBACK) :

As Claire BUWS SHOULDERS with the janitor.

Movi ng cl oser we catch a partial glinpse of his face...just
enough to recogni ze Erik..

| N THE BMW ( PRESENT)

He smacks the visor back up.

ERI K
WAs a janitor. | quit that gig, not
enough opportunities for upward
nmobi lity.
(clipping a new badge onto his
shirt)

Toni ght |’ m Ant hony Nakos, a
third-year nmed student fromU of C
maki ng up an internal nedicine
rotation I mssed when | had nono.

Cl aire shakes her head. Can’t believe this.

ERI K
You' re my supervising doc, and I’'m
your shadow.
(reaching for the handle)
Let’ s go.

They get out of the car.
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EXT. PARKI NG GARAGE- CONT.
Eri k extends a flattened pal macross the roof.

ERI K
Before we go inside I want you to
...(unintelligible)...

H s words are DROANED QUT by a Pegasus Life Flight
hel i copter SWOOPI NG LOW over head towards the helipad on top
one of the hospital towers.

Eri k gl ances up, watches the passing chopper, waits for the
NO SE to die down. He | ooks back to Claire, waiting..

CLAI RE
| couldn’t hear you

ERI K
(hand still extended)
| said your cell. Please.

She hesitates...but doesn’'t have a choice, tosses it to him

They begin crossing the parking deck, Claire s cel
SHATTERI NG as Erik flings it to the pavenent. ..

...grinding it with his heel as they wal k.

AT A SI DE ENTRANCE- M NUTES LATER

As BARSTOW S ESCORT arrives: an anbul ance, flanked by two
notorcycl es and three bl ack-and-white patrol cars, lights
whirling...

... HOSPI TAL SECURITY wal k out to neet the escort, opening
the doors in the back of the anbul ance.

I NT. I NTERNAL MEDI CI NE UNI T- MOMVENTS LATER

Claire and Erik stride down the hallways, both in scrubs.
Their voices tight, |owered.

CLAI RE
| want to talk to him

ERI K
That’ s not how this works. | check
in and | et them know everything s
good. That, and only that, is
what’ s keeping himalive. They cal

( MORE)
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ERI K (cont’ d)
or text me and | don't respond in
time, your dad swallows three
bul | ets.

Sinple as that. Caire closes her eyes--the words like a
punch in the stomach

ERI K
That’s how this works. Ri ght now
you need to focus on your next
| ob- -

They round a corner, alnost bunping into Patrice heading the
opposite direction.

PATRI CE
Sorry to see you back, Caire.

Cl aire shrugs: what are you gonna do? Patrice |ooks at Erik.

PATRI CE
Who are you?

ERI K
Oh, |I'’m Anthony Nakos. Third year,
fromUof C. Didn't Debra tell you
about nme?

PATRI CE
No.

ERI K
M ssed ny internal ned rotation
[ ast nonth...nono. They're letting
me nmake it up over break

PATRI CE
| don’t know anyt hing about it.

Eri k shakes his head: figures.

ERI K
That sounds |i ke Debra. She said
she’'d fax over the form before she
left for break...you didn’'t get it?

Bzzz! Patrice | ooks down at her pager, frowns.
PATRI CE

(to Caire)
You know a fam |y doc naned Case?
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CLAI RE
No.

PATRI CE
So you probably don’t know why he’s
been harassing ny ass all night
t hen, either?

Patri ce pockets the pager, |ooks back to Eri k. She hasn’t
forgotten about him

ERI K
|’mreally sorry about the m x-up.
| guess | should have foll owed up
mysel f before they cl osed the
of fice for the holidays.

He offers a smle. A real eager beaver. Patrice frowns. Just
one nore thing to worry about.

PATRI CE
"1l ook through ny paperwork when
| get to nmy office.

Eri k nods a thanks, Patrice continues on her way. Erik turns
to Caire, picking up where they left off.

CLAI RE
| f she doesn’t find your paperwork
she’ || --

ERI K
--fuck her. Right now you need to
focus on your next job. | want you
to--

BzZzZZ! Anot her page. Caire checks it, |ooks at EriKk.

CLAlI RE
| have to take this.

Erik doesn’'t like it: not part of the plan.

CLAI RE
| don’t show up within about five
m nutes, people will notice.

Erik’s torn. Snoldering, inpatient...but she's right.

ERI K
Let’s make it quick.
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PATI ENT ROOM MOVENTS LATER

Claire stands next to Foster’s bed, |ooking through his
chart. Erik stands behind her, can’t seemto help staring at
Foster.

FOSTER
| don’t understand: if the tests
are clean, why am|l still here?
CLAI RE
The ul trasound and bl ood work are
clean, but we still have to

reconcile those with the tests from
yesterday, and the MRI. There are
still plenty of things we need to
rul e out.

Foster’s not buying it.

FOSTER
What do you say you..

He hesitates as he glances at Erik. Foster’s noticing Erik
staring, and not caring for it.

FOSTER
...you let ne | eave and spend
Christmas with ny famly, and you
keep playing Doctor Detective and
call me when you actually know
sonet hi ng.

CLAI RE
You know | can’t do that--

FOSTER
--just look at all this shit!

He holds up his wist, plugged with an I'V. ECG el ectrodes
stuck to his chest.

FOSTER
--looks like I"'mon |ife support
for God' s sake--

H's eyes whip to Erik, still staring at him
FOSTER
--is there sonething I can help you
with?

Eri k averts his gaze, munbles a hal f-apology. Caire turns
to Erik: what are you doi ng?
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FOSTER
(to Caire)
s it possible the tests are wong?

CLAI RE
Not |ikely. Sonmetimes we just have
to | ook cl oser, doubl e-check
everything...

Bzzzz! Claire’s | ooks at her pager, then Erik: that’s us.
CLAI RE
...in the neantine, please just be
patient and |l et us do our jobs.
W'l figure this thing out.

Foster waves her off, | ooks back to the TV, grunbling.

HALLWAY- MOVENTS LATER
As Claire and Erik turn the corner out of Foster’'s room

ERI K
VWhat an asshol e. .

CLAI RE
What were you doing in there?

He nods towards her pager. Lowers his voice.

ERI K
So he’s in prep?
(she nods)
K, job nunber two--
CLAI RE
--1 will not operate on him Do you

under st and?
He shakes his head: she’s not getting it.

ERI K
| know you won’t. Wat you will do
is get himout of prep, right now
Qut of prep and into a private
room

CLAI RE
Just call off the surgery?
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ERI K
Stall, order a CT scan, a surgica
consul t, whatever--

CLAI RE
--1 can’t just nove patients around
like that. There are protocols and
procedures and- -

ERI K
--fuck the protocols. Use your
white coat, nake it happen. Just
keep himout of the OR

CLAI RE
Just because | wear a white coat
doesn’t nean |I...

Her voice trails off. Both of themon high alert as Walter
(security guard) wal ks towards them Hi s eyes on Caire.

Claire stops breathing as Walter | ooks right at her. Erik
cl ocki ng them both, reading the situation..

WALTER
(sl owi ng)
Say, doc...

Claire slows to neet him Erik glowers: keep it noving.
CLAI RE

l’"m-- I’msorry Walter, |’ mkind
of in a hurry--

WALTER
--1 was just wondering about that
prescription we tal ked about ?

CLAI RE
|’msorry, | just can’t right
now. . .

He nods, but...sonething seens off. He |looks a little
cl oser: everything alright?

Claire forces a smle. She's still not breathing.

CLAI RE
| really need to..

She points: get going. Walter | ooks at her, then Erik.
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WALTER
(finally)
Maybe | ater then. Wen you're
overtaken with the Chri stnas
spirit.

Walter tips his hat, shuffles off. Claire finally exhal es.
Erik turns to her.

ERI K
Private room Claire. Can you do
t hat ?
She finally nods.
ERI K

Then |l et’s nove.

SURG CAL PREP- - MOMENTS LATER

Claire and Erik wal k past the nurses’s desk and enpty beds
to a curtained partition.

Claire opens it to reveal Barstow s bed..

Enpty.

Claire spins, frantic. Her eyes scan the area and then | ook
to Erik: he’s as confused as she is. What the hell?

NURSE (O. S.)
Dr. Haski ns?

Claire turns to a DESK NURSE approachi ng from behi nd.

NURSE
M. Barstow was just prepped and
noved, Dr. Fisher came by...we
paged you?
(pause)
He was- -

CLAI RE
--whi ch roonf

NURSE
--nonconpliant. Wth the
anest hesia. They had to hold him
down to get himto--
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CLAI RE
VWi ch roonf?

NURSE
(chast ened)
Unh. .. fourteen.

CLAI RE
(cal nmer)
Thank you.

OR HALLWAYS- MOVENTS LATER

Claire and Erik walk briskly past the nostly enpty and dark
operating roons.

OR 14 is obvious: it’s the one with two ARMED GUARDS -- rea
nmeat cubes -- standing on either side of the door.

Erik and Caire glance past the guards into the OR, see the
SURA CAL TEAM around the table getting prepped. Barstow s
handcuffed to the bed... and fully sedated.

ERI K
(under his breath)
Stop this.
Eri k reaches for the door -- Claire grabs himby the wist.
CLAI RE

We scrub in first.

Ri ght, rookie m stake. The guards exchange a smrk: dunbass.

SCRUB Sl NKS- MOVENTS LATER
As they scrub in.

ERI K
(under his breath)
How the fuck did he end up in the
OR so soon?

CLAI RE
| order an emergency appendectony,
that’s what’ s goi ng to happen.
Doesn’t nean | say when and how.

ERI K
Just shut it down. Now.
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She turns off the water, backs towards the door hol ding her
hands high and away. Erik follows her into--

OR 14

-- as the surgical team (ANESTHESI A TECH, A SURA CAL TECH
SCRUB NURSE, and Ellie) glance up at the new arrivals.

CLAI RE
(sharp)
What’ s goi ng on?

Ellie surprised at Claire’s tone. This is routine stuff...

ELLI E
Just taking out an appendi x, what’s
going on with you?

CLAI RE
It was my order.

ELLI E
Yes, they paged from prep and you
didn’t show, Patrice says get on
it, and I was right there..

Ellie shrugs. Not a big deal

ELLI E
(very delicately)
And. .. I just thought you m ght feel
like sitting this one out...
CLAI RE
Wll, | dont. And | wanted to see

himin prep first.
(reaching for a reason)
| was thinking about a CT...

ELLI E
To doubl e-check? You' re never wong
on these.

The rest of the team watches, confused. Erik and Claire’s
eyes neet -- her behavior is drawing attention. He warns her
with his eyes: cool it.

ELLI E
It’s just an appendix, Claire. You
want it, go ahead..

Ellie steps away from Barstow, revealing his | ower abdonen
t hrough a patchwork of surgical cloths: ready to go.
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The tray of surgical tools stands by the table...waiting to
be used. ..

The teamwaits. Al eyes on Caire.

Eri k’s eyes neet hers: an al nost-invisible shake of his head
conveys all the nmeaning it needs to: no.

CLAI RE
| just...l want to be sure..

Her eyes nove to the surgical tools...the stainless stee
bl ades GLEAM NG. . .the Tech notices her rapid breathing, the
SWEAT beadi ng on her forehead..

TECH
Dr. Haskins...are you feeling
alright?

CLAlI RE
" m fine.

A wall of silence...the eyes in the room burning hol es
t hrough her...she gulps for breath...her world closing in...

ELLI E
Well, let’s cut him

But Claire’s frozen...the SILENCE roaring in her
ears...when. ..

BEEEEEEEEEEEP! !

An alarmfromone the nonitors. Everyone snaps towards it.
The al arm qui ckens. Then a second, then third al arm sound...

Barstow i s codi ng.

The surgical teamimediately transfornms, on the clock now.

NURSE
BP 160 over 110, goi ng up..

Barstow s face reddens and swells, he starts convul sing--
CLACK- CLACK- CLACK- CLACK

--his handcuffs RATTLE agai nst the bed rail

The nurse and tech struggle to hold himstill.

Erik’s eyes widen -- what the fuck is going on?
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The OR is a contai ned nadhouse, everyone focused on one
t hi ng: savi ng Barstow.

ANESTHESI A TECH
BPM 130. .. 135..

CLAI RE
Cut the drip -- cut everything!

ANESTHESI A TECH
(pull'ing tubes, flipping
SW t ches)
Onit.

The GUARDS wat ch through the wi ndows in al arm

ELLI E
(to Caire)
VWhat the fuck is this?

Their eyes neet over their nasks. Claire’ s eyes flicker with
uncertainty -- Ellie waiting -- Caire snaps back to it.

CLAlI RE
" mthinking VH. .
(to nurse)
CGet the MH cart. And we need Dr.
Gardner in here.

The nurse noves for the cart as one of the guards ventures
hi s head through the door.

GUARD
So what’s going on in here--

ELLI E
autt !

The guard retreats back into the hallway.

CLAI RE
| want five--nake that six--hundred
mlligrans of Dantrol ene, |arge

bore IV. And let’s start the
hyperventil ation. .

The tech slips an oxygen mask over Barstow s face.

CLAI RE
Ten liters a m nute.
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TECH
Change the CO2?

CLAI RE
(shaki ng her head)
|"mmnore worried about that heart
rate. ..

The nurse is back with the cart.

TECH
Si x hundred cc’s, ready...
The BEEPS fromthe heart-rate nonitor still increasing.
CLAI RE
Do it.

The nurse plunges the syringe into Barstow s arm

ERI K
What . . . what’ s happening to hinf

ELLI E
(to no one in particular)
Where the fuck is anesthesia?
(to Erik)

You.
Erik is standing helplessly to the side, doesn’t respond.

ELLIE
Hey! Tal king to you, Coll ege Boy...

Hi s head whips to her: nme?

ELLI E
Fi nd out where anesthesia is...it’'s
Gardner. Dr. Gardner.
(of f his hesitation)
Now

Erik tries to stammer a response, his eyes catching Caire’'s
over their nmasks. She freezes, seeing sonmething in his
eyes...sonething’ s different...

...She | ooks away. Back to work..

Eri k turns towards the door, bunps chests with DR GARDNER
on his way in.
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DR. GARDNER
(tying his nmask)
Where are we?

CLAI RE
Looks |i ke MH.

DR. GARDNER
Dant r ol ene?

CLAI RE
Si x hundred cc’s..

DR GARDNER
(eying the nonitors)
Let’s up the Q2 a little. CGood..

CLOSE-ON:. Eri k as he watches the scene play out...his eyes
burni ng hot with confusion, worry, anger..

M NUTES LATER

The surgical teamrel axed now Barstow s stabilized, his
eyelids fluttering open as he's wheel ed out of the OR

DR. GARDNER
(to daire)
| would do an hour nonitoring
vitals in PACGU, then at |least a
few hours in a Phase 2 step-down.

CLAI RE
(noddi ng)
Cane on fast and hard. Never seen
anything like it.

DR. GARDNER
MHis a real bitch. Tough to catch
intinme...but |ooks |ike you did.
He’'s out of the woods for now.
(to Caire)
You di d good.

He turns and | eaves.
ELLI E
Il head with himto recovery, get
started with a cold saline drip.

CLAI RE
Thanks- -

CRASH! ! |
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They turn as Erik walks into the tray of surgical tools,
knocki ng them onto the fl oor.

ERI K
Sorry...sorry.

Ellie rolls her eyes: amateur hour. She |eaves the roomwth
a wave to Claire.

Eri kK bends down and starts picking up the tools, dropping
themon the tray. The surgical tech kneels next to him

TECH
|"ve got it...| handle the tools.

ERI K
Ri ght.

The tech nods towards Erik's thin, stainless-steel neckl ace.

TECH
And no jewelry in the OR

ERI K
Yeah. Thanks. ..

He | ooks up, sees Claire pulling off her mask and | eavi ng
the OR He scranbles to his feet and foll ows her--

| NTO THE HALLWAY
--Claire taking desperatel y-needed breaths as she wal ks.

ERI K
What just happened in there? \Were
are they taking hinf

Claire doesn’'t answer. Just trying to keep herself sane for
t he nonent.

Eri k does a qui ck head check of the hallway, grabs her arm
and rips her into a--

JANI TOR S CLCSET

--and shuts the door behind them Dark and dank. Hi s face
inches fromher. Faint [ight bleeding in around the door.

ERI K
sai d what the fuck just happened

I
in there.
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Hi ssing. Furious.

CLAI RE
He went into malignant
hypertherm a, fromthe anesthesi a.

ERI K
VWhat does that nean?

CLAI RE
(calm coll ected)
It’s an allergic reaction. It’s
rare, but it happens. W caught it
intime, he'll stabilize quickly.

ERI K
How qui ckl y?

CLAI RE
Ten, fifteen m nutes. Hopefully.

ERI K
Good, that’s good..

H s m nd racing, thinking ahead.

CLAI RE
But he’s going to need nonitoring--

ERI K
--where are they taking hinf

CLAI RE
Probably third floor, 1CU.

Eri kK nods. The cool and control returning. Back to the plan.
He’s cooling down...but Claire’ s seen sonething.

CLAI RE
This isn't just sone job, is it?

Eri k thinks about answering...but doesn’'t. He reaches for
the door handle, Claire shifts to block him-

CLAI RE
Who i s he?

She narrows her eyes, |ooking closely at himnow Al nost
t hrough him Sonet hing catching the corner of her eye--

--in a quick novenent she pulls down the neck of his scrub
shirt, revealing the initials EB hanging from his neckl ace.
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CLAI RE
(realizing)
Erik...

ERI K
... Barstow.
(sl appi ng her hand away)
Smart girl.

Beat as Claire absorbs this: Jesus Christ...

ERI K
So if you know. ..
(a hal f-shrug)
...then you know. | don't give a
shit either way. But just think
about how far you’'d go for your old

man. .
(grabbi ng the handl e)
...and know Il go twice as far

for m ne.

He opens the door, Claire wincing as the harsh green |ight
fromthe hallway hits her eyes.

ERI K
Let’s pay hima visit.
HALLWAY- MOVENTS LATER

Erik and Claire walk towards the I1CU, find Patrice waiting
for themat the entrance to the unit.

PATRI CE
So what the hell happened in there?

CLAI RE
MH. Qut of nowhere.

A NURSE timdly approaches Patrice from behind. Looks |ike
she wants to be anywhere but here..

NURSE
Excuse ne, Dr. Wat--
PATRI CE
(to daire)

--you gonna change the juice and
try again?
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CLAI RE
Well, I was thinking at | east a few
hours of stepdown and nonitoring--

PATRI CE
--1 know what the textbooks say. He
aint a textbook case. How soon?

Claire caught in the headlights for a nonent, her eyes
novi ng between Erik and Patrice.

NURSE

(trying again)
Dr. Watkins? A Dr. Case is on the
phone? He sai d- -

PATRI CE
--1"11 call him back
NURSE
He says it’s urgent? He asked ne
to--
PATRI CE
(to nurse)

Did | stutter!

The nurse winces: this is exactly what she was afraid of.
She slinks away. Patrice turns back to Caire.

PATRI CE
Cal |l oway wasn’t happy to hear about
it, wants himout of here and back
in the Big House soon as possible.
What should I tell hin®

CLAI RE
Tell himto get out of our asses
and |l et us do our job.

PATRI CE
(smling)
| like that Claire...
(serious)

...but that’s not what I'mtelling
him And | want himout of here
t 0o.

CLAI RE
Coupl e hours, maybe. I'mgoing to
check on himright now.

Patri ce nods: good.
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PATRI CE
He's in 314.

. C. U HALLWAY- MOMVENTS LATER

Erik and Claire wal k through doors marked: Intensive Care
Unit, approach the two guards flanking the door to Room 314.

They're both easily six feet, tree-trunk necks, the first
one sports a highly unfashionable flat top, the other a set
of braces, rubber bands and all

Flat Top takes a sip of coffee, nods to Caire, then blocks
Eric with a forearm

FLAT TOP
Doctors only.

Erik looks to Claire: take care of this.

CLAI RE
[t'’s OK, he's a ned student. Have
to keep himon a short leash, I'm

af rai d.
The guards exchange a | ook, shrug: whatever.

BRACES
(raising his arns)
Pl ease.

Eri k and Cl aire pause...what? The guard pats hinself in his
underarm Erik and Claire | ook at each other: oh. They raise
their arns.

BRACES
(patting her down)
Sorry about this, doc. Rules is
rul es.

CLAI RE
| under st and.

Flat Top frisks Erik, hands sliding along his outstretched
arns, then around his wai st.

Hi s hands stop at the back pocket of Erik’s pants: he found
sonmething. Claire tenses..

Flat Top pulls out the cell.
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FLAT TOP
No phones.

ERI K
Damm...forgot | was carrying that
thing. 1'Il turn it off.

Eri k holds out his hand, wants the phone back. Flat Top
shakes his head, drops it in his own breast pocket.

FLAT TOP
"1l hang on to it 'til you're
done.
(openi ng the door)

The guards follow Erik and Claire into--

ROOM 314

--Claire wal ks over to the bed, Barstow | ooks up at the
approaching footsteps. Hi s right hand cuffed to the rail.

H s face still swollen, skin rashed. He | ooks |ike hell.

CLAI RE
How you feeling?

BARSTOW
Been worse. Believe it or not.

Bar st ow | ooks and sounds | ethargic, but his eyes are clear
and alert...searching out Erik.

Fl at Top nudges Eri k as O aire exam nes Barstow.

FLAT TOP
(si ppi ng coffee)
Got a question for you..

Erik's distracted, his eyes on Claire and Barstow.

FLAT TOP
...S0 | been getting these stonach
aches lately. They get real bad at
ni ght, but they go away when | eat.
And just when | think I'm
fine...BOOM They' re back again at
ni ght.

Beat as he waits. Erik realizes he's supposed to be
provi di ng a diagnosis of some ki nd.



ERI K
Eat nore at night, then.

Fl at Top | ooks at Braces: you believe this guy?

FLAT TOP
You got no ideas?
(Eri k shakes his head)
What, you been sleeping in class?

Erik still watching O aire check over Barstow

ERI K
You shoul d ask a doctor. ..

FLAT TOP
| just did.

Hi s tone sharpening. Claire turns fromthe bed:
defuse this. She wal ks towards the guard.

CLAI RE

You working a lot lately?
FLAT TOP

Yeah.
CLAI RE

Under a | ot of stress?
FLAT TOP

Hel |, vyes.
CLAI RE

Coul d be a peptic ulcer. You should
t hi nk about getting an endoscopy.

(nodding to his coffee)
Drinking too nmuch of that won’t
hel p, by the way.

FLAT TOP
A what - o- scopy?

CLAI RE
They’ re sinple, painless. Conme by
after Christmas and | can set it up
for you. If that’s what it is, it’s
easy to treat.

FLAT TOP
Thanks, doc. Hey, one nore thing...

better

52.
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CLOSE ON. Erik. He's tuned themout, their voices turning to
nmush...he wal ks slowy to the edge of Barstow s bed...their
eyes neet...there’'s an understanding there...

...ERIC S HAND noves to Barstow s..
ERI K
How you feeling, chief? Gave us
quite a scare in there.

Suddenly a seasoned doctor with a soothing bedsi de nmanner.
Braces notices Erik standing over the bed.

BRACES
Hey. ..
Eri k ignores him
BRACES
Hey! Step away fromthe patient

pl ease.
Erik continues ignoring him patting Barstow s hand.

Braces stalks to the side of the bed, grabs Erik’s shoul der.
Eri kK steps away, raises his hands.

ERI K
Hey, be cool man..

BRACES
| said to st--

--when Barstow LUNGES UP | N BED AND PLUNGES A SCALPEL | NTO
H S NECK

Eri k pivots, holds Braces as Barstow draws the bl ade across
hi s neck, opening a crescent-shaped wound that starts

spilling crinmson as he col |l apses on top of Barstow -
FLAT TOP
Holy Chri st --
SPLASH
--dropping his coffee as he reaches for his piece -- but
he’s too late, funbling -- Erik spins and clubs the guard’s

hands away and SLAMS his head into the wall--
--knocking Claire to the ground in the sanme notion--

--Erik rips a thin wire hidden in his waistband, waps it
around Flat Top’s neck and cinches it tight--
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--as Flat Top SLIPS in the puddle of spilled coffee--
--Erik CINCHES the garrote even tighter--
--Claire scranbles to her feet and lunges for the door--

--but Erik drags the guard sideways, bl ocking the narrow
path to the door--

--and Caire stands face-to-face with the guard now - -
wat chi ng his bul ging eyes, his purpling skin--

FLAT TOP
(gar bl ed)
Hel p...nme...pl...please..
--Claire reaches for the guard' s hol stered sidearm -- but
Eri k beats her to it -- holding the garrote with one hand
and snatching the weapon with the other--
--leveling the gun inches fromher forehead -- Erik’s face
part brutal focus and part exhilaration -- he actually seens

to be enjoying this--

--as Flat Top kicks weakly, hands dropping to his side, the
fight |eaving him-

--whil e GURGLI NG sounds come fromthe bed as Barstow hol ds
Braces as he bl eeds dry--

And after a few horror-filled nonents it’s over...RAGGED
BREATHI NG t he only sound |left in the room

Erik finally releases Flat Top, he hits the floor like a
sack of flour.

ERI K
(turning to Barstow
You good?

BARSTOW
(strained)
Hel p...get this...sack of shit...
of f me. ..
Hi s voi ce squeezed by the weight of the guard on top of him
Erik turns to Claire, waves the gun at her.

ERI K
On the ground.

She | owers herself to her knees. Trenbling. Sick.
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ERI K
(wal ki ng past her)
On your stonmach

She |ies down, her face | anding inches fromFlat Top’s.

She shudders, | ooks down and away, her eyes | andi ng on
Eri ks CELL PHONE peeki ng out of the guard s breast pocket.

Her eyes fly up to the two nen: Erik grunting fromthe
effort as he pulls Braces off of Barstow. She sees her
chance. .

She pulls out the cell, noiselessly opens it, scrolling,
scrolling...there:

CLOSE ON: the phone’s display. Bel ow the picture of her
father: callback # 773.483. 3821

Claire reads the nunber, briefly closes her eyes: got it.

She slips the phone back into Flat Top’s pocket as across
the room Braces hits the floor with a THUD.

ERI K
(turning)
1’1l get the keys.

Eri k strides back over to Flat Top and fishes the keys off
his belt, pulls his cell out of the guard s pocket. Dials.

ERI K
(into phone)
Yeah, we’'re ready. Third fl oor,
| CU. Room 314.
He hangs up, crosses to Barstow s bed and unl ocks the cuffs.
Barstow gets out of bed, stands in front of Erik.

A |l ong nonment between them The nmen not touching or
speaki ng, but clearly overwhel ned by the nonent. ..

...it"’s here. The Day is finally here.

| . C. U ELEVATOR LANDI NG MOVENTS LATER
The elevator lights track down...five...four...D NG
The doors open and reveal TWO UNI FORVED GUARDS (cal | them

ZEKE and SCULLY). They're dressed identically to the two
dead guards.
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They exit the elevator, stroll casually into the ICU, nod to
t he DESK NURSES, who don’t give them a second gl ance.

They stop outside Room 314, Zeke cracks the door and slides
in a duffel bag, shuts the door.

He turns, hands fol ded. Standi ng guard.

ROOM 314- BATHROOM
VWHUMP!

Eri k dunps Braces into the bathtub, wapped in a
bl ood- soaked sheet and | anding on top of Flat Top.

He draws the curtain shut, closes the bat hroom door.

In the main part of the room Barstow is cleaning up the
bl ood around the bed, Claire still face-down on the floor.

Eri k drops sone bath towels next to Claire.

ERI K
G ve hima hand...and don’t get it
on your scrubs.

She gets to her feet, takes the towels in her hand, nunbly
nmops up the bl ood around the bed.

Erik grabs the duffel bag and tosses it to Barstow.

He opens it: inside is a Sig, a set of scrubs, a cell phone,
a white coat, an |ID badge..

Eri k wal ks past Cl aire, WH SPERS sonet hing to Barstow,
Claire can't quite make it out...maybe a nunber?

Barstow nods. Erik turns to Claire.

ERI K
Alright Caire. Next job...

Cl aire shakes her head. Sick and dazed.

CLAI RE
| can’t...|l can’t do this anynore.
"1l sign his discharge papers,
"1l wal k you out the front door
mysel f...you can escape right now.
Just go...just go. Please.

Eri k and Barstow exchange a | ook as Barstow peels off his
prison garb and changes into the scrubs fromthe bag.
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ERI K
Escape?
(shaki ng his head)
He doesn’t want to escape, Caire.

Claire just stands pressed against the wall: what the hel
does that nean?

ERI K
(checki ng his watch)
So...we’ve got a few mnutes to
kill. You feel |ike sonme shitty
f ood?

HALLWAY- MOMENTS LATER

Claire grabs Barstow s chart fromthe wall as they |eave the
room her eyes stuttering when she sees the "guards:" who
are these guys?

Eri k guides Claire by the el bow down the hall towards the
el evators. ..

...and we stay for a nonent with the "guards," as PATIENTS
and HOSPI TAL STAFF wal k by the room not giving it a second
gl ance. Not hing out of the ordinary here.

Then, shuffling towards them and pushing his IV pole, is
Foster. He stops when he reaches the "guards."

FOSTER

You boys fromthe MCC?
(they nod)

Who you got in there?

ZEKE
Not allowed to say.

FOSTER
Course not. How s that sonofabitch
Cal | onway? He still top dog over

t here?
Zeke and Scul |y exchange a quick |ook: they don’t know.

ZEKE
Yes, sir.

FOSTER
He got you pulling holiday duty,
huh? Fuck him
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The "guards"” nod inpassively. Not interested. But Foster’s
happy to have a kindred spirit to talk to.

FOSTER
Nane’s Foster. | was precinct
captain over at the one-four-seven.
Started out as a screw at the MCC,
t hough. Three year stint.

Their faces blank. They don’t give a shit.

Foster’s eyes narrow. sonething about themoff. Not gelling
with himthe way they should, |awran-to-I|awran.

What ever. Foster munbles a Merry Christmas and shuffles down
the hallway towards his room

PATRI CE' S OFFI CE
Patrice at a cluttered desk, barking into the phone.

PATRI CE

(into phone)
Because this kind of thing happens,
t hat’ s why.

(l'istening)
| don’t like it either, \arden.
want ed hi m out of here two hours
ago. . .

She | ooks up at a KNOCK on the door, sees a nousy MAN (DR
MARK CASE, 40s) in street clothes. She waves himin.

PATRI CE
(i nto phone)
...as fast as nedically
responsi bl e, is when.

She rolls her eyes, exasperated, as Calloway continues, his
nmuddl ed voice reflecting a serious |ack of patience.

PATRI CE
(i nto phone)
--then just get out of our asses
and |l et us do our job!

She sl ans the phone down. A sigh. She | ooks at Case: yes?
DR. CASE
Dr. Watkins? |'’mDr. Mark Case,
fromLincoln Park Fam |y Practice.

He rubs his hands on his pants. Al nervous energy.
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DR. CASE
| called earlier? Several tines,
actual ly.

PATRI CE

Right...Dr. Case. I'msorry |
haven’t been able to get back to
you, | was just getting ready to do
t hat now. ..

She pulls a stack of files off a chair.

PATRI CE
Pl ease, have a seat.

He does. Fidgets, |ooks at his hands.

DR. CASE
| " m here about a recent admt...
Al an Foster?

I N THE CAFETERI A

Erik and Claire set their trays down at a corner table, the
cafeteria thinly-populated with the NIGHT SH FT CREW

Erik digs in, Claire doesn’'t touch her food. She’'s shaken.
Wat ches in quiet astonishnent as Erik eats, unfazed.

ERI K
Salt, please.

She slides hima salt shaker.

ERI K
Thanks.

He gl ances up, reads the filmof shock on her eyes.

ERI K
Don’t wig out on ne, Claire. Focus.
you need to stay on top your gane
if we’'re gonna get through this...

He shovels in a forkful of hospital-grade neatloaf. Claire
just sits there. Nunb.

He sighs, puts down his fork. OK K ..
ERI K

You think there was sonet hing you
coul d have done back there?
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She answers with a quiet glare: naybe she does..

ERI K
Those guys didn’t die because of
anything you did or didn't do. They
di ed because we killed them So cut
yoursel f some slack. This isn’t
about you...if it wasn’'t you, would
just be soneone el se.

Claire | ooks at the handful of other STAFF in the cafeteria:
CLEANI NG CREW a coupl e NURSES, a few DOCTORS. Sone
chatting, some smling. Qthers tired or bored..

.all of themoblivious to her private hell

CLAI RE
Then why is it me? Wiy isn't it
soneone el se?

ERI K
Because we needed soneone with the
proper notivation, and you have it.
You woul d do anything for him..

Claire’s eyes welling at the nention of her father.

ERI K
...and you're reliable.
Predi ctabl e. Everything by the
book. All the boxes get checked.

CLAI RE
You don’t know a thing about ne.

Erik smles: he knows enough.

ERI K
You still think you can save her,
don’t you? O people |ike her. That
why you’' re always first one in,
| ast one out? Taking every extra
shift. Double, triple-checking
ever yt hi ng?

Claire shakes her head. Trying to hide that his words are
finding their target.

CLAI RE
| don’t know what you're talking
about . ..
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ERI K
Losing a nom so young...j ust
t hrows everything out of bal ance,
doesn’t it?

He sees his words are having an effect, |eans closer.
Ti ghteni ng the screws.

ERI K
And since then, you’ve been trying
so hard to reset that bal ance..

Claire’ s eyes brinmng...churning..

ERI K
| understand. | do.
(because. . .)
Wth mne, it wasn’'t cancer. She
was gunned down. Like a dog. Wile
| wat ched. ..

HALLWAY QUTSI DE ROOM 314
As Barstow steps fromhis room Uterly transforned.

ERIK (V.Q)
... whil e he watched.

He’s wearing an ID tag, white doctor’s coat over scrubs,
even a stethoscope.

ERIK (V.Q)
Was nmy uncle Leo who finally gave
us up, gave 'em what they needed
for a warrant. They cane in so
hard. .. dragged us outside, threw us
in the nud. My dad told nme just to
lay down...

Bar st ow wal ks bet ween Zeke and Scully w thout a nod and
strides down the hallway |ike he owns the place.

ERIK (V.0)
That’ s when she pulled in the
driveway...back fromthe grocery
store. ..
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I N THE CAFETERI A

Erik’s intensity strangely nesnerizing. Al nost trance-like.
Claire can’'t | ook away.

ERI K
...they told her to stop. She saw
her husband, her son, guns in our
faces. Wiat was she was supposed to

do?
(shaki ng hi s head)
She didn't stop..

| N THE HALLWAY
Bar st ow wal ks with tunnel -vi si on past random hospi tal STAFF.

ERIK (V.Q)
...S0 one of them opened fire.
Shredded the car with
gover nnment -i ssue | ead.

Bar st ow gl ances at room nunbers, slowing. Afire roiling in
hi s eyes.

| N THE CAFETERI A
Erik’s eyes and voice dripping with raw contenpt.

ERI K
A civil servant, gunning down a
woman in cold blood. "Just
foll ow ng procedure. Just doing ny
job."

He shakes hi s head.

HALLWAY
Bar st ow st ops outsi de Room 314. He knocks, steps inside--

ERIK (V.Q)
And he wal ked. Killed her and
wal ked scot fucking free. One
stroke of the pen froma judge is
all it took...
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FOSTER S ROOM
--and shuts the door behind him He | ooks at the bed.
Sees Foster, it by the flickering blue of the tel evision.

ERIK (V.Q)
And that’s what tonight is all
about. Setting things right.

A half-sml|le creases Barstow s |ips.

ERIK (V.0)
Re-setting the bal ance.

CAFETERI A
Erik still swnmmng in the nenory. So real

ERI K
| broke | oose, ran for her...they
told ne to stop. My souvenir from
that night...

Erik pulls down the collar of his scrub shirt, revealing a
gruesone SET OF SCARS that criss-cross his shoul ders and
col | arbone and spread into his chest.

ERI K
Buckshot. Doubl e ought...courtesy
of the Chicago PD
(letting his shirt back up)
Most of it's still in there. | can
actual ly set off netal detectors,
it’s a great party trick

He | ooks at Claire, gives her a wy smle. Maybe she gets it
now. . .

CLAI RE
That's a terrible thing...it is.
But that doesn’t nean what you're
doing is--

ERI K
(don't try)
--this isn't sonmething you can talk
me out of. You can't finesse ne.
W're in this now, to the end. Just
keep your head in the gane.

Eri k goes back to his food. And for a nonent Claire sits, at
a loss. What now. ..
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...S0 she does what she knows: opens Barstow s chart, starts
readi ng. Erik reaches over and shuts it.

ERI K
And what does that matter at this
poi nt ?

CLAI RE
He’'s still ny patient, isn't he?

You saw what happened in the OR
You want ne to act |like his doctor
or not?

Eri k shrugs: whatever. She opens the chart.

FOSTER S ROOM

Foster | ooks away fromthe TV to Barstow s approaching
silhouette: it’s dark, can’t quite nake hi mout.

FOSTER
(changi ng channel s)
You white-coat clowns have anything
new to tell ne?

Bar st ow t aki ng sl ow steps towards him doesn’t respond.

FOSTER
You hear nme?

Barstow just inching closer...silent...

That’ s odd...Foster finally | ooks, really |Iooks, at his
visitor. It takes hima little while, the realization noving
over his face in stages...but Foster finally recognizes him

FOSTER
You. ..

Face ashen. He's just seen a ghost.

FOSTER
(shock turning to fear)
What the hell. ..

Foster scranbles up in bed as Barstow draws the Sig fromhis
coat pocket.

BARSTOW
Rel ax, Alan. Don't nmke this
difficult.
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Barstow sits on the chair next to the bed, weapon on his

lap. Still. Coiled.
BARSTOW
Wasn’'t sure you' d recognize
ne...it’s been a while, hasn't it?

| doubt you’ve given ne a second
t hought in quite sonme tine...

Foster’s eyes racing fromBarstow s Sig, to the door:

are his options?

BARSTOW
O course, |'ve had tinme to think
about you.

FOSTER
.1 don’t understand...you..

BARSTOW

(shruggi ng)
Life no parole, right? Then what am
| doing here?

Foster silently frantic. Trapped in a nightmare.

FOSTER
Christ...what in God's
nanme...listen to nme for
crissake...it was a m stake.

Foster’s hand drifts towards the nurse CALL BUTTON..

FOSTER
--they | ooked into it, they cleared
rre__
BARSTOW
(re: the call button)
--don’t.

Foster’s hand freezes.

FOSTER
We couldn’'t see in the car..

what

Foster’s eyes pleading. A long, dread-filled silence..

BARSTOW
You see, the irony of the
situation, which | have had a | ong
tinme to contenplate--to really
think about--is that you--
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FOSTER
--it was one of your partners for
all we knew -

BARSTOW
--is that you are the public
servant...and |I'’mthe crimnal

Barstow lets it hang: how fucked up is that?

FOSTER
It was an accident. It was a heavy
situation, it was dark--

FOSTER
--oh, 1’ve done things, sure. But |
served ny tinme. Paid ny debt.
FOSTER
--1 didn’t have a choice -- we

couldn’'t see in the car--

BARSTOW
--but |I’ve never shot a child.
Never killed a woman.

Foster stops the protests. Knows their futility. He swall ows
hard. What now?

BARSTOW
The badge saved you back then. Let
you spill blood and just wal k

awnay. . .
Barstow | eans forward. Their faces inches apart.

BARSTOW
(a whi sper)
Where’ s your badge now?

A thick SILENCE. Just Foster’s ragged breathing and the
BEEPI NG nonitors..

--when Foster THRASHES for the call button and starts to
scream but Barstow is on top of him pinning himdown,
hands around his throat--

--Foster’s nouth still open in the aborted scream as Bar st ow
shoves a bandage into his nouth--

--Foster struggling, thrashing, but Barstow has hi m pinned,
hand cupped over his nose -- Foster’s eyes BULA NG in
desperation as Barstow snuffs the Iife out of him-
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--war ni ng BEEPS comi ng now from Foster’s heart and Q2
nmoni tors. Foster weakeni ng, not nuch |eft--

Barstow slips the heart rate nonitor off Foster’s finger and
pl aces it over his own, the machine returning to norma
paraneters, silencing the warning tones.

Bar st ow wat ches as Foster finally goes conpletely linp. H's
eyes nmarbled in death

Barstow pull s the bandage from Foster’s saggi ng nouth, puts
it in his pocket, then slips the nonitor off his finger and
onto Foster’s and quickly | eaves the room

I N THE HALLWAY

He's already turned the corner and di sappeared as the NURSES
react to the FLATLI NE ALARM com ng fromthe room

| N THE CAFETERI A
Claire reads Barstow s chart, her face darkening.

ERI K
(readi ng her expression)
Mal i gnant. | noperable. They said
t hree nont hs, tops.

CLOSE ON: the contents of the chart as Claire scans them CT
scans, MRI, pathol ogy reports.

ERI K
Bad, huh?
(she nods)
One thing about ny father that you
won't find in there: he finishes
what he starts. And he’s not dying

inacell. There’'s nothing left for
hi m beyond what happens toni ght.

A beat as the neaning of these words sink in for Claire.
Eri k SCRAPES the last of his food off the plate.

CLAI RE
| want to talk to ny father.
(pause)
Pl ease.

Erik I ooks her in the eyes. Reads the enotions welling
there. He seens to be considering the request--

BZzZ! Erik checks his phone.
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ERI K
Wl |, speaking of...
(texting a response)
You' re keeping himalive for the
nmonment. That shoul d be enough.

CLAI RE
(don’t cry)
Pl ease.
NURSE (O S.)

Dr. Haski ns?

Claire turns, startled, to see one of the DESK NURSES from
the | CU.

NURSE
(hol ding out a script pad)
Sorry to bother you, | was

wondering if you could sign off on
this script for Ms. Richardson?

CLAI RE
Sure. ..
Claire scribbles on the pad, out of the corner of her eye
sees Erik still distracted with his cell
NURSE
(turning)
Thank you.
CLAI RE

Just a m nute.
The nurse stops, turns.

CLAI RE
| need to wite one nore.

Claire scribbles frantically, rips the page off and folds it
in half before handing it to the nurse.

CLAI RE

This is for M. Walter.
NURSE

M. Walter?
CLAI RE

Yeah. Bigger guy, bit of a linmp?

Claire’s eyes BORING into hers: are you getting this?



69.

NURSE
(unsure)
You nean the sec--

CLAI RE
--yes him

Eri k puts his phone away. Watching them cl osely now.

CLAI RE
(1 eave now)
Thank you.

The nurse wal ks away, shaki ng her head. Wat was that?

Bzzzz! C aire | ooks down: another page. She stiffens as she
reads it: this one got her attention...

PATRI CE' S OFFI CE
Patrice | eans forward across the desk. Alert, on edge.

PATRI CE
--wait, wait. What do you nean, you
adm tted him "under duress?"

DR. CASE
This man--he threatened ne! He told
me to adnit Foster to Sinai--

PATRI CE
--threatened you how?

Bzzzz! Patrice silences her pager w thout |ooking at it.
More inportant things going on here.

DR. CASE
l--1 don’t know exactly! He cane to
my office for a physical--it was

terrifying. He had pictures of ny
wife, ny children..

He shakes his head, voice quaking.

DR. CASE

So | called Foster, said | wanted
to reschedul e his annual, saw him
and then admtted him..for...

(flustered, searching)
... possible nmeningitis or sonething
along those lines. | figured it’s
just a hospital admt, what’'s the
wor st that coul d happen?
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PATRI CE
Have you gone to the police?
DR. CASE
(startl ed)
No--no! This is nmy famly, for
God’' s sake. I'’mnot going to risk

that. What do | know about this
ki nd of thing--

KNOCK KNOCK
They | ook up to see a breathless NURSE at the door.

NURSE
W' ve got a ten-twenty. Room 329.

PATRI CE
(realizing)
Onh Christ. ..

DR CASE
(pani cked now)
What is it? Is it hinP

PATRI CE
(st andi ng)
Wait here please.

ROOM 329- MOVENTS LATER

Patrice storns into the room finds a small throng of
hospital STAFF around the bed, Caire and Erik anong them

It’s like a calmafter a storm..things returning to nornal
after a frantic scene.

PATRI CE
What happened here?

NURSE
W're not sure...we heard the
alarm called the code team They
tried, but...
(shruggi ng)
... he was just gone.

PATRI CE
When?
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NURSE
Ten m nutes ago.

Patrice struggling to nake sense of this.

PATRI CE
daire?

CLAI RE
Just got here..

Claire’s | eaned over the bed, |ooking Foster over: no
vi si bl e bruising or wounds.

She pulls back his eyelids, freezing at what she sees: the
eyes are BRI GHT PINK from burst vessels.

CLAI RE
(to Patrice)
Dr. WatKkins..

Patrice wal ks over to Foster, |eans over, |ooks at the eyes.
She tenses: oh shit.

Her eyes neet Claire’s over the bed: this is bad. Patrice
turns to the rest of the staff.

PATRI CE
X, | want everyone out. Don’t take
anyt hi ng, don’t touch anything...

Claire turns to BErik as Patrice corrals the confused staff
out of the room She wal ks to him her voice quiet fury.

CLAI RE

What did you do?
ERI K
(who ne?)

| was in the cafeteria, with you.

Claire’s near a breaking point. Another |ife gone. On her
wat ch.

Patrice turns, sees the two of them She snaps to attention:
sonmet hing i s obviously wong here.

PATRI CE
One of you want to tell ne what the
hel |’ s- -

Claire storns past Erik on her way out of the room
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CLAI RE
[t’sS him..it’s him

PATRI CE
What is him-
(foll owi ng)
--Claire!

Patrice and Erik follow her into the--

HALLWAY

--and towards Barstow s room

CLAI RE
He did this!
PATRI CE

VWho did this? Cairel

Zeke and Scully tense as they see the trio approaching,
hands drifting towards their sidearns, ready for anything.

They ook to Erik, he gives thema subtle shake of the head:
stand down. For now.

Claire barges past them followed by Patrice and then Eri k.

They burst into the roomto find--

ROOM 314

--Barstow lying in bed. In his gown, handcuffed. The nodel
patient. He | ooks up curiously at his visitors.

Patrice glances at Zeke and Scully: nothing out of the
ordi nary here.

Claire freezes, shocked and silent. This can’t be...

PATRI CE
(wal ki ng towards bed)
M. Barstow, |'’m Patrice WatKkins,
Chi ef of Medicine here at Sinai. |
apol ogi ze for the intrusion.

BARSTOW
What’ s goi ng on?

H s eyes grazing Erik’s before | anding on Patrice.
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PATRI CE

Not hi ng you need to worry about.
It’s the holidays, ny staff’s been
wor ki ng sone | ong hours. ..

(eying Caire)
...are under a lot of stress. But
we’'re nonitoring your situation
closely, and we’'ll get you taken
care of as soon as possible.

BARSTOW
X ..
PATRI CE
s there anything I can do for you
ri ght now?
BARSTOW
|"d just like to get sone rest.
PATRI CE
O course.
W TH CLAI RE

Her eyes | ocked on the bathroom door as Patrice’s voice
fades and blurs into background noi se. .

CLOSE ON: the door knob as Claire fixates on it...

...She turns, sees Erik watching her. Know ng what she’s
t hi nki ng. ..

...she’s on the verge of opening that door, ripping the vei
of f the whole thing..

...wWhen she sees a thin trail of SMEARED BLOOD on the tile
floor, just inches fromthe tip of Patrice s shoe...

...Claire looks up to Patrice: doesn’'t she see it? Patrice
continues talking to Barstow...

...Claire opens her nouth to say sonething, turns fromErik
to Zeke and Scully, they' re watching her fromthe
corners...she’s surrounded. .. SUFFOCATI NG. . .

...She cl oses her eyes...
...and COLLAPSES.
Claire slunps against the wall and slides towards the fl oor.

Erik is closest to her and grabs her just before she smacks
agai nst the tile.



ERI K
Whoa, Dr. Haskins. Are you CK?

She struggles to her feet.

CLAI RE
I"’mfine...

ERI K
You sure?

She shoves hi m away.

CLAI RE
| said |I'mfine.

She rubs her tenples, closes her eyes...
...opens themto see Patrice in her face.

PATRI CE
Qut si de.

| N THE HALLWAY- MOVENTS LATER
Patrice has Claire cornered.

PATRI CE
G hone, Claire. Right now. Wen
was the last tinme you slept?

CLAI RE
| still have a patient--

PATRI CE

--not anynore you don’t. You're
tired, you re naking m stakes.
You' re acting crazy, frankly.

(pause)
You think just because of where he
cane from he had sonething to do
with that?

Patri ce shakes her head: disappointed, not |ike you..

CLAI RE
|’msorry, | just thought...nmybe
he- -

PATRI CE
--thought maybe he what? The nan
al nost died in your operating room

( MORE)

74.
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PATRI CE (cont’ d)
He just had the whole Piccadilly
fucking Crcus barge in on himwth
an appendi x that could burst any

m nut e.

CLAI RE
Patrice, please--

PATRI CE
Go hone. Right now. |I’mlocking you
out of the system W' Il tal k about
this when you get your head on
straight.

CLAI RE
Patrice- -

PATRI CE

(turning to Erik)
...and you. Sonething about your
shit stinks to nme. You want to
finish your third year, be in ny
office in five mnutes, ready to
tal k straight.

ERI K
Yes nma’ am

Patrice turns and stal ks back towards the chaos outside
Foster’s room Erik turns to see Claire shuffling away,
stoppi ng at the el evators.

The doors open and she steps in. He sprints to join her--

I N THE ELEVATOR

--making it in just as the doors close. Claire stands sullen
and silent. She hits the button for P2.

ERI K
What are you doi ng?

She doesn’t answer: it’s obvious enough.

ERI K
We're not finished here.

CLAI RE
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ERI K
W' re finished when | say we're
fini shed.
Claire is balanced on a knife’'s edge of sanity -- it’s too
much. CGone too far.
CLAI RE

What el se do you want from ne?
can’t do this anynore!

ERI K
One nore job, Claire. Then it’s
over. | need one room nunber,
that’'s all
(pause)

Patient’s nane is Jack Pearce..

The realization flashing across Claire’s face as she hears
the nanme. The pieces falling in place..

She tries to cover but Erik’'s seen it: she knows.

ERI K

Adm tted yesterday. Conpound | eg
fracture, internal bleeding. He was
in the ICU, but they noved himthis
nor ni ng. .

(reading her)
...you know who I’ mtal king about,
don’t you?

d ai re shakes her head.

ERI K
You can find himfor ne...

Claire digs deep, digging for everything she has, to | ook
hi m back in the eye and shake her head: no.

CLAI RE
--you heard her, she | ocked ne out.
| can’t get into the system

anynore. | can’'t even show ny face
on the floor, how do you expect ne
to--

--when Erik SPRINGS forward and SLAMS Claire into the wall
so fast she doesn’t even know how she got there.

Hi s hand around her throat. H ssing into her face.
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ERI K
Thi nk outside the box, Caire. You
can find a way.

She claws at his hand as his fingers dig deeper.

ERI K
(a whi sper)
One room nunber .

Her eyes bul ging, cords straining in her neck, looking into
his eyes...and not blinking. She shakes her head: no.

CLAI RE
(no air, fighting to get the
wor ds out:)
No -- one -- else -- dies.

Eri k rel eases her and she doubl es over, heaving.

He rips his phone out of his pocket, shoves it in Claire's
face as she sucks in air: it's the famliar inmage of Al den.

But this tinme Erik presses a button on the phone, and the
frozen i mge starts MOWING silent video footage show ng

ON PHONE' S DI SPLAY: her father being beaten. Viciously.

Two | arge MEN take turns wailing on Alden, his hands | ashed
behi nd hi s back.

Claire’'s hand flies to her nouth in a silent scream

ERI K
You still want to go this way?

One of the MEN (we may recogni ze himas Zeke) holds Al den up
by his hair, shoves his beaten face closer to the camera.

ERI K
Still want to play tough? Be the
her 0?

A HAND shoves the barrel of a handgun into Alden’s mouth --
hi s eyes pl eadi ng- -

Claire trenbles silently as Erik dials.
ERI K
(into phone)
Yeah. How s our friend?

Claire watches him hatred pouring from her eyes...but she's
standing firm Staring hi mdown.
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Eri k 1 ooks at her: you sure you want to do this?
ERI K
(i nto phone)
We're deciding that right now...
DI NG The el evator stops, the doors open..

lt’s Walter.

Claire’s heart in her throat at the sight of him

She braces herself for what's coming...this could be
it...Wlter’s eyes nove between her and Erik..

WALTER
(noddi ng)
Doc Haski ns. ..

He steps in the el evator, pushes the | obby button. Turns and
faces the doors. Casually whistles "Silver Bells."

...Caireis silently crestfallen: no no no..

...her eyes land on the GUN on Walter’s hip, nove to Erik
hol ding the phone to his ear, then back to the gun...

... maybe she could pull it off. Just naybe..

...but Erik’s watching. Shakes his head: don’'t even think
about it...

ERI K
(into phone, eyes on Claire)
It’s looking like we're going to
have to go ahead and term nate that
case. .

Claire finally breaks. Can’t do it. She nods to Erik: OK

ERI K
(i nto phone)
On second thought, we’ll get back
to you about that. No action is
necessary right now.

He hangs up. Awkward silence in the elevator...just Walter’s
goddamed whi st i ng.

WALTER
(turning)
Ch, | got your prescription, doc.
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CLAI RE
(surprised, hopeful)
You di d?

WALTER
(chuckl i ng)
Yes nma’ am

He pats his pocket: the still-folded paper sticking out.

WALTER
And | do appreciate it. Ms. Walter
will appreciate it too.

He winks at her. Claire closes her eyes. Jesus...he didn't
even read it.

DING@ The el evator stops, Walter tips his hat to Claire and
shuffles into the | obby, whistling "Silver Bells,"

conti nuing his rounds...

...the doors shut, and they’'re al one again.

ERI K
So what do you say, Caire?

Her eyes on the floor. Shoul ders sagged. Wary.

CLAI RE
This is the last job?
ERI K
Yes.
CLAI RE
Just a room nunber, and it's over?
ERI K
Yes.
CLAI RE
You'll make that call and et him
go?
ERI K
Yes.

She turns to Erik, holds his eyes...reading him

Her eyes noving to the scar tissue peeking out fromhis
collar, then back to his eyes. Can she believe hinf®
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CLAI RE
(finally)

She hits the second fl oor button.

CLAI RE
| can get it in radiol ogy.

RADI OLOGY HALLWAYS- MOVENTS LATER

They wal k briskly through the quiet hallways of radiol ogy,
passi ng X-Ray roons, enptied desks, dark roons. They stop,
Claire opens a door into a--

DARKENED ROOM

--which they cross, stopping at a second door. C aire opens
it, revealing sonme sort of booth. It’s all dark and shadows,
we can just barely recognize this as the sane inmagi ng room

from before

Erik watches as Claire starts to step into the booth.

ERI K
That’ s not where the radiol ogy
charts are kept.

CLAI RE
No, but | can...

She stops in the doorway, turns: how did he know that? And
it hits her.

CLAI RE
Foster. ..

ERI K

You' d be surprised how invisible a
janitor is around here. How easy it
is to swap a few charts, sone |ab
wor k, and...

(snappi ng his fingers)
...a perfectly healthy person
suddenly becones a very sick one.

Claire’s eyes flicker with recognition: she could have
caught it. Could have figured it out...

...nho tinme for that now. Have to keep noving. She turns,
eases into the booth.
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CLAI RE
They have imaging records in
here. ..
(shuffling through papers)
...here it is. Pearce...noved to
six thirty-seven.

She flips a wall switch, but the booth stays dark.

ERI K
Si x three seven?
CLAI RE
Yes, it’s in ortho.
ERI K
Show ne.
She hesitates -- is she bluffing? She holds the print-out

for himto see. He reaches for it, then turns at the
THUNK THUNK THUNK THUNK

noi se behind them It’s a giant, open-style MR nachine
humming to life.

ERI K
Claire. ..

She steps out of the booth, standing next to Erik as she
shuts the door: it’s | ocked now.

She starts inching away from hi m

ERI K
What are you doi ng?

THUNK THUNK THUNK THUNK
ERI K
(rai sing voi ce over machine)
That’s it! Game over, Claire!

He rips his cell phone out of his pocket, dials -- the
machi ne getti ng LOUDER

ERI K
YOQU JUST KILLED HHM YQU JUST
KI LLED YOUR OMN FATHER

He | ooks at the phone’s display, confused: the nunbers are
faded and snmeared. It’s not worKking.

Then Eri k’s neckl ace starts
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LEVI TATING IN THE Al R!

--the neckl ace slides up his neck, the initials EB floating,
tugged by an invisible hand--

--Erik’s eyes growing wi de in confusion and astoni shnment - -

--as Claire lunges forward fromthe wall and WHACKS t he cel
phone out of his hand--

--and the phone actually DANGES in the air before ZI PPI NG
ACRCSS THE ROOM into the MRI chanber, shattering--

--Erik slack-jawed -- what the fuck is going on? -- the
machi ne getting even LOUDER- -

--and he falls to his knees, collapsing and SCREAM NG i n
pain -- clutching his shoulder in agony as the machine
wr eaks havoc on the lead buried in his soft tissue--

EXTREME CLCSE ON: the skin over his chest and shoul ders. W
can actually see the netal fragnments noving under his skin.
Erik looks on in horrified confusion--

--as Claire sprints fromthe room slanmm ng the door shut
behi nd her- -
| N THE HALLWAY

--she shatters the glass to the fire alarmand pulls the
handle -- it starts WAl LI NG

She runs to--

AN EMPTY DESK

--and grabs the phone, taking it with her under the desk.
Crouched, hidden.

She stops for a nonent, closes her eyes...the nunber, the
nunber...got it.

She opens her eyes, dials. It rings. R ngs again.

MALE VA CE ( FI LTERED)
Yeah.

CLAI RE
Let himgo! It’s over!
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MALE VO CE ( FI LTERED)

(pause)
Who's this?
CLAI RE
| SAID LET HM GO
Claire presses the phone to her ear...listens closer...what
is that?

It’s an ALARM barely audible, in sync with the pul sing
noi se and flashing lights of the alarm she just pulled.

Whoever’s on the phone is in the hospital.

MALE VO CE (FI LTERED)
| said who is this?

She hangs up.

QUTSI DE ROOM 314

Zeke hangs up his cell. Confused, concerned.
ZEKE
(to Scully)
| think that was her
They exchange a | ook: the call, the alarm..what’ s goi ng on?
| N ROOM 314

Barstow sits up in bed as the fire alarmcontinues to
shriek. He pulls the cell fromthe duffel bag, dials. Gets
not hi ng. . .

IN THE MRl ROOM

Eri k drags hinself across the floor towards the door. Every
novenment agony.

| N ROOM 314

Barstow flings the phone in frustration against the wall.

The fire alarmstill SHRI EKI NG

He deliberates for a nonent before reaching in the duffe
bag, pulling out the Sig and heading into the--
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HALLWAY
--shutting the door behind him
BARSTOW
(to Zeke and Scul ly)
W nove.
They nod. Al npbst seens part of the plan.

Zeke di sappears down the hallway and Scul |y marches
al ongsi de Barstow in the opposite direction.

BARSTOW
W'l start in orthopedics.
UNDER THE DESK
Claire is still crouched and hi dden, dials anot her nunber.

| N THE HALLWAY

Erik finally makes it out of the room slammng the door
shut behind him collapsing against the wall. Cutching his
shoul der in pain.

He gasps for breath, eyes on fire, scanning the hallways.
Were is she?

He begins the hunt.

ELEVATORS ON THE SI XTH FLOOR

Barstow and Scully step out of the elevators and wal k into--

ORTHOPEDI CS
--as Barstow draws his weapon, Scully following suit.

The first of the PATIENTS and HOSPI TAL STAFF see the pair
approachi ng, begin SCREAM NG and ducki ng for cover.

BARSTOW
JACK PEARCE

CRACK! CRACK!

Barstow fires shots into the ceiling and walls to clear
their path as NURSES, ORDERLIES, PATIENTS scatter.
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IN SINAI*S SECURI TY OFFI CE

The hospital’s HEAD OF SECURITY gri maces as the phone rings:
not another one. He’'s on another line, hands full dealing
with the fire alarm

HEAD OF SECURI TY
(into phone)
It was the second fl oor..

He scans the second fl oor nonitors.

ON MONI TOR: we recogni ze the desk in radiology, but Claire’s
hi di ng beneath it.

HEAD OF SECURI TY
(i nto phone)
...ho, | don’'t see anything.
(pause) I'’mworking on it!

Anot her |ine RI NG NG now.
| NTERCUT:
Wth Caire under the desk, phone pressed to her ear

CLAI RE
C non, c’ non..

HEAD OF SECURI TY
Wll, send Walter over then.

He hangs up, reaches for the other ringing phone.

HEAD OF SECURI TY
Security.

CLAI RE
Yes...yes! This is Dr. Caire
Haski ns, reporting a
four-twenty-seven. A patient is in
i mredi at e physi cal danger- -

HEAD OF SECURI TY
(finger in ear)
--can you speak up pl ease!

CLAI RE
A patient, Jack Pearce, in room
Si X-zero-six, is in inmed ate
physi cal danger - -




86.

HEAD OF SECURI TY
--wait, what was the patient’s nane
agai n?

CLAI RE
Judge Jack Pearce, they' re going to
kill him They' re going to--

HEAD OF SECURI TY
--who is this? Wio' s speaki ng?

HEAD OF SECURI TY CLAI RE

Holy Christ... This is Dr. Claire
Haski ns- -

He’ s not |istening anynore.
ON MONI TOR: the images of Barstow and Scully stal king the
hal | ways on the sixth floor, weapons drawn, people
scattering...
...and suddenly his phones are RI NG NG of f the hook.

CLAI RE
D D YOU HEAR ME?!

HEAD OF SECURI TY
Ch Jesus Christ--ma’am | would
advi se you to stay in a safe place.

He hangs up. Claire | ooks at the phone in her hand: a
usel ess piece of shit.

ERK (OS.)
CLLLAAAI | | RRRRREEE! ! 1!

The shriek of a wild aninmal. Her head snaps towards his
voi ce: he's cl ose.

DOWN THE HALLWAYS

Eri k stunbles away fromthe |ab, ripping open doors--
--murder in his eyes. He turns the corner--

--sees the desk, the receiver dangling fromthe cord--
But no daire.

DING He jerks to the sound of elevator, sprints for it--
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--roundi ng the corner and just catching a glinpse of Claire
as the doors slide shut.
| N ORTHOPEDI CS

Barstow and Scully are throw ng open doors, weapons |evel ed,
| ooking in on TERRI FI ED PATI ENTS.

No Pearce. They continue their search.

QUTSI DE THE HOSPI TAL

Fire and energency vehicles streamonto the site, blue and
red lights bl azing.

PCLI CE OFFI CERS bl ock the doors, CRU SERS bl ock the
entrances and exits to the parking garage.

This place is | ocked down.

I N ORTHOPEDI CS

Barstow and Scully continue their search, room by-room
when- -

CRACK!

--Scully goes down -- Barstow whirls into a crouch and
turns, sees

WALTER

wi th his weapon drawn in shaking hands -- Walter squeezes

of f another round, but it goes w de--

--Barstow stays ice-cold and buries three rounds into
Walter’s chest -- then one in his head--

--nore MAYHEM and SCREAMS as Walter flails backwards, dead--
--Barstow turns and | eaves Scully bleeding in the hallway,
conti nues his search sol o, door after door--

| NTERCUT:

ERI K I N THE STAI RAELL

sprinting up the stairs two at a tine.

CLAI RE I N THE ELEVATOR
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repeatedly hitting the "six" button.

CLAI RE
C non ¢’ non...Jesus Christ!

As the el evator stops on the fourth floor. The doors open,
two RESIDENTS join Claire in the el evator.

RESI DENT #1
Third false alarmthis week...such
a pain in the ass.

Claire manically smashes the "door close"” button. The
residents eye her curiously.

I N ORTHOPEDI CS

Bar st ow continuing his search, when his eyes laser in on
soneone anong the cowering and retreating faces.

BARSTOW
You. ..

He’'s pointing at Patrice. He stal ks over to her, grabs her
coat and puts the gun to her head.

BARSTOW

Jack Pearce--where is he?
PATRI CE

VWho?
BARSTOW

The Honor abl e Jack W nston Pearce
the third. The one in the
newspapers. WHERE | S HE?

PATRI CE
| don’t know- -

BARSTOW
--FIND HM

Patrice just shakes her head. She can’'t or won't.

Barstow drags Patrice to the adm nistrative desk, addresses
a young and terrified NURSE, her face buried in her hands.

BARSTOW
G ve ne Jack Pearce’s room nunber
before | count to three, or her

brains end up on your tits. One..
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The nurse is flustered, sucks in air, starts typing.

PATRI CE
Don’t you give himthat nunber!

NURSE
(stammeri ng as she types)
Pearce, is that i-e, or e-a?

PATRI CE
Don’t you dare tell him

BARSTOW
It’s E. A

Twi sting the gun into her tenple. Finger tight on the
trigger...CLACKI TY-CLACK as the nurse frantically types..

BARSTOW
Two.

PATRI CE
(cl osing her eyes)
DON' T TELL H M

NURSE BARSTOW
Room si x- oh- si x! THREE! ! !
And the fire alarmfinally shuts off...leaving a ROARI NG

SILENCE on the floor...only Patrice’s | abored breathing.
She cl oses her eyes, waiting for it...

But Barstow just smles, releases her. He turns away,
quickly orients hinself to the roomnunbers. He' s cl ose.

He strides down the hallway, untouchable.

He stops outside Room 606. Opens the door--

| N ROOM 606

--and steps inside, wal ks down the narrow passage al ong the
bathroomwal |, sees a LEG IN A CAST hangi ng over the bed,
pins protruding fromthe shin

Barstow allows hinself a half-smle: he has the right room
Bar st ow approaches the bed, his eyes |anding on Pearce’s

face. Gim Set. Pearce neets Barstow s eyes, seens oddly
unsurprised to see him
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Barstow s eyes nove to Pearce’ s pregnhant daughter Danielle
(fromthe drink machine), seated by the bed cl utching her
father’s hand, quaking with fear.

She cl oses her eyes, pressing out tears that slide silently
down her cheeks.

Barstow rai ses his weapon. Finally. This is it--

--Dani el l e opens her nmouth to SCREAM when- -

CLAI RE STEPS FROM AROUND THE CORNER | N FRONT OF H M

--her hands flying to his chest -- Barstow | ooks down just
intime to see DEFI BRILLATOR PADDLES as O aire squeezes the
trigger--

WA- CHUNK

Bar st ow SPASMS and flies backwards- -

CRACK!'I'T -- the gun goes off -- cobwebbing the w ndow -

Bar st ow col | apses against the wall -- the gun skitters
across the floor--

--Claire drops the paddl es and grabs the gun, trains it on
Barstow as he violently COUGHS and sucks in air--
| N THE HALLWAY

Erik frantically searches for room637. It’s not there. He
doubl e-checks the room nunbers: they stop at 636.

Goddammi t. He | ooks around: which roon? The whole floor is
in a state of chaos, people running, hiding..

Down the hall he sees HOSPI TAL SECURI TY and then CH CAGO PD
arriving. Shit.

He sees a small cluster of HOSPI TAL STAFF huddl ed toget her
behi nd the mai n desk.

He joins them tries to blend in.

| N ROOM 606

Barstow t akes a few deep breaths, coughing, struggling to
his feet.

He stares down Claire, still training the gun on him H's
eyes wild, voice rasped and sharp.
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BARSTOW
Are you sure that’s an instrunent
you' re ready to use, doctor?

Her hands are rock solid. Barstow takes a small step towards
her -- Caire takes a snmall step back.

Danielle clutches her father’'s hand -- her breathing rapid
and shallow. She tries to suppress a GROAN of pain, |ooks
down to her belly in worry.

CLAI RE
You're not going to lay a finger on
hi m

BARSTOW

This doesn’t involve you, doctor.
(noddi ng to Pearce)
He’' s paying for what he’s done.
Dani el | e s GROANS grow | ouder, her breathing nore panicked.

CLAI RE
Stay right there!

BARSTOW
|”ve conme too far to stop now. ..
I N THE HALLWAY

Eri k watches as UNI FORVED COPS and then SWAT TEAM spill onto
the sixth floor...bulletproof vests, serious firepower.

Patrice points themtowards Room 606

Erik turns for the exit, sees two COPS at the double doors
| eadi ng out of the unit. They bl ock a protesting PHYSI Cl AN
trying to | eave.

coP
No one in or out.

Eri k’s trapped.

I N ROOM 606

Bar st ow t akes another step towards Claire...still pointing
t he gun, her hands quaki ng.
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BARSTOW
Just step aside, doctor.

Behind Claire, Danielle is crying out in fear and pain.

CLAI RE
(eyes still on Barstow)
It’s OK Danielle. The stress is
causi ng some early contractions.
Everything’ s fine...your baby’'s
fine. You re fine...

Bar st ow t akes anot her step cl oser.

BARSTOW
Just step aside, and it’'|Il be over
soon.

CLAI RE
Hol d her hand, Judge. Let her
squeeze it.

He does. Danielle and Pearce cling to each other, just
Claire separating themfromthe approachi ng Barstow.

BARSTOW
(anot her step)
| " m dyi ng anyway.
(noddi ng to gun)
That neans nothing to ne.

Anot her step closer. ..

CLAI RE
Cl ose your eyes, Danielle. Slow,
deep breaths...you re doing great.
(to Barstow)
| told you to stop!

She takes small steps back as he approaches. He's just a few
feet away.

BARSTOW

You want ne to stop you'll have to
pul | that trigger..

QUTSI DE THE DOCR
Four SWAT TEAM MEMBERS assenbl e. Led by CULLEN (40s), jaw
set. He lives for this shit. Silent hand gestures exchanged

with the rest of the team

They quickly fall into a close quarters conbat fornmation.
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| NSI DE THE ROOM

BARSTOW
You' re a doctor, Claire. You help
people. This isn't you...

He’ s backed her all the way agai nst Pearce’s bed, when

--Claire turns as she hears the door Kl CKED OPEN and BOOTED
FOOTSTEPS storm ng towards them -

--she turns back and catches a glinpse of Barstow CHARG NG
and she cl oses her eyes and squeezes the trigger!

CRACK! ']

She opens her eyes to see the hole she just shot in the wall
-- Barstow s vani shed -- where?

CULLEN (O S.)
EVERYONE ON THE GROUND!

--Claire turns just in time to see Barstow raise his el bows
and | eap into the cobwebbed w ndow- -

--CRASHI NG t hrough it--

QUTSI DE THE W NDOW

As Barstow flails and drifts with the broken gl ass...
...towards the whirling red lights six floors below...
...the falling shards of glass catching the light fromthe
sirens and gl eam ng red agai nst the canvas of his green
scrubs in a nmacabre Christmas tableau...

c..until. ..

..ountil ...

THUD.

| N ROOM 606
The SWAT team swarns the room

CULLEN
DROP YOUR WEAPON!

Claire drops the gun, slunps with relief.
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CULLEN
| s anyone injured?

Danielle erupts in tears, hugs her father. The SWAT team
check the room barking into walkies.

Claire just sucks in air. Closes her eyes. It’s over..

...She opens her eyes. Not quite.

HALLWAY- MOMENTS LATER

HOSPI TAL STAFF attend to Danielle and Pearce as Cullen | eads
Claire out of the room

CULLEN
| prom se you, when we find him we
find your father...

VO CE OVER WALKI E
What’'s the | ast known?

CULLEN
(into wal ki e)
Hol d for last known...
(to Caire)
Where did you | ast see hinP

CLAI RE
Radi ol ogy, second fl oor.

CULLEN
(into wal ki e)
Second floor, radiol ogy--

CLAI RE
--but | think he was headed here,
he was | ooking for Pearce. | gave

hima fal se room nunber.

CULLEN
What nunber ?

CLAI RE
Six thirty-seven. This floor just
goes to six thirty-six.

CULLEN
(into wal ki e)
Could be on this floor. Possible
nei ghbor hood of six and
md-thirties. (pause) | don't give
( MORE)
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CULLEN (cont’ d)
a fuck what they’ re saying, no one
on or off the fl oor!

CLAI RE
Oh, Jesus...oh no...no..

aire crestfallen as they approach Walter’s body. Two
DI CS and a few HOSPI TAL WORKERS ar e huddl ed around him

c
VE
Claire steps around them her eyes welling as she sees
Walter’s still form his glazed eyes.

CULLEN
(into wal ki e)
Repeat, six feet, brown hair. ID
tag with the nanme Anthony Nakos.
Scars on his...
(turning to Caire)
Where did you say his scars..

St oppi ng col d, because

She’s not there.

Cullen’s eyes furiously noving, then locking on Caire,
standi ng just beyond Walter’s body...

...With Walter’s gun to her neck.

The gun held by Erik. He was one of the hospital workers
kneeling by Walter’s body.

Cul l en reaches for his weapon--

ERI K
Leave it!

Cullen’s hand freezes.

ERI K
You trying to get her killed
cowboy, you're off to a good start.

Meanwhi |l e a SCORE OF SWAT TEAM and CHI CAGO PD have
responded, crouched, weapons drawn and trained on Erik...but
no one has a clear shot.

Erik slides sideways, back against the wall with Claire
pressed tightly in front of himas a human shiel d.

Cull en holds out a flattened palmto his team hold fire.
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Eri k presses the gun into Caire’ s neck, walks her slowy in
front of the wall of firepower |eveled at them

ERI K
(whi speri ng)
Just take it easy, Caire. W'l
get through this.

CULLEN
Bui I ding’ s surrounded. Locked down.
Just put the weapon down..

It’s a roomfull of itchy trigger fingers...but still no
clear shot. Erik doesn't flinch.

ERI K
You say one nore word and | spray
her head onto the wall.
(to Caire)
Alittle faster, please.

Twi sting the gun harder into her neck as they slide al ong
the wall, the SWAT teamfollow ng at a cautious distance as
Erik pulls Caire through doubl e-doors |eading to the--

ELEVATOR LANDI NG

CLAI RE
Where's ny father?

ERI K
Down button, please.

She presses it with a trenbling finger as Erik | ooks up into
t he concave corner mrrors, sees tw sted i mages of the SWAT
team follow ng. Inching closer..

ERI K
That was sone clever shit, with the
MRI. Hurt like hell.

CLAI RE
He’ s dead, you know.
(pause)
Your dad. ..

ERI K
We knew it mght end here.

But it still hits him..a flicker of enotion crossing his
eyes...but it’s quickly gone.

He focuses his anger on the elevator button. Hts it again.
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CLAI RE
So why- -
ERI K
--what the fuck is taking so |ong--
CLAI RE
--SO WHY ARE YQU STILL DO NG TH' S
TO ME!
ERI K

(calm eyes on the mrror)
Because right now you're ny ticket
out of here.

AROUND THE CORNER

The SWAT team draws cl oser, watching Claire and Erik in the
mrrors..

Sil ent hand noti ons exchanged, as--

ELEVATOR LANDI NG

--Claire and Erik wait the final nonents before the el evator
arrives. It’'s al nbst there, when--

THHWAPPP! !
--a hissing sound fromtheir blind side, comng fromtwo

TEAR- GAS GRENADES that skitter along the floor and | and at
their feet and--

EXPLODE in a cloud of gas!

--Erik spins and fires blindly in the direction they cane
fromand they' re quickly engul fed in snoke and gas- -

--as SWAT team MEMBERS round the corner and crouch into
firing positions--

CULLEN
Cl ean shots only!

POV THROUGH RI FLE SCOPE: as a SNIPER tries to track them
| osing their silhouettes in the haze--

--Erik and Claire both COUGH NG and RETCHI NG, eyes burni ng- -

--Erik blindly squeezes off nore shots as he drags Claire
towards the el evator--
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POV THROUGH RI FLE SCOPE: MJZZLE FLASHES from i nsi de the
cloud as Erik fires, nmonentarily illum nating them-- giving
t he sni per just enough light--

--and the sniper FlRES--

--one of the sil houettes doubles over: hit. W can’t see
whether it was Erik or Claire, when--

BOOM I'1'1]

--a devastating peal of NO SE and WHI TE LI GHT as a stun
grenade explodes in front of the elevators--

--gas mask-wearing SWAT team nenbers storminto the snoke,
just as the el evator doors DI NG shut--

--the gas thins, revealing Erik and Claire--

Gone.

H s eyes nove to the indicator lights: going down...

CULLEN
(into wal ki e)
Target in the elevator, with
hostage. Com ng your way. Fl oor
five...four...

I N THE LOBBY
A small army of nore SWAT TEAM and CHI CAGO PD surround the
el evators, a wall of bullet-proof vests and heavy arsenal,

| evel ed at the el evator doors.

ALL EYES GLUED on the lights as the el evator descends, the
[ights ticking down...three...two...one...

DI NG The doors open, revealing

An enpty el evator.

SWAT TEAM MEMBER
(into wal ki e)
El evator’s enpty!
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SI XTH FLOOR LANDI NG

Cul  en wordl essly takes this news: inpossible...

...then as the snoke clears, his eyes nove to the door now
reveal ed ten feet to the right of the elevators: Stairs.

I N THE STAI RWELL

Erik drags Claire up the stairs at gunpoint, both of them
still coughing, lungs burning, eyes red and watering.

He stunbles as they round a |l anding, streaking the wall wth
bl ood: he’s hit.

ELEVATOR LANDI NG

The SWAT team charges through the door and up the stairs
after them

THE ROCF

Erik and Caire burst through the door onto the roof, Erik
dragging Claire towards a Pegasus Life Flight helicopter,

its rotor whirling to life.

Zeke is waiting in the pilot’s seat.

| N THE STAI RAELL

The SWAT team continues charging up the stairs, follow ng
the blood trail

AT THE HELI COPTER

As Erik and Claire brace thensel ves agai nst the wi ndstorm
The two nen shout over the ROAR of the rotors.

ZEKE
WHERE' S SCULLY!

ERI K
HE'S NOI' MAKI NG THE TRI P

ZEKE
THE FUCK HE | SN T!
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ERI K
(rmovi ng towards the door)
VWE MOVE! NOW

ZEKE
WE' RE NOT LEAVI NG W THOUT H M
Erik spins and | ooks towards the stairwell door: they' |l be
here any second..
ERI K
WE DON' T HAVE TI ME FOR THI S! WE
LEAVE NOW
ZEKE

| DODNT SIGN ON FOR TH'S SHI T!
WE' RE NOT LI FTI NG OFF W THOUT- -

--when his face disappears in a cloud of pink as Erik shoots
hi m point blank in the face.

He opens the door and drags Zeke's body onto the tarnac.
ERI K
(turning to Caire)
I N

Shovi ng her at gunpoint--

| NTO THE CHOPPER

--where she lands hard in the cockpit, Erik clanbering in
after her--

--when she hears sonmething. A |abored breath. A soft GROAN- -
Claire spins around to see

HER FATHER

in the patient transport area of the cabin, hands | ashed
behind himto the fusel age. Ankles taped together. Muth
duct -t aped. Face brui sed and bl ood- matt ed.

CLAI RE
Dad!

She lunges towards him rips the tape off his nouth.

ALDEN
Caire?
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Eyelids fluttering. He struggles weakly against his
restraints, half-conscious.

Claire softly touches his face.

CLAI RE
God, what did they do to you--

Eri k grabs her by the hair and viciously pulls her back into
the co-pilot’s seat.

ERI K
(wavi ng gun)
Face front.

Eri k does a quick check of the control panel, toggles
swi tches, grabs the control stick. He's done this before.

He turns, |looks at the nedical carts in the cabin: it’'s an
anbul ance in the sky.

He coughs, winces. He’'s weakening and trying to hide it. He
points to his wound.

ERI K
Patch nme up Caire. It’s your | ast
j ob.

Claire turns towards Al den.

CLAI RE
(reaching for him
Dad. . .

Eri k yanks her by her collar.

ERI K
| said fix ne!

Erik gritting his teeth as the chopper WOBBLES and takes to
the air, just as--

ACRCSS THE ROOFTOP

--Cull en and the SWAT team expl ode through the door and race

across the roof -- watching helplessly as the chopper
vani shes into the sky.
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IN THE GLI TTERI NG CHI CAGO SKYLI NE

As the chopper swoops |ow, alnost grazing the buildings.

I N THE CHOPPER

Erik at the controls, coughing. Wncing. He's hurting bad,
| osi ng bl ood.

ERI K
Better hurry Claire, or we're al
goi ng down t oget her.

Claire digs frantically through the equi pnent, grabbing
vial s, syringes, bandages..

ERI K
Hurry the fuck up!

She turns to Erik, pulls up his shirt and inspects the
wound, his entire back smeared with bl ood.

CLAI RE
Lean forward. ..

Erik grunts in pain as Caire pushes himroughly forward.

CLAI RE
Vell, it went all the way
t hr ough. .

She swabs the entrance and exit wounds w th bedadi ne- soaked
bandages.

CLAI RE
...S0 that’s good news.

Eri k hisses through clenched teeth as she works.

ERI K
Jesus Chri st!

CLAI RE
Hol d still.
ACRCSS THE G TY

Chi cago PD helicopters take to the air, darting and swoopi ng
t hrough the glittering spine of |ights.
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ON THE H GHWAYS BELOW

A fleet of Chicago PD bl ack-and-whites race across the
freeways, tracking the chopper fromthe ground.

| NT/ EXT. POLI CE CRU SER

The PATROLMAN cranes his neck, |ooking up through the
wi ndshi el d.

CcopP
(into receiver)
We have visual on the target.

Approximate | ocation twelve hundred
bl ock of Hal sted, heading north. ..

I N THE SKY

The Chi cago PD choppers bank, change their course.

I N THE CHOPPER

Claire treats Erik quickly -- no wasted novenent. He w nces
as she nercilessly packs the wound wi th gauze.

Claire finishes dressing the wound, CUTTING strips of tape
wi th paramedi c scissors, pressing the tape over the gauze.

Eri k glances down at the tiny lights of the police cruisers
followng fromthe ground...so far away. Insignificant.

Claire fills a syringe. Brings it towards the wound...

ERI K
What's that?

CLAI RE
Local anesthetic. You'll be
t hanking nme in about thirty

seconds. .

As she jabs the needle directly into the wound. Erik
flinches: Jesus that hurts.

CLAI RE
(slowy injecting)
So that’s what this was all about?
Killing a couple old nen? Settling
ol d scores?

She al nost sounds di sappoi nted. Like she expected nore.
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ERI K
It’s about re-setting the bal ance,
meki ng things right. You should
under stand that.

CLICK CLICK as Claire fills another syringe, tapping it with
her fingernail.

CLAI RE
(of f his | ook)
St er oi ds.

She plunges the needle into his abdonmen near the wound.

CLAI RE
(pressing the plunger)
And how does killing innocent

peopl e make anything right? Those

guards...\VWalter...what did they do?
(noddi ng to her father)

What did he do...

She renoves the syringe. She’s | ooking at himhard now.

CLAI RE
Erik, listen to ne--

ERI K

--you think tonight was just about
meki ng you junp through sone hoops?
You do your jobs and go hone?

(shaki ng hi s head)
It wasn’t just the guy who pulled
the trigger, Claire. And it wasn’t
just the judge who I et himwalk..

Claire starts to respond, then stops herself. Were s he
going with this?

ERI K
...1t was an Assistant DA, out to
prove what a Big Fucking Man he
was, taking down C aude Barstow. ..

Beat as this revel ati on washes over Claire's face. Sickened.
Under st andi ng now. She wasn’t chosen at randomat all..

ERI K
You want to tell her about it,
Al den?

Claire turns to her father, his face a bl oodi ed nask.
Groani ng quietly.
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ALDEN

(groggy) .
| was just...doing ny job...your

father was a crimnal..
ERI K
gun on Claire’'s tenple)

--SHUT UP! SHUT THE FUCK UP OR |

BLOW HER HEAD OQUT THE W NDOW
The chopper pitches sharply as Erik | oses focus.
Eri k recovers, |ooks ahead through the wi ndshield at the
dark expanse of Lake M chigan, guiding the control stick--
I N THE SKY

--and the chopper banks sharply, easily |eaving the
bl ack- and-whi tes behind, follow ng the coastline east...

...the city lights fading behind them

| N THE CHOPPER
Eri k seens to be stabilizing. Back in control

Claire | ooks back at his father: bloodied, weak. H s eyes
voi d of hope. She blinks back tears.

CLOSE ON: her right hand: still holding the paranedic
sci ssors.

Her hand FLEXES on the handle. She turns to Erik.

CLAI RE
Land the helicopter, Erik. Right
now.
He ignores her, his eyes focused through the w ndshi el d.
He’ s | ooking for sonething..
CLAI RE
Take us down. Now.
He scoffs quietly -- then catches a glinpse of her out of

the corner of his eye: Christ, she's actually serious.

ERI K
And why would | do that?

Erik’s eyes finally lock in on what he’s | ooking for.



I N THE SKY

The chopper banks and descends, riding | ow over the
shorel i ne.

I N THE CHOPPER

No trenor in Claire’s voice as she conti nues.

CLAI RE
Because | injected you with 50 cc’s
of Diazepam It’s not an
antibiotic, it’s a sedative. | cut

it wwth sonme ketamne, so it’s

taking a while to kick in..
(har deni ng)

...but it will kick in. It was

enough to knock out a fucking

horse. So | and the helicopter.

Eri k shakes his head: nice try. N ce, but desperate.

ERI K
Wiy woul d you do that? I’ mthe one
flying this thing. You want to die

with me?

CLAI RE
You' || feel a heaviness in your
extremties first, it'll nove fast

fromthere. Put us down.
He just holds her eyes: she’s bluffing. Has to be.
CLAI RE
(checki ng her watch)
You’ ve got naybe two minutes...

Hi s cocky smle slackens. He | ooks down at his hand,
now. Flexes it. Is it just in his head?

Hi s eyelids flutter for the briefest nonent...
ERIK S POV: as the SOUNDS BLUR and the | MAGES SHI FT.

CLAI RE
Feeling it now?

Hell| yes he is. Hi s eyes frantic: he s fucked.

106.

curi ous
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ERI K
Make it stop!

CLAI RE
| can't--

ERI K
--YOQU CAN

CLAI RE
--1 TS TOO LATE!

Eri k | ooks ahead through the w ndshield, and we finally see
where he’s headed- -
BELOW THE CHOPPER

--a dilapidated series of docks and berths on an abandoned
wat erfront industrial park

It’s a good spot. Isolated, hidden.

And perched anong the rotti ng wood and corrugated netal

bui | di ngs, noored to a dock, is a gleamng, 1,000 hp GO FAST
BOAT. Ink-black, nearly invisible.

| N THE CHOPPER

Erik struggles with the control stick as he brings the
chopper down. ..

...they’'re so close, he’s going for it...his head noddi ng,
consci ousness slipping fast...

...Claire and Al den hold tight as the chopper WOBBLES. .
...Erik blinking...gritting his teeth...fighting it...

HOVERI NG OVER THE DOCKS

The chopper’s | andi ng skids hover just feet now fromthe
narr ow docks. .

| N THE CHOPPER

Eri k’s al nost there, al nbst hone...

...but he finally loses it, slunps forward over the
controls.
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Claire lunges for the control stick but it’s too |ate--

OVER THE DOCK

--as the landing skids catch the side of the dock and the
hel i copter pitches sideways into the water--

--the WH RLI NG ROTORS sl ashing the water in a hell aci ous
EXPLOSI ON OF WATER

--the force crushing the chopper |ike a beer can--

--the w ndshield SHATTERS -- the cab SPLINTERS at the seans,
rivets POPPING |ike bullets--

| NSI DE THE CHOPPER

--Alden is defensel ess on inpact, his head SMACKS agai nst
t he fusel age, starts spilling blood--

--as icy black water GUSHES | NTO THE CAB t hrough the seans--
--the chopper’s pitching sideways and si nki ng--
--Erik still unconscious, strapped into the pilot’s seat--

--as Caire thrashes fromthe cockpit into the cabin, stil
cl utching the SCl SSORS- -

--she reaches the woozy and bl eeding Al den as the water
surges and rises around her--

--she takes a deep breath, dives--

UNDERWATER

--dark and nurky -- she finds and cuts the tape |ashing him
to the fuselage, cuts the ankle ties, swins up and--

| NTO THE Al R POCKET

--and GASPS for air, sees her father -- his lips purple,
eyel i ds heavy- -

CLAlI RE
Dad...Dad! C non, stay with ne...
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--he’s comng to, but still weak -- Claire claws her way
with Al den towards the shrinking air pocket formng in the
cockpit as the chopper tips even further--

--she struggl es agai nst the passenger door, throws her
shoul der into it: it doesn’t budge--

--she swivels her |egs under her and kicks the glass with
her heels. Kicks it again. It cobwebs. She kicks it again--

--finally kicking through it -- creating an openi ng big
enough for one but water is now GUSH NG THROUGH I T- -
CLAI RE
(turning to Al den)

Come on!
He hesitates. That's not how it’s supposed to be..

CLAI RE
You're hurt. Go!

--water rising fast -- not nmuch tinme -- Claire and Al den
each take a final breath of air --

--as the cab TOTALLY FILLS WTH WATER- -

--she hel ps himthrough the front seat and out the broken

wi ndow -- his hands still |ashed together but he can at

| east tread water--

--when behind Caire--

ERI K S EYES OPEN

--as he’s jolted awake in the icy water--

--Claire starts followi ng her father out the wi ndow, just as
ERI K S HAND LASHES QUT and grabs her wi st--

I N THE LAKE

--the chopper sinks like a rock--

--leaving Alden alone at the surface, watching hel plessly as
it disappears, taking Claire with it--
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| N THE CHOPPER

--Erik and Claire struggle desperately -- he's stil
strapped in, taking her down with him-- she claws at his
fingers but his gripis a vice--

--they' re eye-to-eye, the dark water GLON NG fromthe
control panel lights--

--as they sink deeper--

I N THE CHOPPER
Erik’s not letting go -- Claire still fighting, weakening--

--when she sunmons a final burst of strength from
God- knows-where and peels Eri k’s hands away- -

--just as his nmouth and lungs fill with water -- his eyes
sl acken and go dim -

--as Claire swins through the wi ndow, out of the chopper--

| NTO THE DARK WATER

--struggling for the surface as Erik and the chopper sink
bel ow her into bl ackness--

--and she finally EXPLODES through the surface of the water,
GULPI NG the air--

--looking up into a HALO OF LICGHT that finds her and Al den
as the police and rescue helicopters descend on the scene.

AFTERWARDS

The docks are crawl i ng with EMERGENCY PERSONNEL and
vehi cl es: Chicago PD cruisers, helicopters, fire trucks..

Claire and Alden sit in the back of an anbul ance, wapped in
t hermal bl ankets, attended to by a pair of MED CS.

Claire leans forward, brushes her father’'s hair back: wants
to get a better | ook at that scalp.

ALDEN
Thought you didn’t like treating
| awyers. ..
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Claire’s LAUGHTER stops the crying before it can really
start, the stress and fear finally turning to relief: he's
banged up, but he’ll be OK They' Il be K .

CLAI RE
| don’t. Just the good ones,
guess...when | can find them

The MEDI C gently takes her hand from her father’s head, lets
her know with a look: it’s OK, |’ve got it from here.

Al den wi nks at Claire, squeezes her hand as the Medic slips
an oxygen mask over his nouth. A third MED C SHUTS THE DOOR
and the anbul ance drives off.

...as we pull up and away, | ooking over Lake M chigan...the
constellation of LIGHTS fromthe scene playing on the |ake's
surface...

...1t could alnost be a Christnas tree: the hal ogens, the
bl ues, the reds..

...catching and rippling on the water.

FADE QUT



