
INT. ROB’S HOUSE - NIGHT

ROB (30’s) sits in his living room holding a pump-action

shotgun. An assortment of baseball memorabilia decorates the

shelves behind him. A BAAL DEMON (well-groomed, 40’s-50’s,

male) sits in a nearby chair wearing a 3-piece suit.

BAAL

You have three 3 minutes. Walk in,

do your thing, and it’s home

stretch. Okay? Bottom of the 8th,

bases are loaded - literally - and

you’ve got 942,000 fans cheering

your name.

Rob doesn’t flinch. Baal tries a different approach - he

leans back and opens his newspaper.

BAAL

They run upwards of $300,000 in a

lifetime you know? Each. And to

think there are crumb-crunchers

that went to bed hungry tonight,

another 15,000 died from those

empty bellies - literally. They

saved their parents a King’s

ransom. Rob, we’re up a whole

percent end over end from last

year, which I say is good, that’s

progress. We’ve got a lot going on,

and we need folks like you to join

in. We have to win this game you

understand? Can’t have any more

third-stringers taking up space

with their shoelaces untied and not

pulling their weight.

He checks his watch.

BAAL

In 2 minutes, it’ll be midnight,

and you have to act - that was our

deal slugger.

Baal grits his teeth.

BAAL

Either you send them packing, or I

will literally make sure your

vitals stretch the entire length of

the boulevard, eh.

Rob stands up and turns towards the hallway that leads to

the bedrooms.

(CONTINUED)
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He stops, shotgun in hand.

BAAL

Come on kid.

Rob walks back into the living room, pacing.

Baal flips to a new section of his newspaper, then puts it

down.

BAAL

They’re holding me back.

ROB

They’re holding me back.

BAAL

I never signed up for this.

ROB

I never signed up for this.

Baal waves his hands emphatically.

BAAL

They’re holding me back.

ROB

They’re holding me back.

Baal leaps out of his chair.

BAAL

I never wanted this!

ROB

I never wanted this!

Rob’s pace picks up.

BAAL

That’s it. That’s it kid! I hate

them!

ROB

I hate them!

BAAL

I’m going to kill them!

ROB

I’m going to kill them!

(CONTINUED)
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BAAL

I’m going to do it.

ROB

I’m going to do it.

BAAL

And I’m going with them!

Rob hesitates.

BAAL

Come on in kid, I’m working hard on

this buy-in! What do I got?

Assumption close... ownership.

He changes his tonality.

BAAL

Get it now and start using it for

yourself!

He gets more animated.

BAAL

I’m going to kill them!

INSIDE DAUGHTER’S ROOM

Rob’s DAUGHTER (age 3 to 6) hears her daddy shouting in the

living room.

ROB (O.S.)

I’m going to kill them!

She drags her plush toy out of bed and heads for the door.

ROB (O.S.)

I hate them!

AT THE LIVING ROOM

Baal enjoys this too much; without ever touching Rob, he

gets in his face and YELLS at him. Rob looks right through

him and yells right back.

BAAL

I hate me!

ROB

I hate me! I hate myself! I hate

them! I hate them! I hate-

Rob freezes like a deer in the headlights.
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Rob’s daughter stands at the edge of the hallway and the

living room in her pj’s holding her plush toy.

EXT. HOUSE - CONTINUED

Baal stands outside the front door. He folds his newspaper

neatly into sections and tucks it under his arm and walks

off with some pep in his step.

INT. CASITA - NIGHT

JOY MALCOLM (mid 20’s to mid 30’s, Caucasian) wakes up

suddenly to the distant sounds of sirens.

EXT. ROB’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Joy walks through a crowd of NEIGHBORS towards the flashing

lights of the first responders clustered around Rob’s house.

She stops at the police tape where a POLICEMAN stands guard

with arms wide open to keep the bustling neighbors back.

Rob’s corpse is wheeled out in a bloody body bag and is

loaded into the back of an ambulance by TWO EMT’S.

Joy ties her nightrobe off and folds her arms across her

chest.

EXT. CASITA - NIGHT

Joy walks to the back door of her casita but stops. She

turns around expecting to see someone.

Sure enough, a shadowy FIGURE DEMON (male, 6’-ish) with dark

clothes and a silhouetted face watches her from the edge of

her property.

Joy pulls her phone out of her bathrobe pocket and turns the

flashlight on.

The backyard appears empty.

She stares into the darkness.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

Joy stares into space and raps her pen on her desk. A single

photo of her in her Air Force uniform with some other airmen

sits on her desk. She sticks her head out of her cubicle and

looks left, then right as if to trace the sounds of the

office environment.

She retreats into her cubicle, and from the cube just

kitty-corner to hers, she doesn’t appear to be working.

(CONTINUED)
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She props her head up with her hand. JOHN (ethnic, 30’s)

walks up to her cube and hands her a pile of print jobs.

JOHN

You didn’t log out of the printer,

so I took the liberty of doing it

for you.

EXT. OFFICE - DAY

Joy walks out of the office and leans against the building.

She pulls out a smoke, but doesn’t light it.

A lone backpack stands tall at the end of the parking lot

directly across from her. No other cars or people appear

near it.

Joy walks briskly towards the backpack, then halfway there

does a 180° and walks towards the building. She gets halfway

to the stairwell before she does another 180° and faces the

backpack again and paces.

TWO KIDS (middle school boys) run towards the backpack, one

of them already has a backpack.

Joy walks towards the backpack.

JOY

Hey! Stay away from that!

The kid without a backpack slides down the embankment to

grab the backpack.

JOY

Kid! Don’t fu-

The kid snatches the backpack and shoots her a quizzical

look as he slings it over his shoulder and books it.

She bites her lower lip, paces, lights her cig, takes a drag

and tosses it right before she marches back into her office.

The door slams SHUT.

EXT. CASITA - NIGHT

Her dryer door closes SHUT and Joy stands upright.

She pulls the lint trap out of the dryer and gathers its wad

of lint. The shadowy Figure from before watches her from the

edge of the grass. She sets the lint trap down, waits, spins

around, and hurls the laundry detergent at the Figure. It

misses; the Figure doesn’t budge.

(CONTINUED)
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She turns the light from her phone on and moments later,

takes a wobbly step like a 10-month old toddler away from

the figure.

She pulls up the camera on her phone, ensures the flash is

on, sees the Figure in her frame and snaps a photo.

The photo appears empty.

But the figure remains in its spot.

And in the live view on her phone.

She runs into the house and the screen door slams SHUT

behind her.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

John reaches over and pokes the sleeping Joy’s arm with a

pen. She jolts out of her sleep and nearly leaps a foot away

from John.

JOY

(slurring badly)

Didn’t want the statements in...

JOHN

(chuckling)

I know you’re not supposed to say

something like this to a lady, but-

Joy stands.

JOY

I know. I look haggard. I said the

same thing this morning. It was a

hellacious-

A gangly, unkempt STRANGER DEMON (40’s+, male) with long,

oily hair stands at the end of the cubicles holding a black

pistol. He raises the gun with a stiff arm and aims for the

CUBE WORKER (male, Caucasian, 30’s-40’s) sitting nearest

him.

The Cube Worker bites his lip in anger.

JOY

John, call security!

John doesn’t budge.

(CONTINUED)
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JOY

Call security! Get off your ass and

do it!

She forcefully pulls him out of her chair and thrusts him

into the aisle behind her.

JOY

Everybody get out of here! Now!

Move it!

The STRANGER takes the gun and points at his own head.

JOY

Get off the floor now!

She shouts into each cubicle as she storms towards the

Stranger.

JOY

You!

The Stranger doesn’t look at her - not once - but lowers his

gun and swiftly retreats into the conference room where the

door SHUTS behind him. Joy follows and barges into a CROWD

OF EXECUTIVES with bewildered stares seated around a table.

She walks the length of the room, looking high and low until

she gets to the end of the room, but the Stranger is nowhere

to be found.

She SCREAMS in frustration.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

The Cube Worker sits in a stall, sweat beads on his

forehead, visibly agitated.

The city’s Baal Demon from before walks in the bathroom,

pauses at a set of newspapers on the floor, scoops them up

and presses on.

The Cube Worker furiously scrapes his thumbnail with his

teeth.

Baal walks up to the counter mirror and adjusts his tie.

BAAL

Alright slugger, are we doing this

or what? You got cold feet out

there when that crazy chick paraded

down the halls. I had a good guy on

this one; he was *this* close to

closing it, but you felt the

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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BAAL (cont’d)
squeeze, you panicked, and now

you’re stalling.

Cube Worker points the gun inside his mouth.

Baal leans over to look in the mirror at the cracks in

Cube’s stall.

BAAL

Don’t open the champagne before the

party starts kid.

He opens his newspaper and scans the second page with his

index finger.

Cube pulls the gun out of his mouth and with his fist still

around the pistol grip, HITS his head with the ridge of his

hand.

Baal looks up from reading his paper. He CLICKS his tongue.

BAAL

Alright.

Baal waves one finger and all of the lights go out.

CUBE

Someone’s in here!

With some difficulty in the dark, the Cube Worker scrambles

out of the stall and bolts for the exit.

INT. OFFICE - CONTINUED

The Cube Worker tucks his pistol into his pants and heads

for his cube.

At the end of the rows of cubicles, TWO ARMED SECURITY

GUARDS walk towards him.

He freezes. He pulls out his pistol and points it at his

head.

INT. CASITA - NIGHT

Joy leaves her mop propped up against the fridge, frazzled

and without makeup. She turns the kitchen light off; the

same shadowy Figure stands outside her window by the edge of

the grass, an incredibly dark silhouette in the night. She

pauses, then creeps towards her window. The Figure doesn’t

move. Joy reaches for a large kitchen knife.
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She opens the back door, and peers outside, but it’s not

there.

EXT. CASITA - CONTINUED

She appears alone outside the house.

A DOORBELL RINGS.

She steps inside and flicks the flood light on.

INT. CASITA - CONTINUED

She closes the door behind her and leaves the knife behind

her. The Figure appears in the same place as before.

BY THE FRONT DOOR

She peeks through the shades, then checks her phone.

Through the shades, she can see MICHAEL (not Caucasian,

30’s) dressed in a courier’s uniform. He checks his tablet

in one hand and holds a loaded dolly upright with his other

hand.

The door opens and Michael smiles.

MICHAEL

Miss Malcolm?

JOY

You’re late.

MICHAEL

Actually, we are right on time.

He hands her his tablet and a stylus.

JOY

So if anything’s missing, do I file

a claim with TMO or you guys?

Apart from them, the yard appears empty.

INT. CASITA - CONTINUED

Joy closes the door behind her, holding one small moving

box, the rest of the boxes neatly stacked by the door.

AT HER BEDROOM

She walks into the kitchen holding the box. Moments later,

she backpedals and stares down the hall into the open

bedroom.

(CONTINUED)
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AT THE LIVING ROOM

The Figure sits on the edge of the bed in the darkness,

barely visible. It stands, slowly.

AT HER BEDROOM

Joy takes one step closer.

AT THE LIVING ROOM

The Figure waits. Turns a flashlight on and points it right

at Joy.

Joy bolts out of the house.

EXT. CASITA - CONTINUED

The door flies open and Joy rushes out to the front yard and

through the gate.

The moving van’s brake lights disappear as the van shifts

into gear.

JOY

(yelling)

Stop! Stop the van!

The van lurches to a stop.

Joy throws open the rear doors and leaps inside.

JOY

There’s someone in my house!

Michael turns around in the driver’s seat. His PASSENGER

URIAH (20+’s, male) looks straight forward.

MICHAEL

Who!?

JOY

(hysterical)

I don’t know, but there’s a

man-Call 911!

MICHAEL

Okay, let me-

She pounds Michael’s headrest furiously.

(CONTINUED)
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JOY

Drive! Get me the hell out of here!

Get that man on the phone and-

She breaks down.

MICHAEL

What man?

She tries to compose herself.

JOY

(hysterically sobbing)

That man!

She points at his passenger.

JOY (CONT’D)

Get him on the phone!

MICHAEL

You’re the only person in this van.

Joy weeps.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)

Wait, so you CAN see Uriah?

Joy grits her teeth, furious.

Michael turns to face his passenger.

INT. CASITA - NIGHT

Uriah looks high and low in Joy’s bedroom.

Joy watches from the living room, sipping a bottle of water,

mascara and eyeliner pooling high on her cheek bones in a

black, swirly mess.

Michael sweeps the kitchen.

MICHAEL

Okay... I believe you. What I

can’t, actually, no, I’m in shock.

I’m shocked and excited and just...

He steps closer.

MICHAEL

I’ve been looking for you for a

long time.

He nods towards Uriah.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 12.

She discreetly palms her phone by her side.

Michael motions towards her phone.

MICHAEL

We’re not the bad guys.

She presses a few buttons on her phone.

Joy raises a "So what?" eyebrow.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)

(calmly)

Where did you first see him?

EXT. CASITA - NIGHT

Michael shines his light around the backyard while Joy

stands inside the back door of the casita. He walks out to

the edge of the property and shines his light into the

bushes and then onto the ground where it lingers for several

moments. He bends down and runs his fingers through the

grass.

AT THE DOOR

MICHAEL

Well, whatever it was, or whoever

it was, it’s gone Miss Malcolm.

He tries his cell phone. No dice.

JOY

Joy.

MICHAEL

Joy. Do you have a landline by any

chance?

JOY

VoIP.

MICHAEL

Very few people have a PHONE phone

these days. Mind if I use it?

She moves out of the way; he walks in past her.
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INT. BAAL’S PLACE - NIGHT

Baal sits behind his oak desk, feet propped up, with today’s

newspaper in his hands. A TECH SHADOW (20’s) tinkers with

the modem in the corner.

WRAITH (40’s-50’s, Hispanic lady) knocks on his door as she

lets herself in with a thin dossier in her left hand.

BAAL

The Review is shutting down.

They’re saying they’ve been in the

red for 7 quarters straight now.

It’s been a long time coming, but

I’m going to miss print.

He tosses his paper onto his desk.

WRAITH

Print’s not going anywhere.

Baal gets up and heads over to his standing desk. He pulls

up a browser on his desktop.

BAAL

I appreciate the sentiment. Here.

It’s still down.

The Shadow resets the modem.

WRAITH

This lady’s new; I’ve scrubbed her

service records, but beyond that-

BAAL

How many Shadows do you have?

WRAITH

97. I lost four.

BAAL

97 bodies.

He snatches the folder out of her hand.

BAAL (CONT’D)

Feels a little light.

WRAITH

It’s hard to cut a steak when all

you have are plastic spoons and

forks.

(CONTINUED)
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Baal has a seat at his desk again and cracks open the

information.

WRAITH (CONT’D)

It’d be a lot quicker if you didn’t

insist on hard copies.

He flips through the pages.

WRAITH (CONT’D)

It’s probably nothing; she’s a

nobody.

Baal doesn’t look up at her as he combs through the docs.

BAAL

I can’t tell you how many times

I’ve heard that one. It’s always

something. You guys need to learn

to take some responsibility. I want

a group on her at all times ’til we

know more. This is the 21st

century, it’s not like it was 300

years ago. The people without a

footprint are the "probably

nothings," and the "probably

nothings" are the ones that worry

me.

Baal waves her out.

BAAL (CONT’D)

Let me know when this is up again.

He scoops up today’s paper on his way out the back.

INT. BAAL’S LIBRARY - CONTINUED

BAAL’S SHADOWS surround the Stranger Demon as he sits in a

chair in the middle of a wide aisle. A single overhead light

casts a soft glow on the books to either side of him.

Baal’s footfalls can be heard down the other end of the

aisle.

The Stranger Demon tenses up.

More footfalls.

The Shadows wait.

The Stranger looks wide-eyed.

(CONTINUED)
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Baal CLOSES a big hardback book right in the Stranger’s face

causing him to blink.

BAAL

Ha! You can blink... you young pups

always acting like stone cold

killers. But no, you’re just a

little wet-behind-the-ears.

The Stranger leans away.

BAAL (CONT’D)

Us ole timers know you have to

practice this, just like breathing,

you see.

Baal pulls up a chair.

BAAL (CONT’D)

No, I’m not punching your ticket. I

want to ’cause I don’t tolerate

failure, but it’s beyond my pay

grade. ’Sides, if I really wanted

to be honest, your failure is my

failure too. Understand? The fault

is mine. I failed first, not you.

Baal leans over and places both hands on top of the Stranger

Demon, effectively trapping him. He whispers in his ear.

BAAL (CONT’D)

Did you know about Michael? If it’s

one thing I hate more than failing

to take responsibility is an

omission.

The Stranger looks as though he’s going to speak, but fear

paralyzes him.

Baal grabs his paper and waves it at the Stranger Demon.

BAAL (CONT’D)

My favorite journal is going under.

I think they’ve lost sight of their

mission, their readership. If I was

running things, I’d just... figure

out how to repurpose my assets.

He clicks his tongue.

The group of Shadows grab the Stranger; he violently kicks

and resists.
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EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT

The door bursts open and Baal’s Shadows pour down the steps

with the Stranger Demon.

He fights, but to no avail. They haul him another 10 yards

or so.

They throw his scrawny hide on the ground. The long alley

stretches far beyond him into the darkness.

The Stranger stands up uneasily. The Shadows back up.

The alley’s lines converge farther down the way in a black

swath of darkness.

The Stranger cocks his head, alarmed.

The darkness advances.

The Shadows rush back inside and LOCK the door behind them.

The Stranger flies up the stairs.

He POUNDS on the door.

He frantically looks back as the darkness swallows him.

It stretches another 20 yards or so past the stairs, then

recedes with the same rhythm of an ocean tide.

The alley appears empty; the darkness no longer remains. The

lines converge in a clear ending point, a door with a single

lamp overhead.

INT. DETECTIVE GERHARDT’S CAR - NIGHT

DETECTIVE SEAN GERHARDT (40’s, middle-eastern, no accent)

sits in his undercover car in an empty parking lot eating a

carrot. His partner BUDDY (late 20’s) scrolls through his

phone.

A few cars on the road slowly roll on by.

Gerhardt pulls out a smoke and lights it.

Buddy cracks his window.

The DISPATCHER (30’s, ethnic woman) talks in ALPHANUMERIC

CODES over the CB radio.

A HOMELESS MAN (20’s) approaches the driver’s side and

knocks on the window. Gerhardt motions for him to get lost.

(CONTINUED)
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OUTSIDE

The homeless man backs off and paces in large circles. A

lone BUM (70’s, male) walks by with a makeshift cart loaded

down with bags of clothes and slows down.

INSIDE

Gerhardt taps Bud on the shoulder. He looks up.

The Bum stares at them. He takes a step towards the car.

Gerhardt hits the lights, but not the sirens.

OUTSIDE

The Bum takes a hint and moves on.

INSIDE

GERHARDT

Not the finest dining in town...

Buddy goes back to his phone as the Bum walks on.

The Homeless Man taps on the glass again.

HOMELESS MAN

Hey, you got a couple bucks man? I

ran out of, ran out of...

He paces again.

GERHARDT

Beat it.

HOMELESS MAN

I just need three bucks man, I know

you got my bucks.

GERHARDT

Why don’t you pick up a broom and

start sweeping an auto shop?

He rolls the window down and throws a crumpled greenback out

the window.

The Dispatcher pipes up with another string of ALPHANUMERIC

CODES.

Gerhardt picks up the radio.

(CONTINUED)
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GERHARDT

10-4 that Oracle, Batman and the

Kid are on it.

He sets his radio down.

GERHARDT (CONT’D)

She hates when I call her Oracle.

HOMELESS MAN

You’re holding out on me!

The homeless man throws a cylinder block through the back

window. The glass SHATTERS.

OUTSIDE

Buddy slams the Homeless Guy against the body of the car.

The Homeless Guy winces as Buddy cuffs him.

BUDDY

Alright, asshole.

Buddy tosses his raggedy friend into the back seat.

INSIDE

Buddy adds a second set of cuffs to tether the Homeless Guy

to the frame.

Buddy SLAMS his door.

He buckles up.

GERHARDT

Read him his rights?

BUDDY

Course.

GERHARDT

Why?

Buddy looks like a deer in the headlights.

GERHARDT (CONT’D)

He’s a John Doe. We’ll just drop

him off in a park when we get done

with this call.

He lowers the e-brake.

(CONTINUED)
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GERHARDT (CONT’D)

You want to see that wife of yours

every night, you have to forget

about 97% of what they taught you

in the academy. It may have worked

when you were little league, but

out here, it’s a different ball

game.

The Homeless Man spits against the glass separating him from

the cops.

GERHARDT (CONT’D)

Hey! Behave back there!

OUTSIDE

The car pulls into the road.

EXT. CASITA - NIGHT

Gerhardt knocks on the door.

Buddy watches his six.

Joy answers the door.

GERHARDT

Detective Gerhardt ma’am.

He flashes his badge.

GERHARDT (CONT’D)

Got a call saying there was a

stranger in the house. You?

Michael slides next to Gerhardt.

MICHAEL

Did you call when we were looking

around?

JOY

Yeah.

GERHARDT

If you saw a stranger in the house,

why didn’t go to a neighbor’s house

or leave?

JOY

I...

(CONTINUED)
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GERHARDT

Do you have any reason to believe

you are in danger right now?

JOY

I don’t think so.

GERHARDT

Is it okay if I come in and check

up on things?

MICHAEL

Mind if we come in too?

She looks around.

JOY

How many are with you?

GERHARDT

It’s just me and my partner.

Joy waits.

MICHAEL

He can’t see us, but YOU can. I

know... NONE of this makes sense

right now, but I promise it’s not

an episode... Yeah, I know about

those. Just give me some time to

explain.

GERHARDT

It won’t take long.

She sidesteps and opens the door wider.

INT. CASITA - CONTINUED

Buddy comes in from the back door and meets Gerhardt as he

comes in from the bedroom.

BUDDY

Place is buttoned up tight.

Gerhardt notices the box of plaques on the couch.

He picks one up.

GERHARDT

Where were you when you called

dispatch?

(CONTINUED)
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JOY

Outside.

GERHARDT

Were you alone?

She hesitates.

Michael and Uriah stand next to Joy, previously unseen.

Buddy inches closer.

GERHARDT (CONT’D)

Ma’am?

JOY

(slowly)

I don’t know if I was alone?

GERHARDT

Can you describe who you saw?

Height, weight, hair, was it short,

was it long, what color, any

visible tattoos or markings?

JOY

(stammering)

It was all dark, he was a... a

silhouette.

GERHARDT

Couldn’t make anything else out?

Joy freezes. She looks over at Michael like she’s about to

split.

MICHAEL

Don’t. He can’t see us.

Buddy leans in close with his back to Joy and whispers.

BUDDY

Found this out back.

He hands over Joy’s busted phone.

Gerhardt discreetly palms it.

MICHAEL

He has your phone.

JOY

Why do you have my phone?

Gerhardt perks up and reveals the phone.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 22.

GERHARDT

Is this your only phone?

JOY

Yes.

INT. WRAITH’S OFFICE - CONTINUED

Wraith stands at her desk, combing the web on her

notebook/tablet combo.

Her SHADOW ASSISTANT (30’s) dumps more documents on her

desk.

WRAITH

Thanks. Here.

She swipes across her screen.

WRAITH (CONT’D)

Just sent you that blurb. There was

a bombing.

Her assistant returns to the printer as the door BURSTS

open. PSEUSTES (40’s, a fellow Wraith demon, always wears a

classic suit, no vest, dark-haired, eyes black as night)

rushes in with a lit phone.

PSEUSTES

Michael’s here. Get your team,

let’s move.

WRAITH

Michael? The Michael?

PSEUSTES

No, the Sistine Chapel prick,

painting up a storm inside city

hall. He’s giving Bob Ross a real

run for his airtime on PBS.

Wraith stiffens.

WRAITH

Let me be clear about something

Pseustes. I don’t appreciate lip

service from liars like you. And I

most certainly don’t "move" just

because-

PSEUSTES

(loudly interrupting)

Save your patronizing for your

goblins. I’ll do it myself Wraith.
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WRAITH

Pseustes, if Michael’s really here,

think about this, do you really

want to walk in on him?

PSEUSTES

Michael’s a puta. And you’re acting

like one too.

The door SLAMS behind him.

WRAITH

Follow him. Take a few folks with

you.

The Shadow Assistant lightly bows.

INT. CASITA - CONTINUED

GERHARDT

Did you break your phone after you

called for help?

The digital clock on the entertainment stand BEEPS as the

hour turns 11 pm.

Joy grabs her earlobe, her "tell."

JOY

I was scared.

MICHAEL

You were frustrated and smashed it.

Gerhardt bobs his head. He sets the phone down and reads the

plaque.

GERHARDT

Meritorious service with the 144th

AES, Bagram, Afghanistan. June

13th, 2016 - Dec 22nd, 2016. What’s

the AES?

JOY

Air Evac Squadron.

GERHARDT

See any action there?

JOY

Some.

He places the plaque back into the box.
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GERHARDT

(in Farsi)

How’s your Farsi?

She shrugs.

GERHARDT (CONT’D)

No?

MICHAEL

Careful here. He’s getting

defensive. Ask him who placed the

call?

JOY

Why don’t you ask him?

GERHARDT

Ask who?

JOY

I’m sorry, what did you ask? I

don’t...

She catches herself. Closes her eyes. Taps her forehead.

JOY (CONT’D)

I had a TBI downrange, Detective.

Sometimes I can’t think very

clearly, and sometimes... my

vision’s... skewed.

MICHAEL

Don’t lie to cover for me.

Joy shoots him a glaring look.

Gerhardt relaxes a little.

Michael and Uriah are nowhere to be found.

Outside the window, Pseustes peers in with a motley crew of

LIAR DEMONS.

EXT. CASITA - CONTINUED

Michael and Uriah stare down Pseustes and his crew.

Michael raises an eyebrow.

Pseustes spits out a Sunflower seed.

It sits on Uriah’s foot.
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Uriah looks down. Scrapes it off.

Pseustes takes another fistful of sunflower seeds, offers

the bag to his crew. They decline.

Michael squints.

The nighttime field crickets and bugs sing.

PSEUSTES

Well, this Spaghetti Western is

awkward!

MICHAEL

What are you doing here?

PSEUSTES

The best always have their

something, you know? My Baal has

his paper. I figure no one’s doing

the Sunflower seeds thing. Ever

tried one?

He takes a step and offers Michael the bag of sunflower

seeds. Michael doesn’t budge.

PSEUSTES (CONT’D)

No? Of course not. I forgot you’re

a stiff.

MICHAEL

Why don’t you and your motley crew

get going? Nothing for you here.

PSEUSTES

Yeah?

He spits out another sunflower seed.

PSEUSTES (CONT’D)

(loudly)

Big badass Michael here hanging out

with a little ole lady? In a CASITA

of all places? Oh yeah, that’s

nothing.

MICHAEL

You know the rules.

PSEUSTES

You’re right.

He walks right towards the door. Michael intercepts him.
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MICHAEL

I’ll give you five seconds.

PSEUSTES

(leans in, whispering)

Does it get old? Asking to come

inside like a stray looking for a

spot by the hearth?

MICHAEL

You’re out of here.

Pseustes tilts his head in submission and throws his palms

up. He turns to Uriah.

PSEUSTES

Don’t get caught without your

watchdog.

The demons leave.

INT. CASITA - CONTINUED

Pseustes and his crew stare in the window.

Joy tries to speak, but nothing comes out.

The demons walk backward into the darkness and disappear.

GERHARDT

Miss Malcolm?

JOY

I’m fine. I’m seeing my doc at

the... VA tomorrow.

Her voice drifts.

GERHARDT

Welp... my partner here says

everything’s okay. You can come on

down to the station for the night

if you’d feel that’s best. One hot

and a cot, that’s all I can do for

you.

JOY

No, I... I’ll be okay.

She tugs her earlobe again.

Gerhardt notices.

He leaves a card on the couch.
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GERHARDT (CONT’D)

Anything else comes up, let us

know.

INT. DETECTIVE GERHARDT’S CAR - NIGHT

Buddy buckles in as he looks over his shoulder.

Their Homeless Man SNORES in the back seat.

BUDDY

What are you thinking?

GERHARDT

She’s lying. Or crazy. Or both.

Gerhardt picks up the CB.

GERHARDT (CONT’D)

Oracle, your favorite dynamic duo’s

all set. False alarm. Tell the

cavalry to stand down.

The Dispatcher doesn’t respond.

BUDDY

I bet she loves working with you.

GERHARDT

Wait for it.

DISPATCHER

(terse)

Ok, thanks.

He puts the radio down.

GERHARDT

Think she’s a

dinner-and-a-movie-kind of lady or

more of a

pick-up-some-tomato-basil-bread-and-feed-the-ducks-type?

He pushes the gear shifter into drive.

INT. CASA DE PAZ BEDROOM - DAY

The early morning light pierces through the window into the

spartan bedroom. The door bursts open and Michael strolls

through, followed closely by Uriah.

Michael pours water into a clear glass by the nightstand,

then orange juice into a second glass.
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Uriah throws open the blinds.

Michael cuts up an apple.

A banana.

Pours cereal.

He takes a seat by Uriah in one of the two folding chairs by

the end of the bed.

The sunlight inches closer and closer to the window.

The condensation drips on Joy’s glass of water, the ice

almost completely melted.

Uriah bounces his leg up and down.

Joy wakes; Uriah stops fidgeting and hits Michael, who takes

his glasses off and puts his phone down.

MICHAEL

Who do you see?

JOY

You.

She squints.

JOY

And him. Purina. Or whatever the

hell you called him.

Uriah stands and walks away from the bed about four paces,

then stops.

Joy rubs the sleep out of her eyes. She leans over and grabs

the cup of water.

Takes a sip.

Throws it at Uriah. It bounces off him, but it doesn’t

drench his clothes.

JOY

Tall, dark, and handsome: I know

you’ve got more personality than a

bundle of plywood, but you’re going

to have to tone it down. I can’t

think over your fuss.

The water pools on the floor as Uriah heads to the window.
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He stops a foot or so from the wall with his back to the

window.

JOY

Still see you there.

Uriah returns to his chair.

MICHAEL

Have you ever died and come back?

JOY

Come back?

Michael gives her a "really?" look.

JOY (CONT’D)

I’ve never bit the big one, but

something tells me you boys have.

MICHAEL

Ever had a near-death experience?

JOY

All the time. Went with the trade.

She eats her breakfast.

MICHAEL

Ever had a defibrillator on you?

JOY

No.

MICHAEL

Concussions?

JOY

Once. Usually, this line of

questioning is my job. Who was in

my house?

Michael looks over at Uriah; he steps out.

Michael leans back in his chair until he hears the door

shut.

Michael puts his glasses back on and opens up his phone. He

texts.

MICHAEL

Miss Malcolm, I’m a little out of

touch, so you’ll have to bear with

(MORE)
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MICHAEL (cont’d)
me. I usually don’t get involved in

these matters, so if I’m a little

off or too upfront, you’ll have to

forgive me. I promise to only speak

the truth, and I’m sure it won’t be

pretty. You won’t believe me at

first, but in time, maybe you’ll

see.

He removes his glasses and tucks his phone back into his

coat pocket.

JOY

Joy. Remember?

MICHAEL

Pardon?

JOY

Malcolm is my sperm-donor’s family.

Michael nods with a wide-eyed, 4-year-old’s smile when

posing for a photo.

MICHAEL

Ok...

He stands up.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)

Anything in the closet is fair

game.

He closes the door behind him.

Joy eats the banana.

Raids the closet.

Pulls her hair up facing the bathroom mirror.

She scoops up the glass of orange juice and throws it as

hard as she can at the wall with the windows. It shatters.

She takes a sharp piece of glass and taps her finger on it.

JOY

Yep. I’m awake.

She awkwardly sweeps the glass under the bed and slips out

of the room.
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INT. CASA DE PAZ DOWNSTAIRS - DAY

Joy runs her hand along the banister as she descends the

stairs.

She stops near the bottom.

Michael and Uriah stand with a LARGE GROUP OF GUARDIAN

ANGELS packed in the entrance.

MICHAEL

What do you see?

JOY

A sausage fest.

URIAH

(quietly)

She has a tongue on her.

MICHAEL

How many do you see?

JOY

At least two dozen.

The Guardians murmur amongst themselves.

JOY (CONT’D)

Are you guys with the Masons?

INT. OFFICE - DAY

John stands at the opening to Joy’s cubicle.

AT THE BOSS’ OFFICE

Joy and John’s BOSS STEVE (60’s, mustached) sits at his

desk.

John sits opposite Steve. An empty chair sits next to John.

Steve twiddles his thumbs.

The clock on the far wall ticks. John clears his throat.

Steve silently motions to wait. He pulls out his phone and

bangs out a quick text message.

John smiles.

Steve puts his phone down on his desk.
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JOHN

I stopped by her place. Called. I

texted. I’m sorry I didn’t check up

on her this weekend, send an extra

reminder. That’s on me, and I

accept-

STEVE

I’ve been at this a long time son.

Let’s call a spade a spade. I

appreciate what you’re trying to do

though. Can you do this quarterly

review by yourself tomorrow?

JOHN

Weeeee... agreed I’d do the

talking.

STEVE

First time?

JOHN

First time.

STEVE

That’s a lot of heavy hitters in

one room. 8 or 9 or so.

JOHN

Mom always said I liked running my

mouth.

STEVE

Oh. Then what exactly was her part?

JOHN

She put it together sir. Names,

numbers, uh, metrics. Everything

from variance to best times to call

our members.

Steve chews on that thoughtfully.

STEVE

And if she shows?

John can tell he’s fishing for some dirt. He politely

shrugs.

STEVE (CONT’D)

I take it you’re not... making a

mountain out of a molehill?
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JOHN

Sorry?

STEVE

You’re not pressing charges?

JOHN

(chuckling)

No.

STEVE

She was pretty... I have to be

careful how I put this. I checked

with HR this morning... she was

pretty animated with you before she

marched through the office.

John smiles.

JOHN

There’s nothing to forgive, sir. We

all need a little grace.

INT. VAN - EVENING

Joy sits in the passenger seat of Michael’s van at the edge

of a church parking lot.

The church appears to be a renovated office building - no

steeple, no traditional stain-glassed windows. Outside the

entrance, a few GREETERS welcome GUESTS.

MICHAEL

What do you see?

JOY

An office building. You finally

going to tell me who you are?

You’re worse than a timeshare.

MICHAEL

What.

JOY

Excuse me?

MICHAEL

You’re wondering what... you are.

JOY

Yeah... that.
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MICHAEL

I think you already know.

He motions to the entrance.

THREE SHADOW DEMONS follow a CHURCH MEMBER to the front

door, but abruptly stop short of the door.

Michael waits in silence. Finally, Joy shrugs.

JOY

The three best friends walk to a

church and learn something about

Baby Jesus. Let’s go.

MICHAEL

Except they didn’t go into the

church.

Sure enough, the three shadows stand by the doors, frozen in

place.

JOY

Maybe they had second thoughts. The

wind blew them back. They’re super

atheistic and want to protest the

ten commandments at the court

house. Hell, I haven’t ever been

inside a-

MICHAEL

(interrupting)

Keep watching.

OTHER GUESTS enter through the front doors. The greeters

shake their hands but pay no attention to the three shadows

nearby.

Joy watches in silence.

JOY

Nobody’s greeting them. I would

think three awkward hombres

standing there would cause...

She fidgets in her seat; suddenly, it clicks.

JOY (CONT’D)

They can’t go in. They can’t go in!

MICHAEL

Why do I always ask if I can come

in?
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JOY

Because you’re real popular with

the ladies.

She studies his puzzled face a moment, then hops out of the

van.

EXT. CHURCH - CONT’D

Michael darts out.

JOY

(shouting)

Hey!

MICHAEL

What are you doing?

JOY

I see you!

Michael grabs her by the arm.

MICHAEL

They’re not going to respond to

you.

JOY

Yeah, but they will if you’re with

me.

She wriggles free and charges off towards the shadows.

She gets in their face and YELLS at them. The greeters look

at her, confused. One of them slips inside the building.

The shadows look right through her, as though she doesn’t

exist.

JOY

I can see you! All three of you

jamoches! Get out of here!

The remaining greeters watch in disbelief. TWO GUESTS stop

short of the entrance before backpedaling.

Joy throws punches in the air, but there are no shadows.

Winded, she stops and realizes the commotion she’s created.

One of the greeters takes a cautious step toward her.
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INT. VAN - CONT’D

Joy plops down in the passenger seat.

JOY

Some wingman you are... happy? Your

damn church is cleared.

MICHAEL

It’s like chasing pigeons. Pigeons

that defecate everywhere,

especially on churches. They’ll

just regroup somewhere else.

JOY

(sarcastically)

Thank you, chauffeur.

INT. BAAL’S PLACE - NIGHT

Baal and Pseustes chuckle. Wraith opens the door and walks

in.

BAAL

Wraith.

WRAITH

My Baal, I can explain-

BAAL

Ack. We’re on the same team here.

Pseustes had the hot tip and-

WRAITH

Went behind my back before we could

verify-

BAAL

Pseustes took some initiative.

Given his rap sheet, it’s a nice

change of pace, don’t you think?

Wraith regains her composure before speaking.

WRAITH

Yes, my Baal.

BAAL

We’re on the same team, you

understand?
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WRAITH

Of course.

BAAL

We good?

WRAITH

I’m fine.

BAAL

Pseus?

Psuestes slightly bows his head in agreement and opens his

hands, palms up.

BAAL

Great. What’s going on with this

desk jockey?

WRAITH

He’s close. I’ve got three shadows

on him.

BAAL

Make it 6, make ’em wait outside.

Did he flush his piece?

WRAITH

No, it’s still in his nightstand,

hollow points in the-

BAAL

Great! I’ll take it from here!

He stands.

WRAITH

My Baal, we have this one.

BAAL

I know you do. I need to stretch my

legs.

He heads out the door.

BAAL

Tell your dogs I’m coming.

The door SHUTS behind him. Wraith shakes her head.

WRAITH

I bet you’re proud of yourself, you

self-absorbed, conniving-
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He silences her with a finger to her lips.

PSEUSTES

Same team.

He spins around and takes off.

PSEUSTES (CONT’D)

Might want to dust-off your resume.

INT. SPORTS BAR GRILL - NIGHT

John sits at his table for two in a crowded, noisy room with

dozens of TV’s lining the walls, nervous.

His leg bounces.

He stares at the front door. Nothing.

Check his watch.

Dials Joy’s number.

Voicemail.

He starts to text as the doors open and Joy steps in. She

stops and stares at him. He hits sends and she walks out as

he turns to catch a glimpse of her. He hastily throws a $20

on the table, grabs his jacket, and he bolts for the front

door.

EXT. SPORTS BAR GRILL - CONTINUED

Joy walks down the sidewalk, her hands in her pockets. John

charges out of the front door like a bat out of hell.

JOHN

Joy!

She keeps walking.

JOHN (CONT’D)

Wait! Hold up!

She stops. He catches up but realizes he doesn’t know what

to say.

JOHN (CONT’D)

I’ve got a million questions racing

through my mind, and I’ve scripted

how this would go probably more

times than I care to admit.

He paces, nervous.
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JOHN (CONT’D)

Well say something, I don’t know

where to start. I called, I texted,

I sent an Amazon package, I even

gift-wrapped it, but it was

returned. I did the report without

you; Steve thinks you’re dead.

JOY

I’m not okay, John.

John pauses.

JOY (CONT’D)

I don’t like... loud noises or

crowded places. Or boxes left

outside in random-ass places. The

world is screwed up, and I’m barely

keeping it together here! There’s a

whole ocean of people who hate me,

who hate you, who are exploited by

predators thousands of miles away

through a webcam, who are dying

from disease and famine and you’re

over here worried about getting

your taxes done or getting to the

bank before it closes or what movie

you should watch tonight before you

jerk off. You know what’s worse?

What’s the real tragedy? You people

are more upset about the fact I

said "ass" than the millions who

are shit-out-of-luck every day.

She leaves; John freezes.

INT. CUBE WORKER’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

The Cube Worker sits on the edge of his bed. His WIFE (20’s)

snoozes the night away. Moonlight pierces through the

blinds; he slides open the nightstand and pulls his pistol

out.

Baal sits in a chair along the wall with a rolled-up

newspaper.

BAAL

You’ve been a bit difficult. Plucky

fellow you are.

He unrolls his newspaper.
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BAAL (CONT’D)

I’ve been at this a looooong time

slugger. I can count how many

times, on one hand, I’ve had to

visit someone twice.

Cube Worker turns the safety off.

BAAL (CONT’D)

You’re lucky number four. I don’t

know that bears any sort of special

significance, but it’s been...

well, I’ve lost track of time, but

it’s been a long time since number

three.

He cuts out a section - a one-frame cartoon - from the

comics.

BAAL (CONT’D)

This was a good one today, the

Lambus LLP strip. There’s been a

lot of duds over the years in the

funnies, but this one? This writer

gets it. The lambs are an allegory

for your kind, and the law firm is

the invisible hand of judgment.

It’s depressing - really - some

real dark, Nietzsche-type stuff

when he was at his worst.

He sets the comic of a lawyer sheep before the slaughter

down on the dresser next to him.

BAAL (CONT’D)

Little parting gift from me to your

babe.

The Cube Worker puts the gun back into the drawer, but Baal

stops it from closing all the way.

BAAL (CONT’D)

I refuse to believe you won’t do

this. It’s the right time, I’m the

right guy, I won’t let you down.

Listen, you’re going to do it

sooner or later. Let’s do it now,

and get it over with.

Baal puts his paper down and sits on the bed next to the

Cube Worker.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 41.

BAAL (CONT’D)

I know what you’re thinking. Here’s

what’s going to happen.

Baal no longer sits on the bed. The Cube Worker sits at the

edge of his bed, his wife nowhere around.

He sees himself lying on the bed, lifeless.

BAAL (V.O.)

It’s quick, really. You’ll find

yourself here, might even have an

"out-of-body" sensation. You’ll see

a really dark silhouette.

The chair where Baal sat now hosts a DARK SILHOUETTE (male,

tall). The nearby lamp casts a noirish glow, shrouding his

face in darkness.

INT. FACTORY LOBBY - NIGHT

The Cube Worker walks through a dingy lobby with aging seats

and headache-inducing fluorescents overhead. A ROW OF DEAD

AND DISFIGURED PEOPLE sit on both sides in the worn chairs.

BAAL (V.O.)

Don’t worry though, he’s like a

limo driver; he doesn’t play

favorites.

The Cube Worker takes a seat in the middle.

The digital monitor above the seats resembles the DMV queue:

A264.

BAAL (V.O)

He just takes you where you need to

go. And where you’re headed, it’s

always busy, like the waiting room

at your dentist.

At the end of the long lobby is a long line of PEOPLE

STANDING, waiting for the single door to open and admit the

next person.

BAAL (V.O.)

I can’t tell you how long you’ll be

waiting, but you won’t be alone.

When it’s your turn, you’ll know.

Unlike the dentist, you’re happy to

be there.

The digital monitor CHIRPS: B361.
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The Cube Worker wakes up to an empty lobby.

The lights flicker a touch as the single door at the end of

the shotgun lobby looms nearer and nearer.

BAAL (V.O.)

You don’t want to leave. Everyone

knows your name, and it finally

feels like you’re home.

Scores of chairs no longer appear in the lobby, which seems

shorter.

The Cube Worker walks to the door he entered through. He

stops.

The room now appears no bigger than a bedroom; the single

door at the end now stands only a few feet away from him. He

turns around.

The single door seems even nearer.

He stops breathing.

Just when the door looks as though it should open, the

single fluorescent overhead fades out.

INT. CUBE WORKER’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Baal stands by the window.

BAAL

There’s no telling what happens

later. Depends on who you’re

asking; every camp has their own

version.

The Cube Worker and his wife lie lifeless on their bed.

IN THE HALLWAY

Baal walks through the open door past the blood-stained

bedroom door next to the parent’s open room. He walks past

the W/D units, toddler toys, and piles of toddler clothes

and blankets in the hallway.

EXT. CUBE WORKER’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Gerhardt rubs the bags under his eyes with his index fingers

as he walks back to his car. POLICE swarm the apartment;

beaming lights from the ambulance and squad cars pierce the

darkness. He grabs a passing EMT.
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GERHARDT

Tylenol.

Buddy rushes to Gerhardt.

BUDDY

Medi-Save.

GERHARDT

The hell?

BUDDY

Medi-Save, some health gig

downtown. Office place.

GERHARDT

Alright, get a list going of

everyone who’s graced their

doorsteps in the last 90 days. If

someone crop-dusted their joint or

a mangy mutt so much as lifted his

hindquarters on the building, I

want to know.

Another PAIR OF OFFICERS surrounds Gerhardt with a clipboard

and a pen for his Herbie Hancock. The EMT hurries back with

Tylenol and a glass of water. Gerhardt downs the medicine

but refuses the water.

INT. EXAMINATION ROOM - DAY

Joy sits with her MENTAL HEALTH DOCTOR RUTH (60’s, graying)

in a dark examination room with only a single, cool light

bulb overhead. Ruth runs her index finger back and forth in

front of Joy’s eyes.

RUTH

Migraines?

JOY

Sometimes.

She checks Joy’s ears.

RUTH

Tinnitus?

JOY

Yes.

RUTH

How long?
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JOY

Less than a year.

Ruth leafs through her dossier on Joy.

Joy watches for a second then picks her cuticles.

RUTH

Where are you working right now

sweetie?

JOY

Medi-Save. It’s... a health savings

accounts place.

Ruth takes notes.

RUTH

Are you enjoying it? Are you

fulfilled?

JOY

(softly)

I’m working.

Ruth thoughtfully pauses, bobs her head, and rolls her chair

over towards her wash basin.

RUTH

There’s a group for vets your age.

Well, there might be a few older

folks, but they’re all veterans of

the recent wars. Don’t have to

worry about the Vietnam guys

clogging up the group with jungle

stories.

JOY

But what about them?

RUTH

(smiling)

That’s sweet. Your group meets

downstairs Wednesday nights. They

have their own shindig.

She squirts some sanitizer on her hands.

Pulls out a brochure.

RUTH (CONT’D)

You’re going to see me every week,

and I want you at the group.

(CONTINUED)
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Joy stares at her, almost wincing.

RUTH (CONT’D)

I know that look, and that’s why

you’ll notice I didn’t present it

as an option or say something glib

like, hey, feel free to check out

this group and hold hands and sing

Hare Krishna. I guarantee it’s

going to be awkward at first.

Tough. You’re going to be there.

6pm.

Ruth writes bullet points on the brochure, then hands it to

Joy.

Joy stares at the corner.

Ruth waves her hand in front of her. Nothing.

RUTH (CONT’D)

Joy, were you listening?

Pseustes sits in a chair in the opposite corner of the room.

He leans forward, just enough for his hand to come into the

light. He waves his fingers at Joy.

PSEUSTES

What three letters are you supposed

to say when you’re all alone in a

dark alley and you’re not sure what

lurks in the shadows?

Ruth positions herself next to Joy and looks at the corner-

-but Pseustes does not appear in the room with them.

He leans in further, revealing himself.

PSEUSTES

I. C. U.

EXT. VA HOSPITAL - DAY

Joy storms up to Michael’s van, flustered.

JOY

There was one in the room with me!

Michael turns to Uriah, then back to Joy and shrugs.

(CONTINUED)
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MICHAEL

Most folks have an entourage, one

or two at all times, sometimes

more. I’m actually not sure how

much you do see and what you don’t

see right now.

JOY

Why weren’t you in there?!

MICHAEL

You didn’t invite me in.

JOY

Ugh! You are so-

MICHAEL

I know, but you didn’t ask.

She stamps her feet as she walks off a few paces.

JOY

It waved at me. It sat in the dark,

and it waved at me and asked me a

riddle and then answered it!

Uriah quickly climbs into the van, starts it up. Michael

hesitates.

JOY (CONT’D)

What?!

MICHAEL

That’s not the guy in your backyard

then. Come on.

Michael opens the door for Joy before he bounces into the

front passenger seat.

INT. MALL - DAY

Joy looks over a second-story balcony with Michael and

Uriah. DOZENS OF SHOPPERS stroll through the mall on the

floor below them.

The second floor seems pretty empty behind them. A few

SHOPPERS mill around.

Joy closes her eyes. She focuses on her breath.

MICHAEL

What do you see?
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JOY

Hold on... I think I’m having a

panic attack. There’s a lot of

people here.

MICHAEL

Never mind them. Just take a peek.

Who do you see?

The number of people on the floor have more than doubled as

each shopper has at least a SHADOW DEMON wearing a suit or a

GUARDIAN in dark fatigues following them.

JOY

Oh shit.

Her breath intensifies.

Michael’s smile widens.

MICHAEL

Breathe. How many do you see?

She breathes deep.

JOY

Water.

AT A VENDING MACHINE

Uriah tosses in a few quarters.

Pounds a few keys.

Grabs the water bottle.

AT THE BALCONY

Joy sucks down the water.

JOY

Everything. I see everything and

the people in suits and whatever

that is- is that a military

uniform, garb, thing?

MICHAEL

(smiling)

Look again... look for pockets of

darkness. Silhouettes. Like in your

backyard. See anyone like that? We

need to try to talk to one of ’em.

Joy looks again.
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JOY

For a legendary Unicorn, you can’t

find ’em yourself?

Michael winks.

Joy studies the crowd again. Near the hallway on the first

floor leading to the bathrooms, she spots an ELDERLY LADY

hunched over, walking gingerly down the hall on a cane. Two

SHADOW FOLLOWERS walk with her, then abruptly do a 180 and

walk away.

JOY (CONT’D)

There.

She points.

JOY

I’m not going down there; can you

get me in the back?

INT. MALL BATHROOM HALLWAY - CONTINUED

Joy steps in from outside the mall and marches on. Michael

and Uriah wait outside as the door shuts on them. She comes

back, thrusts the door open, and drags both of them in.

JOY

Damn it guys.

INT. MALL BATHROOM - CONTINUED

Joy throws the door open and rushes inside. She checks each

stall as Michael and Uriah bring up the rear.

She rounds the corner in the far back to see the Elderly

Lady slumped against the divider, dizzy, in a cold sweat,

clutching her chest.

JOY

Shit!

Joy gets down on her knees and immediately digs through her

purse for her phone. She dials 911 and pinches the phone

between her shoulder and her head.

Michael and Uriah no longer appear in the bathroom.

OPERATOR (O.S.)

911. Please state your-

The lights flicker and dim around her. The lights closer to

the front turn off, one by one.
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JOY

Heart attack victim. Female.

Approximately 80 years of age.

First floor ladies’ restroom by the

Popcorn King, Peachtree Mall.

She hangs up.

JOY (CONT’D)

Get out of here!

Joy pulls out an aspirin and puts it in the Elderly Lady’s

mouth.

JOY (CONT’D)

No! Leave! Chew damn it.

She helps the lady chew, but she loses consciousness.

JOY (CONT’D)

(screaming)

Help!

Joy starts CPR.

JOY (CONT’D)

(even louder)

Help! Somebody!

A MALL COP (50’s, male) bursts in and flips the light switch

on.

JOY (CONT’D)

Get me an AED, now!

Joy keeps her chest compressions going.

JOY (CONT’D)

(mumbling)

Ah... ah... ah... ah... staying

alive... staying alive... ah...

ah...

The Mall Cop darts in with an AED.

She turns the device on.

Rips open the lady’s shirt, places the pads on her chest.

Plugs in its connector.

Mashes the "analyze" button.

Waits.
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JOY

Back up!

EXT. MALL - NIGHT

A firetruck’s diesel motor rumbles as its CREW loads up. Joy

finishes talking with a PARAMEDIC LADY (40’s) and heads for

Michael and Uriah by the van.

JOY

What the hell happened back there?!

MICHAEL

Only in rare circumstances can we

intervene in matters of death.

JOY

That’s bullshit!

She storms off.

MICHAEL

Did you talk to them? How many did

you see?!

Uriah keeps Michael at bay.

INT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT

Buddy rushes towards Gerhardt’s cubicle and collides into a

passing OFFICER.

BUDDY

Sorry! Sorry!

He throws a stack of papers on Gerhardt’s desk.

GERHARDT

(on the phone)

That’s no bueno chief. Yeah. On it.

He SLAMS the phone down on its receiver.

GERHARDT (CONT’D)

Give me some lucky 7’s champ.

BUDDY

You’re not going to believe this.

Gerhardt grabs his reading glasses and scans the first

paper. He pauses. Takes his glasses off and puts them back

into his shirt pocket.
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GERHARDT (CONT’D)

You’re sure about this?

BUDDY

Our new amiga not only works there

with this guy but look at this. I

just had a hunch you know?

Something seemed familiar between

last night and-

He pulls another paper to the front.

BUDDY (CONT’D)

-these are the statements our guys

got from the 1991 Mandrake Ln.

suicide about a week ago. Look who

showed.

Gerhardt tries to read, but can’t. He succumbs and puts his

glasses back on. He studies for a few seconds, alert, and

then-

GERHARDT

Get her in here.

BUDDY

Now?

GERHARDT

Go, get a move on it!

Gerhardt pushes him with both hands, then picks up the phone

again.

GERHARDT (CONT’D)

Get me the Commissioner.

INT. CASITA - NIGHT

Joy collapses on her bed, sobbing. A NEWSPAPER RUSTLES

followed by FOOTFALLS outside her door. She flips over. The

door opens and footfalls follow inside the room. They stop

by the edge of her bed.

She holds her breath.

JOY

Michael?

The corner of the bed presses in, as though someone sits on

it.
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EXT. CASITA - CONTINUED

Michael rushes to the front door but Pseustes, Wraith, and

SEVERAL SHADOW DEMONS stop him.

PSEUSTES

Slow down there chief.

Michael looks at Wraith, flustered.

MICHAEL

Get out of here. All of you.

WRAITH

Michael, with all due respect, you

kept this from us.

PSEUSTES

You lied!

Michael grabs him by his collar and SLAMS him up against the

casita.

PSEUSTES (CONT’D)

The big bad warrior! Oooooh! Yeah!

Come on! Do it!

Pseustes hits himself a couple times.

WRAITH

Enough!

Michael lets him go.

MICHAEL

(worked up)

I can have both of you put away for

a very long time for getting in my

way.

Uriah and a hundred GUARDIANS dressed in dark fatigues

surround the casita.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)

Last chance.

Wraith reveals a small piece of parchment, rolled up and

sealed. She opens Michael’s hand and places it in his palm.

WRAITH

Open it.

Michael turns it over and observes the seal.
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MICHAEL

Stand down.

His guardians don’t retreat.

MICHAEL (CONT’D)

I said stand down!

They don’t budge.

WRAITH

Yours are very loyal to you. I

haven’t known what that’s like for

a long time.

MICHAEL

You made your bed Wraith.

He storms off; his team follows him.

INT. CASITA - CONTINUED

Baal sits on the corner of the bed and studies Joy’s fearful

expression.

BAAL

Fine, I’ll break the ice.

She jolts and scans the room feverishly.

BAAL (CONT’D)

Ah... you can hear. Try again.

Joy’s breath wavers. She freezes. Her eyes lock on Baal’s.

JOY

Where’s...

She fights to regain her composure.

BAAL

Yeah... about him. We need to talk.


