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EXT. CLARK FARMHOUSE - OUTSKIRTS OF TULSA - LATE 
AFTERNOON

A rustic FARMHOUSE overlooks a two lane highway, at the 
edge of which, sits --

A SMALL ROADSIDE STAND.  The faded sign: CLARK ACRES 
FARMS EGGS. FRESHEST IN OKLAHOMA!  Manning the stand is --

-- KATY CLARK.  Early forties, windblown and tough.  A 
FARMER.  She sits on a stool reading a paperback.  She 
checks her watch.  SIGHS.  Quitting time.  She starts 
packing the unsold eggs into a crate as we CUT TO:

EXT. FARMHOUSE - PORCH - MOMENTS LATER 

-- JON CLARK.  A little older than his wife.  A few nails 
stick out of his mouth as he HAMMERS a plank into the 
porch.  Jon is always fixing something.  He looks up, 
smiles at Katy as she approaches --

-- But she STUMBLES and drops the crate...  The eggs 
spill out --  many BREAKING on impact... but one is just 
rolling towards the edge of the porch --

-- Jon GRABS it.  Holds it up proudly... a RESCUE.

Katy smiles at him.  He smiles back.  Dozens of eggs 
gone, but this one SURVIVED.  Now we CUT TO:

INT. FARMHOUSE - KITCHEN - EVENING

The Clarks eat dinner in their dining room.  Lots of 
food, fresh FARM food... and it’s just such a BIG table.  
Hard not to feel like something is MISSING as we CUT TO:

INT. FARMHOUSE - LIVING ROOM - EVENING

The Clarks sit at another table, putting together a 
MASSIVE JIGSAW PUZZLE.  They’re only half done, but it 
might be Van Gogh’s Starry Night as we CUT TO:

INT. FARMHOUSE - BATHROOM - NIGHT

The Clarks, now in their pajamas, brush their teeth at 
his & her sinks.  He spits.  She spits.  CUT TO:
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INT. FARMHOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

The Clarks crawl into bed.  Give each other a sweet kiss.  
Reach over to turn off the beside lamp when --

DING DONG!  Someone’s AT THE FRONT DOOR.  Katy turns to 
her husband, surprised and confused --

KATY
Who on Earth could that be?

Well... let’s find OUT as we SMASH TO:

INT. FARMHOUSE - LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

-- The front door opens to reveal A WOMAN standing 
there... mysteriously silhouetted by the HEADLIGHTS of an 
unseen vehicle in the front driveway --

WOMAN
Hi... are you the Clarks?

KATY
... Yes.

Katy is playing it cool, but Jon’s a bit STARSTRUCK --

JON
You’re... Lady Trieu.

-- LADY TRIEU takes a step forwards, emerging from the 
backlight so we can see her for the first time.  She 
is... in a word... STRIKING.  

LADY TRIEU
I sure am.  

(then)
May I come in?

JON
Yeah.  Sure.

INT. FARMHOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

-- THWUNK.  Lady Trieu places her briefcase on top of the 
unfinished PUZZLE.  The Clarks sit there, confused...

LADY TRIEU 
So... What’ve you heard about me?

JON
Oh... uh... Not much.  
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LADY TRIEU
Come on. 

Katy is WARY -- And why wouldn’t she be with this 
(clearly FAMOUS) stranger in her LIVING ROOM -- But she 
tells it like it IS --

KATY
You’re the billionaire building 
that big clock down the road. 
You’ve been in Tulsa a year but 
nobody ever sees you because you 
don’t come out.

LADY TRIEU
Actually, I’m a trillionaire.  
What I’m building down the road is 
much more than a “big clock” and I 
do come out, but only when it’s 
important.  Fortunately, for the 
next three minutes -- 

-- KLK.  The briefcase SNAPS open.  Trieu reaches in, 
removes an INCREDIBLY UNIQUE HOURGLASS --

LADY TRIEU (CONT’D)
-- You two are the most important 
people in the world.

-- She places the hourglass on the table between her and 
The Clarks...  And turns it over.  The sands run.  She 
has their attention, time to get to the POINT --

LADY TRIEU (CONT’D)
I want your house.  Right now.

JON
... What?

LADY TRIEU
This house.  I want it.  Oh... and 
also the forty acres it sits on.  

The Clarks absorb this.  Then... Katy shakes her head --

KATY
It’s not for sale.

LADY TRIEU
Right.  I get it -- It’s been in 
your family for generations.  
Legacy’s a big deal.
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DING DONG.  Someone’s at the DOOR.  The Clarks both turn 
towards it... and even though she doesn’t live here.  
Lady Trieu calls out in FLUENT VIETNAMESE --

LADY TRIEU (IN VIETNAMESE)
ONE MOMENT, PLEASE!

The sands run.  Trieu turns back to the Clarks -- 

LADY TRIEU (CONT’D)
What was I --?  Legacy.   Legacy 
isn’t in land... It’s in blood --  
Passed to us from our ancestors... 
and by us to our children.  You 
two don’t have kids, so when you 
die, your legacy dies with you.  
You’ll be...

(beat)
Extinct.

JON
Now hold on just a minute here--

LADY TRIEU 
-- You don’t have a minute.  
Please don’t interrupt... We’re 
getting to the good stuff.

-- Trieu lifts a FOLDER out of the briefcase --

LADY TRIEU (CONT’D)
I got rich making advanced pharma 
and biomedical tech -- Among my 
holdings are thousands of clinics, 
one being Sooner Fertility 
Partners right here in Tulsa.  Ten 
years ago, you two went there and 
tried to get pregnant.

ON KATY.  Shocked.  Surprised.  A personal line CROSSED.

KATY
... What?

LADY TRIEU
But you did not get pregnant 
because when they harvested your 
eggs, Mrs. Clark, you were told 
they were “nonviable.”  Know what 
I say to that?   

(surprisingly loud)
I say BULLSHIT.

The sands run.  Trieu leans in.  Ready to CLOSE --
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LADY TRIEU (CONT’D)
Katy... Jon... I’m not here to 
offer you money for your land.  
I’m here to offer you legacy. 

(beat)
I’m here to offer you a child. 

Wait.  Did she just say...?  HOLD ON THE CLARKS.  Then --

KATY
Get out of our house.    

JON
Honey...

But Katy is on her feet -- LOSING IT -- 

KATY
No!!!  She... she comes here in 
the middle of the night and tells 
us she can just... make us a baby 
after all we’ve....!?!   No.  No.

(back to Trieu)
Leave.  Right now.

LADY TRIEU
I’m so sorry... I think you 
misunderstood me.  I’m not going 
to make you a baby...

(beat)
I already did.

Wait... WHAT?!?  

The Clarks stand there, dumbfounded.  The sands run.  
Trieu turns... walks towards the front door.  OPENS IT --

BIAN stands there.  We may remember her as the young girl 
at the newsstand a couple weeks back.  If not, that’s 
fine.  What matters now is what Bian is HOLDING --  

A BABY.  Trieu gently takes the infant from her 
daughter’s arms, walks back over to the Clarks --

LADY TRIEU
In anticipation of our 
negotiation, I took the liberty of 
creating your son.  

Jon stares at the boy with a mixture of horror and 
wonder.  Can this be REAL?

LADY TRIEU
And he is yours.  Biologically.  
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MR. CLARK
Sweet Jesus...

LADY TRIEU
I’ve placed five million dollars 
in an account... That should cover 
your relocation costs and y’know, 
baby food... college education, et 
cetera.  You have thirty seconds 
to decide.

The sands run.  The Clarks are OVERWHELMED... but they 
can’t take their eyes off the fucking BABY --

LADY TRIEU
Would you like to hold him?

Katy doesn’t quite know WHAT to do.  But her husband... 
well, he wants this.  More than anything.  He NODS --

KATY
Jon...

-- But he’s already taking the baby from Trieu, cradling 
it in his arms.  His SON.  He turns to his wife -- 

MR. CLARK
He’s got your eyes.

She hesitates.  But her curiosity takes hold.  She looks 
down at the baby, as her eyes fill with tears.  

KKLICK!  Trieu pushes her thumb down on a PEN, offers it 
to the Clarks, along with the CONTRACT she’s removed from 
her briefcase.  The sands run.

LADY TRIEU
Ten seconds or I’ll have no other 
choice but to destroy the baby.

The Clarks look SHOCKED --

LADY TRIEU
Guys.  I’m joking.  I’ll find a 
loving home for him...  

(then)
He’ll just never know where he 
came from.

The final sands run...

And Katy GRABS the pen.  SIGNS the contract.  She reaches 
for the baby.
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KATY
Jon.  Jon!

And the very moment she DOES --

The LIGHTS FLICKER.  The unplaced puzzle pieces vibrate 
atop the table.  The HOURGLASS rattles.

Because the whole fucking house is SHAKING.  

The Clarks are understandably freaking out.  Lady Trieu 
is not.  Why would she be?  This is what she was WAITING 
for as she turns, walks out --

EXT. FARMHOUSE - PORCH - CONTINUOUS

-- Where Bian has been WAITING.  

She stands there on the porch, looking up to the sky.  A 
smile of anticipation on her face as Trieu takes her hand 
and turns her own gaze to the sky to SEE --

AN ORB OF WHITE LIGHT STREAKING ACROSS THE NIGHT SKY.  

Not a meteor.  Something... ELSE.  ARCING down towards 
Earth, CLOSER AND CLOSER UNTIL --

-- It COMES DOWN IN THE FIELD BEYOND THE HOUSE.   Well 
within the forty acres that Trieu now OWNS as --

The Clarks look at each other incredulously.  Ask the 
only question worth asking --

JON
What is that?

CLOSE ON LADY TRIEU.  A mystery for the past three 
episodes when she was just a name... and now that we’ve 
met her, even MORE of a mystery as she quietly says --

LADY TRIEU
That... is mine.

And now, we DRIFT UP INTO THE NIGHT SKY... imagining from 
where amongst the twinkling, magical stars that “thing” 
that is now the property of Lady Trieu’s may have come... 
And as we reach a GOD’S EYE VIEW, looking DOWN at the 
Clark’s house and the MASSIVE TITLE it rests upon --  

IF YOU DON’T LIKE MY STORY, WRITE YOUR OWN
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EXT. GREENWOOD AVE - NIGHT 

-- WE STAY in the GOD’S EYE -- But now we’re FLOATING 
ABOVE over our GREENWOOD AVENUE, the streets empty, the 
shops CLOSED.  The MANHATTAN BOOTH rests below.  
Incandescent.  A beacon in blue.  We keep DRIFTING to --

-- Seymour’s NEWSSTAND, locked up tight in front of the 
MILK & HANOI BAKERY.  No sign of life whatsoever at this 
hour, until --   

-- ANGELA, still in the same clothes from the FUNERAL, 
walks up, careful not to be seen.  She unlocks the door 
to her BAKERY and slips inside and into --

INT. MILK & HANOI BAKERY - OVEN ROOM - NIGHT 

-- Angela takes in the room --

She fixes on WILL’S WHEELCHAIR resting out; empty but 
somehow holding his presence, then--

-- takes in the handcuffs she used on Will, the pot on 
the stove, the eggs he shelled on the countertop -- 

-- NOW ALL PART OF A CRIME SCENE.   

In QUICK CUTS, Angela removes all traces of the Old Man 
she brought here not long ago.  A man who identified 
himself only as “Will.”   A man she now knows is her 
GRANDFATHER.  And now, she must ERASE him as she --

-- WIPES DOWN all surfaces for any prints -- MOPS the 
floors with industrial cleaner -- TOSSES out the cooked 
eggs Will left on the stove and now we’re in -- 

INT. MILK & HANOI BAKERY - GARAGE - NIGHT

-- The secret garage attached to the bakery -- call it 
the “NIGHTCAVE” as Angela goes about DISMANTLING Will’s 
wheelchair --

-- SLASHING the leather seat with a knife -- BASHING the 
wheels off the frame with a hammer -- HACKSAWING the 
frame into manageable pieces -- STUFFING said pieces into 
a HEAVY CANVAS BAG -- 

-- Angela ties off the bag, FINISHED.  But THEN... a 
thought.  She reaches into her pocket, pulls out --
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Will’s PAMPHLET.  The one that fluttered down from the 
sky when Angela’s fucking CAR was airlifted away.  Angela 
studies the handwritten words from a century ago --

CLOSE ON THE FLYER: “Watch over this boy”.

One last bit of evidence.  And we CUT TO:

INT. MILK & HANOI BAKERY - OVEN ROOM - NIGHT

-- FWOOOOMPH.  One of the STOVE BURNERS IGNITES in the 
foreground as we RACK to find --

-- ANGELA.  Holding the FLYER over the flame.  She can’t 
know this piece of paper’s path through the past century, 
but she can feel its connection to the Old Man... and 
HERSELF.  She’s conflicted, but she has to bur--

-- BBBRRRGG!  THE PHONE rings on the counter behind her -- 
BBBRRRINGG!  Angela turns towards it as -- CLICK!  Her 
OWN RECORDED VOICE fills the room --  

ANGELA (ON ANSWERING MACHINE)
Hey... you’ve reached The Milk & 
Hanoi Bakery, where we let Saigons 
be Saigons.  Go ahead and leave a 
message and we’ll call you back.  
BEEP.

Now, a familiar AUTOMATED VOICE leaves its message --

AUTOMATED VOICE (ON PHONE)
Hello... Will.   You recently 
submitted your DNA at The 
Greenwood Center for Cultural 
Heritage.  We have good news.   A 
new branch of your family tree has 
been identified.  Your ancestors 
await.  

Angela furrows her brow just as FWOWOOSHHH!  The flyer in 
her hand CATCHES FIRE --!  

ANGELA
SHIT!!!

-- She instinctively pulls the flyer from the flames, 
attempts to shake it out as the voice continues --

AUTOMATED VOICE (ON PHONE) 
-- Please visit us to schedule 
your Family Tree Viewing.  

(MORE)
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Our operating hours are from 10am 
to 6pm daily.   

-- OW!  The flames SINGE Angela’s FINGERS --- She DROPS 
the now FULLY ENGULFED flyer on the ground!  

AUTOMATED VOICE (ON PHONE)
Thanks again, Will, for entrusting 
your personal legacy  to The 
Greenwood Center for Cultural 
Heritage.  Where the answers to 
life’s mysteries is life’s 
histories.

-- CLK.  MESSAGE OVER.   Angela stares down at the flyer 
as the flames flicker out... and all that remains is ASH. 

And now we’re PUSHING IN ON ANGELA -- A flash of 
sadness... and regret?  But then, as her EYES fill the 
frame... something else.  DETERMINATION --

-- Because Angela Abar’s got some of life’s mysteries to 
solve and now she knows EXACTLY where to fucking go to 
SOLVE them as we SMASH TO: 

EXT. GREENWOOD AVENUE - SIDEWALK - NIGHT

-- SISTER NIGHT’S EYES -- PULLING BACK to find her 
striding down the darkened shops of Greenwood Ave... 
dressed in FULL COSTUME.  She pulls her WALKIE from her 
belt, keys the MIC --

NIGHT (INTO WALKIE)
Squad... this is Night... Did 
y’all get a silent alarm at the 
Greenwood Cultural Center?

Huh?  What’s she talking about?   DISPATCH squawks back --

DISPATCH (OVER WALKIE)
Uh... Negative.  We’re not getting 
anything here... What’s up? 

Night stops.  She’s now standing in front of the THE 
GREENWOOD CENTER FOR CULTURAL HERITAGE...   

NIGHT (INTO WALKIE)
I’m on site -- someone broke the 
glass on the front door -- I’m 
gonna check the premises... If you 
get an alarm trip, it’s just me.

... But the glass isn’t broken.  It’s totally NORMAL.

AUTOMATED VOICE (ON PHONE)  
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DISPATCH (V.O.)
Copy that.  Want us to send a car?

NIGHT (INTO WALKIE)
Nah.  I got this.  Night out.

She keys off her walkie... and without hesitation --

-- USES IT TO SMASH THROUGH THE GLASS DOOR.  

She reaches inside with her gloved hand... UNLOCKS it.  
Clearly, Sister Night has neither the time nor the 
disposition to wait for fucking visiting hours as she --

INT. GCFCH - RECEPTION AREA - NIGHT 

-- ENTERS.  All is dark and quiet as Night passes through 
the dark reception area and into --

INT. GCFCH - HOLOGRAM HALL - CONTINUOUS

-- the equally DARK HALL OF HISTORIC GREENWOOD.  Night 
walks past ACTUAL ARTIFACTS FROM THE ‘21 MASSACRE;  The 
Marquee of the DREAMLAND THEATER;  A CRASHED CAR... Night 
moving past them all when SUDDENLY --  

A HOLOGRAM of a handsome African-American GREENWOOD 
FIREMAN flickers to life before her.  He “SPEAKS” --  

GREENWOOD FIREMAN
May 31st, 1921 started like any 
other day for the Greenwood Avenue 
Volunteer Fire Department... 

She keeps moving, faster now, as several “GHOSTS” appear 
along her path;  AFFLUENT MEMBERS OF BLACK WALL STREET.  
Night has no time to hear their stories as she finally 
reaches --

-- A KIOSK.  Night touches the screen.  And there’s our 
PAL, SKIP GATES --

SKIP GATES
Hello... I’m United States 
Treasury Secretary Henry Louis 
Gates Jr.  What’s your name?

Last time, Night didn’t give her own name.  This time?

NIGHT
Angela Abar.  
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SKIP GATES
Hello... Angela.  What can I help 
you with today?

NIGHT
I need to see my Family Tree. 

SKIP GATES
Fantastic!  Just give me a moment 
to encode your acorn.

... What the fuck is an “acorn?”  The kiosk HUMS and 
WHIRRRS.  And then -- KTLUNK! -- Something DROPS into the 
tray.  She picks it up.  Oh.  Apparently an “acorn”...

... Is an ACORN.  

Except this one is cool and metallic... A SHINY BRONZE.  
The kind of thing prestige network marketing departments 
send to critics to cryptically tease new high-profile 
dramas based on beloved graphic novels.  

SKIP GATES
Good news!  There’s currently no 
wait in the Greenhouse...  please 
proceed there to plant your acorn!

We’re figuring out how this all works on the fly.  Night, 
however, knows her way around as she walks towards a 
nearby doorway/archway with a GLOWING GREEN TREE SYMBOL 
over it.  In doing so, she passes another SENSOR and --

GREENWOOD REPORTER
As my relatives were being gunned 
down in the street...As they were 
dragging my friends bodies through 
the street, I was taking notes.  I 
needed to do something...

-- Then THREE KLANSMEN FLICKER INTO EXISTENCE -- Hoods 
and robes, BURNING TORCHES.  But --  

Angela BLOWS right through all three of them and ENTERS --

INT. GCFCH - “FAMILY TREE EXPERIENCE” - CONTINUOUS

-- AN EMPTY ROOM.  No historical artifacts to be found in 
here, only a CLAY POT resting in the middle of the room.  
The kind you might plant something in.  Which makes it 
relatively intuitive --
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-- That there’s an ACORN-sized indentation on the pot.  
Night pulls down her MASK to breathe -- She couldn’t 
explain it to us... or herself, but this is clearly 
AFFECTING her.  She puts her acorn into the pot...  

A BEAT.  Nothing happens.  But then... a HOLOGRAPHIC 
SPROUT appears just above the pot.  Beside it -- A 
HOLOGRAM PHOTO OF ANGELA... clearly taken years earlier.  
THE AUTOMATED FEMALE VOICE we’ve heard before announces --

AUTOMATED VOICE (V.O.)
Welcome... Angela Abar to your 
Family Tree!

Holographically via super-cool animation, the tiny sprout 
quickly “GROWS” into a FULL-SIZED TREE.  Large enough to 
fill the room.  This beats the living shit out of our 
fourth grade dioramas -- It’s the REAL THING. 

Although their faces are currently unfamiliar to us, on 
one side of the tree “HANGS” a PHOTO of Angela’s mother, 
ALICE.  The other, her father MARCUS.  And now, a CHIME, 
like when something good happens on a game show -- 

AUTOMATED VOICE (V.O.)
A new branch on your father’s side 
is now available!  If you would 
like to grow this branch, please 
tap your father... Marcus Abar.

The floating photo of MARCUS ABAR shows a kind-looking 
black man in a suit... Angela reaches out, “taps” it --

-- TWO BRANCHES “sprout” from Marcus, branching above 
him... these now, are HIS parents.  First...

AUTOMATED VOICE (V.O.)
Theres are your paternal 
grandparents.  June Abar is in our 
archive.  

His MOTHER. A handsome young woman with a glint of 
mischief.   We will get to know her in the not too 
distant future (technically the not-too-distant PAST) -- 
The name floating below her is “JUNE ABAR.”  

AUTOMATED VOICE (V.O.)
Will is not yet identified.  
Please key his icon for more 
information.

The other sprout, Marcus’ FATHER, has no photograph at 
all.  
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In fact, to denote the mystery of this individual, there 
is only a large FLOATING QUESTION MARK.  But below that 
mark, there is indeed a NAME.  It simply says --

“WILL.”  And of course, Angela TAPS IT.  

AUTOMATED VOICE (V.O.)
With 99.947% certainty, Will is 
your grandfather.

Good recap.  Angela already knew that.  So did we.  And 
now, that familiar CHIME!!!  And two NEW branches sprout 
from Will’s QUESTION MARK --  Two new PHOTOS -- O.B. AND 
RUTH WILLIAMS.  Their faces are FAMILIAR to us --

AUTOMATED VOICE (V.O.)
Will’s genetic profile directly 
matches two individuals in our 
ancestral database.  Based on an 
archival photograph, The Center 
can render them now.

(beat)
Angela... Would you like to meet 
your great-grandparents?   

ON ANGELA.  A bit choked up.  Just doesn’t know WHY.

NIGHT
Yeah... okay.

-- The photos of OB and June “fall” from the tree and 
begin to take life-size 3-D HOLOGRAPHIC FORM.  PERIOD 
MUSIC starts to play -- 

AUTOMATED VOICE (V.O.)
O.B. Williams was born in 
Louisiana in 1891.  He enlisted in 
the US army and fought against the 
Germans in France in World War 
One.  He returned to Tulsa a hero 
and reunited with his childhood 
sweetheart Ruth Robeson...

(then)
O.B. and Ruth had one son, but his 
name was lost in the fires that 
consumed Greenwood’s records.  He 
does, however, appear in one 
archival photo with his parents... 

And there he is.  Where this all began.  The BOY.
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A HOLOGRAM of YOUNG WILL appears alongside his parents -- 
generated from a photo taken before the riots -- When he 
was just an innocent kid, playing dress up...  Dressed as 
a cowboy, to be exact.  Just like his hero, BASS REEVES.  

AUTOMATED VOICE (V.O.)
Tragically, the entire family was 
killed in the massacre of 1921. 
May they rest in peace.

Angela approaches the family.  HER family.  But it’s the 
child she’s focused on.  She kneels down in front of him.  
We can see her eyes are WET.  A beat.  Then --

ANGELA
You’re not dead.  You disappeared.  
A hundred years from now you’re 
gonna roll back into Tulsa and 
blow my life up.  And then 
disappear again.

(beat)
You said you wanted me to know 
where I came from.  Now I know.  
So wherever you are...?

(hard)
Leave me the fuck alone.

Young Will smiles back at her.   Just a small boy with no 
idea everyone and everything he loves is about to BURN.  
And he’s a GHOST, just like everyone else here... of 
COURSE he’ll leave her alone because he can’t possibl--

-- THWDDDDUNNNKKKKSSH!  A TREMENDOUS NOISE FROM OUTSIDE!  

Jesus... What the fuck was THAT?!?!  And now THE SOUND OF 
A DISTANT (but DISTINCT) ALARM... One instantly 
regognizeable to --

-- Angela.  She RISES, instinctively PULLING UP HER MASK 
as she turns towards the SOUND and we SMASH TO:

EXT. GREENWOOD AVENUE - MOMENTS LATER 

-- MOVING BEHIND NIGHT as she RUNS FULL TILT down the 
street towards the sound of the ALARM -- She rounds the 
corner and suddenly STOPS --

-- Because she’s standing just thirty or so yards away 
from her CAR.  Which is a fucking WRECK.  BROKEN GLASS 
everywhere.  TIRES exploded.  Oh.  And one more thing.  
There’s a WOMAN standing beside it, her back to us... 

... But she appears to be LAUGHING.
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Why is this familiar?  Because Sister Night has just run 
right into the ending of Blake’s Episode.

Night stands there for a moment, unsure of what to do... 
BLAKE doesn’t appear to have any sense that she’s there, 
which makes it all the more fucking surprising when --

SHE ABRUPTLY SPINS, pulling out her GUN from a shoulder 
holster and AIMS it at Night!

ON NIGHT.  Cool as a cucumber.  She just raises her hands 
slowly--

Now Blake places it... this NUN is the same woman she was 
sitting in a mortuary with earlier this evening.  The 
same woman she is actively HUNTING.  She lowers her gun.

Night does not bother to produce her badge.  She just 
strides up to the CAR, matter of factly reaches under the 
front wheel well and removes a MAGNETIC HIDE-A-KEY.  She 
CLICKS on the fob -- CHIRP! CHIRP! 

-- And the ALARM ABRUPTLY STOPS.  Blake just looks at her 
for a moment.  Does the math --

BLAKE
This is... your car?

NIGHT
Yeah.  Disappeared a few nights 
ago while I was at work.

Blake turns, looks at MILK & HANOI as --- KRRNNNNK!  
Night YANKS open the Driver’s side door, BROKEN GLASS as 
she slides inside... starts LOOKING AROUND to see what’s 
what as she pulls out her walkie, KEYS THE MIC --  

NIGHT (INTO WALKIE)
Dispatch, this is Night.  Stolen 
vehicle recovered on Greenwood 
Ave, one hundred block.... I need 
a tow... 

DISPATCH (OVER WALKIE)
Copy that.  We’ll send a rig.

Night POPS OPEN THE GLOVE COMPARTMENT.  It’s almost 
empty... except for a BOTTLE OF PILLS.   Night clearly 
registers it, but BLAKE appears at the window --

BLAKE
They take anything?
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NIGHT
Doesn’t look like it.

BLAKE
It fell out of the sky.

NIGHT
... What?

BLAKE
Your car.  It fell out of the sky.

ON NIGHT.  This is not as surprising to her as it should 
be considering she was there when it fucking TOOK OFF 
into the sky.  But for Blake’s sake, she has to try --

NIGHT
You’re kidding.

BLAKE
I don’t kid about things falling 
out of the sky, Angela.

A looooong beat.  The dynamic between them obvious.  
Night behind the wheel.  Blake at the window.  Then --

BLAKE (CONT’D)
Well, it looks like you’ve got 
things under control here.  I’ll 
just leave you to it.

Blake SMILES.  Night doesn’t quite know WHAT to do.  

BLAKE
Cool costume.  

NIGHT
... Thanks.

Jesus.  Is she getting off that easy?  Apparently... 
because Blake just turns and WALKS OFF.

ON NIGHT... watching her go through the BUSTED 
WINDSHIELD.  Flummoxed by this strange woman.  But once 
Blake is out of sight...

Night once again OPENS THE GLOVE COMPARTMENT.  Takes out 
that PILL BOTTLE.   Holds it up to her face.  Gives it a 
SHAKE.   No... nothing was stolen... 

But something was definitely LEFT BEHIND.

Now, with THE BOTTLE FULL FRAME, we being to DISSOLVE -- 
INSIDE THAT BOTTLE -- THREE SLEEPING FIGURES --
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INT. ABAR HOME - MASTER BEDROOM - NIGHT 

-- A MAN AND TWO LITTLE GIRLS.  

Angela stands at the foot of her bed, which is not really 
hers because there’s no ROOM for her.  CAL lies in the 
middle, ROSIE and EMMA cuddled up on either side of him.  
She watches them sleep.  And we CUT TO: 

INT. ABAR HOME - TOPHER’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

-- Angela’s FEET as she quietly tiptoes into Topher’s 
ROOM.  He’s got GLOW IN THE DARK STARS on the ceiling.  
Not to mention the pride of any twelve-year-old boy...

A BUNKBED.  Angela slips into the bottom bunk.  Quietly 
settles in.  And then --

TOPHER (O.S.)
Hi.

TOPHER lays atop the top bunk.  He’s WIDE AWAKE.  

ANGELA
Hi. 

TOPHER
Rosie and Emma in your bed?

ANGELA
Uh huh.  Can I crash here?

TOPHER
Okay.

They lay there in silence for a moment.  Then --

TOPHER
Where were you?

ANGELA
I had to stay at the cemetery 
awhile.  The police needed to ask 
me a lot of questions.

“The police.”  As if she isn’t ONE of them.  Ah... right.  
Topher doesn’t KNOW his mom is no ordinary BAKER.  They 
both just lay there for a moment. 

ANGELA
... Are your sisters okay?
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TOPHER
I think so.  They didn’t see that 
man get shot in the head. 

FLASH ON: BLAKE SHOOTING THE 7K BOMBER AT THE CEMETERY. 

ANGELA
But you did.

Topher doesn’t respond.  Instead, he just says --

TOPHER
When the bomb started beeping... 
and then you saved everybody...  
Were you scared?

ANGELA
Yeah.  I was scared.

(beat)
I still am a little.

HOLD ON ANGELA, awaiting his response.  Topher says 
nothing.  Instead--

A STUFFED ANIMAL -- A PURPLE CAT WITH LONG FURRY EARS -- 
drifts into frame, LOWERED from the bunk above.  NOTE:  
This is BUBASTIS, refer to original WATCHMEN for design. 

Angela is genuinely touched.  Gently takes the cat, folds 
it into her arms.  And off this moment of bliss, one that 
most certainly won’t last for fucking LONG as we CUT TO:

INT. ABAR HOME - KITCHEN - DAY 

-- Angela CRACKS an egg into a BLENDER, she and Cal 
making BATTER as they speak in the hushed tones of 
PARENTS with kids in earshot  --

CAL
... It fell out of the sky?

ANGELA
That’s what she said.

CAL
The FBI Agent.

ANGELA
Yes.  The FBI Agent.

Cal POURS the batter into a WAFFLE MAKER, flips it --
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CAL
What was she doing there in the 
middle of the night?

ANGELA
I didn’t ask her.

CAL
What were you doing there in the 
middle of the night?

ANGELA
Breaking into the cultural center.

Cal looks at her, surprised --

CAL
... Why?

-- And she looks right back at him.  A flicker of real 
IMBALANCE as she tells the absolute TRUTH --

ANGELA
Because I’m not acting rationally 
right now, Calvin.

Of course she’s not.  Just think about what she’s fucking 
BEEN through in the last week.

ROSIE (O.S.)
YES HE IS!

TOPHER (O.S.)
He isn’t.

Reveal ROSIE and EMMA and TOPHER, over at the table... 
FIGHTING.  Topher eats calmly from a bowl of cereal as 
his younger sisters get more WOUND UP --

ROSIE/EMMA
HE IS TOO!!!!

TOPHER
He is not.

ROSIE
Yes he is!

Cal approaches, peacemaker mode --

CAL
Whoa... what’s going on?
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EMMA
Topher says that Uncle Judd didn’t 
go to heaven when he blowed up!

ON ANGELA.  Not quite ready with a response.  Cal, 
however, seems to have this.  Sits at the table --

CAL
Sweetheart... Umm... Heaven is 
pretend.

Well... okaaaaaay, Cal.  The girls blink.  Not quite 
grasping it.  Topher just eats his cereal, wasn’t really 
expecting the support.  

ROSIE
So where is he then?

CAL
Well...  Before Uncle Judd was 
born, he was nowhere.  Didn’t 
exist.  Then he was a baby.  Then 
he was a child.  Then he was an 
adult.  

(beat)
Then he died.  

(then)
Now he’s nowhere again.

A beat as the girls absorb this.  They look equal parts 
confused and crestfallen as DING!  The WAFFLE IRON 
indicates readiness!  

Cal hops up, heads for the counter as Angela just looks 
at him.  Quietly --

ANGELA
“Nowhere?”

CAL
(shrugs)

What?  It’s the truth.

Now, he turns back to the kids, CLAPS his hands --

CAL
Okay.  Who wants waffles?

ROSIE/EMMA
ME!!!

And as Cal POPS open the IRON, we MATCH CUT TO: 
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EXT. HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY 

-- A HAND OPENING THE LATCH ON A GATE.  PUSHING IT OPEN 
as we FIND --

ANGELA.  Duffle bag over her shoulder, moving beyond the 
gate and into what appears to be --

SOMEONE’S BACKYARD.  Angela walks past the modest house 
to a CONCRETE SLAB in the middle of the otherwise 
unremarkable yard.  Wait.  It’s not just a slab...

It’s a DOOR.  A METAL door in the ground.  A metal door 
in the ground with a YELLOW SQUID stenciled onto it.

Angela POUNDS on the door -- BAMBAMBAM!!!!   A beat...  
Then, a MUFFLED VOICE from the other side of the door.  A 
CAUTIOUS male voice -- 

VOICE (O.S.)
... Yeah?

ANGELA
It’s Angela.

A moment... then, the sound of a BOLT being thrown.  THE 
DOOR OPENS OUT REVEALING --

-- LOOKING GLASS.  Except this is the first time we’ve 
seen him outside his professional environment, so we’ll 
call him WADE.  He wears A TATTERED BASEBALL CAP for ”The 
Tulsa Tornadoes” (Triple-A-Ball), nods to Angela --

LOOKING GLASS/WADE
Howdy.

INT. SQUID SHELTER - DAY

-- CLA-CLANK!  Sound of the door being RE-BOLTED as Wade 
and Angela move through a DARK CURTAIN shielding the room 
from any possible sunlight outside, because for now...

THIS IS A DARK ROOM.  Bathed in RED LIGHT, Angela follows 
Wade down the stairs into his subterranean refuge.  Is 
this place some kind of... BOMB SHELTER?

Well... there’s a set of COTS on one side... storage 
shelves lined with supplies on the other.  A floor stand 
holds a bust with the MIRROR MASK -- Hanging above that -- 
a LARGE CLOCK connected to a red button.  We’ll find what 
the fuck THAT’s all about next week... but for now --
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Wade moves past several trays of DEVELOPING FLUID... uses 
a pair of TONGS to remove a PHOTOGRAPH from one of them --

WADE
... Sorry about the mess.  Been a 
couple weeks since the last 
squidfall.

Angela turns to see a clothesline of hanging photos.  All 
of them are MACRO CLOSEUPS of BABY SQUIDS WITH ONE EYE.  
Wade hangs the photo beside them, explains --  

WADE
When the sirens stopped, I knew it 
wasn’t the big one, so I grabbed 
my camera and hustled on up there 
before any could dissolve.  Poor 
bastards rain down on us from 
another dimension, probably just 
as confused as we are. 

(beat)
Thirty seconds of life and they 
spend all of it dying.  

He gives the photograph a long, mournful look.  

ANGELA
You’re fucking weird.

WADE
... And you are adequately self-
aware to recognize the hypocrisy 
of that remark. 

Wade flicks the OVERHEAD lights ON --

WADE
So what can I do you for?

Angela reaches into her pocket, produces the PILL BOTTLE.  
Tosses it to Wade --

WADE
What’re these?

ANGELA
Don’t know.  I was hoping you 
could ask your ex.

Wade looks at her.  Hrrrm. 

WADE
We have a lab down at the 
precinct.
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ANGELA
Your ex has a lab that’s not at 
the precinct.

WADE
And she is indeed my ex.

ANGELA
You told me it was amicable.

Wade just shakes his head.  Looks at the pills --

WADE
Where’d they come from?

ANGELA
Does it matter?

WADE
Only if it relates to the murder 
of our beloved Chief of Police.  

Man... this fucker IS hyper-intelligent.  Angela knows 
she has to give to get.  And she came prepared --

ANGELA
Did you know he was a racist?

Beat.  But Wade is too much of a truth-teller to deny it.

WADE
He was a white man in Oklahoma.

Not sure if that was meant as a joke... He’s pretty dry, 
this fellow.  Angela unzips the duffle bug.  Removes --

THE KLAN ROBE.  She holds it up in front of her.

ANGELA
He hid it in his closet.

Wade is surprised and yet, somehow... UNsurprised.  Mulls 
the implications --

WADE
You reckon he was Kavalry?

ANGELA
You reckon he was?

A beat.  Then... he SHRUGS. 
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WADE
Looks like we have ourselves a 
reckoning.

Now, he steps forward.  Touches the robe... and the BADGE 
pinned to it --

WADE
This is old school...  Crawford’s 
granddaddy was a lawman.  Maybe 
it’s just a keepsake.

ON ANGELA.  So she’s not the only one burdened by legacy.  

ANGELA
Can you hold onto it for me?  

WADE
So the FBI lady won’t find it?  

ANGELA
(nods)

So the FBI lady won’t find it.

Wade shakes the pill bottle --

WADE
I suppose you don’t want me to 
tell her about these either.  Be 
careful with that one...
She is extremely weird.

And OFF ANGELA, bathed in the RED LIGHT of an underground 
SQUID SHELTER, the Trent & Atticus RISES, ominous and 
foreboding as we CUT TO: 

INT. MILK & HANOI BAKERY - GARAGE

...  A FAMILIAR SEQUENCE.  One of TRANSFORMATION as once 
again, Angela transforms herself into SISTER NIGHT.

-- FSSSSSH!  An AIRBRUSH SPRAYS A BLACK MASK OVER HER 
CLOSED EYES and now --

-- She’s pulling on LEATHER PANTS and BOOTS and now --

-- HER JACKET.  The HOOD stays down, but she pulls the 
BLACK BALACLAVA SCARF up over the bottom of her face.

TIME TO GO TO WORK.  But before she does, one last thing 
to take care of as she GRABS THE CANVAS BAGS containing 
the broken down wheelchair as the PRE-LAP OF SCREECHING 
TIRES BRINGS US TO --
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EXT. BRIDGE - SOMEWHERE IN TULSA - DAY 

-- THE NIGHTMOBILE.  Rolling to a stop in the middle of 
the bridge.  No longer in use, tall weeds grow through 
cracks in the cement.   This is the kind of place you go 
to get RID OF SHIT YOU DON’T WANT FOUND.

-- The sound of an APPROACHING GARBAGE TRUCK as Night 
hops out of her car, retrieves the BAGS OF WHEELCHAIR 
PARTS from the trunk.  She walks to the bridge railing 
and matter-of-factly TOSSES THEM OVER.  

-- INTO THE BACK OF THE GARBAGE TRUCK SIMULTANEOUSLY 
PASSING UNDERNEATH.  

And that’s that.  The evidence dispatched.  The coverup 
complete.  All traces of her grandfather are effectively 
now GONE from Night’s life so she can finally breathe a 
fucking sigh of rel--

-- She suddenly senses something.  No...

-- SOMEONE.  A MAN.  STANDING ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE 
BRIDGE.  STARING AT HER. 

He’s super SKINNY... Wearing a TIGHT FORM FITTING SPANDEX 
GET-UP -- HEAD TO TOE... as in it COVERS HIS FACE... and 
what looks like a WEIGHTLIFTER’S BELT around his mid-
section.  Night perfectly states what we’re thinking --

NIGHT
... the fuck?

-- THE SKINNY MAN sees she has spotted him... And clearly 
having no desire to answer who he is or what he’s doing 
there... he fucking RUNS!

NIGHT
POLICE!!  HEY!!!

So Night, not knowing if this asshole FOLLOWED her here 
RUNS AFTER HIM --

A CHASE ENSUES

We won’t overwrite this as it will be location/production 
dependent, but here’s the gist --

AN INTENSE PURSUIT -- HANDHELD -- POINT BREAK STYLE -- 
SKINNY IS FUCKING FAST... BUT SO IS NIGHT -- AND FINALLY, 
IT LEADS TO --

A SIDE STREET 
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WIDE OPEN.  HOLDING ON SKINNY as NIGHT starts to GAIN ON 
HIM... it doesn’t look like there’s anywhere left for him 
to GO.  But now, he’s reaching under his BELT --

-- And PULLS OUT A LARGE PLASTIC BOTTLE.  Without 
breaking stride... still running FULL TILT... He pulls 
off the cap and starts to SQUIRT THE OILY LIQUID INSIDE 
all over himself... 

What.  The.  Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuucccccccccckkkkkk?

-- And now, still running full tilt, HE PULLS OFF HIS 
BELT, DROPS IT ON THE GROUND and inexplicably...

SLIDES FEET FIRST THROUGH A SEWER GRATE!

A foot wide HOLE IN THE CURB.  Like the kind the clown 
from “IT” hangs out in.  Super narrow, but apparently 
JUST big enough for a GREASED UP MYSTERY MAN IN SPANDEX.

Night CATCHES UP, incredulous... she PULLS on the top of 
the GRATE, but it’s LOCKED DOWN.  And there’s no fucking 
way she can FIT IN THERE.

ANGLE/INSIDE THE GRATE --  Night’s face.  Looking in.  
Mystified.  As she repeats, somewhat louder now --

NIGHT
... the FUCK?!?

SMASH TO:

INT. PRECINCT - ELEVATOR - DAY

-- CLOSE ON NIGHT as she rides the ELEVATOR alone, the 
discarded BELT clutched in her hand as -- DING!  The 
elevator doors to the precinct slide open revealing --

-- SENATOR JOE KEENE.  Two SECRET SERVICE GUYS flank him 
(presumably his security detail) as he finishes telling a 
joke.

KEENE
...You can’t fool a fly with shit.

He sees Night and SMILES that crushingly devastatingly 
handsome smile --

KEENE
Hello there.

NIGHT
... Hey.
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KEENE
Gentlemen.

His detail steps aside.  

Night’s met this guy twice, both times in her SECRET 
IDENTITY.  The first time, she fainted.  The second...

KEENE
... You saved my life.  Angela, 
right?

Night doesn’t quite know what to say.  She just stands 
there.  Keene gets self-conscious -- 

KEENE
Oh... am I not supposed to know 
who you are...?   

Night NODS... clearly uncomfortable that this powerful 
man is HERE.  And KNOWS her.

KEENE
I’m sorry.

NIGHT
... For what?

KEENE
The funeral yesterday.  I 
should’ve known I had a target on 
my back... If I wasn’t there, it 
wouldn’t have happened.  

Night just looks at him.  Then -- 

NIGHT
You’re right.  Try not to get 
kidnapped next time.

It takes Keene a second because he wasn’t really 
expecting a JOKE, but now he gets it.  SMILES --

KEENE
I’ll do that.

He nods, steps onto the elevator.

KEENE
You have a nice day, Detective.

NIGHT
You too, Senator.
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DING!  Elevator doors CLOSE.  And with that, Night’s 
MOVING OFF TO --

THE BULLPEN

... Where RED SCARE and PIRATE JENNY are huddled around 
their desks, LOOKING AT CRIME SCENE PHOTOS of Crawford’s 
hanging at the tree.  Night drops the WEIGHTLIFTING BELT 
on Scare’s DESK --

ANGELA
You know any Vigilantes wear a 
belt like this?  Tall, skinny.  
Head-to-toe spandex.  

PIRATE JENNY
What’d he do?

And as Night isn’t about to say “He saw me getting rid of 
evidence” she just goes with --

NIGHT
He ran.

Scare picks up the belt... gets OIL on his fingers...

SCARE
Ecch... What the fuck is this..?

ANGELA
Some kind of oil?  Guy squirted it 
all over himself... slid into a 
sewer grate.

Jenny and Scare exchange a LOOK.  Then --

PIRATE JENNY
... Did he have any lettuce or 
watch batteries on him?  

SCARE
... Was he wearing a Rorschach and 
saying “TickTockTickTockTickTock?”

ANGELA
No.

SCARE
Oh.  Okay.  Then new boss probably 
isn’t gonna give shit about “Lube 
Man.”

UH OH.
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ANGELA
... New boss?

Scare NODS over towards Crawford’s office.  Night’s eyes 
narrow... one step ahead of us as she realizes EXACTLY 
who that is --

INT. PRECINCT - CRAWFORD’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER 

-- SPECIAL AGENT LAURIE BLAKE.  She sits behind 
Crawford’s desk scribbling on her pad, a pile of FOLDERS 
before her.  KNOCKKNOCK.

BLAKE
Come in!

-- Night enters.  Takes in BLAKE sitting behind the desk.  
This used to be HER spot.  She states the obvious --

NIGHT
You moved into Crawford’s office.

BLAKE
Uh huh.  Is that problematic?

NIGHT
Only if you want everybody out 
there to hate you.

Blake smiles.  Game recognizes game.  She flips open a 
folder on her (Crawford’s) desk --

BLAKE
I have a lead on your stolen car.

NIGHT
(shit)

... Oh?

BLAKE
Yeah.  We dusted it... Lots of 
prints... yours, your kids... But 
there was another set of prints.  
Mystery prints.  I mean, it could 
be anyone who’s been in your car, 
a friend or whatever... but you 
don’t strike me as the kind of 
person who... has friends?

Night absorbs the insult.  It also happens to be TRUE.  
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BLAKE
Anyway, they didn’t match any 
known perps, so I sent it to 
Quantico, ran it through our 
database, and they got a hit...

(measured)
Someone named “William Reeves.”  
Ring a bell?

Shit.  ShitshitSHIT!

ANGELA
... No.

BLAKE
Apparently, he was a cop in New 
York City in the forties and 
fifties.  Retired young... fell 
off the grid.  

ON NIGHT.  This information clearly SURPRISES her --

NIGHT
... A cop?

BLAKE
By my math, he’d have to be over a 
hundred years old by now. 

(then)
And you know how hundred-year-olds 
tend to get around, Angela?

(and then)
Wheelchairs.

Oh man.  Blake is closing fucking IN.  But before Angela 
can respond, the door opens and PETEY enters --

BLAKE
Don’t you knock?

PETEY
Oh, I just....

BLAKE
-- What is it, Petey?

Petey throws a look at Night... a bit nervous... then 
walks over to Blake and WHISPERS in her ear.  She 
instantly lights up -- 

BLAKE
No shit!  Ooh.  Perfect timing!

(to Angela)
Another lead on your car! 
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And OFF ANGELA, ShitshitshitshitshitshitSHIT!

SMASH TO:

EXT. OUTSKIRTS OF TULSA - ESTABLISHING - DAY

-- BLAKE’S BLACK SUV ZIPS DOWN THE HIGHWAY OUTSIDE TULSA. 

INT. BLACK SUV - DRIVING - DAY

-- Blake drives.  Night, her mask down, rides shotgun.  
This is as close as we’ll come to a TRUE DETECTIVE scene.   

NIGHT
Mind if I ask why the FBI even 
gives a shit about my car?

BLAKE
Well, it got stolen right after 
Crawford was murdered and returned 
the night of his funeral.  Now 
that could be a coincidence... 
However I think we’re talking 
about a thermodynamic miracle.

NIGHT
... A what?

BLAKE
A thermodynamic miracle.  It’s the 
science-y version of “it’s all 
connected, man.”  My ex used to 
talk about them when he wasn’t 
distracted by fucking quarks.

NIGHT
He sounds like a lot of fun.

BLAKE
Yeah, well... he’s no Cal.

Angela’s suddenly guarded.  Well... even MORE guarded --

NIGHT
... Excuse me?

BLAKE
Cal.  Your husband.  I saw him 
today.  We had a nice chat.

ON NIGHT.  Fuck.  This woman is ALL OVER HER.
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NIGHT
You went to my house?

BLAKE
Yeah.  It’s really nice.  So you 
two guys in Vietnam, huh?  You 
have family there?

NIGHT
No.  My parents died when I     
was little.

BLAKE
.... Oh.  An orphan.  That makes 
sense.

Night narrows her eyes.  Feels the bait dangling... but 
can’t help taking a BITE --

NIGHT
How so?

BLAKE
Well... people who wear masks are 
driven by trauma... They’re 
obsessed with justice because of 
some injustice they suffered...  
usually when they were kids.  Ergo 
the mask.  It hides the pain.

ANGELA
I wear the mask to protect myself.

BLAKE
Right.  From the pain.   

Night just glares at her.  

BLAKE
So did nuns murder your parents or 
were you raised by nuns after your 
parents were murdered?   

Night glares even HARDER.  Blake holds up her hand, a 
conciliatory smile --

BLAKE
No judgment...  I used to dress up 
and fight bad guys too.  

ANGELA
Yeah?  What was your trauma?

BROOKLYN 104 - FINAL FINAL SCRIPT - 9/11/19                   33.



(MORE)

BROOKLYN 104 - FINAL FINAL SCRIPT - 9/11/19                   34.

BLAKE
Petey, go ahead.  Tell her.

She glances to the rearview where we suddenly reveal --

PETEY.  He’s been in the backseat this whole time.  

PETEY
Uh... what?

Blake smiles at Night --

BLAKE
Petey’s kind of an expert on me 
and all the yahoos I used to run 
around with.  

(back to Petey)
Go ahead -- Tell Sister Night 
about my trauma.

PETEY
... Really?

BLAKE
Absolutely.  There are no secrets 
in this car.

But of course there are, which is why Blake said it.  
Petey, however, is ready for his MOMENT.  Here goes -- 

PETEY
Okay... Agent Blake’s parents were 
The Comedian and Silk Spectre... 
They were both in the Minutemen.

ANGELA
“Minutemen”... like the TV show?

PETEY
That show is garbage -- It’s full 
of historical inaccuracies.  In 
the real world, The Comedian 
sexually assaulted Silk Spectre 
back in the forties...  Agent 
Blake didn’t find out until much, 
much later...

(beat)
Her dad tried to rape her mom.

ON NIGHT.  Whoa.  

BLAKE
Well.  I’m so glad we got this 
time to know each other better.

(MORE)
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(then)
We’re here... You might want to 
“protect” yourself.

The ball-busting knows no end.  Night gets it, PULLS UP 
HER MASK as the car ARRIVES at a GUARD POST outside a 
LONG, SECURE chain link fence... then makes it’s way past 
the gate.  Giving them (at long last) a close look at--

EXT. MILLENNIUM CLOCK CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY 

Previously seen only in the distance, we’re finally 
getting a look up close.  Part TECHNOLOGICAL MARVEL, part 
MODERN ART PIECE, it sits upon two MASSIVE STILTS, A 
HUNDRED STORIES IN THE AIR.  Awe-inspiring.  Head-
scratching.  Production-Designer-Heart-Attack-Causing.  
Ladies and Gentlemen, feast your eyes upon...

THE MILLENNIUM CLOCK.

And while it’s clearly close to completion, it is still 
very much UNDER CONSTRUCTION.  A few dozen WORKERS mill 
about the structure.   All wear hardhats and the same 
jumpsuits.  All are WOMEN.  Several move aside as --

VWWWWWWWWRRRRR -- A FLYING ELECTROMAGNETIC VEHICLE that 
we’ll call a DACTYL (because it kind of resembles a 
Pterodactyl) offloads a FORKLIFT as it occurs to us... 

Hmmm.  This very thing could EASILY lift a car.

... And now we’re FOLLOWING THE DACTYL as it FLIES down 
alongside the MASSIVE STILT SUPPORTS, banks as it flies 
into a CAVERNOUS OPEN -- 

INT. MILLENNIUM CLOCK SITE - HANGAR - CONTINUOUS

-- HANGAR.  Here, a row of A HALF-DOZEN MORE DACTYLS, 
PARKED.  Amongst which, we FIND --

-- BLAKE, NIGHT and PETEY.  Gathered around a REMOTE 
PILOTING STATION where --

-- A FEMALE OPERATOR, controlling the INCOMING DACTYL -- 
She sees its POV on her screen, just like a kid flying a 
drone with their iPad.  Except, y’know, the drone is 
fucking MASSIVE.  She maneuvers the JOYSTICK as --

-- The Dacytyl that just flew in goes into a LANDING 
PATTERN -- The ELECTROMAGNETIC VWWWWWWWWR is really, 
really LOUD.   Blake SHOUTS to the THE CREW CHIEF, 
another bright woman in a hardhat and jumpsuit --

BLAKE (CONT'D)
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BLAKE
HOW MANY OF THESE THINGS DO YOU 
PEOPLE HAVE?!?

CREW CHIEF
JUST THESE SIX!

BLAKE
WHAT’S THE RANGE ON ‘EM?

CREW CHIEF
HUNDRED KILOMETERS, GIVE OR TAKE!

-- The Dactyl comes in for a LANDING.  Mercifully, the 
VWWWRRRRR powers down and we can hear again.  Blake 
directs another question to the Chief --

BLAKE
So it’s possible to, say, fly one 
from here and --

(mimes mag-liftage)
--VRRRRWOOT --pick up a car in 
downtown Greenwood?

-- But she’s LOOKING right at Night when she says it.

CREW CHIEF
... Why would we do that?

The Crew Chief seems a bit baffled.  Blake gets to it -- 

BLAKE
You mind giving me a list of 
everyone here last night who knows 
how to fly those things?

CREW CHIEF
Sorry, I’m not authorized t--

VOICE (O.S.)
-- I’ll take it from here, Selma.

The voice came from behind them.  It belongs to --

-- BIAN.  The young girl we last saw standing on the 
Clark’s porch.  She smiles warmly --

BIAN
Hello.  My name is Bian.  I’d be 
happy to provide you with the 
information you’ve requested.

Blake looks at Night.  Night looks at Blake.  HUH?
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BIAN
Traditionally, my mother relegates 
interactions with the authorities 
to underlings, but in this case, 
she would like to invite you to 
have tea in her vivarium.  May I 
show you the way?

Well... what can one say to such an invitation but --

BLAKE
Ooh la la.  Please do, Bian.

Bian gestures warmly. Blake and Night move to follow, 
Petey right behind them... But Bian gives him the HAND --

BIAN
So sorry.  Ladies only.

Petey’s resigned to this by now.  He SIGHS --

PETEY
I’ll wait in the car.

BIAN (PRE-LAP)
The Colossus of Rhodes was 
swallowed by the sea.

CUT TO:

EXT. WALKWAY - BENEATH THE MILLENNIUM CLOCK - DAY

-- BIAN leads the way, Blake and Night in her wake as 
they look ABOVE them at the INCREDIBLE MILLENNIUM CLOCK --

BIAN
-- The Light House at Alexandria 
toppled by earthquakes.  Not one 
of them built to last.

Blake and Night share a look.  This kid is intense.

BLAKE
So, you’re building the eighth 
wonder of the world?

BIAN
No.  The first wonder of the New 
World.  A thousand miles from the 
nearest ocean.  Fortified and 
impervious to seismic activity and 
anything short of a direct nuclear 
blast.   
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NIGHT
But what does it do?

Bian smiles... isn’t it obvious?

BIAN
It tells time. 

Huh.  That can’t be ALL it does.  But now, they’ve 
finally REACHED their destination --

INT. THE VIVARIUM - CONTINUOUS

-- And we have come full circle, back to the very same 
person whose entrance into our show began our episode --

-- LADY TRIEU.  She’s pouring TEA in anticipation of the 
arrival of her visitors.  Smiles as they enter --

LADY TRIEU
Agent Blake... Detective Night... 
Please, come in!

-- Of course she already knows their names.  She knows 
fucking everything.

Blake and Night take in the space... astonishing natural 
architecture blends seamlessly into the truly incredible 
thing about this space...

THE VIVARIUM.  A massive expansive BOTANICAL GARDEN rife 
with exotic and tropical PLANT LIFE.  It goes on and on 
and on and on.  An Eden in the middle of fucking TULSA.  
Lady Trieu puts out her hand --

LADY TRIEU
I’m Lady Trieu. 

Blake shakes it.  Sizing up this overly friendly and 
slightly strange TRILLIONAIRE --

BLAKE
Nice to meet you.

Trieu offers her hand to Night, who also shakes.

LADY TRIEU
I’m sorry about the humidity... We 
have to get it just right for the 
plants.  On her deathbed, my 
mother made me promise I would 
never leave Vietnam... So I found 
a loophole.  Now...

(MORE)
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(nods to vivarium)
Vietnam never leaves me.

BLAKE
Small world -- Detective Night 
here is from Vietnam, as well.

LADY TRIEU
Really?  What a coincidence!

Night looks at Blake --

NIGHT
At least a thermodynamic miracle. 

Touche.  Blake frowns.  Trieu’s already moving on --

LADY TRIEU
So... I understand you think a 
piece of our equipment was used to 
steal a vehicle?  

BLAKE
Well actually, we found the car.  
Whoever took it dropped it right 
back where they stole it from.

LADY TRIEU
Oh.  That’s odd.  

BLAKE
It is odd.  

Blake is doing that thing she does.  Where she clearly 
doesn’t BELIEVE someone.  Night’s just relieved she’s 
finally doing it to someone other than HER.

LADY TRIEU
May I ask who the car belonged to?

BLAKE
Well actually that’s irrelevant t--

NIGHT
-- It’s mine.

Trieu turns to Night.  

LADY TRIEU
So this is personal.

Something about the way that she said that.  Night cocks 
her head -- Just who the fuck IS this woman?

LADY TRIEU (CONT'D)
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NIGHT
Your daughter said you’d give us a 
list of everybody who knows how to 
fly one of those things.

LADY TRIEU
(smiles)

Of course.  Bian..?

Bian walks over with an ENVELOPE (did she have it the 
whole TIME?), offers it to Blake --

LADY TRIEU
If there’s anything else we can do 
to help, don’t hesitate to ask.

(turns to Angela)
And please accept my condolences 
on the passing of your Chief.  We 
never met personally, but I hear 
he was a great man.    

NIGHT
... Thanks.

LADY TRIEU
There’s an expression about grief 
I remember from when I was 
little...

(Vietnamese; 
subtitled)

Your grandfather wants to know if 
you got the pills.

Night’s wearing her mask... but she’s clearly SURPRISED.  
She quickly regains her composure --

NIGHT
I remember one from when I was 
little, too...

Night responds in FLUENT VIETNAMESE --

NIGHT (SUBTITLED)
Tell that old fucker he can ask me 
himself.  

Holy SHIT.  Trieu, however, is unshaken.  In ENGLISH --

LADY TRIEU
I haven’t heard that one.  It’s 
quite beautiful.

A STANDOFF.  Then --
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BLAKE
... Holy shit!

Both women turn towards Blake, who has wandered off --

BLAKE
... is that Adrian Veidt?

RACK FOCUS TO, YES INDEED, TUCKED INTO THE FOLIAGE --

A STATUE OF ADRIAN VEIDT.  Resplendent in his OZYMANDIAS 
COSTUME... hands heroically upon his hips.  Triumphant.  

Trieu smiles as she walks over towards it --

LADY TRIEU
Indeed it is.  A truly great man.  
So much of my success grew from 
the seed of his inspiration.  

BLAKE
And you bought his company right 
after he disappeared.

LADY TRIEU
That too.

Blake joins Trieu beside the statue now.  Gives it a long 
look.  Frowns --

BLAKE
Why’d you have them make him  
so... old?  

LADY TRIEU
Because he is old.  In my culture, 
our elders are revered.

BLAKE
Well, yeah, but this is America, 
sweetheart. 

(beat)
And he looks like shit.

And now, WE PUSH IN ON THE STATUED FACE AND MATCH TO:

EXT. THE POND - NIGHT

-- THE REAL THING.

ADRIAN VEIDT.  Formerly Known As The Blonde Man.  

He looks TIRED.  And just maybe... a little less SANE.
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Veidt sits inside a small ROWBOAT drifting upon a 
glistening POND.  The sky is dark... but oddly so.  
Something just a tad... otherwordly.  Veidt GRUNTS, pulls 
something from the water --

A FISHING NET.   And there is something in it.  LOTS of 
somethings, actually.  SLIMY SQUIRMING THINGS that we 
HEAR, but don’t clearly see.  Veidt reaches into the 
net... pulls one out -- And well...

VEIDT
What have we got here?

It’s a BABY.  A goddamn HUMAN baby.

But perhaps a more accurate description would be “fetus.” 
Stubby arms and legs... certainly fingers and toes... but 
it’s PREMATURE.  The abominable creature drips with gray, 
viscous mucous (could that be what this entire “pond” 
actually is?) and then --

Veidt casually throws it back into the pond.

He returns to the net, searching for a baby that better 
suits his needs as WE CUT TO:

INT. STABLES - NIGHT - A LITTLE LATER

-- Veidt enters his STABLES carrying a wicker BASKET.  He 
puts it down, approaches a massive piece of furniture 
covered in a sheet.  He PULLS IT OFF, revealing --

-- Not a piece of furniture at all.  It’s a DEVICE -- 
STEAMPUNK in design.  The appliance it most resembles is 
a very large MICROWAVE OVEN.

Veidt opens the basket.  Gently removes what’s inside.  
TWO FETUSES.  One male, one female.  No bellybuttons.  He 
shuts the lid, cranks a knob as AN AMBER GLOW emanates 
from HEATING COILS, bathing the infants in light and 
warmth.  Ah... now we understand what this thing is...

AN INCUBATOR.

Veidt sits down at a table where a SINGLE PIECE OF CAKE 
sits on a plate.  Happy Fourth Anniversary.  The 
PHONOGRAPH is here, too.   He WINDS it, places the needle 
down on a RECORD -- Bob Marley plays as -- 

Veidt eats his cake.  And as he does, we HEAR, but do not 
see, what’s happening in the incubator --  
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Sounds.  TERRIFYING, SICKENING SOUNDS.  Bones CRACKING.  
Skin STRETCHING.  MOANING.  GROANING.  The CRIES and 
MEWLS of those nascent fetuses evolving from INFANT to 
TODDLER to ADOLESCENT to ADULT.  Through it all, Veidt 
eats his cake.  Until finally --

-- DING.  Whatever’s cooking is now DONE.  Veidt wipes 
his mouth with a napkin, grabs two folded blankets from 
the table and walks back over to --

-- The Incubator.  Which true to its purpose, has 
INCUBATED.

TWO NAKED ADULT HUMANS, sweaty and breathing hard, eyes 
blinking with bewilderment.  Yet to formally receive 
their names, but we recognize them instantly --

MR. PHILIPS and MS. CROOKSHANKS.

VEIDT
Happy Birthday.

EXT. THE COUNTRYSIDE - LATER - DAWN

A HORSE-DRAWN CART moves across misty terrain, Veidt 
holds the reigns.  He always holds the reigns. 

MR. PHILIPS and CROOKSHANKS sit in the back of the cart, 
swaddled in blankets, taking in the landscape around them 
with the curiosity of newborns.  Because they ARE.

VEIDT (V.O.)
Welcome to The Manor.  I am not 
its original occupant, but for the 
time being, this is my residence.  
I am your Master.  You’re still a 
few hours from gaining the ability 
to speak...

EXT. MANOR HOUSE - OUTER COURT - DAWN

DAWN breaks as we find the cart parked before the Manor 
House.  A SERIES OF QUICK CUTS of Veidt DRESSING Philips 
and Crookshanks.  GRUNTING while PULLING UP PANTS.  
CURSING while KNEELING before them to TIE THEIR SHOES as 
they sit on the cart’s gate.

We get the feeling he has given a version of this speech 
many times over the past four years.  Perhaps he used to 
be kinder when giving it.  
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VEIDT (CONT’D)
...but by now you should be able 
to understand.  Do you know what 
you are?

Philips and Crookshanks respond with BLANK LOOKS. 

VEIDT (CONT’D)
Of course you don’t.  Are you 
flaws in this thoughtless design.  
For while I may be your Master, I 
am most definitely not your Maker. 
I would never have burdened such 
pathetic creatures with the gift 
of life.  For to be alive you have 
to have purpose and you have none.  
Except...

(beat)
To serve.

INT. MANOR HOUSE - GRAND DINING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

CLOSE ON VEIDT as he enters the main DINING ROOM.  

VEIDT
Well, I apologize for the mess.

Philips and Crookshanks enter behind him, seeing what we 
do not yet see.  Presumably, the aforementioned “mess.”  
And now, we finally see to what he refers...

A TABLEAU OF HUMAN CARNAGE.

It looks like a fucking crime scene.  A DOZEN DEAD BODIES 
are strewn about the room -- some still have SILVERWARE 
sticking out of their chests, their backs, their NECKS.  
Some appear to have been bludgeoned to death.  

VEIDT (CONT’D)
I had a rough night.

All of these bodies, of course, are Philips and 
Crookshanks.

In the center of the table, a CAKE.  Four candles.  A 
piece has been precisely cut from it, the very slice 
Veidt was eating as his new servants were spawning.  One 
more thing --

The Philips lying across the table with a steak knife 
embedded in his head is holding a HORSESHOE in his hand.  
Veidt picks it up --
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VEIDT (CONT’D)
I didn’t need it yet.

(quietly)
Not yet.

And as we’re left to puzzle over just what YET he is 
waiting for, we CUT TO:

EXT. THE WOODSY GLEN - LATER

When we last visited this secluded spot, it was a 
construction site for a mysterious contraption that was 
not yet complete.  Now it is.  

AND IT’S A CATAPULT.  

A rather LARGE one, in fact.  Like the kind medieval 
armies used to lay siege to a castle.  Veidt is doing 
math in a small ledger, calculating TRAJECTORIES. 

VEIDT
... Excellent.  

(turns)
So, are we loaded, Mr. Philips?

Mr. Philips hefts a DEAD CROOKSHANKS into the bowl of the 
catapult... which is a little odd considering the LIVE 
one is standing right beside him at the device’s 
LAUNCHING LEVER.  

MR. PHILIPS
... Ready, Master.

Veidt takes out his collapsible spyglass, extends it, 
puts it to his eye --

VEIDT
On my mark, Ms. Crookshanks.  
Three... Two... One... AWAY!

Crookshanks PULLS THE LEVER.  

SSSSSSPRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRINGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG!

The corpse takes FLIGHT.  

It sails UP THROUGH INTO THE BLUE SKY, a perfectly 
calibrated ARC... UP AND UP AND UP... 

... But just as the dead body reaches its apex and we 
prepare for its inevitable descent...

It VANISHES.
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Just pops out of existence.  Almost as if it passed 
through an invisible membrane and into --

... The Great Beyond?

And while we clearly have NO FUCKING IDEA WHAT THE FUCK 
IS GOING ON HERE, Veidt?  Well he’s as pleased as punch.

VEIDT (CONT’D)
Phenomenal.

He whips out his pad, draws a line through one of his 
notations and studies the next one -- moves to the 
catapult as he adjusts some smaller LEVERS --

VEIDT (CONT’D)
Let’s reload, Mr. Philips, shall 
we?

Philips does as he’s told.  Grabs the dangling rope and 
with the tktktk of GEARS, he pulls the catapult back to 
place, resetting it.  As he does so, Veidt notices 
Crookshanks looking at him curiously --

VEIDT
Four years.  Four years since I 
was sent here.  In the beginning I 
thought it was a paradise.  But 
it’s not.  

(beat)
It’s a prison.

Philips dutifully loads another corpse into the now reset 
catapult behind him as Veidt steps forward, at last 
stating his true and only PURPOSE --

VEIDT (CONT’D)
So with your help... with your 
lives... with your broken, mangled 
bodies... one way or another...

(beat)
I will escape this godforsaken 
place.                                                                         

Ms. Crookshanks smiles WIDE, thrilled to have been the 
beneficiary of such a speech.  And now, his flame 
reignited with the passion of his mission, he nods to 
Philips who stands dutifully by the lever --

VEIDT (CONT’D)
To your merits, Ms. Crookshanks.  
Are we loaded, Mr. Philips?  
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MR. PHILIPS
Yes.

VEIDT
On my mark, Ms. Crookshanks. 
Three.  Two.  One.  AWAY!!!!

And as yet another corpse FLIES INTO THE GREAT BEYOND, 
DAY BECOMES NIGHT, TWINKLING STARS FILL THE SKY AS WE 
DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. ABAR HOME - NIGHT - ESTABLISHING

-- TILTING DOWN OFF THE NIGHT SKY to find -- 

The Abar Home. A car pulls into the driveway.  A long day 
finally over as we CUT TO:

INT. ABAR HOME - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

-- CAL.  A paperback in his hand, reading by the light of 
a single lamp as he hears the door open.  Angela ENTERS --

ANGELA
What’re you reading?

CAL
Things Fall Apart.

She stands there for a moment.  Then -- 

ANGELA
Okonkwo hangs himself in the end.

Cal doesn’t even flinch.

CAL
Thanks for the warning.  

ANGELA
I’m trying to pick a fight.

CAL
I noticed.  

ANGELA
When were you gonna tell me the 
woman from the FBI came by and 
talked to you.
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CAL
The woman from the FBI came by and 
talked to me.

God, Cal is just so... unflappable.  After the day she’s 
had, however, Angela remains flapped.

CAL
She wanted to know who called the 
house the night Judd got killed.
I guess she must’ve checked the 
phone records.

FUCK!

ANGELA
So... what’d you say?

CAL
I told her you and I were having 
sex in the closet and the phone 
rang.  You answered it but I 
didn’t know who you were talking 
to.  Then you handed me a gun and 
left.  I didn’t see you all night 
long and the next morning you came 
back and told me your grandfather 
murdered our friend, which was 
confusing because you never told 
me you had a grandfather.  

Angela just looks at him.   And understands --

ANGELA
You didn’t say any of that.

CAL
No, Angela.  I lied. 

She settles down next to him.  Softens --

ANGELA
And you hate lying.

CAL
I do.  

ANGELA
She knew that we met in Vietnam...

(beat)
Did you tell her about your 
accident?

BROOKLYN 104 - FINAL FINAL SCRIPT - 9/11/19                   48.



BROOKLYN 104 - FINAL FINAL SCRIPT - 9/11/19                   49.

“Accident?”  What’s THAT about?  Story for another day.  
A BIG story.  But for now, Cal shakes his head --

CAL
It didn’t come up.  

ANGELA
Good.

Cal turns to her now --

CAL
I think she wants to help you.

ANGELA
... What?

CAL
It’s just a feeling I have.

(shrugs)
Maybe she knows how to find him... 
the old man.

ON ANGELA.  And we see she’s no longer DENYING what she 
has been loathe to admit.  She told the ghost of that 
little boy she wanted to be left the fuck alone, but that 
is not at ALL what she wants --

ANGELA
I can find him all by myself.

Cal nods.  He knows when she says she’s gonna do 
something, she DOES it. 

CAL
Okay.

They hold each other’s eyes for a beat.  Then --

ANGELA
Meet you in the closet?

Because why work through these complicated issues of 
identity and family and legacy and trauma when you can 
just FUCK instead?   

Angela gets up, exits... and as Cal moves to follow, he 
FLICKS OFF THE LIGHT SWITCH and we’re --

INT. BIAN’S ROOM - VIVARIUM PRIVATE QUARTERS - NIGHT

-- IN DARKNESS.  And suddenly --
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BIAN sits up in bed with a GASP!  She’s scared -- like 
most little girls her age after having a bad dream.  

She reaches down to her arm and removes the IV NEEDLE 
connected to a bag on a stand beside her bed.  HUH?  Is 
she... sick?  Sure doesn’t SEEM it as --

Bian throws back her covers and climbs out of bed.  Walks 
to the door and quietly exits --

EXT. MILLENNIUM CLOCK - NIGHT

-- into the bright moonlit night.  Bian makes her way 
down the footpath and into --  

INT. THE VIVARIUM - NIGHT

-- And wanders through the lush foliage.  In this light, 
it looks like Bian may actually be in the jungles of 
Vietnam.  She emerges from the plants and finds --

BIAN
... Mom?

TRIEU stands up from her seat at the table.  Steam rises 
from two cups of hot tea.  She walks towards Bian. 

LADY TRIEU
What’s wrong...? 

BIAN
I had a nightmare.

LADY TRIEU
Tell me.

BIAN
I was in a village... men came and 
burned it... then they made us 
walk.  I was walking for so long.  

(beat)
Mom... my feet still hurt.

Lady Trieu gently runs her fingers through her daughter’s 
hair.  It’s a kind, caring gesture.  But then --

LADY TRIEU
Good.

“Good?”  But Bian nods.
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BIAN
Will you walk me back to bed?  

LADY TRIEU
No, my love. 

BIAN
Okay.

(and then)
Goodnight, Mr. Reeves. 

Uh... WHAT?

And now, WE SWING AROUND, revealing the part of the room 
that was just out of our view when Bian came in.  And 
there’s a very good reason we were hiding it...

Because The Old Man... WILL REEVES... is sitting at the 
table, tea service before him.  He SMILES at Bian --

WILL
Good night, young lady. 

Bian nods... Heads off to return to her room.

And now Trieu walks back to Will.  Sits down across from 
him.  Picks up her tea --

LADY TRIEU
... Where were we?

WILL
You’re worried.

LADY TRIEU
I’m not worried.  I’m concerned.

WILL
What’s the difference?

LADY TRIEU
The pills.  They’re passive 
aggressive exposition.  If you 
want her to know who you are, just 
tell her.

WILL
She’s not gonna listen.  She has 
to experience things by herself.

LADY TRIEU
It’s still too cute by half.
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WILL
Yeah?  Then why’re you doing the 
same thing to your daughter?

Trieu’s tough visage slips away for a moment... what’s 
underneath looks shockingly like... SADNESS.

LADY TRIEU
It’s entirely different.

WILL
(no it’s not)

Uh huh.

LADY TRIEU
And this, is the source of my 
concern --  When family is 
involved, judgment gets cloudy.  
Feet get cold.  Deals get broken.

(beat)
You’re not in.

Will pushes away from the table.  He STANDS...  

WILL
My feet are just fine.

-- Quite able to walk.  He sees ACTIVITY ABOVE --

-- DACTYLS flying over the Vivarium... servicing 
construction work high on the towering clock.  

Will moves to the viewing deck -- 

WILL
... How much longer?

Trieu rises, joining Will --

TRIEU
Three days.

Will takes that in.  Then, with the pain of REGRET --

WILL
Angela’s family.  That is true.

(beat)
I betrayed her.   And in three 
days she’ll know what I’ve done.  
And she’ll hate me for it.  And 
you’re concerned about whether I’m 
“in?”

Will fixes Trieu with a look.  DEAD SERIOUS --
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WILL
Well I am in all the way.

Trieu believes him.  They both take in the Millennium 
Clock.  And as they do... 

WILL
Tick tock.  Tick tock.  Tick tock.

...A DACTYL passes overhead.  And we GO WITH IT.  Into 
the night sky... higher and higher...  until it reaches 
it’s destination... the top of the tower -- where it’s 
dwarfed in size by the MASSIVE CLOCK FACE and we...   

SMASH TO BLACK.
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