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TEASER

FADE IN:

EXT. COURTHOUSE - DAY

STREET

A crowd of protestors face off with riot police.

VOICES from the crowd yell: “Fuck you!” “Pigs!” “Fuck the 
Police!” 

A bottle flies. 

Then a rock. 

A flurry of bottles fly.

VOICES FROM THE CROWD: “NO JUSTICE!” “NO Peace!”

A tiny flame appears in the crowd. 

Suddenly, A MOLOTOV COCKTAIL flies through the air.

EXT. HANSON'S HOUSE - NIGHT 

A man in a black sweat suit sits perched outside an upstairs 
window.

The masked man peers through the window and surveys the room.

His gloved hands lift the window open. 

He climbs inside.

INT. HANSON'S HOUSE - NIGHT

BEDROOM

HANSON, 29, tall Caucasian pretty boy in a police uniform 
walks into the bedroom. He drops his duffle bag to the floor.

Hanson begins to disrobe. 

He walks into the bathroom. 

FAUCET TURNS. SHOWER RUNS.

Hanson’s phone RINGS. 



He walks back into the bedroom and picks up the phone.

A gun is pressed against the side of his head. 

CUT TO BLACK:

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE

FADE IN:

EXT. CEMETARY - DAY

A group of people stand amidst an ocean of headstones. A cool 
breeze blows across the cemetary.

INSERT - HEADSTONE

On headstone: 

“Elijah Woods. 2005 - 2019” “An Angel Called Home Too Soon”

BACK TO SCENE

OMAR WOODS, 45, African American, average Joe in a suit 
stands at the foot of a cemetary plot.  

To his right is his father JAMES WOODS, late 60s, strong 
framed and hard faced. 

Opposite James is Omar’s wife SERENA WOODS, 35, African 
American. A tall slender woman with a kind face. 

SERENA
We should get going.

Omar looks at her. Then, down at the headstone.

OMAR
For what?

SERENA
We have to have faith.

OMAR
You’re not that naive. 

KATIRENA LOPEZ, early 40s, beautiful Latina with a kind heart 
and a soft face glares at Omar.

LOPEZ
Omar, you know she’s right.

OMAR
No one’s making you stay.

JAMES
Hey! We’re here for Elijah. 
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WANDELL THOMPSON, 27, African American stands across from 
James. He looks almost as sad as Omar. 

He speaks but avoids eye contact.

WANDELL
How would it look if you guys 
aren’t there?

They all look at him bewildered.

WANDELL (CONT’D)
Just saying.

They shake there heads in unison. 

Wandell chuckles, embarrassed. 

EXT. COURTHOUSE - DAY

STREET

The Chicago District Courthouse stands tall, reflecting the 
bright sun. Almost majestic against the clear blue sky. The 
American Flag waves in the cool breeze. 

What looks like it could be Chicago’s entire black population 
protests elbow to elbow outside the courthouse. 

Riot police stand on the opposite side of the street. Silent. 
Motionless. They watch the protestors diligently.

A palpable tension radiates through the streets.

HUEY GREENE 26, African American, Angela Davis reborn looks 
out over the police.

She lifts her bullhorn.

HUEY
Today, we will see what Chicago’s 
justice system thinks about black 
lives. 

The crowd spews a mash of chants and profanities. 

HUEY (CONT’D)
Young Elijah was taken from us too 
soon!

Angered.
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HUEY (CONT’D)
Another innocent young black man 
taken from his family. FROM HIS 
FRIENDS! FROM HIS FUTURE! 

Crowd cheers even louder. 

The police begin to fidget. Restless. 

HUEY (CONT’D)
We’re not looking for vengeance. 
BUT WE DO. WANT. JUSTICE!

Huey drops the bullhorn from her mouth long enough to look 
over the crowd. They stand there hopeful. CHEERING.

They jeer at the police. Taunting them. 

Signs flail in the sea of protestors. 

INSERT - SIGNS

They read:

-“FUCK YOU HANSON” 

-“JUSTICE FOR ELIJAH” 

-“TOY GUNS DON’T KILL. COWARD COPS DO!”

Huey brings the bullhorn back to her mouth.

HUEY (CONT’D)
What DO WE WANT?

CROWD
JUSTICE!

HUEY
WHEN DO WE WANT IT?

CROWD
NOW!

HUEY
WHAT DO WE WANT?

CROWD
JUSTICE!

COURTHOUSE STEPS

AMANDA MUNSON 32, gorgeous Caucasian, stands wrapped in 
designer peacoat, microphone in hand.
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Her CAMERAMAN gives the “go” signal, twirling his finger. 

AMANDA
We’re here outside the 1st Chicago 
District Court. Where C.P.D. 
Officer Matthew Hanson is on trial 
for the shooting death of unarmed 
African American teen Elijah Woods. 

Huey and the crowd continue PROTESTING in the background.

AMANDA (CONT’D)
Just feet away from these very 
steps, a crowd of protestors hopes 
that what they feel is justice will 
be served. 

STREET

A wall six rows deep, of police officers, blocks the base of 
the courthouse steps. 

The officers’ faces grow weary. Anxiety, fear, and anger 
overtake them. 

AMANDA (O.C.) (CONT’D)
Police stand guard outside the 
courthouse. We don’t expect any 
violence, but this is the third 
shooting of an unarmed African 
American this year here in Chicago.
How much more can this city’s black 
community take?  We are just 
moments away from deliberation. 
Tensions rise as we await the 
court’s decision.

The cameraman turns to film the protestors in the street. 

AMANDA (CONT’D)
We’ll keep you updated as 
conditions change. This is Amanda 
Munson from I.L.N.-6, thank you.

EXT. OMAR’S HOUSE - DAY

Omar, James, and Serena pull up to the home. Solemn and 
silent. 

No one speaks. Just short glances at one another.
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INT. OMAR'S HOUSE - DAY

The trio enters the home. Omar gives Serena a hug.

OMAR
I’m sorry.

The two embrace for a while. James joins in. 

Serena begins to sob. 

James lets go, so does Omar.

Omar and James fight back tears. 

Omar gently cups Serena’s face and kisses her forehead. He 
places his forehead against hers.

SERENA
I still can’t believe it.

OMAR
(softly)

Hey. Hey. Hey. I know baby.... 
If... If could trade places with 
him.

Serena cuts him off.

SERENA
(angrily)

Don’t....

Omar lets go of Serena and James wraps his arms around her. 
Omar looks back and reluctantly walks out the door.

OMAR
I’ll see you guys tonight. 

Serena wipes her tears. She and James nod.

EXT. COURTHOUSE - DAY

STREET

The crowd of protestors has grown larger and louder. 

Police sirens CHIRP intermittently as more squad cars pull up 
to the scene.
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The mass of riot-gear clad officers has moved closer to the 
protestors. 

A bottle flies from the back of the crowd. 

It cracks on a riot shield. 

A voice yells out, “FUCK YOU, PIGS!”

HUEY
This is a peaceful protest. Don’t 
give them reason...

The crowd grows unsteady. They fidget and converse amongst 
themselves. 

They begin to cross the street toward the police. 

Huey puts her arms out to keep the protestors at bay. 

The crowd stops.

HUEY (CONT’D)
DO NOT FORGET WHY WE’RE HERE.... 
WHAT DO WE WANT?

CROWD
JUSTICE!

HUEY
WHEN DO WE WANT IT?

CROWD
NOW!

COURTHOUSE STEPS

Amanda stands shivering slightly and visibly anxious.

AMANDA
After several days of testimony, 
The trial is over. The jury has 
reached a decision. Matthew Hanson. 
Has been acquitted of all charges. 

STREET

VOICES from the crowd shout: 

“Fuck you!” “Pigs!” “Fuck the Police!” 

A bottle flies. 

Then a rock. 
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A flurry of bottles fly.

VOICES FROM THE CROWD: “NO JUSTICE!” “NO Peace!”

A tiny flame appears in the crowd. 

Suddenly, A MOLOTOV COCKTAIL flies through the air. 

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

EXT. POLICE DEPT. - DAY

Wandell parks his cruiser. He sits for a moment and rubs his 
face. A deep breath and he exits the vehicle.

INT. POLICE DEPT. - MOMENTS LATER

LOCKER ROOM

Wandell opens his locker and puts a bag inside. He pauses. 
Then looks at the locker door.

INSERT - LOCKER DOOR

There’s a picture of Wandell, his mother, and Omar smiling at 
Wandell’s Police Academy Graduation.

BACK TO SCENE

Wandell closes his locker.

CHIEF BRADLEY’S OFFICE

CHIEF BRADLEY a tall well-aged but hardened silver fox sits 
pensively at his desk. A KNOCK at the door.

BRADLEY
Come in.

Wandell walks in. 

WANDELL
Thanks for seeing me, Chief.

BRADLEY
What do you need, Thompson?

WANDELL
I wanted to talk to you about  
changing riding partners.

BRADLEY
Not this again, son. Your 
Lieutenant says you’ve already 
spoken about this.

WANDELL
But, Chief? 
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BRADLEY
How long you and Hanson been 
partners?

WANDELL
Five years, sir.

BRADLEY
When Hanson gets back to the force, 
how do you think he’d feel if his 
partner of five years walked out on 
him? 

WANDELL
I understand, sir. It’s just...

Wandell hangs his head.

WANDELL (CONT’D)
The boy that he... Ummm... The boy 
that he shot. Elijah, sir. He was 
like family to me.

BRADLEY
Aren’t we all family, Thompson? 
Aren’t we all brothers in arms?

WANDELL
That goes without --

BRADLEY
-- Look, I understand. But, you 
have to look at it from both 
perspectives. When he comes, try it 
out. And, if it doesn’t feel right, 
we’ll circle back around.

WANDELL
Yes, sir.

BRADLEY
Dismissed.

Wandell turns to exit. Bradley, cuts his eye at Wandell as he 
watches Wandell leave.

MAIN FLOOR

Wandell walks past several OFFICERS sitting behind their 
desks. One slaps Wandell on the shoulder.

OFFICER 1
Hey, Thompson. Check this out.
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The officer points to a large television set. Wandell turns 
to see. 

OFFICER 1 (CONT’D)
And, they wonder why they get shot.

ON THE TV SCREEN

The protestors stand facing off with riot police. The Molotov 
Cocktail soars through the air.

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. COURTHOUSE - SAME TIME

RIOT POLICE
INCOMING!

The MOLOTOV EXPLODES onto a riot shield engulfing it in 
flames.

The officer drops the shield and flails his arm trying to put 
out the flames on his arm. 

Two officers rush to his aid.

Riot officers rush the crowd.

COURTHOUSE STEPS

Amanda moves to a safer vantage further up the steps. Still 
giving report.

AMANDA
It appears the crowd has turned 
violent. C.P.D. is moving in to 
subdue the crowd. 

STREET

Huey retreats away from the violence and watches from a safe 
distance. 

The police line moves in toward the rushing crowd. 

THUMP, THUMP, THUMP. Tear-gas and flash-bang grenades fly 
from the back of the police line. 

Tear gas begins to fill the area. Part of the crowd flees.

Flashes of light fill the haze of tear gas and smoke. 

SCREAMS rings out.
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COUGHING AND GAGGING echo from the chaos. 

A wall of gas masks fall onto the crowd. 

Some protestors vomit from the chemicals. Others fall where 
they stand, unable to cope.

The rest fight. They run full speed into the police officers’ 
riot shields.

Police batons rise and fall on to the protestors. Again. And 
again. 

Fists fly at the police smashing into faces and helmets. 
Landing where ever they can. 

Protestors’ feet smash into the police shields. 

The crowd is no match. But they fight. 

Another flurry of flash bangs and tear gas canisters explode 
into the crowd.

Defeated, the protestors do their best to disperse. 

Most make it away safely. 

Others continue to be beaten into submission, flailing about 
until they’re cuffed. 

EXT. COURTHOUSE - LATER

The remnants of a recent war litter the street outside the 
courthouse. Police wrangle and put the last of the protestors 
in squad cars. 

A few ambulances dot the street. 

Paramedics assess riot officers and protestors. 

An orange mist still lingers from the tear gas outside the 
courthouse. 

Picket signs line the street. 

The police barricade still stands intact.

EXT. FBI HQ - DAY

Omar walks up to the towering federal building and walks 
inside.
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INT. FBI HQ - DAY

MAIN FLOOR

Lopez sits at her desk watching TV.

INSERT - TV.

ON SCREEN:

EXT. COURTROOM - DAY

News cameras and reporters all stand on the courthouse steps, 
perched like vultures circling their next meal. 

The courthouse doors open and Hanson walks out. 

Amanda dashes in from an unseen corner, mic in hand. She 
shoves it into Hanson’s face. 

AMANDA
How does it feel to be exonerated?

HANSON
This trial was about more than me. 
But, I’m glad the justice system 
worked.

AMANDA
What do you have to say to the 
people who may feel differently?

HANSON’S ATTORNEY jumps in.

HANSON’S ATTORNEY
My client has been through enough. 
We empathize with the family’s loss 
but we have no further comments at 
this time. 

The reporters all rush off after Hanson and his attorney. 
They fire question after question. 

OMAR (O.S.)
Like I said, “We know how this 
plays out.”

BACK TO SCENE

Lopez turns off the TV.

Omar stands next to Lopez’s desk.
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She can see the frustration in his eyes. 

She stands up and gives him a hug. 

LOPEZ
I’m sorry, Partner. 

An angry male VOICE calls to them.

VOICE (O.S.)
Lopez. Woods. My office!

INT. AGENT LONG’S OFFICE - DAY

Special Agent in Charge (S.A.C.) LONG, late 50s, a salt and 
peppered bureaucrat stands behind his desk. 

S.A.C. LONG
Sit.

Lopez and Omar oblige. 

OMAR AND LOPEZ
(together)

Sir.

S.A.C. LONG
As you know, we’ve been surveilling 
individuals who may pose a threat 
to local law enforcement agencies.

Lopez and Omar share a look.

LOPEZ
We’re aware.

Long takes a seat and slides a folder to Omar and Lopez.

Lopez opens the folder. Omar leans in to look.

OMAR
She’s a journalist, right? I mean 
she’s a bit radical in her 
thoughts, but she’s not violent.

S.A.C. LONG
Tell it to the officers that had to 
dodge Molotovs this afternoon.

OMAR
Did she throw the Molotov?

Lopez looks at Omar. 
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OMAR (CONT’D)
I just don’t see --

S.A.C. LONG
-- It’s above my pay grade, and 
well above yours.... Is this going 
to be a problem? Woods?

LOPEZ
No, sir. We’re on it.

S.A.C. LONG
Just, bring her in for questioning.

Omar looks at the folder once again.

INSERT - FOLDER

In folder: A photo of Huey in front of the Black Bugle.

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. BLACK BUGLE - DAY

Huey gathers herself before entering the building. 

INT. OMAR’S CAR - DAY

Omar and Lopez sit in his car outside the Black Bugle.

CLICK. CLICK. CLICK.

LOPEZ
Why are you taking photos? We 
already know she works here.

OMAR
Pictures will show you things you 
might miss with the naked eye.

Lopez smirks.

LOPEZ
You know she was protesting 
Hanson’s trial today?

OMAR
Glad we missed it.

LOPEZ
Care to elaborate?
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OMAR
There’s a difference between seeing 
it on the news and being a part of 
it. 

Lopez places her hand on his arm.

She looks worried, but refrains from speaking.

INT. BLACK BUGLE - SAME TIME

JOURNALIST FLOOR

Huey walks past a group of staffers as they lean out of their 
individual cubicle spaces. 

They all begin to cheer and clap. 

Huey smiles. She stops at her desk and begins to sit. 

She stops suddenly and looks at them. Her demeanor much more 
serious.

Huey stands up straight and motions for them to be quite.

HUEY
We lost today.... As activists, as 
a community, as a people.... 
Justice was not served. Don’t clap. 
Try harder.

Dejected and robbed of their spirit, the group meanders off 
to their desks.

Huey pulls out her phone and begins to text.

INSERT - PHONE 

On screen: 

Huey: “We need to talk.”

Jason: “OK. 7 PM. Usual place.”

BACK TO SCENE

Huey begins to TYPE on her computer. 

EXT. BLACK BUGLE - NIGHT

Huey walks out of the Black Bugle and walks off down the 
street. 
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INT. OMAR'S CAR - SAME TIME

LOPEZ
I got it. 

Lopez gets out of the car. 

She crosses the street and begins to follow Huey.

INT. MUSEUM - NIGHT

JASON, 27, a muscular dark-skinned African American male 
stands in front of a black and white painting. 

He’s surrounded by Afrocentric art pieces. 

He stands silent in admiration. Intense. 

HUEY (O.S.)
I really like that piece.

JASON
It’d look better hanging in your 
place.

Huey steps next to Jason. Their bodies slightly pressed 
together. 

HUEY
Was it you?

JASON
Was what me?

HUEY
Don’t...

She turns to face him. He drops his head.

HUEY (CONT’D)
The Molotov. Was it you?

He takes her hand.

Reluctantly.

JASON
Yea. Yea, it was me.

She pulls her hands away. Huey stirs in place.
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HUEY
Goddamn it, Jason. I told you... A 
peaceful protest.

JASON
It was peaceful... Until those 
crackas in the courthouse spit on 
that little boy’s grave.

HUEY
It wasn’t your decision. I 
organized the protest. It’s my name 
in the paper.

JASON
Since when are you afraid of 
risking your freedom?

HUEY
Don’t come at me with that 
bullshit. If we lose our 
credibility, we’ll just be 
classified as another group of 
angry, black, niggas.

Jason gives in. He rubs his bald head searching for the 
words. 

JASON
I’m sorry. Sometimes, it feels like 
violence is the only way.

HUEY
Violence begets violence “Jay.” 

Jason walks to another painting in the display. 

JASON
We already dying, Huey. We ain’t 
got any cheeks left to turn. 

Huey steps in close to Jason. Her hand on his chest.

Lopez lingers nearby, just out of earshot. She candidly takes 
pictures of the pair with her cellphone. 

HUEY
If it comes to that, so be it....
Let’s not force it.... OK?

Jason and Huey share a brief kiss and part ways. Huey looks 
back over her shoulder.

19.



HUEY (CONT’D)
Wait a few minutes, then leave.

EXT. MUSEUM - NIGHT

Lopez exits the museum and nods toward the door.

INT. OMAR'S CAR - NIGHT

Omar sits across the street watching the museum. 

Huey exits after Lopez. Click. Click. More photos.

Jason walks out after Huey.

Click. Click. Click.

Lopez hops into the car.

OMAR
So, is she a terrorist?

Lopez grins. She pulls out her phone. 

LOPEZ
I couldn’t hear them, but this guy 
looks familiar.

OMAR
Yea, he does. Can’t place him 
though. Let’s see what Ms. Greene 
has to say about it.

They pull off. 

EXT. HUEY’S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Omar and Lopez park in front of the house. It’s surrounded by 
equally low income homes. The yards are more dirt than grass. 

Several cars sit in the driveway. 

LOPEZ
Last known address.

Lopez and Omar walk into the front yard. Omar knocks.

Nothing. 

Again, Omar knocks.
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OMAR
Go check around back.

Lopez jogs off.

Just then, the door cracks open. Nana an elderly black woman, 
in a tattered night gown answers.

NANA
Can I help you?

OMAR
I’m looking for Huey Greene. I 
wanted to ask her some questions.

NANA
And, you are?

OMAR
I’m with the F.B.I., Ma’am.

Omar shows his badge and ID. Nana looks back into the house.

NANA
I’m sorry. She’s not here at the 
moment.

HUEY (O.S.)
Nana, its alright.

The door opens wider. 

Huey steps into view behind Nana. Nana glares at Omar as 
Lopez walks back up to the front porch.

Huey steps outside.

OMAR
Ms. Greene, we’d like to ask you a 
few questions. I need you to come 
with us. 

Nana gently grabs Huey by the arm.

NANA
Huey, baby? What’s going on?

OMAR
Its OK, ma’am. She’s just helping 
us with an investigation.

Huey turns and nods reassuringly to Nana.

Omar and Lopez lead Huey to their car. 
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END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. FBI HQ - NIGHT

INTERROGATION ROOM

Huey sits behind a large steel table. 

She’s slouched down in her chair. Completely relaxed.

The door SQUEAKS open.

Omar enters and shuts the door.

He paces for a bit before leaning up against a wall.

OMAR
Ms. Greene, this shouldn’t take too 
long.  

HUEY
Huey.

OMAR
OK. Huey, are you aware we’ve been 
surveilling you?

Huey scoffs. She sits up straight and sizes Omar.

She rests on the table. Unaffected by the news.

HUEY
After that Black Identity Extremist 
B.S. leaked, we all figured we were 
on some sort of watch list.

OMAR
We?

HUEY
Any conscious brother or sister 
that speaks out against this system 
of oppression. 

Omar paces. Huffs. 

After a moment of silence, he pulls out a chair and sits.

OMAR
Who was the guy you were with 
tonight?
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Huey leans back in her chair. Almost challenging Omar.

HUEY
I can’t believe you.

Omar leans in. 

OMAR
I’m sorry. You know me?

HUEY
We were out there protesting for 
you! 

Omar scoots in closer. Amused.

OMAR
For me?

HUEY
For you. For Elijah. For everyone 
murdered by these fucking pigs.

OMAR
That include attacking police 
officers?

HUEY
You think I’d be dumb enough to 
stick around had I done something 
like that?

Omar sits back. Relaxed.

OMAR
Look, we know you didn’t throw the 
Molotov. Just tell us who did. Was 
it the guy you went to go see 
tonight?

HUEY
I organized a peaceful protest. 
Someone got upset and did something 
stupid. I can’t control the entire 
crowd. That cop ain’t the only one 
that got hurt today. 

Omar stands up to leave.

HUEY (CONT’D)
It should’ve been you throwing that 
Molotov.
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He moves toward the door. Obviously bothered by what she 
said.

OMAR
We’re done here.

Huey’s face and posture relax.

HUEY
Agent Woods.

OMAR
Yea.

Huey looks down apologetically. She’s visibly hurt. 

HUEY
Sorry... About your little boy.

Omar closes the door. 

INT. FBI HQ - LATER

FRONT DESK

Huey checks out. 

Lopez and Omar watch as she walks off. 

LOPEZ
So we’re just letting her go?

Omar exhales, exasperated.

OMAR
Nothing to hold her on. We’ll look 
into the guy in the photographs 
tomorrow.

INT. OMAR'S CAR - NIGHT

Omar and Lopez pull up to Lopez’s house. Omar sits pensive in 
the driver’s seat.

LOPEZ
You alright?

OMAR
You know, for a moment... I 
actually agreed with her.
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LOPEZ
What did she say?

Omar hesitates. His eyes drop.

OMAR
It should’ve been me throwing the 
Molotov.

Lopez laughs.

LOPEZ
C’mon. You can’t actually believe 
that.

Omar gazes out the side window.

OMAR
Sometimes I don’t know what to 
believe, Kati. Can’t believe 
Elijah’s gone. That Hanson got off. 

Omar struggles to find his words.

OMAR (CONT’D)
That I’m part of the system that 
got Hanson off.

LOPEZ
Hey. Don’t talk like that.

OMAR
Yea, tell that to Serena.

Lopez puts her hand on his shoulder. 

LOPEZ
It’ll pass. Just give it time.

Lopez exits the car and walks off.

LOPEZ (CONT’D)
See you tomorrow.

FADE IN:

INT. PARENT SUPPORT GROUP - NIGHT

KELLY, 46, Caucasian, petite but exuding an aura of authority 
and poise sits crossed-legged in a fold out chair.

Several other seats are positioned around her placing her at 
the head of a circle. 
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One by one people walk in and fill the chairs. 

KELLY
Welcome, everyone. Thank you for 
being a part of the healing 
tonight. Some of you have been here 
longer than others. So, let’s try 
to give the floor to our newer 
guests tonight.

Omar walks in. 

He moves slowly and hesitantly to an open chair. 

KELLY (CONT’D)
Welcome. We’re glad you decided to 
join us tonight.

She motions to a chair.

KELLY (CONT’D)
Please, take a seat.

Omar hesitates for a moment then sits down. He fidgets 
uncomfortably in the chair. 

KELLY (CONT’D)
So, who has something they want to 
share with us tonight?

Joseph, 55, a slightly overweight Caucasian male waves his 
hand eagerly, at the same time wiping tears from his face.

KELLY (CONT’D)
Go ahead, Joseph.

JOSEPH
I know you said, “Give the floor to 
newer guests.” But, I had a 
breakthrough over the weekend I’d 
like to share. 

KELLY
That’s great, Joseph. What 
happened?

JOSEPH
Since Timothy died, I haven’t been 
able to sleep in my own bed, to let 
go of any of his belongings... Or, 
forgive that drunk asshole that 
took my little boy. 
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KELLY
Joseph, what happened?

Joseph gathers himself.

JOSEPH
I sat in his bedroom for a while. 
Then, I laid in his bed. And, I 
cried. Cried until there were no 
more tears. 

Joseph sits up, empowered. He smiles. 

KELLY
That’s great to hear, Joseph. Is 
that all? 

JOSEPH
I slept with my wife in my own bed 
for the first time since we lost 
‘im.

The group smiles and a few people clap softly. 

KELLY
Thank you for sharing, Joseph. 

Kelly turns to Omar.

KELLY (CONT’D)
Omar? 

Omar looks up. His eyes sad.

OMAR
Yea?

KELLY
Would you like to share?

He fixes his posture and grabs his face. Trying to calm his 
nerves. 

OMAR
I... I ummm...

JOSEPH
Just tell us how you feel about it. 
We already know what happened.

The group members begin to clamor.
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GROUP MEMBER (O.S.)
What happened? I don’t know what 
happened.

JOSEPH
Don’t any of you people watch the 
news?

KELLY
Joseph, that’s enough.... In his 
own time. 

OMAR
It’s alright. 

Omar exhales heavily. He rests his face in his hands.

OMAR (CONT’D)
I’m Omar Woods. I lost my son about 
a month ago. 

Omar fights back tears.

OMAR (CONT’D)
He was only 14 years old. 

(shakily)
He was playing in the park with a 
friend.

Omar’s breathing becomes unsteady.

BEGIN FLASHBACK

EXT. PUBLIC PARK - DAY

A clear blue sky looks down on a pristine lawn and a field of 
swings and playground equipment. The pavilion and buildings 
provide perfect cover for...

ELIJAH, 14, hides behind a pillar. He peeks around the large 
structure. His face full of fear. He scans back and forth. 

Suddenly, he perks up. Looks left. Elijah takes off running 
after a laughing KEVEN, 15.

ELIJAH
Gotcha now!

Keven is at full sprint, the two boys play cat and mouse. 
Neither one gaining an advantage. 

Keven trips. 
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ELIJAH
Stay down!

KEVEN
Fuck you! I ain’t saying shit!

Elijah pretends to hit Keven. The two continue to play fight. 
After a quick exchange, Keven bolts.

PAVILLION

Keven runs back to the pavilion and takes a seat. Winded. 

KEVEN (CONT’D)
Wait, time-out. 

(gasping for air) 
Water break.

Elijah contorts his face, plastered with doubt. Elijah pulls 
out a silver pistol with a black grip. He shoves it into 
Keven’s chest.

ELIJAH
Water my ass. You think I’m dumb?

KEVEN
I’m serious.

ELIJAH
OK. Time-out?

KEVEN
Time-out.

Elijah and Keven sit back at the picnic table under the 
pavilion, relaxing.

SQUAD CAR

Hanson and Wandell pull up and stop. Hanson looks at Wandell.

HANSON
You’re up, super cop.

Wandell shrugs off Hanson’s remarks and steps out of the 
squad car. He approaches the two kids.

Hanson grabs the radio.

HANSON (CONT’D)
(into the walkie)

 562 on scene.

30.



DISPATCH (V.O.)
10-4

PAVILION

Elijah and Keven see Wandell approaching.

Wandell recognizes Elijah and quickens his steps. 

WANDELL
Elijah, your mom know you here?

ELIJAH
No school today.

WANDELL
I know. We got a weird call. Get 
over here.

Wandell opens his arms. Elijah steps forward to dap Wandell.

SQUAD CAR

Hanson watches the exchange and catches a glimpse of Elijah’s 
pistol. He leaps from his seat. 

HANSON
GUN! GUN! GUN!

PAVILION

Elijah and Wandell freeze, Puzzled. They look over at Hanson. 
Gun drawn. Focused. 

HANSON (CONT’D)
Don’t move. Put your hands where I 
can see them!

Wandell faces Hanson.

WANDELL
Gun? What are you talking about?

HANSON
Show me your hands!

Elijah’s face is frozen. Confused. Then a smile creeps to his 
face. Elijah reaches for the pistol.

ELIJAH
It’s fake.

Hanson tenses. ONE. TWO. THREE. FOUR. FIVE. GUN SHOTS RING 
OUT.
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Wandell’s eyes go wide. He reaches out for Elijah. A look of 
terror frozen on his face.  

END FLASHBACK

Omar sits in his chair sad. Tearful. Hopeless.

Kelly and the group sit silent. They all look around, 
puzzled.

Omar gathers himself and sits upright.

KELLY
Thank you for sharing, Omar. 

OMAR
When does it go away?

KELLY
Omar?

Kelly leans in inquisitively.

KELLY (CONT’D)
When does what go away? Pain? 
Sadness?

OMAR
Regret.

Omar looks up. Calm. Resolute.

OMAR (CONT’D)
Anger.

Various GROUP MEMBERS whisper to each other.

GROUP MEMBERS
That’s the guy. The trial that’s 
been on TV.

Omar gets up and starts to walk out of the session.

KELLY
Omar! Omar...

Omar kicks a chair and attacks the door on his way out 
forcing his way through.

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

INT. OMAR'S HOUSE - DAY 

OMAR & SERENA’S BEDROOM 

Serena lies in bed. Warm sunlight fills the room. 

A picture of Elijah, Serena, and Omar sits on the night-
stand. 

Serena picks it up and stares for a moment. She wipes a tear 
from her eye before carefully setting it back down. 

She collects herself and stands.

ELIJAH’S BEDROOM

Omar lies in Elijah’s bed. He looks around the room. Elijah’s 
trophies and awards litter the walls and furniture.  

Omar sits up and prepares himself to face the day.

KITCHEN

James stands at the stove cooking breakfast. 

A KNOCK at the front door. 

James walks over and answers.

Wandell stands outside in his police uniform. 

JAMES
You must be crazy coming around 
here with that thing on.

WANDELL
Just wanted to check on you guys 
after yesterday. 

JAMES
You hungry?

Wandell walks in and follows James to the kitchen.

Omar and Serena come downstairs.

OMAR
Smells good in here, dad.
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WANDELL
That’s just me.

Omar looks at Wandell. He sneers at the sight of the uniform.

OMAR
You still partners with Hanson?

WANDELL
He’s still suspended with pay. But 
yea, I'll be riding with him when 
he gets back.

James hands Wandell a plate of food.

Omar walks over and takes the plate from him. Wandell sits 
back, dejected.

Serena carries Wandell another plate. She smiles and touches 
his hand to reassure him.

Wandell looks up and smiles.

James looks on amused.

OMAR
After everything that’s happened, 
you’re going to ride with that 
piece of shit?

WANDELL
Omar, I--

OMAR
--Elijah was like a brother to you.

WANDELL
Yea, he was. And, I was there. I 
was there, Omar. I saw it, I 
watched my little brother die.... I 
held ‘em.

Omar swallows his words. His anger fades to remorse. 

OMAR
Dell... Look --

WANDELL
-- I tried, Omar... I tried.

Wandell turns away. Immediately spins back around. Angry.
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WANDELL (CONT’D)
I tried!  To save Elijah. To change 
partners. To do what I thought was 
right. 

Omar gets up and walks over to Wandell. 

WANDELL (CONT’D)
Ain’t that what you taught me?

Omar takes hold of Wandell and strongly embraces him.

WANDELL (CONT’D)
I’m sorry... I’m sorry couldn’t 
save him. 

OMAR
Don’t. That’s my bad. 

JAMES
Omar, let that boy do his job. He 
ain’t got much choice. Trust me. 
I’ve worn the uniform. Put that  
damned thing on everyday for over 
20 years. I can tell you. He hates 
the situation just as much as you 
do.

Serena clears her throat.

SERENA
How about we eat before the food 
gets cold. Least we can do is keep 
what’s left of this family healthy.

Omar and Wandell embrace a moment longer. They all look on at 
Serena. She’s sad but trying to hold it together. 

They all sit down at the kitchen table to eat. 

No one speaks. They only glance at one another.  

James still looks on amused his face content.

INT. FBI HQ - DAY

LOPEZ’S DESK

Omar walks in. Lopez stands and greets Omar with a smile.

LOPEZ
Still feel like throwing a Molotov?
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OMAR
Nothing a family breakfast can’t 
fix.

LOPEZ
What, no invite for me?

Omar sits down on her desk.

OMAR
Next time.

LOPEZ
Mmm hmm. I found our guy.

OMAR
What we got?

LOPEZ
Jason Richards. Thirty-five years 
old. Chicago native. Get this... He 
was arrested for a possession 
charge, but was later released 
after the cop was found guilty of 
planting evidence.

OMAR
That would make me hate cops.

LOPEZ
Since then, he’s become a prominent 
activist for Black Nationalism. 
He’s been on local law enforcements 
radar ever since.

OMAR
Last known?

Lopez holds up a sheet of paper.

INT. OMAR'S CAR - DAY 

Omar and Lopez drive to Jason’s last known address.

LOPEZ
You know you can talk to me right?

OMAR
We talk everyday.

Lopez shakes her head.
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LOPEZ
Right.

OMAR
I know you got my back. And, I got 
yours.

The car pulls to a stop. Omar motions to exit the car.

LOPEZ
Just don’t spiral on me. 

Omar gets out and closes the car door. He leans in through 
the window.

OMAR
I’m dealing with it.

LOPEZ
Oh, is that what you call this?

EXT. JASON’S HOUSE - DAY

Omar and Lopez approach the home. Lopez knocks. No answer.

Lopez knocks again. No answer. 

They turn to leave.

As they approach the car, something catches Lopez’s eye.

She looks on down the alley and sees Jason running.

LOPEZ
Son of a bitch.

Lopez takes off down the alley.

OMAR
Lopez, hold up. 

Omar takes off after Lopez. Jason runs through alley after 
alley jumping over debris. 

LOPEZ
Stop, F.B.I.!

Lopez is close on his tail. He turns. She turns. He jumps a 
fence; she flies over it. 

LOPEZ (CONT’D)
Stop... Jason!
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Omar runs behind them, following the sounds of Lopez’s 
yelling.

Jason makes a sharp left and disappears down another alley.

Lopez turns. No so sign of Jason.

LOPEZ (CONT’D)
Dammit!

She turns, looking for a clue to where he could have gone. 

Out of nowhere, a 2x4 slams into her head. 

She drops. 

EXT. ALLEY - MOMENTS LATER

Omar runs into the alley. Lopez lies on the ground like the 
stencil for a chalk outline. 

Blood trickles from her head. 

OMAR
Lopez... Lopez!

Omar takes out his phone. Punches a few numbers.

OMAR (CONT’D)
This is Agent Woods. I need an 
ambulance to this phone’s location. 

Omar cradles Lopez in his lap.

OMAR (CONT’D)
Hold on Kati. Help is coming.

INT. HOSPITAL - LATER

Lopez lies in an emergency room bed. Her head bandaged. 

Monitors beep all around her. Omar sits at her bedside.

Lopez’s eyes blink open. She looks around, confused.

LOPEZ
Did I get him?

OMAR
More like he got you. 
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LOPEZ
Don’t make me laugh.

OMAR
Should’ve waited for me.

LOPEZ
(smiling)

Not all about you, Woods.

Omar holds her hand. 

Serena walks in wearing a doctor’s smock. A stethoscope 
dangles from her coat pocket.

SERENA
Looks like someone is feeling 
better.

OMAR
Thanks for looking after her, babe. 

SERENA
Of course. How we doing, Kati?

LOPEZ
Stuffing still in there?

Serena and Lopez smile.

SERENA
Stuffing is still in there. Just a 
mild concussion. 

OMAR
I’m going to go pay Ms. Greene a 
visit.

LOPEZ
Be careful.

Omar gives Serena a kiss on his way out.

EXT. HUEY'S HOUSE - DAY

Omar knocks on Huey’s door. He looks around the side of the 
house. Nothing.

He knocks again. 

No answer.
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INT. BLACK BUGLE - DAY

MAIN FLOOR

Omar enters the Black Bugle. The office is quite. Only a few 
journalists occupy their cubicle. He looks around, trying to 
find Huey. 

Some of the staff recognize Omar and whisper among 
themselves.

OMAR
I’m looking for Huey Greene. Anyone 
know where I can find her?

MARK approaches. He’s tall and wiry.

MARK
Who might you be?

Omar flashes his badge and ID.

MARK (CONT’D)
Oh. Uhh... She didn’t come in 
today.

OMAR
When was the last time you heard 
form her?

MARK
Yesterday. I believe she came in 
late in the afternoon. She stayed 
for a while then headed out. 

OMAR
You haven’t heard from her since?

MARK
No, I’m sorry.

OMAR
Any idea where she might be?

EDITOR
Your guess is as good as mine 
officer.

OMAR
Thanks, OK. Well, if you hear from 
her tell her to give me a call.

EDITOR
Sure.
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Omar hands him a card and walks off. The editor watches Omar 
as he leaves the building.

The Editor scurries into his office.

EDITOR’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

The editor takes out his cellphone and begins to punch 
numbers nervously. 

EXT. ROOFTOP - SAME TIME 

Huey stands on a rooftop overlooking the Chicago skyline. Her 
phone rings. Jason sits on the roofs edge behind her.

INTERCUT - PHONE CONVERSATION

HUEY
Mark? Hey, what’s up?

MARK
What the hell is going on, Huey?

HUEY
What are you talking about?

MARK
Why is there an F.B.I. Agent 
looking for you?

HUEY
What... What did he say?

MARK
Doesn’t seem like news to you. 
What’s going on?

HUEY
Mark! What did he say?

MARK
He wanted to know where you were 
and if you’d been in today. He left 
his card. 

HUEY
What was his name?

MARK
Omar. Omar Woods. 

HUEY
What did you tell him?
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MARK
I told him you hadn’t been in 
today. Huey...?

HUEY
Thanks Mark. Text me if hear from 
him again, OK.

MARK
Ok. But, Huey?

EXT. ROOFTOP - DAY

Huey puts her cellphone away. Throws her hands up and walks 
over to Jason.

Jason sits pensively looking over the skyline.

JASON
You good?

HUEY
Nah. Nah, I’m not good “Jay.” You 
just don’t learn. 

JASON
What did I do now?

HUEY
Don’t play.

JASON
What was I supposed to do? These 
crooked as cops already planted 
evidence and arrested me once. You 
think I’m gonna let that shit 
happen again?

HUEY
They were F.B.I. 

JASON
AND?

HUEY
They don’t have shit on you. They 
brought me in too, but they let me 
go. Now, they probably looking for 
me to get to yo ass.
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JASON
I’m tired of this passive bullshit. 
Protesting and marching ain’t 
getting us no where. 

HUEY
Ok, what then? Huh?

JASON
They only understand violence. Life 
and blood. They always get off. I 
say. We take two of theirs for 
every one of ours.

Huey stews in place. 

HUEY
What does that do besides make us 
even more of a target?

JASON
We’re targets regardless. 

HUEY
One Molotov ain’t shit. And, look 
what happened to the protestors.  

JASON
There’s always a cost to war, Huey.

HUEY
This ain’t Afghanistan “Jay.” These 
ain’t soldiers. You ain’t in 
uniform no more. These are 
families. Kids! And you wasn’t the 
one bleeding or getting beat in the 
street. 

Jason glares at Huey. His face softens as his resolve 
deteriorates.

JASON
You’re right.

HUEY
Yea, whatever. Let’s get out of 
here.

INT. OMAR'S CAR - LATER

Omar sits patiently in the driver seat watching the alley 
leading to Huey’s house. 
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EXT. HUEY'S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

ALLEY

Jason and Huey walk up toward Huey’s house. 

STREET

Omar sees the pair and exits his car. He circles around the 
house.

OMAR
Jason! Don’t move!

Jason bolts back down the alley. 

Omar runs after him.

EXT. ALLEY - DAY

Omar and Jason dash through an alley full sprint. He tackles 
Jason into a pile of rubble. It’s a bad landing.

Jason manages to escape. Omar struggles to get up.

He gives chase again. Jason jumps a nearby wooden fence. He 
lands hard and tumbles forward.  

Omar follows him over. Omar chases him into the front yard 
and tackles him once again.

EXT. SMALL HOUSE - DAY

FRONT YARD

Omar sits on top of Jason’s chest.

Jason tries to get free. Omar hammers Jason in the face with 
a closed fist. 

Jason puts his hands up trying to defend himself. Omar 
continues to rain down punches. 

STREET

A squad car drives by. Police siren CHIRPS.

The squad car swings back in front of the house. The 
passenger window rolls down. Wandell sits in the driver seat 
and leans forward, squinting. 

Omar continues to pummel Jason. 
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WANDELL (O.S.)
Omar.

Omar doesn’t hear him.

WANDELL (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Agent Woods.

Still no response.

Wandell runs over and restrains Omar. Omar struggles to get 
free. 

WANDELL (CONT’D)
Hey! Let ‘im go. It’s not worth it. 

Omar settles down snatching himself from Wandell’s arms. 

OMAR
I’m good.... I’m good. 

Wandell looks on at Omar then Jason. 

Jason lies on the ground, bloodied and battered, writhing in 
pain.

Omar rushes back over to Jason grabbing him around his 
collar. Wandell is right behind him. 

He snatches Omar back once again. 

WANDELL
Cut the shit, Omar! He’ll ride with 
me. 

Omar pushes Wandell back. Checking his shoulder. 

Wandell stands unaffected. They stare one another down for a 
moment.

OMAR
Fine, meet me at HQ?

INT. S.A.C. LONG’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Long knocks the contents of his desk against the wall then 
paces trying to restrain himself. 

Omar looks on, unaffected.

Long fails. 
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S.A.C. LONG
Goddamnit, Woods. You didn’t even 
identify yourself as an agent. 

OMAR
He put Lopez in the hospital.

S.A.C. LONG
Do you see him hit her?

OMAR
Not exactly--

S.A.C. LONG
This guy’s lawyer is already balls 
deep in law enforcement’s ass. Do 
you have any idea how this looks? 

OMAR
PR isn’t really my area, sir. 

S.A.C. LONG
You think this is funny? We’re 
going to have to drop the charges 
and let this FUCK go, thanks to 
you.

OMAR
Sir!

S.A.C. LONG
You’re off the case. 

OMAR
This is bullshit. He fucking did 
it!

S.A.C. LONG
Be happy I didn’t suspend your ass. 
Go! Before, I change my mind.

OMAR
Sir. But, Kati?

S.A.C. LONG
Should’ve thought of her before you 
lost your shit. Go. Take some time. 
You’ve been through a lot. No one 
even knows why you’re here. 

OMAR
Neither do I. Sir.

Omar storms out. 
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INT. OMAR'S HOUSE - NIGHT

James sit in the living room watching TV. 

Omar sits on the couch next to his father.

JAMES
Hell of a week.

Omar sinks into the couch.

JAMES (CONT’D)
Serena told me about the 
investigation.

OMAR
Just make sure it stays in the 
house. 

JAMES
F.B.I. ain’t got no business 
bothering these kids trying to make 
a change. Like Hoover and the Black 
Panthers all over again.

OMAR
I never said I agreed with it.

JAMES
The system let you down. Now, you 
helping them do the same thing to 
these kids.

Omar leans forward. Visibly frustrated.

OMAR
So, what? Should I leave the 
bureau?

James sits up.

JAMES
Omar, you’re in a better position 
than any of us....

James gets up and begins to walk around the sofa.

JAMES (CONT’D)
 I know one thing.

OMAR
What’s that?
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JAMES
If that cop had done that to my 
little boy, he’d be worried about a 
lot more than going to jail. 

James pats Omar on the shoulder and walks away.

JAMES (CONT’D)
G’night, son.

OMAR
Night dad.

Omar sits back into the couch. Confused. Looks back watching 
his dad. A look of respect and admiration covers Omar’s face.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - NIGHT

MAN IN BLACK, wearing a sweatsuit jogs casually down the 
sidewalk. Lush lawns and high shrubs blur past as he runs.

One by one the street lights flash over him.

His steps begin to quicken. 

Suddenly, he shifts directions. He takes off full-sprint.

HE’S FAST! 

His breathing is heavy but calm and well paced. Smooth. 

He leaps over a fence into a large backyard.

EXT. HANSON’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

The man sits perched outside an upstairs window. Face down, 
he rolls down his beanie over his face. It unravels into a 
face mask as he unrolls it.

He peers through the window and surveys the room.

His gloved hands lift the window open. 

He climbs inside.

INT. HANSON’S HOUSE - NIGHT

BEDROOM

The man closes the window and looks around the room. He moves 
towards the closet. He opens it. 
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Nothing there. Just women’s clothing. 

He enters the closet, leaving the door cracked just enough to 
peer out. 

The room is silent. The ajar closet door, barely noticeable 
from the outside. 

An alarm clock sitting on a nearby night-stand reads “8:30”

EXT. HANSON'S HOUSE - NIGHT

A police car pulls into the driveway. Hanson gets out of the 
car and grabs a duffle bag from the trunk.

The garage door opens. He enters.

INT. HANSON'S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

BEDROOM

Hanson walks into the bedroom. Drops his duffle bag to the 
floor.

CLOSET

The man in black watches Hanson takes off his badge and set 
it on the nightstand along with his service pistol.

The clock on the night stand reads “11:00”

BEDROOM

Hanson begins to take off his uniform. He walks into the 
bathroom. FAUCET TURNS. SHOWER RUNS.

Hanson’s phone RINGS. He answers. 

HANSON
Hey baby.

He walks out of the bathroom.

HANSON (CONT’D)
Yea, I just got in...

He looks down. The color drains from his face. 

Insert - NIGHT STAND

The gun is missing.
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HANSON (CONT’D)
I love you, too.

He hangs up the phone.

Hanson’s service pistol is pressed against his head. 

MAN IN BLACK
Turn.

Hanson turns. Eyes wide. His face riddled with fear.

The gun barrel jabs Hanson’s forehead. 

He quivers and moves back slowly.

HANSON
C’mon, Man. You don’t want to kill 
a cop.

The man in black reaches for his mask with his free hand and 
snatches it off.

Hanson’s face grows sad. 

Omar stands in front of Hanson. Face to face with his son’s 
killer.

Hanson begins to cry softly.

HANSON (CONT’D)
I’m sorry. 

He begins to sob.

HANSON (CONT’D)
I’m so sorry.

BANG!

The muzzle flashes and lights up the room.

Hanson’s body THUDS to the floor. 

His face lies in a pool of his own blood. Eyes open. 

The man in black retreats back out of the window. 

The window CLAPS shut.

END OF ACT FOUR
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EPILOGUE

FADE IN:

INT. HANSON'S HOUSE - DAY

LIVING ROOM

Hanson’s wife ANGELA, 27, petite Caucasian in nurse’s scrubs 
walks into the house. 

She makes her way upstairs. Disrobing as she approaches.

BEDROOM

ANGELA
Matt, you up?

Angela walks into the bedroom. She drops to her knees. Heart 
broken. Terrified. Hopeless. 

A BLOOD CURDLING CRY fills the room.

INT. HANSON'S HOUSE - LATER

BEDROOM

Hanson lies dead on the floor. His face slightly discolored 
from blood pooling.

Police fill the bedroom. Crime scene analysts work diligently 
to find and mark evidence in the room.

S.A.C. Long walks into the bedroom and begins to survey the 
room.

INT. HOSPITAL - DAY

Omar walks into Lopez’s hospital room to visit. Hanson’s 
death is on the TV. 

She looks at Omar, sizing him up.

LOPEZ
Have you heard?

OMAR
I’m lost?

Lopez motions toward the TV.
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Omar looks back. Dumbfounded.

OMAR (CONT’D)
When?

Lopez looks at Omar inquisitively. 

SERENA
Last night.

INT. FBI HQ - DAY

INTERROGATION ROOM

Omar sits in the interrogation room. 

He’s calm. 

S.A.C. Long walks into the room.

He pulls out a chair and sits. 

He slams a folder on the table. 

One by one he pulls out crime scene photos from the Hanson 
home. He places them in front of Omar.

Omar looks down at the photos then up to Long.

OMAR
Why am I here?

S.A.C. LONG
Your behavior has been... less than 
becoming.

OMAR
It’s been a rough few weeks.

S.A.C. LONG
You had motive.

OMAR
And...

S.A.C. LONG
You had means.

OMAR
Which means?

Omar leans in. Confident.
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S.A.C. LONG
He was killed with his own service 
pistol.

OMAR
So, he committed suicide?

S.A.C. Long stands abruptly.

S.A.C. LONG
Why would a man just acquitted of 
murder charges commit suicide?

OMAR
Guilt... Bad dreams?

S.A.C. LONG
You think this is funny?

OMAR
Pointless, sir... 

Furious. Long takes a seat next to Omar on the table.

S.A.C. LONG
Tell me. How is the death of a 
fellow law enforcement officer 
pointless.

OMAR
With all due respect, he wasn’t 
much of an officer. And, you know 
my background. Not my M.O.

Long goes silent. He gets up and exits the interrogation 
room. 

Omar relaxes into his chair. Proud. Looks into the 
interrogation room camera.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

An abandoned warehouse sits surrounded by run-down factories. 
Desolate and lifeless.

A white pick up truck pulls up and parks in front of a the 
warehouse.  

Jason exits the truck and rolls up the warehouse bay door. 
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INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

Jason sits at a steel table. Three black AR-15s rest on the 
table beside a pistol neatly disassembled laid out on a cloth 
in front of him. 

Jason holds up the barrel of the pistol and looks through it. 

Through the barrel Jason eyes several news clippings. The 
headlines read:

“C.P.D. Officer Acquitted in Shooting of Unarmed Black Teen” 

“C.P.D. Officer Not Guilty” 

“C.P.D. Officer Guilty of Tampering with Evidence Gets No 
Jail Time”

FADE OUT.
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