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FADE IN.

EXT. SALUDA, SC - TRAILER PARK - DAY

Warm autumn sunlight filters through ancient oaks which loom
over a sad, shitty little trailer park.

DEA AGENTS enter the park from every direction, guns drawn.

They move slowly, everybody frosty, every head on a swivel.

STOKES (V.O.)
I used to think that Saluda was a
black hole. One of those unexplained
somethings in the universe whose
sole purpose is to destroy the light
and welcome in the darkness.

The Agents converge on a dilapidated TRAILER.

Everyone takes their place, hyper-alert.

STOKES (V.O.)
Saluda is an obdurate place, where
religion and race never really found
a way to get along. Only thing round
here seems to change is the weather.

Then it’s on.

One Agent arrives with a battering ram. On three - CRASH!

INT. TRAILER - DAY

Agents swarm in, orderly chaos as they sweep the place.

The coast is clear. AGENT DAVIDSON (50s) gives the order to
toss the place. Furniture is ripped to shreds and cabinets
are emptied.

An AGENT opens a closet door. Inside, 50 cases of DIET COKE.

STOKES(V.O.)
A true amalgamation of timeless
Americana.

The agent calls Davidson over. Davidson tears open a box,
pulls out a can and pops the top.

He tips it over and white powder pours out. He smiles,
shakes his head, and laughs.



EXT. MCNEIL HOME - DAY

A two-story home on the outskirts of town. A Mercedes and a
Land Rover in the driveway.

INT. MCNEIL HOME - KITCHEN - DAY

MARK MCNEIL (mid-30s) leans against the counter directly in
front of the coffee pot.

Wiry with a hint of being trendy, Mark easily fits the mold
of a cool seventh grade science teacher who sets things on
fire to demonstrate chemical reactions.

A television on the wall displays the news.

ON SCREEN:

A REPORTER and a series of still photos to go along with his
report.

REPORTER (FILTERED)
A day of sadness in South Carolina
as Stephanie Clendon, wife of
Governor William Clendon, is laid to
rest in her hometown of Saluda. The
Governor released this statement
last night.

The reporter is replaced by GOVERNOR BILL CLENDON (50s),
whose stern face conveys more fortitude than mourning.

CLENDON (FILTERED)
Though I grieve my beloved wife's
passing, I take comfort in my faith,
knowing that Stephanie has finally
found a peace that this world could
not afford her.

Cut back to the Reporter.

REPORTER (FILTERED)
Known for her battle with substance
abuse, Mrs. Clendon had avoided the
public eye after checking herself
out of a drug rehabilitation center
more than a month ago...

Mark sips his coffee, unfazed.

MARK
Logan! Let's roll, buddy!

2.



ABBEY (mid-30s), dressed in funeral black, enters the
kitchen still putting an earring in her ear.

ABBEY
Morning.

Mark barely reacts to her presence. Two strangers bound by
marriage, love all but lost.

MARK
How's Bill holding up?

ABBEY
You know Bill.

She pours herself a cup of coffee, tastes it, frowns.

ABBEY
Are these shoes too showy?

MARK
It's a funeral for a drug addict,
Abbey. I'll bet half of the people
that show up don't even own shoes.

She fails to find the joke amusing and walks over to the
other side of the kitchen to make toast.

ABBEY
If he plays his cards right, the
dead drug addict wife thing could be
huge in his push for the move to
Washington.

MARK
That's one way to overcome tragedy,
you know, by running for Congress.

ABBEY
For Christ's sake, Mark, it’s called
vision. Try having some for once.

LOGAN (O.S.)
Oh my God. No arguing before ten.

Their son, LOGAN (12), a future lady killer, enters.

MARK
We're not arguing.

Mark stands, eyes Abbey with contempt, and walks out.
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LOGAN
Arguing. Gotcha.

Abbey pulls a twenty from her purse and hands it to Logan.

ABBEY
Good luck tonight.

LOGAN
It's a chess tournament, Mom. The
school's covering din--

ABBEY
Buy Vicky something the school
doesn't cover.

LOGAN
I'm pretty sure she thinks I'm a
troll, Mom.

ABBEY
She's in the chess club too, Logan.
You're both trolls.

Mark reenters the kitchen. Abbey walks past without a word.

MARK
We ready?

EXT. FUSSNER HOME - MORNING

Cross a linebacker with a grizzly bear and you’ll end up
with JEREMY FUSSNER (40s), a massive six foot six dude’s
dude who can intimidate or charm with just a smile.

You’d never guess that this good ‘ol boy once ran a cocaine
empire that spanned ten different counties.

He ambles over to a Ford SUV jacked up on thirty-two-inch
mud tires idling in the driveway.

He opens the door and sees --

INT. FORD SUV - DAY

His daughter, VICKY (13), sits shotgun - all smiles.

JEREMY
Miss your bus?

He climbs in.
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VICKY
Nope. Just thought you could drive
me to school today. Maybe stop by
Mary Jo's? Like when I was little?

JEREMY
You're always going to be little to
me.

VICKY
Cuz you're built like Paul Bunyan.

She looks at him with puppy dog eyes.

VICKY
Please, daddy? I'm craving a
honeybun.

A resigned sigh from Jeremy.

JEREMY
One day I'm going to figure out
which of your fingers I’m wrapped
around and cut the damned thing off.

She smiles as he puts the SUV in gear.

JEREMY
You're going to turn into a damned
honeybun.

EXT. MARY JO'S CONVENIENCE STORE - DAY

A grab bag of unsavory junk food, booze, cigs and an inch-
thick coating of yellow smokers plaque inside.

It’s the kind of place where you’d rather shit your pants
than use their disgusting excuse for a toilet.

Jeremy’s SUV pulls up. He glances at the pumps and sees RAUL
ARBOLEDO (30s) filling his shiny black BMW 5 545i.

JEREMY
Go on ahead, baby. I need to say hey
to an old friend.

He slips Vicky some money.

VICKY
You want anything?
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JEREMY
Nah.

They exit the SUV. Vicky bounces inside as Jeremy walks
across the parking lot.

Raul watches Jeremy like a hawk as he approaches.

JEREMY
Yo, Raul.

Raul’s small frame houses an impressive brutality and eyes
that miss nothing.

Jeremy leans down, looks inside Raul’s Beamer.

RUBY DARLING (23) sits shotgun. A smoking hot red head,
excellent arm candy for a macho drug kingpin on the rise.

JEREMY
Hey Ruby.

Ruby glares at him, momentary hatred flashing, a remnant of
some bitter history between them.

Then her eyes soften slightly and she turns away.

Crouched in the back seat is RAYLENE (20) a wretched
bleached blonde with the crumbling teeth and hollow cheeks
of a meth addict nearing the end of her rope.

JEREMY
Raylene. Lookin’ good as always.

RAYLENE
Fuck off, loser!

A smile from Jeremy, then he turns back to Raul.

JEREMY
You get that girl some insurance and
she'll make some dentist real happy.

RAUL
What you want, mano?

Jeremy stands, lowers his voice to a near whisper.

JEREMY
That was Cartel dandruff they pulled
outta that trailer last week. We had
a deal -
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RAUL
Cartel says that deal ain’t no good
no more, homes.

JEREMY
Is that right?

Raul shrugs, coaxes Jeremy to follow him away from the car.

RAUL
We got south of the border problems.

Jeremy stares at Raul. He knows where this is headed.

INT. MARY JO'S CONVENIENCE STORE - DAY

Vicky grabs a honey bun and approaches the counter to pay.

VICKY
Good morning, Miss Mary Jo.

A large woman, MARY JO (60s) puts her cigarette in an
ashtray and rings up the honeybun.

MARY JO
Morning, Miss Fussner. Been a while. 

VICKY
Yes ma'am. Daddy don't seem to want
to bring me by much anymore. Thinks
these honeybuns are making me fat.

They laugh.

From the back of the store walks RUSTY FUSSNER (40s). He’s
six-two, carved from solid iron, but moves with a smooth
confidence that screams ex-military.

As he walks toward Vicky, his eyes never leave Jeremy as he
talks with Raul.

RUSTY
I got that, honeybun.

VICKY
Uncle Rusty!

She runs over and hugs him. Rusty hugs her back, then opens
his wallet and pays Mary Jo for the honey buns.
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VICKY
I thought you were in California.
Daddy's right outside. I know he
would want to see you.

RUSTY
Your daddy doesn’t like surprises,
little darlin'.

VICKY
But I'm sure he wouldn't --

RUSTY
Let's keep this visit our little
secret, okay?

VICKY
But... okay.

EXT. MARY JO'S CONVENIENCE STORE - DAY

Jeremy and Raul's exchange heats up.

RAUL
Ain’t nobody calling you a rat, bro.
But the Cartel, they gonna look at
everybody.

JEREMY
Cartel don’t need to worry about me,
Raul. Saluda’s your town now, I just
live here.

RAUL
Some people talk shit. Other people
listen. That’s all I’m sayin’.

Jeremy glances through the windshield. Ruby’s looking right
at him, expression impossible to read.

JEREMY
I bet they do.

The gas pump stops. Jeremy tears his gaze away from Ruby and
takes a step toward Raul.

Jeremy has 6 inches and a fifty pounds of muscle on Raul - 
and the tough Mexican takes a step backward..

JEREMY
It wasn't me. Got it? Translate that
shit and send it south.
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Raul holds his hands up to calm Jeremy.

RAUL
Peace, bro. I’ll pass it on.

Jeremy offers his hand to Raul. They shake and Jeremy turns
and walks back to the store as Vicky comes out.

JEREMY
You get what you wanted, baby?

She grabs a honeybun from the bag, opens it, and tosses the
wrapper on the ground.

Jeremy picks up the wrapper.

JEREMY
Seriously?

VICKY
Um, it slipped?

Jeremy sighs, then looks at the honeybun.

JEREMY
You get me one?

VICKY
You said you didn't want anything!

He opens the car door for her and lifts her up and in.

As he closes the door, he sees Raul pull away, immediately
replaced by a POLICE CRUISER.

Jeremy pats Vicky’s leg.

JEREMY
Give me two minutes.

She taps her watch, then takes a bite of her honeybun.

CHIEF BRANDON STOKES (40s) steps out of his cruiser. Nearly
as big as Jeremy, the two men look like bears meeting in the
woods.

Chief Stokes carries the weight of defending a town he no
longer believes in like an anchor, every step a burden.

JEREMY
Sup, Doctor Law?
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STOKES
Nothin' good when you come around.

Jeremy grins at Chief Stokes' careful professionalism.

STOKES
And before you ask, the tip that led
to the coke bust was anonymous.

JEREMY
What are you, psychic?

Chief Stokes sees Vicky in the SUV. They share a wave.

STOKES
I know how you feel about your turf.

JEREMY
I’m just bein’ a good dad, making
sure his daughter doesn't grow up
around the same shit that he did.

STOKES
You did your part by retiring, I'll
give you that. You have a good day,
Mr. Fussner.

JEREMY
Hey, Chief. Tell that pretty wife of
yours to call me once in a while.

Jeremy laughs on his way back to the SUV.

INT. MARY JO'S CONVENIENCE STORE - DAY

Rusty hides his face from Chief Stokes as the lawman enters,
watches as Jeremy leaves.

Once the SUV is gone, Rusty slips out unnoticed.

INT. SALUDA MIDDLE SCHOOL - DAY

Logan searches his locker, looking for a pencil.

TAP TAP. A knock on the other side of the locker door.

He closes it and there’s Vicky with a honeybun, all smiles.

VICKY
I got you this for the ride to
Columbia tonight.
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LOGAN
You’re not going?

VICKY
Of course I'm going. I just, you
know, thought you might want a
snack! You like honeybuns, right?

LOGAN
Totally.

A cute sigh of relief from Vicky.

LOGAN
I have like twenty bucks that my mom
gave me, so when we stop, I can...
you know... if you didn't want to
eat what the school's paying for -

VICKY
You're going to buy me dinner?

LOGAN
Not like a date, you know, unless...

Vicky looks around, makes sure the coast is clear, then
plants a quick kiss on Logan’s cheek.

The kiss is a surprise to both of them.

VICKY
Twenty bucks. Wow!

LOGAN
Makes her feel better for never
being around, I guess.

The class bell rings.

VICKY
Hurry up, troll. We're gonna be
late.

They walk off together, not noticing Mark standing in his
classroom listening to their conversation.

INT. GOVERNOR'S MANSION - FOYER - DAY

Mourners mill about. None look particularly bereaved as they
stand among the wreaths of dark flowers and talk politics.
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Abbey stands near an oversized dedication photo of the
deceased, STEPHANIE CLENDON (40s) - the Governor’s pretty
wife who died without the pretty smile shown in the picture.

Abbey gives the picture a glance, then turns her back to it
as she talks on her cell phone.

ABBEY
whispered( )

I'm sorry, Joan, but the man's wife
just passed. We're not going on live
TV to parade his emotions around for
the state to see.

She listens.

ABBEY
Then tell your producer that he
should grow some balls and call me
himself instead of having a news
anchor do his dirty work.

Abbey hangs up with a forceful press, pockets her phone.

INT. GOVERNOR'S MANSION - PARLOR - DAY

Abbey enters and joins GOVERNOR BILL CLENDON (50s) as he and
two good-ole-boy Dixiecrats, GEORGE (40s) and ANDY (60s),
sip bottled beer and eat premium hors d'oeuvres.

Handsome in a JFK sort of way, Governor Clendon exudes pure
confidence and dominates the conversation.

CLENDON
The drug problem is not just a local
issue. When I was Mayor, I drove
every last dealer either to jail or
parts unknown --

ANDY
This isn't small town Saluda, Bill.
We're talking statewide.

Andy gobbles a cocktail weenie, never breaking stride.

ANDY
You've got meth moving in through
Rock Hill, Cartel cocaine being
muled to distributors via migrant
workers, and every redneck with a
plot of land between Beaufort and
Honea Path is suddenly a pot farmer.
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You can't tackle this problem with a
mayoral mindset, Governor.

Governor Clendon gets his steam up.

CLENDON
A firefighter doesn't stand outside
of a burning building waiting for
the rains to come. He gets his ass
in there and fights the fire room by
room, floor by floor. City, State,
Country, ain't no difference.

GEORGE
Is this really what we want to be
talking about right now, fellas?

A few more people trickle into the parlor, overhear the 
Governor's remarks. He notices and it fuels him.

CLENDON
Andy, tell me why I just put my wife
in the ground?

This catches Andy off guard.

ANDY
I didn't mean it like that, Bill.

CLENDON
They pulled my wife out of a
dumpster in Batesburg because she
caught a hot dose from some lowlife
that my predecessor failed to get
off the street.

ANDY
This can't be personal, Governor.

He stands with a sigh, moving around the room and making eye
contact with each person. One by one.

CLENDON
It isn't. Far from it. Today it was
my wife. Tomorrow it could be your
wife, or your children, lured down
dark paths that people pretend don't
exist in this state.

ANDY
A fireman doesn't have the time to
plan each move.
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CLENDON
That's right. He checks the door for
heat and then runs inside and fights
the goddamn blaze using a lifetimes
experience to guide him.

ANDY
I can't say that I agree.

Governor Clendon smiles.

CLENDON
SLED and the DEA just took down over
two million dollars of Cartel
cocaine in Saluda because my team
was inside the building, Andy.
Inside fighting the fire while you
and your disagreement stood outside
playing with your hose.

Abby smirks and Andy smiles.

ANDY
You really do have a way with
metaphors, Bill.

CLENDON
And you have a generous heart, Andy.
The contribution plate is right over
there by the door.

Everyone chuckles.

EXT. SALUDA MIDDLE SCHOOL - PARKING LOT - DAY

Mark runs up as the chess club climbs onto BUS 310.

MARK
Logan!

Mark produces his wallet. Logan holds up a hand.

LOGAN
Dad, it's cool. I -

MARK
Twenty bucks isn't enough for two
these days.

He hands Logan another twenty. Logan smiles and hugs him.
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MARK
Love ya, kid. Go kick some ass.
Check their mates. Check'm hard!

LOGAN
You're such a tard. I love you too.

Vicky opens a window, sticks her head out.

VICKY
Come on, troll!

Logan blushes.

MARK
Was goblin already taken?

Logan hustles on-board and BUS 310 pulls away.

Mark waves until the bus is out of sight...

INT. SPORTS BAR - DAY

Rusty sits at the bar. He swigs a beer and watches a ball
game on the television. His team takes a bad call.

RUSTY
Oh come on!

RAUL (O.S.)
They should have walked him.

Rusty looks over to see Raul pulling up a seat next to him.

RAUL
I'm starting to think maybe it
wasn't your bro, bro.

Rusty looks around. Four or five other MEXICAN MEN eyeball
him maliciously.

RUSTY
I could have told you that much.

RAUL
So why you here watching a fucking
ball game instead of getting out
there and finding out who it was?

Rusty swigs his beer.
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RUSTY
Bitches get fucked, Raul. So stop
being a bitch.

RAUL
Look, I brought you back into --

Rusty huffs and turns to Raul, aggravated.

RUSTY
This is my town, I know these
people. I know the talkers, and how
to get them talking. It's just a
matter of time.

RAUL
You don’t get it, mano. We're almost
out of time. They're going to roll
in here like it’s a fucking warzone.

Rusty shifts around, leans in close.

RUSTY
whisper( )

The Cartel put a fucking chainsaw to
my neck, so I get it. I'll find the
fucking rat. You worry about coming
up with the money to pay back the
front.

Rusty chugs his beer and walks away.

RAUL
Things are in motion, man!

INT. GOVERNOR'S MANSION - KITCHEN - DAY

Governor Clendon sips a beer. His tie off, shirt unbuttoned
two from the collar. Relaxed.

His cell phone rings.

He looks at the caller ID: STEPHANIE. A picture of his late
wife fills the screen.

Confusion crosses his face. He answers.

CLENDON
Hello?
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INT. FUSSNER HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY

Jeremy and his wife, DONNA (30s), a tight package who never
leaves Jeremy’s thoughts, enjoy a spirited roll in the hay.

Donna rocks her body, enjoying what Jeremy has to offer.

JEREMY
Get it, girl. Come on!

She grinds into him and the two climax together.

JEREMY
out of breath( )

Damn, girl.

Donna smirks, slaps his cheek playfully.

DONNA
Bless your heart.

She rolls off of him and stares pensively at the ceiling.

DONNA
Baby, if I tell you something, will
you promise not to get mad?

JEREMY
Oh shit. What?

DONNA
Janey told me that she saw Rusty in
town the other day.

Jeremy sighs, throws his arm over his eyes.

DONNA
You said you wouldn't get mad.

JEREMY
Can't get mad over a dead man.

Another deep sigh, then Jeremy flings the covers off and
walks into the bathroom. Fun time is over.

INT. STOKES' HOUSE - NIGHT

Chief Stokes enters, hangs up his coat and walks to the...

KITCHEN

He grabs a bottle of rum and a glass from the cabinet.
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CRYSTAL (O.S.)
Rum? Must have been quite a day.

His wife, CRYSTAL (30s), pretty as a picture in faded jeans,
a paint splattered smock and bare feet, comes in for a hug.

Stokes pours a glass and takes a gulp.

STOKES
I ran into your idiot brother today.

CRYSTAL
Which one?

STOKES
Jeremy. Why, is Rusty back in town?

She nods, takes his glass and gulps down half his drink.

Stokes take the glass back, sips, his mind somewhere else.

CRYSTAL
I know that look.

STOKES
Timing's a little too convenient.
That drug bust...

She wraps her arms around his neck, kisses him.

CRYSTAL
You're such a cop.

STOKES
Maybe I'll just let him be, see what
Jeremy does to him.

The two of them let that soak in.

STOKES
Does Jeremy even know?

EXT. SALUDA MIDDLE SCHOOL - NIGHT

Cars idle in the rain, parents waiting for their kids.

Mark's Land Rover and Jeremy's SUV among them.
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INT. MARK'S CAR - NIGHT

Mark checks his phone against the clock in his car. Both
read 9:35PM. He looks out at the rain, the other cars.

EXT. JEREMY’S SUV - NIGHT

Jeremy climbs down from his SUV and approaches Mark's car.

JEREMY
Heard anything?

A nervous head shake from Mark.

JEREMY
Donna’s calling the Principal.

MARK
Fred Cord? Good luck. I already
tried Transportation, but their
offices are closed.

The men share silence.

JEREMY
Every time I call Vickie's phone it
goes straight to voicemail.

MARK
They were probably told to turn
their phones off for the match.

Jeremy nods, but neither believe it.

Donna jumps down from the SUV and walks over.

DONNA
Can we get a Principal with a spine
next year?

JEREMY
He sound worried?

DONNA
Who knows? The man’s a fucking
robot. Dickless wonder wouldn’t even
give me the number to the head of
Transportation!

MARK
Settle down, Donna. Let's not hit
the panic button just yet.
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INT. MAIRA HOUSE - NIGHT

DOM MAIRA (60s), the head of Transportation, sits watching a
movie with his wife, GRETCHEN(60s).

The phone rings.

Dom checks the caller ID: Fred Cord.

DOM
Yeah, Fred, what's up?

INT. CORD HOUSE - NIGHT

Principal FRED CORD (40s), paces slowly in his kitchen.

FRED
Sorry for calling so late, Dom. Is
there any way you can get a call out
to bus three-ten?

DOM (FILTERED)
Three-ten's a shorty, right?

FRED
Yeah. It's overdue and I got a lot
filled with anxious parents.

INT. MAIRA HOUSE - NIGHT

Fred gets up, walks toward the kitchen.

DOM
Hold on a second.

Dom fetches a hand-held Motorola from its charging base.

DOM
Saluda three-one-zero short,
Transportation, over.

Silence. He adjusts the volume.

DOM
Saluda three-ten short, come back.

The long pause and the silence from the radio overbearing.

DOM
Saluda three-one-zero short, this is
Dom. Come in, over.
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Nothing.

INT. STOKES' HOUSE - NIGHT

Chief Stokes on his computer. The website he’s visiting has
a huge header that reads: LOS CURADORS CARTEL STRIKES AGAIN!

Pictures display unspeakable horror. Mass shootings, dozens
lay dead. Some without heads.

STOKES
Jesus.

His cell phone rings, startling him.

CALLER ID: STATION

He glances at the clock, then answers.

STOKES
How bad is it?

He listens, face growing serious.

INT. MIDDLE SCHOOL GYM - NIGHT

Nervous families sit in the bleachers, some already weeping.

Jeremy and Donna lean on each other for support. Mark sits
alone, the space next to him empty.

Chief Stokes enters and addresses the crowd.

STOKES
I know how frightening this must be
for y’all.

A few sobs erupt.

STOKES
State Highway Patrol is checking
every route the bus might have
taken, but it may be difficult to
locate them if they’ve taken a wrong
turn. Weather and fog ain't helping.
If we learn anything, my office will
contact you right away. Until then,
it’s probably best if everyone heads
home for the night.
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Chief Stokes waits for a response that never comes. Just
worried eyes with a million silent questions.

INT. FBI STATE OFFICE - DAY

Agent DEANDREA GIBBS (40s) sits at her desk pouring over
casework. African-American, tough as nails, ferocious
intellect. She was born to hunt criminals.

AGENT LENSEY (40) approaches and sits on the corner of her
desk. Gibbs doesn’t bother looking up.

GIBBS
I'm very busy, Lensey, so -

He holds a sheet of paper out before her. She takes it.

LENSEY
Just came down from up above.

She reads.

GIBBS
You contact local PD?

LENSEY
Not yet. Technically, it's barely a
missing persons. Wegman wanted me to
give it to you personally.

GIBBS
And do what with it?

LENSEY
Story like this'll go national for
at least a week. You know Wegman and
positive press.

GIBBS
Positive press my shapely tight ass.
He wants the pretty black girl to go
down there, smile for the cameras,
and give the nice white people at
home the warm and fuzzies about the
Federal Government.

LENSEY
Why's it always about race with you?

GIBBS
Because it is!
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LENSEY
He may be sending you because you're
a woman! Ever think about that?

Gibbs shakes her head as Lensey laughs. She grabs her cell
phone in a huff.

LENSEY
Please tell me you're dialing Wegman
to call him a racist prick and
demand his immediate resignation.

GIBBS
to phone( )

This is Special Agent DeAndrea Gibbs
with the FBI. I'm looking for Chief 
Stokes, please.

LENSEY
You're such a pussy.

Gibbs flips Lensey the bird, then turns back to her
casework.

INT. RUSTY'S APARTMENT - DAY

Showered and dressed, Rusty navigates through his nearly
unfurnished home with his shoes in his hands.

He sits down and smacks the fat, naked ass of LUCY (20s),
who sleeps on the couch.

RUSTY
Go on and get dressed. I'll drop you
off on my way into town.

She picks up a small mirror from the coffee table, rubs her
finger across it and licks it.

LUCY
You got anymore?

RUSTY
Sorry darlin', you just licked the
caboose end of that charity train.

She leans in to kiss him on the neck.

RUSTY
Seriously. Get your shit on.

In a huff, she marches off, picking up clothes as she goes.
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Rusty turns on the TV, flicks through a few local channels.

All of them cover the BUS 310 situation.

He reads the text crawl across the bottom of the screen.

Worried, he grabs his phone and dials.

RUSTY
Crystal, it’s Rusty.

INT. FUSSNER HOME - KITCHEN - DAY

Jeremy sleeps with his head on the kitchen table, TV remote
perched in his hand.

The TV on the wall displays CNN.

ON SCREEN: Anchor TRISH NORGAN (40s) stands in front of a
graphic of a school bus superimposed over the state.

TRISH (FILTERED)
If you're just now joining us, we're
following up on a heartbreaking
story out of South Carolina, where a
bus on an after-school field trip
has been missing for almost eighteen
hours. Our own Regina Machala is
live. Regina.

The screen splits so it displays REGINA (30s) and Trish.

Regina stands in front of the Saluda Police Station.

REGINA (FILTERED)
This story has all of the makings of
a tragedy, Trish, with ten children
and three adults missing.

The camera pans to the main street of Saluda.

REGINA (FILTERED)
The bus was due back from a regional
chess championship at 7pm last night
and -

Click. MUTED.

Jeremy's eyes open. He sits up, finds his cigarette pack
empty, then goes to the -

LIVING ROOM
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Donna sleeps on the couch. An orange pill bottle on the
coffee table.

Jeremy stands and approaches. Kneeling, he touches her arm.

JEREMY
Donna.

She murmurs a sleepy, unintelligible word.

Reaching down, he grabs the bottle of Xanax.

He pops the lid and pulls a pill from the bottle. He stares
at it, looks at his wife, then puts the pill back in the
bottle.

INT. HUDDLE HOUSE RESTAURANT - DAY

Mark sits in a corner booth staring out at the rainy gloom
that's settled in on the town.

A pen and a napkin lay next to his coffee.

On the napkin, two columns: THINKING and PRAYING. Under
each, a dozen or so hash marks, respectively.

An OLD LADY walks by and puts a hand on his shoulder.

OLD LADY
We're prayin' for y'all.

MARK
Thank you.

Once she’s gone, Mark takes the pen and adds another hash to
the napkin under PRAYING.

He rubs the sleep out of his eyes, exhales with a huff, then
holds up his coffee cup until the WAITRESS sees him.

INT. POLICE STATION - STOKES OFFICE - DAY

The rainy morning plunges the room in false night.

Chief dozes in his chair.

A knock on his door startles him awake.

CHIEF STOKES
Come.

25.



The door opens and in walks Agent Gibbs.

GIBBS
Chief Stokes? DeAndrea Gibbs, FBI.
We spoke earlier.

STOKES
Musta’ nodded off. I expected you an
hour ago.

GIBBS
Sorry. Your Mayor is a Chatty Cathy.

A noise catches his ear and he walks to the window.

Outside, CAMERA MEN and REPORTERS fight for turf outside of
the station.

STOKES
What in the hell?

GIBBS
Thanks to CNN, Saluda is now the
center of the media universe. At
least for the next week or so.

STOKES
Great.

GIBBS
The press will stay until we find
the bus or the country loses
interest, whichever comes first.
That’s a good thing, Chief. You’ll
have volunteers pouring in in
droves.

Chief Stokes retreats from the window.

Gibbs takes a seat in the chair by his desk.

GIBBS
I have a small team setting up at
city hall. Just need to know what
ground you've already covered.

STOKES
I have officers coordinating an
expanding search along all roads
between Saluda and Columbia with the
state H-P.
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We’ve petitioned a judge to sign a
request for the last known cell
phone signals for all of the kids
and the driver. Still waiting on
that one.

Gibbs whips out her cell phone, sends a flurry of texts.

GIBBS
Carolina Wireless will expedite the
request. Have you checked friends
and family for priors?

STOKES
Pardon?

GIBBS
Estranged parents, grandparents of
the victims?

STOKES
What?

She texts some more, then glances up at him, incredulous.

GIBBS
You haven't considered foul play?

STOKES
It's crossed my mind, just never set
in, really.

GIBBS
You have the parents of thirteen
children with their minds running
wild as to what could have happened.
Maybe you should tap into that.

STOKES
Ten. Ten children, two teachers, and
the bus driver.

GIBBS
Thanks for the clarification.
Speaking of the bus driver, I'm
assuming the school board runs
background checks on potential
employees?

He exhales, irritated.
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EXT. LAKE MURRAY/MT. WILLING BRIDGE - DAY

A thick, low fog shrouds the surface of the lake. The shore
barely visible.

A small fishing boat glides to a stop near the bridge.

Two old men, JACKSON and LLOYD (60s), dangle lines in the
water while trying to get their bearings.

LLOYD
Careful for that shoreline yonder,
Jack. And mind that bridge.

A BRIDGE, cloaked by the mist, rises twenty feet up from the
water like an ancient monolith.

They drop anchor ten yards from the bridge and cast their
fishing lines.

EXT. MARY JO'S CONVENIENCE STORE - DAY

Jeremy's SUV pulls into a parking spot.

INT. 7-11 - DAY

Jeremy enters and walks to the counter.

JEREMY
Pack of Ports.

The cashier, CLEM (20s) lays the pack on the counter.

Jeremy pulls out his money clip to pay, but then something
catches his eye.

Honeybuns.

He lays his money clip down and reaches for a package.

Thinking for a moment, he grabs another, then another,
piling them in his arms. Some fall to the floor. He picks
them up.

Clem chews his lip, feels for Jeremy.

CLEM
You okay, Jeremy?

Jeremy stares at him.
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EXT. LAKE MURRAY/MT. WILLING BRIDGE - DAY

Jackson reels his line in when it snags.

JACKSON
Think I got something.

LLOYD
You done caught a log!

Jackson tugs and pulls.

JACKSON
Dammit. That's a twenty-dollar lure.

LLOYD
Oh hell. Just cut 'er loose. I'll
buy you a new lure.

JACKSON
Naw. Now I think I...got...her...

POP! - the line snaps and Jackson falls flat on his back
inside the boat.

Lloyd laughs hysterically as Jackson winces with pain.

Opening his eyes, Jackson's face shifts from contorted pain
to confusion as he focuses through the fog.

JACKSON
Good Lord. Whatcha reckon happened
there?

Lloyd turns and looks up at the bridge.

A large chunk of the guard rail is mangled, smashed outward
toward the lake.

Lloyd makes the connection, follows an imagined arc from the
bridge to the water - right to where their boat is.

Reluctantly, he peers over the edge of the boat.

LLOYD
God Almighty...

BIRDS EYE: The fishing boat floats on the calm surface, but
just below, the bright white roof of Bus 310.
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INT. POLICE STATION - STOKES’ OFFICE - DAY

Stokes and Gibbs continue their back and forth.

GIBBS
If you could get the list of victims
over to --

STOKES
Children. They're not victims yet.

Gibbs softens, drops the "all business" front for a second.

GIBBS
You're right, Chief. I apologize.

STOKES
I knew those kids.

Chief Stokes looks away, realizing that he's begun to accept
the inevitable.

INT. POLICE STATION - MAIN OFFICE - DAY

Officer SARAH RYAN (20s) sits at the dispatch desk. A tough
crossfitter with a soft, natural beauty.

The phone rings. She answers.

RYAN
Saluda Police Department.

Her expression grows grave.

INT. POLICE STATION - STOKES' OFFICE - DAY

The door bursts open. Ryan enters.

RYAN
Chief, we...

She sees Gibbs, pauses.

STOKES
Officer Ryan, this is Agent Gibbs
with the FBI.

RYAN
Ma’am. Chief, we just got a call
from out on Mt. Willing Road.
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An old man says that there's a giant
chunk taken out of the bridge and a
school bus sitting at the bottom of
the lake.

Chief Stokes looks at Gibbs, then back to Ryan.

STOKES
Send a unit. Make sure it isn't a
prank call.

Ryan reaches for her shoulder-mounted radio.

GIBBS
No! Use your cell phone.

Gibbs motions towards the Press outside.

GIBBS
They have scanners. The slightest
lead and they'll be there before we
can get out of this office.

Ryan pulls out her cell.

STOKES
Call Mulden. Tell him not to roll
code, but hurry.

INT. HUDDLE HOUSE RESTAURANT - DAY

Mark picks at his food. A man in the next booth pays his
bill, leaves his newspaper behind.

On the front page, Governor Clendon at his wife's funeral.

Next to the Governor, Abbey stands stone faced.

He takes the paper, puzzles over it, then uses a pen to draw
a mustache on the Governor. Then devil horns on Abbey. 

INT. JEREMY'S SUV - DAY

Jeremy drives through town, fighting back tears. He pulls
into Huddle House parking lot and skids to a stops.

INT. HUDDLE HOUSE RESTAURANT - DAY

Mark raises his head from the newspaper, sees Jeremy's SUV.
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His phone vibrates from an incoming call: ABBEY

He stares at the phone, then looks back to the newspaper and
sips his coffee.

EXT. LAKE MURRAY/MT. WILLING BRIDGE - DAY

Jackson and Lloyd stand near the breach in the guard rail.

OFFICER MULDEN exits his cruiser with his phone to his ear.

MULDEN
to phone( )

One second.

He approaches and peers over the side. Sees the white roof
in the murky water.

MULDEN
Jesus...

INT. POLICE STATION - STOKES’ OFFICE - DAY

Officer Ryan listens on her phone, then sets it down. Tears
form in her eyes, locked with Chief Stokes. She nods.

Gibbs pulls out her phone and dials as Chief Stokes grabs
his jacket and exits.

Gibbs and Ryan follow.

EXT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Chief Stokes walks toward his cruiser. REPORTERS rush him.

REPORTERS
Are there any leads? - Do you
suspect foul play?

GIBBS
No comment!

INT. POLICE CRUISER - DAY

The two of them get in. He hits the lights and grabs the
radio.
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STOKES
All units, this is Chief Stokes. I
need road blocks and crowd control
established a half mile on either
side of the Mt. Willing bridge
immediately. Dispatch, I need EMT -
Fire and Rescue, as well as logistic
support to the same location.

EXT. POLICE STATION - DAY

He slams the car in gear and reporters scurry to get out of
the way as he peels out.

EXT. HUDDLE HOUSE RESTAURANT - DAY

Chief's cruiser and three other police cars rip through the
four-way intersection in front of the restaurant.

INT. JEREMY'S SUV

Jeremy’s watches the cop cars fly by.

Then he sees Mark exit the restaurant into the rain.

Two ambulances race around the corner a few seconds later.

Then two fire trucks.

He watches them disappear up the road, sirens fading.

He looks back over at Mark, who is staring at him.

EXT. LAKE MURRAY/MT. WILLING BRIDGE - DAY

A large tow truck strains, its cable leads into the lake.

The rear of the bus slowly emerges from the water.

INT. FUSSNER HOME - DAY

Jeremy enters. Donna stands in the living room staring at
the television: Helicopter footage of Mt. Willing Bridge.

She turns to him. Their eyes meet in terrified realization.

Jeremy walks to her, embraces her. Outside, a POLICE CAR
pulls into the driveway.
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EXT. LAKE MURRAY/MT. WILLING BRIDGE - DAY

The tow truck struggles to drag the bus out of the water.

Chief Stokes stares with hard resolve as other officers look
away.

INT. MCNEIL HOME - FOYER - DAY

Mark stands with the front door wide open behind him. A
POLICE OFFICER walks away.

He glances around emotionless, lost in a world now without
meaning or purpose.

INT. FUSSNER HOME - DAY

Jeremy stares out the screen door. Officer Ryan approaches.

They make eye contact just before Ryan knocks. She freezes.

With Donna bawling into his chest, he simply shakes his head
slowly at Ryan.

Ryan nods, turns and walks away.

EXT. LAKE MURRAY/MT. WILLING BRIDGE - DAY

Gibbs and Lensey direct officers and agents as Helicopters
fwup-fwup-fwup overhead.

Gibbs stares at the tow truck with grim intensity.

INT. GOVERNOR'S MANSION - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Governor Clendon sits on his couch watching CNN's coverage.

Emotions contort his face, tears flow freely.

Abbey sleeps on the couch next to him. He reaches over and
rests his hand on her leg.

INT. MCNEIL HOME - LOGAN’S ROOM - DAY

Mark stands in the doorway of Logan’s room, the entirety of
his son's life staring back at him.
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Football trophies. Academic medals and awards. Movie posters
and a Harley Davidson calendar.

His breathing is ragged gasps. Tears come, then he collapses
and screams.

EXT. BUS 310 - NIGHT

The bus sits on the bank, illuminated by huge LED lights.

Windows fogged over, very little can be seen inside.

FBI INVESTIGATORS move about the scene.

GORDON (50s), the Bureau's Medical Examiner, stands in front
of the bus door wearing a white Hazmat suit.

He fits a surgical mask over his mouth and speaks into a
small Bluetooth headset.

Gibbs approaches him with a walkie talkie.

GIBBS
Test, test?

Gordon nods, his eyes dark.

GORDON
You know it's shit like this that
made me lose religion.

Gibbs nods.

As Gordon approaches the bus, something catches Gibbs’ eye.

Matted hair pressed against a window of the bus. No face.
Just the hair of a young girl.

She looks away, the situation now completely real.

Gordon watches her, his eyes softer now.

GORDON
It's okay to be human, Gibbs.

Gibbs steels herself and nods to him.

Gordon pries open the door and a small rush of water runs
off the bottom step - carrying with it a $20 bill.
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INT. BUS 310 - NIGHT

Gordon enters, scans the scene.

The bright lights outside make dark shadows of the dead.

Some sit slumped over in their seats, others lie in the
aisle or across the backrests of the seats.

GORDON
You put your kids on the bus and
just assume that they'll be safe.

Gordon’s breathing speeds up.

GORDON
You don’t even know if the stranger
driving the bus knows what the fuck
he’s doing.

He steps over an ADULT BODY WITH RED HAIR and works his way
to the back of the bus. A head count.

He comes to two kids slumped over each other.

Logan and Vicky.

He stares at them for a few seconds, then finishes his count
before counting again.

GORDON
They're all here, Gibbs. Ten
juveniles and four adults.

EXT. BUS 310 - NIGHT

Gibbs and Chief Stokes exchange a confused look.

GIBBS
Say again, Gordon.

GORDON
Fourteen individuals. Ten
juveniles --

GIBBS
Did you say FOUR-teen?

GORDON
aggravated( )

One-four, affirmative.
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GIBBS
Gordon, the count is supposed to be
thirteen. One-three. Ten juveniles
and three adults.

GORDON
Then either you're off by one, or
you've got an extra body on this
bus.

Gibbs glances at Chief Stokes for confirmation.

STOKES
Thirteen.

She sighs.

GIBBS
Bottle it up, Gordon. We’ve got a
possible crime scene.

EXT. BUS 310 - NIGHT - LATER

Sheet covered bodies are removed carefully from the bus and
transferred to waiting ambulances.

DOWN THE ROAD

Two police barriers and a PATROLMAN hold the Press and a
small group of gawkers at bay.

Among them - Jeremy and Donna.

Donna cries uncontrollably, but Jeremy focuses. His eyes
meet Chief Stokes'.

No nods. No smiles. Not even a stare down. Two men lost on
two different sides of the same tragedy.

EXT. SALUDA - MAIN STREET - NIGHT

The street is nearly deserted - until a STATE POLICE CRUISER
rolls through with lights flashing.

Behind the cruiser, a FLAT BED TOW-TRUCK carries Bus 310.

People come out of store fronts, and restaurants to see.

Rusty walks out of a local PUB and watches as the truck
makes its way out of sight.
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EXT. POLICE STATION - PARKING LOT - DAY

Chief Stokes's cruiser pulls into the parking lot, a mob of
reporters makes for slow going.

He exits the car and heads inside, passes a PODIUM bristling
with microphones.

INT. POLICE STATION - STOKES OFFICE - DAY

Chief Stokes enters, pissed, and sees Ryan waiting for him.

STOKES
Who's fucking idea was it to parade
the bus through town like a goddamn
funeral procession?

RYAN
Agent Gibbs called this morning and
said they were taking the bus to a
forensics lab in Augusta. State
police escorted them through town.

STOKES
Awesome. Remind me to thank the
State for the twenty-plus hateful
voicemails that I had this morning.
Any word from Gibbs?

RYAN
Wants you to meet her at the morgue.

STOKES
Any idea why?

RYAN
Just said she'd be waiting.

Chief Stokes huffs and grabs his hat.

STOKES
What's with the podium out front?

RYAN
Governor's giving a press conference
later this afternoon about the
accident.
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STOKES
pissed( )

Jesus H. Christ. No one thought to
run any of this past me? I'm the
fucking Chief of Police!

He storms out.

INT. MORGUE - DAY

The cold steel and bright fluorescent lighting of the room
conveys the sterility of a world without life.

Gibbs, Chief Stokes, Gordon, and the CHIEF MEDICAL EXAMINER
move among the room full of dead bodies.

Gibbs intermittently texts on her phone and looks at the
charts for each body.

STOKES
This is still my town, Gibbs.

GIBBS
And it's my investigation, Chief.
I'm sorry that you were cut out of
the loop on the press conference,
but that was all coordinated through
the Governor's office. I had nothing
to do with that.

She stops texting long enough to ease his nerves.

GIBBS
I can handle the press conference,
but the American people prefer to
hear bad news from the locals.

STOKES
The hell kind of sense does that
make? You're the FBI. Why would
anyone care what a po-dunk Chief of
Police has to say?

GIBBS
You remember the D.C. sniper?

STOKES
Yeah.
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GIBBS
Chief Charles Moose was praised all
over the country for his valiant
efforts in capturing the Beltway
Snipers. We saw his po-dunk face
every single day telling us that
they were close.

A text comes in and she answers it, fingers flying.

GIBBS
It was comforting. A good man doing
his job and making the public feel
safe.

STOKES
What’s your point, Gibbs?

GIBBS
Do you honestly think that a cop
from Maryland coordinated the
capture of two highly dangerous
snipers that were operating in the
immediate vicinity of the nation's
capital?

He allows it to sink in.

GIBBS
I'll write the statement. All you
have to do is read it.

She sends another text, then walks towards the door.

GIBBS
Come on.

Chief Stokes follows.

INT. MORGUE - ROOM TWO - DAY

A single body lies under a sheet.

GIBBS
We checked the IDs on the adults.
This is the only person who had no
reason in hell to be on that bus.

Gibbs pulls back the sheet to reveal a pretty redhead with
soft skin and freckles.

It’s Ruby Darling.
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Chief Stokes looks down, sighs.

Gibbs grabs the chart next to the table.

STOKES
Ruby Darling.

GIBBS
Age twenty three. Several priors.
Solicitation in 2008, public
intoxication 2012, possession of...

STOKES
I know her sheet. I wrote most of
it.

They both stare silently at Ruby.

GIBBS
Ruby Darling. Name and a face like
that, she could have been a movie
star.

STOKES
Nah. Just another local girl with a
penchant for bad boys and zero
common sense.

GIBBS
You knew her well then?

STOKES
I busted her brother fifteen years
ago. Probably the worst thing that
could've happened to her.

GIBBS
Why's that?

STOKES
Her old man used to fly crop-dusters
out of Batesburg. Good guy. He died
in a crash back in ninety-four,
maybe ninety-five? His boy Clete was
at Clemson at the time.

GIBBS
What happened?

STOKES
Came home for the funeral and
couldn't bring himself to leave Ruby
with their drunk-ass momma.
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Stokes pulls the sheet up over Ruby’s face.

STOKES
Clete fell in with the Fussner boys
and the rest is a long story. 

GIBBS
I have time.

STOKES
Jeremy and Rusty Fussner were two
good ole boys. Simple, but smart.
They had a reputation for being
dangerous, but their claim to fame
was their coke business.

GIBBS
Cocaine?

STOKES
Rusty got pinched back in 2000 and
out of nowhere Jeremy calls and says
he’ll make a deal - his empire for
his brother. So I took the offer to
the DA, who took it to then Mayor -
now Governor - Bill Clendon, and we
set up a bust. The Fussner's walked,
and Clete took the fall.

GIBBS
How's this relate to Ruby?

STOKES
Clete was sentenced to thirty years
without parole. The second he went
up north...

He motions to Ruby's body.

STOKES
...this young ladies life went
south.

Gibbs reads Chief Stokes.

GIBBS
You think this is your fault?

STOKES
No. I was just thinking about the
sick fuckin' irony that Jeremy
Fussner's thirteen year old daughter
is laying in the room next door.
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Gibbs' eyebrow raises with curiosity.

GIBBS
You think it's a lead worth
following? Maybe check with this
Clete?

STOKES
Clete got shanked - been dead for
over a decade.

GIBBS
What about Jeremy's brother?

STOKES
No chance in hell. Rusty loved his
niece more than he loved himself.

GIBBS
You know a lot about the Fussner
brothers.

STOKES
I'm married to their sister.

Gibbs soaks in this revelation.

GIBBS
Jesus Christ, Stokes. You’re niece
is one of the victims?!

Stokes nods, stoic.

GIBBS
I’m sorry for your loss, Chief, but
this can't be -

STOKES
Personal? It isn't. What else you
got?

GIBBS
The driver was shot once at point-
blank range in the head. The gun was
found under the driver's seat. It's
already at the lab in Columbia.

Chief Stokes can't stop looking at the sheet covering Ruby,
like it's transparent.

STOKES
I wouldn't have taken Ruby to be the
murdering type.
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GIBBS
You sure you're okay?

Stokes motions for her to keep going.

GIBBS
We weren't able to pull prints from
the weapon --

STOKES
The camera on the bus?

GIBBS
Pretty well fucked, but it's digital
so the IT team -

STOKES
Why would she be on that bus, and
why would she shoot the driver?

INT. MCNEIL HOME - FOYER - DAY

Abbey enters, puts her purse on a small table near the door.

ABBEY
Mark?

He appears in the doorway to the kitchen.

ABBEY
Hey.

Mark just looks at her for a moment, then disappears around
the corner into the -

KITCHEN

Abbey enters. Mark puts the finishing touches on a sandwich.

MARK
You hungry?

He sits at the table with his plate. Takes a bite.

MARK
I assume you already ate at Bill's,
but I figured I'd ask just in case.

ABBEY
Mark, stop.

He takes another bite.
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ABBEY
Mark!

He ignores her, takes another bite.

She grabs the plate and launches it across the kitchen.

He stares at her indifferently.

ABBEY
Stop acting like nothing's happened.

Mark closes his eyes and takes a deep breath.

When he reopens them, it’s like something else has taken
over. Something menacing and dark. He stares at her.

MARK
My son's lungs are filled with lake
water.

Her eyes challenge his.

ABBEY
Our son. I loved him more than --

MARK
You loved him when it suited you,
when it was convenient.

She slaps him. Hard. Her barely notices.

ABBEY
Don't tell me I didn't love my son.

MARK
Our son. Our son! Our son died never
knowing if you did love him!

She slaps him again. Her anger turns to fury, and it gets
the best of her.

ABBEY
He wasn't even yours.

Her words are a knife in Mark's soul.

His face contorts in agony as his entire world crumbles in a
nanosecond.

Abbey's momentary victory gives way to instant regret. She
reaches for Mark, but he backs away from her.
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Nothing more to be said, Abbey turns and walks out of the
room, leaving Mark devastated and alone.

INT. FUSSNER HOME - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Jeremy enters. Donna on the couch watching the press
conference about to begin.

JEREMY
You wanna go down there? We can --

DONNA
I don't want them news cameras
showin’ the world my hurt.

She rocks back and forth. Her eyes well.

DONNA
I woke up wanting a hit for the
first time in a long time.

He sits down, holds her close, kisses her forehead.

JEREMY
Can’t go down that road again, baby.
Wouldn't be right to Vicky’s memory.

Donna nods.

DONNA
I'm just... I'm mad, Jere.

JEREMY
Me, too, baby.

Jeremy rocks Donna in his arms, but his mind is far away,
working out what to do next.

EXT. POLICE STATION - DAY

A crowd of Reporters and Civilians wait for news.

A murmur rolls through the crowd as Chief Stokes, Agent
Gibbs, and Governor Clendon exit the police station with a
small entourage of AGENTS and OFFICERS.

Governor Clendon approaches the podium.

Clicks. Flashes.

46.



CLENDON
Before I was Governor of the great
State of South Carolina, I was the
Mayor of Saluda. This is my home.
Some of God's finest souls were born
and raised right here.

He pauses, collects himself.

CLENDON
Yesterday, God called the brightest
of them to sit by his side.

INT. FUSSNER HOME - DAY

Jeremy stares at the screen. Governor Clendon's words
falling away into silence.

INT. MCNEIL HOME - BEDROOM - DAY

Abbey watches the TV from behind a locked bedroom door.

INT. MCNEIL HOME - KITCHEN - DAY

Mark sit in a corner, stares into nothingness.

EXT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Governor Clendon chokes back tears.

CLENDON
I will now turn the podium over to
Brandon Stokes, our Chief of Police.

Chief Stokes approaches with a page of notes.

STOKES
Afternoon. You've all been given
time-lines related to the
disappearance of bus three-ten, so I
will not be commenting on the events
prior to the start of this
investigation.

He looks down at the page before him.
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STOKES
Over the last seventeen hours there
has been an intense forensic and
mechanical investigation into what
could have caused bus three-ten to
lose control at mile marker twelve
on Mt. Willing Road...

INT. SHITTY TRAILER - LIVING ROOM - DAY

DUKE (27), a tall, unkempt scumbag watches the press
conference. His expression belies great worry.

Nearby, Raylene lights a meth pipe.

STOKES (FILTERED)
...and subsequently broke through
the barrier on the Willing Bridge,
where it came to rest at the bottom
of a particularly shallow limb of
Lake Murray.

EXT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Stokes continues...

STOKES
Based on evidence found at the
scene, the Saluda Police Department,
in conjunction with the FBI, have...

He pauses, takes a breath, and scowls with intensity.

STOKES
We have determined the this was not
an accident. A female suspect was
found deceased at the scene.

INT. FUSSNER HOME - DAY

Jeremy's face fills with rage. Somebody killed his baby!

EXT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Stokes continues his 'by the book' recitation.
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STOKES
Given that this was a school bus
filled with children, the motives of
the suspect are limited and it's
unlikely that the suspect was
working alone.

He turns a page as murmurs flow through the crowd.

STOKES
If anyone has evidence or a tip that
might lead to the apprehension of
suspects or persons of interest,
please contact the Saluda Police
Department, the Saluda County
Sheriff, or the FBI's tipline.

Stokes glances over at Gibbs, who nods “well done”.

STOKES
We will not be taking questions at
this time, but I would like to say
one last thing.

Gibbs shoots him a look. He's off-script.

STOKES
These families are in mourning. They
need prayer and support. What they
don't need is you people camping out
in front of their homes and
harassing them every chance you get.

Completely off-script.

STOKES
If I receive reports of anyone
trespassing on private property, or
camping out in front of people's
houses - I'll throw your asses in
jail. Thank you.

With that, Chief Stokes, Gibbs, and Governor Clendon head
inside to the accompanying roar of the Press behind them.

Amid the crowd, Rusty stands watching.

INT. MCNEIL HOME - BEDROOM - DAY

Abbey turns the TV off and picks up her phone.
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INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Governor Clendon takes Chief Stokes to task. Agent Gibbs
watches the exchange - moderately amused.

CLENDON
What's your next move, Brandon? Is
trampling on freedom of press
enough, or will you double down with
some other surprise we don’t know
about?

STOKES
It's the Bureau's ballgame,
Governor. I'm just a local yokel.

Governor Clendon's phone rings. He looks at it: ABBEY.

He silences the phone, pockets it.

CLENDON
You threatened the constitutional
rights of the national media while I
stood right next to you!

STOKES
Eat shit, Bill. You're only here for
the press and you know it.

CLENDON
Abbey McNeil is my Chief of Staff.
Her son, Logan --

STOKES
Is just one of thirteen murders I'm
trying to solve today, Governor!

Clendon backs off.

CLENDON
That’s not what I meant, Chief.

Governor Clendon's phone rings again.

STOKES
By all means. Please take it.

Governor Clendon steps away and Chief Stokes approaches Ryan
to talk for a second.
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INT. MCNEIL HOME - BEDROOM - DAY

Abbey sits on the bed, manic, news footage plays on the
muted television.

CLENDON (FILTERED)
Hey.

ABBEY
Did someone murder my son!?

CLENDON (FILTERED)
Calm down.

ABBEY
Logan is dead, goddamn it! Don't
tell me to calm down!

CLENDON (FILTERED)
I'm coming over.

ABBEY
Just fucking tell me, Bill! Did
somebody kill my son?

Governor Clendon can’t find the right words. Abbey gets the
idea and begins to cry.

IN THE HALLWAY

Mark stands just outside the door, dead faced.

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Governor Clendon sighs, regrets having taken the call.

CLENDON
I'm heading back to Columbia. Please
alert me if -

Chief Stokes turns his back to Governor Clendon.

CLENDON
Brandon!

STOKES
I'll keep you posted. Happy?

Governor Clendon grimaces, walks out, followed by his aides.

Gibbs approaches.
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GIBBS
Forensic is cleaning up the footage
from the bus camera, but it’s gonna
take a while. How about we use that
time to compile a list of Ruby’s
known associates... and maybe burn
off some of that steam coming out of
your ears?

Chief Stokes, still agitated, nods.

INT. RYAN'S CRUISER - NIGHT

Officer Ryan pulls up in her driveway. Her headlights sweep
the area, end up shining on Rusty, who sits on the tailgate
of a nice truck, smoking a cigarette.

EXT. RYAN'S HOUSE - NIGHT

She exits the vehicle and Rusty slides off the tailgate.

RYAN
It's been a long two days, Rusty,
and I'm not in the mood for --

RUSTY
Relax. I'm not looking for a reunion
or nothing. I just need --

Ryan shakes her head.

RYAN
You know I can't do that.

RUSTY
Tell me who the body was and why
they suspect foul play.

RYAN
You show up after however-damn-long
and just expect me to give you info
on a federal case? That's pure damn
nerve, Russ.

RUSTY
I'm not trying to stop anyone from
doing their job, but badges mean
limitations. I can get away with
shit you can't.
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RYAN
You sure this ain't about you
getting right with Jere?

RUSTY
This is about Vicky.

Ryan sizes him up, considers.

RYAN
I'm sorry, Rusty. I am.

She walks towards the house.

RUSTY
How's ol' Larry doing these days?

Ryan stops in her tracks, turns to him, pissed/hurt.

RUSTY
I know his raping days are long
behind him, but did he ever learn to
walk again?

RYAN
How dare you bring that up!

RUSTY
When you needed me most, I was there
for you. All I'm asking for is a
little fucking quid pro quo.

Ryan folds her arms, but her resolve is crumbling.

RUSTY
I need a name. Who was the dead girl
at the scene?

Ryan wipes a tear from her eye. She hesitates, then...

RYAN
Ruby.

Rusty steps back, confused.

RYAN
She was on the bus when it went in
the river. That's all I can give
you.

Rusty opens the door to his truck, a million thoughts going
through his head.
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RYAN
Rusty.

He turns to her.

RYAN
Don't come back.

RUSTY
I might. If I have to.

He climbs in and drives off.

INT. CITY HALL - CONFERENCE ROOM - NIGHT

A mess of organized chaos, everyone working to solve a
convoluted mystery.

Gibbs and Chief Stokes sit in front of a large TV as a
chubby IT Tech, BURKE (20s), operates a laptop that’s
connected to the big screen monitor.

Gibbs' phone chirps. She reads a text and responds.

STOKES
You ever put that thing down?

GIBBS
We all answer to somebody.

STOKES
Section Chief?

GIBBS
Him. The ex-husband. My seven-year-
old daughter.

STOKES
Daughter? I didn't see that one
coming.

GIBBS
Why's that?

STOKES
Didn’t think a mother would be able
to pursue a case like this so -
dispassionately.
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GIBBS
And I never thought I’d hear the
word ‘dispassionately’ used by a
hick sheriff of a two bit town like 
Saluda.

They share a much needed smile.

STOKES
Touche'.

BURKE
You guys ready?

GIBBS
Yeah.

The TV displays static for a few seconds before the video
cuts in - the bus surveillance tape shot from the camera
above the driver.

BURKE
We lost some data, but what we got
is good stuff.

GIBBS
to Chief( )

You sure you want to watch this?

Chief Stokes nods.

ON TV: POV from the front of the bus looking back.

Kids sit scattered among the seats. The two chaperons sit in
the front near the driver.

BURKE
Nothing out of order so far.

STOKES
Why's it so dark?

BURKE
Sunset. They never turned the
interior lights on in the bus. Now,
at the one-minute and twenty-seven
second mark...

He freezes the video.

BURKE
Look through the right window.
Driver's side. Your right.
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ON TV: A blurred, black object in motion outside the window.

BURKE
This is the suspect's vehicle. At
twenty-seven it speeds past...

He presses play and the video resumes. The bus slows to a
stop.

BURKE
...and the bus subsequently stops.
We're assuming the vehicle cut
three-ten off and forced them to
stop.

ON TV: The bus driver puts her hands up, hesitates, looks
around, then opens the door. Ruby boards the bus, points to
the back of the bus, then waves her gun around.

BURKE
There's Ruby. If you look out of the
same window that we just saw the car
through, you see -

He freezes the video again. An African-American man with a
gun outside of the window. Duke.

GIBBS
There are three of them total. The
kids on the left are looking out of
their windows too. So it's safe to
assume the bus is surrounded at this
point.

Chief Stokes leans in.

BURKE
We have a skip in time, but the
original video wasn't time-coded, so
we don't know how long. There's no
shadow change, so maybe a minute or
two.

ON TV: The video skips and now Ruby stands with her gun
pointed at a student.

GIBBS
Who is she pointing at?

Chief Stokes squints.
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STOKES
Logan McNeil, and that's Vicky
Fussner sitting next to him.

ON TV: Logan stands.

GIBBS
You think she's aiming at Vicky and
this kid's trying to stand up for
her?

Chief Stokes draws an invisible line on the screen from the
gun to Logan.

STOKES
Could be.

ON TV: Logan takes a step forward, and Vicky grabs his arm.

BURKE
Now watch. Ruby gets distracted, so
the bus driver tries to take
advantage of the situation. Right -
now!

The bus lurches forward, throwing Ruby off balance, and the
MALE CHAPERONE tries to wrestle the gun from her.

The driver swings the arm and closes the door.

Logan drops into the seat.

A white-hot flash - a gunshot into the air.

BURKE
BAM! Shots fired. This guy freaks,
probably for the safety of the kids,
so he backs down.

ON TV: The chaperon drops back into his seat. The bus jolts
to a stop. 

Ruby grabs the seat for balance, turns the gun on the
driver, then back to Logan and Vicky who stays hidden, then
back to the driver.

BAM!

A shot into the driver's head.

The video freezes.
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BURKE
Look at her face. I don’t think she
meant to shoot.

The video continues.

The driver slumps forward on the wheel. Ruby's hands go up
and he she backs away from the driver in fear.

The bus lurches forward, picks up speed - a sudden shocking
jolt and suddenly everyone appears weightless.

A long second passes and everyone slams down - on the floor, 
into their seats, into each other.

Ruby slams down hard, her head smacking the floor right
where Gordon found her.

Water pours in. Most of the kids are unconscious from the
impact.

STATIC.

Chief Stokes and Gibbs don't move.

GIBBS
She was aiming at Vicky.

STOKES
Could have been the boy. His mom
works for the Governor.

GIBBS
We can follow up with the boy's
parents, but what was it you said
about Vicky's father having a shit
history with Ruby? One plus one.

Chief Stokes sighs.

STOKES
If the plan was to kill her, she
could have just taken the shot.

pause( )
Yeah.

Chief Stokes stares at the screen.

GIBBS
Yeah, what?
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STOKES
Yeah, I think we need to talk to
Jeremy Fussner.

INT. FIRST BAPTIST CHURCH - DAY

Jeremy sits alone on a pew. No one around. A desperate man
at the end of his rope.

BAM.

The heavy front door opens loudly, jarring Jeremy from his
attempt at prayer.

He turns around to see Raul pushing a CHILD'S CASKET to the
front of the church.

Raul opens the casket, welcomes Jeremy to it with an open
palm, then walks away.

Jeremy stands, hurries over to the casket.

Inside the casket, kilo after kilo of cocaine. Jeremy looks
around, confused, before --

Water begins to mysteriously fill the casket from the
bottom. It fills in between the bricks of coke, then spills
over the edge, out onto the floor.

VICKY'S HAND pushes up from inside of the casket, through
the water and cocaine.

Then a face appears below the water. Vicky's.

JEREMY
Baby!?

He reaches for her hand, but instead it grips him and begins
pulling him in.

Jeremy struggles wildly. Vicky stares up at him with black,
lifeless eyes.

VICKY
Su hija no esta aqui.

SUPER: "Your daughter is not here."

END DREAM SEQUENCE:

Jeremy awakens from his nightmare.
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Not with a jolt, or a scream. Instead he slowly opens his
eyes and rolls over onto his back.

He stares at the ceiling, his mind racing.

INT. POOL HALL - NIGHT

Rusty enters. The place is filled with white trash assholes.

He looks around and spots the asshole he’s looking for.

Playing pool, COOPER (30s), stands apart from the others.
Louder. Scummier. Violence alive in his eyes.

Rusty walks over and stands in Cooper’s field of vision.

Cooper lines up his shot, pays Rusty ZERO RESPECT.

COOPER
I heard you flewed the coup.

RUSTY
You wouldn't happen to know where I
could find Ruby, would ya Coop?

COOPER
Ole Jalepeno-pussy? I ain’t seen her
since the last time I dipped my wick
in her back door.

Coop laughs as he maneuvers for another shot.

RUSTY
Is that right?

The other ASSHOLES eyeball Rusty. He keeps them in his field
of vision.

COOPER
Last I heard, she took a shine to
them fancy wetbacks in Bean town. Or
maybe it's that nigger she's
shacking up with out at Nate's
trailer park.

Rusty flicks Coopers stick just before he makes his shot and
Cooper leaves a streak of blue chalk across the felt.

COOPER
You made me miss my shot, Russ-Fuss.

Cooper starts laughing and the Assholes laugh along.
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RUSTY
Which Mexican?

Rusty doesn't change expression.

COOPER
What you want with ole Ruby anyhow?
Best I remember, she ain't too fond
of you Fussner boys.

RUSTY
I'm not looking for trouble, Coop. I
just need a name.

COOPER
Hmmm... let’s see. Was it Jose? No,
that ain’t it. Maybe it was “Hose
B”.

He looks over at his asshole buddies.

COOPER
Whadda you guys think? Was it Hose
B?

Rusty moves like lightning. He grabs Cooper by the back of
the neck and slams his face into the pool table.

Cooper drops his pool cue and Rusty quickly picks it up and
begins wailing on him with the heavy end.

One of the Assholes makes a move and Rusty swings the cue
across the man's face like he's swinging for the fences.

He taunts the other two Assholes.

RUSTY
You two motherfuckers want some! I'm
batting a thousand today, boys!
WHOO!!!

Cooper spits teeth and blood. Rusty kicks him.

RUSTY
Who's the fucking Mexican, Coop?

COOPER
garbled( )

I jon't know. I schwear.

WHAM! WHAM! The cue draws blood over and over.

61.



RUSTY
Better give me something before I
ram this cue through your goddamn
heart!

COOPER
He drives a black BMW. I jon't know
hish name.

Rusty looks at Cooper’s asshole buddies. They don't move.

RUSTY
You motherfuckers know anything?

The shake their heads, hands up.

He leans in, whispers in Cooper’s ear.

RUSTY
Jeremy's daughter was on that bus,
you piece of shit. You better be
glad I got to you before he did.

COOPER
warbly( , wet)

I didn't know, Wusstee. I didn't
know!

RUSTY
And remember this. The next time I
ask you a question, you will show me
some fuckin' respect.

Rusty turns and walks away, laying a one hundred dollar bill
on the bar as he leaves.

The BARTENDER gives Rusty a respectful nod, then turns an
angry face to Coop’s asshole buddies.

BARTENDER
Y'all clean that shit up...

INT. FUSSNER HOME - GARAGE - DAY

Guns. Assault rifles and pistols fill a large gun safe.

Jeremy removes three semi-automatic rifles, places them in a
duffle bag nearby.

Donna enters, sees the guns
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DONNA
What're you doing, Jere?

JEREMY
Just going out to clear my head is
all.

DONNA
You ain't gonna use one of them
bullets to do it are ya?

She say it casually, but there’s real fear in her voice.

Jeremy stows the pistols, then walks over to her.

JEREMY
I wouldn't do that to you, baby. I
just - I need to handle something.

She reaches up, cradles Jeremy's face gently.

DONNA
I can't mourn our daughter with
prison glass between us.

She wraps her arms around him. At his size, his chin rests
on the top of her head.

JEREMY
Someone out there did this. You
heard'm say it.

DONNA
Then just let them handle it,
Jeremy. Please. You're all I have
left.

He pulls away from her, zips up the duffle bag.

JEREMY
I'll be home later tonight.

DONNA
Did you not hear a word I just said?

Jeremy looks away, takes a deep breath.

JEREMY
The Cartel thinks I was the one that
dimed out that storage trailer in
Bean Town last week.
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DONNA
Why would they think that?

JEREMY
That's my reputation, Donna. I'm a
rat. Until the day I die, if someone
tips off the cops in this town, I'm
the first person everyone looks at.

DONNA
So you think they killed a bus full
of innocent kids to get back at you?
That’s crazy. It’s -

RUSTY (O.S.)
It’s how the cartels work.

Jeremy and Donna turn and see Rusty walk up.

RUSTY
They destroy everything and everyone
you love, first. They watch you
suffer before they make you pay.

JEREMY
What the hell are you doing here?

RUSTY
Vicky was my niece. I loved her.
This bullshit between you and me -
ain't no sense in it.

JEREMY
I'm only gonna ask you to leave
once, Russ.

RUSTY
Or what? You gonna kill me, Jere? I
got a lead, brother. Something you
and your guns need right now.

Tears fill Jeremy's eyes, he clenches his fists, and shakes
his head.

RUSTY
I can’t fix what’s between us, but
let me help you find out --

Jeremy punches Rusty in the face, knocking him on his ass.

DONNA
Jeremy!
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Jeremy stands over Rusty, kneels down and hits him again.

JEREMY
How dare you come here!

WHAM! Rusty's head snaps back, but he doesn’t fight back.

Donna runs over and pulls on Jeremy to stop.

DONNA
He just wants to help!

WHAM! Blood spurts from Rusty’s nose.

Still he doesn’t fight back.

Jeremy rears back to deliver another blow - when his eyes
are drawn to a SEDAN rolling up the long driveway.

The sedan stops. Gibbs and Chief Stokes get out.

Stokes looks down at Rusty.

STOKES
You okay, Rusty?

DONNA
No.

Rusty, barely conscious. He manages a woozy smile.

RUSTY
Jus’ fine, Brandon. Never better.

Stokes reaches down and hauls Rusty to his unsteady feet.

Donna gets under one arm and helps the Chief carry Rusty
into the house, leaving Jeremy and Gibbs in uncomfortable
silence.

INT. FUSSNER HOME - KITCHEN - DAY

Chief Stokes and Gibbs stand back as Donna tends to Rusty.

STOKES
I’m real sorry for not coming by
earlier to pay my respects.

DONNA
We understand, Bran. It’s -
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STOKES
Vicky was a real peach. I’m gonna
miss her.

Donna wells up, but holds together.

JEREMY
Why you here, Brandon?

STOKES
We need to ask you some questions,
Jere. Rusty too, if you don't mind.

JEREMY
I thought you were supposed to be
giving us answers.

STOKES
We're working on it. We just have
some questions --

JEREMY
So ask.

STOKES
Back at the station.

GIBBS
Mr. Fussner, we're aware of you and
your brother's background. We feel
that this history may --

Rusty grows agitated, takes a step back, towards Jeremy.
Jeremy shoves him away.

RUSTY
to Stokes( )

Tell him who you found on that bus,
Brandon? Maybe act like family and
not just a fucking cop.

STOKES
Calm down, Rusty.

Gibbs looks to Chief Stokes, but he maintains eye contact
with Jeremy.

STOKES
I don't know what you think you
know, but --

DONNA
Brandon?
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Stokes does the math. Blood is thicker than water.

STOKES
We've ID'd a suspect at the scene.

RUSTY
They found Ruby's body on the bus
with Vicky.

Jeremy works to put it all together, then nods.

JEREMY
Mind if I take my own ride, or we
making this official?

STOKES
By all means.

Gibbs gives Chief a look.

Jeremy walks  back to his SUV, passing Rusty along the way.

JEREMY
Get in the car.

Rusty looks unsure, then climbs into the SUV. Donna rushes
over to his window.

DONNA
Bring him home.

INT. MCNEIL HOME - BASEMENT - DAY

Mark sits at a workbench full of electronic gizmos. He picks
up a cobbled together toy laser gun, Logan’s handiwork.

MARK
Death ray.

He laughs, then his face contorts with pain. Realization
hits him. Tears stream and his breathing quickens

Footsteps descending the steps interrupts his mourning.

He looks up, sees Abbey standing there.

ABBEY
I'm uh...

Mark turns away from her.
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MARK
Were you ever going to tell me?

A long pause. Is a lie coming, or the truth?

ABBEY
I don’t see how that -

Without warning, Mark turns around, brandishes a GUN and
shoots Abbey point blank in the chest, BLAM BLAM BLAM!

She’s dead before her legs give out. Her body collapses and
tumbles down the last two stairs.

He check his gun. Three bullets left.

Without pause or remorse, he empties the gun into her, BLAM
BLAM BLAM!

The gun empty, he drops it and looks around, a stranger in
this new reality.

He spots Logan’s toy laser, aims it at Abbey’s dead body and
fires at it - over and over and over.

EXT. BODEGA - DAY

A beat up truck pulls into a parking spot. COOPER'S TRUCK.

Cooper exits alone. His face busted, his balance uncertain.

He glances to the side of the store where Raul's BMW sits.

INT. BODEGA - DAY

Cooper enters, looks around, then approaches the counter.
The lady at the counter, ANALITA (60s) welcomes him.

ANALITA
Hola! How may I help you?

COOPER
Where's your boss?

ANALITA
He not here, sir. Can I take --

COOPER
I saw his fucking car out there,
chee-kah. Get'm out here.
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She doesn't move. Cooper gets loud.

COOPER
Get'm out here 'fore I tear this
whole motherfucker to the ground!

RAUL (O.S.)
Problems, esse?

Cooper turns, sees Raul - and the gun in his waistband.

COOPER
Look at my fucking face, man.

RAUL
That's unfortunate, but it don't
explain why you're in my store,
disrespecting my abuela.

COOPER
Rusty Fussner did this to me cause
he was looking for your ass. Way I
see it, you owe me some
compensation.

Raul looks confused.

RAUL
Who?

COOPER
Rusty. Fucking. Fussner. Comprende?

RAUL
No. Who was he looking for?

COOPER
Ruby.

RAUL
Ruby? She ain’t my girl, homes. She
be loco in la cabesa. Redheads.

COOPER
Don't you fucking lie to me, Pedro.
You people come to my country, take
our jobs, and now my face is all
fucked up because you wanted to bang
out some white girl.

Raul smiles.
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RAUL
Bro, you're mad, I get it. Come on
back, we'll talk about it away from
the customers.

Cooper looks around and sees a frightened FAMILY that he
hadn't noticed before.

Reluctantly, he follows Raul into --

HIS OFFICE

Cooper enters, Raul shuts the door and then WHAM!

Raul pistol whips Cooper across the face.

RAUL
You think you can come into my store
and threaten my grandmother?

WHAM! This isn't Cooper's day. The blow knocks him to the
ground.

Raul stomps on him until he's barely conscious.

Raul opens the door and drags Cooper by the hair through the
store and out the front door.

EXT. BODEGA - DAY

Raul picks Cooper up and leans him on his truck.

RAUL
Hey, mano. Hey.

Raul taps his cheek.

RAUL
You get in your car, and you don't
come back here, okay? Okay!?

Raul lets him go and Cooper falls on his ass.

Raul immediately pulls out his phone, surfs his contacts to
RUSTY and dials.

Straight to voicemail.
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INT. POLICE STATION - INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

Jeremy sits patiently while Rusty paces the room.

RUSTY
Why are we even here? Seriously.

Rusty tries to open the door. It's locked.

RUSTY
We didn't do anything wrong.

Rusty paces, then plops down next to Jeremy.

JEREMY
They're behind the glass waiting for
us to say something. Just calm the
fuck down and keep your shit tight.

The door opens and Chief Stokes enters, a manila envelope
under one arm.

INTERCUT WITH BEHIND THE GLASS

Gibbs and Lensey watch silently.

INTERROGATION ROOM

JEREMY
Should I call my attorney, Brandon?

STOKES
No need for lawyers. We need your
help to bottle up some details.
Things that don't make sense.

JEREMY
I don't know anything.

STOKES
Any ideas who Ruby was rolling with
these days? Anything.

JEREMY
I washed my hands of that guilt a
long time ago.

Rusty looks to the floor. Regret? Something else?

STOKES
to Rusty( )

What about you?
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RUSTY
I don't know shit, Bran.

Chief looks at both of them, then pulls a single picture
from the folder.

PICTURE: A blurry screenshot from the bus video.

STOKES
You know this guy?

Jeremy picks up the picture. In it, the kids stare outside
at two people outside the bus. Each holds a gun.

One of them is Duke.

STOKES
The bus had a surveillance camera
above the driver. We believe this
piece of shit and one other person
helped Ruby hold up the bus.

Jeremy makes out Vicky in the rear seat. He touches her
face.

Rusty's anger brews at his brother's grief.

RUSTY
You've got the FBI with you. Can't
you run some kind of a face match
software or something?

STOKES
That's the clearest image we’ve got.
Agent Gibbs says it’ll take time -
time we don’t have.

RUSTY
Put it on TV.

STOKES
Right now this piece of shit thinks
he got away with it. The second he
sees himself on TV, he goes rabbit
and we've lost him before the first
anonymous tip comes in.

JEREMY
I seen Ruby the other day at Mary
Jo's. The morning the bus went
missing. Just before I seen you.
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STOKES
Was she with anybody?

Jeremy can’t take his eyes off of the image of Vicky.

JEREMY
No.

Chief knows he's lying. So does Rusty.

RUSTY
You said it was this dude and
someone else.

STOKES
He never showed his face to the
camera.

JEREMY
Why are we here, Brandon? There's
plenty of other people that Ruby
rolled with that could know who this
guy is.

Chief sighs and nods his head.

STOKES
We think Vicky's the reason that
Ruby was on the bus.

Jeremy steels himself with a deep breath.

STOKES
We don't have a motive, but the
video is pretty conclusive --

JEREMY
Show it to me.

STOKES
Can't. It's official --

JEREMY
Ain't you the Chief of fucking
police?

STOKES
It's not my show, Jere.

JEREMY
Bullshit...

Rusty breaks in.
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RUSTY
Talk to Nate Randall.

JEREMY
What?

RUSTY
Ruby was slummed out at one of his
parks. Call Nate.

STOKES
How do you know this?

RUSTY
I just fuckin' know, alright?

Chief looks to Rusty and then to the observation glass.

BEHIND THE GLASS

GIBBS
Go.

Lensey nods and leaves.

INTERROGATION ROOM

STOKES
That all you got?

RUSTY
That's it.

Chief Stokes stands.

JEREMY
Bran, tell me one thing.

STOKES
Yeah?

JEREMY
Did Ruby kill my baby girl before -
before the bus went over...

STOKES
No.

Jeremy sucks in his bottom lip and nods.
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STOKES
We're gonna get him, Jere.

INT. FUSSNER HOME - DAY

A knock on the front door.

Donna opens the door. Crystal waits with a covered dish.

CRYSTAL
Hey, girl.

Crystal steps forward and Donna weeps into her open embrace.

INT. FUSSNER HOME - KITCHEN - DAY

Crystal and Donna enter. Donna opens the fridge and is faced
with two dozen other covered dishes.

DONNA
I think we’re gonna need a bigger
refrigerator.

Donna mange to cram to container in the fridge.

DONNA
You just missed Brandon.

CRYSTAL
Is that right? He didn't mention
that he was coming over.

DONNA
He asked Jeremy and Rusty to head up
to the station for some questions.

CRYSTAL
Jeremy and Rusty? Together?

Donna walks over to the front door and opens it.

DONNA
Let's grab a smoke.

Crystal follows her out with a nod.

INT. MCNEIL HOME - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Mark sits on the couch, more mannequin than man. In his
hand, a family photo of Abbey, Logan, and himself.
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His stare is lifeless yet terrifying.

He picks up Abbey’s cell phone, surfs through the contacts,
then presses the call button.

INT. GOVERNOR'S MANSION - KITCHEN

Governor Clendon sits at his kitchen table.

A small glass of dark liquor, a stack of note cards and his
cell phone in front of him.

He picks up a card, reads silently, then puts it down and
closes his eyes.

CLENDON
...and it is in these dark times
that we must band together, united
against the evils in this world.

His cell phone rings, breaks his concentration. He looks at
the Caller ID: ABBEY.

He sighs, then answers.

CLENDON
Hi, Abbey.

INT. MCNEIL HOME - DAY

Mark licks his lips, his mouth bone dry.

MARK
Bill?

CLENDON (FILTERED)
Mark?

MARK
Hi. Um, I need you to come back to
town. Abbey's locked herself in her
room. She keeps saying that she
doesn't want to live. That she feels
like a worthless piece of shit
whore. I - I don't know what to do.

CLENDON (FILTERED)
Is she trying to hurt herself?
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MARK
I don’t know. I hear her talking to
herself and crying. She says your
name a lot. And Logan’s name. I
thought about calling the police -

Mark let’s the statement hang in the air.

EXT. FUSSNER HOME - PORCH - DAY

Crystal and Donna sit on rocking chairs overlooking the
large front yard. Donna lights a cigarette.

CRYSTAL
What does he need to talk to Jeremy
and Rusty about?

DONNA
Didn't say. He had that black FBI
chick with him.

CRYSTAL
You didn't go?

Donna shakes her head.

DONNA
I was hoping you could call Brandon
and ask him what's going on?

CRYSTAL
You know Bran. Love is love, but
business is none of my business.

Donna takes a long, long drag, exhales, then nods.

DONNA
I think the Good Lord's handed me my
limit this time.

Donna starts crying.

CRYSTAL
Come here.

Crystal hugs her, looks pensive.

CRYSTAL
Jeremy ever said something that,
deep down, you knew he meant
something else altogether.
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Donna nods with a sniff, wipes away tears.

CRYSTAL
Last night, we're laying there and
Brandon says to me, if it takes my
last breath, I'm gonna get this son-
of-a-bitch.

DONNA
He's a cop. That's what he does.

CRYSTAL
No. If he meant arrest, he would
have said arrest, or apprehend. But
he said ‘get’.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

A caravan of three UNMARKED FBI SEDANS appears over a rise.
No lights. No sirens.

INT. UNMARKED FBI SEDAN - DAY

Gibbs drives while Chief Stokes sits shotgun.

GIBBS
You ever done one of these before?

STOKES
No, but I've watched COPS enough to
get the gist. You're gonna want to
make the next left.

EXT. HEAVENLY HAVEN TRAILER COURT - DAY

Five rag-tag mobile homes sit like spokes in a wheel around
the end of a stubby cul-de-sac.

Rusting cars, busted engine parts, and rotting furniture
serve as shit kicker yard ornaments.

The FBI vans swoop into the trailer park, followed by a
fourth that arrives from the other direction.

Two of the vans roll into the cul-de-sac, the other two
block the entrance behind them.

Chief Stokes and Gibbs jump out, followed by Lensey and
another FEMALE AGENT.
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They approach the shittiest trailer, guns drawn.

Lensey instinctively runs to the back side of trailer with
the female agent.

Chief Stokes turns the knob - unlocked. He nods to Gibbs.
She nods back.

He pushes the door open, takes point and enters.

INT. RUBY'S TRAILER - DAY

They sweep from room to room in the tiny trailer.

Threadbare furniture, ratty carpets, torn linoleum, piles of
trash everywhere.

GIBBS
yelling( )

Clear!

LENSEY (O.S.)
from outside( )

Clear!

Gibbs holsters her gun. Lensey enters from the front door.

GIBBS
Toss it.

INT. JEREMY'S SUV - DAY

Jeremy drives while Rusty sits shotgun smoking a Newport.

RUSTY
Where we going?

JEREMY
The house.

Rusty mulls something over, then speaks.

RUSTY
I didn't tell Brandon everything.

Jeremy silently stares out at the road.

JEREMY
Me neither.
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EXT. HEAVENLY HAVEN TRAILER COURT - DAY

NATE RANDALL (60s) pulls up to the cul-de-sac in a ‘74 Chevy
Nova that should have been scrapped years ago.

He exits the car and shuffles up to the scene. His toothless
mouth works a huge wad of dip in his lower lip.

Gibbs approaches Nate, Stokes several paces behind.

GIBBS
Mr. Randall?

NATE
Yup.

She extends her hand. He spits on the ground in response.

NATE
Brandon, you mind telling me what
the fuck you're doing trashing
another one of my trailers? Y'all
already took away one my incomes
last week with that goddamn cocaine
bullshit.

STOKES
That's what happens when you rent
slums to drug addicts, Nate. You
seen Ruby lately?

NATE
Can't say that I have. She come up
to the store a month ago. Couldn't
make rent, so she offered me a
beejer for a free pass.

GIBBS
Nice. And...?

NATE
She's still living here.

Gibbs grimaces. Nate spits and then smiles.

STOKES
Nate, you realize that's ground for
a solicitation charge, right?

NATE
Naw. She blew me for free. The extra
month was a - clerical error.
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He winks at Gibbs.

NATE
Man can't feed his family getting
his dick sucked. The fuck you really
want, Chief?

STOKES
Who was living here with her?

NATE
Hell, who knows? She was only paying
for her and blondie, but then that
nigger and some old bitch started
coming and going.

STOKES
You got names?

Gibbs pecks away at her phone.

NATE
Nah. The black fella, I always knew
when he was over because he drove a
butt ugly green I-Dindu-mobile.

GIBBS
What’s a Dindu?

NATE
I-Dindu-Nuffin.

Nate laughs. Gibbs huffs.

GIBBS
Blondie. What about her?

NATE
Name’s Raylene. Chief knows her.

He turns to Stokes.

NATE
Am I being interrogated here?

STOKES
No.

NATE
Then why is the FBI tearing up my
property? Do you even have a
warrant?
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GIBBS
I have a badge.

NATE
Badge ain't a warrant, Shaniqua.

GIBBS
No, but I do have title eight, rule
forty one, of the Federal Rules of
Criminal Proceedings, which gives me
the right to flash this badge...

She flashes her badge.

GIBBS
...and take proprietary rights over,
and to search and seize, every last
trailer in this fucking slum,
forfeiting all rent until I decide 
that my investigation is complete.

Nate smirks to Chief Stokes.

NATE
Girl knows her shit.

GIBBS
A girl can't feed her family sucking
dicks, now can she?

NATE
Of all the goddamned disrespect...

Chief grabs Nate and drags him away.

NATE
The hell you doing, Brandon?

STOKES
Let's take a walk.

NATE
Get your goddamned hands off me.

Other officers come by to lend a hand. Chief waves them off.

STOKES
You're about ten fucking seconds
from Obstruction of Justice. You
hear me?

Nate jerks away, grimaces.
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NATE
I don't know the nigger's name.

STOKES
You said there was someone else?

NATE
Some old broad. Older than them
anyway. Looked half dead every time
I seen her. No idea who she was.

STOKES
Anything else?

Nate flips Chief Stokes the bird.

Chief flags over an OFFICER nearby.

OFFICER
Chief?

STOKES
Escort Mr. Randall back to his
vehicle.

to Nate( )
Nate, I'll be in touch if we need
anything.

NATE
What about my trailer?

Chief walks away.

STOKES
You heard the lady. Title eight,
rule forty one -

INT. RUBY'S TRAILER - DAY

Gibbs helps shake the place down as Chief Stokes enters.

GIBBS
He a real charmer, that guy.

STOKES
He's a relic.

GIBBS
I wonder if he washes his hands
before he slaps his wife around.

Chief stands in the doorway looking out.
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STOKES
If you ask him, he's just being old
fashioned.

GIBBS
I know the type of people who live
and die in small towns, Chief.

STOKES
Do you now?

Gibbs tosses the couch cushions, cutting them and digging
out the stuffing.

GIBBS
I'm not saying you're all like him,
but did you ever notice how many
kids with more than two brain cells
to rub together leave town every
year? It’s the Relics that drive
them away.

STOKES
You see me like you see Nate, Agent
Gibbs?

GIBBS
Not at all. You’re the proverbial
exception to the rule. But Saluda's
best days are long gone. Now it’s
just a dot on Google Maps. As time
rolls on, you're going to find far
more Ruby Darlings and a lot less
people like yourself.

STOKES
You know, I finally figured out why
you wanted me to tag along on your
investigation, Agent Gibbs.

GIBBS
Why's that?

STOKES
Cause you don't have a goddamned
clue about this town or its people.

He stomps out.

EXT. FUSSNER HOME - NIGHT

Jeremy loads the bag of guns into the SUV.
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Donna approaches.

DONNA
Don't get caught.

JEREMY
I thought you were gonna say killed.

She grabs him by the ear, leans up and kisses him.

DONNA
Don’t do that, either.

JEREMY
Yes ma'am.

He gets in the SUV, Rusty already inside, and drives away.

Crystal comes out the front door, watches them go.

Donna turns to her.

CRYSTAL
Don't worry, honey. Love is love,
but business...

EXT. MCNEIL HOME - NIGHT

Mark sits on an aging wood swing-set in the backyard.

He stares into nothing, exhales mist into the cold air, and
listens to the leaves swirl around his bare feet.

EXT. RUBY'S TRAILER - NIGHT

The cold breeze tosses the leaves around Chief Stokes as he
leans on a police cruiser.

Gibbs exits the trailer and approaches, texting up a storm.

GIBBS
It's cold.

Pocketing her phone, she opens the driver side door, leans
in and retrieves a pack of cigarettes and a lighter.

She offers Chief Stokes a smoke. He refuses.

STOKES
Quit three years ago.
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GIBBS
This is my 'break in case of
emergency' pack. Don't judge me.

She lights the smoke and takes a few drags.

GIBBS
I'm sorry for what I said in there.
About the town. I guess I let Nate
get up under my skin.

STOKES
Not a problem. Truths hurt
sometimes.

GIBBS
I grew up in a place like this.
Nothing but cow pastures, humid
summers, and the kind of dirt you
can't ever seem to wash off.

STOKES
I hate this place. I always have.
But it's my home. Drama and all.

GIBBS
This is more than just drama, Chief.
It's a gigantic pile of shit.

STOKES
Shit that was overdue.

GIBBS
What do you mean?

STOKES
Saluda's been too quiet for too
long.

EXT. MCNEIL HOME - NIGHT

Governor Clendon gets out of his car.

STOKES (V.O.)
People here are like volatile
chemicals. Left to themselves, they
just sorta exist. But throw the
wrong ones together, you’re gonna
get a reaction.

The Governor knocks on the front door. Mark answers.
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STOKES (V.O.)
And everyone’s connected to every
thing. One day some crazy bitch
kills a bus full of kids and that
sets off a chain reaction. The only
question left -

Clendon enters. Mark shuts the door.

STOKES (V.O.)
Who’s the next victim.

EXT. RUBY'S TRAILER - NIGHT

Chief Stokes stares off into the distance.

STOKES
This ain’t over. Mark my words.

In the background, a GREEN LOW-RIDER TRUCK slowly creeps by.

Duke is behind the wheel, Raylene in back, slumped down.

INT. DUKE'S TRUCK - NIGHT

Raylene mumbles through her corroded, meth-wrecked teeth.

RAYLENE
Why you stopping? Go on.

DUKE
Everything I own's in there, bitch.

RAYLENE
Well, they ain't going to give it to
us. We need to go!

EXT. HEAVENLY HAVEN TRAILER COURT - NIGHT

Gibbs sees Duke’s car creeping past.

GIBBS
Give me one second, Brandon.

STOKES
It's not Chief anymore?

She walks over to Officer Ryan, all the while keeping her
eyes on Duke's truck.

87.



GIBBS
Officer, would you do me a big favor
and apprehend the people in that
truck.

Ryan nods and goes to her patrol car. Gibbs motions the
Chief towards their unmarked FBI van.

STOKES
What's up?

GIBBS
That's the guy from the video. You
know, blondie and the nigger.

As Ryan gets into her vehicle, the truck picks up speed.

GIBBS
Shit!

Chief Stokes and Gibbs run to the van as Ryan burns rubber
and gives chase.

INT. DUKE'S TRUCK - NIGHT

Duke sweats hard as he evades pursuit.

RAYLENE
Goddamn it, Duke! I told you we
needed to leave yesterday! I told
you!

He looks in the rear view. Ryan is hauling ass toward him.

INT. UNMARKED FBI SEDAN - NIGHT

Chief Stokes barrels down the road. Gibbs keys the mic.

GIBBS
All units, we are northbound on...

STOKES
Rivers Road.

GIBBS
Rivers Road --

STOKES
Approaching the intersection with
highway three-seventy-eight.
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GIBBS
Approaching highway three-seventy-
eight. Two suspects in a green
1990's Chevy S-10. License plate,
echo-lima-victor-charlie-one-three-
three.

INT. RYAN'S CRUISER - NIGHT

Adrenaline pumping, Ryan is 100% focus as she drives.

RYAN
Come on, fucker.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

The truck roars down the road with little regard.

Ryan moves her unit in close, taps Duke's bumper.

INT. RYAN'S CRUISER - NIGHT

She grabs the mic for her loud speaker.

RYAN
Pull over or I will fucking wreck
you!

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

The truck comes around a corner, hits some loose rocks.

Ryan taps the truck's bumper to PIT him. The truck drifts
sideways.

INT. UNMARKED FBI SEDAN - NIGHT

Chief Stokes and Gibbs watch the truck slide.

STOKES
Good girl.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

The truck sweeps across the gravel, then catches traction
and leaps from the ground, rolling over and over.
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Raylene is ejected from the vehicle. She flies through the
air like a rag doll, smashes into a barbed-wire fence post.

Ryan comes to a stop near Raylene and gets out as Stokes’s
van blows by.

RYAN
to radio( )

I need E-M-S to Rivers Road
immediately!

As the truck comes to a rest on its roof, Chief Stokes skids
the van to a stop.

He and Gibbs exit with guns drawn.

STOKES
Hands where I can see them!

Duke slides out from the window.

Lensey’s van arrives in a cloud of dust. He leaps out, gun
drawn.

Gibbs, Stokes, and Lensey all scream a barrage of "HANDS
WHERE I CAN SEE THEM".

Duke manages to stands. He produces a gun, aims it at his
pursuers.

Chief Stokes, Lensey and Gibbs fire. BLAM BLAM BLAM!

Duke doesn't twitch with every shot. He doesn't fly back. He
simply falls to the road. Dead.

They approach the body. Chief Stokes kicks Duke's gun away.

Gibbs holsters her gun, presses her hands to her temples.

GIBBS
FUCK!

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Parked across the street from Raul's Bodega, Jeremy's SUV
sits amid a dozen nondescript vehicles.

INT. JEREMY'S SUV - NIGHT

Jeremy pulls out a smoke, brings the lighter up to light it.
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RUSTY
No.

Jeremy stops. They speak in soft tones.

JEREMY
What?

RUSTY
You flick that light and anyone can
see it.

JEREMY
Is that right?

RUSTY
You can see a cigarette cherry up to
five miles away on a good night. In
Afghanistan we never smoked outside
if we could help it.

JEREMY
What if you couldn't help it.

RUSTY
We didn't smoke.

pause( )
So what's the plan?

JEREMY
I'm checking my gut.

RUSTY
What?

JEREMY
Coop told you she was shacked up
with Raul. I saw Raul with Ruby that
morning.

He looks over at Rusty, his eyes cold.

JEREMY
I'm checking my gut for a reason why
he'd put her up to it. Shit just
doesn't make sense.

RUSTY
You said it yourself, these cartels
don't fucking play, brother.
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JEREMY
Ruby wasn't cartel. And I ain't seen
anybody looks like they don't live
here roaming the streets. Maybe it’s
her revenge for Clete?

RUSTY
That deal don't have nothing to do
with nothing. Clete death ain’t on
us.

JEREMY
It's the reason we're here. Last
week there was a big coke bust in
Bean Town -- Raul said his boys down
south heard I was a rat...

Jeremy lights his cigarette anyway. 

JEREMY
But it wasn't until right now that I
got to wondering - how in the hell
did you know who Raul was to begin
with?

RUSTY
Coop said it was a Mexican with a
black BMW, I put two and two
together.

JEREMY
Two plus two don't spell Raul. You
knew his name.

A tense moment.

RUSTY
Fuck it - That was my coke.

Jeremy looks at him with intent to kill.

RUSTY
Me and Raul's.

JEREMY
You brought that shit here?

RUSTY
This ain’t what you think, Jere.
It's just - complicated.

JEREMY
Complicated...
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RUSTY
We had a deal to secure the state,
but we had to sacrifice a load. The
whole fucking state, Jere!

Rusty withers under Jeremy’s stare.

RUSTY
The law was in on it, man.

JEREMY
What do you mean, the law? Brandon?

RUSTY
Bill Clendon.

JEREMY
The Governor? Shut the fuck up.

RUSTY
We sacrifice a big load, Clendon
gets credit for stopping the drug
trade. In return he gives our ships
some kind of diplomatic green light
in Charleston.

Silence for a moment while Jeremy soaks it in.

RUSTY
Raul didn't know anything about it.
If the boys in Mexico were asking
about you, I never heard nothing.

Tension.

JEREMY
If the Cartel had something to do
with Vicky, you're a dead man.

Rusty nods. Deal.

Jeremy pulls a gun on Rusty.

JEREMY
Get out.

Rusty remains still.

JEREMY
GET OUT!

Rusty opens the door and steps down. Jeremy opens his door
and climbs out.
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INT. HOSPITAL - WAITING ROOM - NIGHT

Gibbs' cell phone rings. She checks it.

GIBBS
It’s Lensey. I gotta take it.

A DOCTOR enters and Gibbs steps off to the side.

DOCTOR
Chief.

The Chief Stokes stands.

DOCTOR
The girls a fighter, but between the
detox and all of the internal
injuries, if she survives, I'll go
back to church.

STOKES
That bad?

DOCTOR
You're welcome to stay if you'd
like, but we can just call you if
anything changes.

STOKES
That's fine. Thank you.

The Doctor nods and walks away.

Gibbs hangs up, excited.

GIBBS
What did he say?

STOKES
That the only fucking lead we have
is about to cash out.

GIBBS
Fuck her. We don't need her.

STOKES
What?

GIBBS
The cell phone we pulled off Raylene
isn't Raylene's cell phone.
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STOKES
I'm listening.

GIBBS
It's Stephanie Clendon's.

INT. BODEGA - NIGHT

Jeremy and Rusty enter through the open door. Jeremy's
weapon tucked in his back waist.

Raul comes out from the back.

RAUL
Rusty. You're a hard man to reach,
mano.

JEREMY
We need to talk.

RUSTY
What do you know about Ruby?

Raul gets a little nervous.

RAUL
What you want with her?

JEREMY
You got somewhere private we can
talk?

RAUL
Sure, man, sure. Come on back.

INT. RAUL'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Raul enters and sits down at a small desk. Underneath, a
hidden HAND GUN is taped to the desk near his knee.

Jeremy and Rusty stand.

RAUL
So what's up?

Jeremy looks at Rusty.

JEREMY
Rusty sold you out.

95.



RUSTY
The fuck?!

Raul leans forward.

JEREMY
He worked out a deal with the
Governor. Your coke was the ante.

Raul’s hand moves toward the gun.

RAUL
Russ?

RUSTY
It was to secure the state! He's not
telling you everything.

Raul, pissed beyond words, cusses in Spanish, then pulls out
the pistol and sets it on his desk.

JEREMY
Now, I gave you something, I need
something in return.

Raul never takes his eyes off of Rusty.

RAUL
What?

JEREMY
Ruby was on the bus. Was this a
Cartel hit?

RAUL
No.

JEREMY
You promise me? As a man?

RAUL
Cartel might kill your kid, but no
way they kill ‘em all. And they sure
don’t use no bitch to do the job.
Whatever she did, I didn't know
about it.

Jeremy sizes him up, then nods. But something doesn’t sit
right with Rusty - then it dawns on him.

RUSTY
You're a fuckin’ liar! You knew
exactly what she was --
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Raul reaches for his gun, but Jeremy has his out and slams
the butt of it hard into Raul’s hand.

Raul screams and pulls his hand back. Jeremy aims his gun
directly at Raul’s forehead.

INT. CITY HALL - NIGHT

Gibbs and Chief Stokes rush into the command room where
Lensey pulls pages from a printer.

GIBBS
Is that it?

LENSEY
Carolina wireless emailed it over a
few minutes ago.

Gibbs snatches the pages from his hand. She reads.

GIBBS
You run the numbers?

LENSEY
Yeah. Most of them were to a local
dealer and a few were to a prepaid. 
Junky looking for a score, yada-
yada. But, this one - just before
the bus went missing - read the
transcript.

Lensey watches Gibbs for a reaction as she reads. Her eyes
alight, and she hands the print out to Chief Stokes.

He reads, then looks to her.

STOKES
That son of a bitch.

INT. RAUL’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Jeremy presses the gun hard into Raul's temple.

RUSTY
He owed the Cartel money for the
lost coke. He told me Ruby had
something in the works.

to Raul( )
You fucking pendejo!
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RAUL
She wasn't supposed to kill the kid.
Only take him!

Jeremy, lost in a mournful rage, smashes Raul’s nose with
the butt of the gun. Blood spurts out and Raul screams.

INT. CITY HALL - NIGHT

Gibbs reaches over to a stack of still pictures: screen
grabs from the BUS VIDEO.

She finds the one pic where Logan stands in front of Vicky.

GIBBS
Logan McNeil wasn't protecting the
Fussner girl. Ruby was trying to
take him.

Chief Stokes grabs his radio.

STOKES
into radio( )

Ryan.

RYAN (FILTERED)
Go ahead, Chief.

STOKES
Head over to the McNeil place. I
need to see Mark and Abbey back at
the station.

RYAN (FILTERED)
Copy.

Chief takes a deep breath, wipes his hair back with a sigh.

GIBBS
What are you thinking?

He shakes his head.

STOKES
Gibbs, call the Governor. Let him
know that we had a break in the case
and that we want to inform him in
person before we schedule a press
conference.

GIBBS
On it!
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INT. RAUL’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Jeremy looms over Raul.

RAUL
Mano - mano - mano! Bro. I get it.
This is your town --

JEREMY
My daughter was on that bus.

Raul shrinks back, his busted nose forgotten. The fear in
his eyes grows and he can’t catch his breath.

Jeremy picks up Raul's gun, thinks, and then aims at Rusty.

RUSTY
The fuck...?

JEREMY
Way I see it, both of y'all are just
as responsible as the other. But
ain't nothing I can do here brings
my baby back.

Jeremy sighs and hands Raul's gun to Rusty.

JEREMY
Sort this shit out. I'm going home.

INT. CITY HALL - NIGHT

Gibbs hangs up the phone, her face confused.

GIBBS
That was one of the governor's
aides. She said that he left for
Abbey McNeil's house a few hours
ago.

Chief radios to Ryan again.

STOKES
into radio( )

Ryan, belay my last. We're heading
over to the McNeil's right now. Just
meet us over there.

RYAN (FILTERED)
Roger.
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INT. MCNEIL HOME - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Mark sits on the floor, Indian-style.

He stares at Governor Clendon, who’s tied to a chair,
gagged, and out like a light.

MARK
Wake up, Bill.

Clendon doesn't move.

MARK
Wake up.

Mark stands and smacks the Governor hard across the face.

MARK
Hey. I need you to wake up.

Clendon mumbles through the rag, so Mark removes it.

Mark speaks in semi-coherent rambles.

MARK
I fucked it all up, Bill. She's
gone... and Logan... and it’s my
fault.

CLENDON
Mark? What are you doing? What're
you talking about?

MARK
I need to know that you knew.

CLENDON
Knew what, Mark? Untie me, man, and
we can talk about this.

MARK
Tell me, goddamn it! Tell me you
knew! Because Big Bill knows, and if
Big Bill is the Governor and I'm
just a --

Mark huffs and pulls the gun out of his pants.

MARK
You tell me. Just fucking say it.
Say that you knew. Say that you knew
and I'll let you leave.
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Tears well in Clendon's eyes.

CLENDON
I thought - I thought it was a prank
call. One of Stephanie's attempts to
get more money out of me.

MARK
What?

CLENDON
They said they were gonna take my
son and kill him if I didn't pay
them three million dollars.

MARK
What are you talking about?

CLENDON
The call. The bus.

Mark chuckles.

MARK
I just wanted to hear you say that
you knew Logan was your son.

A moments confusion, then it dawns on Clendon.

CLENDON
Mark, where's Abbey?

MARK
I killed her, Bill. I fucked up and
killed her. So now you’re the only
one I can turn to for answers.

Mark stands

MARK
So I need you to be a man and
confirm it for me. Then we'll be
done here.

CLENDON
Are you going to kill me, Mark?

MARK
I just want to hear the words, man.
I need to know.

Clendon steels himself. Nods.
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CLENDON
Logan was my son, Mark. I’m sorry.

Mark loses his breath. Eyes water.

Clendon finally cracks.

CLENDON
I - I didn’t think they’d do it.
This is all my fault. Those kids are
dead because of me. Oh God...OH MY
GOD!

Mark puts the gag back in Clendon's mouth, mid-speech, as
reality and panic set in.

Mark walks into the foyer and returns with a GAS CAN. He
opens it and pours gasoline all over everything.

EXT. MCNEIL HOME - NIGHT

Ryan exits her cruiser and waits for Chief and Gibbs.

Their car arrives and they exit.

STOKES
Anything?

RYAN
No. Three cars, but not a single
light on.

Gibbs and Chief share an uneasy look.

From one of the windows, the flickering glow of fire.

STOKES
The hell?

INT. MCNEIL HOME LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Mark looks around, lost amid the blaze.

Clendon struggles and screams through his gag.

Mark walks away as the fire spreads quickly.

EXT. MCNEIL HOME - NIGHT

Chief and Gibbs race up the long driveway, followed by Ryan.
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RYAN
to radio( )

I need fire and EMS to 5425
Batesburg Highway.

The front door opens and Mark walks out.

He reaches into his right pocket and removes an envelope.
Scrawled across the front: POLICE

He shuffles forward, drops it several feet from the front
door, then pulls a gun from his other pocket.

Gibbs and Chief Stokes slide to a stop and draw their guns.

STOKES
Drop the gun, Mark.

Mark just stands there, looking out at nothing.

Gibbs sees the growing flames through the window, notices
the extra car, make the connection.

STOKES
Where's the Governor, Mark?

Mark looks around, shakes his head, then turns and walks
back inside.

STOKES
Mark! No!

Chief charges for the door.

INT. MCNEIL HOME - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Mark locks the dead bolt, then slumps down against the door.

The fire grows and consumes what used to be his life.

EXT. MCNEIL HOME - NIGHT

Chief kicks on the door over and over, but it doesn't budge.

The heat from the fire causes the windows to shatter. Flames
roar. Gibbs runs up to pull him back.

He resists, then gives up. As he turns to walks away, he
sees the envelope.

He picks it up, hands it to Gibbs, and keeps on walking.
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INT. FUSSNER HOME - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Jeremy enters, emotionally battered. He drops down on the
couch and looks around the room.

Everywhere he looks - things remind him of his daughter -
Vicky through her ages.

He bawls.

DONNA (O.S.)
I almost got worried about you.

Jeremy sees her standing in her night gown. She approaches
and sits next to him on the couch, facing him with one leg
pulled under the other.

DONNA
What'd you do?

Jeremy shakes his head and talks through the tears.

JEREMY
Lots that I wanted to do. Wasn't
nothing I could do, though.

He leans way back on the sofa, stares at the ceiling.

JEREMY
I wanted to hurt somebody. Make them
feel like I feel. Then I realized -
how many families went to sleep in
tears because of something I done?
This is my past collecting on the
debt I run up.

He wrings his hands together.

JEREMY
I don't know who I'm supposed to be
without her?

Donna puts her hand on his shoulder.

DONNA
You're a good man, Jere, and you'll
always be Vicky’s daddy.

Jeremy leans over, crying, and Donna hugs him.
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EXT. FUSSNER HOME - NIGHT

Rusty walks up the driveway.

Through the front window, he sees Jeremy crying into his
wife's arms.

He walks over to his truck, climbs in and drives away.

EXT. MARY JO'S CONVENIENCE STORE - MORNING

Chief Stokes exits and holds the door for Gibbs. They both
carry Styrofoam coffee cups.

GIBBS
Crooked Governors are a dime a
dozen, Brandon. I doubt anyone will
blame what he did on Saluda.

STOKES
He was born and raised here, so we
gotta take part of the blame.

Chief stretches, breathes in the morning air.

STOKES
Do me a favor?

GIBBS
If I can.

STOKES
Been a long time since I accompanied
my wife to church. I think she'd
appreciate it if I showed up today.

She laughs.

GIBBS
Go. I'll handle the press. But
remember, I'm only giving you a day
to rest before we start tying all of
this together.

STOKES
One day of rest is all the Good Lord
says I'm entitled to.

Gibbs opens the door to her sedan and stands there.
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GIBBS
There is one more thing I remember
about living in a small town.

Her smile fades and she looks around.

GIBBS
Small town folks look out for their
own. Through thick and thin.

STOKES
Saluda's strong, Gibbs. We'll
recover. Ain't gonna be tomorrow,
next week, or next year - but we
always do.

Her phone chirps. She sighs, retrieves it from her pocket
and send a quick text message.

GIBBS
We all answer to somebody.

STOKES
Yes ma'am, we do.

Gibbs gets in her car, starts it and rolls the window down.

GIBBS
On second thought - take the rest of
the week off.

Jeremy's SUV pulls in. Chief eyes him getting out. Jeremy
stands waiting.

STOKES
to Gibbs( )

A lot of Indians in this town, but
only one Chief. I’ll see you bright
and shiny tomorrow.

She smiles at him, puts the car in gear, then drives away.

JEREMY
Hey, Chief. You got a minute?

Stokes ambles over to Jeremy.

JEREMY
Heard you and the FBI got everything
sorted out.

STOKES
Handed to us is more like it.
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JEREMY
So can you tell me, or...

STOKES
Logan McNeil was Bill Clendon's kid.

Jeremy grimaces.

STOKES
Stephanie Clendon shacked up with
Ruby when she got out of rehab and
spilled the beans. Ruby was going to
kidnap the kid and blackmail the
Governor.

A sigh from Stokes.

STOKES
There's a lot to work out yet,
but... yeah.

Jeremy takes a deep breath, rubs his eyes, then sits on the
curb outside of the store, his legs failing.

Chief Stokes pats Jeremy on the shoulder. Without words, he
heads toward his cruiser.

Jeremy looks up, eyes red and wet.

JEREMY
Hey Chief.

STOKES
Yeah, Jere?

JEREMY
Do me a favor and have that pretty
little wife of yours give me a call.

Chief Stokes nods, mimes tipping his hat, gets in his
cruiser and pulls away.

Jeremy hangs his head between his knees, then remembers -

He reaches into his back pocket and pulls out a crushed
Honeybun wrapper.

He looks at the wrapper for a long moment, then lets it go.

A breeze gusts and carries it off...

Jeremy stands and watches Chief's cruiser drive up the hill
and disappear over the rise.
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Jeremy stares off into the center of town.

Their town.

Saluda.

FADE OUT:
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