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ACT ONE
INT. BOARDING SCHOCL - CLASSROOM - DAY - FLASHBACK

Pairs of Boys in school uniforms sit restlessly at black
table-desks. Most whisper to each other or slyly pass notes.
Young Ned sits alone at his table-desk, gazing out the window
as the Teacher lectures.

NARRATOR
At this very moment, Young Ned was
9 years, 35 weeks, 7 hours, and 54
minutes old.

A SPITBALL hits Young Ned in the back of the head, and he
frowns at the Boy who threw it. As he starts to turn back to
the window, his attention is caught by something:

NED’'S POV
The word FATE in big letters on the blackboard.

NARRATOR
By seemingly random circumstance,
Young Ned came to learn about fate.
He did not like what he heard.

Young Ned listens intently, frowning and furrowing his brow.
INT. BOARDING SCHOOL - DORMITORY - NIGHT - FLASHBACK
Young Ned pets his dog, Digby, with a scratching device.
NARRATOR
If what the teacher had said was
true, it was Fate that took away
his mother...

INT. NED’'S CHILDHOOD HOME - KITCHEN - DAY - FLASHBACK

Young Ned touches his Dead Mother, and she FLASHES to life.
He looks out the window to see...

EXT. CHUCK’'S CHILDHOOD HOME - SAME - FLASHBACK

...Chuck’s father, Charles Charles, fall over dead while
watering the lawn.

NARRATOR
...Fate that took away Chuck’s
father, and then Chuck herself...
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EXT. NED’'S CHILDHCCD HOME - STREET - DAY - FLASHBACK

Young Chuck waves to Young Ned out the back of a car window
as she is driven away.

NARRATOR
...and Fate that finally took the
only family he had left: his
father.

EXT. BOARDING SCHOCL - DAY - FLASHBACK

His FATHER drives Young Ned to the boarding school and dumps
him there. He waves as he drives away.

NARRATOR
It was safe to say that Young Ned
did not like to think about Fate.

INT. PIE HOLE - KITCHEN - DAY

NED and CHUCK playfully throw flour at each other and giggle
as OLIVE sweeps the floor behind them.

NARRATOR
But now Fate and Ned were on better
terms. Fate had brought Chuck back

to him -- though, of course, with a
small caveat: she had had to die
first.

Ned smiles at Chuck as he togsses more flour at her.

A stray bit of flour hits Olive in the face, and she wipes it
off, giving Ned and Chuck a lock of annoyance.

NARRATOR
Olive had once believed in Fate.
She had believed that Ned was fated
to be hers.

INT. THERAPIST'S OFFICE - DAY

Olive lays on the couch while a bald-headed THERAPIST writes
in his NOTEBROOK.

NARRATOR
She no longer felt that way.
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OLIVE
Before she arrived, he was tossing
flour in my face and kneading my

dough.

THERAPIST
You seem to have a fascination with
baking.

OLIVE

Okay, he wasn’'t actually doing
those things, but it was just a
matter of time. Only now the clock
has stopped, and I'm frozen in a
world of Saran-wrapped makeout
segsions and dancing in beekeeper
suits.

THERAPIST
I'm not sure I follow.

OLIVE
So what if they don’t ever touch.
He’'s still not touching me. He's
barely even looking at me.

THERAPIST
Olive, think about it this way: are
you the victim or the wvictor?

OLIVE
Um, the victim?

THERAPIST
You need to turn this around for
yourself, Olive. Get off the
sidelines, and get in the game.

OLIVE
That’s a sports metaphor, right?

THERAPIST
Make a change. Address Ned
directly, and communicate clearly
what you want.

OLIVE
(defeated)
What if I can’t?
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THERAPIST
Perhaps you'd be happier if you
left the Pie Hole.

Olive stands, angry.

OLIVE
And perhaps you’d be happier if you
shut yours.

She storms out.
INT. PIE HOLE - DINING AREA - LATER

EMERSON sits in a booth and reads the menu. Olive stands next
to the table, tapping her foot impatiently. She keeps looking
over at Ned, who we can see through the windows on the
kitchen doors baking happily with Chuck in the kitchen.

OLIVE
(to Emerson)
You know, the food comes faster if
I know what the order is.

EMERSON
The order is to let me take my
time.

OLIVE

Unfortunately, you’‘re not just
taking your time, you’re taking my
time, too. And those people in the
next booth --

She indicates an IMPATIENT COUPLE glaring at Emerson.

OLIVE
—— you‘re also taking their time.
And, while we’re on the subject,
it’s partially your fault that
Chuck’s here, and I'm forced to see
her and Ned making time.

Emerson puts down the menu.
EMERSON
Fine. Raspberry Rhubarb Crunch.
Light on the crunch.

OLIVE
All our raspberries went bad.
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EMERSON
Check again.

He shoves the menu at her. Olive rolls her eyes and walks
away. Emerson shoots a fake smile at the Impatient Couple.

NARRATOR
Emerson Cod did not believe in
fate. Or rather, he believed that,
like the colorful holsters he
knitted for his guns, he could make
his own fate. In fact, he believed
it so much that he became a private
eye to prove it.

ROSIE MARTIN (20s), an attractive black woman, enters the Pie
Hole and approaches Olive.

ROSTE
Excuse me. I was told I could find
Emerson Cod the detective here.

Olive nods in Emerson’s direction.

OLIVE
Cod’s the large fish in the booth
that resembles a beached whale.

Olive goes into the kitchen, and Rosie walks over to Emerson.

ROSTE
Mr. Cod, may I speak with you?

Emerson grunts, annoyed at being interrupted -- then sees her
and puts on a big smile.

EMERSON
Of course you can.

ROSTE
It’'s about a murder.

EMERSON
(downbeat)
Of course it is.

INT. PIE HOLE - DINING AREA - LATER

The restaurant is mostly empty. Emerson, Ned, Chuck, and
Rosie sit at a booth and listen as Rosie explains.
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ROSTIE
It’'s my younger sister, Tara. She
disappeared, and when we found her,
she was dead.

CHUCK
That’s awful.

Olive brings over Emerson’s pie. She turns to leave, then
takes a deep breath, and turns back.

OLIVE
Ned, can I speak to you please?

NED
We’'re kind of in the middle of
something here.

OLIVE
So am T.

IMPATIENT MAN (O0.S.)
Excuse me. Little help here.

Ned and Olive turn to see the male half of the Impatient
Couple standing at the register and waving his receipt.

NED
Would you mind, Olive? We’'re —-—

OLIVE
I know. In the middle of something.
You’re in the game, and I‘m on the
side of the lines.

Olive huffs, but leaves to take care of the customer.

CHUCK
Was that a sports metaphor?

EMERSON
Not a good one.

ROSTE
Look. The police found Tara’s body
tied up like a bowling ball at the
bottom of a sewer. Something’s
really weird here, but the cops say
they’ve done all they can. I just
want to know what happened to her.
Please.
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Ned, Chuck, and Emerson share a look.

EMERSON
We’ll need to see Tara alone.

ROSIE
I'll take you.

They get up and leave.

Olive finishes with the customer and locks over to see that
their table is empty except for the remains of Emerson’s pie.
She grumbles, pissed.

INT. HOSPITAL - ROOM - LATER

Rosie walks over to the bed, where her sister TARA (teens) is
hooked up to machines, alive.

Ned and Chuck stand in the doorway, confused.

CHUCK
I think we made a wrong turn on the
way to the morgue.

NED
I think your thinking is correct.

Emerson glares at Rosie.

EMERSON
You said she was dead.

ROSTE
She is dead.

NED
(under his breath)
Not dead enough.

Chuck elbows him as a solemn MIDDLE-AGED BLACK WOMAN enters,
causing them all to get quiet fast. The Woman sits in the
chair by Tara’s bedside and clasps Tara’s hand between hers.

Rosie goes out into the hall and motions for them to follow.
Ned and Chuck exit. Emerson lingers, looking sadly at the
Middle-aged Black Woman, then joins them.

INT. HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Rosie shuts the door behind them.
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EMERSON
(re: the Woman)
Mom?
ROSTE
(nodding)

Hasn’t said much since it happened.
Barely leaves Tara’s side. She just
won’'t let go.

EMERSON
It’s hard.

Ned and Chuck look back and forth between Emerson and Rogie,
then at each other. Beat. Ned clears his throat.

NED
(to Rosie)
Now, when you said she was dead —-

ROSTE
—— I meant she was dead.

CHUCK
But we just saw her, living, with
our own two eyes. Or is it six
since there’s three of us?

ROSTE
My sister is not alive.

NED
I'm usually pretty agreeable, but I
don’t think this is one of those
situations where we can agree to
disagree.

NARRATOR
With that sentiment, Rosie Martin
wholeheartedly agreed and began to
explain.

ROSTIE
Let me explain.

INT. HOSPITAL - WAITING ROOM - DAY - FLASHBACK

Rosie listens to a Doctor with mounting horror as her Mother
cries in the background.
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NARRATOR
What she explained was that her
sister had suffered brain death,
and there was absclutely no hope of
her ever waking up or recovering.

INT. MEDICAL INSURANCE OFFICE - DAY - FLASHBACK

A beady-eyed Insurance Agent shakes his head as he stamps the
word “DENIED” onto a form and hands it to Rosie.

NARRATOR
Her fate was sealed and she was,
effectively and legally, dead.

Rosie looks completely defeated.
INT. HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - DAY - RESUME SCENE
Chuck shakes her head in disbelief.

CHUCK
But she was breathing.

ROSTE
A machine breathes for her.

NED
But beeping. When people beep, it
means they’‘re alive.

ROSTE
Machines beep. People don‘t beep.

EMERSON
Brain dead isn’t dead dead. We
can’t help.

ROSIE
You have to. The insurance company
won't pay to keep Tara at the
hospital since she's legally dead,
but mom won't pull the plug. Every
cent we have is going to hospital
bills. Our mortgage is three months
overdue.

EMERSON
Sorry. This Jjust isn’t how we work.

Emerson leaves, head lowered. Rosie turns to Ned and Chuck.
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ROSTIE
The only way Mom’s ever going to
move on is if the killer is found.

Chuck takes Rosie’s hands in hers and turns beseechingly to
Ned. He can’t say no.

NED
Okay. Um, what leads do you have so
far?

Rosie begins to speak, but over her we hear...

NARRATOR
The facts were these: Rosie had
tried a variety of sources to
discover who killed her sister
after the police stopped
investigating the case.

INT. PROFILER'S OFFICE - DAY - FLASHBACK

Rogie sits across from a PROFILER who is dressed in an Armani
suit. She speaks, and he nods, only half-listening.

NARRATOR
First she went to see a high-
profile Profiler, who she’d seen on
TV giving clever sound bites on
major criminal cases.

Rosie finishes speaking, and the Profiler leans forward with
smarmy confidence.

PROFILER
The answer is simple. This is
clearly the work of a serial killer
with a traumatic childhoed.

They stand and shake hands, smiling.
NARRATOR
Rosie thought this seemed
incredibly insightful...
INT. POLICE STATION - FRONT DESK — DAY - FLASHBACK

A Hard-nosed Cop shakes his head, and Rosie’s face falls.
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NARRATOR
...but the police did not agree.
They told her that no other girls
had been killed in the same manner
as Tara, so it clearly couldn’t be
the work of a serial killer.

Rogie leaves, defeated.
INT. INVESTIGATOR’'S OFFICE - DAY - FLASHBACK

Rosie sits across the desk from an INVESTIGATOR. On the desk
sits an ANSWERING MACHINE. The Investigator hits play.

NARRATOR
Next she hired an investigator to
set up a tip hotline.

HOTLTNE WITNESS

(over answering machine)
Yeah, I saw the murder, saw the
whole thing. It was crazy, man,
like, you know, what’s it called,
bowling. No, no, skiing, yeah,
that’s it. With balls.

(beat)
There’s a reward, right?

NARRATOR
But most of the tips sounded like
the ramblings of crazy people,
which apparently was not uncommon.

INVESTIGATOR
Statistically speaking, tip
hotlines tend to attract the
mentally ill the way blood attracts
local TV reporters.

Rosie frowns.
INT. PSYCHIC’S SHOP - DAY - FLASHBACK
Rosie sits across from a PSYCHIC who uses a CRYSTAL BALL.
NARRATOR
She even went to see a psychic, who

cryptically told her:

PSYCHIC
This won’t be the last death...
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Rosie waits for the Psychic to continue. The Psychic shrugs.

NARRATOR
This unsettling premonition brought
her no closer to finding the
killer.

Rosie sighs, pays the woman, and leaves.
INT. CRIME WHISPERER’'S OFFICE - FLASHBACK

Rosie sits cross-legged on a pillow on the floor. Across from
her is a CRIME WHISPERER, also seated on a pillow and dressed
in a New Age style.

NARRATOR
But Rosie wasn’'t ready to give up.
She visited a world-renowned Crime
Whisperer...

The Crime Whisperer closes his eyes and waves his head around
like Stevie Wonder.

CRIME WHISPERER
I see bright lights, brilliant
colors. Also something that smells
like popcorn.

ROSTE
You gee something that smells like
popcorn?

He opens his eyes, smiles, and holds out his hand for money.
NARRATOR
.. .whose information was so vague
and useless that Rosie refused to
pay him.

Rosie pushes his hand away and stands.

CRIME WHISPERER
Not cool, man.

But her glare shuts him up before she turns and leaves.
INT. HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - DAY - RESUME SCENE
Chuck tries to give Rosie a comforting smile.

NARRATOR
In short, there were no facts.
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ROSTIE
Will you help me?

Ned and Chuck share an unsure loock.
INT. PIE HOLE - LATER
Ned, Chuck, and Emersgon sit at a booth. Emerson steams.

EMERSON
What do you mean you took the case?

CHUCK
Pretty much what it sounds like.

In the background, Olive musters her courage and walks toward
the table, then turns arcund at the last second and goes back
to the counter.

NED
I just couldn’t tell her no.
(sighs)
What are we going to do? Short of
accidental death or pulling the
plug myself, I’'m useless.

CHUCK
Ned!

NED
Okay, not completely useless.

CHUCK
Not that, pulling the plug on her.
You can’t just do that.

NED
Of course I'm not going to do that.

EMERSON
Then I’11 tell you what you are
going to do: you’re gonna drop it.

CHUCK
No, we’re not. Ned and I are going
to solve it. With or without you.

NED
Preferably with you.













































































































































