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EXT. ISLAND - DAY

The sun-brushed ocean fills the screen. In the distance, the 
outline of a tower is visible.

The camera pulls back to reveal COLTON HARRIS, who takes in 
all the action around him. He's tall with a weathered face, 
a man who's faced a mid-life crisis and lost. His weight's 
on an elaborate metal railing on the perimeter of the 
island, and he looks out over the water.

A white boat slowly coasts into the foreground. It steadily 
drifts into the dock of the island, where a few bystanders 
wait. A deckhand tosses a rope around the wooden pole and 
eases the boat alongside the dock.

The man opens the gate and steps off, holding the sliding 
door open.

PASSENGER
Grazie.

BOATMAN
Prego. Ciao.

The passengers slowly gather on the dock and then head into 
a building off to the right. The bystanders board the boat. 
The man unties the rope, and the boat starts and heads off 
the way it came.

Turning from the railing, Harris walks slowly to the heart 
of the island. He winds his way along the dirt path through 
a hall of shrubberies and sits on a stone bench. He wears a 
white shirt, a thick black coat, nondescript slacks, generic 
sneakers.

Harris reaches into his coat for a small, tattered, spiral 
notepad, and he unhooks a pen. He opens to a new page and 
writes.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
A friend is coming today.

He smiles briefly, sadly.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
She's writing about me. For a 
story. It sounds great, right? But 
it's not that kind of story. More 
of a yellow journalism, scorched 
earth deal. Muck-raking. At least 
that's what I anticipate. 
Wait...did I call her a friend 
before? Is she still a friend? Now 
there's the million-dollar 

(MORE)
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COLTON HARRIS (CONT'D)
question. It's too early for deep 
thoughts, but here goes: Can you 
be someone's friend if you hurt 
them physically, emotionally, 
or...

As he considers this, two joggers come up the dirt path, 
dressed identically in plain clothes. They wave silently. 
Harris reciprocates.

Harris scribbles out his rambling. He turns the page and 
starts anew.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
I need to practice. I need her to 
believe this story.

Harris nods to himself. He flips back to the beginning of 
the notepad, which is cluttered with notes, and begins 
underlining and circling certain words.

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. OFFICE - MORNING

The city is quiet and calm as the rising sun trickles 
through skyscrapers and billboards.

CLOSE ON: A newspaper box in the heart of the concrete 
jungle.

A large white van drives up and a bleary-eyed man carries 
papers out to the box. He pries open the box, drops the 
papers in, and he returns to the van and drives off.

IN FAST-FORWARD: Building lights flicker on, cars buzz up 
and down the streets, and businessmen in suits pace with 
intensity.

Finally, a lazily-dressed Colton stops at the newspaper box 
and pulls out all of the copies without looking at the 
cover. He walks down the street and dumps them in the trash 
can on the corner.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
If I know her at all, first she'll 
say, 'Tell me how things were left 
with the Post.' And I'll say, 
'Fantastic.'
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INT. OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Harris strides past an empty conference room littered with 
newspapers. At the heart of the floor are desks, where 
journalists are herded together, typing on laptops. The 
keyboards clatter, and a soft voice emanating from a 
television.

FEMALE NEWSCASTER (V.O.)
Despite admitting that he's smoked 
crack cocaine "more like three, 
four, hell, even five" times, 
District Mayor Stram Sherman has 
still seen his polling numbers 
increase by 10 points in the past 
week, gaining significant traction 
among young--

A journalist sees Harris coming and turns off the TV. He 
then looks down at his screen, like nothing happened.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
She'll laugh, of course. She knows 
the truth. That's what good 
journalists do--ask questions when 
they already know the answer.

Harris continues past the center room and into his corner 
office, closing the door behind him.

INT. HARRIS' OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

The office looks out onto a remarkable skyline.

CLOSE ON: a box on Harris' desk. Harris' back is turned--
he's occupied, tossing items into the box haphazardly. It's 
filled with a series of leather-bound books, a picture of a 
man with his daughter, a coffee mug, and a bevy of beige 
file folders.

Perched on the desk is a framed certificate. It reads "FOR 
EXCELLENCE IN THE FIELD OF INVESTIGATIVE JOURNALISM." In 
smaller type below it reads "JOSEPH PULITZER AWARD."

A hand reaches down and picks up the framed certificate and 
places it in the box.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
She's not here for the happy-go-
lucky story, the puff profile 
piece on the brilliant writer 
who's working his way to the top. 
No--this is trickier. Nuanced. 
Twists and turns. Downward 
spirals. That's what she wants. 

(MORE)



4.

COLTON HARRIS (CONT'D)
That's what catches eyeballs. You 
know what they say: 'Bad news 
sells best, because good news is 
no news.'

SECRETARY (V.O.)
--Please hold on. Mr. Watkins! Mr. 
Watkins, he's not free at the 
moment!

The door opens, and at the sound of this, Harris turns his 
attention to DANNY WATKINS, a portly man immune to 
sensitivity training.

Watkins holds Harris' attention but pauses in the doorway. 
They have a history.

DANNY WATKINS
(gesturing out 
door to 
secretary)

Back when I started, Miss 
Tenderpussy would do all this shit 
for you.

Harris looks down and says nothing.

DANNY WATKINS
I've got a, uh, timeshare in 
Boulder. You're more than 
welcome...

He trails off, moving into the room and sitting on Harris' 
couch.

DANNY WATKINS
Jesus, man. You know I'm just 
doing what they tell me.

(beat)
It's responsible. I'm doing this 
to protect you. Think of me as 
your condom.

COLTON HARRIS
(dryly)

That won't be hard to do.

Watkins stands up and moves right across the desk.

DANNY WATKINS
Colt, when it comes to local shit, 
your schtick works fine. But 
something like this--it's a big 
fucking accusation, buddy. We 
don't want a libel suit.
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COLTON HARRIS
(surprisingly 
calm)

Libel? He's the only one lying 
here. I proved it once; I can do 
it again.

DANNY WATKINS
(chuckling)

Prove? Do you know what that word 
means? I'm...legitimately 
concerned that you don't.

(measured)
Here's what prove means: it means 
build a case of evidence so strong 
that if you bundled it and shipped 
it uptown to some of those 
malnourished drifters you like so 
much--

Watkins gestures dismissively at Harris' Pulitzer and makes 
a wanking motion.

DANNY WATKINS
--even the schizo ones could come 
up with a goddamn rational answer.

COLTON HARRIS
I know you're upset--

DANNY WATKINS
No, you know what? Here's a 
thought experiment. Say I'm the 
D.C. mayor. If you wanted to prove 
I'm racist, you'd have videotapes 
of me draped in a Confederate 
flag, wearing a foam finger to the 
OJ trial.

COLTON HARRIS
I was there. I heard the tape. I 
saw the pictures--

DANNY WATKINS
I don't care if he was blowing 
Nathan Bedford Forrest--if 
I...wait, wait, wait. The tape? 
You wanna talk about the tape?

Watkins pulls out his phone menacingly.
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DANNY WATKINS
This is the tape, buddy. The holy 
fucking grail. You need a moment 
alone to rub one out? It's cool--I 
can leave.

Harris puts up a hand.

COLTON HARRIS
I get it--it's ambiguous. Don't 
have to beat a dead horse.

DANNY WATKINS
Ah. So without the tape, you know 
what we have? Fucking nada.

(over-
enunciating)

Fucking jack fucking shit fucking 
motherfuck. Capiche?

COLTON HARRIS
You put me on deadline and this is 
what I give you. I'm happy to keep 
going with this, but then I get 
some damn strong hints I should 
take a vacation, that you guys are 
trying to bury this. Maybe I 
should sue you all for 
compromising evidence.

DANNY WATKINS
Step off your high horse, Colt, 
and join the real world. That's 
not how things work. We don't have 
a big legal team, but our muscle 
can tigerfuck yours. So take your 
leave, with pay, I might add, and 
let bygones be bygones. Alright?

Harris says nothing. Watkins laughs, cruelly. He reaches 
into his inner pocket and withdraws a flask before taking a 
lengthy pull. Watkins silently offers some to Harris, but 
Harris turns it down.

DANNY WATKINS
Chin up, chief. It'll blow over 
soon, just give it a few months.

(beat)
It's only temporary. Don't worry--
we'll come knocking...eventually.

He's halfway out the door when Harris calls out to him.
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COLTON HARRIS
Really?

DANNY WATKINS
(beat)

You're a helluva reporter, Colt. 
You just...get in your own way 
sometimes.

Watkins walks away, and Harris stands stunned for a second. 
He gazes out the window and down to the street, where a 
group herds around the empty newspaper stand.

INT. BUILDING - LATER

Harris, box in hand, walks out into the landing area of the 
offices. It's midday--there's a big crowd waiting for the 
elevators, but Harris is the only one moving out.

The light above the door switches from 9 to 10 and then 
shuts off. The doors open. Three men step out, two on 
cellphones, the third dressed sharply, briefcase in hand. 
Harris does a double take at the last man.

COLTON HARRIS
Swanson?

The man, CHARLES SWANSON, turns. He cuts an impressive 
figure--blond, barrel-chested. A gold Rolex sneaks out from 
under his cuff as he straightens his tie.

CHARLES SWANSON
(coolly)

Morning, Colt.

COLTON HARRIS
What are you doing here?

CHARLES SWANSON
Don't worry about it, champ.

COLTON HARRIS
Does being a total douchenozzle 
ever get old for you?

CHARLES SWANSON
(falsely 
impatient)

Do you mind? Kinda busy day...

COLTON HARRIS
Oh, of course, move along. Those 
fake quotes won't write 
themselves.

Swanson walks away. The elevator doors have closed and the 
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car has already gone down. Harris pushes the button again, 
with a frustrated shake of the head.

INT. CAR - DAY

Harris drives a nameless sedan down a two-lane highway to 
nowhere. In the passenger seat beside him is the white box 
from his office. The radio is turned to a public station.

FEMALE ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
...Reports have leaked that the 
Washington Post and Pulitzer 
Prize-winning journalist Colton 
Harris have parted ways. Harris, 
known for his fascinating 
investigation into the breeding 
practices of the homeless--

Harris turns off the radio. He takes a deep breath to calm 
himself, but then slaps the wheel two, three times, close to 
a mental breakdown.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
That drive was the longest in my 
life. I didn't even know where I 
was going. And in my head, all 
that weighed on me was that mayor 
fiasco...

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - DAY

Harris walks into the office guided by the MAYOR'S 
ASSISTANT, a gruff, white-haired man.

He sits down across from a vacant desk. Harris scans the 
room--it's splendid, classy. Framed, signed photographs from 
famous D.C. politicians line the wall.

Then Harris spies a smaller, more interesting photo, 
sticking out of one of the mayor's drawers. He stands to get 
a closer look. The mayor's assistant coughs, pointedly.

MAYOR'S ASSISTANT
Well, why don't we have a seat, 
Mr. Harris.

Harris inspects it: it's the mayor and David Duke, in full 
Ku Klux Klan regalia, bumping fists.

The assistant hustles over to shove the picture in the 
drawer and slams it shut.
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MAYOR'S ASSISTANT
(blocking the 
drawer)

I believe when we agreed to this 
interview we had certain, um, 
restrictions on your questions.

COLTON HARRIS
So...ix-nay on the white upremacy-
say?

MAYOR'S ASSISTANT
That would be wonderful.

COLTON HARRIS
You realize that, now having seen 
this, this is all I'm going to ask 
about. It's much more interesting 
than, say, tort reform.

MAYOR'S ASSISTANT
I'm just asking that...this close 
to the election, it would behoove 
you--

COLTON HARRIS
To report that the mayor of, "the 
Chocolate City" is a, how do you 
say, virulent racist? I agree, 
that would..."behoove me."

MAYOR'S ASSISTANT
Are you willing to admit that you 
went snooping through the mayor's 
desk, Mr. Harris?

COLTON HARRIS
No, but I can get the security 
footage.

MAYOR'S ASSISTANT
(smirking)

Can you?

The assistant sits on the drawer, defiant but in control.

MAYOR'S ASSISTANT
I'll call in the mayor.

Harris is silent in frustration at his plight. He stands 
there for a second until a horn breaks his reverie.

END FLASHBACK:
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INT. CAR - DAY

Harris' car straddles two lanes. The horn jolts him to 
attention and he swerves into the right lane as the car 
behind passes on his left. The driver flips him off as he 
cruises by.

Harris looks down at his cell phone. He sees he has missed a 
call and dials back.

INT. APARTMENT KITCHEN - SAME

The phone rings. BONNIE, middle-aged but with some spirit, 
answers on the third ring.

INTERCUT - TELEPHONE CONVERSATION

COLTON HARRIS
Bonnie.

BONNIE
(after a while)

I don't know what to say.

COLTON HARRIS
Look, don't listen to what you've 
heard. I'm just taking some time 
off. That's it.

BONNIE
Colt, I'm sorry about what 
happened. I really am. But, 
please, at least be honest about 
it.

COLTON HARRIS
(running his 
hand through 
his hair)

You'll have plenty of chances to 
tell me "I told you so" later. But 
right now, I'm calling to let you 
know I'll be at the cabin for a 
while.

BONNIE
The cabin? But you're supposed to 
take Ellie on Friday. You can't up 
and go like that.

COLTON HARRIS
(laughing)

Well, that's what I'm doing. 
Besides, I thought you always 
wanted full custody.
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BONNIE
Jesus, there it is.

COLTON HARRIS
(backtracking)

Bonnie--that came out wrong. I'm 
sorry and, yeah, I realize you 
probably had plans. I had plans, 
too, and then I lost my job. All 
I'm asking for is a little slack.

BONNIE
I get it, Colt. Times are tough. 
But you can't just run away from 
it all. What are you gonna do?

COLTON HARRIS
How is she, Bon?

BONNIE
She's fine.

COLTON HARRIS
Can I talk to her?

BONNIE
(sharply)

She's not here--I guess she had 
plans.

Bonnie looks out the window to the dimly lit street, where a 
girl chases a ball.

BONNIE
But answer the question: what are 
you gonna do?

COLTON HARRIS
(unconvincing)

I just need to clear my head, 
nothing more. I'll be back in no 
time.

BONNIE
You're OK?

COLTON HARRIS
I'll get there. I always do.

BONNIE
If you say so.

Harris hangs up and as he returns to his car, a massive 18-
wheeler rumbles by. Its side panel reads "MAINE LUMBER: GOT 
WOOD?" Harris chuckles at it and hops in his car to follow.
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EXT. ROAD - DAY

The white sedan putters down the road and crosses a small 
bridge. On the side of the road is a sign that reads 
"WELCOME TO MOUNT DESERT ISLAND."

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
Maine had a different rhythm to 
it. It was lighter, simpler. The 
people were sweet; they were 
caring...

Harris drives past a truck on the side of the road. He turns 
and sees a deer lodged in the windshield. The driver, portly 
in his flannel outfit, waves amiably.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
Just salt-of-the-earth folks, 
really.

Harris turns off the main road and down a winding dirt path 
to the shore. The car heaves to the end of a row of 
cottages, stopping in front of the last one.

INT. COTTAGE - CONTINUOUS

Harris opens the door and looks around, holding a duffel bag 
and the white box. A pile of rotting firewood draws the 
attention of various insects. Harris then heads to the 
living room, setting down his things and going straight to 
the bookshelf.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
It wasn't anything special, but 
that wasn't what I was looking 
for. I needed something stable, 
something I could count on. And 
stepping into that room, decades 
later, it was like I'd never left. 
Down to the little things. The 
creaks in the floor. The bits of 
mold on the ceiling. The comfort 
of the wood stove. And those 
books--I could have spent a couple 
lifetimes just sitting and reading 
in that room.

He scans the rows until he finds the title he's looking 
for--"ALL THE PRESIDENT'S MEN"--and pulls it off the shelf.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
I'd lost my job and left my life 
behind. But when that book was 
back in my hands, I'd have been 
lying if I said I wanted to be 
anywhere else.
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He sits down with his back against the wall--there are no 
chairs in the room--and starts reading from the beginning.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Harris strides in and takes a seat at the bar.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
I could've walked into any bar 
that night. There was no thought, 
no logic, behind the decision. But 
then I saw her, and I knew I 
wouldn't go anywhere else.

The bartender, a young, enthusiastic woman named SANDY, 
approaches him. She's a redhead, wearing a throwback Larry 
Bird Celtics jersey.

EXT. ISLAND - DAY - PRESENT DAY

Harris pauses to think about this last phrase.

He crosses out a line in the notebook, and then subsequently 
crosses out the cross-out.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
It sounds sappy like that, out of 
context, but it's the only way to 
describe it. Maybe she'll believe 
it, maybe not. But it's the truth.

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. BAR - LATER

SANDY
Whatcha havin', dear?

COLTON HARRIS
What kinda rum you got?

SANDY
(smartly)

We got Well 1 for dark and Well 2 
for white.

COLTON HARRIS
(laughing)

I'll take a Well 2 Mojito, then.

SANDY
Comin' right up.

Sandy makes the drink and Harris looks around. The walls are 
littered with Boston Red Sox pennants and jerseys. Neon 
lobsters light up behind the bar. The dartboard collects 



14.

dust in the background.

She returns with his drink.

SANDY
First guy to order a Mojito in 
here in a long time.

COLTON HARRIS
Yeah, I do it to honor a friend. 
Passed away a while back but he 
loved 'em.

SANDY
(raised 
eyebrows)

Ah.

COLTON HARRIS
Ah?

SANDY
You're from out of town.

COLTON HARRIS
What's--why does that matter?

SANDY
Well, around here, a man doesn't 
just walk into a bar, order some 
uppity cocktail and then dedicate 
it to some long-lost fella they 
loved. Comes across as kinda... 
y'know...

Once he puts the pieces together, Harris smiles, 
embarrassed.

COLTON HARRIS
Oh, no, no--I'm not, I was talking 
about Ernest--

SANDY
--Hemingway, right, secret lover 
of Salinger and Fitzgerald and who 
knows how many other johns. Sorry, 
you were saying?

Colton is stumped.

SANDY
Relax--I'm just playin' ya. You're 
in Maine. We're progressive. 
Sorta.
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COLTON HARRIS
(impressed)

You a writer?

SANDY
Oh, not really. Just working for 
the island paper, trying to put 
the time in, y'know.

COLTON HARRIS
(smiling)

Arts? Lifestyle? Op-eds?

SANDY
Police beat.

COLTON HARRIS
Maine crime? I thought that was 
just a plot device for "Murder, 
She Wrote."

SANDY
(laughing)

You watch "Murder, She Wrote"?

Sandy greets a new couple at the bar with a smile, then 
reaches under the bar and pulls out the weekly newspaper. 
She flips to the middle pages and folds it to display her 
story.

SANDY
Here you go, dear.

Harris eyes the title--"BUCKET OF SCALLOP GUTS STILL 
MISSING--SUSPECT AT LARGE."

COLTON HARRIS
Scallop guts? That's news here?

SANDY
It's a small town.

COLTON HARRIS
I'm buying gas tomorrow--if I 
suspect price gouging, I'll let 
you know.

Harris shakes his head dismissively and polishes off the 
drink. He reaches for his wallet and slaps a bill on the 
counter. Sandy takes it with a wry smile.
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SANDY
(quietly)

Not everyone's lucky enough to 
work for the Post, Mr. Harris.

Harris sputters for a response.

SANDY
Have a good night!

She attends to the other patrons and a shocked Harris slinks 
out.

WOMAN (V.O.)
Sir! Sir!

EXT. ISLAND - DAY - PRESENT DAY

Harris looks up at a frowning woman towering over him.

WOMAN
Mr. Harris.

COLTON HARRIS
Ciao, bella.

WOMAN
1) I'm American. And 2) May I?

COLTON HARRIS
Oh, right--sorry.

Harris hands over the pen.

WOMAN
Thank you. What are you writing?

COLTON HARRIS
A story.

WOMAN
Ah.

(beat)
You know, we have people who are 
willing to listen to your tales, 
Mr. Harris.

COLTON HARRIS
Yes. Would you?

WOMAN
(mad at self)

Son of a...
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COLTON HARRIS
What?

WOMAN
I'm...contractually obligated to 
say that I am.

COLTON HARRIS
(with relish)

Well then. A captive audience.

WOMAN
Just don't say anything stupid--
you know what's at stake.

She sits down. Harris says nothing about this last comment.

COLTON HARRIS
You've missed quite a bit thus 
far--

WOMAN
(desperate)

NO, no--I mean, really, I don't 
want to ruin your train of 
thought.

COLTON HARRIS
It sets the stage nicely, though.

The woman looks at Colton like he just offered to read her 
War and Peace.

COLTON HARRIS
(flipping 
through pages)

Fine, fine--let's see here. Mmm. 
Yes. This day.

WOMAN
Which?

COLTON HARRIS
When I finally came face-to-face 
with that story.

FLASHBACK TO:
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INT. COTTAGE - LATER

Harris sits down in the barren living room, newspaper in 
hand. He flips through it until he sees Sandy's picture and 
the story.

COLTON HARRIS
"Local police have received 
reports that a pallet of scallop 
guts has gone missing in what is 
being described as the strangest 
theft of the year. The pallet, a 
"jumbo package" containing a 
mixture of scallop parts but 
primarily scallop gonads, was 
reported missing Wednesday morning 
by the Jefferson Laboratory. When 
asked for why the laboratory 
possessed said gonads, the 
official spokesperson offered no 
comment."

He continues to the next part, straining to comprehend.

COLTON HARRIS
(continued)

"Editor's note: In last week's 
Police Beat, Barbara Davis was 
erroneously listed as charged with 
manslaughter. The correct charge 
was in fact jaywalking. We regret 
the error."

Harris' cell phone rings. He looks at the caller ID with 
suspicion, and after a brief deliberation, picks it up.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
I was appreciating the simple 
things, for once. I'd built a 
sandcastle for myself in this 
beach town, and I got to live in 
it for a matter of seconds before 
Watkins kicked it to the ground.

COLTON HARRIS
Hello?

INT. OFFICE - SAME

Watkins sits at his desk with his feet up, fiddling with a 
stress ball. The details of his office are blurred--only the 
desk and Watkins are in view.

INTERCUT - TELEPHONE CONVERSATION
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DANNY WATKINS
Buddy. Listen up. You been reading 
the news?

COLTON HARRIS
What are you talking about?

DANNY WATKINS
(a la Pulp 
Fiction)

The paper, motherfucker, do you 
read it?

COLTON HARRIS
(bluffing)

Oh, of course, yes...Well, not all 
of it.

DANNY WATKINS
Shit. I was afraid of this. Look, 
promise you won't get pissed.

COLTON HARRIS
Why would I?

DANNY WATKINS
(clearing his 
throat)

We hired Chuck. Chuck Swanson. 
To...y'know.

(beat)
I tried to prevent it, Colt. But 
they love his potential.

COLTON HARRIS
They? Who the..who are they?

DANNY WATKINS
They are the usual suspects. 
Swartz. McDougal. Click bait 
hunters.

COLTON HARRIS
Swanson's a hack, Dan. He's a hack 
who makes Buzzfeed look like 
Woodward and Bernstein. He thinks 
yellow journalism ended after 
Vietnam.

DANNY WATKINS
(chuckling)

That's your comeback?
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COLTON HARRIS
Why'd you call, then, Dan?

DANNY WATKINS
As a favor. I want you to know 
that we'd really moved on so you 
could, too.

COLTON HARRIS
Moved on? What happened to 'we'll 
come knocking'?

DANNY WATKINS
Knocking, like...proverbially 
knocking.

COLTON HARRIS
(deep breaths)

I'm not gonna just rattle my 
credentials off...but a single 
mistake after ten years

(more and more 
hysterical)

and hundreds of stories and 
thousands of interviews. And a 
Pulitzer? Who's the last writer 
you had win one? I don't mean to 
be crass, Dan, but what the fuck?

Danny, made uncomfortable by Harris' unhinging, struggles to 
find the right words.

DANNY WATKINS
(regretful)

Look, I gotta run--

COLTON HARRIS
Where you running to? Big 
interview coming up? 60 Minutes? 
All Things Considered?

DANNY WATKINS
Sorry it had to be this way.

COLTON HARRIS
Wizards game?

The line goes dead. Harris holds the phone as silence 
permeates the room.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
With stories--if you got one, it 
doesn't matter if you're tenured 
or a damn mercenary. Maybe that 
door with Dan had closed. But I 

(MORE)
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COLTON HARRIS (CONT'D)
think he thought it was a mistake. 
And I was gonna make him know it.

CUT TO:

EXT. ISLAND - PRESENT DAY

Harris looks wistfully at a gondolier gliding on the water. 
The woman stares at Harris skeptically.

WOMAN
Watkins set this whole thing off?

HARRIS
What whole thing?

WOMAN
C'mon.

HARRIS
Uh-uh. It was Todd.

WOMAN
Todd?

HARRIS
Yup.

WOMAN
(after a beat)
(sarcastic)

Oh, please elaborate.

FLASHBACK TO:

EXT. BALL FIELD - DAY

Harris jogs across a massive sports complex. He turns and 
heads across a wide open soccer pitch. He makes it most of 
the way across when a frisbee flies in. Harris stops and 
gathers it. A dozen players stare at him across the field.

The leader, TODD, a man with the characteristics and 
boundless energy of a Golden Retriever, calls out to him.

TODD
Little help?

Harris grips the frisbee and fires it back. It makes it 
halfway to Todd before falling limply to the ground. The 
others laugh.
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PLAYER 1
He's a natural!

Todd ambles over to him, with a crooked smile and shifting 
eyes. He's squinting even though it's cloudy.

TODD
Hey man, we need one more if you 
wanna hop in.

COLTON HARRIS
You already saw that I'm no good.

TODD
It's frisbee, man. No one's good. 
That's why we play it instead of a 
real sport.

Todd's bloodshot right eye twitches in a hypnotizing manner. 
Harris flinches at this but says nothing.

COLTON HARRIS
Is that true?

TODD
Hey. Let me ask you something. You 
new in town?

COLTON HARRIS
Why?

TODD
Because we play here weekly--only 
people who come by ride Rascal 
scooters. Runners in Maine? Hell 
nah.

COLTON HARRIS
Yeah, I'm here for a bit.

TODD
OK, OK. Let me ask you something. 
You smoke?

COLTON HARRIS
Excuse me?

TODD
You celebrate Mother Earth?

COLTON HARRIS
I don't quite follow.
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TODD
Aight, my man, let me ask you 
something. You a cop?

COLTON HARRIS
Do I look like a cop?

TODD
Man, you gotta tell me if you a 
cop. Let me ask you again, you a 
cop?

COLTON HARRIS
(mimicking 
Todd)

Hell nah.

A black car pulls out of a nearby parking lot. Todd stops 
abruptly and sneaks a look. Harris continues the run.

TODD
Where you running to, man?

Harris doesn't answer and Todd returns to the group.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
It was the eyes that hooked me. 
And that entrepreneurial spirit of 
his. Something wasn't quite right 
with that fella. I'd have to swing 
by again.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Harris eases into the same stool as before. He folds his 
hands patiently and waits to grab the bartender's attention.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
It'd been a few days, so I had to 
pop in. I prayed she wouldn't 
brush me off, and it was my lucky 
day.

His eyes wander the room and land on a framed photograph. In 
the photo, a couple stand smiling.

SANDY (V.O.)
Isn't it nice?

Harris turns around to face her.

COLTON HARRIS
Oh, certainly is. When was it 
taken?
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SANDY
Few years back. He gave a guest 
talk when I was at school. David 
Bowers. From the Globe.

COLTON HARRIS
(feigning 
knowledge)

Right, Bowers. He can be turgid at 
times, but he maintains a front of 
competence.

Sandy walks behind Harris to the bar.

SANDY
C'mon, Mr. Harris. Your friend 
Ernie drank all our rum the other 
night, but I can get you a beer.

Harris accepts. She opens a bottle and places in front of 
him.

COLTON HARRIS
Please. Call me Colton.

He drinks in silence. Awkwardness prevails.

COLTON HARRIS
(forced)

So, scallop guts, huh?

The other man at the bar looks up at this comment.

MAN
That's what happens when you start 
livin' in a welfare state--people 
are waiting for Obummer to hand 
them scallop guts when they need 
to go out and fuckin' take 'em 
themselves.

SANDY
(to the man)

Of course, dear. Let it out.
(to Colton)

What about them?

COLTON HARRIS
(amused)

Well, how's the story going?
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SANDY
The story's the story. When more 
details pop up, I'll have 
something to do.

COLTON HARRIS
But aren't you pursuing leads? 
Prying for clues? The story can't 
just be dead.

SANDY
(skeptical)

There is...one woman I was gonna 
talk to. At the lab. She was 
supposed to receive the shipment.

COLTON HARRIS
And?

SANDY
And she didn't?

COLTON HARRIS
And you didn't talk to her 
already?

SANDY
A little.

COLTON HARRIS
(snorts)

Which means what?

SANDY
Her story checks out, it's just...

COLTON HARRIS
Why does anyone need scallop guts 
so badly?

SANDY
Exactly.

COLTON HARRIS
What'd she say?

SANDY
I didn't ask. Felt stupid to ask. 
Thought it was...known. But the 
more I consider it the less it 
makes sense.
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COLTON HARRIS
(beat)

So call her up.

SANDY
That's the thing--it was a one-
shot interview. Now I get the 
runaround every time I call in.

COLTON HARRIS
So you tried the phonebook, 
Facebook, her office, reverse 
lookups, vehicle registrations, 
LinkedIn, stakeouts...

SANDY
Colton. I tried it all.

COLTON HARRIS
(beat)

Pseudonyms?

SANDY
Gesundheit.

COLTON HARRIS
No--have you tried pseudonyms?

SANDY
That's a little...dishonest, 
right?

Colton takes out a business card from his wallet and slides 
it across the table. Sandy picks it up. It reads BARBARA 
BING, WASHINGTON POST.

COLTON HARRIS
Not as dishonest as not answering 
questions.

SANDY
(confused)

Why--why are you doing this?

COLTON HARRIS
Listen, I'll come clean. You're a 
good writer, and I want to help 
you. I haven't written a story in 
a little while but I've been in 
the business a long time, and I 
know what you need to know.

He takes out a card and writes his phone number down.
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COLTON HARRIS
But hey, it's your call. And 
that's Colton's number, not Ms. 
Bing's.

He passes this across the bar to Sandy. Then he drains his 
beer and throws a bill on the counter.

COLTON HARRIS
Think about it, will you, Sandy?

SANDY
(taken aback)

How do you know my name?

Harris gives his response while walking out the door.

COLTON HARRIS
C'mon--a true journalist always 
reads the byline.

The door slams shut as Sandy looks down at the paper.

CUT TO:

EXT. ISLAND - DAY

WOMAN (V.O.)
You just made up a fake name to 
get in touch with that scientist?

They're sitting on a stone bench overlooking a fountain.

COLTON HARRIS
Of course.

WOMAN
Is that how you got the Pulitzer?

COLTON HARRIS
(smiling)

No comment.

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. COTTAGE BEDROOM - NIGHT

Harris, a little drunk, tosses his keys on the bedside table 
and passes out with his clothes on.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
It was around then that the dreams 
started. Normally I can't remember 
much from my dreams, but these 
were...different.
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EXT. STEPS OF THE CAPITOL BUILDING - DREAM

Harris and Sandy, both formally dressed, stand adjacent to a 
podium, looking out over a massive crowd. It's a ceremony. 
Mayor Sherman steps to the microphone.

MAYOR SHERMAN
I have to say, the last time I 
enjoyed a story this much, I was 
watching Birth of a Nation. But 
regardless, we're here today to 
celebrate the efforts of Mr. 
Harris and Ms. Simason for their 
spectacular reporting on 
corruption in Washington.

Applause all around. Sandy and Colton grin at one another. 
Watkins, standing next to Harris, gives him a supportive pat 
on the back.

MAYOR SHERMAN
And now, it is a great honor to 
present you with the key to the 
city!

The mayor withdraws a massive, golden key and passes it to 
the two of them. They hold it and pose for pictures. There's 
a buzzing sound, and Harris looks down at his pocket.

COLTON HARRIS
You think this was a big story--
wait for this one!

He gives Sandy the key, and gets down on one knee. He 
reaches into his pocket. He can't find the ring; all he 
pulls out is his buzzing cell phone.

OUT OF THE DREAM

Harris wakes up in his living room. He's situated in his 
usual reading location, All The President's Men propped open 
on his lap. To his left is his vibrating phone.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
It was one of those moments when 
you wake up and immediately spring 
into action. Like there's a higher 
power calling you.

He picks up the phone. He has a missed call and a text 
message.

It reads: "2:30. 109 SUMMER ST. BRING THE CROWBAR--IT'S TIME 
TO PRY."

Harris smiles and hurries to his feet.
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EXT. STREET - AFTERNOON

Harris' sedan fills most of the street. Across the road, 
Sandy locks up her bike.

Kids throw a football in the background. Shadows and leaves 
cover the street.

Harris and Sandy silently acknowledge each other and walk 
down a few houses, stopping at a house on the left. It's a 
two-story gray box, with a single tree out front.

Harris motions for her to go ahead. She rings the doorbell.

The inner door creaks open, and then JOAN WINTERS opens the 
outer one.

JOAN WINTERS
May I help you?

She immediately recognizes Sandy.

JOAN WINTERS
Oh...It's you.

SANDY
(perky)

How are you?

JOAN WINTERS
(gesturing to 
Harris)

Who's--

SANDY
--Oh, right. This is Mr. Harris. 
He's an associate of mine just 
tagging along for the interview, 
if that's OK.

COLTON HARRIS
Colton Harris.

JOAN WINTERS
Well, get in before you freeze to 
death. Do you want some tea?

They slide through. Colton motions for her to speak.
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INT. HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

SANDY
We're fine, thanks. Lovely home 
you have here.

The house is in a state that directly refutes Sandy's 
comment. Sandy and Harris settle into chairs at the table 
across from Joan, who sips her tea.

SANDY
We just have a quick question 
about the whole scallop guts 
thing.

JOAN WINTERS
Scallop gonads.

SANDY
Excuse me?

JOAN WINTERS
Guts is a misnomer. They're 
gonads. Testicles. Gamete-
producing organs, if you will.

SANDY
Of course.

COLTON HARRIS
If you don't mind us asking...just 
what do you do with these?

JOAN WINTERS
That's classified.

Harris raises his eyebrows.

JOAN WINTERS
Just kidding. I analyze 
reproductive behaviors in 
scallops.

COLTON HARRIS
Sounds hands-on.

SANDY
What does that mean?

JOAN WINTERS
Scallops have proportionately 
large gonads for their size. So it 
allows us scientists to see how 
they reproduce.
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COLTON HARRIS
I always thought size wasn't that 
important.

JOAN WINTERS
(ignoring 
Colton)

Point is, if we can improve this 
ability in scallops, we can 
substantially boost the economy 
here.

SANDY
...How?

JOAN WINTERS
We're on the coast--tourists come, 
want some seafood. If we can get 
more, healthier scallops, that's a 
huge boon for us.

SANDY
But scallops come after lobsters, 
crabs, oysters--they're the 12th 
man of the seafood lineup.

JOAN WINTERS
Small steps.

COLTON HARRIS
I'm sorry, but how valuable was 
this shipment?

JOAN WINTERS
I'd say value is in the eye of the 
beholder.

COLTON HARRIS
Say the beholder's the free 
market.

JOAN WINTERS
It's a buyer's market. 20 bucks 
per kilo.

COLTON HARRIS
People that interested in bivalve 
balls?

JOAN WINTERS
Excuse me?
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COLTON HARRIS
How many kilos in the missing 
shipment?

JOAN WINTERS
Why's that relevant?

COLTON HARRIS
(pacing now)

Well, if this was serious enough 
to file a police report last 
week--

JOAN WINTERS
I didn't file a police report.

COLTON HARRIS
That's interesting. Because 
someone did.

Winters briefly has a panicked look.

COLTON HARRIS
I think it begs the question--what 
kinda value are we talking about 
here? Now, on a researcher's 
salary, I wouldn't bother with it 
if we're just talking, say, a 
couple Hamiltons' worth.

Winters purses her lips and says nothing.

COLTON HARRIS
(continued)

So unless you were on a tight 
deadline...

(beat)
Or these were some rare, once-in-
a-generation, hung-like-Seabiscuit 
scallops...

(beat)
I don't think I'd bother. Or maybe 
you lost something else. Something 
more...valuable.

JOAN WINTERS
(composed)

Well, I would bother. So I did.

SANDY
(seizing the 
room)

I'm afraid we've wasted your time 
here.

(to Harris)
You ready?
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COLTON HARRIS
As if that's ever a question.

They all stand up, staring at each other coldly. They 
meander out through the living room to the front door.

JOAN WINTERS
I hope you found 
this...informative.

COLTON HARRIS
Waxing poetic about scallop sacks 
always is, Dr. Winters. I have to 
say, though, for a scientist, you 
have a rather bare bookshelf.

Harris gestures to her study, which is dark and dusty.

JOAN WINTERS
Yes, well--I'm a minimalist. Helps 
keep things neat, you know.

COLTON HARRIS
Of course. Like that table?

Harris points to the neighboring coffee table, which is 
littered with magazine cutouts and scribbled notes.

Winters opens the door. They receive the message.

JOAN WINTERS
(smiling)

No comment.

Sandy and Colton exit, and Dr. Winters shuts the door 
immediately behind them.

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

The two walk to their respective vehicles.

SANDY
What was that?

COLTON HARRIS
What was what?

SANDY
You! Derailing the interview?

COLTON HARRIS
Derailing? I put her on the hot 
seat. That weird smell in there? 
That was her ass sizzling into 
bacon.
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SANDY
(critical)

Bacon's, y'know, from the back.

COLTON HARRIS
Look--she's smart. She's not gonna 
put herself at risk she doesn't 
have to. She was just bobbing and 
weaving that whole time.

(imitating 
Joan)

Why is this news? Why do you care?

SANDY
Well, why do we care?

COLTON HARRIS
It's interesting--you said so 
yourself. And it's bad news. 
That's the best kind of news.

SANDY
"Ace in the Hole"?

COLTON HARRIS
(smiling)

Exactly.

SANDY
You know how that movie ends, 
right?

COLTON HARRIS
(after a beat)

What'd she say at the very end--
"no comment"?

SANDY
She was just playing around.

COLTON HARRIS
She's that much smarter than us?

SANDY
(smirking)

Than one of us...

COLTON HARRIS
I'm just saying--does an innocent 
person plead the fifth?

SANDY
No...
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COLTON HARRIS
So if there was nothing to lose, 
why no comment?

SANDY
What's the expression--innocent 
until proven guilty?

COLTON HARRIS
Whaddya think I'm trying to do?

SANDY
I'm out.

COLTON HARRIS
Out?

SANDY
(definitively)

Out.

COLTON HARRIS
Why?

SANDY
You're barking up the wrong tree. 
If I don't see it, and the editor 
doesn't see it, and no one sees 
it, you think it's a conspiracy 
that we're all in on. Well, guess 
what--maybe there's just nothing 
there to see.

Sandy walks off. Harris stands stupefied. Then he unlocks 
his car remotely.

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. STREET - AFTERNOON

Harris locks the car in a downtown parking lot. Dressed in a 
t-shirt and shorts, he jogs down the town's main street on 
the way to the ball field. Stores line the street, and their 
names are displayed prominently. A few individuals walk up 
and down the street, but their faces and bodies are blurred 
out--Harris doesn't remember them. Likewise, the cars that 
motor along are indistinguishable.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
I was alone, now. Soon she'd 
realize her errors, come crawling 
back to the story, back to me. But 
all through that run, I just heard 
Winters saying "no comment, no 
comment." It was a taunt. Clearly. 

(MORE)
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COLTON HARRIS (CONT'D)
She wasn't that witty. There was 
just a little more than what met 
the eye...

EXT. BALL FIELD - CONTINUOUS

Harris eventually makes his way to the sports complex, 
jogging to the grassy outfield of the little league diamond.

The same group from the previous encounter toss a frisbee 
around. Todd recognizes Harris and waves.

COLTON HARRIS
Got room for one more?

Todd's left eye is horribly bloodshot. His right one is 
covered with a homemade eyepatch.

TODD
Hey fellas--Magnum P.I. here wants 
to join the party. You know the 
rules, champ?

COLTON HARRIS
Throw the disc. Catch the disc. 
Drink heavily to wash away the 
impending sadness.

TODD
Pretty much. Also, it's non-
contact.

PLAYER 1
Welcome to Obama's America.

TODD
(exasperated)

Obama has nothing--oh who cares. 
Just go long.

Harris takes off running and Todd uncorks a mammoth throw. 
The disc sails twenty yards beyond Harris, but it hangs in 
the air for him to sprint under and lay out for the catch.

Harris rolls over and stands triumphant, pieces of grass 
sticking in his hair. He fires back a throw that soars 
majestically to Todd. The others hoot in approval, but Todd 
stands there, demurred.

PLAYER 1
Something wrong, Todd?

Todd is bent over in pain, rubbing the crook of his throwing 
elbow.



37.

TODD
(unconvincing)

Nah, I'm fine.

He checks his watch and, exasperated, turns away.

TODD
Let's just start drinking.

The group starts laughing and Harris jogs back, a frown on 
his face as he considers what's wrong with Todd.

INT. BAR - LATER

The bar is full of the frisbee players, still in their 
sweaty clothes. Harris and Todd sit at the center of the 
bar, Harris comfortable, Todd shifty. Player 1 holds an 
animated discussion with the passed-out gentleman from 
before.

MAN
...You can't convince me that was 
real.

PLAYER 1
That's the problem with you 
Holocaust-denyin', 9/11-truthin' 
fellas. I can find a witness to 
either of those in a heartbeat.

MAN
(sudden 
epiphany)

So, you mean, if we're gonna deny 
something--

PLAYER 1
--ya gotta go back further. Lemme 
ask ya something: you know anyone 
who fought in the War of 1812?

(beat)
Didn't think so.

The two clink and down their shots. Colton and Todd share a 
look at the overheard conversation and drink in silence. 
Todd checks his phone a couple times and then excuses 
himself to the bathroom.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
Things were looking up--the beer 
good, the night young, the laughs 
constant. But I had a nagging 
feeling something was lurking 
around the corner.

Colton follows Todd, heading to the area outside the 
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occupied bathrooms. Looking around, he puts his ear to the 
door. Finally, the adjacent door opens, and Sandy steps out.

Harris quickly steps back.

COLTON HARRIS
Hey.

SANDY
Hey...

COLTON HARRIS
We need to talk.

He pulls her back behind the bar, out of Todd's earshot.

SANDY
About what?

COLTON HARRIS
We gotta work on that story.

Sandy steps back, upset and uncomfortable.

SANDY
What are you talking--I told you, 
I'm out.

COLTON HARRIS
(hushed)

Keep your voice down.

SANDY
Colt, hon, I know this ain't the 
big city. Not every story's a big 
expose. Some things just...happen.

COLTON HARRIS
I hate that word--"happen."

SANDY
Sometimes it's the right word.

COLTON HARRIS
Let's make that the title then: 
SCALLOP BALLS HAPPEN TO GO 
MISSING--WHO THE EFF KNOWS WHY. 
Fascinating. Spell-bounding stuff.

SANDY
I'm not making something up, if 
that's what you want.

Harris looks down and bites his lip. Sandy immediately 
extends her hand in apology. Todd comes out of the bathroom, 
looking like he just did a Tony Montana-sized mound of blow. 
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He ambles by the two of them and heads outside.

SANDY
(restarting the 
convo)

I--I didn't mean to, Colt. It came 
out wrong.

COLTON HARRIS
It's not that--it's just, I know 
that's what people will always 
think now. Anytime I report on a 
story it'll seem illegitimate, 
just because of that one...

SANDY
One what?

COLTON HARRIS
Never mind.

SANDY
You're a good journalist--a great 
one, Colt. I read that drifter 
piece--

COLTON HARRIS
That's it! That's all I've done in 
the last ten years is write about 
the homeless. Christ, I wrote 
about the Senate, the Preakness, 
the goddamn--

SANDY
Why are you swearing? I'm trying 
to help.

COLTON HARRIS
How?

Long stare-down between them.

SANDY
(resigned)

By making you come to your senses. 
You're not gonna find anything at 
her house, or in the Jefferson 
Lab, or on Craigslist missed 
connections--

COLTON HARRIS
Wait, what did you say?
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SANDY
Craigslist? Please don't tell me 
that's where you're going next.

COLTON HARRIS
No--the lab. The Jefferson lab. 
That's it. We investigate there. 
Find something, then we keep 
going. Find nothing, it's over. No 
need to beat a dead horse.

SANDY
You investigate there.

COLTON HARRIS
Why are you like this?

SANDY
Because I don't like you wasting 
my time.

She turns away and deals with the other patrons.

COLTON HARRIS
(smiling, 
calling after 
her)

Have you ever been on-site and 
crashed the party? That's half the 
fun of it. Showing up and seeing 
what things are actually like.

CUT TO:

EXT. ISLAND - DAY - PRESENT DAY

A horn from the water sounds--it's coated in fog. Harris and 
the woman look up. They realize it's already midday.

Another boatload of passengers disembarks at the dock. 
Harris peers reluctantly, not recognizing the shrouded 
individuals.

COLTON HARRIS
(to himself)

Where is she?

WOMAN
Huh. Some story.

Harris pulls out a folded boat schedule. Two times are 
highlighted: 13:10 and 13:50. Harris crosses out the 13:10 
time.

From the island's railing, he walks back to his perch in the 
park. The woman follows, clearly aggravated.
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WOMAN
So you just started investigating 
on a whim?

A disheveled man has taken his place and is staring blankly 
into space. Harris moves to the next bench down.

COLTON HARRIS
(not listening)

If she just stuck with it...she'd 
have caught the biggest clue of 
all.

FLASHBACK TO:

EXT. LAB COMPLEX - DAY

Harris drives up in his sedan through the open gate. He 
eases up and eyes the massive complex in astonishment.

He checks himself in the rearview mirror, takes a deep 
breath, and pulls out a sheet with Dr. Winters' information 
on it. He looks to the passenger seat, which is vacant.

Harris grabs a hat from the dashboard and steps outside.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
So I headed into the lion's den 
alone. But that was OK; this was a 
job that called for dexterity and 
cunning, which she simply didn't 
have at the time. You couldn't get 
these kinds of big stories just by 
letting things "happen." When I 
was at the Post, Watkins had a 
saying.

(imitating 
Watkins' 
gruffness)

"Sometimes you gotta grab the 
story by the cock and jerk it till 
the facts come flying out."
I never liked to think of it that 
way, but that day I couldn't get 
the mantra out of my head. Sandy 
or no Sandy--I was ready for a 
full day of jerking.
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INT. LAB COMPLEX - CONTINUOUS

Harris, dressed in a crisp beige suit, steps inside wearing 
the hat. The lobby is classy yet hostile. He heads straight 
for the information desk.

COLTON HARRIS
(smiling 
broadly)

Hi, I'm here to see Dr. Winters, 
please.

RECEPTIONIST
And you are?

COLTON HARRIS
An old friend.

RECEPTIONIST
Are you here for the tour?

COLTON HARRIS
(taken aback)

N--(coughs). Of course, ma'am.
(suddenly 
anxious)

Did I make it in time? Traffic was 
just the worst--

RECEPTIONIST
They're just starting. Here, right 
this way, please. I'll get the 
doctor's attention.

They walk down a hallway before the receptionist stops.

RECEPTIONIST
Hold on.

Harris stands nervously but says nothing. She goes into a 
nearby office, and he glances at the exit, contemplating 
running off. But she just returns carrying a lab coat.

RECEPTIONIST
You'll need one of these.

Harris holds it apprehensively but then slips into it, 
relieved. They walk. The hallway bustles with activity, and 
they squeeze past scientists carrying trays of precious 
samples. Finally the two reach a door on the left, and the 
receptionist lunges for the handle.

Harris grabs her wrist kindly to hold her back.
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COLTON HARRIS
Actually, I'd prefer to surprise 
her, if that's possible. It's an 
old joke between us.

The receptionist nods skeptically and returns to the front 
desk. Harris peers inside briefly. He mulls his options as a 
man carrying a dossier walks up to Harris.

MALE SCIENTIST
How's the tour?

Harris looks up, surprised.

COLTON HARRIS
Good. I had a, uh, coughing fit. 
Had to step outside...

The scientist doesn't listen and heads right in. Through the 
small window pane in the door, Harris sees the scientist 
walk up to Winters and whisper in her ear. Winters puts up a 
hand to the crowd to excuse herself. The two head for the 
door, and Harris, panicked, jumps into the adjacent supply 
closet.

INT. SUPPLY CLOSET - CONTINUOUS

Harris leaves the door a crack open as it was previously. He 
watches as the scientists talk in hushed voices.

MALE SCIENTIST
Any news?

JOAN WINTERS
Why are you here?

MALE SCIENTIST
I said, any news?

JOAN WINTERS
No--when they come in, you'll 
know.

MALE SCIENTIST
How many more shipments are we 
gonna lose?

Harris furrows his brow at this comment and moves closer to 
the crack. The door makes a slight sound on contact. Winters 
and the scientist turn around but carry on.
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JOAN WINTERS
You think I know when the 
Thibodeau gang will hit us? 
Lighten up. Business is good.

The scientist isn't enthused by this. He reaches into his 
back pocket and pulls out a note.

MALE SCIENTIST
More coming in. Couple kilos. 
Salt-water.

Winters nods nervously and clears her throat.

MALE SCIENTIST
You OK? You seem a little sick.

JOAN WINTERS
I'm fine.

MALE SCIENTIST
I heard there's a cough going 
around.

Winters cocks an eyebrow at this comment and slips the note 
in her pocket. She turns around and returns to the tour. The 
scientist heads down the hallway, and Harris listens to his 
steps as they trail away.

EXT. PARKING LOT - LATER

Harris looks out the windshield at the entrance to the 
laboratory. His notepad is folded to a clean page.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
The story was here, underneath 
everything. The scientist, the 
scallops, the kilos of whatever 
she was picking up. All wrapping 
themselves up in a nice package. 
Yes, Christmas was coming a little 
early this year for Mr. Harris.

Dr. Winters, in a trench coat, steps out from the building 
and peers around briefly, as if expecting witnesses. She 
checks her watch, and then a black sports car speeds around 
the corner and screeches to a halt, inches from the curb. 
She climbs in and the car speeds off.

Harris waits a moment before pursuing.
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EXT. STREET - LATER

The sports car heads unimpeded through the town. Harris' 
sedan is two cars behind.

The black car stops at a crosswalk and lets pedestrians 
cross. Then it continues further downtown.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
It all happened too fast, really. 
I tried to call Sandy, 9-1-1, but 
I couldn't risk losing track of 
them--

WOMAN (V.O.)
--You couldn't do both?

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
It was rush hour.

The cars continue on the nearly-vacant street.

EXT. TOWN PIER - LATER

The cars park on the dock, and Harris takes in the scene 
from the driver's seat. Blurred-out children mill about, 
holding stuffed lobster toys. A family of four eats ice 
cream nearby. The ice cream joint is a literal hole-in-the-
wall, with a disreputable sign and no one in line.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
At first the location seemed 
ridiculous. But it was a beautiful 
alibi: what better place to get 
"scallop guts" than a scallop 
boat?

Winters steps out from the car and walks down the pier to a 
small docked boat and out of Harris' view.

Harris brainstorms an excuse to move. He steps out and 
briskly walks to the window of the parlor.

COLTON HARRIS
Do you guys do samples?

ICE CREAM WORKER
Of course.

COLTON HARRIS
(clearly 
distracted)

Awesome. Can I try vanilla?

The lip-ringed worker stares at Harris in disbelief as 
Harris eyes Winters. Winters appears to hand over something 
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to the boat man, and Harris squints to observe the 
transaction.

ICE CREAM WORKER
Vanilla? Have you ever had vanilla 
before?

Harris shrugs and doesn't take his eyes off Winters as she 
discusses business. The worker rolls his eyes and scoops out 
a microscopic portion with evident disdain.

ICE CREAM WORKER
(feigning 
enthusiasm)

We grow our own vanilla beans 
here. Everything's carbon-neutral. 
Conflict-free.

Harris licks the spoon and eyes Winters as she returns to 
the black sedan, slowly lugging a massive white bucket.

COLTON HARRIS
Delicious. Now let's do chocolate.

The worker glares at Harris, scoops a morsel, and holds it 
out to the journalist. With Winters' back turned, Harris 
trails her to the car. On the box, he can make out in big 
letters: BANGOR.

ICE CREAM WORKER
(throwing the 
spoon away)

Oh, for fuck's sake.

Winters gets in and has a brief conversation with the 
driver. The two point straight at Harris--he's been spotted. 
He freezes. But then the engine fires up and the car drives 
away.

EXT. BALL FIELD - DAY

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
I was on notice now. To research 
the Thibodeau gang, I needed 
locals. Sources. Sketchy, sketchy 
sources.

They toss the frisbee around loosely in warmups. Todd now 
has an elbow pad on his throwing elbow. He winces as he 
throws it to Harris.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
Todd would do just fine.
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COLTON HARRIS
You OK?

TODD
Aw, I'm fine. Just sore.

COLTON HARRIS
Sore from what?

TODD
(smiling)

You know. Lot of blood drives.

He throws again and crumples up in pain.

TODD
Son of a bitch.

COLTON HARRIS
Here, let's just call it a day.

The two gather their things and walk off toward the parking 
lot.

COLTON HARRIS
Say, Todd, I was thinking about 
your, um, line of business.

TODD
(intrigued)

It's a seller's market right now. 
But for a friend, you'll get some 
healthy discounts.

COLTON HARRIS
I'm not buying. I'm just curious 
if you would know of a certain 
fella, might be involved in some 
harder stuff.

TODD
Hey man, you told me you weren't a 
cop.

COLTON HARRIS
Relax, I'm just asking for a 
friend. Trying to get a pinch of 
the good stuff, if you know what I 
mean.

TODD
Sounds gay as shit.
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COLTON HARRIS
No, you idiot. I'm talking--

(hushed tones)
I'm talking about...look, never 
mind. You know a guy named 
Thibodeau?

TODD
Thibodeau? Aw shit.

COLTON HARRIS
What?

TODD
You don't wanna deal with Thibs.

COLTON HARRIS
Why not?

TODD
Let's just say I had a bad 
experience with the man.

Todd taps his elbow a couple times, grimaces, and walks off.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

The bar is just about closing as Harris walks in. An older 
gentleman wipes down the bar. Harris looks around and then 
raises a hand toward the gentleman.

COLTON HARRIS
Sandy?

The man nods toward the back room but doesn't say anything. 
Harris continues walks through the bar. The door to the back 
office is slightly ajar.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
I knew she wasn't on the story 
anymore, covering this Dr. Winters 
business. But it still felt like I 
should be there.

He knocks quietly. No response. He pushes the door open.

Sandy is there, crying silently with a picture in her left 
hand.

SANDY
Red, I told you don't come in--

Sandy looks up and sees that it's Harris, not the bartender. 
She wipes her eyes and forces a smile.
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SANDY
Oh, hi, Colt.

COLTON HARRIS
I'm sorry, I can come back--

SANDY
--No, please. I'm glad you're 
here.

After an awkward moment, Sandy laughs nervously.

SANDY
Come on, sit down.

He does. But he doesn't know what to say.

COLTON HARRIS
(awkwardly)

You OK?

SANDY
You know why I write?

COLTON HARRIS
Why?

Sandy gestures to the picture in her hand.

SANDY
...So stupid.

(beat)
You have regrets, Colt?

COLTON HARRIS
Of course.

SANDY
What's your biggest one?

COLTON HARRIS
You first.

SANDY
I asked.

Colton takes a deep breath.

COLTON HARRIS
Too many to count.

SANDY
Pick one.
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COLTON HARRIS
(pensively, 
with a sigh)

Bonnie.

SANDY
Who?

COLTON HARRIS
Ex-wife. Jumped into it too 
quickly. Thought I knew her. I 
didn't. Mistakes were made.

She nods sympathetically.

COLTON HARRIS
You?

SANDY
(beat)

You know how things can be a gift 
and a curse?

COLTON HARRIS
Of course.

SANDY
I grew up in this small town. 
Wherever I was, I was the smartest 
in the room, smartest in the 
grade, valedictorian, all that. 
Big fish in a small pond.

COLTON HARRIS
I'm not surprised.

SANDY
But that's not impressive. Anyone 
with half a brain could run things 
here. And when I had a chance to 
jump to a bigger pond for 
college--

Sandy shakes the picture angrily.

SANDY
I had to stay here, take care of 
Gramps.

(beat)
I didn't, of course. I used that 
as a crutch. It was pathetic, a 
real cop-out on my part. But I 
stayed here for community college 
and kept in my bubble. I just 
never...challenged myself.
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COLTON HARRIS
But still, that's good you helped 
your Gramps--

Sandy shakes her head. Harris stops talking.

SANDY
That's not what happened. I 
stayed, yeah, so I helped that 
way. But emotionally, I wasn't 
there--I was just thinking about 
what could've been if I'd headed 
to the program at Medill. And 
then, when he passed away last 
month, all I felt was...anger. I 
wasn't sad or anything. I was 
angry at him for getting sick at 
that time, but really I was angry 
at me for not prioritizing. Most 
of all, I was angry for not asking 
him what he wanted, because he 
wanted me to be happy, he wanted 
me to go to Medill. I was afraid. 
I was angry I was afraid. And now 
that he's gone, I have to live 
with this anger.

COLTON HARRIS
Jesus, I'm...so sorry.

SANDY
So now, I feel like I need to make 
up for lost time. And the only way 
I can...justify my behavior is by 
trying my hand in a big pond.

Harris put his hand on hers and pats sympathetically.

COLTON HARRIS
You can thrive in a big pond. You 
can thrive anywhere.

SANDY
How do you know?

COLTON HARRIS
No one knows. Look, I'm not going 
to give you some speech about how 
I believe in you. You need to 
believe in you. If you do that, 
you won't sink--you'll swim.

Sandy smiles at this, tears in her eyes.
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EXT. OUTSIDE THE BAR - LATE NIGHT

Harris steps outside. The moon and neon bar sign provide the 
only light.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
And after all that belief talk, I 
still walked out of there alone.

He hails a cab fruitlessly, then stuffs his hands in his 
pockets and shuffles home.

INT. STUDY - LATER

The computer screen illuminates Harris' bleary, drained 
face. He pulls from a beer bottle, one of three there.

Harris stands up and looks at the notebook. Three words are 
written down: SCIENCE. SALT-WATER. And BANGOR.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
Stories are a lot like women--you 
always remember the ones that got 
away. You replay those few moments 
you had when everything was in the 
balance, and you think and think 
and get nowhere.

INT. AWARDS AFTERPARTY - DREAM

Swanson stands at the bar, trophy in hand, accepting 
congratulations from his peers. Harris stands in the corner, 
sipping a beer, reeking of jealousy.

Swanson excuses himself from the bar and makes his way to 
Harris. He offers an apologetic hand.

CHARLES SWANSON
Sorry, Colt.

COLTON HARRIS
What're you talking about? 
Congrats--you earned it.

(beat)
How'd you pull that Baker quote, 
though? That was perfect.

CHARLES SWANSON
I know, right?

COLTON HARRIS
Almost too perfect.

Swanson cocks an eye at Harris. He pats him on the chest as 
if searching for a wire. He smirks, but doesn't bite.
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CHARLES SWANSON
Winners write the history books, 
chief. Don't forget that.

COLTON HARRIS
This is real life, Chuck. The 
present day isn't history.

CHARLES SWANSON
(smiling)

No--but we make it history.

Charles turns and walks out to the main room of the party, 
and Colton stares mournfully at his shadow as the party 
swarms around him.

INT. STUDY - MORNING

Harris wakes up in the same position as before, flanked by 
the bottles. Light creeps in through the window.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
And then it's the morning and 
you've got your worst hangover in 
years.

He looks up and sees the computer screen is now black. 
Harris puts his head down, but as the computer awakes he 
snaps back up.

He looks at his notepad briefly and sees those same three 
words: SCIENCE. SALT-WATER. BANGOR. He ponders this, and 
then gathers his slippers and heads outside.

CUT TO:

EXT. ISLAND - DAY - PRESENT DAY

COLTON HARRIS
What do you think of luck?

WOMAN
Excuse me?

COLTON HARRIS
Luck, fortune, the stars and the 
moon aligning. You believe in that 
nonsense?

WOMAN
Of course. Why?

Colton shakes his head in disagreement.

FLASHBACK TO
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EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

Harris, bundled in a jacket, opens the door and squints up 
into the sun. He walks to his mailbox and pulls out the 
local paper.

Harris looks across the street, where he sees the neighbor's 
mailbox, with an additional slot for another newspaper. He 
meanders over.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
Did luck make me walk over there 
that day? Make me remember that in 
a small town like this, some 
stories only existed in print-
only?

He sees the name on the second mailbox: BANGOR DAILY NEWS.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
Was it lucky that Mrs. Richardson 
was bed-ridden and couldn't get 
her paper?

Harris pulls out this paper and unfurls it. The front page 
headline is covered by dew. He wipes the title off: BANGOR 
MAJOR HUB FOR BATH SALTS TRADE, AUTHORITIES SAY.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
I was lucky, then, to have 
followed Winters the day before 
and to have those facts fresh in 
my mind?

As Harris reads the story, he follows along with his finger. 
When he comes to the words SCIENTIST, BANGOR, and BATH 
SALTS, he pauses briefly on each one.

A FRAME FLASHES ON THE SCREEN SHOWING THE NOTEPAD WITH THESE 
WORDS WRITTEN DOWN.

ANOTHER FRAME FLASHES SHOWING THE BOX DR. WINTERS WAS 
CARRYING THE DAY BEFORE WITH BANGOR WRITTEN ON THE TOP.

Colton gives a quick chuckle and heads back to his house, 
the newspaper tucked under his arm.

INT. STUDY - LATER

MONTAGE: HARRIS RESEARCHES THE STORY

Harris tacks up the news story on the wall.

He pours himself a cup of coffee.

He sits down at his computer and scrolls through a number of 
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search results.

He tacks the sheet from his notepad onto the board.

He searches JOAN WINTERS online and scrolls through a series 
of pictures and headlines detailing her history.

He finds a book in the local library online that seems 
promising.

He sits in the study and places a phone call.

END MONTAGE

COLTON HARRIS
Watkins, buddy. Got a juicy story 
for you.

INT. BATHROOM STALL - SAME

Watkins, on the toilet, takes the call.

DANNY WATKINS
Define juicy.

INTERCUT - TELEPHONE CONVERSATION

COLTON HARRIS
Drugs. Small-town corruption. 
Probably sex, too.

DANNY WATKINS
(grunting)

Where are you?

COLTON HARRIS
Maine...where are you?

DANNY WATKINS
Don't worry about it. So why run 
it in the Post?

COLTON HARRIS
Well, I've got the story...or, I'm 
in the process. It's in Maine, but 
it...affects people. It's a big 
one. Might have international 
implications. But I need some big 
city resources. Wiretaps. 
Surveillance teams. Boots-on-the-
ground stuff.
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DANNY WATKINS
OK, OK--here's what we're gonna 
do. I'll send Chuck out there. You 
bring him up to speed. If there's 
something there, you two tagteam 
it.

COLTON HARRIS
Why?

DANNY WATKINS
We don't do freelance, Colt. You 
know that. We have to follow 
procedure. Besides, if you're just 
a bit away, I'm sure Chuck could 
close the deal.

COLTON HARRIS
Then who gets the credit?

(beat)
Danny?

Harris hangs up and paces angrily in the living room. He 
looks back over his notes, shaking his head in disbelief.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
You fall into these patterns when 
you research a story. And you 
traipse around the same topics 
again and again. But I've found 
that if you put enough pressure on 
the story and then let it sit, the 
biggest clue can form out of 
nothing.

EXT. BALL FIELD - LATER

Harris, Todd, and others play a game of ultimate frisbee. 
One of the players throws the frisbee long, and Harris and 
Todd battle for the catch. Harris out-jumps Todd for the 
grab. He slips and falls on the edge of the field.

Standing, he sees the same black car from his encounter with 
Dr. Winters pulled up at the field--too close to the field. 
He looks at the driver, but his face is shrouded from the 
tinted windshield and his sunglasses.

Harris starts to walk up to the driver's side window when 
Todd runs up, grabs him, and turns him back.

TODD
Hey, man, great play.
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COLTON HARRIS
(gesturing to 
the car)

Thanks, but who--

TODD
Don't worry, I'll get rid of them.

(beat)
C'mon Colt--the guys are waiting!

Reluctantly Harris turns around and walks slowly back to the 
field. He looks at Todd over his shoulder and sees Todd 
leaning down to the window and passing the driver a bag of 
something. Seeing this, Harris yells in protest.

COLTON HARRIS
Hey! What're you doing?

Todd stands up quickly and the car peels out.

COLTON HARRIS
Who was that?

TODD
A, um, associate. High demand for 
what I'm moving these days.

Harris eyes Todd warily. Todd, unaware, playfully punches 
Harris' arm.

TODD
It's game point, champ! Let's go!

Todd jogs back to the field, and Harris stands in disbelief, 
processing what just happened.

INT. LIBRARY - LATER

A sweaty Harris walks into the quiet, dark building. He's in 
a circular room leading into different sections--fiction, 
children's books--and he walks straight to the gigantic 
stacks.

He peruses these books briefly before giving up and heading 
to the help desk.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
Something big was happening here, 
and time wasn't everything--it was 
the only thing.

A bespectacled, well-aged lady lumbers forward and looks at 
Harris from behind the circulation desk. Her hearing aid 
dangles behind her.
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LIBRARIAN
Evening.

COLTON HARRIS
Hi, how are you? I'm looking for a 
book with a very specific title. 
It's SALT OF THE EARTH: DRUG USE 
IN DOWNEAST MAINE.

The librarian's eyes widen at the title.

LIBRARIAN
Salty worth, you say?

COLTON HARRIS
No, SALT OF THE EARTH. It's about 
bath salts.

LIBRARIAN
(smiling)

You buildin' a hot tub?

COLTON HARRIS
Not those bath salts--drug bath 
salts.

LIBRARIAN
Drugs? Those guys'll take a toll 
on ya livah.

COLTON HARRIS
No, it's a separate--you don't--
look, can you just search this for 
me?

LIBRARIAN
(typing)

Sure thing. You said author's name 
Downey?

COLTON HARRIS
Look, it's very--

A hand tugs at Colton's sleeve. It's Player 1, the 1812 
Truther from before.

PLAYER 1
Here--I gotcha. This tall drink o' 
water ain't worth your time.

Colton looks back, confused by the description, but says 
nothing.

They walk into the computer clusters of the library. Player 
1 eases into his chair--he has an elaborate map of the 
territories of U.S. and Canada, decorated with stickers and 
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color-coded notes. He points to the screen.

PLAYER 1
Just search--computer'll spit 
right out.

COLTON HARRIS
(perplexed)

What's going on here?

PLAYER 1
Proving that the burning down of 
the White House in 1812 was a 
false-flag operation perpetrated 
by the Madison Administration.

Colton searches for his book. A single result pops up.

COLTON HARRIS
Huh? That's ridiculous.

PLAYER 1
Do you know what actually 
happened?

COLTON HARRIS
Yeah!

PLAYER 1
You were there?

Harris takes note of the location of his book.

COLTON HARRIS
No, but they have books and books 
on this stuff.

PLAYER 1
And why should we believe them, 
and just ignore the Random House 
agendas they're subjugated to? No, 
sir, I trust them about as much as 
Barack Hussein Obozo.

COLTON HARRIS
(forcing a 
cough)

Well, I should go. Thanks for your 
help.

The other man remains focused on his battle diorama, and 
Harris slips out into the stacks.
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INT. STACKS - CONTINUOUS

Harris studies his sticky note, tracking the rows of his 
books as he gets within range.

COLTON HARRIS
(quietly)

393, 394...

There's a space on the otherwise full shelf where the book 
should be. Harris looks up and down at the wall in 
disbelief, a wry smile coming to his face.

INT. COTTAGE - EVENING

Harris walks into the cottage and straight over to the 
pinboard. He tacks up an additional note that has SALT OF 
THE EARTH BOOK written on it.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
My momentum was carrying me 
forward, faster and faster through 
the case. Like I was running down 
a hill that was steeper and 
steeper.

A KNOCK is at the door and Harris turns, surprised.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
And then my stomach dropped off a 
cliff.

Harris molds a smile on his face and opens the door.

The street lamp dazzles off Sandy's cocktail dress, which is 
shiny and betrays her made-up look. It's a stark contrast to 
Harris' rugged, disheveled appearance.

Harris looks her up and down before calculating his 
response.

COLTON HARRIS
I thought we agreed on casual 
dress?

SANDY
(mimicking 
Harris)

A true journalist is always ready 
for a curveball.

Sandy steps into the room as Harris' eyes follow her.
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SANDY
See? Formal--

Sandy clicks off her heels and glides herself into Colton's 
slippers.

SANDY
--And casual.

COLTON HARRIS
(smiling)

You're learning.

SANDY
It's a tactical move, not a 
romantic one, Colt. I know we 
agreed to a date, but I didn't 
actually come over for that 
reason.

COLTON HARRIS
Perfect. We're on the same page.

Harris walks her over to the pinboard.

COLTON HARRIS
(triumphant)

Behold.

SANDY
Behold what?

COLTON HARRIS
It's your buddy--Winters. Leading 
the bath salt trade out of Bang-
er.

SANDY
It's Ban-gor.

COLTON HARRIS
You sure? Anyway, here's your 
story, if you're interested.

SANDY
(perplexed)

I've been meaning to talk to you--

COLTON HARRIS
--I know what you're thinking. 
This isn't what you bargained for. 
But this is an opportunity, Sandy! 
Stories like this don't come 
around...

Sandy goes to the kitchen where she pours herself a glass of 
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red wine. She eyes it carefully before downing it.

COLTON HARRIS
...and when they do, it's our 
responsibility as journalists--

SANDY
--Can you stop that?

(beat)
It's such a charade with you--this 
"our responsibility," "true 
journalism" crap. That's all you 
talk about, and it's about time 
you shut the front door about it.

Sandy is pacing now, and she pours a second glass.

SANDY
You're an easy one to read...Mr. 
Harris. You just want to make a 
name for yourself, no matter how 
much dirt you have to dig up, no 
matter how many people you have to 
slander to get there. You don't 
care about this story or me or my 
career; everything's just a 
stepping stone for you to get back 
to the Post.

Harris walks to the counter and pours himself a glass of 
wine. He looks out the kitchen window wistfully.

SANDY
Chuck Swanson.

COLTON HARRIS
(perplexed)

What? Who?

SANDY
I did some research. On the two of 
you.

COLTON HARRIS
Swanson?

SANDY
Oh, for crying out loud, Colton! 
Charles "Chuck" "I took your job 
at the Post" Swanson? It's obvious 
what this is all about.

(beat)
So let's hear it.
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COLTON HARRIS
Hear what?

SANDY
Just admit it. This is ridiculous.

Harris swirls his glass, looking defeated. He talks with his 
back to Sandy.

COLTON HARRIS
If that's what you want to 
believe, you're free to think 
that.

(gesturing)
There's the door. You can let 
yourself out.

(beat)
I understand you're upset. I 
understand you deserve an 
explanation. And you'll get that, 
in due time.

Harris turns around now and looks Sandy in the eye.

COLTON HARRIS
Did I make a mistake at the Post, 
with the Mayor? It sure looks like 
it--history has me pinned down as 
a mark, a fool. I got played, and 
played hard.

They sit down on the living room couch.

COLTON HARRIS
And now, the Post isn't bringing 
me back, Bonnie barely speaks to 
me, and even the closest people to 
me don't believe me. But it's not 
over. A wise guy once told me that 
although the present day isn't 
history, we make it history. Each 
day, I'm just trying to re-write 
it.

Sandy looks down, almost guiltily.

COLTON HARRIS
So yeah, I guess everything's a 
stepping stone at this point. It's 
a struggle to stay afloat here. 
But I just need to get a few 
stones together to figure out a 
path--any path.
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SANDY
But--why, Colt? Why this? Here, 
and now?

COLTON HARRIS
Why? It's what I do. Besides, how 
else would I have met you?

SANDY
Oh come on. I work in a bar, Colt. 
Any drunk could've met me.

COLTON HARRIS
That's not what I meant.

Harris looks into Sandy's eyes.

COLTON HARRIS
Do you want to help me?

SANDY
Define help.

COLTON HARRIS
(leaning 
forward)

Help...in one way or another.

SANDY (V.O.)
Oh, I forgot how hard you tried to 
make that happen between us.

EXT. ISLAND - DAY - PRESENT DAY

Harris sits at the bench as before; the women is now asleep. 
He's leaning forward with his lips pursed and eyes closed 
when he's jolted back to real life.

Sandy lords over him, standing next to a security guard. 
Gone is her soft exterior. She sports a massive scar under 
her left eye.

SANDY
You're a lot of things, Colt. 
Romantic ain't one of 'em.

COLTON HARRIS
Sandy.

The two act as if they will shake hands before joining in an 
awkward embrace.
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COLTON HARRIS
How have you been?

(checking his 
watch)

You're early. Well, early for 
being late.

SANDY
(dripping 
sarcasm)

I've been great. My eye really 
misses you.

Harris grimaces. A painful memory has been triggered.

SANDY
Anyway, yes--I chartered a special 
boat to get here. These Italians 
seem to be on perpetual strike.

COLTON HARRIS
Well, they are Italians.

SANDY
That's the joke, asshole.

Sandy drops her bags and stretches.

SANDY
I'm jetlagged beyond belief. Gotta 
grab a coffee. I'll be back in 15. 
Claudio here will make sure you 
don't do anything crazy. Capiche?

CLAUDIO
Si, signora.

SANDY
E tu?

COLTON HARRIS
Of course.

Sandy takes a few steps to the far part of the island.

COLTON HARRIS
Hey, Sandy?

She stops and faces him.

SANDY
Yeah?
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COLTON HARRIS
Nice to see you.

She laughs without humor and she heads off. Colton sits with 
a frown. The muscular Claudio stands at attention.

The woman wakes up.

WOMAN
(yawning)

What'd I miss?

Harris flips forward a few pages in his notebook, scanning 
with his finger for something interesting.

COLTON HARRIS
You're lucky--I'm up against it in 
terms of time. Of course, it's 
been that way for me a little 
while now. So maybe I'll just cut 
ahead to the good stuff.

WOMAN
Perfect.

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Harris sits at the bar, enduring a rant from the Obamaphobe.

MAN
And don't even get me started on 
fiat currency, I mean, the 
arrogance of that man to piss in 
the face of the gold standard...

Charles Swanson walks in--suave, even with two-day stubble. 
The man's speech trails off.

Swanson looks at Harris and smiles condescendingly.

CHARLES SWANSON
(to Colt)

Amaretto on the rocks, please.

COLTON HARRIS
What are you doing here, Chuck?

CHARLES SWANSON
You know why I'm here.



67.

COLTON HARRIS
I'm not turning it over to you for 
some goddamn finder's fee.

CHARLES SWANSON
It's the order from Watkins.

Harris downs his beer, slamming the glass emphatically on 
the counter. He stares Swanson right in the eye.

COLTON HARRIS
Fuck Watkins. If he wanted me to 
take his orders, he wouldn't have 
fired me to begin with.

Harris storms out.

EXT. TOWN PIER - DAY

Harris is parked in his car, again looking over the steering 
wheel out at the black sports car.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
It was...a week later. Maybe two. 
Those days sure had a way of 
blending together on me.

A man gets out of the car this time and heads off to the 
boat.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
Sandy was supposed to show up--
that's what we'd agreed on. We 
were going to flank the car in the 
parking lot. But she wasn't there, 
so I did the next best thing.

Harris puts on sunglasses, a fake mustache, and a fedora. He 
steps out of the car, looking utterly ridiculous. He walks 
past the ice cream shop, still open despite the snow on the 
ground.

Harris tracks the man from the car down the pier. He's about 
to lurk onto the boat when he feels a tap on his shoulder. 
He turns. It's Todd.

TODD
Colt! What's up, bud?

COLTON HARRIS
Todd. What are you doing here?

TODD
Catchin' scallops. Hobby of mine.
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COLTON HARRIS
(processing 
this)

Scallops?

TODD
Yeah. For tax purposes, mostly. 
That a problem?

Harris looks around, hyperventilating suddenly.

COLTON HARRIS
(walking away)

I have to go.

TODD
Why?

He slowly speeds up until he's sprinting back to the car.

TODD
The fuck?

Colton frantically unlocks the car and jams the key into the 
ignition. He speeds off, slamming the wheel in anger, and 
narrowly avoiding pedestrians in the crosswalk. His face is 
a blender of emotions as he drives away.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
I was driving off again, running 
away from it all. I'd gotten in 
too deep. I only wanted to go one 
place, and that was anywhere but 
here. But I knew I'd be coming 
back. 

EXT. HIGHWAY - LATER

Harris speeds along the state highway. It's one-lane each 
way, but there's no traffic. It's an absolute wasteland. His 
rickety sedan speeds along through the open air.

The car rumbles over a bridge. With night falling, Harris 
pulls off the main road and onto a dirt path.

Harris pulls through a state park station, gets his ID 
checked, and continues into the woods.
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EXT. CAMPSITE - LATER

It's dark. Harris sits on a large rock, stoking the embers 
of a fire. He looks up and sees one other fire off in the 
distance.

While he's staring off, his fire dies. He tosses down his 
stick and drifts off to sleep in his folded chair.

EXT. CAMPSITE - LATER

Harris wakes up to the sound of fire. It's still evening. 
The fire roars in front of him. A figure walks off in the 
distance.

COLTON HARRIS
Hey!

The figure turns and lifts a can of beer in a salute but 
continues on.

COLTON HARRIS
What'd you do that for?

The figure doesn't answer. Intrigued, Colton gathers his 
things and follows the figure.

At

EXT. SECOND CAMPSITE - CONTINUOUS

The figure has accrued a wealth of empty Narragansett beer 
cans. He's sitting on an upside-down paint bucket, 
sharpening sticks.

COLTON HARRIS
Excuse me?

The figure, BIG JUDE, turns. He's a man of gross 
proportions, whose only hope to get thin is through drug 
abuse.

BIG JUDE
(thick Maine 
accent 
throughout)

Evenin'.

COLTON HARRIS
Did you start my fire?

BIG JUDE
Yessuh.
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COLTON HARRIS
You didn't have to do that.

Big Jude stokes the fire, not listening.

COLTON HARRIS
That could've been really 
dangerous, actually.

BIG JUDE
You gonna sit or just yell at me?

Harris frowns but reluctantly sits on a log opposing Big 
Jude.

BIG JUDE
Beyah?

Harris shakes his head.

BIG JUDE
Take a damn beyah.

COLTON HARRIS
No, I--really shouldn't.

Big Jude takes the can and flings it into the woods. It 
explodes against a rock.

BIG JUDE
That's on you, Colt.

COLTON HARRIS
How do you--

Big Jude waves a dismissive hand.

BIG JUDE
You're a big stah.

He pulls another beer out and passes it to Harris, who 
accepts, cracks it, and drinks slowly.

FADE OUT.

EXT. SECOND CAMPSITE - DAWN

The two men sit by the now-expired fire, still talking. It's 
apparent they've been talking the whole night.

COLTON HARRIS
That's it in a nutshell--if I try 
to report it the story goes to 
Swanson; if I do nothing, the gang 
will hunt me down.
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BIG JUDE
I see.

COLTON HARRIS
Don't know if you have any 
experience with this sort of 
thing, but you seem...wise.

Big Jude fiddles with the fire.

BIG JUDE
You fiyahfight?

Harris shakes his head.

BIG JUDE
People think that the key is 
always pourin' watah on. Nah. 
Sometimes you gotta be aggressive, 
bub. Make your own spahhk. Remove 
all the fuel from the equation.

COLTON HARRIS
You mean--

BIG JUDE
Fight fiyah with fiyah. If you 
burn it off first, there's nothin' 
left for the other fiyahs to feast 
on.

Harris ponders this mixed metaphor.

COLTON HARRIS
Who's the fire here? Swanson? 
Todd?

BIG JUDE
Don't mattah. But you can't sit 
back and do nothin'. You'll be 
bahrnt toast.

COLTON HARRIS
Is that really necessary?

BIG JUDE
Bub. It's real simple. Your lives 
are in danjah. In Maine, in these 
woods...you either burn or get 
burned.

After a moment, Big Jude stands up and heads to his lean-to 
without a word. He returns with a brown case in his hands.

He sets the case down by the embers and fiddles with the 
casings. Finally he forces it open and pulls out a gorgeous, 
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aged crossbow.

He hands it to Harris.

BIG JUDE
Fiyah startah.

Harris nods. His hands run over the dark cherry of the 
crossbow. He shakes Big Jude's hand and walks back to his 
campsite.

INT. CAR - DAY

From the front seat, Harris peers through binoculars at 
Todd's single-story house. The sedan's about a block away.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
It was a week later--I'd tracked 
Todd's schedule down to a T. He'd 
leave for the pier at 10 in the 
morning after a night of drinking, 
and then I could continue the 
investigation in peace.

Todd, squinting as always, steps out of the house. He looks 
around and, although his uncovered eye lingers right on 
Harris for a second, he continues off down the street. 
Harris watches him go.

Once Todd is out of sight, Harris gathers his equipment: 
camera, recorder, notepad. He takes a look to the seat 
beside him, where the crossbow and his cellphone are 
perched. He starts to open the door before he thinks again 
and grabs the crossbow.

INT. TODD'S HOUSE - LATER

Harris cracks open the door. His nose immediately crinkles, 
and he goes to the kitchen to investigate the smell.

Harris picks up an expired milk carton in the sink. He then 
heads to the fridge. He opens it apprehensively, and spies a 
full shelf of scallop guts.

COLTON HARRIS
Ha. Good cover story.

The kitchen is small with bare walls. A box of miscellaneous 
frisbees sits on the table. On the counter sits the book 
from the library: SALT OF THE EARTH.

COLTON HARRIS
(muttering)

Thibodeau...Thibodeau.

He flips to the index of the book, and, seeing a slew of 
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page listings for THIBODEAU, is convinced.

Harris spies a door off the main room. He opens it. Stairs 
lead down to a dark basement. He looks over his shoulder and 
then enters.

INT. BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

He clomps down the steps in the dark. At the bottom, he 
hunts around for the light switch. Finally, he grabs a cord 
from the ceiling and yanks it. Light floods the room.

Harris stands surrounded boxes upon boxes. He hunts through 
them--bricks of coke, bags of weed, miscellaneous packages. 
He picks up one of these and reads the label: MAINE'S FINEST 
BATH SALTS.

As he pulls out his camera to document the findings, a door 
opens from upstairs.

COLTON HARRIS
(whispering)

Shit.

Harris creeps up the basement stairs, breathing heavily, 
crossbow at the ready.

The steps from upstairs grow louder and then fade. Harris 
turns his head to watch them go.

Now police sirens pierce the silence.

The steps grow closer, and there's a rattling at the 
doorknob. Harris grabs the inner knob and doesn't let go. In 
his left hand, he steadies the crossbow, ready to strike.

After a struggle, Harris lets go of the knob, and the door 
flies open. In a panic, he shoots the crossbow at what would 
be Todd's chest-level. A cry of pain shoots out.

He stands on the top step, mouth agape.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
And that's all I remember.

Harris faints and falls forward, his head slamming against 
the wooden floor.

SANDY (V.O.)
Of course you don't remember more.

CUT TO:
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EXT. ISLAND - PRESENT DAY

Harris has his head in his hands now, still narrating to the 
woman and Claudio. Sandy stands there, lording over him. Up 
close, her left eye is clearly primarily dead tissue and 
useless.

SANDY
For example, you don't remember 
that whole sequence where I was 
yelling "COLT! COLT!" from the 
other side of the door? And you 
still didn't open up?

Colton looks up, uncomfortable.

COLTON HARRIS
I, uh--when was that?

SANDY
And how the hell do you come upon 
a crossbow? Just what were you 
thinking--you were gonna be 
Indiana Jones and save the 
freaking day somehow?

COLTON HARRIS
I got it from a guy...Big Jude.

SANDY
Big Jude?! Do you realize how 
asinine that sounds? Tell me, 
where'd you meet Big Jude? What's 
he like? What's even his last 
name? Tell me!

Harris avoids her gaze.

SANDY
Look at me!

He does so, grimacing.

COLTON HARRIS
I met him...at a campfire.

SANDY
(laughing)

I can already tell this'll be a 
great interview.

WOMAN
Do you need me to go?
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SANDY
Oh, please stay. Tell me, what do 
you think about all this you've 
heard?

WOMAN
Ma'am, I'm not allowed to speak on 
these matters. I'm just helping a 
patient.

Sandy nods her head in comprehension. The woman continues to 
wait by awkwardly.

Sandy takes a seat across from Harris, tossing her bag down 
haphazardly.

SANDY
Well, Colt, I was afraid of this, 
but it's all gonna come down to 
you. Your ass might just stumble 
into being the hero after all this 
is done.

COLTON HARRIS
Hero? What do you mean?

SANDY
Did you black that out too?

WOMAN
To be fair, he doesn't get papers 
here. We thought it was...for the 
best.

SANDY
Ok. Well...

(beat)
Swanson. He, um, picked up where 
you left off.

COLTON HARRIS
...And?

She pulls a newspaper from her bag.

SANDY
Read.

Harris takes the paper and scans the headline.

COLTON HARRIS
(reading)

"THE EAST COAST BATH SALTS COVERUP 
IS DECADENT AND DEPRAVED."
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COLTON HARRIS
(skeptical)

Weak headline.

SANDY
That's not the point--you see what 
he says?

COLTON HARRIS
That the Jefferson Lab is peddling 
bath salts, not scallop guts? I 
know that. What's the big deal?

SANDY
(through 
clenched teeth)

The big deal is that's not the 
truth.

COLTON HARRIS
Of course it is--I was telling you 
that for weeks. Sucks that Swanson 
gets the credit, but those are the 
breaks.

Sandy slaps Harris across the face.

SANDY
Colt. Now's not the time for 
games. I know what the truth is. 
But you need to confirm it.

COLTON HARRIS
I just got done telling that. To 
her.

He gestures to the woman. She steps forward.

SANDY
Well, tell it again--the right 
way.

WOMAN
Excuse me, ma'am, but this man is 
scheduled to be released very 
shortly. Tomorrow, in fact. He's 
shown himself to be quite proven 
and stable mentally in these past 
months. There's no pattern to 
suggest he's telling anything but 
the truth.

SANDY
What happens if it's all a lie?
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WOMAN
Well, if so...it'd cause a 
reevaluation of sorts. He'd likely 
have to undergo further 
treatments, potentially 
electroshock therapy.

Harris twitches briefly at these last parts.

SANDY
Here's the thing, Colt: you tell 
me what actually happened when you 
visited the lab. I get the story. 
I discredit Swanson. I clear Todd 
and Joan. You turn over a new 
page.

COLTON HARRIS
Joan? You're on a first name basis 
with her now? And...and how do you 
know Todd?

SANDY
(smiling)

You aren't the only one who's been 
doing solo research.

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Sandy cleans a glass. A man patiently waits for his drink, 
but she just keeps glancing toward the door.

SANDY (V.O.)
That day when you ran off...I kept 
holding out hope you'd walk in, 
smiling, with everything fine. It 
took me a while, but then I 
realized you weren't coming back. 
Not right then, at least. No, you 
were about to do something stupid.

Sandy puts the glass down and walks to the back office.

INT. OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

She pulls out a bulging file and rifles through it. Near the 
bottom, a slip of paper falls out.

She picks it up: BARBARA BING, WASHINGTON POST. All of a 
sudden, Sandy gets an idea and tosses the card in the trash. 
She picks up the phone and dials.
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SANDY
Hi, Ms. Winters? This is Sandy 
Simason from the Islander...Can we 
speak candidly?...Off-the-record, 
of course...That would be lovely.

Sandy hangs up and walks back out into the main bar. She 
twirls a finger in the air to signal "Last Call."

EXT. HOUSE - LATER

Sandy raps at the door of Dr. Harris' house.

The door opens, and she walks in.

INT. KITCHEN - LATER

The two ladies sit at the table, talking over coffee.

JOAN WINTERS
So, yes, technically I'm not 
supposed to be doing this. But 
it's nothing illicit. 
Just...unprofessional.

SANDY
That's why you were so scared when 
you heard a police report was 
filed.

JOAN WINTERS
I really don't need my boss on my 
ass for this.

SANDY
No, I agree. Gosh, this makes so 
much more sense than what we'd 
been thinking.

JOAN WINTERS
Which was...

SANDY
I don't know. Colt, he's got these 
big, bold ideas. He spirals 
sometimes...

JOAN WINTERS
Let me guess: he thinks we're 
drug-runners.

SANDY
Maybe. He'll be disappointed it's 
so anticlimactic.
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JOAN WINTERS
I wouldn't do that in a million 
years. But this can't leak out. 
This might be worse for me: drug-
dealing's bad, but unsanctioned 
experiments? Those are unethical, 
and scientists are pretty much 
allergic to that word.

SANDY
How could this get out? I mean, 
who else knows about it?

JOAN WINTERS
One guy at the lab. And the 
supplier--Rod? Todd?

SANDY
Todd...

JOAN WINTERS
Some big lug. Catches so many 
scallops he doesn't know what to 
do with 'em. Pisses his cash away 
on frisbees and coke, probably.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
She said that?

CUT TO:

EXT. ISLAND - DAY

Same setup as before.

SANDY
Yup. Verbatim. I have the tape and 
everything.

Harris nods, impressed. The apprentice has outstripped the 
journalism master.

COLTON HARRIS
So if not bath salts...then what?

SANDY
Off-the-books research.

COLTON HARRIS
About scallops?

SANDY
Why not?
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COLTON HARRIS
Seems...useless.

SANDY
(paraphrasing)

I'd say use is in the eye of the 
beholder.

Weak smile from Colton.

COLTON HARRIS
But what about Todd?

SANDY
What about him?

COLTON HARRIS
His eyes. His demeanor. That guy 
was up to something.

SANDY
Well, yes. He was a damn drug 
dealer. And a drug abuser.
And an idiot.

CUT TO:

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Sandy's tending bar per usual. Harris is noticeably absent.

The bar door swings open, and Todd walks in. He strides 
uncertainly to the bar, eyes red as ever.

SANDY
Can I help you?

TODD
Is that guy around?

SANDY
(drolly)

That guy.

TODD
The smart one.

SANDY
Haven't seen him. Why?

TODD
He has my keys.

She stares in disbelief.
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SANDY
I'll ask again. Why?

TODD
He stole 'em.

SANDY
You call the cops?

TODD
I, uh, would prefer not to.

He turns to leave.

SANDY
Todd, right?

TODD
Yes'm.

SANDY
Do you happen to wear contacts?

TODD
I wouldn't know. Why?

She nods, comprehending his strange appearance.

SANDY
Oh, just curious. So you never 
take them out?

TODD
Wouldn't know.

CUT TO:

EXT. ISLAND - DAY

COLTON HARRIS
That was his explanation for the 
eyes?

SANDY
Well, it does check out.

COLTON HARRIS
But he's connected to Thibodeau.

SANDY
Thibodeau?
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COLTON HARRIS
The Thibodeau gang? And Todd 
talked about this dude like he'd 
been behind bars and ran the 
joint.

SANDY
And these are related how?

COLTON HARRIS
Well...Thibodeau.

SANDY
Colt, half the state north of 
Bangor has the last name 
Thibodeau. Seriously. And they're 
all inbred enough that that's the 
only name we'll be left with in a 
couple generations.

COLTON HARRIS
Then what's the gang?

SANDY
(sighing)

Well, I don't know the history of 
this perfectly, but there's a big 
rivalry between the Jefferson Lab 
and the University of Maine-Orono. 
It's not exactly the Sharks and 
the Jets, but in terms of marine 
biology, those guys are the 
leaders on the Atlantic Coast.

COLTON HARRIS
So...

SANDY
So the "Thibodeau Gang" simply 
refers to the research team up at 
Orono, headed by Dr. Pat 
Thibodeau, the area advisor.

COLTON HARRIS
Really?

SANDY
Really.

Harris kicks at a stone on the ground. He nods his head in 
semi-resignment and is quiet for quite some time.
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COLTON HARRIS
And the whole thing at Todd's 
house? Why were the police there?

SANDY
Well...

FLASHBACK TO:

EXT. TODD'S HOUSE - DAY

Todd leaves the house. Peering over some bushes, Sandy 
watches as Colton breaks into the home.

SANDY (V.O.)
That was my doing. Even by your 
standards, your stupidity was 
shocking.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
You called the cops?!

CUT TO:

EXT. ISLAND - DAY - PRESENT DAY

Colton is apoplectic.

SANDY
I had to! I didn't know what you 
were up to, snooping around like 
that.

COLTON HARRIS
You're unbelievable.

SANDY
I felt bad about it--that's why I 
came in right afterward. I wanted 
to get you out of there unscathed.

COLTON HARRIS
You didn't call me?

SANDY
I tried...

Colton nods, realizing that he'd left his phone behind.

SANDY
So then, y'know, I came inside 
and--
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COLTON HARRIS
--We can skip these details. I can 
imagine them...quite well.

They sit uncomfortably for a bit. Sandy expects an apology 
that doesn't come.

COLTON HARRIS
What did Swanson actually report?

SANDY
What you'd been saying all along. 
Bath salts. Big no-no. DEA was 
looking to pounce on a case like 
this.

COLTON HARRIS
And they were found guilty?

SANDY
Plea deal. They got stuck with 
public defenders, would've been a 
bloodbath. You feed a slick talker 
in a suit like Swanson to a Maine 
jury...his big words would run 
rings around them.

COLTON HARRIS
How could he report that, though?

SANDY
What do you mean? You had the 
story. Gave it to Watkins. It 
trickled down to him.

COLTON HARRIS
Right. But it was second-hand. You 
have to be on the scene to report 
a story.

SANDY
And, you know, telling the truth.

He shoots her a look but says nothing.

SANDY
Thing is, Colt, if that philosophy 
is true...then you're the only one 
who knows just what's happening 
here.

COLTON HARRIS
How's that?
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SANDY
You were the only one there for 
the conversation at the lab. You 
were the only one researching at 
the library. You were the only one 
at the town pier. And, you know, 
you were the only one with keys to 
Todd's house, where the police 
found bath salts a few weeks after 
you were picked up.

Harris looks puzzled.

SANDY
God damn! Innocent people are in 
prison because of your bullshit! 
Swanson's getting famous off your 
lies! Now if you swallow your 
pride, maybe you can turn some of 
this around for yourself.

COLTON HARRIS
I'm a journalist.

SANDY
You're a mental patient.

These words cut deep. He swallows heavily and looks at his 
feet.

SANDY
I don't know why I bothered to 
come out here. You agreed to 
cooperate, and you keep trying to 
spin these stories. Maybe she's 
willing to listen--

(gesturing to 
Woman)

--but I don't have time for this.

Sandy stands up, grabs her bag, and starts walking to the 
boat stop. Harris stands and tags along.

COLTON HARRIS
Look, Sandy--don't go. We didn't 
even catch up. How are things? 
How's the Islander?

SANDY
Things? How are things? You sound 
like we're at Dunkin' Donuts.

He's taken aback.
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SANDY
Things are great, Colt. Things are 
just peachy.

At this, Harris takes a look over his shoulder and, seeing 
the coast is clear, leans in.

COLTON HARRIS
(whispering)

Look, you heard her. I'm about to 
get out of here. I haven't seen 
Bonnie and Ellie in months. I'm so 
close, Sandy. You want me to throw 
that all away to help you get a 
story?

She gives him no sympathy.

SANDY
I want you to do the right thing.

She turns and walks to board the waiting boat.

SANDY
It's the Globe, now, by the way. 
Oh, and you were wondering about 
Bonnie?

Sandy pulls a second newspaper out from her bag, rolls it 
up, and tosses it to Harris. He catches and unfurls it.

SANDY
Page seven.

She steps cautiously onto the boat and into the cabin. The 
boatman unties the rope, and slowly the boat eases out away 
from the dock.

Harris doesn't look up flips through the pages of the paper. 
He comes to an engagement announcement. It reads "MR AND MRS 
BISHOP OF BETHESDA, MARYLAND ARE VERY PROUD TO ANNOUNCE THE 
ENGAGEMENT OF BONNIE BISHOP AND CHARLES SWANSON."

His eyes move to the byline: SANDY SIMASON.

Harris looks up slowly, as if he just got a mouthful of salt 
water.

The woman walks up and, without stopping, calls out to 
Colton.

WOMAN
11 sharp tomorrow, Mr. Harris.

His face doesn't register the announcement.
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INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Harris lies on his back in the dark room. He's on the bottom 
bunk. He's wearing a white t-shirt and white boxers. The 
whites of his eyes are visible.

Pained cries come from the room next door. A howl from 
outside pierces the night. Harris flinches accordingly.

The sounds quiet down. Harris turns on his side, now facing 
the camera.

PULL BACK to reveal a packed suitcase sitting in the corner 
of the room. He stares at this intently. Then he tries to 
close his eyes and sleep.

He does this without success. Finally, he sits up and walks 
to his bare desk. He stands there, thinking.

The one item on his desk is the Pulitzer. He holds this 
tenderly, staring at it intently, but he can't make out any 
of the words. He hurls the certificate at the far wall, and 
then slumps down in the chair, crying.

EXT. DOCK - MORNING

A security guard walks mindlessly around the dock. A boat 
idles on the water.

Bells toll, eleven in all. The guard looks at his watch. 
He's about to give the signal when a voice calls out.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
Wait!

In the same all-white attire and barefoot, Harris jogs to 
the dock. He has no luggage. He's holding a paper in his 
right hand.

COLTON HARRIS
I need you to mail this.

GUARD
Signore...

COLTON HARRIS
Send...trasmette...

Harris gestures to show what he wants done.

GUARD
But, oggi, today--you leave.

Harris has already turned around and is walking back to the 
main housing unit.
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The guard shrugs and hands the letter to the boatman, who 
unties the boat and heads off.

INT. GLOBE BOARDROOM - DAY

Sandy sits in a contentious meeting with her red-faced boss.

BOSS
Listen, Simason, this article 
just...it doesn't have a punch to 
it.

SANDY
I know.

BOSS
Where are the juicy details?

SANDY
Can't tell you.

The boss shakes his head.

BOSS
Look, there's no point in running 
this if you didn't get the quotes. 
Let's shelf it for a while. You 
can go back to the lifestyle 
section.

SANDY
But I'm investigative.

BOSS
You were investigative.

Pissed off, Sandy gives a limp handshake to the boss (not 
meeting his eyes) and walks out.

INT. GLOBE OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

In a daze, she stumbles back to her desk. She sits down, 
exhausted. Something catches her eye. It's an envelope.

Curious, she picks it up off the desk.

SANDY
Hey, Sanchez, what's this?

Her cubicle mate turns around and, on a conference call, 
just shrugs helplessly.

She frowns, and with a what-the-hell head shake, cracks it 
open.

She begins to read.
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COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
To Sandy,
Feel free to send this to 
whomever. I know you'll do the 
right thing. It's all here.
To whom it may concern,
My name is Colton Harris. I used 
to work for the Washington Post, 
but I've spent the past two years 
in a mental institute in Italy. I 
fully understand if that makes you 
skeptical of what I'm about to 
say. I don't need you to believe 
this, or even care if you do. The 
more time passes, the more I 
realize that truth is simply a 
construct, an abstraction, a thing 
that can only be attained by noble 
individuals. At least, those more 
noble than me.

Sandy smiles briefly at this line.

She sits down and dives into the heart of the letter.

INT. PRISON - DAY

Todd lies on his back on the bottom bunk. His cellmate uses 
the toilet loudly.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
Todd Duplisea is an innocent man: 
the bath salts that were found in 
his home were planted by me and me 
alone. He should be exonerated of 
these charges, although I'm sure 
if you looked hard enough in his 
house, you could find a reason to 
keep him locked up.

INT. WOMEN'S PRISON - SAME

Joan Winters sits alone at the mess hall. She pushes a 
strange goop across her tray.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
Similarly, Joan Harris was also 
the victim of my theft, 
trespassing, and fraud. She should 
be given the chance to return to 
her research immediately.
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INT. APARTMENT KITCHEN - SAME

Bonnie, Swanson, and Ellie sit down to dinner. Swanson 
gesticulates enthusiastically, telling some grand tale. 
Bonnie ignores him, looking down at her food.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
The Pulitzer-winning story from 
Charles Swanson is categorically 
false. The bath salts trade in 
Maine was perpetuated by myself 
and is not a sign of an endemic 
problem in the Northeast. However, 
he should be allowed to keep the 
award, if it means that much to 
him.

INT. PSYCHIATRY OFFICE - SAME

Colton sits across from a doctor in a plain white office. 
The doctor has him choose from a row of faces yielding 
different emotions, prompting him differently each time. 
Harris points to the smiling face over and over.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
I'm still on San Servolo, 
receiving treatment for my 
schizophrenia. I realize that this 
precludes me from being a reliable 
witness in a court of law, but I 
can answer and all questions and 
produce corroborating evidence as 
necessary. While my insanity plea 
may not ultimately satisfy the 
blood-hungry hounds of the DEA, it 
is what's just.

INT. GLOBE OFFICE - SAME

Sandy continues reading, reaching the final paragraph.

COLTON HARRIS (V.O.)
Finally, Sandy Simason is the 
best, most honorable journalist 
I've encountered in the industry. 
Saying anything less than that 
would be misleading. Also, she 
makes a damn good mojito.

Sandy clears a tear from her right eye. After a second, she 
stands to find her boss and share with him the news. But 
when she gets to his office, she hesitates and turns back.

She sits back down at her desk before noting an additional 
slip that sticks out of the envelope. She pulls it out.
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It's a photo of Colton, on the island, now with an eyepatch 
over his left eye.

Underneath is a small scribble: BEAUTY'S IN THE EYE OF THE 
BEHOLDER, RIGHT? KEEP WELL, COLT

She smiles, holding the photo loosely. It droops onto the 
desk. She doesn't notice.

EXT. ISLAND - DAY

SUPER: TWO YEARS LATER.

Harris, with the eyepatch, carries his bags to the dock. He 
shakes hands with the nameless woman and hops on the boat. 
The boatman unties the rope and they head on their way.

INT. AIRPORT - LATER

Harris stands in line, waiting to board a plane to D.C. He 
holds his passport in his hand, smile painted on his face. 
The line steadily creeps forward.

Staring at the board of departures, he sees a flight to 
Bangor. Surprised he makes his way to the ticket agent.

COLTON HARRIS
Excuse me, you guys fly direct to 
Bangor?

TICKET AGENT
We fly to Banger.

COLTON HARRIS
Ban-gor, Maine?

TICKET AGENT
Yes.

COLTON HARRIS
Are there any tickets available 
for that flight?

TICKET AGENT
I can check, sir. Are you going 
there on business?

COLTON HARRIS
(distracted)

Excuse me? Oh, no--I'm retired.

TICKET AGENT
The flight doesn't take off until 
5.
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COLTON HARRIS
That's OK--I've got time.

He smiles and the ticket agent clicks away at the computer.

INT. AIRPORT - LATER

Harris, holding his new ticket and boarding pass, waits in 
the terminal. He looks relieved. He marches over to a row of 
payphones and begins to dial, a smile on his face.

INT. BAR - MOMENTS LATER

Sandy talks on the bar telephone.

SANDY
Alrighty--bye now.

She hangs up and mans her standard post behind the bar. She 
has a notebook out on the counter. It's filled with sketches 
and ideas for a novel.

FEMALE PATRON
Excuse me, are you Ms. Simason?

SANDY
Yes.

FEMALE PATRON
I loved your book. I have it with 
me...can I have an autograph?

SANDY
(smiling)

Sure.

The patron pulls out a copy of THE BIG LEDE: FICTITIOUS 
JOURNALISM, AND WHY I LEFT THE INDUSTRY. Sandy opens the 
front cover and scribbles her name.

SANDY
(closing the 
book)

Here you go.

The woman smiles, drains her cocktail, and heads out. Sandy 
returns to her own notebook. She clicks a pen.

SANDY (V.O.)
A friend is coming today.

She smiles and closes the book. She puts her pen down and 
cleans a glass mindlessly.

CLOSE ON the notebook. FADE IN until the various lines and 
sketches begin to blur.
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FADE TO BLACK.
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THE END


