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TEASER
FADE | N:

EXT. BLUE HOLLOW PRECI NCT PARKI NG LOT - DAY

The yel |l ow caution tape flaps weakly in the danp air, strung
bet ween two parked squad cars. The area around SHERI FF ELARA
VANCE' s patrol car is cordoned off.

AVA VANCE (30s), dressed in a sharp, city-appropriate trench
coat that |ooks too clean for the nuck, kneels on the wet
asphalt. Uniformed OFFI CERS stand near the perineter,

mai ntaining a rigid, professional distance.

She ignores the officers, her focus absolute. She points a
gloved finger to a small, alnost invisible snmudge of grey
dust near the passenger door handl e.

AVA VANCE
(1 ow, precise)
Look here.

A DEPTHLY CONCERNED OFFI CER (40s) shifts his weight,
casting a nervous glance toward the squad cars.

DEPTHLY CONCERNED OFFI CER
Ma' am we've | ogged everything.
It's secured.

AVA VANCE
(not | ooki ng up)
The surface particulate. This isn't
general dust. It's a specific
m neral residue.

A beat of silence, broken only by the drip of water from
t he eaves.

OFFI CER ( CONT' D)
It's the town, ma'am Everything
out here settles the sane.

AVA VANCE
(rising slowy, brushing
dirt from her knees)
This snudge. It's too high for
ground runoff. And it's not | ocal
soi |l conposition

She steps carefully over the edge of the yell ow tape, an



action that draws i mredi ate, sharp | ooks fromthe
surroundi ng deputi es.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
Who was here, in the hours |eading
up to the perineter being
est abl i shed? Beyond the i nmedi ate
respondi ng units.

The officers exchange strained gl ances, the practiced veneer
of cal mcracking just around the edges.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
There is a transfer point here. And
this snudge is proof that sonething
was noved, or sonething was |eft
behi nd that wasn't accounted for.

CUT TO

EXT. BLUE HOLLOW PRECI NCT PARKI NG LOT - DAY

BEN CARTER (50s), |eans against the far edge of the yellow
tape, arns crossed over a danp flannel shirt. He watches
Ava kneel again, now focusing on the sane spot.

He takes a slow drag froma cigarette, the cherry glow brief
agai nst the di smal backdrop.

AVA VANCE
(to herself, barely a
whi sper)

The transfer point.

Ben pushes hinself off the car, taking one unhurried step
closer to the perinmeter, violating the invisible buffer
zone.

BEN CARTER
(a slow draw)
You | ook for the dust, do you?

Ava snaps her head up, recognizing the voice inmediately,
but not the intent.

AVA VANCE
You know this place. You know the
dirt.

Ben lets out a breathy chuckle that holds no hunor.



BEN CARTER
Know it? You read about it. You
read the histories, the
ordi nances. You read the pretty
lies they print on the quarterly
reports.

He flicks the cigarette butt away; it sizzles briefly on
the wet asphalt.

BEN CARTER ( CONT' D)
But the |and, the real dust, that
settles differently. It settles
where the ol d bones are.

AVA VANCE
(crossing her arns,
nmeeti ng his gaze)
And what does the dust say about
t he bones?

Ben shifts his weight, his eyes flicking fromAva's face to
t he smudge on the car.

BEN CARTER
Not hi ng the way the | ocals say.
When the dust settles on old
wounds, you don't find evidence,
Prosecutor. You find the nmenory of
t he ache.

He turns, nelding back into the backdrop of the parked
vehicles as if he were always part of the architecture.

CUT TO

I NT. VANCE RESI DENCE - KI TCHEN ENTRANCE - DAY

The side entrance to the Vance house snells of danp earth
and mldew. The air is thick with the snell of wet wool and
decayi ng foli age.

AVA VANCE wal ks past the taped-off section, heading toward
the main house entrance. A | ocal GROUNDS KEEPER (60s),
wearing faded overalls, sweeps up wet |eaves and snal
debris near the curb.

He gl ances up at Ava. His eyes are flat, watching her
passage, not the police tape behind her.

The sweepi ng novenent causes a snall pile of danp asphalt



grit to shift. A piece of aged, yellowed newspaper, fol ded
into a tight square, blows out fromunder the edge of the
curb.

The groundskeeper stops sweeping. He stares at the
cl i ppi ng.

AVA VANCE
(pausi ng, watching the
paper)
What is that?

The man does not answer. He sinply watches the paper, as if
it is an unwel cone relative.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
(softly)
It's ol d.

The groundskeeper finally bends, his novenents stiff, and
retrieves the clipping with the tip of his broom He
straightens up, holding it |oosely, his gaze still fixed on
t he danp ground.

He does not offer it to her. He just holds it, the corner
slightly darkened with noisture.

CUT TO

I NT. THE GRIND - BOOTH SEATI NG - DAY

The diner is quiet, the clatter of plates nmuted by the
persistent drizzle pressing against the |arge picture
W ndows. Steamdrifts up fromthe coffee cups.

AVA VANCE sits in the corner booth, ostensibly review ng her
notes on | ocal zoning, but her eyes are fixed on the street
vi si bl e through the snmeared gl ass.

She traces a finger over the condensation on the
wi ndowpane, | eaving a clean path that frames the street
beyond.

She waits.

The street remains enpty for a beat, then a sedan--dark,
unremar kabl e--slowy pulls into the visible portion of the
street, as if nmaking a drop-off.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
(muttering to herself)
Too sl ow.



The car idles for a single second. Then, its engine surges,
and it accelerates rapidly, turning corner sharply, its
rear |license plate flashing into brief, sharp focus before
the drizzle swallows the details whol e.

Ava's hand freezes on the glass. She watches the spot where
t he car vani shed, her expression shifting from detached
anal ysis to sharp, sudden alert.

FADE TO BLACK.

END OF TEASER




FADE | N:

ACT ONE

| NT. BLUE HOLLOW PRECI NCT OFFI CE - DAY

The office is small,

snelling faintly of stale coffee and

cl eaning solution. Files are stacked on every avail able

surf ace.

AVA VANCE sits across a netal desk from DEPUTY JENKI NS
(40s). Jenkins is neticulously organi zed, his posture too

rigid for the casua

setting.

JENKI NS

(Tappi ng a gl ossy

report)
It's all procedure, Ms. Vance.
Basi ¢ evidence protocol. Bag it,
tag it, log it. You learn it when

you start.

AVA VANCE

(Pointing to a specific

section of the report)
The clothing, Jenkins. Elara's
jacket. It was docunented as 'found
near vehicle.' But the tag
indicates it was processed for
prints, yet there are no
acconpanyi ng phot ographs of the
itens before transport to the |ab.

JENKI NS

(Frowni ng, adjusting his

tie)

We phot ographed everything. The
log reflects that. It's redundant,

| know, but

profil e--

it's standard for high-

AVA VANCE

St andard, yes. But the chain of
custody for the evidence tags

t hensel ves.

Who signed off on the

transfer fromthe i medi ate scene
unit to the evidence | ocker?

Jenkins shifts in his chair, a tiny bead of sweat formng

near his tenple.



JENKI NS
That was handl ed by forensics. They
take primary custody on site.

AVA VANCE
They took primary custody, but the
| ocal reporting unit, the deputies
on scene, are responsible for the
initial tagging and securing. You
signed off on the transfer of the
t ags.

Jenki ns avoi ds her gaze, instead focusing intently on a
stack of index cards.

JENKI NS
| verified the tags were present
and legible. That's what |
docunent ed.

AVA VANCE
Legi ble, yes. But |I'm |l ooking at
the original bag seals, Jenkins.
They show a variance in the
nunberi ng systemused for the
footwear found. The initial report
lists the shoe size, but doesn't
cross-reference it wth the
departnmental inventory log for
t hat nodel .

She pushes a snmall, |am nated card across the desk. It has a
di agram of a boot heel.

JENKI NS

(Picking up the card,

his voi ce suddenly too

acadeni c)
That's a mnor notation error, M.
Vance. A clerical oversight. The
boots were catal oged under the
general 'Departnment |ssue' code.
We assune the correct size pairing
based on the nodel nunber.

AVA VANCE
Assune. You don't prosecute based
on assunption. You prosecute based
on docunent ed, sequential fact.

Jenkins clears his throat, straightening up suddenly, his
per f ormance of conpetence al nost visible.



JENKI NS
Look, this was a stressful scene.
We processed what we could with the
manpower avail able. W foll owed
protocol to the letter, M. Vance.
The paper trail is there.

AVA VANCE
The paper trail is what people
convi nce thensel ves is there.

CUT TO

I NT. THE GRIND - COUNTER SEAT - DAY

The diner is a study in faded institutional beige. The air
is thick with the scent of stale coffee and industri al

cl eaner. Rain streaks the wi ndows, blurring the world
outside into watercol or washes.

AVA VANCE sits alone at the |ong counter, nursing a coffee.
She pretends to read a thick, brittle-Iooking runicipal
code book, occasionally tapping a section with her pen.

A group of three TOMNSFOLK (various ages, dressed in worn

but cl ean cl othes) occupy a booth near the counter, nursing
mugs of coffee. They are speaking low, their voices carrying
the practiced intimacy of people who share the same history.

AVA VANCE
(Muttering to herself,
checki ng a page)
...zoning variance 4.B. Subsection
nine... perm ssible setbacks..

She subtly shifts her chair, angling herself slightly so
the flow of conversation drifts toward her.

ONE TOWNSFOLK
...said the ot was al ways neant
for the livery stables. Never a
residential overfl ow.

ANOTHER TOWNSFOLK
But the deed we have shows it was
rezoned after the mll closed.
Took years.

The third townsfol k | aughs, a short, dry sound.



THI RD TOANSFOLK
Deeds change, boys. Peopl e forget
what the land was for. That's the
trick, ain't it?

Ava stops pretending to read. She lifts her cup slightly,
pretending to sip, but her focus is absol ute.

AVA VANCE
(Quietly, but clear
enough to cut through
the | ow nurmur)
The m 1l closing. How | ong was
t hat ?

The three townsfol k junp slightly, |looking at her with
sudden, unified wari ness.

THI RD TOANSFOLK
(Stammering slightly)
Ma' anf?

AVA VANCE
(Meeting the gaze of the
first townsfolk)
Just curious about the timeline on
t he acreage surrounding the old
railway spur. The property line
di spute, | take it?

The first townsfol k exchange a look that is clearly
unconfortabl e, a shared knowl edge suddenly exposed to the
out si de wor | d.

ONE TOWNSFOLK
Not hing to tal k about.

AVA VANCE
(Placing her coffee cup
down with a soft clink)
Oh, | think there is. | think
hi story always | eaves a paper
trail, even if the gossip tries to
pave over it.

She picks up her book, but doesn't look at it, letting the
wei ght of the quiet question hang in the danp air.

CUT TO
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| NT. COUNTY RECORDS ANNEX - MAI N Cl RCULATI ON DESK - DAY

The Annex is cavernous and dusty. The air snells
overwhel m ngly of dry paper and settled m | dew. Sunlight
fights to penetrate dusty, griny w ndows, illum nating
notes dancing in the stale air.

AVA VANCE stands at the main circul ati on desk, facing Ms.
ALBRI GHT (60s), the head clerk. Al bright wears a sensi bl e,
dusty cardi gan and noves with the practiced inertia of
sonmeone who has seen every record and under st ood not hi ng
about them

ALBRI GHT
(Wthout | ooking up,
st anpi ng a docunent)
| f you need a deed transfer, you
need Form 31-D, in triplicate. And
a fee, of course.

AVA VANCE
| am not here for zoning variances,
Ms. Albright. I am/looking for the
chain of custody for the precinct
property records pertaining to the
Bl ue Hol | ow Pol i ce Departnent,
specifically anything dating back
to the early nineties.

Al bright finally | ooks up, her expression perfectly
neutral, professionally bored.

ALBRI GHT
The departnent keeps its own files,
Ms. Vance. W only handl e the
general | and records.

AVA VANCE
But the initial conplaint reports,
t he evi dence intake |ogs--those are
filed here, aren't they? The
records relating to the incident?

Al bright picks up her stanp, tapping it lightly on the
counter.

ALBRI GHT
The police departnent is an entity
of its own records. You need to
speak to the departnent |iaison.
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AVA VANCE

(Leaning in slightly,

| owering her voice)
| need the paper trail, M.
Al bright. The paperwork that proves
what was found, and when. | want to
see the initial inventory
docunentation for the scene.

Al bri ght pauses, tapping the stanp agai nst her thunb. The
silence stretches, punctuated only by the distant creak of
an unseen pulley system

ALBRI GHT
(A | ow war ni ng)
Ms. Vance, sone things are filed
for a reason. Sonme records are
adm ni strative--they are not for
public review.

AVA VANCE
VWhi ch records are not for revi ew?

Al bright sighs, a sound of profound, professional
exhaustion. She glances around the vast, dusty room as if
expecting soneone to overhear.

ALBRI GHT
(Quietly, alnost to
her sel f)
The main system handl es the active
years. The ol der, nore... sensitive

matters. They are kept separate.
Restri cted.

She finally pushes a heavy, unmarked | edger across the
counter toward Ava. It is bound in dark, faded |eather, and
the title enbossed on the spine is alnost illegible:
DECEASED MATTERS - PRE- 1990.

ALBRI GHT ( CONT' D)
You'll need the access key fromthe
back office. And you will be
signing a full waiver of liability.

| NT. VANCE RESI DENCE - STUDY - DAY

Dust nmotes drift thick in the afternoon sunbeans slicing
through the tall, mullioned wi ndows. The study is a
nmonument to accunul at ed paper--shelves cranmed with

| eat her - bound vol unes, files stacked |like fallen dom noes.



12.

AVA VANCE stands near a | arge nahogany desk, tapping a
mani cured nail against a corner of a brittle, yellowed tax
docunent .

Her father, CGEORGE VANCE (50s), is hunched over a different
stack of brittle papers near the fireplace, occasionally
adjusting his reading spectacles. He | ooks weary, nore like
a curator than a | awer.

AVA VANCE
(calmy)
The original trust covenants. Wen
did the stipulations regarding the
Vance famly's involvenent with the
original Blue Hollow mneral rights
actual ly expire?

Ceorge junps slightly, startled by the directness of the
guestion. He flinches, as if the paper itself has stung him

GEORGE VANCE
(clearing his throat)
We don't tal k about the covenants,
Ava. Not |ike this.

AVA VANCE
(not | ooking up fromthe
docunent)

You don't tal k about the fact that
every major |land transfer in this
county, every significant piece of
infrastructure, was legally tied,
at sone point, to the Vance nane
or the Vance trust stipul ations.
It's inescapabl e.

Ceorge forces a brittle |augh

GEORGE VANCE ( CONT' D)
It's history, child. It was a way
of maintaining order. A structure.

AVA VANCE
Order built on obligation. If the
stipul ations were voluntary, they
woul d have sinply been |iquidated
decades ago when the economc
necessity passed.

He straightens up abruptly, brushing dust fromhis tweed
j acket .
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GEORGE VANCE ( CONT' D)
You treat this like a |lega
probl em from Washi ngt on. Li ke we
can untangle it with a notion and a
deposi tion.

AVA VANCE

(Lifting her gaze,

finally neeting his

eyes)
| treat it like a pattern. A
pattern of control. Did your nother
ever nention the precise wording
regarding the right of first
refusal on the initial allotnment of
| and? The one associated with the
Ml ler parcel?

Ceorge' s conmposure cracks instantly. H s knuckl es whiten
where he grips the edge of the desk.

GEORCGE VANCE ( CONT' D)
(Voi ce suddenly | ow,
def ensi ve)
Do not bring that up. It was
private. It was settled

AVA VANCE
Was it settled by |egal neans, or
by the fam |y understandi ng that
it was better not to ask?

Ceorge stares at her, trapped between the brittle evidence
on his desk and the sharp accusation in her voice. He opens
his mouth, then closes it, defeated by the specificity of
her know edge.

CUT TO

| NT. BLUE HOLLOW DI NER - BOOTH SEATI NG - DAY

The drizzle outside has increased its rhythm drumm ng a
st eady, nel ancholy beat against the plate glass. The diner
snells strongly of brewed coffee and wet wool .

AVA VANCE sits alone in the booth, her notes spread out
before her, a barrier between her and the world. She has
positioned herself across from BEN CARTER, who is nursing a
mug of coffee, | ooking deeply bored.
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AVA VANCE
(Leaning slightly
f orwar d)

The M1l er parcel. The | and
bordering the old railway cut. You
nmenti oned the deeds changed over
time.

Ben picks at a fleck of dried coffee foamon his saucer. He
does not neet her eyes.

BEN CARTER
Deeds change because the people
change, Prosecutor. The need
changes. Life nbves on

AVA VANCE
But the | egal structure doesn't
just nove on. It requires
docunentation. | was review ng the
prelimnary records, the ones kept
at the Annex. There are
di screpanci es regardi ng the
original zoning classification for
that specific stretch of acreage.

Ben finally | ooks up, a flicker of sonething unreadabl e
passi ng over his face--recognition, perhaps caution.

BEN CARTER

(A dry, dismssive tone)
You're getting lost in the
m nuti ae, Ava. Deeds are paperworKk.
They reflect what the courts agreed
to at the tinme. They don't reflect
what the | and was doing before the
trains came through

AVA VANCE

(I'gnoring his dismssal)
The records indicate the parcel was
zoned for light industrial use
decades before the rail spur was
even fully operational. A
classification that was |ater
amended.

Ben sets his nug dowmn with a careful clink. He finally neets

her gaze,

and his practiced detachnment wavers for a beat.



15.

BEN CARTER
And what does that tell you? That
the town grew up, | suppose. That

the needs of the |iving superseded
the ink on ol d paper.

AVA VANCE
It tells me that the zoning
variance itself is the point of
i nqui ry. Because the variance
suggests a | evel of oversight, or
perhaps, a level of conplicity,
that | find quite unusual for a
si npl e econom ¢ shift.

Ben | eans back against the vinyl seat, a faint, challenging
smle touching his lips. He taps his fingers lightly on the

t abl et op,

m m cking the rhythm of a slow, inevitable march.

BEN CARTER
You're |l ooking for a pattern, Ava.
But you've got the wong tineline.
The deeds were witten by nen who
were paid to wite them They
weren't writing about zoning. They
were witing about who gets to
live here.

CUT TO

I NT. COUNTY RECORDS ANNEX - RESTRI CTED SECTI ON - DAY

The air in the restricted section is noticeably col der, the
sil ence deeper, pressed down by the sheer weight of
forgotten paper. Dust sheets drape over filing cabinets |ike

pal e,

forgotten shrouds.

Ava stands before a massive, iron-bound filing cabinet
mar ked with a brass plaque: "DECEASED MATTERS - PRE-1990."

Ms. Al bright stands near the entrance, watching Ava with an
expressi on of profound warning.
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AVA VANCE

(Traci ng her finger

al ong the index card

cat al og)
If 1"mlooking for the MIler
parcel's initial zoning
classification, and cross-
referencing it with any
adm nistrative filings pertaining
to the use of police resources in
that area...

Al bright stiffens, her conposure returning with pal pable
effort.

ALBRI GHT
That section is indexed by file
nunber, Ms. Vance. It is not
conver sati onal

AVA VANCE

(Pointing to a specific,

dusty drawer)
This drawer. File 44-B. It was
opened, and then it was cl osed. Wy
was it flagged as ' M scel | aneous
Admi nistrative Error' and then
shel ved?

Al bright hesitates, her eyes darting to the end of the
ai sl e, checking for w tnesses.

ALBRI GHT
It was cleared. The records were
deened suppl enental, Ms. Vance.

Ava pulls the drawer open with a harsh scrape of netal on
metal. Inside, amdst yellow ng folders, she spots a single,
thin manila envel ope that | ooks conspi cuously newer than the
rest. It is |abeled with a case nunber, and a faded ink
stanp: VANCE, E. (PREDECESSOR)

She pulls it out carefully.

AVA VANCE
(Whi speri ng)
This file pertains to Elara's
predecessor. Not the departnent.
Sonet hi ng el se.

She opens the envel ope. Inside are not reports, but
phot ocopi es--di screpant notices, nenps, and a single,
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heavi |y redacted docunent. Ava's eyes junp to the
redacting. It is not uniform it is clearly done with
different |levels of stationery, different ink sources.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
(A sharp intake of

br eat h)
This wasn't an error. This was an
exci si on.

She snpot hs out the | ast visible docunent, confirmng the
pattern of deliberate renoval

CUT TO
FADE QUT.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

FADE | N:

I NT. THE GRIND - COUNTER SEAT - DAY

The drizzle outside continues its steady rhythm agai nst the
pl ate gl ass. AVA VANCE sits at a worn booth. DR REED (40s),
a local general practitioner with tired eyes, sits opposite
her, reviewing a thick file.

Ava taps a polished nail against the corner of the file, not
| ooki ng at the paperwork.

AVA VANCE
The official assessment focuses on
w t hdrawal and acute stress
response. Text book.

Dr. Reed doesn't | ook up fromthe paperworKk.

DR REED
That is the clinical reality, M.
Vance. W docunent what is
obser vabl e.

AVA VANCE
(Quietly)
But the pattern isn't just
withdrawal . It's withdrawal from

sonet hi ng. Somet hi ng tangi bl e.

Dr. Reed sighs, finally placing the file dowmn. He |eans
back, professionally weary.

DR REED
What are you suggesting? That her
decline is behavioral, not
chem cal ?

AVA VANCE
| " m suggesting that the stressors
in Blue Hollow don't register on a
standard psychonetric scale.
They' re woven into the routine.
The | and records, the old
di sputes, the weight of a hundred
years of 'settled' things.
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DR REED
(A faint smle)
You' re ant hroponor phi zi ng t he
county zoni ng nap.

AVA VANCE

(A chal | engi ng | ook)
No. |'m suggesting that the
enotional architecture of this
town is built on a very specific
type of selective forgetting.
Sonmething that requires a certain
ki nd of sustained, |ocal belief
systemto maintain.

Dr. Reed studies her, his professional curiosity battling
his instinct to keep the conversation within clinical
boundari es.

She | eans

DR. REED
Belief is not a neasurable
vari abl e, Ava.

AVA VANCE
But the need to believe sonething
is, Doctor. And what happens when
the foundation they built that
belief on starts to crunbl e? Wen
the local narrative can't account
for a dead body in a parking |ot?

forward slightly, dropping her voice.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
You' ve seen enough |ocals to know
t hat people don't just pass away
from si npl e overdose. They are
often the breaking point for a
very deep, very old secret.

Dr. Reed shifts unconfortably in the booth, his gaze
lingering on her face. The carefully constructed di stance
bet ween them suddenly feels thin, alnost brittle.

DR REED
You are naking inferences that
venture far outside established
di agnosti c paraneters.
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AVA VANCE
(Meeting his gaze,
unwaveri ng)
Am | wong to follow the pattern
t he physi cal evidence keeps
creating?

MATCH CUT TGO

I NT. VANCE RESI DENCE - CONSERVATORY - DAY

Dust notes dance in the weak light filtering through the
gl ass roof of the conservatory. The space snells
overwhel m ngly of danmp earth and decaying jasm ne. Ava
noves net hodically, brushing dust fromantique furniture
pi eces whil e packing away Elara's personal itens.

She pauses at a small, nmahogany side table, covered by a
dr aped cl ot h.

AVA VANCE
(To hersel f)
Just get this done. Get the boxes
seal ed.

She pulls the cloth away. On the table sits a snmall, ornate
keepsake box. It is dark wood, heavily varni shed, and
secured by a delicate, tarnished brass | ock.

Ava recogni zes the style. It snells of her nother's era.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
(Whi speri ng)
Mom s box.

She tries the latch. It resists imediately.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
(Muttering)
Locked.

She noves to the surroundi ng photos, running a finger over
the glass of a portrait--a formal, slightly saccharine inage
of her nother at a town gathering years ago. The background
figures are recogni zable, the established |ocal faces.

She turns her attention back to the box, exam ning the |ock
mechanism It is old, conplicated, and utterly undi sturbed.
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AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
(To the air)
What did you keep that required
this much effort to hide?

She kneel s beside the table, her fingers tracing the
engravings on the wood--a famly crest, or perhaps a town
seal, she can't tell

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
(A breathy
acknow edgnent)
Not just nenories.

She notices a faint, alnobst invisible scratch near the base
of the lock--a scratch that |ooks |ike a deliberate scoring,
not wear.

Ava pulls a hairpin fromher own hair, examning it in the
meager |light. She inserts the fine tip into the scratch,
appl yi ng precise, mnimal pressure.

The lock gives a tiny, protesting click.

Ava freezes, listening. The sound is nonunental in the
gui et room

She works the latch open. It springs open with a soft,
al nost reluctant sigh.

I nsi de, nestled on faded velvet, are not jewels, but a snal
stack of brittle, sepia photographs. They are of the sane
gathering as the portrait, but the people are arranged
differently. And anong them a single, folded piece of
patterned silk fabric.

Ava picks up the fabric, unfolding it slowy. It is a

swat ch of material she instantly recognizes from her

not her's wardrobe, but it's paired wwth a different shade of
ri bbon--a color that has no place in the established Vance
aest heti c.

MATCH CUT TGO

I NT. COUNTY RECORDS ANNEX - CGENEALOGY DESK - DAY

The Geneal ogy Desk is a fortress of accunul ated dat a,
toweri ng stacks of mcrofiche and endl ess, rolled parchnment
defining the town's docunented |ineage. The atnosphere is
one of oppressive, neticul ous order.
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ARCHI VI ST ELI JAH REID (60s), a man whose tweed j acket seens
as permanent as the dust, sits at the head of the desk,
nmeti cul ously stanpi ng docunents. He does not | ook up when
Ava appr oaches.

AVA VANCE
(Cal my)
| was | ooking at the | and deeds
surrounding the old M Il er parcel
agai n. The one adjacent to the
original railway rights-of-way.

Elijah continues his stanping rhythm a steady thwack-
t hwack-t hwack.

ELI JAH REI D
Those are already digitized and
cross-referenced by the county
conmmi ssion. Standard procedure.

AVA VANCE
| "' m not asking about the zoning
variances this tinme. |I'm1looking at

the nanes. The initial ownership
mar kers. The ones dated pre-1880.

Elijah stops stanping. The sudden silence is jarring. He
finally lifts his head, his expression unreadabl e, guarded
by years of institutional habit.

ELI JAH REI D
And what does the provenance of the
initial owners suggest, M. Vance?

AVA VANCE
They suggest a pattern of
i nterlocking ownership that is
remar kably deep. The Ml er
parcel, the original |ot
surrounding the rail spur, the I and
that eventually becane the site of
the ol d general store--they al
trace back to the sane three famly
nanmes. Nanes that were al ways
required to agree on the initial
boundari es.

She slides a folder, heavy with brittle, yell owed deeds,
across the polished wood surface. The nanmes on the deeds
are clearly visible, linking the foundational structures to
t he sane few individual s.
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AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
The Vance nane appears, of course.
But it's not the only one listed in
the primary signatories for the
core allotnents. I'm|looking at the
Hawt horne and the Merritt nanes.

Elijah's hands, which had been resting on his stanp, twitch
slightly. He stares at the folder, his professional facade
finally showing a hairline crack.

ELI JAH REI D
Those are prom nent famlies. They
were involved in the founding of
the settl enent.

AVA VANCE

(Pressing himgently)
Prom nent, yes. But how do you
account for their sustained,
docunent ed econom c presence in the
county's legal records, while their
di rect involvenent in day-to-day
ci vic governance seens to have
al ways been nedi ated, or even
qui etly sidelined, by the Vance
famly structure?

Elijah | eans back, suddenly | ooking tired, the weight of
t he paper suddenly pressing down on him

ELI JAH REI D
(Voice |l ow, alnost a
war ni ng)
Sone things, Ms. Vance, are sinply
how the town was built. You can't
just pull out one deed and rewite
t he foundati on.

Ava lets the silence stretch, letting the inplications of
t he nanes--Hawt horne, Merritt, Vance--hang in the dust-
filled air.

MATCH CUT TGO

EXT. BLUE HOLLOW PRECI NCT PARKI NG LOT - DUSK

The sun has dropped bel ow the surrounding ridge, casting the
parking lot in a sickly, yellowgrey light. The yellow crine
scene tape still demarcates the area around the patrol car,

| ooki ng ridiculous and fragile against the encroaching
twilight.
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Ava wal ks slowly, deliberately skirting the perineter of
the yell ow tape. She ignores the parked cars, the official
vehi cl es, and the uniforned deputies who are now gat hered
i n hushed, nervous clusters, talking in | ow tones.

She wal ks toward the edge of the asphalt, where the
concrete gives way to a patch of overgrown weeds and packed
earth.

She kneel s down, ignoring the glare of the flashlights
trained on her. She doesn't |ook at the ground directly
beneath the car; she exam nes the ground beside it.

She brushes aside a thick patch of thorny weeds near a storm
drain grate. The earth here is | ooser, disturbed.

Ava runs her fingers along the edge of the curb, exam ning
the curbstone itself. It is old, nortared brick, chipped in
pl aces.

She presses her ear close to the brickwork, listening for
t he normal sounds of the town--the distant humof traffic,
the drip of water, the sound of the wind. She hears only
silence, except for the faint, grinding sound of water
seepage.

She pushes her fingers into a small gap between two bricks,
a space the officers have clearly ignored while managi ng the
primry scene.

Her fingers brush agai nst something foreign, sonething that
doesn't belong to the natural decay of the |ot.

It is asmll, netallic object, partially sunk into the nud,
coated in danp earth and grit. It catches the weak
streetlight glow.

Ava carefully digs it free with her thunbnail.

It is not a piece of debris, nor is it an everyday tool. It
is a small, highly specialized piece of hardware--a bolt
head, perhaps, but custom machi ned, far too precise for
standard muni ci pal equi pnent. It | ooks expensive, designed
to secure sonething heavy, something requiring absol ute
stillness.

Ava |ifts the bolt head, turning it over in her palm the
nmetallic surface cold against her skin. It is too pristine
to be old. It doesn't match the age of the surroundi ng
decay.

She | ooks up fromthe bolt head, past the yellow tape,
toward the silent, watchful cluster of deputies. Her
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expression is no |longer focused on the body, but on the
inplications of this single piece of forgotten machinery.

I NT. THE GRIND - BOOTH SEATI NG - DAY

The rain continues its nonotonous beat against the diner
w ndows. Ava sits across from MAC HOLLOMY (40s). He picks
at the sugar dispenser, avoiding her gaze.

AVA VANCE
(Cal my)
The M1l er parcel. The acreage
surrounding the old rail line. That

was consi dered industrial potenti al
at the tinme, correct?

Mac finally |ooks up, annoyance hardening his features.

MAC HOLLOWAY
It was potential. Potenti al
changes. The town changes.

AVA VANCE

Potential requires capital. And
capital requires consistent,
verifiable zoning records. The
records suggest the |and's val ue
was predicated on a resource that
wasn't quite what the town clains
it was. The m ne, for instance.

Mac sets the sugar di spenser down a little too hard.

MAC HOLLOWAY
W had a mne. W had jobs. That's
t he capital

AVA VANCE

A mne based on what ore? The
prelimnary reports | revi ewed--and
| know you find theminconvenient--
suggest a far |ower yield than the
annual reports the town council has
been citing for the |ast two
decades.

Mac | eans forward, his voice dropping to a challenging
mur nur .



MAC HOLLOWAY
You're treating this |like a
t ext book case study, Ms. Vance.
Blue Hollow isn't a syllabus. W
built this town on nore than just
r ock.

AVA VANCE

(Meeting his stare)
But the rock is what allowed the
initial construction, isn't it?
The m ne provided the initial
weal th that established the | and
val ues, which then created the
need for the zoning | aws, which
then required the continuous
oversi ght of the |ocal |egal
structure.

He | aughs, a short, brittle sound.

MAC HOLLOWAY
And you think that whol e sequence
was manuf actured? That we j ust
deci ded on a zoning map and the
ore magi cal |y appeared?

AVA VANCE
| think the story of the ore is
only half the truth. Wo benefited
nost when the ore becane
unprofitable, M. Holloway? Wo
held the legal claimto the | and
after the payout when the m ne
sputtered out?

Mac | aughs again, louder this time, sounding forced.

MAC HOLLOWAY
You' re grasping at straws,
Prosecutor. You're looking for a
narrative where there's just...
survi val

AVA VANCE
Survival financed by a very
speci fic, docunented economc
pillar. You can't just let the
mai n supporting col umm vani sh and
pretend the roof was never there,
Mac.

26.
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Mac grips the edge of the sticky tabletop. He | ooks
genui nely cornered, his bluster nonentarily deflating into
wary def ensi veness.

MAC HOLLOWAY
You' re pushing too hard.

CUT TO

| NT. VANCE RESI DENCE - STUDY - DAY

Dust notes hang thick in the air, catching the slanting,
watery light. Ava stands in the doorway, blocking the Iight
fromthe hallway, forcing George Vance (50s) to remain in
the dim cluttered space.

Ceorge is standing near the fireplace, running a hand over a
mant el pi ece carving, his back nostly to Ava. He seens too
fragile for the room

AVA VANCE
(Quietly)

It was the ribbon.

Ceorge freezes md-nmotion. His hand stills on the carved
wood.

GEORCGE VANCE
VWhat ri bbon?

AVA VANCE
The silk swatch. The one with the
pal e blue ribbon. I saw the
phot ographs. | saw the groupi ng of
people. It was at the Hawt horne
gathering, wasn't it? The one
after the rail line was finalized.

CGeorge does not turn around. H's shoul ders seemto drop an
inch, a visible deflation of posture.

GEORGE VANCE
You shoul dn't be | ooking at those.
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AVA VANCE
(Taking a slow step into
the room

The blue ribbon. It was al ways
yours, wasn't it? Your nother kept
it. She was sentinental about the
speci fic shade. The shade of the
day she deci ded she was never going
to let you argue the point with
her.

H's breath hitches. He finally turns, his face a mask of
sudden, profound pain, not the detached | awerly weariness
she expect ed.

GEORGE VANCE ( CONT' D)
(Voi ce cracking)
You have no right to bring that

up.

AVA VANCE

(Barely above a whi sper)
It wasn't about the law, was it,
Dad? You never argued about the
m neral rights. You al ways argued
about whose nenory got to define
t he place. About who got to
dictate the story.

He | ooks away, staring at the floorboards, avoiding her
gaze entirely. He runs his pal mover the dust, as if
searching for sonething tangible to distract him

GEORCGE VANCE ( CONT' D)
You were al ways better at the
performance, Ava. Al ways the
shar per point.

AVA VANCE
And you were always better at the
cover - up.

A long, charged silence settles, broken only by the
distant, rhythmc drip of a faulty outdoor faucet.

CUT TO
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EXT. BLUE HOLLOW PRECI NCT STEPS - DUSK

The yell ow tape remains a vivid slash agai nst the nuted
grey of the concrete steps. Ava stands several yards away
fromthe i nmedi ate chaos of the yellow tape, positioned
where she can see the entire facade of the precinct--the
formal, inposing entrance, the small, nervous cluster of
of ficers near the main desk.

The setting sun is al nbst gone, casting |ong, deep shadows
that stretch out fromthe parked cars, exaggerating the
scal e of the quiet town.

Ava slowy turns, her gaze not fixed on any single person,
but sweeping across the entire structure--the building, the
flags, the signs that proclaimlaw and order.

She pulls a small, |eather-bound notebook from her bag. She
doesn't open it to wite. She just holds it, using it as a
prop, a physical barrier between her and the raw, nessy
reality of the nonent.

She cl oses her eyes briefly. She breathes in the danp,
metallic snmell of the rain mxed with old asphalt and stale
cof f ee.

She opens her eyes. They are clear, stripped of the
aggressi ve prosecutorial edge. There is a new, colder kind
of focus there.

She | ooks down at the notebook, then back at the precinct,
synt hesi zing the bolt head, the zoning discrepancy, the
personal nenory, and the official protocol breach.

Ava slowy, deliberately, snaps the notebook shut. The sound
is final, definitive.

She pockets the book. She does not | ook at Ben Carter, who
is still visible in the periphery, or at the cluster of
deputies. She | ooks out toward the unseen edge of town,
past the yellow tape, toward t he unknown.

She stands perfectly still, absorbing the conposition of
the lie--a perfect blend of |egal statute, economc
necessity, and shared famly history. She knows exactly how
the pieces fit together, and that the pieces are held by
people nore invested in the structure than in the truth.

FADE QUT.



END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

FADE | N:

I NT. THE GRIND - BOOTH SEATI NG - DAY

The rain continues its steady drizzle against the diner
wi ndows. AVA VANCE sits across from BEN CARTER. Ben picks
at the condensation ring left by his glass of water.

AVA VANCE
The zoni ng dispute. The acreage
surrounding the old railway spur.
The initial deeds referenced a
primary comobdity, didn't they?
Sonet hi ng specific that nmade the
| and val uabl e enough to warrant
early jurisdictional maneuveri ng.

Ben doesn't | ook up. He traces the pattern on the | am nated
tabletop with a fingertip.

BEN CARTER
Deeds are about |ines on paper,
Ava. About who signed where. They
rarely tell you what the ground
actual Iy hel d.

AVA VANCE
But the deeds exist. And they al
reference the sane initial
val uation netric. A nmetric that
seens suspiciously consistent with
the early reports on the deeper,
non- surface deposits.

Ben finally raises his head. H's smle is gone, replaced by
a careful neutrality.

BEN CARTER
You're building a narrative from
receipts.

AVA VANCE

| "' m connecting dots that soneone
paid a | ot of noney to keep
separate. The Annex file--the
pre-1990 records. They nention the
original claimstructure, don't
they? Before the mine fully shifted
f ocus.
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Ben shifts in the vinyl seat, the sound loud in the quiet
booth. He neets her gaze, a flicker of genuine disconfort
crossing his face before he masks it.

BEN CARTER
And what does the pattern you're
bui l ding require?

AVA VANCE
It requires knowi ng who benefited
nost when the primary, profitable
claimshifted anay fromthe
surface extraction and into the
subsurface. The |l and tenure that
survived the boom

Ben lets out a slow breath, a sound that is al nbst a sigh of
recognition. He | ooks past Ava, toward the grey curb
outside, as if seeing the disputed |and.

BEN CARTER
The commodity changed. The | aw
adapted. That's what happens when
t he nmoney runs out, Prosecutor.

AVA VANCE
O when the people holding the
original clainms decide the
established | aw i s suddenly
i nconveni ent .

Ben finally | ooks back at her, his eyes hol di ng a dangerous
resignation. He leans in slightly.

BEN CARTER
The original claimholders weren't
focused on the ore, Ava. They were
focused on the access. Wo
controll ed the passage over the
best ground, regardless of what was
dug out of it. They paid for the
right to pass. And that right,
decades ago, was bought froma man
whose nanme doesn't appear on the
primary tax rolls

CUT TO
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I NT. VANCE RESI DENCE - STUDY - DAY

The roomis cluttered with books, the air snelling faintly
of aged paper and beeswax. Ava stands near the desk,

hol ding a small, tarnished silver-framed phot ograph. It
depicts a gathering--a formal portrait of the Vance famly
from a decades past.

GECRCE VANCE stands by the fireplace, neticul ously brushing
dust fromthe nmantel pi ece. He avoids |ooking at her.

AVA VANCE
(Quietly)
This picture. The day after the
dedi cati on pl aque was nount ed.

CGeorge's hand stills on the mantel piece. H s breathing seens
to catch in his throat.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
Look at your nother. She's smling,
but her eyes aren't on the
phot ographer. They're on sonet hi ng
happeni ng just outside the frane.
On soneone who wasn't supposed to
be there.

Ceorge finally turns, his face hardening, but the effort
costs him

GECRCE VANCE
It was a | arge group. Everyone was
t here.
AVA VANCE
(Tilting the photo
slightly)

She's | ooking at the car. The
sedan that parked just down the

bl ock. The one with the deep green
trim The one that belonged to the
Hawt hor ne man.

Ceorge flinches visibly, as if struck. He turns fully away
fromthe fireplace, his back to her.

GEORGE VANCE
You cannot build a life on what
peopl e saw i n passing, Ava. People
pass. Things are forgotten.
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AVA VANCE
But you didn't forget. You walled
it off. You made sure the records
never mnentioned the noney that
foll owed the Hawt horne man's
investnment, only the land it was
supposed to i nprove.

A long beat of silence stretches, punctuated only by the
nmuf fl ed sound of the rain outside.
GEORGE VANCE
(Voi ce strained, |ow
The appearance of continuity, Ava.
That is what we built this town on
Not the raw facts of transactions.

The illusion of a stable history.
AVA VANCE
And the cost of that illusion?

Ceorge slowy lifts his gaze to her. Hi s defensive nmask
finally cracks, revealing a profound, weary pain.

GEORGE VANCE
The cost was always the truth. W
paid it with silence. And we paid
it with our reputation.

CUT TO

I NT. DR. REED S OFFI CE - DAY

The roomis too bright, too sterile, snelling sharply of
antiseptic and clean |inen. AVA VANCE sits opposite DR

REED (50s), who sits behind a |l arge, solid oak desk. He does
not | ook at her, instead studying a file folder containing
her initial intake notes.

DR REED
You processed the incident quite
wel |, professionally speaking. Your

command of procedure was

remar kabl e. You kept the questions
focused on the neasurable, the
procedur al .

Ava maintains a neutral posture, hands resting flat on her
knees.
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AVA VANCE
My job is to establish the
measur abl e.

Dr. Reed finally raises his eyes, fixing themon her. They
are enpathetic, but clinically detached.

DR REED
But you did not allow yourself to
process the human el enent. You
kept returning to the "transfer
point,' the 'snudge,' the 'bolt
head.' All physical anchors. You
are building your entire case on
m spl aced obj ects.

AVA VANCE
The obj ects are evi dence.

DR REED
Evi dence of what? OF a pattern?
Ava, you are an excepti onal
prosecutor, but you are treating
Blue Holl ow |i ke a deposition
transcript. Everything nust be
sourced, cross-referenced,
adm ssi bl e.

He | eans back, steepling his fingers.

DR REED ( CONT' D)
But what if the failure isn't in
t he evidence? What if the failure
is in the assunption that the lie
can be contai ned by a piece of
paper? You keep | ooking for the
single point of entry, the single
pi ece of m sconduct that explains
the rest.

Ava renmai ns notionless, absorbing the critique.
AVA VANCE
And what do you suggest | | ook for
i nst ead?

Dr. Reed offers a small, sad shake of his head.
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DR REED
The conprom ses. The necessary
human conprom ses. The things
peopl e agree to forget for the
sake of keeping the lights on.
That's where the evidence
beconmes... subjective. And far
nore dangerous to prosecute.

CUT TO

I NT. COUNTY RECORDS ANNEX - W NDOW VI EW - DAY

Ava stands near a vast w ndow overl ooking the main
intersection. The town | ooks wet, nuted, and deceptively
cal munder the overcast sky. She has a single, heavily
redact ed docunent fromthe Annex in her hand.

She slowy | owers her gaze fromthe docunent to the wet
asphalt visible through the gl ass.

She recalls the fine grit fromthe precinct |ot--the dust
that settled around the car.

She reaches into her jacket pocket, pulling out a small,
opaque plastic evidence bag containing a single, alnopst
invisible pile of particulate matter. It is the residue
fromthe patrol car's snudge.

She stands in the light filtering through the dirty gl ass.
She brings the bag of dust close to the w ndowpane,
aligning it visually with the wet street bel ow

Ava stares at the conbination: the abstract pattern from
t he deeds, the enotional weight fromher father, the
psychol ogi cal roadbl ock fromDr. Reed, and the physical
resi due in her hand.

She lets the dust settle near the wi ndow | edge, allowing it
to mx slightly with the fine, reddish-brown grit that has
natural ly washed in fromthe curb outside.

The two materials--the mnute, transferred dust, and the
native soil--are now visibly mngled on the windowsill. It
is a perfect, undeniable match of conposition.

Ava doesn't gasp. She doesn't wite a note. She sinply | ooks
at the amal gamati on of the dust and the earth, a silent,
devastating confirmation that the lie wasn't just legal--it
was geol ogi cal
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She finally understands the physical depth of the cover-up.

I NT. THE GRIND - BOOTH SEATI NG - DAY

The rain continues its steady, nonotonous beat against the
di ner wi ndows, blurring the neon glow of the ' OPEN sign
across the street. Ava sits opposite BEN CARTER The coffee
cups on the table have grown col d.

AVA VANCE
You know, the pattern of these
zoni ng carve-outs isn't about
acreage. It's about infrastructure.
The town al ways needs sonet hi ng
runni ng through it--water |ines,
rail access, the main electrical
condui t.

Ben picks at a | oose thread on the vinyl cushion, his
earlier nonchal ance replaced by a taut alertness.

BEN CARTER
And you think we can just trace a
I ine through enough of those to
find where the noney was diverted?

AVA VANCE
| think we can trace who signed off
on the inspection that determ ned
the conduit path. Because the
original inspection |logs for the
Bl ue Hol | ow Water Mai n Upgrade,
twenty years ago, are suspiciously
cl ean.

Ben stops picking at the thread. He lets his gaze drift
around the diner, as if looking for an escape route.

BEN CARTER
The city did that. It was a
federal grant. Lots of people
signed off on it.



Ben finally neets her eyes.

AVA VANCE
Not enough people. There are twelve
signatures required for those
initial certifications, M.
Carter. My research flagged
di screpancies in the timng of the
second and fourth signatures. They
appear to have been expedited by
one full business day, which is
statistically inpossible given the
docunent ed wor kl oad of the County
Clerk at that tine.

alarm quickly masked by a weary cynicism

BEN CARTER
You're getting esoteric, Ava.
You're trying to build a
conspiracy out of paperwork tim ng.

AVA VANCE
Conspi raci es are al ways about
timng, Ben. They are about the
noment the necessary permssion is
acqui red before the public even
knows the resource exists. Wio was
the clerk at the tinme? The one who
oversaw the signing of those twelve
aut hori zati ons?

Ben shifts in the booth, suddenly appearing too |arge for
seat. He gl ances toward the diner entrance, as if
expecting a uniformed presence.

t he vi nyl

BEN CARTER
You' re wasting your tine.

AVA VANCE
Am | ? Because |'m | ooking for the
nane. The name that allowed the
passage to be decl ared
‘unencunbered' in the records,
despite the fact that the |and
directly underneath the proposed
conduit path was already legally
encunbered by a previous, private
claim A claimthat was
conveni ently ignored.

Ben exhales slowy, a sound like air leaking froma tire.
He | ooks down at the table, tracing a pattern in the

There is a flicker of genuine

38.
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condensation ring left by her cup.

BEN CARTER ( CONT' D)
The clerk... that was Eli as
Thorne. He ran the certification
departnent for the county that
year.

Ava | eans forward just an inch, a barely perceptible
ti ghteni ng of her posture.

AVA VANCE
Thorne. And what was his
relationship to the primry
beneficiaries of that conduit
access?

Ben doesn't answer inmmediately. He just stares at the
pattern he created on the table, the truth finally seem ng
to press the air out of the small booth.

MATCH CUT TGO

| NT. BLUE HOLLOW PRECI NCT - ADM NI STRATI VE W NG - LATE
AFTERNOON

The precinct is quiet, the day's bustle having evaporated
into the steady drizzle outside. Yellow caution tape, the
remai ns of the day's drama, is neatly coiled and stored in a
corner, ignored.

Ava wal ks slowly down the corridor, her footsteps echoing
too loudly on the polished Iinoleum She passes enpty desks,
the coats of deputies hangi ng undi sturbed on hooks I|ike
forgotten uniformns.

She stops at the records archive adjacent to the nmain front
office--a small, seldomused roomsnelling of mldewed
cardboard. She pulls a heavy, ring-bound binder | abel ed
"WATER UTI LI TY ACCESS PROTOCOLS - 1998' from a shel f.

She opens it. The pages are filled with standard
departnental checklists, the kind of tedious, dry materi al
that usually bores prosecutors into imredi ate sl eep.

Ava flips past the initial, clean forns until she reaches
the section designated 'Authorization Sign-Ofs.' She finds
the entry for the Water Main Upgrade.

She scans the signatures, |ooking for the twelve required
approvals. They are all present, neat, and official.
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But her focus drops to the final section of the procedural
manual attached to the binder--a subsection titled
" Devi ati on and Conti ngency Protocols.'

She flips through the pages, reading through the technica
jargon al oud, softly at first, then gaining a steady rhythm

AVA VANCE
( Readi nQ)
"In the event that primary site
cl earance is delayed... the

Departnmental Overriding Authority
(DAA) shall be invoked...'

She reads the definition of DOA. It is a clause that grants
tenporary, localized authority to bypass standard procedure
when rnuni ci pal necessity dictates i nmediate action,
overriding existing property clains pending a formnal
review-a review that can take years.

She rereads the authorizing signatures for the DOA
i nvocation. They are all current, valid, and signed by the
departnmental head on file.

But Ava's gaze falls on the fine print at the bottom of the
protocol page--a snmall, handwitten notation, alnost pencil-
light, tucked beneath the printed text.

It reads: 'DOA usage requires a Level Three Affidavit of
Shared Community Interest, signed by a |local nagistrate
currently in good standing, notarized within 72 hours of
i nvocation.'

Ava's breath hitches. The protocol she was expecting--the
bureaucratic failure--was never about the signature itself.
It was about the failure to docunent the required secondary
affidavit.

She cl oses the binder, the sound echoing |ike a gunshot in
the qui et room

MATCH CUT TGO

I NT. VANCE RESI DENCE - FORVAL LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

The roomis opul ent, heavy with dark wood furniture and the
wei ght of ol d noney. Sunlight, struggling through the heavy
drapes, illum nates the dust notes dancing in the air

bet ween Ava and her father.

Ceorge Vance sits in an arncthair, |ooking older than his
years, trapped am dst the rich, suffocating textiles of the
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house. He keeps his hands cl asped tightly in his |ap.

AVA VANCE
(Wthout preanble)
The DOA protocol. It wasn't the
| ack of the primary signatures that
was the problem It was the
mandat ory, Level Three Affidavit
of Shared Conmunity Interest.

CGeorge doesn't react visibly, nmerely tightening his grip on
hi s hands.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
The procedure requires a
magi strate, soneone active, soneone
trustworthy, to notarize that the
comunity agreed to the tenporary
override. And there is no record of
that affidavit for the conduit
access.

Ceorge finally lifts his eyes, a flicker of true panic
crossing his face before he clanps down on it.

GEORGE VANCE
You have been di ggi ng through the
weeds, Ava. You've found a few
obscure regul ati ons. They don't
prove anyt hi ng.

AVA VANCE
They prove that every single
procedural step taken to build the
infrastructure--the initial
assessnment, the zoning carve-out,
t he conduit approval --was
predi cated on a procedural
om ssion. A deliberate, systemc
bl ank spot in the record that
required an active, | ocal
acconplice to ignore.

She wal ks to the side table, placing the binder on top of
t he ornate mahogany surface.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
You never argued about the mneral
rights, Dad. You argued about the
protocol. Because the protocol is
where the law lives, and the | aw,
for you, has always been the nost
val uabl e commodity to protect.
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Ceorge stares at the binder, then at his hands, as if they
have betrayed him He opens his nmouth, a denial form ng, but
it sounds thin, reedy.

GECRCE VANCE
It was necessary. For the town.

AVA VANCE

(Voice rising, but

controll ed)
No. It was convenient. It was the
nost el egant way to keep the noney
flow ng without drawi ng the
attention of anyone who actually
knew how to audit a multi -
jurisdictional utility grant. Your
entire professional life, the
reputation you' ve spent forty years
curating--it's not built on | aw,
Dad. It's built on the continuous,
mast er f ul managenent of what you
all agreed to forget.

CGeorge | ooks up at her, and the facade finally shatters.
Hi s face crunples, not in anger, but in a desolate
exhaustion that seenms to age himinstantly. He sinks back
into the chair, defeated by the conprehensive structure of
t he truth.

GEORGE VANCE
(Whi speri ng)
It was al ways going to be this way,
Ava.
CUT TO
FADE QUT.

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

FADE | N:

EXT. BLUE HOLLOW PRECI NCT PARKI NG LOT - DAY

Rain drips fromthe yell ow caution tape, pinging against
the wet asphalt. Ava stands directly in front of the tape,
not kneeling, but standing tall and authoritative. She does
not | ook at the patch of ash where El ara Vance was found.

| nstead, she points, not with her finger, but with an open
hand, toward a routine, bolted-down departnental signpost
listing the standard energency equi pnent inventory. The sign
is slightly askew.

AVA VANCE
(Cal my)
This post. Inventory tag 44-B. It
lists three itens of energency
signaling equiprment. Al three are
present, accounted for, and appear
to have been utilized.

Jenkins watches her, his posture rigid, like a poorly
mai nt ai ned st at ue.

JENKI NS
It's a checklist, Ms. Vance. W
check the box.

AVA VANCE
(Tilting her head
slightly)

But the protocol for utilization
requires nore than just the item
to be physically present. It

requi res docunented sign-out, an

i mredi at e departnental record of
transfer, and a correspondi ng sign-
i n upon restocking. Were is the
log for the three flares, Deputy?

Jenkins shifts his weight, his authority suddenly | ooking
flinmsy against the relentless drizzle.

JENKI NS
W were dealing with a scene, M.
Vance. W were clearing it. The
docunentation came | ater.
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AVA VANCE
(A slight, dismssive
[ift of her chin)
"Later' is a subjective state,
Deputy. Bureaucracy, however, is
remarkably literal. Show ne the
| ogbook for the flare guns.

Jenkins hesitates. He glances at the other officers, seeking
consensus. They | ook anywhere but at Ava.

JENKI NS
That book... it's in the main
of fice, under |ock and key.

AVA VANCE

(Stepping slightly closer to the
post, her shadow falling over the
equi pnent) Then | suggest you open
it. Because if the docunentation
of the process is flawed, the
underlying narrative of the event
beconmes equal |y questi onabl e.

She lets the silence build, the only sound the steady
dripping water, forcing themto defend the neticul ous,
mundane reality of their paperwork rather than the body
itself.

| NT. BLUE HOLLOW PRECI NCT HALLWAY - DAY

The hallway is narrow, |ined with water-stai ned wood
paneling that seens to breat he danpness. Ava has naneuvered
Jenkins into a space between the filing cabinets and the
mai n adm ni strative office door.

Ava holds a small, clear evidence bag. Inside, visible to
both of them is a fine, greyish-white ash, perfectly
distinct fromthe native soil

AVA VANCE
(Voi ce dropping to a
conversational |evel)
This ash. It was found enbedded in
the tread of the rear tires,
Deputy. Not on the body, not on the
ground. Right here.

Jenki ns avoids | ooking at the bag. He focuses instead on a
faded, official-Iooking |ogbook tucked under the counter
edge, barely visible.



45.

JENKI NS
It's residue. Tire dust. It sticks.
AVA VANCE
(Tappi ng t he evi dence
bag Iightly)

But this isn't uniformstreet grit.
This conposition, the m neral
signature... it matches the

chem cal residue we found on the
|atch of the restricted records
annex dr awer.

Jenkins flinches al nost inperceptibly. He finally gl ances
down at the | ogbook, his professional facade straining over
the fragile surface.

JENKI NS
You' re connecting di sparate pieces,
Ms. Vance. You're building a
correlation where there's no direct
causal [Iink.

AVA VANCE

(Meeting his gaze,

unwaveri ng)
But the timng is the link, isn't
it? The tinmeline shows the annex
drawer was accessed after the
i nci dent was processed, yet the
ash was deposited during the
initial perinmeter sweep. Soneone
was novi ng through here, Jenkins.
Sonmeone who knew preci sely what
t hey were | eavi ng behi nd.

She lets the bag drop slightly, nmaking the ash catch the
over head fluorescent |ight.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
The paperwork doesn't account for
this. The process was inconplete.

| NT. BLUE HOLLOW PRECI NCT STEPS - DAY

Mac Hol | oway steps out fromthe main entrance, noving with
an air of conspicuous casual ness that is entirely out of
place in the tension-filled hallway. He overhears the
exchange between Ava and Jenki ns.

He stops, placing his hands behind his back, adopting the
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MAC HOLLOWAY
(Loudl y, projecting)
What's the issue here? W' re having
a professional discussion,
gentl emen. Nothing to see here.

Ava turns fully toward him keeping the evidence bag
visible in her other hand.

AVA VANCE
We were di scussing procedural
adherence, M. Holl oway.
Specifically, the docunented path
of evidence recovery, which
appears to have been conproni sed.

Mac chuckl es, a sound |ike dry gravel shifting.

MAC HOLLOWAY
Conpr om sed. Al ways 'conprom sed
with you people fromthe city. You
wal k in here with your federal
standards, your checklists, and
you act |like we're running sone

kind of... science experinent.
JENKI NS
(Muttering)
Mac.
MAC HOLLOWAY

(I'gnoring Jenkins,

addr essi ng Ava)
This town runs on precedent, M.
Vance. Not on ideal procedure
outlined in a binder soneone found
in a dusty drawer. You bring your
theory of failure, and you
underm ne the stability of the
entire departnent.

AVA VANCE

(Voi ce razor-sharp)
| bring the requirenent that when a
life ends under the care of this
departnment, the record of that care
nmust be uni npeachable. |Is that a
procedural issue, Mac? O is it
sonet hing you' d prefer we keep out
of the ledger entirely?

46.
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Mac takes a step closer, his voice dropping in volunme but
gai ning sheer force of conviction.

MAC HOLLOWAY
You' re overreachi ng your mandate.
This is Blue Holl ow. We handl e our
own nesses.

I NT. THE GRIND - BOOTH SEATI NG - DAY

The rain continues its steady, nonotonous beat against the
di ner wi ndows, blurring the neon glow of the ' OPEN sign
across the street. Ava sits opposite Ben Carter. The coffee
cups on the table have grown col d.

Ben observes the rising tension between Ava and the

of ficers, watching her expertly nmanage the procedural trap.
He | ooks less like a participant and nore |i ke a fascinated
ant hr opol ogi st observing a rare ritual.

Suddenly, a waitress, whose nanme Ava does not know, passes
by the booth. She pauses near Ben's el bow, ostensibly to
Wi pe a drip fromthe tabl e edge.

As she straightens up, she accidentally bunps the edge of
t he sugar caddy, sending a small, folded, creamcolored
recei pt fluttering down.

It lands directly at the edge of the tabletop, inches from
Ava's hand.

Ben's eyes track the falling paper. He doesn't reach for

it, but his gaze locks onto it, a slight, alnost invisible
change in his expression passing over his face--a nonentary
flicker of recognition, perhaps regret.

Ava follows the trajectory of the paper with her eyes. It
is a dated receipt, printed on a thermal machine, and the
merchant nanme on it is not a |ocal business.

Ben wat ches her focus on the innocuous piece of paper, the
smal | disruption in the otherw se escalating conflict,
finally breaking his steady, challenging conposure.

I NT. COUNTY RECORDS ANNEX - RESTRI CTED SECTI ON ENTRANCE -
DAY

The dust notes dance in the single shaft of weak afternoon

light cutting through the narrow corridor of the Annex. Ava
noves with an econony of notion, bypassing the main counter
where Jenkins hovers |like a nervous sentry.
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She approaches the frosted gl ass door nmarked: RESTRI CTED
MATTERS.

The official |edger of access logs sits on a small, dusty
side tabl e nearby. Ava ignores the faded index of property
deeds. Her eyes are fixed solely on the entry book.

She picks up a feather duster, pretending to clean the top
of the | ogbook.

AVA VANCE
(Quietly, to herself)
The access | og. Not the deeds. The
presence.

Jenki ns wat ches her every nove, his jaw tight.

JENKI NS
Ms. Vance, we covered this. The
log tracks the retrieval of files,
not the casual wal k-t hrough of
per sonnel .

AVA VANCE
(Wthout |ooking at him
Procedural adherence, Jenkins. The
protocol exists to track every
per son who touches the secret
records. I'mlooking for a
si gnat ur e.

She opens the book to the entries corresponding to the week
before Elara's death. She runs a mani cured finger down the
page, counting entries.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
There are nineteen entries for the
week | eading up to the incident.
Ni net een people who legitimately
needed to consult materials in this
restricted zone.

She stops at a specific date, marked by a different style of
i nk than the surrounding entries.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
But on the third and fifth days,
the log indicates three distinct
entry stanps. Three separate
signatures cl ai m ng access, Yyet
only one entry stanp was physically
applied to the | ogbook itself.
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Jenkins stares at the page, his conposure finally beginning
to fray at the edges.

JENKI NS
That' s i npossi ble. The stanps are
sequenti al .

AVA VANCE

The physical record contradicts the
docunent ed presence. Soneone
entered the restricted area tw ce
wi t hout the systemregistering the
second entry. A ghost signature.

She taps the | ogbook sharply.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
Who was in the records annex,
Jenkins, on the day of the
thirteenth? Because the | og says
sonmeone was there, but it can't
account for who.

MATCH CUT TGO

I NT. VANCE RESI DENCE - FRONT PCORCH - DAY

The drizzle has thickened, turning the porch wood slick and
dark. Ceorge Vance stands near the edge, |ooking out over

t he neat, nmani cured expanse of the town square that
stretches out toward the distant, indifferent hills. He
seens smaller than he did in the study.

Ava approaches himslowy, leaving the formal weight of the
house behind. She does not | ook at the house, or the town
crest on the nearest buil ding.

She speaks softly, referencing a nmenory that has nothing to
do with law or property lines.

AVA VANCE
The talk at the ol d Hawt hor ne
gat hering. The one where Uncle
Silas was show ng of f that
ridi cul ous pocket wat ch.

Ceorge stiffens, his shoul ders tensing agai nst the danp
chill of the porch air.

GEORGE VANCE
| don't know what you nean.
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AVA VANCE

(A gentl e push)
You nentioned the story. The way
the first settlers were told the
town was founded not on resource
extraction, but on a pact with
sonething else. Ariver spirit, or
maybe a benevol ent curse.

CGeorge | ooks out at the square, his gaze distant, fixed on
sonet hi ng beyond the visible architecture.

GEORGE VANCE
It was a story. Anice thing to
tell the children.

AVA VANCE
(A slight pause)
But you described the pact as
requiring 'unwavering comunity
belief.' Not |egal consensus. Not
deeds. But belief.

He finally turns his head slightly toward her, his
expression a conplex mxture of guilt and profound
wear i ness.

GEORGE VANCE
Belief is yours to keep, Ava. |
dealt in what was tangi ble. Wat
hel d value in court.

AVA VANCE
And what happens to the tangible
when the foundation of the belief
system crunbl es? When the story--
t he one that keeps everyone
pretendi ng they know what they're
doing--falls apart?

He | ooks away again, refusing to neet her eyes, his silence
now heavi er than any | egal argunent.

MATCH CUT TGO

I NT. BLUE HOLLOW PRECI NCT - MAI N DESK AREA - DAY

The three main figures--Jenkins, Mac, and a few deputies--
are clustered near the main desk, their posture defensive,
rigid. The air is thick with the snell of wet wool and
desperati on.
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Ava stands in the center of the small group, projecting the
evi dence gathered fromthe previous |ocations: the
restricted annex | og, the ash residue, the DOA protoco
manual . She hol ds the binder |ike a weapon.

AVA VANCE
(Cal My, addressing the
group)
The evidence isn't pointing to a
si npl e accident or a sinple cover-

up of a single illicit transfer. It
points to a continuous, procedural
omi ssi on.

She taps the DOA protocol section

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
This entire edifice--the conduits,
the zoning, the supposed stability
of the mneral clains--was built
upon a protocol that requires
external validation: the Affidavit
of Shared Conmunity Interest. A
docunent that, by all records, was
never secured.

Mac Holloway finally drops his casual facade. Hi s face
drains of color, the bluster draining out instantly.

MAC HOLLOWAY
(Low, panicked)
You can't prove that. It's
circunstanti al .

AVA VANCE
It's circunstantial, M. Holl oway.
But it's also consistent. It shows
that the | egal framework was never
truly sound. It was only sound
because the necessary paper

trail--the paper trail that proves
t he *agreenent*--was sinply never
gener at ed.

Jenkins shifts his weight, his eyes darting between Ava,
t he binder, and Mac. The control is visibly slipping from
hi s shoul ders.

JENKI NS
You're reading too nuch into
paperwor k, Ms. Vance.
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AVA VANCE

(Voi ce gaining a sudden

cold clarity)
No, Jenkins. |I'mreading the truth.
And when the law is built on a
foundational lie of docunentation,
then the law itself becones a lie.
That, gentlenen, is the crine.

MATCH CUT TGO

I NT. BLUE HOLLOW PRECI NCT - MAI N DESK AREA - DAY

The silence that follows Ava's final statenment is absol ute.
The drizzle outside seens to fade entirely, |eaving an
unnatural quiet in the precinct. The deputies | ook to
Jenkins, waiting for himto regain command, to issue a
dism ssal, a reprinmand, a redirection.

Jenkins remains frozen. Hi s hands, which had been gri pping
the edge of the main counter, suddenly relax. The tension
that has held his body rigid for the | ast hour seens to
drain out of himin one audible, ragged exhal e.

He doesn't | ook at Ava. He | ooks at the space just over her
shoul der, at the enpty air where the past seens to press
in.

Hi s polished facade shatters. H's voice, usually
authoritative, cracks under the weight of the exposed rot.

JENKI NS
(Barely audible, a
br oken pl ea)
The children... they just wanted us
to keep the lights on.

FADE QUT.

END OF ACT FOUR




ACT FI VE

FADE | N:

EXT. BLUE HOLLOW PRECI NCT PARKI NG LOT - DAY

The yell ow caution tape still flaps in the slight breeze.
The yell ow police tape is a gaudy, pathetic contrast to t
surroundi ng decay.

JENKI NS
(Voice tight, strained)
Al right. Everyone back. Perineter
secure. Nobody touches anything
until Forensics clears the area.

Jenkins noves like a man running on funmes. He is shouting
orders, but they lack conviction, rattling off procedures
meant to restore order rather than enforce it.

AVA VANCE
(Cal my)
The report noted the bolt head was
found by a civilian source.

Jenkins stops md-sentence. He turns, his eyes flicking
toward Ava, then to the bolt head resting on the asphalt
near the yellow tape.

JENKI NS
( Shar ply)
That piece of hardware is
evi dence. You touch it again, M.
Vance, and you'll be dealing with a
direct violation of nmy departnment's
chai n of custody.

AVA VANCE
It's been resting here since the
initial sweep. It's part of the
scene, |ike the overdose residue.

Mac Hol | oway steps up beside Jenkins, planting his hands
his hips. He |ooks agitated, caught between procedure and
pani c.

MAC HOLLOWAY
This isn't a deposition, Ms. Vance.
This is a death investigation. W
foll ow the procedure.
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AVA VANCE
And t he procedure, Mac, is neant
to docunent the facts. It doesn't
account for what happens when the
facts contradict the accepted
narrative.

54.

Jenkins clenches his jaw, |ooking cornered. He snaps his

fingers at two deputies, who react instantly,
nervous and over conpensati ng.

JENKI NS
(Bar ki ng orders)
Sweep the i medi ate area again.
Focus on the drainage grates. Check
for anything | oose. No one | eaves
t hi s quadrant.

| ooki ng

Ava wat ches the deputies scranble, their efficiency marred
by visible anxiety. They are perform ng the notions of

procedure, not the certainty of it.

AVA VANCE
The docunentation of the process is
what you are protecting, isn't it?
Not the person who di ed.

Jenkins spins around, his authority brittle.

JENKI NS
You have no jurisdiction here. This
is alocal matter.

AVA VANCE
(Meeting his stare)
It's a procedural vacuum And a
vacuum sir, always sucks sonething
out .

EXT. BLUE HOLLOW PRECI NCT SI DEWALK - DAY

CUT TO

Ava wal ks away fromthe yell ow tape. The deputies, Jenkins,
and Mac remain clustered, arguing in |low, intense tones near
the car, their desperation building a visible heat.

She wal ks past them her pace neasured, deliberate. She does
not | ook at the vehicle, the tape, or the nen who guard it.

She reaches the edge of the sidewal k, the clean,

cracked
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concrete neeting the dirt verge.

Ava stops. She | ooks down at the convergence point--the
cl ean, manufactured |ine between the town's controlled world
and the nessy reality beyond the pavenent.

She finally understands.

The system wasn't broken by one |ie about the conduit or
the zoning. The system wasn't even broken by the overdose.

It was built on the nmutually agreed-upon inability to see
t he connecti on between the adm nistrative failure and the
human st ai n.

She lifts her hand, not to touch the dirt, but to hover
just over the seamof the pavenent, as if feeling the
invisible thread holding the |ie together.

This wasn't a prosecutorial victory. A prosecutor brings the
full weight of federal statute.

This town required sonething far dirtier. Sonething
| ocal i zed.

Ava slowy | owers her hand. She turns her body slightly,
finally taking a step away fromthe yell ow tape, away from
the visible structure of |aw enforcenent, towards the
unknown edges of town.

CUT TO

I NT. THE GRIND - BOOTH SEATI NG - DAY

Ava wal ks directly to Ben Carter's booth. He sits perfectly
still, a picture of languid patience, observing the fall out
fromthe precinct.

He does not acknow edge her approach until she is right
besi de the table.

She pauses, her gaze not neeting his, but settling instead
on the tabletop surface between them

She reaches into her jacket pocket and places a single,
thick, slightly yell owed deed upon the scarred wood. It is
t he deed she'd been researching, the one tying the MIler
parcel back to the disputed mneral rights.

It is a physical offering, a test.

The silence is absolute, broken only by the | ow hum of the
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refrigerator unit in the diner kitchen

Ben's eyes track the deed, then lift slowy to neet Ava's.
Hi s usual chall engi ng anusenent has evaporated, replaced by
a deep, assessing stillness.

He picks up the deed, his long fingers brushing the corner
of the brittle paper. He doesn't exam ne the text; he
exam nes the wei ght of her offering.

BEN CARTER
(Quietly, testing the
paper)
You al ways |iked the physi cal
evi dence. The things you can pin

to a nman.
AVA VANCE
(Voi ce barely above a
whi sper)

The things you can't pinto a
statute, Ben.

He | ooks up at her then, a mnute shift in his expression.
The facade cracks, revealing a guarded weariness that is
far nore revealing than any outburst.

BEN CARTER
You' re asking for something nessy,
Ava. Sonet hing that m ght
require... conplicity.

CUT TO

I NT. THE GRIND - COUNTER SEAT - DAY

Ava noves around the table, finally approaching the counter
where an elderly man, GARY (70s), the groundskeeper, is

W pi ng down the stainless steel surface. He has been

wat ching the entire exchange between Ava and Ben from a
corner booth near the w ndow, positioned perfectly to
observe the dranm.

She stops directly opposite him leaning in
conspiratorially across the counter's narrow breadth. She
does not speak of |aw or corruption.

AVA VANCE
The bl ue hydrangeas by the town
hal | fountain. The ones that refuse
to bl oomunl ess you treat the soi
with a specific, acidic nulch.



S7.

Gary stops wi ping the counter. He doesn't flinch at the
sudden attention. He keeps his gaze fixed on the steel.

AVA VANCE ( CONT' D)
They need sonet hing | ocal.
Sonet hing that only sonmeone who has
been tending the sane patch of dirt
for forty years would know how to
sour ce.

Gary raises his eyes slowy. They are flat, pragmatic, and
deeply observant. He sees the transaction form ng between
them not the words.

He knows she isn't asking himfor nulch. She's asking him
to be an unseen internediary.

A long beat. He wipes his hands slowly on a rag, then stops.
He | ooks past Ava, toward the street, as if assessing the
risk.

Gary finally nmeets her eyes. He gives the smallest, al nost
i nperceptible nod--a gesture that carries the wei ght of
accepting a permanent, dangerous secret.

The pact is seal ed.

EXT. BLUE HOLLOW STREET CORNER - DAY

Ava wal ks away fromthe yell ow tape. The flashing |ights of
the police cars seemto dissolve into the humd, grey air

Ben wal ks beside her, a careful distance naintai ned between
them Gary wal ks on the other side, nelting into the
backdrop of the diner's overhang.

They pass the corner, where the street sign reads BLUE
HOLLOW

Ava does not | ook at the precinct. Her gaze is fixed
slightly past the junction, toward the overgrown fields
beyond the town center.

She stops at the corner, letting the residual hum of the
police activity fade into the general soundscape of the
t own.

She slowy turns her head, not to the authorities, but
directly toward the camera, the audience.

Her expression is conpletely altered. Gone is the sharp,
prosecutorial aggression. Inits place is a terrible, quiet
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know edge.

She doesn't smle. She sinply acknow edges sonething--the
conplexity, the rot, the necessary grine--that she has just
absor bed.

BEN CARTER
(Quietly, to Ava)
You |l ook like you' re getting used

to the danp.
AVA VANCE
(A slight breath escapes
her)

It's not the danp.

She continues wal ki ng, keeping the pace even, an i mrersion
into the town's tenpo.

GARY
(Wthout | ooking at her)
You |l earn the rhythm here. The
pl aces where the sound gets
swal | owed.

AVA VANCE
(A small nod to Gary)
| think I"'mfinally learning the

t enpo.

She wal ks past a hanging planter, its blue flowers drooping
heavily. She doesn't |ook at the flowers, but at the ground
beneat h t hem

CUT TO

I NT. VANCE RESI DENCE - DRI VEWAY - DAY

The sedan carrying Ava pulls away fromthe heavy oak door.
The engi ne sounds |l oud, intrusive in the quiet, danp
at nosphere of the Vance property.

CGeorge Vance stands on the porch, l|eaning slightly on the
railing. He watches the car nove down the flagstone
dri veway.

He does not wave, nor does he nove to intercept her.
Ava gl ances up briefly, catching his eye in the rearview

mrror, the distance between them suddenly feeling vast and
i nper neabl e.
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She sees him-not the powerful patriarch, but a man rendered
smal | by the accumul ati ng wei ght of decades of silence.

He watches the sedan slowy curve around the corner, the
car receding into the shadows cast by the overgrown hedges.

GEORGE VANCE
(Muttering to hinself)
The stain never |eaves the stone,
does it.

He turns away fromthe driveway, staring instead at the
nmeticul ously kept |awn, his hand brushi ng agai nst the cool,
danp stone of the porch pillar.

He understands now. The facade wasn't just a perfornmance for
the outside world. It was a performance for hinself, and it
requires Ava's absence to maintain its flawl ess appearance.

He finally lowers his hand, the gesture one of profound,
unexpect ed surrender.

CUT TO

EXT. BLUE HOLLOW TOMWN LIM TS SI GN - DAY

Ava drives slowy. The car noves away fromthe residenti al
spraw , passing the neat |awns and orderly streets.

The road begins to flatten, the architecture giving way to
rougher, nore negl ected edges.

They approach the weat hered, slightly tilted sign marking
t he boundary. It reads: WELCOVE TO BLUE HOLLOW

Ava brings the sedan to a near stop, inches fromthe sign.
The engine idles, the noise a tenporary shield against the
surroundi ng qui et.

She cuts the engine.

The resulting silence is imedi ate and absol ute, anplifying
the sound of the dripping water fromthe eaves of the town's
| ast structure.

Ava takes a deep, deliberate breath. It is a sound of
consunption, of filling her lungs with the specific, heavy
quality of this place--the danp earth, the industrial decay,
the sl ow seep of history.

She cl oses her eyes for a beat, savoring the air. It snells
of wet concrete and sonmething netallic, |ike old pennies.
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Ben wat ches her profile, his face unreadabl e, having seen
this monment com ng, perhaps guiding it.

Gary remai ns near the back of the car, a fixture of the
background, watching the ritual unfold.

Ava opens her eyes. They are no | onger the eyes of the
prosecutor seeking a statute violation. They are the eyes
of soneone who has deci ded to stay.

She turns the wheel, not toward the road that | eads out, but
deliberately, commtting the vehicle back into the town's
enbr ace.

The car rolls forward, passing under the sign, |eaving the
illusion of departure behind her.

FADE QUT.

END OF ACT FIVE




