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FADE | N:

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT
Swank, Marriott notif.
Expensi ve cl othes strewn across the plush wall-to-wall.

ERIN LYNCH (20s) rides JACOB KEDEM (30s) as they nmake wild
love in the king-size bed.

LATER

Erin zips up the skirt of her Dior business suit in front
of the full-length mrror.

Jacob lies in bed under the sheets, watching.

JACOB
You can’t be serious.

Erin puts on her wedding ring.
She wal ks to the bed, sits, takes Jacob’s hand.

ERI N
| thought you would
under st and.

JACCB
Do you renenber our first
time? That night in Waterfront

Par k?
ERI' N
"1l never forget it.
JACOB
Erin, this is just a phase.
You' |l grow out of it.
ERI' N

It’s not a phase, Jacob. |
don’t want to burn in hell for
all eternity.

JACOB
You' re being chil dish.

She | eans over, kisses him



ERI N

I’ mnot being childish, I'm
bei ng Cat holic. Good-bye,
Jacob.

JACOB
Erin, wait.

She gets up, strides to the door.

JACOB
Erin!

She exits, closes the door softly.

Jacob junps out of bed and runs across the room naked. He
throws the door open.

JACCB

ERI NI
EXT. JERSEY CI TY, HARBORSI DE MARRI OTT - NI GHT
Rain. Steamrises fromthe pavenent up into the hot night.
Erin marches out of the main entrance. A Doornman hol ds an
unbrella over her head as she clinbs into a taxi.
EXT. ST. JUDE'S CHURCH - N GHT
The taxi pulls up in front of the old stone church.
Erin gets out of the cab.

ERI N
Wait for ne.

She runs through the rain up the stone steps and into the
chur ch.

The taxi waits.
MOMVENTS LATER
ERIN (V. Q)
Bl ess ne, Father, for | have
si nned.

I NT. BASEMENT

A pile of nmetal railroad spikes on a workbench



A reel-to-reel tape recorder slowy turns.

ERIN (V.Q)
The affair is over, Father. |
ended it. | have confessed

everything to ny husband.
Lights blink on a black, electronic scanner.
ERIN (V. Q)
Tell me what | nust do,
Father, to gain God's
f or gi veness.
EXT. ST. JUDE' S

Erin comes out of the church, runs down the steps through
t he rain.

BLACK AND WHI TE VI DEO

Erin approaches the cab. She gets in, shuts the door
I NT. TAXI, BACKSEAT

Erin leans forward toward the DRI VER

ERI N
Waterfront Park.

The cab pulls away.

EXT. WATERFRONT PARK - NI GHT

Through the drizzle, the New York Gty skyline glistens on
t he other side of the Hudson.

Erin trudges through the darkness.

She stops and kneel s down on the wet grass, bows her head,
fol ds her hands in prayer.

HER WEDDI NG RI NG
Twi nkles in the dimstreetlight.
ERI N
Oh nmy God | am heartily sorry
for having offended Thee ..
A SHADOW

Creeps over her body.



ERI' N
and | detest all ny sins
because | dread the | oss of
heaven and the pains of hell.
The Shadowy Figure raises an arm
ERI' N
But nost of all because they
of fend Thee, ny God ..
A MOUNTAI NEERI NG | CE AXE

Swoops down.
The curved business end crunches into Erin’s tenple.

She gasps, convul ses, collapses to the turf.
Bl ood pools on the grass around her head.

GLOVED HANDS

Reach down and yank the ice axe out of her skull

The hands roll Erin’ s corpse onto its back, spreadeagle her
arnms, pound a netal spike through each palmand into the
turf with the blunt end of the ice axe.

The hands renove Erin’s shoes, position one foot on top of
t he other and hammer a spi ke through the feet.

The gl oved hands unsnap Erin’s pocket book.

I NT. ST. JUDE' S CHURCH - NI GAT

Dimcandl elight reflects off old marble icons.
A few | onely PARI SHI ONERS kneel in prayer.

| NT. CONFESSI ONAL

Vener abl e. Carved, dark mahogany. No |i ne.

DOREEN FAGAN (30s) approaches the confessional. Rinsed-out
bl onde. WVul nerabl e. Al coholic shakes.

Doreen picks a holy card out of a container on the side of
t he conf essi onal .

CU. HOLY CARD

A bearded Saint in prayer, a halo over his head -



ST. JUDE THADDEUS
PATRON OF THE DESPERATE, THE HOPELESS, THE LOST

I NSI DE THE CONFESSI ONAL
FATHER SEAMUS FOLEY (30), dozes, snores softly.

A thick, pocket-sized prayer book slips fromhis folded
hands down into his I ap.

A tap-tap on the screen into the parishioner’s side of the
confessional jolts himawake.

He blinks his eyes, stuffs the prayer book into the inside
breast pocket of his priest’s cassock, adjusts the stole
around his neck and slides the plate open.

Seanus nmakes the sign of the cross in the air.

SEAMUS
In nomne Patris et Filii et
Spiritus Sancti .

CONFESSI ONAL - PARI SHI ONER' S SI DE
Doreen | eans close to the screen. Her |ips quiver.

DOREEN
Bl ess ne, Father, for | have
sinned. It has been two weeks
since nmy |ast confession

She clutches the St. Jude holy card in her hand.
| NTERCUT: FATHER SEAMUS AND DOREEN
Seanus rubs his eyes, shakes hinsel f awake.

SEAMUS
God is with us. Go on.

DOREEN
| have commtted a sin,
Fat her.

SEAMUS
As have we all, my child.
Conf ess your sins now before
God and cl eanse --

DOREEN
You’ ve si nned?



SEAMUS
(smles)
I am only human.
DOREEN
That nakes ne feel better.
Thank you.
SEAMUS

Conf ess your sins now before
God and cl eanse your soul

CHURCH

An el derly PARISHI ONER |ights a candle in front of a statue
of the Bl essed Virgin.

DOREEN (O. S.)

(crying)
I have committed adultery,
Fat her.

CONFESSI ONAL
Seanus sits up, w de awake, ready for the |ong haul

SEAMUS
Wth how many | overs?

DOREEN
(i ndi gnant)
One. O course.

SEAMUS
For how | ong?

DOREEN
One week, Father.

SEAMUS
Does your husband know?

| NT. BASEMENT
The reel -to-reel tape recorder slowy spins.
DOREEN (V. Q.)
Yes. | have confessed to him
and begged forgiveness. Now

seek to nmake ny peace with
God.

El ectronic lights flicker on the scanner.



SEAMUS (V. Q)
Does your lover’'s wfe know?

DOREEN (V. Q)

You nean her husband. | don’t
know, Father. | don’t think
SoO.

I NT. CONFESSI ONAL

Seanus rubs his tenples.

SEAMUS
Husband?

DOREEN
Yes.

SEAMUS

Techni cal | y speaki ng, you have
not committed adultery.

DOREEN
| haven't?

SEAMUS
No. Intercourse is physically
i mpossi bl e.

DOREEN
(shivers)
But | feel so evil

SEAMUS
The Church does not condone
honosexual ity. You nmust end
this rel ati onship.

DOREEN
I will Father. | swear it.
SEAMUS
Ego te absol vo a peccatis tuis
in nomne Patri et Filii et

Spiritus Sancti. Say five Hai
Mary’s and go in peace.

DOREEN
|”ve been so bad. | feel |
shoul d do nore, Father.



SEAMUS
It often hel ps ease
psychol ogi cal trauma to pray
at the scene of the incident.

DOREEN
Har borsi de Pier. That’s where
it all started. I’mgoing to

go there and pray tonight.
SEAMUS
Tonmorrow, my child. It's late.

Go hone to your husband. And
may God bl ess you

BLACK AND WHI TE VI DEO

Dor een wal ks out of St. Jude’s, down the wet stone steps.

EXT. P.J. RUCKER S PARKI NG LOT - NI GHT

A bl ack four-door sedan stands alone in the banana-lit gin-
m || parking |ot.

INT. P.J. RUCKER S, BAR

CULLEN FOLEY (30s) the I one custoner. A rugged, stocky guy
in a sports jacket. He reads a newspaper.

P.J. RUCKER (50s) adjusts his bartender’s apron.

P. J.
Yes sir, your father was a
prince of a man, Cullen.
Anot her Bushm | | s?

CULLEN
Is my glass enpty?

P.J. fills Cullen’s glass. No i ce.

P.J.
I tell ya, Cullen, this
econony’s killing mne.
CULLEN

Lower your prices.

P.J.
You' re a funny guy.



Cullen’s beeper goes off. He pulls it off his belt, checks
t he nessage.

CULLEN
Shit.

P.J. reaches under the bar, pulls out a bottle of
Listerine. A .22 caliber pistol clatters to the floor.

CULLEN

You regi ster that popgun yet?
P. J.

That’ s gonna hel p ne shoot

straight?
Cull en downs the Bushm |ls, grabs the Listerine.

CULLEN
Thanks, P.J.

I NT. MEN S ROOM
Cullen gargles, spits into the sink.
I NT. BAR
Cull en hands the Listerine to P.J., heads for the door.
P. J.
Take it slow, Cullen. 1'd hate
it if you got a D.WI
CULLEN
When this joint goes under you
can do stand-up, P.J.
EXT. PARKI NG LOT

Cull en wal ks through the brightly-lit lot to the black
sedan.

EXT. WATERFRONT PARK - NI GHT

Cull en chews gum wal ks into the park, shields his eyes
fromthe flashing police car lights. He lifts the crine
scene tape, |unbers underneat h.

Cullen clips his JCPD badge to his suitcoat |apel, strides
t hrough the mlling UNl FORMED PATROLMEN and FORENSI C
TECHNI Cl ANS.



10.

PARTOLMAN #1
H , Detective.

PARTOLMAN #2
Eveni ng, Cullen.

Cul | en nods.

Al LLEEN (O.S.)
About tine.

Cullen turns, smiles at his partner, Al LLEEN MACGOLGAN
(30S), straight, jet-black hair. Flashing enerald eyes.

CULLEN
I was busy.

He and Ailleen walk toward the center of the investigation.

Al LLEEN
We haven’t been partners for
very long, but |’ m guessing
“busy” nmeans anot her sit-down
with M. Bonbay and M.
wal ker.

CULLEN
You know how irritating a good
detecti ve can be?

Aill een grabs his shoul ders, kisses himon the |ips.

CULLEN
(stunned)
VWhat was that all about?

Al LLEEN
Detective work. Listerine and
spearm nt gun®? You' ve got to
be ki ddi ng. Dead gi veaway,
part ner.

CULLEN
You' re funny. Wat’'ve we got?

Bright flashes fromthe crine scene photographer’s N kon
illum nate

ERIN LYNCH S BODY

Crucified. Muwuth stretched in a silent scream Eyes
unseei ng.



11.

CULLEN
Mot her of God. What the hell --

Al LLEEN
Jane Doe. Thirtyish. Cash
unt ouched. Sonebody took the
trouble to renove all 1.D.

CULLEN
This | ooks |ike ..

Al LLEEN
Yeah. Christ on the cross. |
don’t think she’s gonna rise
fromthe dead anytinme soon
t hough.

CULLEN

Kneel s next to the corpse.
He touches Erin’s dianond wedding ring on the inpaled hand.

CULLEN
The notive sure wasn't
robbery.
Al LLEEN
Doesn’t | ook |ike rape,
ei t her.
CULLEN
Who found her?
Al LLEEN
Ni ne- one-one call. Anonynous.
CULLEN
Wt nesses?
Al LLEEN

Nada, so far. Waterfront Park
isn't exactly a tourist
attraction after dark, you
know?

CULLEN
Cause of death?

TARRALYN (Q. S.)
Sinpl e, but deadly.



Forensi c Techni ci an TARRALYN TI ERNEY (30) approaches.
Severe but pretty. Hair pulled back in a bun. A hellcat
the hair ever comes down.

CULLEN
Eveni ng, Tarral yn.

TARRALYN
Had better, Cullen

CULLEN
Me, too. You comi ng tonorrow?
It’s the fifth anniversary.

TARRALYN
Wuldn't miss it.

(motions to the corpse)
Blowto the tenple with a
sharp instrunment. If | were a
ganbler, 1'd put ny noney on
an awl of sone sort.

CULLEN
Ti me of death?
TARRALYN
No rigor. Still warm Two

hours. Three tops.
Cul l en scans the shapely corpse.

CULLEN
There's nmud on her knees.

Al LLEEN
Yeah. She either went down
knees first or the perp nade
her kneel before he cl obbered
her .

CULLEN
Any evi dence of sexua
assaul t?

TARRALYN
Now |’ m Karnac? W' || know
tonorrow after the work up.
Okay if we wap it?

Cull en checks with Ailleen. She nods.

CULLEN
Go ahead.

12.

i f



Tarral yn noves away, waves to her guys.

TARRALYN
Okay guys. Let’s do it.

13.

Lat ex- gl oved Forensic Technicians extract the netal spikes
fromthe hands and feet and deposit theminto evidence
containers. They westle Erin’s corpse into a bodybag.

CULLEN
Expensi ve busi ness cl ot hes,
wel | - grooned. She | ooks I|ike
one of those ivy-Ieague Wall
Street broads.

Al LLEEN
Wnen.

CULLEN
What ever. Question is, why was
sonebody |i ke her doing an
after-dark prowl around
Waterfront Park in downtown
Jersey City? Like you said,
not exactly a touri st
attraction.

Al LLEEN
God knows. Maybe the bad guy
forced her into the park. Do
you think she's pretty?

CULLEN
Not ny type. | like ‘em
br eat hi ng. Wy?

Al LLEEN
I mean, when she was alive?

CULLEN
Hard to tell.

He and Aileen wal k away fromthe crine scene.

Ail een gets out a pack of Virginia Slins,
her nouth, ignites a Z ppo.

CULLEN
You said you quit.

sticks one into



Al LLEEN

(l'ighting up)
| give nyself a break whenever
| see a crucified young femal e
wi th her head bashed in, okay?

CULLEN
You comng tonmorrow? It’s the
fifth anni versary.

Al LLEEN
(drags deep)
"1l be there. 1 ook forward

to seeing your nother again.
She’s quite a | ady.

They wal k to their cars.

CULLEN
Yes, she is.

Al LLEEN
Were you serious about
possi bl e sexual assault?

CULLEN
That doesn’t necessarily nean
I think she was pretty.

Al LLEEN

Her clothes are all on.
CULLEN

Ki nks get weird. You know

t hat .

EXT. P.J. RUCKER S PARKI NG LOT - DAY

Seanus kneels on the asphalt in the sunlight, his head
bowed in prayer.

MOMVENTS LATER

Seanus gets up, walks to a black Cadillac DeVille and
clinbs into the car

EXT. FOLEY HOUSE, BACKYARD - DAY

Sweating ADULTS work two barbecue grills in the hot sun.
Chi cken, burgers, dogs.



15.

In the driveway, KIDS play basketball. One Kid takes a shot
at the hoop attached to the garage. It bounces off the rim
The black DeVille rolls down the driveway, stops short of
interrupting the basketball gane. The driver’s side door
opens.

Seanus gets out of the car. He adjusts his priest’s collar.
THE BASKETBALL

Gets away froma Kid and bounces to Seanus.

KI D
Let’ s see what you got,
Fat her.

SEAMUS

I was shooting baskets here
bef ore you were born, son

He fires a twenty-foot junper. Sw sh.
I NT. FCOLEY HOUSE - KI TCHEN
Portly GRANI A FOLEY (50s), adjusts her apron and supervi ses

two el derly WOMEN as they prepare baked beans, potato
sal ad, other barbecue side-di shes.

WOMVAN #1
This is such a nice tradition,
G ani a.

GRANI A
Everybody seens to have a good
tinme.

WOMVAN #2

I’ msure Janes enjoys it,
wher ever he is.

SEAMUS (O S.)
Heaven, | hope.

The screen door opens. Seanus wal ks in.
The Wonen fawn over him

VWOVAN #1
Good afternoon, Father Seanus.



16.

WOMVAN #2
How wonder ful you coul d make
it, Father.
Seanus nmakes the sign of the cross over the stove.
SEAMUS
There. Al blessed. | hate to
wait when it’s tine to eat.
The Wonren gi ggl e.

Seanmus nmakes his way to Grania, gives her a hug.

SEAMUS
H, nom
GRANI A
How are you, Seanus?
SEAMUS
Cull en here?
GRANI A
In the study, but | think he's
busy.
SEAMUS

Just gonna say hello.
Seanus heads out of the kitchen.
Wrry spreads across Gania s face.
LI VI NG ROOM

A few WOMEN and many macho MALES sip cocktails and chat.
Some wear police dress uniforns.

On the walls around the room - photos of policenen in
uniform Some recent ones in color. Some faded bl ack and
whites that go far back in tine.

One col or PHOTO di splays Grania with a m ddl e- aged
pol i ceman wearing his nedal -1aden dress uniformw th one
arm around Cul |l en, the other around Seanus, both in police
uni f or ns.

Next to it, a photo of Seamus standing on a nountaintop
with his armaround a beautiful WOVAN. Seanus and the woman
| oaded down with nountain clinbing gear.



17.

SEAMUS

Enters the living room Conversation stops.
The macho Mal es | ook away.

Seanus approaches a m ddl e- aged WOVAN.

SEAMUS
District Attorney Danola. So
good of you to cone.

BELLA DANOLA (50s) straightens her business suit.

BELLA
Seanus.

None of the Mal es acknow edge Seanus’ presence.
I N THE STUDY
Cullen, Ailleen, and Tarralyn peer through magnifying
gl asses on the black and white shots of the Erin Lynch
crinme scene spread out on the desk
H ghbal | tunbl ers serve as paperwei ghts.

TARRALYN

We found senmen. No sign of
rape or struggl e.

Al LLEEN
Except for the hole in her
skul | ?

TARRALYN
| nmeant the intercourse | ooks
consensual

Cullen lifts a tunbler and takes a dri nk.

CULLEN
DNA?

TARRALYN
Fromthe semen? Already in the
works. G ve us sonething to
match it against.

CULLEN
W will, Tarralyn, we wll,
just as soon as we figure out
who the hell she was.



18.

Al LLEEN
W' re working on m ssing
persons reports, fingerprints,
dental records. So far,
not hi ng.

The study door opens. Seanus steps in.

SEAMUS
Afternoon, Cullen. Hello,
Tarral yn.

TARRALYN
Seanus.

SEAMUS

(to Aileen)

| don’t believe we've net.
Cull en drains his highball.

CULLEN
What the hell do you want,
Seanus?

Aileen frowns, attenpts to defuse the tension

Al LLEEN
I"mAilleen, Cullen s new
partner. And you are?

Seanus sees the photos on the desk. Shocked recognition on
his face.

CULLEN
Meet Fat her Seanus Fol ey,
Aill een. Once upon a tine, he
was ny brother.

TARRALYN
Cullen ...

CULLEN
Stay out of it, Tarralyn.

SEAMUS
| cane in here to ask you to
let it go for one day, for
nonmi s sake. But | guess |
wasted ny time.

CULLEN
Some of us have perseverance.



19.

SEAMUS
I’ mgonna go help momw th the
food. It was nice neeting you,
Ai | een.

He exits the study, shuts the door.
Al LLEEN
Vel |, that was certainly
pl easant. Brotherly |ove?
Cullen refills his tunbler froma bottle of Johnnie \Wal ker.
CULLEN
You stay out of it, too,
Aill een. Ckay?
EXT. BACKYARD
Bar becue guests finish eating at rows of folding tables.

Grani a stands, raises her hands to get everybody’s
attention

GRANI A
D d everybody get enough to
eat ?
Guests applaud, ad-lib “You bet”, “I’mstuffed”.

Cullen raises a full glass of Scotch, teeters slightly in
his seat.

CULLEN
Great job, nom
GRANI A
My son, Seamus, will |ead us

in a benediction for ny
husband Janes, to commenorate
this fifth anniversary of his
passi ng.

Seanus stands, waits for everybody to quiet down.

SEAMUS
Bull ets fromthe guns of
crimnals took ny father’s
life, but not his spirit.
Forces of evil stole his
corporal body fromus, but
t hey can never steal his
imortal soul --



20.

CULLEN (Q. S.)
Bl ess ne, Father, for you're a
fucki ng di sgrace.
GASPS from the crowd.

Cul |l en wobbles to his feet.

CULLEN
Hey, everybody, raise your
gl ass --

GRANI A

That’ s enough, Cull en!
CULLEN
Not even cl ose, nom Raise
your glass to the first Fol --
Ailleen grabs Cullen’s arm

Al LLEEN
Cullen --

Cull en shrugs her off.

CULLEN
The first Foley to quit the
force.
SEAMUS
Go sleep it off, Cullen
CULLEN
The first Foley to wi np out.
SEAMUS
Enough!
CULLEN
The first coward in the Fol ey
famly --
SEAMUS
Shut up!

Seanus | eaps up, stanpedes across the tabl etops.
Di shes fly.

GRANI A
Seanus! No!



21.
Seanus dives, sends Cullen sprawing across the lawn with a
cross- body bl ock.

The two brothers roll in the grass.
They punch, scratch, Kkick.

Tarralyn, Aileen, and nmal e guests descend on the street
fight, pull the two apart.

CULLEN
You' re a feckin quitter,
Seanus! And Dad paid for it.

SEAMUS
Shut up, |ush.

DRI VEVWAY - LATER
Seanus gets into the DeVille, slans the door
I NT. CADI LLAC

Seanus brushes dirt fromhis grass-stained black priest
suit, checks the scratches on his face in the mrror.

He starts the car, jans it into reverse.

A KNOCK on the passenger side w ndow.
Seanus hits the electric button, lowers it.
TARRALYN

Sticks her head into the car.

TARRALYN
Are you okay?

SEAMUS
I’ mfine.

TARRALYN
So nmuch for turning the other
cheek.

SEAMUS
I’min no nood for hunor,
Tarral yn.

TARRALYN

Me neither. Got a m nute?

Seanus nods. She clinbs into the passenger seat and shuts
t he door.



22.

She opens a bag of potato chips, offers some to Seamus. The
Priest shakes his head. Tarral yn nunches.

TARRALYN
Most people don’t know that us
Forensics gals are al so
trai ned detectives.

SEAMUS
| was on the force, renenber?

TARRALYN
Yeah, well, then you probably
remenber that detectives are
trained to read body | anguage.

SEAMUS
Your point?

TARRALYN
My point is the |Iook on your
face when you saw t hose cri me-
scene photos on the desk in

t he study.

SEAMUS
And just what kind of | ook was
t hat ?

Tarral yn studies his eyes.

TARRALYN
Recogni ti on

Seanus sighs, drained, he rests his forehead on the padded
steering wheel for a nonent.

SEAMUS
Her nane is Erin Lynch. She
was a parishioner at St.
Jude’ s.

TARRALYN
Pretty big parish, isn't it?

SEAMUS
| suppose. So what ?

TARRALYN
So, do you know all of your
pari shi oners by nane?



SEAMUS

Just what is that supposed to

mean?

TARRALYN
Just asking. Funny that you
j ust happen to know t hat

particul ar parishioner’s nane,

and she just happens to be a
prinmo piece of ass, and she
j ust happens to wi nd up
crucified in Waterfront Park
with a hole in her pretty
little head.

SEAMUS
You can’t possibly think --

TARRALYN
Where were you last night?

SEAMUS
Get out of ny car, Tarralyn.

Tarral yn opens the door, clinbs out of

TARRALYN

the Cadill ac.

We go back a | ong way, Seanus.

I’mtrying to help you. |
t hought we m ght do this the
easy way.

SEAMUS
I was hearing confessions.

Tarral yn gets back into the car, sits,

TARRALYN

Can anyone corroborate that?
SEAMUS

Yes ... | nean no.

Tarral yn munches sone chi ps.

TARRALYN
VWhich is it?

SEAMUS
Not without violating the
sanctity of the confessional,
and you know I won’t do that.

shuts the door.

23.



TARRALYN
I understand your dil emma,
Seanus. But think about it
carefully. Don't let a noth-
eaten religious tenet bring
you down.

EXT. BACKYARD - DUSK

Ailleen and Cullen sit at a picnic table. Ailleen
napkin in a bowl of water, cleans Cullen s facial

CULLEN
Ow.

Al LLEEN
|”ve seen brothers go at it
bef ore, but you and Seanus
take it to a new | evel

CULLEN
He’'s a bl ot on the Fol ey nane.

Al LLEEN
So he becane a priest. Wat’s
so terrible?

Cul l en grabs her hand.

CULLEN
He was a cop and he quit.
Al LLEEN
Way? He nust have had a good

reason.

Cull en softens his grip. They hold hands.

CULLEN
Hs wife, Vivian, died in an
acci dent.

Al LLEEN

Oh, God. I'msorry.

CULLEN
Vivian was a beauty. The best.
Seanus said he coul d never
| ove anot her woman. Next thing
we know, he runs away to the
sem nary.

24.

soaks a
wounds.



Al LLEEN

|’d give anything to be | oved

i ke

t hat .
CULLEN

He just left one night.

Under

stand? Bolted. He was

supposed to be Dad’ s backup on
a stakeout. We knew they were
gonna hit P.J.’s, we just

di dn’
di dn’
went

t know when. \When Seanus
t show for his shift, Dad
anyway. Alone. |If Seanus

had been there |i ke he was
supposed to be ..

Your

Al LLEEN
father mght still be

alive.

Cullen’s |l ook says it all.
He softens, smles, touches her cheek.

M nd

CULLEN
if I ask you a persona

guesti on?

Al LLEEN

Ask anyt hi ng you want,
part ner.

Last

CULLEN
ni ght, when you ki ssed

me, was that just detective

wor k,

or did you nean it?

Al |l een takes his hand, kisses it.

What
She ki sses Cul |

Al LLEEN
do you think?

en tenderly on the I|ips.

Al LLEEN
C nmon, slugger. 1'll take you
hone.
I NT. KI TCHEN

Grani a, al one,
cupboard.

She renoves her

dries the last pot, files it away into a

apron, trundles into the deserted

25.
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LI VI NG ROOM

Grani a heads for the stairway up to the bedroom fl oor and
stops for a nonent.

She wal ks over to the picture on the wall of her late
husband in uniformw th Cull en and Seanus.

She lays a loving finger on the photo.

GRANI A
Five years, Janes. And | still
m ss you everyday. | snuck a

peek at the photos of that
poor dolly. So young. So
pretty. | pray Cullen catches
t hat nonster.

She touches Seanus’ image, then Cullen’s.

GRANI A
The bad news is they inherited
your tenper, Janes. The good
news is they inherited your
backbone, too.

She ki sses the photo.

She takes a step, stops in front of the picture of Seanus
with the beautiful woman on the nountai ntop.

She touches it.

GRANI A
You sleep well, too, Vivian.

EXT. SWEET KATHLEEN S SALOON - NI GHT

The gin mll simrers in the hot summer night. Above the
door, two neon women enbrace.

ALLEYWAY

Behi nd the dunpster, Doreen Fagan shares a spliff with
mul ti-pierced GCENDA O GORVAN (20s), rail-thin, black
| eat her, crew cut.

GLENDA
Cal m down, Doreen. G ve us a
dri nk.
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Doreen flips open the crucifix-shaped clasp of her
pocket book and pulls out a silver flask. 3 enda grabs it.
@ enda takes a long pull, hands the flask back
She strokes Doreen’s hair.
GLENDA

You just scared yourself,
baby, that’s all. You don’t

nmean this.

DOREEN
| do mean it, Genda. I'm
Catholic. A good Catholic. |
don’t want to go to hell. [I’ve

made ny peace w th Cod.
d enda strokes her cheek.

GLENDA
Renmenber your first time with
me? Your first big “O? That
ni ght on Harborsi de pier?

DOREEN
Yes. |t was beautiful.

d enda noves cl oser.

GLENDA
It always will be.

DOREEN
Fat her Searmus says | have to
go back to ny --

GLENDA
You can’t go back to that | out
Mannus.

DOREEN

Mannus i s ny husband.

GLENDA
Did Mannus ever make you fee
the way that | nmake you feel ?
Did Mannus ever make you fee
anyt hing besides a small,
flaccid cock for five seconds?

DOREEN
No, but --



GLENDA
Does he know about that funny
little fetish of yours?

DOREEN
A enda, please --

GLENDA
That little nipple thing you
| ove?

DOREEN

Pl ease, don’t --
G enda grabs her head, kisses her hard on the |ips.

Doreen clutches the flask, backs away.

DOREEN
I love you, denda, but Father
Seamus says we're ... we're a
sin.

GLENDA

Shut up about that fuckhead
Fat her Seanmus Foley! He told
you we were a sin? Wiat the
hel | does he know? | hate the
whol e bl oody Foley famly.
Not hi ng but pig cops and nosy
priests. Get back over here,
Dor een!

DOREEN
No! It’s over.

GL_ENDA
"1l make you “O until your
knees turn to rubber,
dol | face. Conme on, baby. Right
here. Right to daddy. Ri ght
next to Sweet Kathl een’s.

DOREEN
No!

GLENDA
You know | can do it. You know
you want it.

Doreen turns and runs headl ong out of the alley.

28.
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DOREEN
NO

GLENDA
DOREEN!

She hurls the spliff against the wall, kicks a garbage can.

GLENDA
Stupid bitch

EXT. CULLEN S TOMNHOUSE - NI GHT

A d, brownstone structure. An unmarked police sedan sits
parked in the dark, foggy heat.

| NT. POLI CE SEDAN
Cullen and Ailleen kiss and enbrace in the front seat.

CULLEN
| have sonme twenty-year old
Bushm | I s inside.

Al LLEEN
Are you trying to seduce ne,
Cul I en Fol ey?

CULLEN
You should be a detective.

Al LLEEN
I think we could have a really
good thing going here, Cullen.
Let’s just take it nice and
sl ow for now, okay?

CULLEN
(smles)
See you tonorrow, partner.

Cul l en opens the passenger door.
Aill een grabs his arm
Al LLEEN
Cul I en?
CULLEN

Change your m nd?
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Al LLEEN
(1 aughs)
Maybe you should hitch a ride
on that old high-and-dry wagon
for a while. Take it easy for
a bit, you know?

CULLEN
Maybe you’'re right.

He ki sses Ailleen again, hops out of the car and shuts the
door, then sticks his head back in the open w ndow.

CULLEN
Sobriety. What a concept.

Al l een | aughs and waves, then puts the sedan in gear and
pul I s away.

EXT. HARBORSI DE PI ER - N GHT

The Manhattan skyline emits a dull glow across the Hudson.
A foghorn noans from an unseen ship.

Dor een Fagan wal ks through the fog al ong the decayed,
creaki ng wooden pl anks.

She stops, pulls the silver flask out of her pocketbook,
unscrews the top and takes a swig. She shivers as the
al cohol hits hone.

She kneels, stands the flask on the pier next to her.

She tenderly strokes the crucifix-shaped clasp of her
pocket book, opens it, and takes out the picture of St.
Jude.

She fol ds her hands around the picture and bows her head.

DOREEN
Oh ny God, | firmy resolve,
with the help of Thy grace --

A CREAK from the wooden pl anks behi nd her.
She whirls, scans the shadows. Not hing.

She rel axes, closes her eyes.
DOREEN

with the help of Thy
grace, to sin no nore --
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Anot her CREAK, | ouder, cl oser.
Doreen struggles to her feet. She | ooks left and right.

DOREEN
and avoi d the near
occasi ons of sin. Amen.

She reaches down, picks up the flask.

A RAT

Darts out of the shadows. Doreen screans.

The blur of a hissing alleycat on the rodent’s heels.

The hunter and prey vanish into the mst.

Doreen grabs her heart, gasps deep breaths.

She takes another pull fromthe flask, puts it back down on
the pier. She folds her hands and rai ses her eyes to the

ni ght sky.

DOREEN
Ch my God, | amheartily --

Her eyes grow wi de.

DOREEN
No!

She ducks, raises her hand.
THE | CE AXE
Swoops down, inpales her palm

DOREEN
Ahhh!

The gl oved hands rip the weapon free.

Dor een cl utches her bl ood-spurting hand.
She stunbl es across the pier in panic.

DOREEN
Chny Gd ... Ch ny God ...
I|"msorry ...
Foot st eps accel erate behi nd her.

DOREEN
For havi ng of fended --

The curved ice axe scrunches into her tenple.
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She col | apses onto the pier.
Bl ood spreads across the wooden pl anks.

G oved hands rip the ice axe free and roll Doreen’s corpse
onto its back

One gl oved hand positions a steel spike over Doreen’s
wounded pal m another raises the blunt-end of the axe.

A HOVELESS MAN

Wearing faded, ragged Gulf War era fatigues stunbles onto
t he pier, intoxicated.

He holds a pint of whiskey up to the skylights of
Manhattan. Checks the contents. Enpty.

HOVELESS MAN
Not hi n’ never | asts.

He hurls the bottle. It splashes into the river.

He stunbles forward a few steps and falls down next to
Doreen’ s flask and pocket book.

He spots the flask, smles.

HOVELESS MAN
Thank you, Jesus.

He passes out.

Hurried footsteps. The gl oved hand scoops up Doreen’s
pocket book.

EXT. CULLEN S TOMWNHOUSE - DAY

The brownstone building sinrers in the snoggy norning heat.
The unmar ked police car pulls up in front. Cullen comes out
of the townhouse front door, strides to the vehicle and
clinbs in.

The car pulls away.

I NT. UNMARKED CAR, MOVI NG

Aill een at the wheel.

Cullen rubs his tenples in the passenger seat.



Al LLEEN
lrish flu?

CULLEN
MId case.

Al LLEEN
You lay off the Bushm||s?

CULLEN
Not by choice. The bottle was

enpty.

Al LLEEN
You were trying to seduce ne
under fal se pretenses?

CULLEN
(1 aughs)
All"s fair. How did Tarralyn
identify her?

Al LLEEN
She didn't say. But guess
what ? Once we knew who she
was, we find out her hubby
stayed honme from work today
and filed a m ssing person’s
report.

CULLEN
He doesn’t know?

Al LLEEN
If you believe him

CULLEN
Let ne guess, we're the
nmessengers.

Al LLEEN
You got it.

Cul I en shakes his head.
CULLEN
Sonetinmes | hate this job.
I NT. LYNCH HOVE, LIVING ROOM - DAY

Upscal e, affluent dwelling.
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Wl | -dressed PATRICK LYNCH (50s) leads Ailleen and Cullen
into the room

PATRI CK
Thanks for being so pronpt. |
just filed the report this
nmorning. I’mworried sick.
She’ s never done this before.
Can | get either of you
anything to drink?

CULLEN
VWhat ki nd of scotch --

He gets a dagger-|aden | ook fromAill een.

CULLEN
Not hi ng, thanks.

Patrick picks up a large, framed photo of a smling Erin
Lynch fromthe coffee table and hands it to Cullen.

PATRI CK
Here, you can keep this. It’s
very recent. It was taken just
a few nonths ago while we were
vacationing in St. Mrtin.
Ever been on the French side?
It’s beautiful. Erin got such
a kick out of the clothing
opti onal beaches.

CULLEN
M. Lynch --

PATRI CK
Call me Patrick, please. You
know, she is sonmething of a
party animal. | nean, she
stays out and has a few pops
sonetinmes with her friends
after work. Hell, so do I. Wo
doesn’t, right? Sonetines she
rolls in after m dnight, even
pul s an all-nighter every now
and then, but this is two
nights in a row Wy doesn't
she cal |l ? She al ways calls! On
God, what if sonething has
happened?

Al LLEEN
Sit down, Patrick. Please.
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They all sit.

PATRI CK
She was cheating on ne. Did
tell you that? It had been
going on for a while,
apparently. | suspected, but
never said anything. Just the
ot her night she told nme all
about it. Cried her eyes out.
She said she was going to
confession at St. Jude’s and
then end it. OF course, |
forgave her conpletely --

CULLEN
Erin is dead, Patrick

Patrick freezes in m d-sentence.

Al LLEEN
She was nur der ed.

Angui sh on Patrick’s face.

CULLEN
W're sorry.

Patrick breaks down, npans, clutches the portrait of
Ailleen to his chest.

Cullen and Ailleen exchange a “not a great tine for
questioni ng” | ook.

PATRI CK
(hysterical)
She said his nanme was Jacob
somet hi ng. Jacob Kedem That
bastard! On, God ..

I NT. POLI CE TARGET RANGE
Cullen slides rounds into his .357 Magnum revol ver.
CULLEN
Wiy do you carry that toy gun?
Get a real piece.
Ailleen slaps a clip into her G ock 9nm autonati c.

Al LLEEN
You gonna tal k or shoot?
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They put on sound suppressors over their ears, aimat the
targets down range, and blast off six shots rapid-fire.

They renove the sound suppressors and use the pulleys to
run the targets back to them

Cullen’s target has large bullet holes all over the place.
Ailleen’s has a tight group of smaller holes, dead center.

Al LLEEN
Some day you guys will get it.
Si ze doesn’'t nmatter.

CULLEN
Show of f. Let’'s see if
Tarralyn’s come up with
anyt hi ng.

I NT. POLI CE STATI ON, TARRALYN S OFFI CE

Tarralyn clicks away on a conputer keyboard. Cullen and
Al l een stand behind her.

TARRALYN
Looks |ike we won the lottery.

She turns to Cull en.

TARRALYN
Jacob Aaron Kedem Wbrks at
t he same accounting firmas
the late Erin Lynch.
Har bor si de Fi nanci al Center.
Hi gh-class outfit.

CULLEN

Let’s go see if M. Kedem can
anortize an ali bi.

I NT. ACCOUNTI NG FI RM - RECEPTI ON AREA - DAY

Cullen and Ailleen approach the pri m RECEPTI ONI ST.

CULLEN
I's Jacob Kedem i n?

RECEPTI ONI ST
And you are?



37.

Al LLEEN
He's Fol ey. I’ m MacCol gan. Cur
first names start with
“detective”.

The Receptioni st pokes the intercom

RECEPTI ONI ST
A M. Foley and a M ss
MacCGol gan to see you, M.

Kedem
JACOB
(i ntercom
Who?
RECEPTI ONI ST

Just get out here!
MOMVENTS LATER

Jacob Kedem strides into the roomin all of his pin-striped
spl endor .

JACOB
Do you have an appoi nt nent ?

Ai |l een produces her JCPD shi el d.

Al LLEEN
Better. W’ ve got badges.

I NT. JACOB KEDEM S COFFI CE
Cullen, Ailleen, and Jacob march into the office.

JACOB
VWhat’'s this all about?

Ailleen lays a polaroid of Erin Lynch’s crucified corpse on
Jacob’ s desk

Jacob turns white, collapses into his executive chair.

JACOB
Holy shit. Erin ...

CULLEN
| guess we can skip the
guesti ons about whether you
knew the victim Mnd telling
us about the last tinme you saw
her alive?



JACCOB
It was a couple of nights ago.
We made | ove for the | ast
tinme.

CULLEN
How d you know it was the | ast
time?

JACOB

Erin informed ne she was
breaking up with ne.

Al LLEEN
VWher e?

JACOB
Har bor si de Marriott.

CULLEN
You | eft together?

JACOB
No. Erin dressed while | tried
to talk her out of ending it.

CULLEN
Did she say where she was
goi ng?

JACOB
Confession. God, | hate
religion.

Al LLEEN

Can anyone corroborate that
you remai ned at the hotel ?

JACOB
The bartender sure can. And
the doorman. | fell on ny ass

trying to clinb into the cab.

Al LLEEN
Mnd telling me where you and
the victi mnmade |ove for the
first tinme?

JACOB
(frowns)
Waterfront Park. Wy?

Aill een and Cul | en exchange a | ook.

38.
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INT. ST. JUDE'S - RECEPTI ON AREA - DAY

Anci ent SI STER ROBERT dozes peacefully at the
receptionist’s desk.

Seanus approaches. He knocks softly on the desktop. Sister
Robert splutters awake.

S| STER ROBERT
Oh, Fat her Seanus, excuse e,
I was doing ny neditation.

SEAMUS
I"msorry to disturb you
Si ster Robert. |Is Father Hugh
avai |l abl e?

SI STER ROBERT
He was in his office a couple
of hours ago. | didn't see him
| eave.

I NT. FATHER HUGH S OFFI CE

Gray- haired FATHER HUGH (60s), the parish pastor, reclines
at his ornate oak desk. He reads a paperback: “ST. JUDE:
WAS HE JUDAS | SCARI OT?”.

A knock on the door.

FATHER HUGH
Yes?

The door opens. Seanus wal ks in.

SEAMUS
Excuse nme, Father Hugh. Do you
have a m nute?

FATHER HUGH
Seanus, ny boy. Cone in, come
in. Sit, please.

Seanus sits down in a high-backed wooden chair.

Fat her Hugh rai ses an eyebrow at the wounds on Seanus’
face.

FATHER HUGH
Cut yoursel f shavi ng?
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SEAMUS
Somet hing |ike that.

FATHER HUGH

(nmotions to the book)
Look at this. Do you believe
some people actually think our
bel oved St. Jude was the two-
faced bastard that doubl e-
crossed the Son of God?
Pr epost er ous!

SEAMUS
"1 say.

FATHER HUGH
But that’s not why you're
here, is it? What’s on your
m nd, son?

SEAMUS
| need to clarify sonething
about the sanctity of the
conf essi onal, Father

FATHER HUGH
Carify? Well, there’'s really
not nuch to clarify on that
one, is there? Wthin the
sanctity of the confessional,
the priest offers advice,
instruction, adnonition, and
penance as a neans to bring
about renewal and rebirth.
Wthout the trust in this
sanctity, w thout obedience to
God’ s conmand to be absolutely
di screet, our ability to
spiritually renew woul d
crunble. The | egislatures of
alnost all states recogni ze
this, so does the Suprene
Court and the United Nations.

Seanus gets up and paces.

SEAMUS
What if | were able to prevent
a terrible m sunderstandi ng by
revealing the identity of a
pari shi oner who was in ny
confessional two nights ago.



FATHER HUGH
Qut of the question. I'm
surprised you d even ask

SEAMUS
But | wouldn't reveal anything
that was said, just the sinple
fact that | was hearing the
pari shioner’s confession.

FATHER HUGH
Absol utely not.

SEAMUS
But our parishioners see each
ot her entering and | eaving the
confessional all the tinme.

FATHER HUGH
That’s true. And if a lay
person saw the parishioner in
guestion and revealed it,
that’s fine. But you, the
confessor, nust not. It goes
agai nst canon law. Plain and

si npl e.

SEAMUS
So, by that rationale, if the
pari shi oner reveal ed that they
were confessing to ne at such
a date and tine, that would be
okay?

FATHER HUGH
| don't like it, but I suppose
it wouldn't break any rules.

Seanus turns to | eave.

SEAMUS
Thank you. Fat her.

FATHER HUGH
VWhat’'s this all about, Seanus?

SEAMUS
Not hi ng, hopefully.

41.
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I NT HARBORSI DE MARRI OTT, BAR

The BARTENDER hol ds a photo of Jacob Kedem | ooks across
the bar at Cullen and Ailleen.

BARTENDER
VWhat’'s he done?

CULLEN
Maybe not hing. Was he in here
two nights ago?

BARTENDER
Rolled in around seven P.M
Seened depressed about
sonething. Ordered a dry
martini and chugged it. Had
six nmore before he |left when
we cl osed the place at one
A M

Al LLEEN
Si x nmore? What kind of shape
was he in?

BARTENDER
Piss-poor. | had to help him
out to the main entrance. The
doorman called a cab for the
sorry bastard.

EXT. HARBORSI DE MARRI OIT - DAY

Cullen and Aileen march out of the main entrance and clinmb
into the unmarked police sedan.

I NT. POLI CE SEDAN, MOVI NG - DAY

Cullen drives. Ailleen rides shotgun.
She studi es her notebook.

CULLEN
Thought s?

Al LLEEN
H's story checks with the
bart ender and doornman, but
Jacob Kedemis a jilted lover.
He coul d have found a way.
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Al LLEEN( cont ' d)

Let’s face it, he’s boffing a
prino piece who all of a
sudden gets religion. Pigs

| i ke Kedem have killed for

| ess.

CULLEN
My gut tells me Patrick Lynch
is the kind of guy that could
do his wife.

Al LLEEN
He is a high-strung cuckol d,
isnt he? The DNA results wll
be interesting.

CULLEN
So what if they match? A
married man fucks his wife --

Al LLEEN
Makes |l ove to his wfe.
CULLEN
Fi ne. \What does that prove?
Not hi ng.
Al LLEEN

" m betting Jacob Kedemis the
DNA mat ch. The ani mal probably
voted for Clinton. Tw ce.

CULLEN
So Kedem screwed a marri ed
worman. That doesn’'t make him a

nmur der er .

Al LLEEN
You' re right. It makes him
wor se.

CULLEN

Either way the DNA's a zero.
Kedem adm ts they nmade | ove
t hat ni ght.

Al LLEEN
But denies killing her.
Bul I shit, in nmy book.

DI SPATCHER
(on radio)
Control calling for detectives
Fol ey and MacCol gan.



Ai l een grabs the dashboard m ke

Al LLEEN
This is MacCol gan.

Dl SPATCHER
Det ecti ves needed at
Har bor si de Pier --

Cullen flips on the SIREN, hits the gas.

EXT. HARBORSI DE PI ER - DAY

Tarral yn and her forensics teamdust for clues around

Dor een Fagan’s cor pse.

Cullen and Ailleen approach.

Ailleen flips open her Zippo. Lights up a Virginia Slim

Cul l en kneel s, studies Doreen’ s bl ood-soaked scal p.

CULLEN
(to Tarralyn)
Let me guess. An awl of sone
sort?

TARRALYN
You detectives are so sharp,
no pun intended. See her pal n?

CULLEN
Yeah. There's a nane for that.
What do they call it again?

TARRALYN
Stigmata. But | doubt that’s
what this is.

CULLEN
What do you think we're
| ooking at?

TARRALYN
Cruci fixion, interrupted.

CULLEN
How | ong has she been here?

TARRALYN
There’s some rigor. She's
getting cold. My guess is she
was of fed sonetinme |ast night.

44,



TARRALYN( cont ' d)
W' Il know nore after the
wor kup.

Ailleen drags on the cigarette.

Al LLEEN
Who found her?

Tarralyn notions to the sweating, old, fati

45.

gue-cl ad

HOVELESS MAN who cl utches Doreen’s silver fl ask.

Cull en wal ks over to him

CULLEN
What ' cha got there, Ceneral?

HOVELESS MAN
It’s m ne.

Cull en fl ashes his badge.

CULLEN
Mnd if | take a look at it?

The Honel ess Man reluctantly hands it over.
Cullen lifts it up into the hazy sunlight,

CULLEN
Solid silver. You nust’ve
saved up lots of panhandling
dough for this, huh?

HOVELESS MAN
M ne.

CULLEN
Are your initials “D.F.”?

HOVELESS MAN
None of your business. Gve it
back.

CULLEN

(motions to Doreen’s
cor pse)

You know what | think,
General ? | think we’re gonna
find her fingerprints all over
this. Yours, too. That would

make you a suspect, woul dn’t
it?

checks it out.
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HOVELESS MAN
Hey! | call ed nine-one-one
when | found her. 1’m a good
citizen. I’ma fucking
vet er an!

CULLEN
Sure you are. You know what ?
"1l bet you nmade that nine-
one-one call just to throw us
a curve. Happens all the tine.

Fear on the Honel ess Man’s face.

HOVELESS MAN
(nmotions to the flask)
You can keep it.

CULLEN
Oh, | wouldn’t dreamof it.
It’s yours, isn't it?

HOVELESS MAN
It’s not mne.
CULLEN
No ki ddi ng? Where’d you find

it, Sarge?
The Honel ess Man points across the pier.

CULLEN
(to Tarralyn)
Pocket book?

TARRALYN
None.

Ailleen turns to the Honel ess Mn.
Al LLEEN

Gee. | wonder what could have
happened to it?

HOVELESS MAN
| didn’t touch nothin'! |'ma
soldier. | ain't no thief.
CULLEN

Easy, Patton.
(to Ailleen)
He’ s harnl ess.



TARRALYN
We found this clutched in the
victims hand.

She hands Ailleen the bloody St. Jude holy card.
Ailleen studies it.

Al LLEEN
Tarralyn, how did you I.D.
Erin Lynch?

TARRALYN
| didn’t. Seanus did.

CULLEN
VWhat ?

TARRALYN
Fromthe crinme scene photos we
had spread out on the desk in
the study the day of the
barbecue. | didn't want to
tell you this, Cullen, but now
| think I’d better.

CULLEN
Tell ne what?

TARRALYN
Seanus didn't exactly
volunteer the information. In
fact, | had to pull it out of
himafter the barbecue.

Al LLEEN
Then, this holy card nmakes
matters nore ...

TARRALYN
I nteresting?

CULLEN
Son of a bitch!

Cullen stornms off toward the police sedan.
Aill een and Tarralyn race after him
TARRALYN

You're not going to St.
Jude’s, Cullen. Not like this.

47.
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CULLEN
Oh, yes | am

TARRALYN
Cullen --

Al LLEEN

"1l handle this, Tarralyn.
Cull en, you ve got to coo
off. Let Tarralyn and ne

i nterrogate Seanus.

CULLEN
He knows sonething he' s not
telling us, Ailleen. |11
goddamed beat it out of him
if I have to.

Aill een grabs his shoulders, stops him

Al LLEEN
Pl ease, Cull en, no. Take
Ceneral Westnorel and over
there down to the station and
see if he renmenbers anyt hi ng.
Do it for me. For us.

EXT. FAGAN HOUSE - DAY

O der dwelling in mld disrepair. “FAGAN 1352 Newkirk” on
t he mail box.

The bl ack Sedan DeVille rolls to a stop in front.

Seanus gets out of the Cadillac, walks to the front door
and knocks.

MOVENTS LATER

Barrel -chest ed MANNUS FAGAN (40s) opens the door. Mannus
sports a red beezer crafted by thousands of |ate nights and
cheap whi skey.

MANNUS
Fat her Searmus? \What are you
doi ng here?

SEAMUS
Hel | o, Mannus. |1’ m | ooking for
Doreen. | need to talk to her.



MANNUS
Makes two of us. Cone on in.

I NT. UNMARKED SEDAN - MOVI NG - DAY
Tarralyn drives, Ailleen in the passenger seat.

TARRALYN
Ailleen, let nme ask Seanus the
qguestions, okay?

Al LLEEN
| get the feeling you and
Seanmus have a history.

TARRALYN
(smles)
Cullen told ne you were a good
det ecti ve.

Al LLEEN
How far back does it go?

TARRALYN
Hi gh school

Al LLEEN
How deep?

They ride in silence for a few nonents.

TARRALYN
Do we have a deal ?
Al LLEEN
If you satisfy ny curiosity.
TARRALYN
It’s really none of your
busi ness --
Al LLEEN

Anyt hi ng that hel ps ne see
into the good Father’s psyche
is nmy business. Besides, I'ma
natural ly nosy broad.

49.
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TARRALYN
Juni or year at St. Al oysius.
We | ost our virginity together
in the back seat of his
father’s Chevy Inpala. Mre
i nformation than you needed?

Al LLEEN
You still have a thing for
him don’t you?

Tarralyn drives, doesn’t answer.

Al LLEEN
Did you know Vi vi an?

TARRALYN
She was a year ahead of us.

Al LLEEN
| guess you weren’t exactly
dancing a jig at the weddi ng.

St. Jude’s loons up through the w ndshield.
Al LLEEN
One nore question. If you
can’t have brother “A’, what
about brother “B"?

TARRALYN
No conment.

Tarral yn parks the sedan in front of the church.
TARRALYN
Do we have a deal about
Seanus?
I NT. ST JUDE' S - RECEPTI ON AREA - DAY

Si ster Robert snores peacefully at the desk.

Aill een and Tarral yn approach the desk. Ailleen carries a
| arge mani |l a envel ope.

Tarralyn clears her throat. Sister Robert snores. Tarralyn
ahens | ouder. The Nun snorts.

Aill een | ooks down and ki cks the desk.
Si ster Robert bolts awake.
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SI STER ROBERT
Yes, yes, yes. Please excuse
me. | was just neditating. Oh,
nmy goodness, | ook at the tine.
Yes, yes, may | help you?

Al LLEEN
I's Fat her Seanus avail abl e,
Si ster?

The Nun checks a | og book on the desk.

SI STER ROBERT

Vell, will you | ook at that. I
don’t even recall seeing him

| eave. It seens Father Seanus
has gone to pay a visit to a
Ms. Doreen Fagan at thirteen-
fifty-two Newkirk. Strange,
this isn’t nmy handwriting.

Tarral yn scribbles in her notepad.
Ailleen pulls a polaroid out of the envel ope.

Al LLEEN
Mnd telling ne if you
recogni ze this person, Sister.
She | ays the photo on the desk.
CU. PHOTO
A bl oody head shot of Doreen Fagan.
SI STER ROBERT

G abs her head with her hands and shri eks.

Al LLEEN
Easy --

The Nun screans bl oody nurder.
FATHER HUGH
Rushes into the reception area.

FATHER HUGH
VWhat in bl azes --

Si ster Robert hyperventil ates.
Fat her Hugh massages her shoul ders.



FATHER HUGH
(soot hi ng)
It’s all right, Sister Robert,
it’s all right. I"'mhere. Calm

down, now.
Sister Robert calnms down a little.

FATHER HUGH
There, easy now, that’s
better.

The Nun hol ds her heart, breathes deep.

Al LLEEN
I"’msorry, Father, we were
just trying to --

Fat her Hugh spots the photo on the desk.

FATHER HUGH
(shouti ng)
Good God in heaven! That’s
Dor een Fagan!

Si ster Robert screans | ouder than ever.

I NT. POLI CE | NTERROGATI ON ROOM

Cullen studies a police report. The Honel ess Man sits
across from him

CULLEN
M. Tinothy Lavin, ex U S MC

HOVELESS MAN ( TI MOTHY)
And proud of it.

CULLEN
Vagrancy, drunk and
di sorderly, vagrancy, drunk
and disorderly. I’ m picking up
a pattern here, Tinothy.

TI MOTHY
Nobody m nded when | was
fighting Desert Storm

CULLEN
Fair enough. Do you renenber
anything fromlast night?
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TI MOTHY
I can’t think right now [I’'m
worried about tonight.

CULLEN
Let me guess. You're flat
broke and they’re not
extending lines of credit at
the |iquor store these days.

TI MOTHY
Somet hing |ike that.

Cullen digs in his pocket and produces a twenty. He hands
it to Tinothy.

TI MOTHY
It was foggy. Dark. And I
wasn't exactly bright-eyed and
bushy-tail ed, you know? But it
sure | ooked |ike there were
two broads fighting it out.

EXT. FAGAN HOUSE - DAY

Aill een and Tarral yn approach the door, badges clipped to
their shirts, hands on their hol stered service revol vers.

Al | een uses the knocker just above the *“1352".
MOMVENTS LATER
Mannus opens the door.

Al LLEEN
M . Fagan?

Mannus gl ances at the badges and notions Ailleen and
Tarral yn inside.

MANNUS
Mannus. You may as well cone
on in.
He | eads theminside and into the threadbare
LI VI NG ROOM
Wher e Seanus stands near the couch.

SEAMUS
What are you two doing here?
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TARRALYN
Funny. We were just about to
ask you the same thing.

SEAMUS

Were' s Cull en?
TARRALYN

Be gl ad he’s not here, Seanus.
MANNUS

Is Doreen in sonme kind of

t roubl e?

Aill een renoves the photo fromthe manila envel ope, hands
it to him Seanus |ooks on.

MANNUS
OCh hell, Doreen. GCh hell.

He col | apses down on the couch, puts his head in his hands.
H s body racks with sobs.

Seanus | ays a hand on his shoul der.
SEAMUS

May God have nercy on her
soul , Mannus.

Al LLEEN
Where were you last night, M.
Fagan?

MANNUS

Here. Waiting for her. She
said she had sonething to take
care of after work and woul d
be alittle |late. She never
showed. Never call ed.

Al LLEEN
Were you al one?

MANNUS
Al alone. Just |ike now And

now just |like forever. That
bitch G enda did this!

TARRALYN
d enda?
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SEAMUS
You better tell them
everyt hi ng, Mannus.

TARRALYN
Everyt hi ng? Li ke what ?

MANNUS
She was i nvol ved with sone
bi t ch- dyke car pet - muncher
naned d enda. Doreen wanted to
make her peace with God and
end it.

TARRALYN
Does d enda have a | ast nane?

MANNUS
I don’t know. Never met her.
If I ever do, by God I'Il rip
t he tongue out of her
godf or saken nout h!

TARRALYN
Any idea where we can find
her ?

MANNUS

Doreen said she net her at
Sweet Kat hl een’s. That
cesspool .

EXT. FAGAN HOUSE - DUSK
Aill een, Tarralyn, and Seanus cone out the front door.

TARRALYN
Gve us a mnute, Ailleen.

Al LLEEN
Sur e.

Aill een wal ks a short di stance down the front wal k.

TARRALYN
Just what the hell were you
doi ng here, Seanus?

SEAMUS
I had to talk to Doreen Fagan.

TARRALYN
About what ?



SEAMUS
| can’t tell you that,
Tarral yn.

TARRALYN
Did she?

SEAMUS

Did she what?
TARRALYN

Make her peace with God?

SEAMUS
You’ re asking questions
can’t answer.

TARRALYN
Can’t, or won't?

SEAMUS

You know t he answer to that.

TARRALYN

Erin Lynch’s husband says she
went to confession at St
Jude’ s the night she was

mur dered. At | east tel
that's true.

SEAMUS
Tarralyn ... | can't.

TARRALYN

me if

| want to help you, Seanus,

but you’ ve got to neet
hal f way.

SEAMUS

nme

Pl ease, try to understand ny

position --

Al LLEEN (O S.

)

Enough of this shit. We found

this clutched in Doreen
Fagan’ s hand, Father.

She hol ds up the bl oodstai ned St.
pl asti c evi dence bag.

TARRALYN
"Il handle this, Aille

Jude’s holy card in a

en --
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Fat he

Al LLEEN
dea where it came from
r?

SEAMUS

W give them away at the

churc
carry

But |

h. Lots of parishioners
t hem

Al LLEEN
ots of parishioners

aren’t prom scuous young wonen
who wi nd up crucified, are

t hey?

Hey!

Get a
| eave

TARRALYN
Take it easy --

Al LLEEN
| awyer, Padre. And don’t
t he pari sh.

I NT. UNMARKED SEDAN, MOVI NG - NI GHT

Tarral yn drives,

Ailleen in the passenger seat.

TARRALYN

That was uncalled for. There's

no ha

Culle
i nves

He' s
shown

Only
bangi
liquo

rd evidence --

Al LLEEN
nand I are running this
tigation.

TARRALYN
a priest. He should be
sonme respect.

Al LLEEN
fromthe nuns he’'s
ng. Drop nme off by the
r store.

I NT. CULLEN S TOMNHOUSE - NI GHT

Cullen lies on the couch staring at photos fromthe Erin
Lynch crine scene. Celtic nusic on the stereo.

The doorbell RI NGS.

Cull en pads to the door, swings it open.
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Ailleen smles at him

Al LLEEN
Get anything from Genera
Patt on?

CULLEN

You' re funny. He thinks he may
have seen two wonen struggling
but he can’t be sure.

Al LLEEN
Wy ?

CULLEN
At the tine he was seeing
doubl e. Bl ackouts can cl ear
up, though. I'Il brace him
again in a couple of days. He
owes ne. Anything fromny
br ot her ?

Al LLEEN
Plenty.

She holds up a bottle of Bushmlls.

Al LLEEN
Get a couple of glasses,
partner. W' re gonna need ‘em

Kl TCHEN

Cullen cracks the Bushm|ls open at the counter. Ailleen
sits at the kitchen table.

CULLEN
|l ce?

Al LLEEN
My | ast nanme is MacCol gan,
remenber ?

Cullen smles, fills two tunblers with strai ght whiskey.
He hands a glass to Ailleen. They CLINK

CULLEN
He knew t hem bot h?

Al LLEEN
No question about it.
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CULLEN
What the hell was he doing at
Dor een Fagan’ s house?

Al LLEEN
He refused to say. Kept
spouting that “sanctity of the
confessional” crap

Cullen sits.

CULLEN
What about Mannus Fagan. You
t hink we can rule himout?

Al LLEEN
No way. Looks like he has a
tenper like a mad bull. And
one of the last things his
| oving wi fe Doreen did was
tell him about her short-but-
passi onat e | eshi an
relationship with a dyke naned
G enda. He mght’ve snapped.

CULLEN
VWhat do we have on this
“d enda” ?

Al LLEEN
Her first nane. That's it. Oh,
and she m ght hang out at that
| esbo di ve down on the
wat erfront, Sweet Kathl een’s.

She takes a long sip of whiskey.

Al LLEEN
Job one for tonmorrow. Quite a
case. Two bodies, five
suspects. Jacob Kedem Patrick
Lynch, Mannus Fagan, G enda
what’ s- her-nane and ..

CULLEN
And Seamus. W should nmake a
play to either nail himor
prove he’s not our guy.

Al LLEEN
Forget it. Bella says to |lay
off. She wants us to exhaust
all other leads first.
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Al LLEEN( cont ' d)

Apparently harassing priests
ranks way up there on the
politically incorrect D. A
scal e.

She takes a sip of Bushmlls, studies Cullen.
Al LLEEN

Did you know Seanus and
Tarral yn were | overs once-upon-

a-tine?
CULLEN
Seanus cheated on Vivian?
Al LLEEN
No. Well, not with Tarralyn,
anyway. |’ mtal king paradise

by the dashboard Iight, high
school style.

CULLEN
Tarralyn told you that?
Al LLEEN
| told you, I'ma good

i nt errogator.

CULLEN
Think it nmeans anythi ng?

Al LLEEN
| don’t know. Maybe not hi ng.
Maybe ever yt hi ng.

CULLEN
You think Tarralyn's a
suspect ?

Al LLEEN

Everybody’ s a suspect,
partner. Everybody, except
you.

CULLEN
You' ve been busy, MacGol gan.
You' re quite the handful.

Aill een gets up, sits on his |ap.
She takes his hand, puts it on her breast.

Al LLEEN
How woul d you know?
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She t ongue-ki sses Cul |l en.

CULLEN
I thought we were taking it
sl ow.

Al LLEEN
W& were.

LATER

Aill een and Cul | en, naked, her back agai nst the fridge.
Her | egs wrapped around Cullen s waist, punping.

Her hand cl utches the bottle of Bushm |l s.

Cullen’s copulating thrusts pound Ailleen’s petite body
agai nst the fridge, dent the door.

Pots and pans topple fromthe shaking fridge, clatter to
t he kitchen fl oor

Aill een tosses her hair back, guzzles fromthe Bushml|s.

Cullen’s nmouth yawns open. Ailleen splashes whi skey in.
They | augh. Kiss.

Aileen’s hand hits the ice dispenser. She tosses cubes
bet ween their glistening bodies.

BEDROOM

Cullen and Ailleen, post-coital, under the sheet. Ailleen
rests her head on Cullen’s chest. He plays with her hair.

CULLEN
Are you okay? | got a little
carried away.

Al LLEEN
I’mokay. It's the fridge door
I"’mworried about.

CULLEN
So why does an up-and-com ng
detective | eave the Big Apple,
cross the Hudson and come here
to work in the arnpit of the
east coast?

Ailleen fiddles with the hairs on his chest.
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CULLEN
I’msorry. You don't have to
answer that if you don’t --

Al LLEEN
Kevi n.

CULLEN
Who?

Al LLEEN
Kevi n MacCGol gan. He was the
reason | left New York. He was
ny husband.

CULLEN

What happened?

Al LLEEN
He left ne for another wonan.
| couldn’t stay in New York
after that. It all rem nded ne
of him |1 wanted to get as far
away as | could. California,
maybe. But a friend in the
department, Lieutenant
G |l espie, had connections at
J.C.P.D. They nade nme an offer
and | took it.

She rubs Cullen's chest.

CULLEN
I"’mglad you did.
Al LLEEN
Me, too.
CULLEN
What happened to Kevin?
Al LLEEN
One day he was there, next day
he was gone. | never saw him
agai n.
CULLEN
" msorry.

Aileen clinbs on top, straddles him

Al LLEEN
Tell ne about Vivian.
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CULLEN
She could light up a roomwth
her smle. Seanus was the
happi est guy in the world. She
was a bit of a daredevil, too.
Loved fast cars and nountain
clinmbing. Ever see that |oad
of nountai neering gear in ny
nmomi s gar age?

Al LLEEN
| don’t think so.

CULLEN
Well, there’s a ton of it.
Vi vian got Seanus interested
in the sport. They went on
sone amezi ng expeditions. |
got dizzy just |ooking at the
pi ctures.

Al LLEEN
Is that how she di ed?

CULLEN
No. Funny enough the brakes
failed on her Corvette one
dry, clear night and her car
went into the Hudson. She
dr owned.

Al LLEEN
You were attracted to her.

CULLEN
She was ny brother’s w fe.

Al LLEEN
She canme on to you

CULLEN
Do you ever give the detective
shtick a rest?

Al LLEEN
I’msorry. | shouldn't --

CULLEN
The answer is yes.

Al LLEEN
Di d Seanus know?
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CULLEN
The truth is Vivian was a
bi gti ne tease, but Seanus
t hought she was as pure as the
driven snow.

Al LLEEN
You didn't take advantage?

CULLEN
Li ke I said, she was ny
brother’s wife. Besides, |'ma
one woman nman. Never found the
right one. That’'s why |I'm
still a bachel or.

Aill een does a slow grind on top of him

Al LLEEN
W shoul d get sone sl eep

CULLEN
W’ ve got a busy day tonorrow.

Al LLEEN
Funny, I’mnot tired.

CULLEN
Me neit her.

Ai || een peeks under the sheet.

Al LLEEN
Evidently.

I NT. KITCHEN - DAY

Cull en wears a bathrobe at the kitchen table. He sips
cof fee, reads the newspaper.

Ailleen pads into the roomclad in one of Cullen’ s shirts.

Al LLEEN
Do you know what tine it is?

CULLEN
Rel ax. They don’t exactly open
at nine AM where we're
going. Cet a load of this.

He hol ds up the newspaper headline:
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“SCARLET CRUCI FI ER STRI KES AGAI N'.
Aill een takes the paper, reads for a noment.

Al LLEEN
Reporters are amazi ng.
Sonetinmes | wonder if they
follow us or we follow them
How did they get all this so
fast?

She wal ks to the stove, pours sone coffee.

CULLEN
The station |leaks |ike a
sieve. Al ways has.

Aill een grabs the handle of the dented fridge door, pulls.
It comes off in her hand.

Al LLEEN
Uh- oh.

CULLEN
You got me a little excited
| ast night. Could you tell?

Aill een wal ks over to him tousles his hair.

Al LLEEN
|’ve got the sore thigh
nmuscles to prove it.

CULLEN
Sorry.

Al LLEEN
It hurts real good. C non,
sl ugger, last one in the
shower is a rotten cop

I NT. FORENSI CS LAB - DAY
Tarralyn stands in her white snock. She tal ks on the phone.

TARRALYN
Li eutenant G |1 espie? Tarral yn
Tierney fromJ.C. P.D. Did you
get the X-rays | shipped over?
Good. Yeah, we’ve never seen
anything like it either.
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TARRALYN( cont ' d)

You' |l check for simlar
killings in New York? How far
back can you go?

INT. J.C.P.D., MOTOR POOL - DAY
A rusted unmarked clunker. The starter grinds.
I NT. UNMARKED CLUNKER

Cullen grinds the starter. No dice.
Aill een watches fromthe passenger seat.

CULLEN
I hate it when they give us
this rusted piece of crap.

Al LLEEN
What do you expect when we get
to work at 2 P.M A Lexus?
G ve the starter a rest.

She opens the passenger door, hops out.

Al LLEEN
Pop the hood.

Cullen pulls the rel ease. The hood pops open.
Ailleen grabs a towel, lifts the hood up.

LATER
Ailleen lifts her grease-snudged face up fromthe engine.

Al LLEEN
Now.

Cullen cranks the starter. The engine fires up.

Aill een slans the hood shut, cones around to the passenger
side, hops in. She wi pes her face and hands with the towel.

CULLEN
Anybody ever tell you girls
are supposed to suck at cars?

Al LLEEN
Ever hear of MacCol gan
Conpetition Garage in the
Br onx?

CULLEN
The exotic car place?
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Al LLEEN
My ex, Kevin, owned it. I'ma
qui ck study.

CULLEN

Man. You’re good.
Al LLEEN

Good? Must be slipping. Last

ni ght I was anmazing.

Cullen smles, flips the clunker into gear.

CULLEN

Peopl e can be “good” at lots

of things. “Amazing” applies

only to ...

Al LLEEN
Maki ng | ove?

CULLEN
Falling in | ove.

He guns the cl unker.

EXT. SWEET KATHLEEN S - DAY
The unmar ked cl unker wheezes to a stop in front.
I NT. SWEET KATHLEEN S

A d school, snoke-filled shot-and-beer joint turned sappho
suprene. Dimy lit

St udded, | eather-clad beautiful wonmen caress and sip w ne.
The bal d, bearded bartender named CLEAN refills gl asses.

On a pedestal behind the bar, a three foot high marble
scul pture of a vul va.

POOL TABLE
G enda lines up a shot, banks the 8 ball hone.

GLENDA
Ganeti nme, Heat her.

Long, bl onde HEATHER (17) hands G enda a five.

HEATHER
Lucky shot.
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GLENDA
I’d rather be lucky than good.

HEATHER
One nore gane.

GLENDA
Rai se the stakes?

She kisses the young girl lightly on the Iips.

GLENDA
For a big “O?

She strokes Heat her’s cheek.
Heat her returns a nervous half-smle, then nods.

GLENDA
Rack ‘em

THE FRONT DOOR

Opens. Daylight streanms in, along with Cullen and Aill een.
They survey the scene.

CULLEN
| thought Sodom and Gonorrah
| ost the war.

Al LLEEN
Hal f these hop-heads are
under age.
They wal k to the bar, notion C ean over.

Cl ean approaches with an attitude as big as his belly.

CLEAN
Yeah?

Al LLEEN
W' re | ooking for a young | ady
named - -

CLEAN
You blind? Ainnt no ladies in
here.

CULLEN

Take it easy, friend.
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CLEAN
| aint your friend. And you
smell like a cop

Cul l en reaches over the bar, grabs C ean by the shirt,
drags himto the draft beer taps.

The wonen at the bar back away.

Cullen hits the tap.
Beer sprays on Clean’s face.

CULLEN
You snell like a beer, friend.
Know what | think? I think
hal f of these bitches are
underage. And I’'II bet you
have to nake up shortfall out
of your own pocket. |’ m gonna
drown you with this fucking
keg, fatso.

CLEAN
kay, okay! What do you want?

Cull en shuts off the beer.
Ail een | ays the shot of bludgeoned Doreen Fagan on the bar.

Clean dries his face with a stai ned bar towel.

CLEAN
Mot her of God. What the hel
happened- -

Al LLEEN
Recogni ze her?

CLEAN
She was in here a coupl e of
times.

Al LLEEN
Recent | y?

CLEAN

Coupl e of days ago, maybe.

CULLEN
She was i nvolved with a wonman
here. A wonman naned --



GLENDA (Q.S.)
Oh nmy God. Doreen. You stupid
bi tch.

Cullen and Aileen whirl fromthe bar and face her.
G enda gawks at the crinme scene photograph

Al LLEEN
d enda?

d enda studies Ailleen, smles.

GLENDA
Who' s askin'?

Ai l een fl ashes her badge.

Al LLEEN
We need to ask you a few
guesti ons.

GLENDA
We? | don’t think so. I'Il jaw
with you all day, sweet cakes.
(nmotions to Cullen)
But the pig Foley waits
out si de.

CULLEN
Do I know you?

GLENDA
My father's still rotting in
stir because of you. |I'm
G enda O CGor man.

CULLEN
Matty O Gorman’ s daughter?

GLENDA
Son.

CULLEN
Your father killed a nan.

GLENDA
So you say. | ain’'t fucking
talking to you

CULLEN
Wiy don’t we do this the hard
way, d enda, down at the
station --
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Al LLEEN
I"Il handle it, Cullen.

CULLEN
But - -

Al LLEEN
Just cool it outside for a
m nute, okay?

Cullen glares at G enda for a nonent, then marches out of
t he bar.

d enda takes Aill een’s hand.

GLENDA
Step into ny office, honey.

She | eads Ailleen past the pool table to a dark booth in
t he corner.

They sit. denda stuffs a cigarette into her nouth.
GLENDA

Gveus alight? 1 left ny
Zi ppo over by the pool table.

Ail |l een produces her own Zippo, lights denda s snoke.
G enda takes Ailleen’s hand, studies the |ighter
GLENDA
Just like mne. Birds of a

f eat her.
Al | een extinguishes the flame, pulls her hand away.

Al LLEEN
About Doreen Fagan ..

GLENDA
Doreen broke up with ne a
coupl e of nights ago. Went
back with her husband. Sone
oaf named Mannus.

Al LLEEN
I"ve net him

GLENDA
I haven’'t, thank God.
According to Doreen he knew as
much about satisfying a woman
as the freakin Taliban.
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GLENDA( cont ' d)
Used to smack her around when
he got | oaded. But she
wouldn’t listen to ne. Kept
sayi ng she was scared about
going to hell. She really
bel i eved that crock. Foley’'s
fuckhead priest brother
poi soned her m nd.

Al LLEEN
Where did you go after Doreen
left?

GLENDA

Nowhere. Stayed right here and
got trashed on w ne until
about three A M

Al LLEEN

Was anyone with you?
GLENDA

Only about two-dozen of ny

friends.

Aill een reaches into the manila envel ope and pulls out the
Erin Lynch bl ood-streaked headshot .

Al LLEEN
Ever seen her?

GLENDA
Never. Wsh | had. Miust have
been quite a fox when she was
alive. Looks like you guys are
chasi ng one real fucked up
dude.

(twirls her nose ring)
Makes you wonder what the
hel | s happening to the world,
doesn’'t it?

She reaches across the table.

GLENDA
Do you mnd? I won't bite.

She strokes Ailleen’s hair.

GLENDA
Beautiful . Li ke Chinese silk.
Black is ny favorite color. Is
it all this straight?



HEATHER

G ares at the scene fromthe background.
Al LLEEN

Fl ustered, struggles to her feet.

Al LLEEN
Wl |, thanks for your --

GLENDA
Stop by anytinme, Sugar. The
first “O is on ne.
Sati sfaction guarant eed.

Al LLEEN
Mnd if | ask you a personal
guesti on?

GLENDA

The nore personal, the better.

Al LLEEN
Are you married?

GLENDA
Everybody nakes mi st akes.

Al LLEEN
Does your husband know?

GLENDA
Denni s? He's so stoned nost of
the tine he doesn’'t know his
own nane.

EXT. SWEET KATHLEEN S
Cull en | eans against the wall, scow s.
Aill een conmes out of the building and | eans next to him

CULLEN
Need anot her shower?

Al LLEEN
It wasn’t that bad.

CULLEN
And?
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Al LLEEN
She’s got a rock solid alibi
for the Fagan killing. Swears

she never net Erin Lynch. |
bel i eve her. Were does that
| eave us?

CULLEN
Wth the two killer theory.
The two that have no alibi.

Al LLEEN
Wth an MO. this cl ose?

CULLEN
Try this. Let’s suppose
Patrick Lynch goes off the
rails when he finds out Erin
is boffing Jacob Kedem and
offs her with an awl or
sonet hi ng el se handy fromthe
basenent wor kbench. Then
Mannus Fagan finds out Doreen
i s having a sappho deal with
G enda the deeful in there
and goes ballistic. He reads
about the Lynch killing in the
newspaper and does a copycat.

Al LLEEN
If you re right, denda and
Jacob Kedem may be in danger.

CULLEN
I don’t think so. If our
killer wanted themthey’' d be
dead al ready. Besides, neither
one woul d be any great | o0ss.

Al LLEEN
The only alternative is ...

CULLEN
Yeah. Seanus. The only suspect
t hat knew both victins.

Al LLEEN
And both went to confession
right before they bought it.
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CULLEN
One thing at a tinme. Let’s go
get Tarralyn’s take on the two
killer theory.

INT. J.C.P.D., FORENSICS LAB - DAY

Cullen and Ailleen enter the | ab and approach a white-
snocked POLI CEWOVAN peering into a m croscope.

CULLEN
Where's Tarral yn?

POLI CEWOVAN
Detective Tierney said she had
to do sone off-site research
on the Scarlet Crucifier case.
She said she’'ll be back in
about a half hour.

Cullen turns to Aill een.

CULLEN
Want to try your luck with
t hat peashooter again?

Al LLEEN
You're a glutton for
puni shnent .

CULLEN
Talk is cheap. Loser buys the
Bushm || s.

I NT. TARGET RANGE

Cullen and Ailleen wear sound-suppressors, aimtheir
weapons Wi th both hands, sinultaneously fire six quick
rounds.

They use the pulleys to wheel the targets back to them

Cullen takes his target down. Six big holes all over the
pl ace.

Aill een hands himher target. A tight cluster on the bulls
eye, alnost a single bullet hole.

CULLEN
Jesus.
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Al LLEEN
The |iquor store closes at
ten, slugger

TARRALYN (Q. S.)
Sorry you had to wait.

CULLEN
Me, too.

Tarralyn enters the range. She carries a “Sports Authority”
pl asti c shoppi ng bag.

CULLEN
W have a theory, Tarralyn. W
need your opinion.

TARRALYN
Let’'s hear it.

Al LLEEN
Two killers.

I NT. FORENSI CS LAB

Tarralyn stands in front of a dark X-ray view ng screen.
She faces Cullen and Aill een.

TARRALYN
Good theory, guys, but there’s
not a snowball’s chance that
it's correct.

CULLEN
What nmakes you so sure?

Tarralyn flips on the X-ray view ng backlight.
TWO HUVAN SKULL X- RAYS

The one on the left labeled “LYNCH - FRONT”; the one on
the right: “FAGAN - FRONT”.

Tarralyn points to a straight wound into the skull on each
pi cture.

TARRALYN
You can see where the weapon
entered each brain through the
tenpl e and nmade identically
shaped strai ght wounds.
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CULLEN
So what ? Anybody can buy an
awl in a hardware store. There
probably isn’t a honeowner in
the city that doesn’'t have
one. Hell, 1’ ve got one in ny
basenent .

Al LLEEN
Both Patrick Lynch and Mannus
Fagan own houses, Tarralyn.

TARRALYN
Problemis, it wasn't an aw .
If we ook at it froma
di fferent perspective ...

She renpbves the two X-rays and replaces themw th two new
ones | abeled “LYNCH - TOP” and “FAGAN - TOP".

TARRALYN
It’s not so straight after
all.

The top view shows that the fatal wounds curve toward the
back of the skull.

CULLEN
VWhat the hell | eaves a
footprint like that?

TARRALYN
Good question. Had us stunped
for a while. Then | watched a
show on the Di scovery channel
| ast ni ght about the nost
dangerous sports on earth and
it hit ne.

Tarral yn opens the Sports Authority bag and pulls out
AN | CE AXE

Tarralyn lifts the axe up and down, feels its heft.

TARRALYN
This is a Givel Pamr ice
axe. | got it on loan from The

Sports Authority. Carbon steel
head, teeth half the |l ength of
the curved pick, quite a
weapon if you want it to be.



She | ays the curved head on top of the wound on Erin
Lynch’ s X- Ray.

TARRALYN
Perfect fit.

She noves the head to the Doreen Fagan X-ray.

TARRALYN
On both. Notice that both
wounds curve toward the back
of the skull.

Al LLEEN
They were attacked from
behi nd?

TARRALYN

Never knew what hit them |’'11
bet the blunt end was used to
drive in the crucifixion

st akes.

Aill een takes the ice axe. Feels its weight.
Al LLEEN
Sports Authority? What sport
uses sonet hing so nedi eval ?

Cullen slunps into a chair.

CULLEN
Mount ai n cl i nbi ng.

Al LLEEN
Ch, Cod.

TARRALYN

I’msorry, Cullen. There' s one
nore thing.

CULLEN
VWhat ?

TARRALYN
The wounds aren’t particularly
deep for a weapon like this.

Al LLEEN
A di spassionate nal e, unsure
of what he’s doing.
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Cull en stands, takes a closer |ook at the x-rays. He turns
to Tarralyn and Aill een.

CULLEN
O a fenal e.

I NT. FOLEY HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - DAY

Grania dusts the pictures on the wall. She kisses her
finger and touches the photo of her dead husband in uniform
with Cullen and Seanus.

GRANI A
How are you today, Janes?

She dusts the next photo, Seanus and his late wi fe posing
on the nountaintop. She kisses her finger, touches it.

GRANI A
And how are you, Vivian?

The doorbell rings.
She shuffles to the front door, swings it open.

GRANI A
Cul l en! What a nice surprise.
And Ailleen, too. Cone in,
cone in, I'Il make sone tea.

Cullen and Ailleen enter the room

Al LLEEN
Nice to see you again, Ms.
Fol ey.

She ki sses Grani a on the cheek.
GRANI A

And you too, dear. Are you
keeping Cullen out of trouble?

Al LLEEN

Well, actually ...
CULLEN

This isn't a social call, npm
GRANI A

Gh?



CULLEN
Is Seanus’ and Vivian's
mountain clinbing stuff still
out in the garage?

GRANI A
I don’t know. | guess so.

Cullen and Ailleen cut through the living roomto the
garage door with Grania on their heels.

GRANI A
It’s probably still there.
Seanus hasn’t touched the
nmount ai n cl i nbi ng equi pnent
since Vivian's acci dent.

CULLEN
Ri ght .

They reach the door to the garage. Cullen turns to her.

CULLEN
Wait here, nom

GRANI A
What are you | ooking for
Cul | en?

CULLEN

Just wait here, okay?
He opens the door.
| NT. GARAGE
Cullen closes the door, flips on the light.
Aill een takes his arm points to an old, red wagon.

Al LLEEN
That is so cute. | renenber
the first time | sawit. |
imagined Grania pulling little
Cul | en around town.

Cullen points to a pile of nountaineering gear.
CULLEN

There it is. Let’'s get
start ed.

80.



81.

LATER

Cullen and Ailleen rummuage through ropes, nountain shoes,
pi tons, harnesses.

Al LLEEN
Cul | en!

She holds up an ice axe.
Cullen digs frantically in the area where she found it.

Al LLEEN
What’s wrong? We found it.
Seanus i s i nnocent.

Cull en stops, turns to her.

CULLEN
There were two.

LI VI NG ROOM
Cullen and Ailleen kiss G ania goodbye.

GRANI A
Are you sure you can’'t stay
and visit? I'Il bake sone
fresh cooki es.

CULLEN
Sorry, nom we’ve gotta run

He starts out the door, then stops.

CULLEN
Mom do you think Seanus has
been acting strange |l ately?

GRANI A
No nore than usual, Cullen
(she |1 ooks at the photo on
the wal |)
He still pines for Vivian, |'m
afraid. He |oved her so. And
he carries the guilt for
Janes.

CULLEN
He shoul d.

GRANI A
|’ve forgiven Seanus, Cullen.
I wish you coul d.
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I NT. PCLI CE SEDAN - MOVI NG - DAY
A grimCullen drives. Ailleen in the passenger seat.

Al LLEEN
How sure are you that Seanus
didn’t know Vivian was a
t ease?

CULLEN
Not half as sure as | was a
few m nutes ago.

Al LLEEN
Coul d she have been cheating
on hi n®

CULLEN

It’s possible.

Al LLEEN
And now he’ s taking revenge
agai nst wonen that confess
adul tery? Is that possible?

Cullen drives in silence.

Al LLEEN
Is it possible Vivian's death
wasn’t an accident?

CULLEN
Anyt hi ng’ s possi ble. W’ ve got
to convince Bella to okay the
pl ay.

I NT. BELLA DANCLA' S OFFI CE - DAY

Cullen and Ailleen sit in front of Bella, the buttoned-
down, ivy-league, Jersey City District Attorney.

Al LLEEN
You' re right, ma’am it is al
circunstantial with a | ot of
guesswork. That’s why we want
to put a nove on him

BELLA
How do you feel about this,
Detective Foley? After all, he
i s your brother.
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CULLEN
If he’s guilty, he' |l pay. |
don't care if he' s the pope.

BELLA
gut tells me to get you the
hell off this case --

CULLEN
Pl ease --

Al LLEEN
Wth all due respect, ma’ am
Cull en has worked really hard
on this, and it would take
days to bring a new detective
up to speed.

BELLA
You're willing to be the bait,
MacCGol gan? It coul d be
danger ous.

Ailleen smles at Cullen.

Al LLEEN
My partner will watch ny back
I won't have a thing to worry
about .

BELLA
"’ mnot saying you can and |’ m
not saying you can’t. But | am
telling you two things. First,
the pressure fromthe public
and the nedia to catch the
Scarlet Crucifier has reached
t he boiling point, otherw se
I’d yank your ass off the
case, Foley. Second, if you
two blow this and word gets
out, I'lIl deny we ever had
this conversation

| NT. HALLWAY
Cullen closes the door to Bella's office, turns to Aill een.

CULLEN
Thanks.

Al LLEEN
For what ?
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CULLEN
For sticking up for nme in
t here.

Al LLEEN

That was not hi ng, partner.
(takes Cullen’s hand)

I"d kill for you, Cullen

Don’t you realize that?

Cul |l en ki sses her.

CULLEN
Stay over tonight. 1’11 buy
t he Bushm || s.

Al LLEEN
That’s what |I'’mafraid of,
slugger. |I’ve got to get sone
sleep. W’ Il have a nmjor

cel ebration tonorrow night.
When this is over, okay?

EXT. HARBORSI DE PI ER - N GHT

Ti mothy Lavin staggers through the darkness near the edge
of the water. He swigs froman alnost full liter of cheap
whi skey and nmunbl es to hinself.

TI MOTHY
That cop was all right. Yes
sir.

He takes another swallow Smles.
TI MOTHY

Haven't felt this good in a

long tine.
THE | CE AXE
Crashes into his tenple.
The gl oved hands rip the weapon free and shove Ti nothy off
the edge of the pier. The corpse splashes into the Hudson.
EXT. SWEET KATHLEEN S - NI GHT
@ enda and | ong- bl onde Heat her come out of the Sal oon

A enda | eads Heat her by the hand around the corner of the
bui I di ng.



EXT. ALLEY

@ enda gently pushes Heat her against the wal

behi nd t he

dunpster, strokes her hair and ki sses her neck.

HEATHER
What about that other |ady?
GLENDA
What ot her | ady?
HEATHER
That pol i cewoman. You touched
her hair.
GLENDA

I was just kidding, baby. Just
wanted to watch her squirma
l[ittle. Now, let’s see if

you' re a natural blonde.

d enda unbuttons Heat her’s bl ouse.
Heat her | aughs, nervous.

GLENDA
You' re trenbling.

HEATHER
It’s my first time. Wth a
woman, | nean.

GLENDA

|’ve got a little sonething to
hel p us rel ax.

She pulls a spliff out of her jacket.

GLENDA
This’ Il cal myou down.

She pats her pockets, frowns.

GLENDA
Damm. | left ny Zippo by the
pool table.

HEATHER
[l go get it.

GLENDA

Get us a couple of beers, too,
baby.
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Heat her trots away, out of the alley.

@ enda watches until she’s out of sight, then slinks back
behi nd t he dunpster.

GLENDA
(sotto)
You’ve got a lot to |earn,

little girl.
She shrugs off her |eather jacket.

GLENDA
I’ma great teacher

She pulls off her black Janis Joplin t-shirt. No bra.

GLENDA
Daddy goes first tonight.

She unsnaps her jeans, pulls one side down a bit.
Sans briefs.

A tin can SCRUNCHES at the alley entrance.

G enda smles, |eans against the wall, arches her back
GLENDA
(1 oud)
C non, Heat her. Daddy wants
hi s beer.
Si | ence.
GLENDA
(1 ouder)

Don’t be nervous, Baby. C non,
let’s get the party started.

Not hi ng.
GLENDA
Heat her ?
She sticks the spliff in her nouth, steps away fromthe
wal |, folds her arnms to cover herself, peers around the
dunpster.
GLENDA
Cone out, come out wherever
you are.

From behi nd, a hand reaches around in front of her face.
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A ZI PPO LI GHTER
I gnites.

GLENDA

You little fox. How d you
sneak around behind nme?

(lights the joint)
Let me show you sonet hi ng
m ghty fine.

(pull's down her jeans)
Li ke nmy ass?

She poses with her hands on her hips.

GLENDA
Kiss it, baby. Lick ny crack.

THE | CE AXE
Fl ashes in the streetlight, cracks through G enda s skull
EXT. SWEET KATHLEEN S

Heat her conmes out of the bar with a six back of Bud, trots
around into the alley, goes out of sight.

HEATHER (Q. S.)
G enda? | couldn't find your
lighter --

A crunch cuts her scream short.

EXT. P.J. RUCKER S PARKI NG LOT - DAY

The four-door unmarked sedan the lone car in the |ot.
INT. P.J. RUCKER S - BAR

P.J. fills Cullen’ s glass with Bushm I |s.

P.J.
You want nme to close early?

CULLEN
Yeah. It’s not as if you're
going to | ose any busi ness.

P.J.
Thi s econony’s killing ne.



CULLEN
Lower your prices.
P. J.
Funny.
CULLEN
You regi ster that popgun yet?
P. J.
Hell, no. What’s in it for ne?

Cull en downs the Bushm || s.

CULLEN
Close early and you win ny
undyi ng patronage.

P.J.
That's what | was afraid of.

Cul l en heads for the door, then stops.

CULLEN
Hey, P.J.?

P.J.
Yeah?

CULLEN

You cl ose up and go hone.
There may be trouble out there
tonight. I'll handle it.
Ri ght ?
P. J.
Ri ght .
I NT. AlILLEEN S BEDROOM - DUSK

Ailleen zips up the skirt of an expensive dark business
suit, checks her look in the mrror.

LATER

Ailleen’s face | oaded with heavy makeup, blue eyeliner,
bl ood-red |i pstick.

She picks up a shaggy blond wig, puts it on over her
strai ght black hair.

She adjusts the wig in the mrror.
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I NT. POLI CE SEDAN - MOVI NG - N GHT

Cullen drives. Ailleen in the passenger seat in her blonde
di sgui se. She dons a pair of sungl asses.

CULLEN
Renmenber, P.J. Rucker’s
parking lot. It’s well lit. No
pl ace to hide. Should be enpty

t oni ght .
Al l een funbl es through her purse.

CULLEN
You' re awfully quiet. Nervous?

Al LLEEN
Aren’t you?

She pulls out the pack of Virginia Slinms, punches the in-
dash cigarette lighter.

CULLEN
Where' s the Zi ppo?

Al LLEEN
Don’t know. Haven't seen it
for a couple of days.

CULLEN
Rel ax. He’s not going to
recogni ze you. | barely did.
Al LLEEN

| just hope | don't blowit.

The |ighter pops up. She sticks a cig into her nouth and
[ights it.

CULLEN
You never wanted to be an
actress when you were grow ng

up?
Al LLEEN
(bl ows a snoke ring)
Hell, no. | was an elf in the

ei ghth grade Christmas play. |
couldn’t sleep or eat for
t hree days before the show.



CULLEN
"1l bet you were a star.

Al LLEEN
I stunk.

Cul l en hol ds her hand, squeezes it.

CULLEN

Can you keep a secret?
Al LLEEN

From your lips to God’ s ear.
CULLEN

Same thing happened to ne.
Al LLEEN

Get out.
CULLEN

St. Aloysius H gh. Senior
year. W were doing
Shakespeare’ s Julius Caesar.

Al LLEEN
What part did you play?

CULLEN
Marc Antony. | nade it as far
as “Friends, Romans,
countrynmen” before | barfed
all over the stage.

Al LLEEN
You made that up.

CULLEN
Ask G ani a.

Al LLEEN
| just mght do that.

CULLEN
W'l do fine tonight,
Part ner.

INT. ST. JUDE'S - N GHT
Seanus kneels in prayer before the statue of the Bl essed

Virgin. He sags. Lays his head on the marble foot of the
massi ve st atue.



Si ster Robert shuffles by, stops, lays a hand on Seanus’

shoul der.

SI STER ROBERT
Can | get you sonething,
Fat her Seanus?

Seanus lifts his head.

SEAMUS
No, thank you, Sister Robert.

S| STER ROBERT
A spot of tea mght do nicely
bef ore conf essi ons comence. A
little solace before all those
sins wei gh heavy on your
heart.

SEAMUS
I"mfine.

Si ster Robert touches the bags under his eyes.

SI STER ROBERT
You need to get sone sl|eep.

SEAMUS
I know.

S| STER ROBERT
Be wel |, Father Seanus.

Si ster Robert shuffles off.
Seanus rests his forehead back down on the cool

MOMVENTS LATER
Fat her Hugh kneels down next to him
FATHER HUGH
I"11 handl e confession
t oni ght, Seanus.

Seanus jerks up

SEAMUS
["mall right.

FATHER HUGH
You're far fromit, |I'm

af rai d.

mar bl e.
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FATHER HUGH( cont ' d)
I don’t know what kind of
trouble you're in, son, but
I"mhere for you if you ever
want to confide in ne.

SEAMUS
| can’t, Father.

Fat her Hugh gets up, lays a hand on Seanus’

LATER -

Seanus rubs his eyes,

FATHER HUGH
Let ne do confession. You go
get sonme sl eep.

SEAMUS
| can handle it, Father. [I’1]
feel better if I can help just
one pari shioner tonight.

FATHER HUGH
If you need nme, you know how
to find ne.

SEAMUS
I'"d hate to disturb Sister
Robert’s nedi tation.

CONFESSI ONAL, PRI EST' S SI DE

prayer book.

CHURCH

Al |l een,

She approaches the confessional,

i n her makeup,
down the aisle between the pews,

side and cl oses the door.

I NT. CONFESSI ONAL - PRI EST' S SI DE

Seanus stuffs the prayer book into his inside cassock

pocket .

He slides the screen open, blesses the air.

SEAMUS
In nomne Patris et Filii et
Spiritus Sancti .

bl onde wi g and sungl asses,
hi - heel s cli cking.

shoul der.

reads fromthe thick pocket-sized

wal ks
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PARI SH ONER S SI DE
Al | | een, nervous.

Al LLEEN
Bl ess ne, Father, for | have
si nned.

CHURCH
Cull en wal ks in. Heads up the aisle.

Al LLEEN (V. Q)
It has been two weeks since ny
| ast conf essi on.

SEAMUS (V. Q)
Are you new in the parish?

Al LLEEN (V. Q)
Yes, | am

SEAMUS (V. Q)
I am here to hel p you make
your peace with God. Nothing
nore, nothing | ess. Please,
conti nue. Take your tine.

Cull en picks a spot behind a fluted colum near the
confessional. He sits down and waits.

CONFESSI ONAL
Aill een backs away fromthe screen, into the shadows.
Al LLEEN
I have committed adultery,
Fat her .

| NTERCUT: SEAMUS AND Al LLEEN

SEAMUS
How | ong has this been going
on?

Al LLEEN
One week. It’s over. | ended
it. 1"mso sorry.

SEAMUS

Does your husband know?
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| NT. BASEMENT - WORKBENCH
The reel -to-reel spins next to the netal spikes.

Al LLEEN (V. Q)
Yes. | confessed everything to
him Now | want to nake ny
peace wi th Cod.

Next to the netal spikes, Erin Lynch’s photo |I.D., Doreen
Fagan’ s pocketbook with the crucifix clasp, denda
O Gorman’s black t-shirt, and the bl ood-stained ice axe.

SEAMUS (V. Q)
The affair has ended?

Al LLEEN (V. Q)
Yes.

CONFESSI ONAL

Seanus | eans close to the screen.

SEAMUS
Ego te absol vo a peccatis tuis
in nomne Patri et Filii et

Spiritus Sancti. Say five Hai
Mary’'s. Go in peace.

Al LLEEN
(weepi ng)
| feel | nust do sonething
nore, Father. | have sinned so
greviously.
SEAMUS

It often helps to pray at the
scene of the transgression.

Al LLEEN
P.J. Rucker’s. Thank you,
Fat her
SEAMUS
You had intercourse there?
Al LLEEN
Yes. In the parking lot. In

his car.
CHURCH

Cull en peers around the colum at the confessional.



The pari shioner-si de door opens.

Aill een steps out, wal ks down the aisle.

Cullen gets up to follow her
THE PRI EST- SI DE DOOR OPENS

Seamus peers out.

Cul |l en di ves back behind the cover

of the col um.
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Seanmus studies Ailleen’s shapely formexiting the church.

BLACK AND WHI TE VI DEO

Aill een wal ks down the stone steps of St. Jude’s.

EXT. POLI CE SEDAN, PARKED - N GHT

Aill een, alone, in the passenger seat.

She wi pes sweat from her brow with a trenbling hand.

Cullen junps into the car on the driver’s side.

CULLEN
You okay?
Al LLEEN
I think so.
CULLEN
P.J. Rucker’s?
Al LLEEN
Yeah, |ike we planned. But |

don’t think he’s gonna show.

Cullen starts the car, looks Ailleen in the eyes.

CULLEN
He wat ched you.

Al LLEEN
What ?

CULLEN

He wat ched you wal k out.

He

wanted to know what you | ook

l'ike.



Al LLEEN
Oh ny Cod.

DI SPATCHER ( RADI O)
Fol ey? MacCol gan? You there?

Cul l en grabs the dashboard m ke

CULLEN
Fol ey here.

DI SPATCHER
Two bodi es found. Scarl et
Crucifier MO Near Sweet
Kat hl een’s. d enda O Gor nan
and an unidentified second
victim

CULLEN
Jesus. Look, we’'re on our way
to the stake out. Send
Tarralyn down to the scene,
okay?

DI SPATCHER
Roger .

Cul I en hangs up the m ke.

CULLEN
If Seanus is our man, why
woul d he whack a coupl e of
dykes down at Sweet
Kat hl een’ s?

Al LLEEN

Coul d be a copy-cat or
CULLEN

O what ?
Al LLEEN

d enda O Gorman was narri ed.
CULLEN

So?
Al LLEEN

So, technically, d enda
O Gorman was an unfaithfu
wife.
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CULLEN
Holy shit.

Cullen starts the car and speeds away.

EXT. FOLEY HOUSE - NI GHT
Seanus’ bl ack DeVille parked out front.

Seanus in his priest’s cassock knocks on the front door. It
opens. Pleasant surprise on Gania s face.

GRANI A
Seanus! What a nice surprise.

SEAMUS
I"’mkind of in a hurry, Mom

He shoves his way past Grania into the house.
I NT. LIVING ROOM

Grania trots to keep up with Seanus’ strides.

GRANI A
Where are you goi ng?
SEAMUS
Gar age.
GRANI A

Wiy is ny garage so popul ar
all of a sudden?

Seanus stops short and turns.

SEAMUS
Popul ar ?

GRANI A
Cullen and Ailleen were
rummagi ng out there the other
day.

Seanmus frowns, then rushes to the garage door.

GRANI A
Seanus?
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EXT. P.J. RUCKER S PARKI NG LOT - NI GHT

Aill een’s high heels click on the steam ng pavenent as she
wal ks away fromthe police sedan to a deserted corner of
the brightly-lit, rain-slicked asphalt.

She kneel s down and bows her head in prayer.

MOMVENTS LATER

THE BLACK DEVI LLE

Rolls in. Silent. Headlights out.
The Cadill ac stops behind Ailleen.

SEAMUS
Gets out of the car. He still wears his priest’s cassock.
He hi des behind the car and watches Ailleen pray.
THE | CE AXE
Clutched in his hand.
EXT. STREET
The unmar ked sedan parked in the shadows.
I NT. UNMARKED SEDAN
Cul l en watches Seanus stalk Aill een.
CULLEN
(sotto)
Son of a bitch.

He unhol sters the .357 and checks the ammo. Full | oad.

He quietly opens the car door and steps out, |eaves the
door open.

EXT. PARKI NG LOT

Al l een kneel s and prays.
Seanus clutches the ice axe, hides behind the Cadill ac.

Cul | en approaches Seamus from behi nd.
He ainms the .357 with both hands.

CULLEN
Drop the axe, Seanus.
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Seanus whirls.

SEAMUS
Cul l en? What the --

CULLEN
Drop it!

Seanus lets the ice axe fall. It clatters to the pavenent.

SEAMUS
It’s not what you --

CULLEN
Shut up.

He pul | s handcuffs out of his pocket.

CULLEN

Turn around.
(to Ailleen)
Cover nme, partner.

Ailleen rises to her feet, draws her ock 9mm ains it at
Seanus.

Al LLEEN
Don't bother with the cuffs.

SEAMUS
Ailleen? It’s you? | cane here
to protect her, Cullen.

CULLEN
Yeah, right. Wth an ice axe.

SEAMUS
It was the only weapon | coul d
think of. | stopped at nmom s
to get it.

Cull en cuffs Seanus, spins himaround to face him

CULLEN
Tell ne something, little
brot her. Was Vivian cheating
on you? Did you kill her?
SEAMUS

She was having an affair. She
told me about it. She was on

her way honme that night after
breaking it off.
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SEAMUS( cont ' d)

| didnt kill Vivian. | |oved
her. It was an acci dent.

CULLEN
Yeah? An affair? Wth who?

SEAMUS
He was an exotic car nechanic
from New York. She used to
take the Corvette there. The
Bronx, | think. | never found
out his nane.

On Cullen's face, confusion turns into realization. He
slowly turns to Ailleen.

CULLEN
Kevi n MacGol gan?

Al || een steadi es her aimat Seanus.

Al LLEEN
Your dear, sweet Vivian was
not hi ng but a whore, Seanus.

CULLEN
Aill een?

TARRALYN
(fromthe police sedan
radi o)
Fol ey? You there?

Al LLEEN
Not hi ng but a sl ut.

TARRALYN ( RADI O)
Li eutenant G Il espie got back
to ne. There were three
nmurders in Manhattan a coupl e
of years ago. Sane M O
Cruci fi xi ons.

CULLEN
G ve ne the gun, Ailleen.

Al LLEEN
It was no accident, Seanus. |
fucked with Vivian's brakes
whi |l e she was having the | ast
fuck of her life with ny
husband. Now they’ re both
pushi ng wor ns.



TARRALYN ( RADI O)
They never nade an arrest.

Al LLEEN
This is just too perfect,
Seanus. | can't believe you

were stupid enough to go to
t he garage and bring the other
i ce axe.

TARRALYN ( RADI O)
Fol ey? Where the hell are you?
You' re supposed to be on the
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st akeout .
Cull en ains his weapon at Ailleen.
Aill een mai ntains her bead on Seanus.
CULLEN
Easy, partner. W're going to
get you sone --
P.J. (O S.)
Drop it!
P.J. comes out of the shadows, his little .22 pointed at
Al l een.

CULLEN
P.J.! Get back.

Al LLEEN
Is he a friend, |ove?

P.J.
| could ve been a detective,
Cull en. A good one. Just like
your dad.

CULLEN
P.J., No!

P.J.
| could ve been inportant.
(cocks the .22)
Drop the gun, bitch!

Al LLEEN
(1 aughs)
Bitch, is it?

In a heartbeat she whirls, fires, whirls back to Seanus.
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A bul | et dead-center between P.J.’ s eyes.

P.J. gets off a shot into the inky sky as he crunples to
t he parking | ot asphalt.

Al LLEEN
(to Cullen)
Hel p? You're all the help |
need, slugger. | think I’'ve

t hi nned the ranks of the

whori ng bitches enough so you
won’'t be tenpted after we're
married. We're going to be so

happy.

CULLEN
kay, sure, sure we are. Just
gi ve nme the weapon.

Al LLEEN
| set you up for the fall
Seanus. Wat happened?
Couldn’t satisfy that slut so
she went after ny Kevin?

SEAMUS
Listen to Cullen, Ailleen.
Murder is a nortal sin.

Al LLEEN
So is adultery.

A SIREN wails in the background, grows | ouder.

Al LLEEN
Besi des, this isn't nurder
Fat her .
(cocks the weapon)
This is justice.

CULLEN
Drop the gun!

Al LLEEN
Fi ni shed prayi ng, Seanus?

She and Cullen fire sinultaneously.

I NT. HOSPI TAL CORRI DOR

G ani a races down the hallway.



HCOSPI TAL ROOM
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Seanus lies in the bed, unconscious, his chest heavily
bandaged. He slowy cones to.

He sees Cullen adjusting his I.V.

Seanus strains forward, grabs Cullen’'s shirt,

cl ose.

SEAMUS
You bastard. You thought it
was ne.

CULLEN
You were a cop once. \What
woul d you have thought ?

SEAMUS
Yeah, | was a cop. Don’t you
know | live with the guilt of

dad’ s death every m nute of
every day?

CULLEN
Momis coming. Let’s pretend to
be civil.

SEAMUS
Sur e.

Seanus sl unps back down agai nst the pill ow

SEAMUS
P.J.?

Cul | en shakes hi s head.

SEAMUS
Aill een?

Cul l en shakes his head again.

CULLEN
She was the best marksman |
ever saw. Wen she got that
shot off, | thought you were
finished for sure. But

He picks up the thick pocket-sized prayer book,
dried blood, fromthe table next to the bed.

pul I's him

caked with
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A BULLET HOLE

Through the center of the book, the 9mm slug protrudes from
t he back.

GRANI A
Rushes into the room

GRANI A
Seanus! Oh ny God.

She sits on the bed, hugs Seanmus. She sobs.

CULLEN
He’s going to be fine.

SEAMUS
Cullen and | are going to be
fine, too, nom

Grania gathers Cullen in, hugs them both. Sobs.

GRANI A
This is the happi est day of ny
life.

I NT. AILLEEN S BEDROOM - DAY

Cull en wears his JCPD badge on his shirt. He walks to a
vi deo recorder set up on a tripod by the bedroom w ndow.

CULLEN
(sotto)
Son of a bitch.

Through the bedroom wi ndow - St. Jude’s across the street.
Tarralyn enters the room

CULLEN
Look at this. She taped her
victinms as they left church.

TARRALYN
Wait until you see what’s in
t he basenent.
| NT. BASEMENT

A UNI FORMVED COP with | atex gl oves deposits the ice axe into
a large, plastic evidence bag.
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Cullen and Tarralyn enter the room

TARRALYN
There’s dried blood all over
t he pick end.
CULLEN
She didn’t even bother to w pe
it off.
TARRALYN

In her denented state she
probably thought there was no
way in hell you d side with
Seanus agai nst her. Quess
nobody ever told her blood is
t hi cker.

CULLEN
@iess not.

TARRALYN
Get a |l oad of this.

She |l eads Cullen over to the reel-to-reel tape recorder on
t he wor kbench. Tarral yn punches PLAY.

DOREEN (V. Q.)
Yes. | have confessed to him
and begged forgiveness. Now
seek to nmake ny peace with
God.

SEAMUS (V. Q)
Does your lover’'s wfe know?

DOREEN (V. Q)

You nean her husband. | don’t
know, Father. | don’t think
SO.

Tarral yn punches STOP.

CULLEN
My God. | thought | was
falling in love with her.

Tarral yn hugs Cul |l en.

TARRALYN
Let’s go nmake a visit.
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I NT. ST. JUDE S CHURCH - CONFESSI ONAL - DAY

Fat her Hugh and Sister Robert watch through the open
conf essi onal door as Cullen and Tarralyn scan the
pari shioner side with vibrating bug detectors.

CULLEN
Bi ngo.

He reaches under the seat and pulls out
A LI STENI NG DEVI CE
About the size of a standard beeper.

SI STER ROBERT

My goodness.
FATHER HUGH
VWhat is it?

Cullen and Tarralyn study the el ectronic bug.

TARRALYN
Fromyour lips ...

CULLEN
to God’'s ear.

EXT. HARBORSI DE PI ER - DAY

Cullen and Tarralyn study the HOMVELESS |ying on the wooden
pl anks in the sun. Cullen holds a hardcover book.

TARRALYN
Maybe he’s sleeping it off.

CULLEN
Too early. Sonething’ s
happened to him

TARRALYN
W' ve got to go, Cullen. W
don't want to be | ate.

CULLEN
Got a sticky note?

Tarral yn rummages t hrough her purse, produces a pad of
yel | ow not es.
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Cull en sticks one on the cover of the book
THE 12 STEPS: A WAY OUT
He pulls a pen out of his pocket and wites -

TI MOTHY:
YOU WERE RI GHT ABOUT THE TWO WOMEN. TRY THI'S. | T WORKS.
YOUR FRI END, DET. FOLEY

He | ays the book on a wooden slab near the water’s edge.

CULLEN
| hope he finds it.

I NT. FOLEY HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Grania stands in front of the photo of her unifornmed
husband and two sons.

GRANI A
They’ re brothers again, Janes.
Today’ s renenbrance was very
beauti ful .

She ki sses her finger, touches the photo.
GRANI A
Cull en and Seanus gave the
benedi cti on toget her.
She stops at the next photo, touches it.

GRANI A
Seanus is fine, Vivian.

She pads away into the
KI TCHEN

Wiere she picks up a tray of frosted gl asses and a pitcher
of iced tea and carries it out into the

EXT. BACKYARD - DUSK

Tables with the remmants of a | arge barbecue gathering lie
enpty except for one

TABLE

Cccupied by Cullen, Tarralyn, and Seanus in his priest’s
coll ar.



G ania sets the tray down.

GRANI A
Six years, and | still mss
hi m ever yday.

CULLEN
W all do, Mom

She fills everyone’s glass with iced tea.

SEAMUS
(to Cullen)
You sure you can handl e that
stuff?

CULLEN

(smles)
You' re funny.

G ani a rai ses her gl ass.

GRANI A
To famly

CULLEN AND SEAMUS
To famly

The three clink gl asses.
Tarral yn clinks Seanus’ gl ass.

TARRALYN
And friends.

SEAMUS
And friends.
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FADE OUT.



