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EXT. CHICAGO SKYLINE -- EARLY MORNING

The serene Chicago skyline, barely visible in the early
morning light.

EXT. ALLEY -- DAY

A dank alley flanked by brick buildings. A large blue
dumpster squats next to a set of metal stairs.

Suddenly, a body drops from the sky, bouncing off the
dumpster before falling to the ground.

ON LUKE, a man in his late 20s, wearing blue jeans, a white
t-shirt and a tan jacket, lies lifeless on the ground. His
eyes suddenly shoot open, and he sucks in a deep breath. He
rolls onto his stomach, still gasping, and slowly rises to
his feet, wincing in pain.

He grips his head as VOICES, whispering at first but growing
louder, create a cacophony inside his head. Just as the
noise reaches a crescendo, it stops. The sound of the city
fades in and Luke stumbles from the alley, still woozy.

EXT. CITY STREET--DAY

A busy street in downtown Chicago.

Luke navigates the sea of pedestrian traffic, bouncing off
of people left and right. He stumbles over to a map by the
subway station entrance and runs his fingers over the
colorful drawing.

The Voices begin to rise in volume and Luke grabs his head,
leaning on the map.

ON A TEENAGE GIRL texting on her phone and walking toward
Luke. As she gets closer, he HEARS HER THOUGHTS more
distinctly than the other voices.

TEENAGE GIRL (V.O.)
Oh my God, I cannot believe he said
that to her. What an ass. Shit, is
"a lot" one word or two?

Luke, still in pain, responds without looking up.

LUKE
It’s two.

(CONTINUED)
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TEENAGE GIRL
(surprised)

What?

LUKE
What?

TEENAGE GIRL
You said something.

LUKE
Did I?

TEENAGE GIRL
Yeah, I think you said "It’s two."

LUKE
...No, I didn’t.

They share an awkward pause. The girl smiles and lets out a
slight chuckle.

TEENAGE GIRL
OK. I guess...have a nice day?

The girl turns around and walks away. Luke HEARS her
thoughts in his head again.

TEENAGE GIRL (V.O.)
That was kinda weird. He was cute
though. Anyway, I’m pretty sure
it’s two words...

Luke watches her walk away, her voice fading into the
general noise.

LUKE
Oops.

The sound of a subway car roaring underneath the streets
draws Luke’s attention to the ground. He coughs violently,
spraying blood into his hand as he moves to cover his mouth.
A few drops seep through his fingers, and land on the
concrete. He stares at the blood on the ground.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Such fragile things.

CUT TO:
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INT. THE FOX AND HOUND PUB

DESMOND COLE, a tall and imposing man in his 40s clad in all
black, sits at the bar. He stares at a woman’s wedding ring
next to a large tumbler of scotch and a cell phone. His eyes
are vacant and he is so lost in his own thoughts that he is
oblivious to the tavern’s other patrons.

Desmond’s cell phone rings. His eyes slowly move to the
phone. It rings again and again.

PATRICK (O.S.)
Are you going get that, boy?

Desmond turns his attention to PATRICK O’CONNOR, the
pleasant 74 year old bar owner. Patrick is a small Irishman
with a thick accent and thicker glasses.

Desmond does not respond and his phone stops ringing.
Patrick smiles.

PATRICK (CONT’D)
Problems very rarely sort
themselves out, lad.

Patrick goes back to cleaning glasses behind the bar as
Desmond’s attention wanders back to the wedding ring. He
picks up his scotch and drinks.

A table crashes to the ground.

ROBBY (O.S.)
What the hell is that supposed to
mean?!

Desmond keeps his eyes fixed on the ring, but can hear what
is transpiring over his right shoulder. ROBBY, a youth of
ill repute, has flipped over a table and smacked a serving
tray from the hands of DELILA, a pretty red haired waitress.
Robby moves toward her aggressively, as his friend, WAYNE,
sits in a chair drinking his beer and laughing. In the same
accent as her grandfather, Delila responds.

DELILA
It means: Piss off, wanker.

WAYNE
Think that means she ain’t
interested.

ROBBY
Speak "American" you stupid mick.

(CONTINUED)
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DELILA
That’s not a language, you tosser.

Robby grabs Delila’s arm violently.

PATRICK
OI! Settle down, boy.

Robby shoves Delila to the ground, pulls out a silver
revolver and steps toward the old man.

ROBBY
You got something to say, Gramps?

Patrick frowns at the gun.

PATRICK
That’s not necessary.

ROBBY
I’ll decide what’s necessary!

Desmond puts down his glass and lets out a low growl. Robby
hears him and shifts his attention and his gun, toward
Desmond.

ROBBY (CONT’D)
You want some too?

Desmond picks the ring up off the bar, and casually puts it
in his pocket. He looks at Robby, still emotionless.
Fearless. Robby is enraged. He takes a step toward Desmond.

ROBBY (CONT’D)
Hey!

Robby takes another step.

ROBBY (CONT’D)
I’m talkin’ at y--

Desmond moves with blinding speed. In one sweeping motion,
Desmond grabs the gun and twists, breaking Robby’s wrist,
turns the arm, dislocating the shoulder and slams Robby’s
face into the bar, shattering a few of Robby’s teeth and
instantly liberating him of consciousness. Desmond looks at
the gun in his right hand as Robby collapses to the ground.
He snaps the cylinder open, dumping the shells to the floor.

Wayne shatters his beer bottle against the wall and charges
at Desmond with the broken end. Desmond smacks Wayne’s arm
with the gun butt, easily disarming him, and instantly
brings the gun back across Wayne’s face, sending blood
rocketing from his mouth. Wayne staggers but does not fall.

(CONTINUED)
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Desmond tosses the empty gun to Patrick. Wayne recovers,
attacking this time with a right hook. Desmond catches the
fist with his left hand, and unleashes a monstrous right of
his own. Before Wayne can crumple down to the ground,
Desmond catches him by the shirt collar. Desmond’s eyes fill
with emotion for the first time: rage.

Desmond’s phone rings. He looks at the phone, then at
Wayne’s blood soaked face. Desmond tosses Wayne to the
floor.

Desmond answers his phone.

DESMOND
Yeah?

(beat)
I’m on my way.

Desmond hangs up and helps Delila to her feet.

DESMOND (CONT’D)
(to Patrick)

When the cops come--

PATRICK
Don’t worry about the coppers, I
doubt these boys are going to
remember anything.

Desmond looks at the security cameras.

PATRICK (CONT’D)
They’re just for show. Thank you.

Desmond nods and walks out the front door, into the light of
day.

INT. PUBLIC LIBRARY COMPUTER BAY

A massive, ultra-modern library. A wall of windows allows
sunlight to flood the interior, illuminating every corner of
the building for the few people inside of it.

A row of unused computers sit, humming quietly.

Luke sits down at one, and stares at the machine with a
bemused expression. He touches the mouse lightly, watching
the pointer move across the screen. He gently runs his
fingers across the keyboard. He considers for a moment, then
begins his search. He studies the screen intently until he
finds what he is looking for.

(CONTINUED)
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LUKE
There you are.

CUT TO:

INT. DARK HALLWAY

The hallway of a restaurant, between the kitchen and dining
area. Desmond walks with a purpose down the hall, now
dressed in the black shirt and white collar of a priest.
Behind him, struggling to keep up, is a teenage BUSBOY.

DESMOND
Where is he?

BUSBOY
Back in the kitchen. He hasn’t
moved since he saw it. I’m not
really sure what to do.

Desmond pushes open a set of double doors and the pair
enter...

INT. KITCHEN

...the brightly lit kitchen. Pots and pans hang on the wall,
and a pot of water boils on the stove. HENRY, an old Italian
chef, stares steadfast at SOMETHING on the table. He grips a
seven-inch carving knife so tight his knuckles are white.

DESMOND
Is that him?

BUSBOY
That would be Henry.

DESMOND
Wait here.

Desmond cautiously walks up to Henry, keeping his distance
from the knife in Henry’s hand.

Henry stares at the table, his eyes wide and wild.

DESMOND
So...what’s going on, Henry?

HENRY
It’s...it’s beautiful, isn’t it?
It’s our Lord. He’s returned. He’s
returned.

(CONTINUED)
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Henry continues to chant to himself.

DESMOND
Why don’t you put the knife down,
Henry? Then we can talk about our
Lord and His impending return.

HENRY
(looks up, excited)

YES! Our Lord, He’s returned. You
see Him too, don’t you?

DESMOND
Sure.

Henry looks back at the table and beams.

HENRY
Isn’t He beautiful?

DESMOND
...So beautiful. Did you hear that,
Henry?

Henry looks up at Desmond and shakes his head.

DESMOND (CONT’D)
He wants you to put the knife down,
Henry. I think you should listen.

HENRY
(confused)

I didn’t hear Him say anything.

DESMOND
Trust me, Henry, He said it. Would
I lie to you? Would a priest lie to
you?

Henry shakes his head and puts the knife down. Desmond
quickly slides the knife away, breathing a sigh of relief.

DESMOND (CONT’D)
Attaboy. OK then, why don’t you
show me this little miracle of
yours.

HENRY
What do you mean, father? He’s
right in front of you. You said you
saw Him.

(CONTINUED)
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Desmond looks down at the table for the first time. He looks
up at Henry and back down, his frustration quickly building.
He turns to the Busboy.

DESMOND
Are you serious?

BUSBOY
(shrugs)

I don’t--

Desmond picks up the item, revealing it for the first time:
a piece of toast, the scorch marks in the center vaguely
resemble an abstract face.

DESMOND
It’s toast!

Henry continues to look on with adoration.

DESMOND (CONT’D)
It’s--oh, you have got to be
kidding me.

Desmond takes a large bite out of the toast and walks away.

HENRY
(dumbfounded)

You...you just ate--

Desmond continues to walk away, not bothering to look back.

DESMOND
Yep. Bread of my flesh and wine
from my blood. It was delicious.

HENRY
You heathen!

Desmond pushes open the double doors.

DESMOND
Yeah, yeah.

INT. FATHER MAXWELL’S OFFICE/INT. DESMOND’S TRUCK

A warm and friendly office in an old church. Dusty
leather-bound books fill the shelves. Beautiful paintings of
religious figures adorn the walls.

FATHER MAXWELL, an older gentleman and head of Desmond’s
parish, is holding a TRINKET with both hands, a .30 caliber

(CONTINUED)
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round with a dimple in the firing pin, as he walks around
his office. A series of framed photos on the wall depict a
younger Maxwell in various locations: France, Africa and
finally as a soldier in Serbia

MAXWELL
Ate it?

Maxwell turns slightly, revealing the bluetooth headset
hooked on his ear.

INSIDE DESMOND’S TRUCK, Desmond holds his cell to his ear.

INTER CUT AS NEEDED

DESMOND
Yep.

MAXWELL
Well, that was very enlightened,
Desmond.

DESMOND
I thought so. It was just a bite, I
left the important bits.

MAXWELL
I’m sure he appreciated your
restraint.

DESMOND
I--

MAXWELL
No doubt you have a fantastic
rationalization, Desmond. One that
I am so looking forward to, but I
think I would like to hear it in
person. Some of the experience may
be lost over the phone.

DESMOND
Yes, sir.

MAXWELL
Oh, and Desmond? Make sure it’s a
doozy. I mean, I really want to be
wowed!
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EXT. CHICAGO CITY STREET/DROGBA’S BAR -- DAY

Luke walks with purpose as he moves through a crowded street
in downtown Chicago.

He stops outside of a building that looks almost abandoned
and examines it. Weeds and moss grow out of the cracks in
the brick, the double door entry is made of heavy steel and
look as unwelcoming as the blacked out windows. The building
has no signs nor numbers to note its street address, and
sits sandwiched between two newer-looking concrete
buildings.

Luke knocks on the door forcefully, and awaits a response. A
voice bellows from behind the door.

MAURICE (O.S.)
We’re closed, go away.

Luke takes a step back and delivers a mighty kick to the
door, rattling both doors and the threshold within which
they sit. He again waits for a response.

A series of locks on the other side of the door disengage,
and the door begins to open inward. MAURICE, a mountain of a
man wearing a black suit and an earpiece appears in the
doorway, more than slightly irritated.

MAURICE
You deaf? I said we’re--

Maurice makes eye contact with Luke and stops talking
mid-sentence.

LUKE
I need to speak to Drogba.

Maurice is taken aback by the presence of the much smaller
man and stands silent for a moment.

MAURICE
There ain’t no "Drogba" here.

Maurice begins to close the door, but Luke stops it with his
hand.

LUKE
Now would really be better than
later.

Maurice begins to say something, but stops when he hears a
voice come from his earpiece. He responds to it by speaking
into the mic hidden in his left sleeve.

(CONTINUED)
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MAURICE
Yes sir.

(to Luke)
Right this way.

INT. DROGBA’S BAR

Maurice leads Luke through a short dark hallway towards a
black curtain. He holds the curtain open for Luke, revealing
the extravagant interior of an underground night club, a
sharp contrast to the dilapidated exterior. Excessive
elegance aside, the establishment is almost entirely empty,
with the exception of Luke, Maurice and two very attractive
female BARTENDERS preparing for their later shifts.

Maurice and Luke make their way through the bar area and
past the VIP section, into the very back, stopping at a
massive set of double doors, draped in red velvet. Maurice
opens the door and gestures for Luke to enter.

INT. DROGBA’S BAR OFFICE.

The interior of the office matches that of the bar. A giant
oak desk sits by the far wall facing the door, and the near
wall has four TVs mounted on it, all of them streaming a
live security feed. Luke enters, the door shutting quietly
behind him.

DROGBA, an imposing African man in his early 40s, stands
from the chair behind his desk, wearing a dark purple suit
and a smile. His head is shaven, with skin as black as night
and teeth white like ivory. He speaks with an African
accent, but not enough to determine his place of origin.

DROGBA
High-definition cameras feeding
four OLED televisions, and still, I
almost did not recognize you!

The two embrace.

DROGBA (CONT’D)
Though to be fair, the last time I
saw you, you looked completely
different.

Drogba looks Luke up and down.

DROGBA (CONT’D)
I like the outfit, very interesting
selection.

(CONTINUED)
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LUKE
You’re judging my appearance? I
didn’t even know they made suits in
that color. Was it the only one
they had in your size?

DROGBA
(chuckles)

I am glad to see the years have not
taken your sense of humor.

Drogba stares off.

DROGBA (CONT’D)
"Years." I suppose it has been a
bit longer than that, has it not?

(looks back at Luke)
Which begs the question, what are
you doing here, so far from home?

LUKE
Looking for a book.

DROGBA
Did you try the library?

LUKE
They didn’t have it.

DROGBA
And you think I do?

LUKE
No. But I’m hoping you know where
it is, considering you knew the man
who wrote it.

DROGBA
I have known many men.

LUKE
Ivan Venga.

Drogba stops in his tracks.

DROGBA
You are looking for "The
Harbinger."

LUKE
Yeah, that’s what he called it.

(CONTINUED)
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DROGBA
That is not a book, strictly
speaking, it is a journal.

LUKE
Book, journal, pamphlet; it doesn’t
really matter what you call it. It
has information that I need.

DROGBA
Information? It is theoretical at
best. It could just as easily be
the scribbles of a madman.

LUKE
You know what’s coming, Drogba.
Theoretical is enough.

DROGBA
What makes you so sure?

LUKE
Because it has to be. I’m not
asking you to help, I just need you
to point me in a direction.

DROGBA
If you do this, and you fail--

LUKE
I know, better than anyone, what
happens if I fail.

Drogba thinks quietly for a moment, and lets out a sigh.

DROGBA
There is a store on the corner of
3rd and Market called "Blue
Heaven." The girl that runs it is a
tinkerer--

LUKE
Tinkerer?

DROGBA
She...tinkers. I do not know, she
is very good with machines. She
collects books, any kind. Refuses
to throw them away. I doubt she
knows what it is, but she has it.
Or, at least, that is who I gave it
to.

Drogba smiles.

(CONTINUED)
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LUKE
Thank you.

Luke walks toward the door, and just as he is about to push
it open he hears Drogba’s voice and stops.

DROGBA
They will be coming for you soon.

LUKE
More than likely, they’re already
here.

CUT TO:

EXT. BUILDING ROOF TOP -- DAY

The roof of the building adjacent to the alley where Luke
fell. ERIK, a malevolent Hunter dressed in all black, stares
down at the spot where Luke’s body once landed. He is calm
but bears an aura of psychosis.

He closes his eyes and inhales deeply. He looks towards the
street and smiles, his vibrant blue eyes almost glowing.

INT. FATHER MAXWELL’S OFFICE -- DAY

Desmond sits in a rigid wooden chair opposite Father
Maxwell. His shirt is unbuttoned and he holds the collar in
his hands. Maxwell leans on the edge of his desk, staring at
the younger man with a smile. The silence continues for a
moment, the tension building.

DESMOND
OK, fine. I’m sorry!

Maxwell doesn’t respond, he simply puts his lucky bullet
down on the desk and looks back at Desmond.

DESMOND (CONT’D)
It was TOAST!

MAXWELL
So I’ve heard.

DESMOND
Slightly burnt bread, Max!

MAXWELL
Thank you for the clarification,
Desmond, but I know what toast is.

(CONTINUED)
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Desmond exhales completely and sits back in his chair.

DESMOND
I’m tired, Max. If you’re going to
hit me with a lecture, just get it
over with. I’ve got nothing else
for you.

MAXWELL
Do you know why I gave you this
job, Desmond?

DESMOND
Oh God, not this one. Any lecture
but this one.

MAXWELL
(smiles)

Too late.

DESMOND
You want me to investigate
"miracles" in the misguided hope
that I might find God again.

MAXWELL
Misguided? That seems harsh.

DESMOND
Max, it was toast! Last week it was
a grass stain of the Virgin Mary on
a kid’s soccer jersey. The week
before that, it was an old man with
a malfunctioning hearing aid who
thought he could hear the angels
sing. Oh, and lest we forget,
the statue of Jesus that was
crying because the maintenance
staff didn’t know how to fix the AC
leak. How am I supposed to--

Maxwell holds up a hand and Desmond stops talking.

MAXWELL
Yes, there are ridiculous claims. A
lot of them, in fact. But there is
also real good out there. You just
have to be open to it. You have to
be willing to believe again.

DESMOND
...The truth is, I’m not sure if I
ever did, Max.

(CONTINUED)
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MAXWELL
You don’t mean that. It’s been a
tragic few months. What you’re
feeling, it’s understandable,
normal even. But you will get
through this, I promise. I know
it’s hard to see now, but--

DESMOND
If you say something like
"everything happens for a reason,"
or "the Lord works in mysterious
ways," I may actually tear this
place apart.

Maxwell pauses, taking a breath.

MAXWELL
OK.

DESMOND
Care to try again?

MAXWELL
You lost your faith, given the
circumstances, it’s not--

DESMOND
What’s worse, Max? That God doesn’t
exist, or that He does and He let
it happen anyway? Can He really
care so little?

(beat)
It’s all random. No plan, no
reason, just chaos.

Maxwell sits down next to Desmond.

MAXWELL
I remember the boy you used to be.
Such a little bastard. Always
fighting, getting in trouble,
butting heads with Chicago’s
finest. You stole a car once or
twice, as I recall.

Desmond nods his head and smiles slightly.

DESMOND
Once or twice.

(CONTINUED)
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MAXWELL
I was so worried you would end up
in jail or dead. More likely dead.

DESMOND
Hey!

MAXWELL
But you didn’t. You became a good
man. What happened?

DESMOND
...I met her.

MAXWELL
You met her. The one person, in all
the world, who was capable of
getting through that thick skull of
yours. The one person who could
make you better. Make you whole.
One person in how many billions? Do
you honestly think that was random?
Was that the fruit of chaos?

Desmond doesn’t answer.

Maxwell gets up and sits on the edge of his desk. He picks
up the bullet and examines it in his hand. He closes his
fingers, feeling the weight of his trinket and stares out
the window.

MAXWELL (CONT’D)
Sometimes, when we suffer a truly
traumatic experience, we forget who
we are. And sometimes, simply
having faith isn’t enough to bring
us back. Sometimes we need
something real to remind us who we
were. Who we are. Who we can be.

(looks at Desmond)
You are lost, and I pray every day
that you will find yourself. But
that will take time. Be patient and
God will find you.

Maxwell gets up from the edge of his desk, and walks around
to his chair.

MAXWELL (CONT’D)
Now, until you figure that out,
there is a young man, who
apparently has the gift of second
sight. And guess what? You get to

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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MAXWELL (CONT’D) (cont’d)
talk to him. Now put your collar on
and go back to work.

Desmond looks at the white collar.

DESMOND
I hate this thing, Max. I shouldn’t
even be wearing it, I’m not a
full-fledged priest.

MAXWELL
Hate it all you want, it’s not for
you, it’s for them. The uniform is
comforting to the community because
they know what it represents.
People need hope. So put it on.

DESMOND
He’s probably a crackpot, this kid.

MAXWELL
Probably. But I’m sure you’ll let
me know all about that. Oh, and
Des?

(beat)
Please don’t bite him to prove a
point.

CUT TO:

EXT. CORNER OF STATE AND GRAND AVENUE -- DAY

Desmond towers over a crowd that has formed on the street
corner near the subway station. He stands in the back,
scowling, as the audience watches a young street performer,
EDDY WAGNER, in wonder.

Eddy sits against the wall facing an empty chair, wearing a
slightly small suit, a button-down white shirt and a black
tie loose around his neck. He is tall and slender, and wears
a pair of dark sunglasses, hiding a large scar that runs
across his eyes, but can do nothing to cover his wide,
bright smile.

A BUSINESSMAN takes the empty seat across from Eddy.

EDDY
Where you from, buddy?

(CONTINUED)
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BUSINESSMAN
New York.

EDDY
You can’t just tell me the answers,
You gotta make me guess! Otherwise
this is gonna be a super-boring
show.

The crowd laughs.

EDDY (CONT’D)
All right, Mr. New York, how was
your flight?

BUSINESSMAN
(smiles)

You tell me.

EDDY
Now he’s got it! Let’s see...you
didn’t get your upgrade, there were
two babies sittin’ behind you and
the fish was disgusting. So it
sucked. By the way, it wasn’t
actually fish.

BUSINESSMAN
(laughing)

That was amazing.

EDDY
Yeah, I’m pretty amazing! You in
town for business or pleasure?

BUSINESSMAN MAN
Business.

EDDY
Liar! You’re here for your
mistress.

The businessman is shocked.

EDDY (CONT’D)
(to the crowd)

I’m just kiddin’, there’s no
mistress. Or maybe there is, I
don’t know, what am I, psychic?

The crowd and the businessman laugh, delighting in the show.
Desmond alone stands unamused.

(CONTINUED)
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YOUNG BOY (O.S.)
Pretty sweet, huh?

Desmond looks down to see a YOUNG BOY standing next to him.
The boy is playing a video game and only passively paying
attention to the show.

DESMOND
Really? You’re buying this?

YOUNG BOY
(without looking up)

Buying what? He’s not selling
anything.

DESMOND
It’s a parlor trick, he’s hustling
these people. There’s no such thing
as a psychic.

YOUNG BOY
Then how would you explain it?

DESMOND
He perceptive. He’s making
observations based on reactions and
body language. He’s not
supernatural, he’s just watching
closely.

The boy pauses his game and looks up to Desmond for the
first time.

YOUNG BOY
Dude...he’s blind.

Desmond is taken aback by this observation, and vexed that
he hadn’t noticed it himself. He looks closely and notices
the scar under Eddy’s glasses. He pauses, and reevaluates
the situation.

DESMOND
There has to be another
explanation.

The boy gestures toward his own collar.

YOUNG BOY
I don’t want to tell you how to do
your job or anything, but shouldn’t
you be telling me that it’s a gift
from God, or something?

(CONTINUED)
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Desmond touches his collar, remembering that it’s still
there.

DESMOND
(to himself)

Dammit, I hate this thing.
(to the boy)

Shouldn’t you be in school? Do kids
not do that anymore?

YOUNG BOY
It’s Saturday, sir.

DESMOND
Of course it is...don’t do drugs.

Desmond takes his phone out of his pocket, and takes a step
away from the crowd, crashing into Luke, who is passing
behind him. The collision causes Desmond to lose his grip on
his phone, which Luke bobbles and catches.

LUKE
That was close.

DESMOND
Yeah, sorry about that.

Luke hands Desmond his phone.

LUKE
Don’t worry about it, Father.

Luke suddenly doubles over in pain as he is hit by another
headache. Desmond catches him and notices the blood dripping
from between Luke’s fingers as he covers his mouth.

DESMOND
Are you OK?

LUKE
I’m fine, thank you.

Luke’s attention is fixed on the blood he didn’t catch, as
he quickly takes out a napkin and tries to clean it up.

DESMOND
Are you...cleaning the concrete?
Stop that, we need to get you to
the hospital.

LUKE
That’s not necessary.

(CONTINUED)
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DESMOND
Don’t be ridiculous, you need help.
My truck is right around the
corner, we can be--

LUKE
(smiles)

It looks worse than it is.

DESMOND
It looks like you just coughed up
blood all over the street.

LUKE
Well, then it looks exactly like it
is. In either case, I’m afraid
there’s nothing they can do for me.

DESMOND
...So you’re a crazy person?

LUKE
(laughs)

I appreciate your concern. Now if
you’ll excuse me, I have a lot to
do and very little time to do it
in.

Luke finishes cleaning up and starts to walk away.

DESMOND
Wait.

Desmond stops Luke, reaching into his own pocket and pulling
out a card.

LUKE
Your card?

DESMOND
(shakes his head)

The address of my parish. If you
need anything, there are people who
want to help.

Luke takes the card, nodding his head in thanks. As he walks
away, a strange feeling overtakes him, and he is compelled
to look back at Eddy, who is continuing his performance. The
blind man feels the same force and looks in Luke’s
direction. Both men are unsure as to what is happening, but
make eye contact for a brief moment. Luke shakes his head
and continues on his path and Eddy refocuses on his
performance.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 23.

Desmond watches Luke disappear around a corner, perplexed by
the stranger. He looks down, noticing a drop of blood on the
palm of his hand, which he nonchalantly wipes away on his
pants.

He looks back at the young boy, who has watched the entire
encounter with interest.

DESMOND
Seriously, don’t do drugs.

YOUNG BOY
I won’t.

EXT. CHICAGO CITY STREET -- DAY

Luke continues the rush down the street, walking several
city blocks toward his destination. He stops dead in his
tracks when he hears the almost inaudible hum of electricity
in the distance. He drops his head and lets out a heavy
sigh.

LUKE
Dammit.

Luke’s attention turns toward a small hardware store on the
other side of the street. He crosses the street and enters
the store.

INT. HARDWARE STORE

Luke enters the store and immediately sees a CUSTOMER paying
the CLERK with cash.

LUKE
Dammit.

Luke turns and exits the store.

EXT. HARDWARE STORE -- DAY

Luke looks down the street and sees a MAN wearing a fancy
suit, carrying a briefcase and talking on his cell phone.
Luke walks toward the man and "accidentally" bumps into him.

MAN
Watch it.

(CONTINUED)
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LUKE
(over shoulder)

I’m sorry.

Luke continues to walk away, revealing the wallet he just
lifted. He removes the cash and drops the rest in a trash
can.

CUT TO:

INT. HARDWARE STORE

Luke walks up and down the aisles, picking up a few items
and carrying them to the register. The clerk looks at Luke
then down at the items on the counter: a large CRESCENT
WRENCH, RUBBER TAPE, a FOLDING KNIFE, and a BLACK SHARPIE
MARKER.

CLERK
Is that all?

Luke nods his head and stares out the window. The clerk
rings him up and bags his items.

LUKE
Which way is the bathroom?

The clerk points toward the back of the store.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Thanks.

Luke takes his bag and walks away.

CLERK
Sir, don’t you want your change?

LUKE
I don’t like to jingle.

EXT. HARDWARE STORE/PARKING STRUCTURE -- DAY

Luke exits the store with nothing in his hands and casually
walks down the street. He stops in front of an underground
parking structure. The entrance gate to the structure is
closed and chained off with a sign that reads: "CLOSED
INDEFINITELY. ADDITIONAL PARKING ==>"

Luke looks around, and steps under the chain, entering the
structure.
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INT. PARKING STRUCTURE

Luke walks into the structure, putting a good amount of
distance between himself and the light of the entrance. He
stops when he is satisfied he is out of view from the
street.

LUKE
You can come out now.

Erik appears in the corridor, between Luke and the entrance.
Erik is calm, and wears a smile.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Hello, Erik.

ERIK
Well, this is embarrassing. I
thought I was being sneaky.

LUKE
What are you doing here?

ERIK
Me? I’m doing my job. What the hell
are you doing here? You kind of
went off the reservation.

LUKE
And you’re here to take me back?

ERIK
That’s the general idea.

LUKE
Alone?

ERIK
Well, I was hoping to avoid an
altercation.

LUKE
That’s very considerate. I didn’t
know you cared.

ERIK
I don’t.

LUKE
Terms?

(CONTINUED)
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ERIK
Come with me.

Erik whips out a black EXTENDO BAR.

ERIK (CONT’D)
Or don’t.

LUKE
I appreciate your generous offer,
but I respectfully decline.

Erik’s extendo bar powers up and a visible current of
electricity runs through it.

ERIK
You ever been hit by a bolt of
lightning?

Luke lets the wrench slide down his jacket sleeve into his
hand.

LUKE
Blah blah blah blah blah.

The two men charge each other, their weapons meeting with a
crash that echoes through the empty garage. Erik looks
surprised as Luke is not convulsing from the shock. He then
notices the wrench handle is wrapped in rubber tape.

ERIK
Insulated. Nice touch.

Luke grins and the two men continue their battle. Every
movement is fast and deliberate, both men are clearly
skilled. Luke is careful not to actually touch Erik,
avoiding all of his attacks and only hitting him with the
wrench.

Luke is able to disarm Erik and takes out his knees. Just as
he is about to deliver a finishing blow, someone grabs his
arm from behind and violently throws him across the garage
into a concrete column.

ATEIA, Erik’s second in command, helps his boss to his feet.
Ateia is dressed the same as Erik, but has a darker
complexion and is slightly taller and more slender. His
demeanor is more professional.

LUKE
(nods)

Ateia.

(CONTINUED)
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Ateia nods back without saying a word, but bears a slight
smile.

LUKE (CONT’D)
(to Erik)

I thought you were alone.

ERIK
Of course I’m not alone. I’m not
stupid, I know how dangerous you
are.

Luke takes off his belt and wraps it around his left hand,
letting the buckle dangle as a makeshift mace. He pulls out
his pocket knife, and whips it open in one smooth movement.

LUKE
Round two, then?

The fight continues, an epic brawl between three experienced
men. Luke holds his own, but against a superior force it
quickly becomes apparent that the pair of Hunters have the
advantage.

Erik and Ateia, bruised and bloodied, approach an equally
battered Luke.

Luke suddenly falls to one knee. He lets go of the belt so
that he can grab his head as he feels another headache about
to come on.

ERIK
Sucks, doesn’t it? Getting your ass
kicked.

LUKE
Yeah.

Luke allows the pair to get closer.

LUKE (CONT’D)
You know what else sucks?

Luke takes his knife, cuts into the palm of his hand and
swipes his arm toward the hunters, spraying them with his
blood. The two look at each other for a moment, confused as
to what just happened. Ateia makes the connection first.

ATEIA
Crap.

All three simultaneously are overcome with crippling pain.
Erik and Ateia collapse to the ground in agony as Luke leans
up against a column for support.
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Luke pushes himself off the column, watching the two utterly
incapacitated men laying on the ground. He takes off his
jacket and rips off the sleeve, wrapping it around his
bleeding hand. He tosses the tattered coat, and runs toward
the garage entrance.

EXT. DESMOND’S CHURCH -- DREAM SEQUENCE

Nightmarish images of a church burning. The roar of the
flames nearly drowns out the sound of screaming.

Suddenly everything...

CUT TO:

EXT. CORNER OF STATE AND GRAND AVENUE -- DAY

...stops. Desmond’s eyes shoot open as he gasps for air. He
lays curled up on the sidewalk, bleeding from the ears and
nose, his eyes utterly bloodshot. He frantically looks
around, trying to figure out what just happened, then buries
his face in his hands, unsuccessfully trying to alleviate
the pain.

A hand moves to his shoulder and he is startled by the voice
of a man he forgot was there.

EDDY
You all right there, buddy?

Desmond looks up to see Eddy standing over him. Eddy smiles
and crouches to be closer to the fallen man.

EDDY (CONT’D)
We lost you for a minute.

Desmond looks around wildly, still disoriented.

DESMOND
Did...you...see that?

Eddy smiles and taps his sunglasses.

DESMOND (CONT’D)
I thought you were supposed to be
some kind of psychic.

Eddy helps Desmond up.

(CONTINUED)
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EDDY
What can I say? There’s all manner
of egg on my face. I have no idea
what the hell just happened. I
mean, one minute you’re givin’ me
the third degree on whether I’m a
bona fide miracle or a hustler. And
the next you’re on the ground,
doin’ your impression of Linda
Blair all over the sidewalk.

Eddy points to his shoes, now adorned with Desmond’s vomit.

EDDY (CONT’D)
Thanks for that, by the way.

DESMOND
Sorry.

(beat)
What’s your name again?

EDDY
Eddy.

DESMOND
Sorry about the shoes, Eddy.

EDDY
No worries, brother. Now, if you’re
done with the interrogation and
regurgitation, we should really get
you to a hospital or something.

DESMOND
I’m fine.

EDDY
No, you’re really not. I mean,
c’mon man, you’re bleedin’ from the
nose and ears for Christ sake.

Desmond touches his ears, noticing the blood dripping from
them.

DESMOND
How’d you--

EDDY
Like I was tellin’ you before, I
don’t even sorta know how it works,
man.

He lifts his hands to show a set of car keys.

(CONTINUED)
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EDDY (CONT’D)
I’ll drive.

OFF Desmond’s expression.

INT. PARKING STRUCTURE

Erik and Ateia wake up.

ERIK
That hurt.

ATEIA
I feel like I just got hit by a
truck. And then run over by the
fifteen trucks behind it.

Erik turns his head and sees a business card. He picks it
up, sniffs it and reads it.

ERIK
Let’s go.

Erik stands first. Ateia holds up his hand to be helped up,
but Erik’s attention is fixed on the structure’s entrance.
Ateia gets up on his own.

ATEIA
Where?

Erik shows him the card, the same one Desmond gave Luke.

ON CARD: Church of the Redeemed Spirit.

ATEIA (CONT’D)
You think he’ll be there?

ERIK
Probably not, but someone there
knows him.

Erik takes a step, wincing in pain. His rage builds.

ERIK (CONT’D)
When we find him, I’m going to tear
him in half.

Ateia pauses and watches Erik walk away.

ATEIA
Yeah, this should end well.
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INT. GAS STATION BATHROOM

A dim yellow light barely illuminates the dingy gas station
bathroom, as Luke stares into the grimy mirror, rinsing the
blood from his face. He cleans himself until only the
bruises remain.

He looks at his shirt, noting the dark red blood stains
clashing with the pure white cotton.

LUKE
Well, that’s not inconspicuous.

He takes off his shirt, revealing an ancient looking black
symbol drawn on his chest. He turns his shirt inside out,
and puts it back on. He examines himself.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Much better. Now I just look like I
don’t understand how clothes work.

EXT. SIDE STREET NOT TOO FAR FROM GRAND AVENUE -- DAY

Desmond and Eddy make their way down the street, still
moving slowly as Eddy does his best to support Desmond’s
weight.

DESMOND
There’s no way you’re driving my
truck.

EDDY
Why not?

DESMOND
Mostly because of the whole being
blind thing.

Eddy stops walking and Desmond, unable to support himself,
falls to the ground.

EDDY
(faking indignation)

That’s discrimination! You of all
people should know better, Father.

DESMOND
You talk entirely too much.

EDDY
Heightened senses and what not.

(CONTINUED)
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DESMOND
Talking isn’t a sense.

EDDY
I stand by it.

DESMOND
That doesn’t even make sense.

EDDY
I’m blind, it doesn’t have to.

DESMOND
What?!

Desmond struggles to get to his feet, with Eddy’s
assistance.

EDDY
You need a hospital, and you can’t
get there on your own.

DESMOND
I’m fine, I don’t need a hospital,
I just need to go home.

Desmond pushes Eddy away, standing on his own to prove his
point.

EDDY
OK, Hercules, you think you can
walk it off, that’s cool. It’s
probably just a wicked migraine, an
ear infection and a nosebleed that
all just happened to strike at
once...you know, cuz that happens.
Either way, you’re in no condition
to drive. And no, the irony of this
situation is not lost on me.

DESMOND
I’ll--

EDDY
Be "fine?"

DESMOND
Yes.

EDDY
Really?

(CONTINUED)
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DESMOND
Yes.

Eddy flicks Desmond in between the eyes, and Desmond crashes
to the ground once again.

EDDY
Clearly.

Eddy sits down next to Desmond.

EDDY (CONT’D)
(serious)

I’ll get you home, I promise. Have
a little faith.

Eddy helps Desmond to his feet.

EDDY (CONT’D)
You’re a heavy sonofabitch, you
know that?

The two walk a bit further down the street and stop when
they are in sight of Desmond’s truck. Eddy turns, a
surprised look on his face.

EDDY (CONT’D)
Damn, preacher.

ON DESMOND’S TRUCK, a ferocious, fully restored, matte black
classic truck.

DESMOND
Jesus is my co-pilot.

EXT. DESMOND’S CHURCH -- DAY

A beautiful classic church, with a gray stone facade and
stained-glass windows. On one side is a convenience store,
on the other is the beginning of a low-rent housing block.

Erik and Ateia arrive outside, the blood from their faces
gone, and the bruises barely visible.

INT. DESMOND’S CHURCH

An elegant but subdued layout, with oak pews and a wooden
Jesus-on-the-Cross hanging above the pulpit. Father Maxwell
walks between the rows, placing prayer books on the seats.

Erik and Ateia walk in and head straight for Maxwell, who
greets them with a warm smile.

(CONTINUED)
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MAXWELL
Good afternoon, gentlemen.

ATEIA
Father.

MAXWELL
How can I help you?

ATEIA
We’re looking for someone, Father.
We think he might be here.

MAXWELL
I’m afraid no one’s here right now,
except for me.

Ateia produces a picture of Luke, a printout from a security
camera, and offers it to Maxwell.

ATEIA
Perhaps you’ve seen him then?

Maxwell studies the photo for a moment, and then shakes his
head.

MAXWELL
I’m sorry, I don’t recognize him,
he’s not one of our regulars.

ATEIA
But it is possible he’s been here?

MAXWELL
Of course, but we have so many
people coming through here so
often, it’s impossible to be sure.

(beat)
Is this boy in some kind of
trouble?

Erik grabs the picture, knocking Ateia aside, and forcefully
shoving it back into Maxwell’s face.

ERIK
Take a good look, preacher. This
man is a criminal. He is extremely
dangerous and refusing to help us
will result in severe
repercussions.

Erik’s sudden outburst startles Maxwell, and gives rise to
suspicion.

(CONTINUED)
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MAXWELL
I’m sorry, mister...?

Maxwell waits for Erik to introduce himself.

MAXWELL (CONT’D)
...Mister. Do you boys have some
form of ID?

Erik flicks the picture away and grabs Maxwell by the
throat, violently slamming him against the column.

ERIK
Where is he, old man?

ATEIA
Erik!

ERIK
(to Ateia)

Shut up!
(to Maxwell)

Tell me now, holy man.

Maxwell fights to the best of his ability, but he is no
match. He gasps for air, his face turning red, then purple.

MAXWELL
(choking)

Please...

ERIK
TELL ME!

Erik tightens his grip and Maxwell’s neck breaks, loud
enough to hear. The life drains from his eyes.

Erik slams Maxwell’s body to the cold floor.

ERIK (CONT’D)
DAMMIT!

ATEIA
How did you think that was going to
end? Now we have a dead priest...in
a church.

ERIK
Collateral damage.

ATEIA
We should go.

(CONTINUED)
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ERIK
First, we leave a message.

ATEIA
We don’t even know if he was here.

Erik turns and walks toward the exit.

ERIK
Burn it down.

ATEIA
(dumbfounded)

It’s a church, Erik. As in a place
where God is worshiped.

Erik continues to walk, only slightly turning his head back,
his eyes glowing blue.

ERIK
BURN IT DOWN!

Ateia sighs as he turns toward the massive Jesus on the far
wall.

ATEIA
Sorry, buddy.

INT. DESMOND’S TRUCK

Eddy drives, controlling the monstrous truck as comfortably
as a man with perfect vision. Desmond sits in the passenger
seat, terrified.

EDDY
Gotta relax, man.

DESMOND
There’s a blind man driving my car.

EDDY
I know, and he’s doin’ an amazing
job.

DESMOND
...Level with me, kid, you’re not
really blind, are you?

Eddy smiles, turning his head to make eye contact with
Desmond. He leans slightly forward and lowers his sunglasses
enough to expose his set of ghost-white corneas and the
grisly scars running across his eyes, temples and cheek
bones.

(CONTINUED)
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Desmond is in awe at the sight, as Eddy’s demeanor becomes
decidedly somber.

EDDY
When I was a kid, my old man used
to take me to museums all the time.
He hated goin’, but did anyway cuz
I loved it. When I was 12, we went
to check out a new exhibit on
Meso-American cultures. I was
mesmerized by this huge statue of
an Aztec warrior king, seriously,
like 15 feet tall. He was gripping
a ceremonial spear, a symbol of his
rule. There was a really small
metal trinket worked into the tip.
As tiny as it was, it was super
detailed. I wanted to show my dad,
so I called him over. Then the
ground started shakin’. I remember
the look of terror on my dad’s
face. It was the last thing I ever
saw. I felt pain, a shit-ton of it,
and everything went black. When I
woke up, the lights didn’t turn on,
I couldn’t see anything. I was so
scared. The doctor said a lot of
words I didn’t understand, but what
I gathered was that when the spear
went through my face, the tip broke
off and pinched a blood vessel. It
slowed my bleeding long enough to
get me to a hospital. An ounce of
metal saved my life. The doctors
had to leave it there, since
diggin’ any deeper mighta killed
me.

Eddy points to his own forehead and taps.

EDDY (CONT’D)
It’s still right there. A couple of
days after I got out, I started
getting these weird...feelings. Not
emotions, I just knew things. Saw
things without seeing them, heard
things without hearing them. I knew
things that no one else did. I
started trusting it. It tells me to
go right, I turn right.

Eddy makes a sharp right turn.

(CONTINUED)
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EDDY (CONT’D)
Tells me to stop cuz some kid
hasn’t fully mastered the concept
of a crosswalk, I stop.

Eddy stops the car. Desmond watches in amazement as a child
runs into the street in front of them. Desmond is
speechless.

EDDY (CONT’D)
(laughing)

I know, it’s crazy.

DESMOND
You seem very comfortable with all
of this.

EDDY
Don’t I? You know, I hear the word
"miracle," a lot. Usually,
it’s tossed around by folks who
use it as a crappy punch line when
they pass a test they didn’t study
for, or find their keys in a
refrigerator. They think what I can
do is amazing. But that’s not the
miracle. The real miracle is that
I’m alive at all. Every moment of
my life since I woke up in that
hospital has been bonus time. When
you realize what life is, you
become very comfortable accepting
things you don’t understand.

Eddy adjusts his sunglasses on his face.

DESMOND
You don’t seem like the kind of guy
who needs to hide his scars behind
sunglasses.

EDDY
They were my old man’s. They’re
just a bit of molded plastic, but
after he died they became more.
It’s amazing how small things can
matter so much, ya know? How they
can remind us who we are and where
we came from.

Desmond is taken aback, remembering the similar statement
Maxwell made just a few hours before.

(CONTINUED)
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EDDY (CONT’D)
Kinda like your dog tags, I
imagine.

Desmond touches his chest, where his dog tags dangle under
his shirt. He pulls them out as though they were a talisman.

EDDY (CONT’D)
You did the "be all you can be"
thing?

DESMOND
That’s the Army. I was a Scout
Sniper, then Force Recon.

EDDY
Marines, huh? Oo-rah.

(beat)
It’s kinda funny actually.

DESMOND
What?

EDDY
US government spends all kindsa
money teachin’ you how to kill
people, then you turn around and
become a priest. That’s a hell of a
180, man. What happened?

DESMOND
I met a girl.

EDDY
Must be a hell of a girl.

DESMOND
(touches his wedding ring)

She sure was.

EDDY
Was?

DESMOND
She was taken from me.

EDDY
...Sorry, I--uh...awkward.

DESMOND
Yeah, that about covers it.

A few seconds of silence pass.

(CONTINUED)
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EDDY
Wow! This has to be the most
depressing car ride I’ve ever been
on.

Desmond laughs. It’s almost foreign to him, but feels good
nonetheless.

DESMOND
I wasn’t going to say anything.

EDDY
Well, just because it can’t get any
worse, do you mind me askin’ what
you saw?

DESMOND
Saw?

EDDY
After you went all bat shit, you
asked me if I "saw that." I’m
assumin’ you didn’t mean your big
ass fallin’ down and blowin’
chunks, cuz I obviously saw that.

(beat)
Kind of.

DESMOND
I’m not really sure.

FLASH of the burning church.

DESMOND (CONT’D)
A waking nightmare...or something.

EDDY
Uh oh.

DESMOND
What wrong?

EDDY
You said 413 Crowley Ave, right?

DESMOND
Yeah.

EDDY
Bad news, brother.

(beat)
It got worse.

(CONTINUED)
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The car turns the corner revealing fire trucks surrounding
Desmond’s burning church. As they watch the raging inferno,
Desmond realizes that this is his vision come to life.

ON the inferno.

INT. BLUE HEAVEN

An eclectic store in downtown Chicago, serving a decidedly
niche market. An abundance of impressive steampunk gadgets
dominate the landscape, next to knickknacks and trinkets.

AMY, an attractive woman in her mid 20s, sits behind the
counter reading a book with her feet propped up. Her bangs
hang across her face, the rest of her hair tied up in a
loose ponytail. She wears a pair of torn-up jeans and a
tight MIT t-shirt. Her left arm is almost entirely covered
by a black glove/sleeve, that begins at her fingertips and
stretches to halfway up her bicep.

Luke enters the store, a small bell attached to the door
signaling his arrival. His shirt is still inside-out, and
some bruising is still visible on his face. The jacket
sleeve wrapped around his hand has been replaced with a
makeshift paper-towel bandage.

LUKE
Hey.

Amy is engrossed in her book and responds without looking
up.

AMY
Sup?

LUKE
That’s not even kind of English.

Amy looks up, surprised by his response.

AMY
What?

LUKE
I said "not much, thanks for
asking."

AMY
What happened to your face?

(CONTINUED)
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LUKE
I got hit by a car.

AMY
Ouch.

LUKE
Twice.

AMY
You know the blinking red hand
signal means "don’t cross."

LUKE
Lesson learned. Don’t worry, it
feels worse than it looks. I’m
looking for a book.

Amy points to the back of the store without looking.

AMY
Back there, under a big sign that
says "books."

LUKE
Thanks, you’ve been very helpful.

AMY
I aim to please. Try not to hurt
yourself.

LUKE
No promises.

As he walks toward the back, Luke notices the wide array of
steampunk machinery, the eccentric nature of the items
piquing his interest.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Does any of this stuff actually
work?

AMY
Every last one. I built them
myself. Your shirt’s inside-out, by
the way.

Luke continues on his way toward the "books" sign. He turns
the corner to see an impressive collection of journals and
leather-bound books, in no semblance of order. The shelves
are full, stacks sit on desks and piles sit on the floor. He
looks around the sea of literacy and sighs.

(CONTINUED)
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He pokes his head out so he can see Amy still reading her
book.

LUKE
These wouldn’t happen to be
organized in some way, would they?

AMY
Nope.

LUKE
(to himself)

Awesome.

EXT. DESMOND’S CHURCH, RUINS -- EVENING

Firefighters, paramedics and police scurry about, dealing
with the aftermath of the fire.

Desmond stands by a metal stretcher with an occupied black
body bag resting on it. DR. VANCE, a middle-aged medical
examiner, unzips the bag revealing Maxwell’s face, and looks
at Desmond, awaiting a verdict.

Desmond, his face betraying his pain, nods.

DESMOND
How did he die?

DR. VANCE
Father Cole, I’m not really allowed
to divulge that information.

Dr. Vance begins to zip up the bag, but stops when Desmond
grabs his forearm.

DESMOND
He was my best friend.

A moment of silence passes. Dr. Vance sighs.

DR. VANCE
A preliminary examination indicates
that COD was a completely shattered
C1-C4 vertebrae.

DESMOND
A broken neck?

DR. VANCE
A very broken neck. Not like
anything I’ve ever seen before. His

(MORE)
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DR. VANCE (cont’d)
neck, from the base of his skull to
his clavicle, is essentially
gravel.

DESMOND
What could do that?

DR. VANCE
Some kind of industrial equipment?
Either that or a super hero.

Dr. Vance covers the body, and begins to roll it away.

DR. VANCE
I’m sorry for your loss, Father.

DESMOND
(as he turns away)

It wasn’t just my loss.

Desmond walks over to his truck, where Eddy is laying down
on the hood. Eddy sits up as he feels Desmond approach.

EDDY
What’s the word?

DESMOND
It was him. He was murdered.
According to that guy...

Desmond points in Dr. Vance’s general direction.

DESMOND (CONT’D)
...by a pyromaniac super robot.

EDDY
Sounds about right.

(beat)
How you holdin’ up?

DESMOND
I’m--

EDDY
Fine? I’m not at all tired of
hearing that. It’s been a pretty
craptastic day, Des. It’d be
understandable if you weren’t. Just
sayin’.

(CONTINUED)
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DESMOND
Thanks for the concern, kid, but
I’ll get through it. You can go
home if you want, no need to
babysit me.

EDDY
Babysit? Are you kidding? I got the
feelin’ you’re about to get into
some Dark Knight action. I wanna
come along for the adventure.

Eddy jumps off the hood of the car and strikes a Robin pose.

EDDY (CONT’D)
Where to next, Batman?!

Desmond takes in the sight for a moment.

DESMOND
You’re an idiot.

EDDY
Yeah, but a likable idiot.

DESMOND
(walking away)

C’mon, lets go see what started the
fire.

INT. DESMOND’S CHURCH, RUINS

Desmond and Eddy enter the charred remains of the church.
Firefighters are still inside, combing through the rubble
for clues. They appear to be tapering down their efforts,
wrapping up the scene.

Desmond and Eddy duck under the caution tape. TOMMY, a young
firefighter, puts his hand on Desmond’s chest to stop him.

TOMMY
Excuse me sir, you can’t--

EDDY
It’s OK, Desmond, I got this.

Eddy slowly waves his hand, attempting to use "the force."

EDDY (CONT’D)
Yes we caaaaaaan.

(CONTINUED)
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TOMMY
...You can what?

EDDY
...Do whatever we want?

Desmond turns to Eddy.

DESMOND
Seriously?

EDDY
"Likable." I’m telling you, it
makes a difference.

CHIEF (O.S.)
Tommy!

The trio turn to see the CHIEF, a grizzled veteran.

CHIEF (CONT’D)
It’s fine, let ’em through.

Desmond nods at the chief and Tommy lets them pass.

EDDY
(to Tommy)

Told you.

Desmond and Eddy walk over to the Chief, who stands at the
center of the church, near a black stain on the floor.

CHIEF
You must be Father Cole?

DESMOND
I am.

CHIEF
(gesturing to Eddy)

And...

DESMOND
The Boy Wonder.

Eddy gives a thumbs up.

CHIEF
(leaning in)

Special needs?

(CONTINUED)
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DESMOND
You have no idea.

EDDY
Hey!

CHIEF
You’re living in the apartment
upstairs?

DESMOND
You tell me.

CHIEF
Yeah, not so much anymore. Sorry,
the building isn’t really "livable"
right now. There isn’t much left,
you know, besides that Jesus
statue. Miraculous how intact it
is.

Desmond looks up at the statue and then at Eddy.

DESMOND
Yeah, that’s the word. So what
happened?

CHIEF
Honestly, no idea.

DESMOND
There seems to be a lot of that
going on today.

CHIEF
This...

He points at the black mark on the floor.

CHIEF (CONT’D)
...is definitely the fire’s point
of origin.

DESMOND
Right.

CHIEF
But there’s no reason for it. We
checked and rechecked, there’s no
indication of a trigger, no traces
of accelerant, nothing remotely
volatile or flammable.

(CONTINUED)
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DESMOND
So something spontaneously
combusted?

CHIEF
Not only that, but whatever it was
burnt hotter than anything I’ve
ever seen.

DESMOND
How can you tell?

CHIEF
Because it ate through the
concrete.

Desmond looks down and realizes the he is standing in a
small crater in the church floor.

EDDY
Holy shit.

CHIEF
Tommy! The box.

Tommy grabs a BANKERS BOX and jogs over, offering it to
Desmond.

CHIEF
A few of your friend’s personal
affects. The few that were left
anyway. They’re not being taken as
evidence. We thought you might...

DESMOND
(takes the box)

Thank you.

Tommy whispers something in the Chief’s ear. The Chief lets
out a heavy sigh.

CHIEF
(to Tommy)

Get everyone on the truck, we’re
done here anyway.

(to Desmond)
You can stick around if you want,
Father, we gotta run. Gas stations,
a library, a hardware store, I
don’t know what’s going on today,
but someone is tearing our city
apart.

CUT TO:



49.

INT. DROGBA’S BAR OFFICE

Drogba sits behind his desk, studying documents and sipping
a glass of cognac in peace.

With a mighty crash, Maurice comes flying through the door,
landing on the ground bloodied and in pain. Erik enters
aggressively, slamming his hands on the desk. Drogba looks
up unimpressed.

ERIK
Where is he?

Drogba looks at Maurice, making sure he is still alive.

ERIK (CONT’D)
Don’t you dare ignore me! I know he
was here. What did he want and
where did he go?

DROGBA
I do not answer to you, Hunter.

In a fit of rage, Erik slams his fists into the desk,
thunderously shaking it, warping the wood around his fists,
and sending several large cracks throughout the oak.

Drogba, still unimpressed, looks at his newly ruined desk.

DROGBA (CONT’D)
I am sure that temper of yours
served you well where you came
from, but here you would be wise to
keep it in check.

ERIK
Do you think I’m afraid of you?

DROGBA
No, I doubt you bothered learning
that emotion. It would have had
little use on that forsaken ice
patch you called home.

Drogba stands up, meeting Erik’s gaze head-on. In one fluid
motion, with only his left hand, Drogba effortlessly tosses
the heavy oak desk, throwing it with so much force that it
violently splinters against the wall. The space between the
two men is now empty, and Drogba takes a step forward.

DROGBA
Make no mistake, boy...

(CONTINUED)
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Drogba’s pupils expand, consuming his eyes and leaving them
entirely black.

DROGBA (CONT’D)
...here you do not face mere men.

The two face off, neither one giving ground. The tension is
suddenly broken.

ATEIA (O.S.)
Erik.

Drogba and Erik both turn their attention to what is left of
the door threshold to see Ateia. Ateia says nothing but
subtly nods his head, gesturing that he has found something.
Erik turns back to Drogba.

ERIK
After we find him, I’m going to
come back here for you.

DROGBA
I am counting the seconds.

Erik leaves.

Ateia nods his head, greeting Drogba. Drogba’s eyes return
to normal and he returns the gesture.

INT. DESMOND’S CHURCH, RUINS

Eddy sits on the stacked remains of a pew, using his fingers
to study every centimeter of his sunglasses while Desmond
stands behind him going through the box of Maxwell’s
belongings. The two men are alone in the ruins of the
church.

EDDY
It’s strange that a man can live
his entire life, and leave so
little behind.

Desmond pulls out Maxwell’s .30 caliber bullet from the box
and smiles.

EDDY (CONT’D)
Whatcha got there?

DESMOND
Max’s lucky bullet. He claims this
thing saved his life. Said it was a
reminder from God. So he always

(MORE)
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DESMOND (cont’d)
kept it near him. One of those
small things that matters so much.

Eddy puts his glasses back on and stands up.

EDDY
I’ll give you a minute.

Eddy exits, leaving Desmond, clutching the bullet.

Alone, Desmond takes in the site of the church, the gravity
of the day’s events finally hitting him. He looks up at the
unmarred statue of Jesus, his eyes red. He pulls the collar
from his neck, squeezing it hard and dropping it without
breaking his gaze.

He turns away, but before he can take a step, he is hit with
another mind-shattering vision. He drops to his knees, in
agony, blood dripping from his nose and ears.

EXT. CHICAGO SKYLINE -- VISION

Chicago burns under a blood-red sky. The Sears Tower is
gutted and smoldering like a giant skeleton. A huge glass
building collapses in the center of the city, debris and
smoke rising in a black cloud. People scream in the streets
for help, but no one answers. Suddenly a piercing blue light
explodes near the stadium and...

INT. DESMOND’S CHURCH, RUINS

...Desmond sucks in a breath of air. Though the pain is
still intense, Desmond can’t shake the images he’s just
witnessed. A single blood tear streaks down his face. He
blinks, then collapses.

INT. BLUE HEAVEN

Amy sits in silent comfort reading her book. Her peace is
shattered by a startling crash emanating from the "books"
section. Shortly after she hears a voice.

LUKE (O.S.)
Dammit!

A moment later Luke emerges, a few new bloodstains appearing
on his t-shirt. He carries a BOOK, a small hand-written
journal with a beaten-up brown leather binding. There is no
title printed on it, only the word "HARBINGER" crudely
carved into the cover.

(CONTINUED)
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AMY
(incredulous)

How did you hurt yourself? There’s
nothing but books back there.

LUKE
(stumbling a little)

I’m very talented.

AMY
Seriously, you better not have made
a mess.

LUKE
Honestly, is there any real way to
tell if I made it worse?

Amy rolls her eyes, as Luke comes up to the counter and puts
the book down. She looks at the cover.

AMY
Harbinger? That’s a strange one. It
suits you.

LUKE
You’ve read it?

AMY
Yep, I’ve read all the books here.

She reaches for the register, accidentally slamming her left
arm into the counter. Luke looks at her arm and then her
face, awaiting a response. They stare at each other
awkwardly for a moment.

AMY (CONT’D)
...Ouch.

Amy rings up the book.

AMY (CONT’D)
How do you want to pay?

LUKE
(to himself)

Dammit, I keep forgetting things
here cost money.

AMY
What?
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LUKE
I’ll be right back.

Luke exits the store, Amy stares at the door, befuddled.

AMY
(to herself)

"Things here?"

A moment later Luke comes back in, putting money on the
counter.

LUKE
Cash.

Amy looks at the money and then at Luke.

AMY
Did you just steal that?

LUKE
...No.

Amy considers for a moment.

AMY
Whatever.

Amy takes the money from the counter, putting it in the
register and getting change. She hands the bills to Luke,
seeing the wrapping on his hand.

AMY (CONT’D)
You may want to get a bandage for
that, you don’t want it to get
infected.

LUKE
Noted. Thank you.

Luke collects the book and heads for the door.

AMY
Hey man, stay weird, it works for
you.

LUKE
(as he is exiting)

I like to think so.

Luke exits and takes a RIGHT. Amy watches him walk away,
still intrigued.
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INT. DESMOND’S CHURCH -- RUINS

Desmond wakes up, groggy and still in pain. Eddy looms over
him, looking down.

EDDY
You’re just passin’ out like a
bitch all over the place today.

DESMOND
Shut up, Eddy.

EDDY
Can we please go to the hospital
now, Superman?

Desmond turns on his side, and sees a PIECE OF PAPER under
what’s left of the pew. He grabs it and examines it. It is
the half-burnt security camera printout, Luke’s face still
visible.

DESMOND
I’ve seen this guy.

EDDY
HOSPITAL!

INT. BLUE HEAVEN

Amy sits in her chair, reading her book. The bell chimes and
Erik and Ateia enter. The hunters scan the store.

AMY
(without looking up)

Sup?

ATEIA
We’re looking for someone, we
believe he was here earlier.

AMY
About 5’10", a bit eccentric, kind
of cute and recently got his ass
kicked?

ATEIA
That’s him.

AMY
Yeah, he was here, left a while
ago.
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ERIK
What did he want?

Amy looks up for the first time, and is taken aback by the
intimidating pair of hunters.

AMY
I don’t know. A lot of people come
through here every day.

The three look around the store. It is completely empty.

ERIK
Where did he go?!

AMY
I don’t keep track of people after
they leave.

Erik begins to step forward, but Ateia cuts him off.

ATEIA
Ma’am, it’s very important we find
him. Anything you can remember
would help.

Amy looks the hunters up and down, her suspicion growing.

AMY
He went out the door and took a
left. Muttered something about the
ball park.

Erik storms out, violently opening the door, slightly
dislodging it from its hinges.

ATEIA
Thank you.

Ateia follows, gently shutting the door behind him.

Amy exhales deeply.

AMY
Well, that wasn’t suspicious.

Amy takes a laptop out from under the counter, opens it and
begins typing.
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INT. DESMOND’S TRUCK -- NIGHT

Eddy resumes his role as chauffeur, humming and tapping the
steering wheel, as Desmond sits shotgun, examining the
charred picture of Luke.

DESMOND
You know, I have a radio.

EDDY
Do you not enjoy the sweet serenade
of my...humming.

No response.

EDDY (CONT’D)
That was hurtful.

Desmond continues to stare intently at the photo.

DESMOND
Whatever happened to Max,
whatever’s going on with me, it has
something to do with this guy.

EDDY
I’ll give you the first part, that
seems like a fair assumption. But
what makes you so sure he knows
anything ’bout your faintin’ like a
schoolgirl?

DESMOND
Because when I met him, he
collapsed and coughed up blood.

EDDY
That sounds familiar.

DESMOND
But what about Max? What’s the
conn--

Eddy suddenly slams on the brakes, bringing the truck to a
screeching stop, the vehicles behind them veering to avoid a
collision, blasting their horns as they pass.

Desmond is startled as he looks around for a cause of the
sudden stop.

DESMOND (CONT’D)
What happened?!

(CONTINUED)
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Eddy points out the passenger window at a small convenience
store on the corner.

EDDY
You may wanna go in there.

DESMOND
Why?

Eddy plucks the picture from Desmond’s hand and holds it up.
Desmond eyes grow wide as he looks out the window.

ON the small convenience store.

CUT TO:

INT. SMALL CONVENIENCE STORE

Desmond storms in, pushing the door open and allowing it to
swing shut behind him. The door hits Eddy as he follows
Desmond in.

EDDY
Thanks, Dickmond.

Eddy and Desmond split up, searching the store for Luke.

Eddy runs into Luke first. Luke is carrying a pack of
SHARPIE MARKERS and a BOX OF BANDAGES that reads "Luke’s
Medical Supply Co."

The two men are startled to see one another, and speak in
unison.

EDDY AND LUKE
You! Me?!

EDDY
...Us?

LUKE
Have we met?

EDDY
Not formally.

(beat)
That’s a lot of markers.

LUKE
I like to write.

(CONTINUED)
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DESMOND (O.S.)
YOU!

LUKE
Me?

EDDY
Really?

Desmond storms toward Luke, picking him up by the collar and
slamming him into the wall of refrigerators, fracturing the
glass on impact.

LUKE
Yeah, that seems like a reasonable
reaction.

DESMOND
What happened to Max?

LUKE
I don’t know a Max.

DESMOND
He was killed! Why?!

LUKE
Is this a riddle?

Desmond slams Luke into the glass again, this time breaking
it.

DESMOND
TALK!

LUKE
I’m sorry, I don’t know a Max, I
don’t know what happened or why
he’s dead.

DESMOND
You’re lying!

EDDY
No, he’s not.

DESMOND
How do you know?

EDDY
I just do. Ask him about the other
thing.

Desmond takes a moment to remember.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 59.

DESMOND
What’s happening to me?

LUKE
Can you be any more specific?
Because I don’t even kind of know
what you’re talking about.

DESMOND
I’m talking about these...I don’t
know what they are, but they hurt
like hell and they’re freaking me
out.

LUKE
...OK, those I can explain.

EDDY
Splendid, but can we do that
somewhere else?

Eddy points at the terrified clerk clutching the phone
receiver.

EDDY (CONT’D)
Cuz captain NARC is calling the
cops.

Luke picks up his bandages and markers and the three men
leave hastily.

INT. ABANDONED BUILDING

The third floor of a derelict condo property. A few decades
ago the brick building would have been considered luxurious,
with its hardwood floors and floor-to-ceiling windows
overlooking the river. A large patio sits connected to the
adjacent wall, its sliding glass door long gone. The
structure now sits gutted, awaiting demolition.

Eddy sits on a well-built wooden bar. Desmond paces back and
forth, toiling with an aspirin bottle. Luke leans up against
a concrete column and sits on a milk crate, wrapping his
hand in a new bandage.

LUKE
That’s really not going to help.

DESMOND
(tosses the bottle)

Of course not.

Desmond rubs his temples and sighs deeply.

(CONTINUED)
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DESMOND (CONT’D)
You got a name?

Luke hesitates, pulling more bandages from the package
sitting at his feet.

LUKE
Luke.

DESMOND
OK, Luke. What’s happening to me?

LUKE
You’re getting visions.

DESMOND
Of the psychic variety?

LUKE
Sure.

DESMOND
That’s impossi--

Desmond cuts himself off and looks back at Eddy, who crosses
his arms and makes a face.

DESMOND (CONT’D)
OK, maybe not.

LUKE
The only way for them to transfer
is through the blood. Some of mine
must have gotten on you.

EDDY
That’s kinda gross.

LUKE
Agreed. Sorry. The good news is
that it’s a temporary condition.
It’ll run its course by morning. As
for your friend, I really don’t--

Luke stops suddenly, his attention turning to the front
door. He gets up quickly, pulling out a marker from his
pocket and opening it as he moves to the door. Desmond and
Eddy share a confused look.

Luke opens the door to find Amy, her hand up, about to
knock.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 61.

AMY
Sup?

LUKE
What are you doing here?

AMY
Some guys came looking for you,
thought I’d warn you.

LUKE
You realize I could be a criminal?

Amy walks in, passing a still befuddled Luke.

AMY
Nah. A pickpocket? Maybe.
Dangerous? Probably. Strange?
Definitely. But you’re not a
criminal. Besides, I can take care
of myself.

Luke pokes his head out the door and takes a look around,
before closing it and joining the impromptu party.

LUKE
How did you find me?

AMY
I hacked the city’s security camera
feed and tracked you ’til you
stopped. When I got here, I just
followed the voices. Who’s having
visions?

LUKE
So this is just normal behavior for
you?

AMY
I get bored.

(to Eddy and Desmond)
Hi, I’m Amy.

EDDY
Eddy, that’s Desmond. Apparently
you can call him Luke.

AMY
Why do blind people wear
sunglasses?
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EDDY
We like to look cool.

Eddy gestures to her left arm, still wearing a glove.

EDDY (CONT’D)
Nice toy, Jaime Sommers.

AMY
Thanks, Shades.

Desmond explosively rejoins the conversation.

DESMOND
Visions of what, exactly? Because
the stuff I saw was...

Luke is looking down his own shirt, noticing that the black
symbol drawn on his chest is slightly broken.

LUKE
Not good.

DESMOND
Exactly!

LUKE
So hey, you all should really get
going...it’s getting late, or
something.

AMY
But I just got here.

DESMOND
I’m not going anywhere until you’ve
answered my questions.

Luke is noticeably concerned, and does his best to
frantically clear out his guests.

LUKE
Yes, no, 42, the egg and about a
metric ton of wood over the course
of its life. That about cover it?

DESMOND AND AMY
What?

LUKE
GET OUT!

Eddy looks to the front door.

(CONTINUED)
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EDDY
Uh oh.

The entrance explodes inward, sending the door flying across
the room. Erik and Ateia enter, standing in the remains of
the threshold.

AMY
Hey, it’s them.

ERIK
I’m getting upset now. I feel like
you should know that.

LUKE
Run!

Erik takes a step forward and sparks a crackling ball of
lightning in his right hand.

DESMOND
What the hell?

Erik raises his arm, the lightning growing in intensity.
Eddy, still sitting on the bar, rolls backward, hitting the
ground and using the bar for cover. Luke pushes Desmond,
with a surprising amount a strength, tossing him behind the
bar next to Eddy. Luke grabs Amy, and the pair hide behind
the concrete pillar, getting out of the way just in time as
Erik’s lightning bolt tears through the empty space in the
room, blowing out a large chunk of the far wall.

LUKE
(to Desmond)

What part of your gigantor ass
doesn’t understand the concept of
"run"?

Luke takes the marker out of his pocket, still covering Amy
to the best of his ability, and begins to scribble a symbol
on the palm of his right hand.

DESMOND
They can throw lightning bolts?

EDDY
Why can they throw lightning bolts?

AMY
Now’s probably not the right time
for a Q&A session.
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Luke finishes his doodle and steps out into the open. Erik
cracks a wide grin and unleashes another bolt. Luke puts up
his right hand, revealing the symbol drawn on it, and
catches lightning in his bare hand, the energy being
absorbed into the ink. Erik and Ateia are both baffled as
Luke’s hand glows blue.

Luke slams his glowing blue fist into the floor, unleashing
a blue shock wave that tears through the wood, splintering
it into shards and cracking the concrete beneath it. The
floor trembles and falls apart. Erik falls through, landing
on the second floor, breaking through that level as well,
finally landing on the ground floor.

Ateia stumbles but finds safe footing. As he looks up,
Desmond ferociously tackles him, spearing him through the
exposed dry wall. The men fly through the wall and land in
the hallway. With all of his might, Desmond throws Ateia
into the open elevator shaft, his body disappearing into the
darkness.

Desmond returns, and just as he is about to speak is cut off
by Luke.

LUKE
I know you’ve got questions. Lots
of them. And I will be more than
happy to answer them later. But for
now we should focus on getting the
hell out of here before they come
back.

EDDY
I second that.

AMY
Third.

DESMOND
There’s no way they’re getting up.

Erik unleashes a mighty roar, and a blue light show can be
seen through the hole in the floor. The lights, inside and
out, flicker.

EDDY
Do you get tired of being wrong,
Desmond?

Desmond and Amy turn toward the front door.

(CONTINUED)
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LUKE (CONT’D)
Not that way. Out those windows, to
the river.

A lightning bolt tears through the floor and out the
ceiling. The floor is split in half, Desmond and Amy on one
side, near the window, Eddy and Luke on the other, near the
patio door.

ERIK (O.S.)
I’m going to gut all of you!

Amy hops up on the bar and tears off the sprinkler head with
her left arm, activating the sprinkler system for the
building. Within moments, everything is drenched.

AMY
That should slow ’em down.

EDDY
Watch out!

Amy dives out of the way, just as a fireball hits the bar.
Another rips through the floor, forcing Desmond and Amy to
jump through the window. They fly through the air, landing
safely in the river.

Luke grabs Eddy and they run out to the deck. Luke looks
over the railing to the alley below, seeing the windows
shatter onto the street as flames erupt from the building.

LUKE
Well, down’s not an option.

Luke turns his attention to the building next door, its fire
escape stretching across the alley, only a few feet away.
The system of ladders reaches all the way to the structure’s
roof.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Can you make the jump?

EDDY
I don’t think I have much of a
choice.

Eddy puts his hands on the railing, giving it a strong tug.
Satisfied by the structural integrity, he hops onto the
railing, fearless, and jumps across the empty space, landing
safely on the fire escape with a thud. Luke follows, and the
pair climb toward the roof.

The room, now empty, looks like a war zone.
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CUT TO:

INT. ABANDONED BUILDING

On the first floor, Erik fumes, as water pours over him.
Ateia finds him.

ATEIA
They split up.

ERIK
I don’t know what he’s up to, but
it’s a fair bet the priest is part
of it. Find him. Break him.

ATEIA
What about--

ERIK
He’s mine.

EXT. RIVER -- NIGHT

Desmond and Amy float down the river, swimming toward land.
They pull themselves out.

DESMOND
You OK?

AMY
Aces.

DESMOND
I have to find them. You sho--

AMY
I’m going with you.

Desmond, out of breath, looks around. He notices an SUV
parked on the street.

DESMOND
(pained)

Sorry, Max.
(to Amy)

Let’s go.

They run over to the SUV, still dripping wet. Desmond breaks
the window, letting himself in. He fiddles under the
steering column for a moment and the car sparks to life.

(CONTINUED)
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AMY
Where would they go?

DESMOND
No idea.

CUT TO:

EXT. HIGH-RISE HELIPAD -- NIGHT

Luke stands at the edge of the helipad, towering above the
other buildings, Eddy panting next to him.

LUKE
They’re after me, Eddy. You should
put as much distance between us as
you can.

EDDY
I don’t really know what’s goin’
on, but I’m pretty sure you’re the
good guy. I reckon that’s reason
enough to help. Besides, you still
owe my friend some answers.

Luke’s facial expression turns to exhaustion, and he lets
out a deep sigh.

EDDY (CONT’D)
Crap, he’s here, isn’t he?

Erik stands on the opposite end of the roof, his face a mask
of rage.

LUKE
This is third time you’ve found me,
and I promise, it’ll be the third
time I get away.

ERIK
If at first you don’t succeed and
all that.

LUKE
I’m better than you, Erik. You
won’t win. I don’t want to hurt
you, so please, just go.

ERIK
You’re too soft. That’s always been
your problem. You care too much
about everything else.
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Luke looks around.

LUKE
Where’s Ateia?

ERIK
See what I mean?

Luke looks at Eddy. Eddy nods his head and puts up his hand.

EDDY
I got it!

Luke tosses him a sharpie marker. Eddy catches it and takes
a few steps. He stops.

EDDY (CONT’D)
How do I find them?

LUKE
Run toward the smell of fire.

Eddy runs, leaving the two men alone on the helipad. Erik
creates a bolt in each hand and charges with a roar.

CUT TO:

EXT. EMPTY CITY STREET - NIGHT

Desmond drives down an empty street, scanning the road for
his friends. Amy rides shotgun in silence doing the same.
Two streaks of lightning illuminate the cloudless night sky,
followed by two enormous thunder claps.

DESMOND
Found ’em.

Desmond accelerates toward the high rise, but comes to a
screeching stop, as an orange flash of light falls from the
sky, crashing violently into the street.

The dust settles, revealing Ateia, smoke drifting off his
shoulders, his eyes glowing orange. Desmond revs the engine.

Ateia takes a step forward and erupts into flames. With each
step, the flames flare out in an impressive show of force.

DESMOND
Hold on to something.

Amy puts on her seat belt and grips the door handle tightly.

(CONTINUED)
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AMY
Hi-ho Silver.

Desmond stomps the accelerator, launching the SUV forward.
The vehicle slams into Ateia, who catches it effortlessly.
The momentum halted, the airbags explode and knock Amy out.
Desmond maintains consciousness, looking up at Ateia, who
holds the vehicle slightly off the ground.

Ateia hurls the car up and across the the road. The SUV
rolls, knocking over a fire hydrant before settling on its
roof a few feet away from the spurting geyser. Ateia turns
off the afterburners and walks over, his clothing intact.

Desmond, dazed, releases his seat belt and falls to the
roof. He struggles to get out of the car, kicking out the
windshield and emerging covered in blood and safety glass.

Desmond gets to his feet, taking a wild swing at Ateia.
Ateia dodges, punching him in the stomach and sending him
flying into the SUV. Desmond drops to the ground, leaving a
huge dent.

Desmond looks up and grins, his mouth full of blood.

DESMOND
Had enough?

Desmond gathers his strength and tackles Ateia, slamming him
into the ground hard.

CUT TO:

EXT. HIGH-RISE HELIPAD -- NIGHT

Luke and Erik continue their fight. Erik swings
relentlessly, but Luke easily dodges each assault.

Luke takes one swing, landing square in Erik’s chest, and
sends him flying across the rooftop. The hunter lands on his
feet, but is clearly hurt.

LUKE
See? Better than you.

Erik’s rage erupts, he lets out a violent roar, shooting
electricity everywhere and shaking the rooftop. For a moment
the city block loses power. His eyes glow blue, and crackle.

Luke lets out a deep sigh, while producing another sharpie
marker.

(CONTINUED)
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LUKE (CONT’D)
There’s just no reasoning with you,
is there?

CUT TO:

EXT. EMPTY CITY STREET - NIGHT

Desmond crashes into a brick wall, collapsing into a heap on
the concrete, his clothing torn and face bloodied. He looks
up to see Ateia approaching.

DESMOND
I know you torched the church, but
tell me one thing...did you kill
the priest inside?

ATEIA
Would you believe me?

Desmond laughs, spitting up some blood.

DESMOND
I don’t think you’d lie to me. I
mean, this is about as bad as our
relationship could get.

ATEIA
No, I did not. Your friend was not
our concern. The other one is.

DESMOND
Luke?

CUT TO:

EXT. HIGH-RISE HELIPAD -- NIGHT

Erik continues his attack, Luke continues to evade, barely
missing each blow. With every opportunity he gets, Luke
draws a single mark on Erik’s forehead with the marker,
creating a symbol piece by piece.

CUT TO:
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EXT. EMPTY CITY STREET - NIGHT

Desmond and Ateia maintain their positions.

ATEIA
You don’t have to die tonight. Stay
out of our way, and you can keep
your life.

Desmond half-smiles and shakes his head.

DESMOND
You may as well kill me now,
because if you don’t, I’m coming
for you and your friend. And I
won’t stop.

ATEIA
Defiant to the end. Admirable.

Ateia is hit in the back by a car door that Amy swings with
all of her might. Ateia quickly recovers and smacks the
door, sending it bouncing across the concrete. Amy
immediately punches Ateia in the face with her left arm,
sending blood spewing from his mouth. She swings again, with
her left, but Ateia catches her forearm, stopping the fist
inches from his face. His eyes glow orange, and his hand
ignites. Ateia looks confused as Amy is not screaming in
agony as her arm is being burned. The fire eats through
Amy’s glove, burning it into nothing, revealing what’s
underneath...

Amy’s MECHANICAL ARM. The functioning prosthetic is made of
metal and mimics the skeletal structure of the human arm,
with exposed gears and miniature winches in place of
ligaments and muscles. The construct stretches to just below
her elbow, where muscles are attached to metal via
artificial tendons and ligaments.

The metal begins to slightly glow orange, as Amy pulls a can
of mace from her pocket and sprays it in Ateia’s eyes.

Ateia tosses Amy to the ground, stepping back in pain.
Desmond seizes the opportunity, jumping on Ateia’s back,
using the chain from his dog tags as a garrote.

Ateia flips Desmond off, throwing him into Amy.

CUT TO:
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EXT. HIGH-RISE HELIPAD -- NIGHT

Erik punches, making contact with Luke’s shoulder. Luke uses
Erik’s momentum to put him in a choke hold. Luke draws the
last mark of the symbol, and pushes Erik away.

Erik’s eyes grow wide as all of his muscles tense up. He
fights to move, but is unable to. He takes one step forward
and then collapses to his knees in agony. His rage is
further fueled by his inability to move. He screams.

ERIK
How long do you think this parlor
trick can hold me?!

Luke turns his attention to the city streets below.

LUKE
Long enough, Erik.

Luke draws a final mark and Erik erupts into white light.

CUT TO:

EXT. EMPTY CITY STREET - NIGHT

Desmond clutches Max’s lucky bullet as he lays next to Amy
on the ground, Ateia still looming over them, eyes shut.

AMY
You OK?

DESMOND
Nope. Pretty sure I’m going to pass
out soon. You should run.

AMY
I think that ship sailed when I hit
him with the door.

Ateia falls to a knee as Eddy jumps on his back, ferociously
attacking him with an open sharpie marker. Eddy is able to
scribble a few marks on the hunter’s cheek before being
tossed to the side walk.

Ateia opens his bloodshot eyes, anger masking pain. He
struggles to stand, but comes crashing back down to his
knee. His breathing becomes labored as every muscle in his
body tightens up. The marking on his cheek fades from
black to bright orange. He looks at Eddy with a sly smile.

(CONTINUED)
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ATEIA
Well played.

Ateia lets out a might roar as he erupts into a column of
fire shooting into the sky. The flames burn bright for a
moment but when they clear, Ateia is gone. Eddy stands,
holding his sharpie marker, staring at the sky in amazement.

EDDY
HA! I can’t believe that actually
worked! The pen is mightier than
the...you!

Eddy caps his marker, blows on it, spins it in his hand and
jams it into his pocket, as if he were a gunslinger from a
western.

Amy and Desmond sit up dumbfounded.

Desmond’s vision gets blurry. He looks at Eddy, bewildered.

DESMOND
Was that a magic marker?

EDDY
(smiles)

You’re welcome.

Desmond passes out.

FADE TO BLACK

INT. FATHER MAXWELL’S OFFICE, RUINS -- NIGHT

Desmond wakes up, finding himself on the charred remains of
Maxwell’s couch. The office is barely standing, the burnt
desk, a collapsed bookshelf and the couch are the only
remaining furniture.

Desmond examines himself and notices that he is thoroughly
bandaged. He looks over to see Eddy shaking his head,
judgmentally.

EDDY
Like. A. Bitch.

DESMOND
I will kill you, Eddy.

EDDY
That’ll have to wait. He’s in the
other room, and I for one am dying
to know what the hell is going on.

(CONTINUED)
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DESMOND
You didn’t ask him already?

EDDY
Honestly, he’s a little
disconcerting. Everything about him
feels...ya know?

INT. DESMOND’S CHURCH, RUINS -- NIGHT

The main hall of the church is still a mess. Piles of wood
that used to be pews are stacked, forming seats. The floor
and walls are scorched and only half of the pulpit remains.

Amy sits on the pulpit, using a small tool to tinker with
her mechanical arm. She articulates each finger
individually, making sure they still work. The entire time
her eyes are fixed on Luke, who sits on one of the makeshift
seats reading from "The Harbinger."

Luke looks up at Amy, feeling her eyes fixed on him. She
immediately looks down at her arm, continuing her work. Luke
resumes reading.

Desmond and Eddy enter, Desmond still moving slow with
Eddy’s help. Desmond sits on a stack across from Luke, Eddy
hops on the pulpit next to Amy. The three stare at Luke.

Luke closes the book and looks up at Desmond.

LUKE
Where would you like to begin?

Eddy raises his hand and points to Amy.

EDDY
What’s goin’ on with her arm?

Everyone looks at Eddy, scowling.

EDDY (CONT’D)
...OK, clearly not the time for
levity. I guess, lets talk about
the other thing.

DESMOND
Maxwell was a bystander. They were
looking for you.

LUKE
Yes. I’m sorry.

(CONTINUED)
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EDDY
What exactly are they, by the way?

LUKE
They’re "hunters." A very long time
ago they were men. Now they’re
more.

AMY
Why are they after you?

LUKE
Because that’s their job. Their
purpose.

Luke and Desmond stare at one another for a long silent
moment.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Desmond, ask me the question you’re
afraid to ask.

DESMOND
I’m not going to like the answer.

LUKE
No, I don’t imagine you will.

DESMOND
What am I having visions of?

LUKE
The impending apocalypse.

AMY
I’m sorry, did you say
"apocalypse?"

EDDY
I heard "impending," as in
"happening soon?"

LUKE
Yes and yes.

EDDY
(dejected)

Awesome.

AMY
How is it possible you know any of
this?

(CONTINUED)
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LUKE
Because that’s my purpose.

Eddy stands. He takes a few steps toward Luke, looking him
up and down.

EDDY
What are you, dude? I know what
you’re not...

LUKE
I’m the only thing standing between
you and cataclysm.

DESMOND
So you have a plan?

LUKE
I do.

DESMOND
Is it any good?

LUKE
It’s...a plan.

AMY
Please tell me it doesn’t have
anything to do with that book.

She gestures to "The Harbinger."

AMY (CONT’D)
Ivan Venga was a crazy person who
heard voices and scribbled rubbish
in a journal.

LUKE
He did hear voices, but he wasn’t
crazy.

EDDY
I can buy that.

LUKE
He eavesdropped on conversations he
shouldn’t have been able to hear,
in languages he didn’t understand,
about something that shouldn’t
exist. He called it "The
Harbinger." That’s what I’m looking
for. This book will lead me to it.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 77.

DESMOND
What are the odds that this doesn’t
work.

LUKE
Overwhelming.

DESMOND
I’m in.

LUKE
What?

DESMOND
Eddy?

EDDY
Oo-rah.

LUKE
No, that’s--

DESMOND
Amy?

AMY
I don’t have any other plans for
the rest of my life.

LUKE
I think you’re missing the point--

EDDY
The point is, we’re not gonna sit
around waiting for the world to
end.

DESMOND
And you don’t seem to be in a
position to refuse the help.

Luke lets out a heavy sigh.

LUKE
You don’t fully understand the
consequences. If we fail, you
will--

AMY
Die?

(CONTINUED)
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LUKE
Dying will be the easy part.

Desmond pulls Maxwell’s bullet from his pocket and looks at
it for a moment.

DESMOND
Then we better not fail.

END.


