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*** 

 

1. 

 

INT. - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

 

RORY GILMORE is having a nightmare. She is in a grey building with low 

ceilings, and the building is under attack. A colleague cries out her name 

as an explosion sounds in the distance, and the low ceiling caves in, 

shrouding her in fog. 

 

She jolts awake and sits up in bed, distressed and panic-stricken, until 

she realizes that she is safe, and a long way from war. She falls back 

onto her pillow. She tries to calm her breathing. Her memories refuse to 

leave her alone. She begins to weep. 

 

2.  

 

INT. - BEDROOM - EARLY MORNING 

 

RORY sits up and switches on her bedside lamp. It’s still dark outside. 

She sits quietly, wrapped up in her thoughts, and casts her eyes around at 

the remains of her childhood bedroom - the Radiohead posters on the walls, 

the bookshelf brimming with Sylvia Plath and Dorothy Parker.  

 

She looks at her desk. A metal cane is leaning against it. She looks at 

it, unhappy. She will not be sleeping again tonight. 

 

3.  

 

INT. - BEDROOM - MORNING 

 

The sun has finally risen. Rory - wet hair, freshly washed - is wearing a 

terry bathrobe. She walks across the room, leaning heavily on her cane. In 

her other hand, she’s carrying a mug of tea. The mug bears the logo of the 



New York Times. She places it on her desk. She sits down, opens a drawer, 

pulls out a laptop.  

 

As she lifts the computer out of the drawer, we see the drawer also 

contains a small handgun. 

 

She puts the laptop on her desk and opens it. A website loads 

automatically. A headline reads THE PERSONAL BLOG OF LORELAI LEIGH 

GILMORE. The rest of the page is blank. 

 

4. 

 

INT. - THERAPIST’S OFFICE - DAY 

 

Rory sits in a PSYCHOTHERAPIST’s office. Her therapist sits across from 

her, clipboard in her lap. 

 

THERAPIST 

How’s your blog going? 

 

RORY 

Um. Good. Very good. 

 

THERAPIST 

You haven’t written a  

word, have you? 

 

RORY 

(pointing to clipboard) 

You just wrote “still has 

trust issues.” 

 

THERAPIST 

And you read my handwriting 

upside down. Do you see what 

I mean? 

 

Rory smiles awkwardly. 

 

THERAPIST 

Rory, you’ve spent the last 

two years in a war zone. It’s 

going to take you a while to  

adjust to normal life. Writing 

a blog about everything that 



happens to you will help you. 

 

Rory gazes at her therapist. Her face is full of despair. 

 

RORY 

Nothing happens to me. 
 

5. 

 

INT. - BRADLEY INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT - DAY 

 

A well-dressed BUSINESSMAN walks across past the baggage carousel at 

Bradley International’s arrivals gate, talking into his cell phone. 

 

BUSINESSMAN 

What do you mean there’s 

no car? I never get a cab! 

 

The businessman hangs up, fuming, and steps outside. He waves to a passing 

taxi. 

 

6. 

 

INT. - OFFICE BUILDING - LATE AFTERNOON 

 

Sitting by the window of what appears to be an abandoned office building, 

several storeys above ground, the businessman unscrews the lid of a small 

glass bottle which contains three pills. He tips one out and stares ahead, 

wide-eyed and afraid. He puts the pill in his mouth. 

 

7. 

 

INT. - POLICE DEPARTMENT - DAY 

 

Flanked by two police officers, the BUSINESSMAN’S WIDOW sits at a table 

before a press gallery. She lifts a piece of paper with shaky hands, and 

begins to read. 

 

BUSINESSMAN’S WIDOW 

My husband was a happy man  

who lived life to the full. 

He loved his family and his 

work, and that he should have 

taken his own life in this way 

is a mystery and a shock to 



all who knew him. 

 

The WIDOW tries to control her feelings, but eventually closes her eyes 

and lets the tears roll down her face. 

 

8. 

 

EXT. - STREET - NIGHT 

 

Two boys in their late teens are running down a street in the pouring 

rain. GARY opens a fold-up umbrella and tries to keep it under control in 

the wind. JIMMY pulls his jacket up over his head, and cries out in 

triumph when a yellow cab approaches around the corner. 

 

 

JIMMY 

Yes, yes, taxi! 

 

The cab stops, and Jimmy gets in.  

 

9. 

 

INT. - COMMUNITY CENTRE - NIGHT 

 

Jimmy sits on the floor, crying and clutching a small glass bottle which 

contains three pills. He unscrews the lid, his hands shaking, and sobs. 

 

10. 

 

EXT. - STREET - DAY 

 

A bundle of newspapers hits the curb, bearing the headline BOY, 18, KILLS 

HIMSELF INSIDE SPORTS CENTRE. 

 

11.  

 

INT. - HOTEL - NIGHT 

 

A party is being held in a hotel ballroom. A large poster showing a photo 

of the guest of honour is labeled STATE SENATOR BETH DAVENPORT. As 

pounding dance music comes from inside the room, BETH’S AIDE walks out of 

the room and over to her MALE COLLEAGUE, standing at the bar. He looks at 

her in exasperation. 

 

MALE AIDE 



Is she still dancing? 

 

FEMALE AIDE 

If you can call it that.  

 

MALE AIDE 

Did you get her keys? 

 

FEMALE AIDE 

Got ‘em out of her bag. 

 

The man smiles in satisfaction, then looks into the ballroom. 

 

MALE AIDE 

Wait. Where’d she go? 

 

12. 

 

EXT. - PARKING LOT - NIGHT 

 

STATE SENATOR DAVENPORT has slipped out of the venue. She’s standing at 

the side of her car, searching through her handbag for her keys. She sighs 

when she can’t find them, looking around helplessly. 

 

13.  

 

EXT. - CONSTRUCTION SITE - NIGHT 

 

State Senator Davenport stands inside a portable on a construction site 

and sobs hysterically. As she cries, she reaches out a trembling hand 

towards a small glass bottle which contains three pills. 

 

14. 

 

INT. - POLICE DEPARTMENT - DAY 

 

DETECTIVE INSPECTOR LANE KIM sits before the press gallery. She looks 

uncomfortable. Her colleague, DETECTIVE SERGEANT FRANCINE JARVIS, 

addresses the reporters. 

 

JARVIS 

The body of State Senator 

Beth Davenport was found 

late last night on a  

construction site in East 



Hartford. Preliminary  

investigations suggest  

that this was suicide. 

We can confirm that this 

apparent suicide closely  

resembles the suicides of 

Jeffrey Patterson and James 

Phillimore. In light of this, 

these incidents are now 

being treated as linked. 

The investigation is ongoing, 

but Detective Inspector Kim 

will take questions now. 

 

REPORTER 

Detective Inspector, how 

can suicides be linked? 

 

KIM 

Well, they all took the same 

poison. They were all found 

in places they had no reason 

to be. None of them had shown 

any prior indication of… 

 

REPORTER 

But you can’t have serial  

suicides. 

 

KIM 

Well, apparently you can. 

 

REPORTER 

These three people - there’s 

nothing that links them? 

 

KIM 

We haven’t found a link 

yet, but we’re looking  

for one. There has to be 

one. 

 

Simultaneously, every cell phone in the room trills a text alert. As they 

whip out their phones and look at their screens, each message reads: TIE 

YOUR TUBES, IDIOTS. 



 

JARVIS 

If you’ve received a text, 

please ignore it. 

 

REPORTER 

It says, “Tie your tubes,  

idiots.” 

 

JARVIS 

Yeah, well, ignore it. If 

there are no more questions 

for Detective Inspector Kim, 

I’m going to bring this 

session to an end. 

 

REPORTER 

But if they’re suicides, 

what are you investigating? 

 

KIM 

As I said, these suicides 

are clearly linked. It’s an 

unusual situation. We’ve got 

our best people investigating. 

 

Everybody’s cell phone trills another text alert. Each message reads: TIE 

YOUR TUBES, IDIOTS. 

 

REPORTER 

It says, “Tie your tubes, 

idiots” again. 

 

Kim looks despairingly at Jarvis. 

 

JARVIS 

One more question. 

 

REPORTER 

Is there any chance 

that these are murders, 

and if they are, is this 

the work of a serial killer? 

 

KIM 



I know you like writing about 

serial killers, but these 

do appear to be suicides. 

We know the difference. 

The poison was clearly 

self-administered. 

 

REPORTER 

Yes, but if they are murders, 
how do people keep themselves safe? 

 

KIM 

Well, don’t commit suicide. 

 

The reporter looks at her in shock. Jarvis covers her mouth and murmurs a 

warning. Kim grimaces and looks at the reporters again. 

 

KIM 

Obviously, this is a frightening 

time for people, but all anyone 

has to do is exercise reasonable  

precautions. We are all as safe as  

we want to be. 

 

Again, the cell phones trill their text alerts, and again, each message 

reads: TIE YOUR TUBES, IDIOTS. 

 

But Kim’s phone takes a moment longer to alert her to a text. She looks at 

her phone. The message reads: YOU KNOW WHERE TO FIND ME. -PG 

 

Looking exasperated, Kim puts the phone into her pocket and looks at the 

reporters as she stands up. 

 

KIM 

Thank you. 

 

15.  

 

INT - HALLWAY - DAY 

 

Kim and Jarvis are walking down a narrow corridor in the police 

headquarters.  

 

JARVIS 

You’ve got to stop her 



from doing that. She’s 

making us look like idiots. 

 

KIM 

Well, if you can tell me 

how she does it, I’ll stop her. 

 

16.  

 

EXT. - STARS HOLLOW TOWN SQUARE - DAY 

 

Rory is limping briskly through the park, leaning heavily on her cane. As 

she walks past A WOMAN sitting on a bench, the woman stares after her, 

clearly recognizing her. She calls out. 

 

JANET 

Rory! Rory Gilmore! 

 

Rory turns back to Janet, as she stands up and hurries toward her, 

smiling. 

 

JANET 

Janet Billings. We were 

at Yale together. 

 

RORY 

Oh. Right. Janet. 

Hello. Hi. 

 

JANET 

I heard you were in the  

Middle East somewhere, 

getting bombs dropped. 

on you. What happened? 

 

RORY 

I, um… got a bomb dropped 

on me. 

 

They both look embarrassed. 

 

17.  

 

EXT. - LUKE’S DINER - DAY 

 



A little later, they’re sitting at a table in Luke’s Diner, sipping 

coffee. Janet looks at Rory, worried. Oblivious, Rory takes a sip from her 

coffee then looks up at her old friend. 

 

RORY 

So what are you up to 

these days? 

 

JANET 

Oh, I’m teaching PE out 

in Hartford. What about you? 

Just staying with your mom ‘til 

you figure everything out? 

 

RORY 

Yep. I can’t afford my own 

place on disability. 

 

JANET 

And you couldn’t bear 

to be anywhere but Stars  

Hollow. That’s the Rory 

Gilmore I know. 

 

RORY 

Um. I’m not really the 

Rory Gilmore you… 

 

She stops. Janet awkwardly looks away and drinks her coffee. Rory switches 

her own cup to her right hand, and looks down at her left hand. She 

clenches it into a fist as she tries to control the tremor that has 

started. Janet looks at her again. 

 

JANET 

Couldn’t your grandparents 

help? 

 

RORY 

Oh, like that’s gonna happen. 

 

JANET 

I don’t know - get a roommate? 

 

RORY 

Come on. Who’d want me for 



a roommate? 

 

JANET 

(laughing) 

You’re the second person 

to ask me that today. 

 

RORY 

Who was the first? 

 

18. 

 

INT. - HARTFORD HOSPITAL MORGUE - DAY 

 

PARIS GELLER unzips the body bag lying on the table and peers at the 

corpse inside. She sniffs. Pathologist DOYLE MCMASTER walks over. 

 

PARIS 

How fresh? 

 

DOYLE 

Just in. Sixty-seven, 

natural causes. He used 

to work here. I knew him. 

He was nice. 

 

Paris zips the bag up again, turns to Doyle, and nods. 

 

PARIS 

Great. We’ll start with the 

riding crop. 

 

19. 

 

INT. - HARTFORD HOSPITAL MORGUE - DAY 

 

The body has been removed from the bag. It now lies on its back on a 

table. In the observation room next door, Doyle watches and flinches while 

Paris flogs the body repeatedly and violently with a riding crop, but his 

face is also full of admiration. Paris finishes and straightens up, 

breathless. Doyle walks back into the room.  

 

DOYLE 

Having a bad day? 

 



Paris ignores him, takes out a small notebook, and begins to write in it. 

 

PARIS 

I need to know what 

bruises form in the next 

twenty minute. A man’s 

alibi depends on it.  

Text me. 

 

DOYLE 

Listen, I was wondering, 

maybe later, when you’re 

finished - 

 

PARIS 

Is that cologne? You  

weren’t wearing cologne 

before. 

 

DOYLE 

I, uh, freshened up a bit. 

 

He smiles at her flirtatiously. She gives him a long, blank look, and then 

goes back to writing in her notebook. 

 

PARIS 

You were saying? 

 

DOYLE 

I was wondering if 

you’d like to have coffee. 

 

PARIS 

Black. Two sugars. 

I’ll be upstairs. 

 

She walks away. 

 

20. 

 

INT. - LABORATORY - DAY 

 

Paris is standing at the far end of the lab, using a pipette to squeeze a 

few drops of liquid onto a petri dish. Janet knocks on the door and brings 

Rory in with her. Paris glances up at them briefly before looking down at 



the petri dish again. Rory limps into the room, looking around at all the 

equipment. 

 

RORY 

Wow. Little different 

from my day. 

 

JANET 

You have no idea. 

 

PARIS 

Janet, hi. Can I borrow 

your phone? There’s no 

signal on mine. 

 

Rory fishes in her back pocket and takes out her own phone. 

 

RORY 

Uh, here. Use mine. 

 

PARIS 

Oh. Thank you. 

 

Glancing briefly at Janet, Paris stands up and walks towards Rory. 

 

JANET 

Old friend of mine 

from college. Rory  

Gilmore. 

 

Paris reaches Rory and takes her phone. Turning away, she presses down on 

the home button and begins to type on it. 

 

PARIS 

Yemen or Syria? 

 

RORY 

Excuse me? 

 

PARIS 

Which was it - Yemen 

or Syria? 

 

She raises her eyes to Rory, then looks back at the phone. Rory hesitates, 

then looks over to Janet, confused. Janet just smiles, smug. 



 

RORY 

Yemen. Sorry, how did you- 

 

Paris looks up as Doyle comes into the room holding a mug of coffee. 

 

PARIS 

Oh, Doyle, coffee. Thanks. 

 

Paris shuts down Rory’s phone and hands it back. She takes the mug from 

Doyle. 

 

PARIS 

What happened to the cologne? 

 

DOYLE 

It wasn’t working for me. 

 

PARIS 

Really? I thought it was 

a big improvement. 

 

DOYLE 

Okay. 

 

Paris walks back to her station, taking a sip from the mug and grimacing 

at the taste. 

 

PARIS 

Rory, was it? How do 

you feel about the 

violin? 

 

RORY 

Sorry, what? 

 

PARIS 

I play the violin when 

I’m thinking. Sometimes 

I stay awake for days on 

end. Would that bother you? 

Potential roommates should 

know the worst about each  

other. 

 



Paris looks expectantly at a confused Rory. Rory turns to Janet. 

 

RORY 

Oh, you told her about me? 

 

JANET 

Not a word. 

 

RORY 

Then who said anything 

about roommates? 

 

PARIS 

I did. Told Janet this morning 

that I must be a difficult person 

to find a roommate for. Now here 

she is, right after lunch, with an 

old friend, clearly just home 

from a stint in Yemen with the  

New York Times’ Sanaa bureau. 

 

RORY 

How did you know about Yemen? 

 

Paris ignores the question and wraps a scarf around her neck. 

 

PARIS 

I’ve got my eye on a nice 

little place in central Hartford. 

We should be able to afford it. 

We’ll meet there tomorrow, 7:00. 

Sorry. Gotta go. I think I left 

my riding crop in the morgue. 

 

She walks past Rory and heads for the door. 

 

RORY 

Is that it? 

 

PARIS 

Is that what? 

 

RORY 

We’ve just met and we’re going 

to go look at an apartment? 



 

PARIS 

What’s the problem? 

 

Rory gapes in disbelief, looking over to Janet for help. Janet just 

continues to smile. Rory turns back to Paris. 

 

RORY 

Okay, we don’t know a thing 

about each other. I don’t know 

where we’re meeting. I don’t 

even know your name. 

 

Paris looks at Rory closely. 

 

PARIS 

I know you’re a foreign correspondent 

and you’re home on disability after 

a bombing in Yemen. I know you have 

rich parents who are worried about 

you, but you won’t go to them for 

help because you’re too proud. And I 

know that your therapist thinks your 

limp is psychosomatic. Quite  

correctly, I’m afraid. That’s enough  

for me to go on, don’t you think? 

 

Rory looks down at her leg, her cane, and shuffles her feet awkwardly. 

 

PARIS 

The name is Paris Geller and 

the address is 221B Baker Street. 

 

Paris winks at Rory. 

 

PARIS 

See you tomorrow. 

 

Janet raises a hand in farewell as Paris disappears from the room. The 

door slams shut behind her. Rory turns and looks at Janet in disbelief. 

Janet just smiles and nods. 

 

JANET 

Yeah. She’s always like that. 

 



21. 

 

INT. - RORY’S BEDROOM - EVENING 

 

Rory lies down on her bed, takes out her cell phone, and flicks through 

the menu to find Messages Sent. The last message reads: TIE YOUR TUBES, 

IDIOTS. Confused, she stares at the message for a long moment. Then she 

looks across the room to where her laptop is lying. She pushes herself to 

her feet and walks over to the desk. She opens Google and types “Paris 

Geller” into the search bar. 

 

22.  

 

INT. - DARK ROOM - NIGHT 

 

A woman in a pink overcoat and pink high-heeled shoes slowly reaches down 

with a trembling hand, towards a clear glass bottle which contains three 

pills. Her fingers close around the bottle and she slowly lifts it off the 

floor. Her hand is shaking. 

 

23.  

 

EXT. - BAKER STREET - EVENING 

 

Rory limps along the road and reaches the door marked 221B, just as a 

yellow cab pulls up at the curb next to her. Rory knocks on the door as 

Paris gets out of the cab and hands some money to the driver. 

 

PARIS 

Hello. 

 

RORY 

Hi, uh, Ms. Geller. 

 

PARIS 

Paris. Please. 

 

They shake hands. 

 

RORY 

Well, this is a great 

neighbourhood. Must be 

expensive. 

 

PARIS 



Oh, Sookie St. James, the 

landlady, she’s giving me 

a special deal. Owes me a 

favour. A few years back,  

her husband got himself  

sentenced to death in Florida. 

I was able to help her out. 

 

RORY 

Oh, wow! You stopped her  

husband from being executed? 

 

PARIS 

No, I ensured it. 

 

She smiles at a horrified Rory. Sookie opens the door. 

 

SOOKIE 

Paris! Hello! 

 

Paris walks up to her, hugs her, and then steps back. 

 

PARIS 

Sookie, Rory Gilmore. 

 

SOOKIE 

Hello. 

 

RORY 

Um. Hi. How are you? 

 

SOOKIE 

I’m fine. Come on in. 

 

They follow Sookie into the building. Paris trots up the stairs to the 

first floor landing, then pauses and waits for Rory to climb the stairs. 

As she reaches the top of the stairs, Paris opens the door and walks in, 

revealing the living room. Rory follows her in and looks around the room, 

at all the possessions and boxes scattered around it. 

 

RORY 

Oh, wow. This is nice. 

Really nice. 

 

PARIS 



Yes. Yes, I think so. 

My thoughts precisely. 

That’s why I went ahead 

and moved in. 

 

RORY 

(simultaneously) 

If we can get all this trash 

cleared out, or - oh. 

 

PARIS 

(embarrassed) 

Well, obviously I can  

straighten things up a bit. 

 

She walks across the room and makes a half-hearted attempt to tidy up, 

throwing a couple of folders into a box. She takes some unopened letters 

to the fireplace, puts them on the mantelpiece, and stabs a knife through 

them. Rory notices something else on the mantelpiece and lifts her cane to 

point to it. 

 

RORY 

Is that a skull? 

 

PARIS 

Friend of mine. 

 

Sookie walks into the room. She picks up a cup and saucer while Paris 

takes off her coat and scarf. 

 

SOOKIE 

What do you think, Rory? 

There’s another bedroom 

upstairs if you’ll be  

needing two bedrooms. 

 

RORY 

Um… yeah, of course we’ll 

be needing two. 

 

SOOKIE 

Oh, don’t worry, this is a 

really open-minded neighbourhood. 

Mrs. Turner next door has 

married ones. 



 

Rory looks across the room to Paris, waiting for her to confirm that 

they’re not involved in that way. But Paris is oblivious, preoccupied with 
tossing her belongings haphazardly into boxes. Sookie walks into the 

kitchen, then turns around and frowns at Paris. 

 

SOOKIE 

Paris, look at this mess. 

 

She starts tidying up the kitchen and Rory walks over to one of the two 

armchairs, plumps up a cushion, and drops down on it. 

 

RORY 

I looked you up online last night. 

 

PARIS 

Anything interesting? 

 

RORY 

I found your website. 

“The Science of Deduction.” 

 

PARIS 

What did you think? 

 

RORY 

You said you could identify 

a software designer by his 

tie and an airline pilot by 

his left thumb. 

 

PARIS 

Yes, and I can read your 

journalistic career in your  

face and your leg, and your 

relationship with your distant 

parents in your cell phone. 

 

RORY 

How? 

 

Paris smiles and turns away. Sookie comes out of the kitchen reading the 

newspaper. 

 

SOOKIE 



Hear about these suicides, Paris? 

Three exactly the same. 

 

PARIS 

Four. 

 

Paris walks over to the window and looks down at a car pulling up outside. 

A police car. Lights flashing on the roof. 

 

PARIS 

There was just a fourth. 

And something’s different 

this time. 

 

SOOKIE 

A fourth? 

 

Paris turns as Detective Inspector Kim walks up the stairs and into the 

living room. 

 

PARIS 

Where? 

 

KIM 

Asylum Hill. 

 

PARIS 

What’s new about this one? 

You wouldn’t have come to 

get me if there wasn’t  

something different. 

 

KIM 

You know how they never 

leave notes? 

 

PARIS 

Yes. 

 

KIM 

This one did. 

 

PARIS 

Who’s on forensics? 

 



KIM 

Dugray. 

 

PARIS 

Dugray won’t work with me. 

 

KIM 

Well, he won’t be your assistant. 

 

PARIS 

I need an assistant. 

 

KIM 

Can you come and help us? 

 

PARIS 

Not in a police car. 

I’ll be right behind. 

 

KIM 

Thank you. 

 

Nodding at Rory and Sookie, Kim turns and hurries off down the stairs. 

Paris waits until Kim’s reached the front door, then she leaps into the 

air, clenches her fists triumphantly, and begins twirling around the room. 

 

PARIS 

Brilliant! Yes! 

Four serial suicides, 

and now a note! Oh, 
it’s Christmas! 

 

She picks up her scarf and coat. 

 

PARIS 

Sookie, I’ll be late. 

Might need some food. 

 

SOOKIE 

I’m your landlady, sweetie. 

Not your housekeeper. 

 

PARIS 

Something cold is fine. 

Rory, have a cup of tea. 



Make yourself at home. 

Don’t wait up. 

 

Paris opens the kitchen door and disappears from view. Sookie turns back 

to Rory. 

 

SOOKIE 

Look at her, running around. 

But you’re more the sitting-down 

type, I can tell.  

 

Rory is a little embarrassed at Sookie’s doting, and a little offended at 

the suggestion that she is “the sitting-down type.” 

 

SOOKIE 

I’ll make you some tea.  

You rest your leg. 

 

RORY 

Oh, screw my leg! 
 

Sookie turns around in shock, and Rory is immediately apologetic. 

 

RORY 

Sorry, I’m so sorry. 

It’s just, sometimes… 

 

She whacks her leg with her cane. 

 

SOOKIE 

Oh, I understand, honey. 

I’ve got a hip. 

 

RORY 

Some tea would be lovely. 

Thank you. 

 

SOOKIE 

Just this once. I’m not 

your housekeeper. 

 

Rory picks up the newspaper and looks at the article reporting Beth 

Davenport’s suicide. Next to a large photograph of Beth is a small photo 

of Detective Inspector Kim. Before she can read on, Paris’s voice 



interrupts her. She looks up and sees Paris standing at the living room 

door. 

 

PARIS 

You’re a reporter. 

A war reporter. 

 

RORY 

Um… yeah. Was. 

 

PARIS 

Any good? 

 

RORY 

The Pulitzer Committee 

seemed to think so. 

 

PARIS 

Nice. Seen a lot of 

violence? Violent deaths? 

 

RORY 

Yes. Enough for a lifetime. 

Too much. 

 

PARIS 

Want to see some more? 

 

RORY 

God, yes. 

 

Paris spins on her heel and leads Rory out of the room and down the 

stairs. Rory calls out to Sookie as she follows Paris down. 

 

RORY 

Sorry, Sookie, I’ll skip 

the tea. 

 

SOOKIE 

Both of you? 

 

PARIS 

Impossible suicides! Four 

of them! There’s no point 

sitting at home when there’s 



finally something fun going on. 
 

SOOKIE 

Look at you, all happy. 

It’s indecent. 

 

PARIS 

Who cares about decent? 

The game is on, Sookie! 

 

Paris walks out into the street and hails a cab. 

 

24.  

INT. - TAXI - EVENING 

 

Paris and Rory sit in silence for a long while. Paris’s eyes are fixed on 

her cell phone. Rory keeps stealing nervous glances at her. Finally, Paris 

lowers her phone. 

 

PARIS 

You’ve got questions. 

 

RORY 

Yeah. Um, where are we 

going? 

 

PARIS 

Crime scene. Next? 

 

RORY 

Well… who are you? 

What do you do? 

 

PARIS 

What do you think? 

 

RORY 

I want to say, um, 

private detective? 

 

PARIS 

But? 

 

RORY 

But the police don’t 



use private detectives. 

 

PARIS 

That’s right. I’m a  

consulting detective. 

Only one in the world. 

I invented the job. 

 

RORY 

What does that mean? 

 

PARIS 

It means when the police 

are out of their depth, 

which is always, they 

consult me. 

 

RORY 

But the police don’t 

consult amateurs. 

 

Paris laughs out loud, and shoves her phone in her pocket. 

 

PARIS 

When I met you for the 

first time yesterday,  

I said, “Yemen or Syria?” 

You looked surprised. 

 

RORY 

Yeah. How did you know? 
 

PARIS 

I didn’t know. I saw. Your 

haircut, your clothing, the  

way you hold yourself, says 

you’re a reporter. A serious  

one. You’re inconspicuous,  

intentionally so. Deflecting  

attention. 

(pauses) 

Oh, and that sturdy, no-nonsense 

laptop bag strapped over your chest. 

 

RORY 



Okay. Sure. But - Yemen? 

 

PARIS 

Your face is tanned, but no 

tan above the wrists. You’ve 

been somewhere hot, but not lying 

on a beach. Your limp’s really 

bad when you walk, but you don’t  

ask for a chair when you stand, 

so you’ve forgotten about it, 

so it’s at least partly 

psychosomatic. That says the  

original circumstances of the 

injury were traumatizing. Wounded 

in action, then. Wounded in action, 

suntan - Yemen or Syria. 

 

RORY 

How… how did you… you knew 

I had a therapist? 

 

PARIS 

You’ve got a psychosomatic 

limp. Of course you’ve got 

a therapist. Then there’s 

your parents. 

 

RORY 

My parents? 

 

PARIS 

Your phone. It’s expensive, 

brand-new, but you’re 

looking for a roommate. 

You wouldn’t waste money 

on this, so it’s a gift. 

Next part’s easy. You know 

it already. 

 

RORY 

The engraving. 

 

Paris reaches for Rory’s phone, flips it over, points to an engraving: TO 

LORELAI LEIGH GILMORE; LOVE, RICHARD AND EMILY 

 



PARIS 

Using your full name, 

I assume, but using  

their first names.  
Richard and Emily -  

not Mom and Dad. 

Wealthy parents, but 

you’re not close. 

You didn’t want this 

phone. You’ve barely 

used it. You’re  

embarrassed by their 

generosity. Rich 

parents, worried 

about you, but you 

won’t go to them  

for help. 

 

RORY 

Huh. 

 

Paris hands Rory her phone back. 

 

PARIS 

So. You were right. 

 

RORY 

Right about what? 

 

PARIS 

The police don’t 

consult amateurs. 

 

Paris looks out the side window and bites her lip. 

 

RORY 

That was… amazing. 
 

Paris looks back at Rory, a little startled. 

 

PARIS 

You think so? 

 

RORY 

Of course it was. That… 



I… I’ve never seen  

anything like it. 

 

PARIS 

That’s not what people 

usually say. 

 

RORY 

What do people usually 

say? 

 

PARIS 

“Fuck off.” 

 

She smiles at Rory, who smiles back at her. They turn to look out of their 

windows. 

 

25. 

 

EXT. - ABANDONED HOUSE - EVENING 

 

The taxi arrives at a tall, stately abandoned house in Asylum Hill. Paris 

and Rory get out and walk towards the police tape strung across the road. 

 

PARIS 

Did I get anything 

wrong? 

 

RORY 

I was stationed in 

Sanaa for two years. 

I was doing a story 

on an MSF hospital when 

a bomb fell from the sky. 

They were aiming for 

a Daesh military camp 

half a mile east. The 

building collapsed.  

 

PARIS 

Christ. I’m sorry. 

 

RORY 

Thanks. Richard and 

Emily are my grandparents. 



 

Paris stops dead in her tracks. 

 

PARIS 

Grandparents. There’s 
always something. 

 

RORY 

(laughing) 

Look, what exactly are 

we supposed to be doing 

here? 

 

They approach the police tape and walk into Sergeant Jarvis. 

 

JARVIS 

Hello, freak. 

 

PARIS 

I’m here to see 

Detective Inspector 

Kim. 

 

JARVIS 

Why? 

 

PARIS 

I was invited. 

 

JARVIS 

Why? 

 

PARIS 

I think he wants me 

to take a look. 

 

JARVIS 

Well, you know what 

I think, don’t you? 

 

Paris lifts the police tape and ducks underneath it. 

 

PARIS 

Looks like you didn’t 

make it home last night, 



Francie. 

 

JARVIS 

I don’t… who’s this? 

 

PARIS 

Rory Gilmore. Colleague 

of mine. 

 

JARVIS 

Colleague? How do you 
get a colleague? What, 

did you follow her home 

and hide in her bushes? 

 

RORY 

Um. Would it be better 

if I just waited out- 

 

Paris lifts the police tape for Rory. 

 

PARIS 

No. Come on. 

 

As Rory walks under the tape, Jarvis lifts a radio to her mouth. 

 

JARVIS 

Freak’s here. Bringing 

her in. 

 

Jarvis leads Paris and Rory toward the house. A MAN dressed in a Hazmat 

suit comes out of the house. 

 

PARIS 

Dugray. Here we are 

again. 

 

DUGRAY 

It’s a crime scene. 

I don’t want it 

contaminated. Is that 

clear? 

 

PARIS 

Very. And is your wife 



away for long? 

 

DUGRAY 

Oh, don’t pretend you 

figured that out all 

by yourself. Someone 

told you. 

 

PARIS 

Your cologne told me. 

 

DUGRAY 

My cologne? 

 

PARIS 

It’s for men. 

 

DUGRAY 

Of course it’s for men! 

I’m wearing it. 

 

PARIS 

So is Sergeant Jarvis. 

 

Dugray looks at Jarvis, shocked.  

 

PARIS 

May I go in? 

 

DUGRAY 

Look, whatever you’re 

implying… 

 

PARIS 

Oh, I’m not implying 

anything. I’m sure  

Francie just came over 

for a nice little chat. 

And I assume she scrubbed 

your floors, too, judging 

by the state of her knees. 

 

Dugray and Jarvis stare at Paris in horror. She smiles, smug, then turns 

and goes into the house. Rory walks past Jarvis, looks at her knees, and 

follows Paris inside. 



 

26.  

 

INT. - ABANDONED HOUSE - DAY 

 

Inside the house’s living room, Kim is putting on something that looks 

like a Hazmat suit. Paris point to a pile of similar items. 

 

PARIS 

You need to wear one of  

these, Rory. 

 

KIM 

Who’s this? 

 

PARIS 

She’s with me. 

 

KIM 

But who is she? 
 

PARIS 

I said she’s with me. 
 

Rory takes off her jacket and picks up a suit. She looks at Paris, who has 

picked up a pair of latex gloves. 

 

RORY 

Aren’t you going to put 

one on? 

 

Paris shoots a stern look at Rory. Rory looks confused. 

 

PARIS 

So, where’s the body? 

 

KIM 

Upstairs. 

 

27. 

 

INT. - STAIRCASE - NIGHT 

 

Kim leads Rory and Paris up a circular staircase. Paris is still putting 

on her latex gloves. 



 

KIM 

I can give you two minutes. 

 

PARIS 

I’ll need longer. 

 

KIM 

Her name’s Jennifer Wilson, 

according to her credit cards. 

We’re running them now 

for contact details. Hasn’t 

been here long. Some kids 

found her. 

 

28. 

 

INT. - UPSTAIRS ROOM - NIGHT 

 

Kim leads them into a room two storeys above the ground floor. It’s empty 

except for a rocking horse in the far corner, and some emergency portable 

lighting, presumably set up by the police. A woman’s body is lying face 

down on the bare floorboards in the middle of the room. She’s wearing a 

bright pink overcoat and high-heeled pink shoes. Her hands are flat on the 

floor on either side of her head. 

 

Paris walks a few steps into the room and then stops, holding one hand out 

in front of herself as she focuses on the corpse. Behind her, Rory looks 

at the woman’s body, and her face fills with pain and sadness. The three 

stand there, silent, for several long seconds, then Paris looks over to 

Kim. 

 

PARIS 

Shut up. 

 

KIM 

I didn’t say anything. 

 

PARIS 

You were thinking. 

It’s annoying. 

 

Kim and Rory exchange a surprised look as Paris steps forward. She reaches 

the side of the corpse. Her attention is immediately drawn to a word 

scratched into the floorboards near the woman’s left hand - RACHE. Her 



eyes flick to the woman’s fingernails. The index and middle nails are 

broken and ragged at the ends, the pink nail polish chipped. The woman’s 

index finger rests at the bottom of the E, as if she was still trying to 

carve into the floor when she died. 

 

PARIS 

(whispering) 

Rache… German… revenge. 

 

She closes her eyes, then shakes her hand in a tiny, dismissive moment. 

She looks at the carved word again. 

 

PARIS 

(whispering) 

Rachel. 

 

Paris squats down beside the body and runs her gloved hand along the back 

of the woman’s coat. She lifts her hand again and looks at her fingers. 

She reaches into the woman’s pocket and finds a white folding umbrella. 

She runs her fingers along the folds of the material. She puts the 

umbrella back into the woman’s pocket and moves up to the collar of the 

woman’s coat. She runs her fingers underneath the woman’s collar. 

 

She steps back, reaches into her pocket, and takes out a small magnifier. 

She clicks it open and closely inspects the woman’s delicate gold 

bracelet, one of her earrings, the gold chain around her next, the rings 

on her left ring finger. Carefully, she works the wedding ring off the 

woman’s finger and holds it up, looking at the inside of the ring. She 

lowers the ring and slides it back onto the woman’s finger. 

 

KIM 

Got anything? 

 

PARIS 

Not much. 

 

She sands up, takes off her gloves, and gets her cell phone out of her 

pocket. She starts typing on it. Dugray appears at the door 

 

DUGRAY 

She was German. Rache. 

It’s German for revenge. 

She could be trying to 

tell us- 

 



Paris walks to the door and closes it in Dugray’s face. 

 

PARIS 

Thanks for the input. 

 

She looks down at her phone. The weather app is open. She flips through 

it. 

 

KIM 

So she’s German? 

 

PARIS 

Of course not. She’s 

 from out of town, though. 

Intended to stay in Hartford 

for one night before going 

back to Boston. So far, so 

obvious. 

 

RORY 

Sorry - obvious? 

 

KIM 

What about the message, 

though? 

 

Paris ignores her and looks at Rory. 

 

PARIS 

Rory, what do you think? 

 

RORY 

About the message? 

 

PARIS 

About the body. You were 

a reporter in an active  

war zone. You have medical 

training. 

 

KIM 

Wait, no, we have a whole 

team outside. 

 

PARIS 



They won’t work with me. 

 

KIM 

I’m already breaking every 

rule by letting you in here. 

 

PARIS 

Yes, because you need me. 

 

Kim sighs, then lowers her eyes. 

 

KIM 

Yes, I do. 

 

PARIS 

Rory. 

 

Rory looks over at Kim, who nods and leaves the room. A little hesitant, 

Rory walks over to the body, and Paris follows her. Paris squats down on 

one side, and Rory painfully lowers herself to one knee on the other side, 

leaning heavily on her cane to support herself. 

 

PARIS 

Well? 

 

RORY 

What am I doing here? 

 

PARIS 

Helping me make a point. 

 

RORY 

I thought I was helping 

you pay rent. 

 

PARIS 

This is more fun. 

 

RORY 

Fun? This is a dead body. 

 

PARIS 

Perfectly sound analysis, 

but I was hoping you’d go 

a little deeper. 



 

Kim comes back into the room and stands just inside the doorway. Rory 

drags her other leg down into a kneeling position. She leans forward to 

look more closely at the woman’s body. She puts her head close to the 

woman’s. She sniffs, then straightens up a little. She lifts the woman’s 

right hand and looks at the skin. She straightens up. She looks across to 

Paris. 

 

RORY 

Asphyxiation, I think. She 

choked on her own vomit. I 

can’t smell any alcohol on  

her. Could have been a seizure. 

Maybe drugs. 

 

PARIS 

You know what it was. 

You’ve read the papers. 

 

RORY 

She’s one of the suicides? 

 

KIM 

Look, Paris, I said two 

minutes. I need anything  

you’ve got. 

 

Paris stands, holding out a hand to Rory as she struggles to her feet. 

 

PARIS 

Victim’s in her late thirties. 

Professional, going by her 

clothes. Something in the media, 

going by the hideous shade  

of pink. Traveled from Boston 

today, meant to stay the night. 

It’s obvious from the size of 

her suitcase. 

 

KIM 

Suitcase? There’s no suit- 

 

PARIS 

Suitcase, yes. She’s been 

married at least ten years, 



but not happily. She’s had 

a string of partners but none 

of them knew she was married. 

 

KIM 

Paris, I swear, if you’re just 

making this up…  

 

Paris points at the woman’s left hand. 

 

PARIS 

Her wedding ring. Ten years 

old, at least. The rest of  

her jewelry is cleaned 

on a regular basis, but not 

her wedding ring. State of  

her marriage, right there. 

The inside of the ring is  

shinier than the outside, 

which means it’s regularly 

removed. The only polishing 

it gets is when she twists 

it off her finger. It’s not 

for work. Look at her nails. 

She doesn’t work with her  

hands. So why does she take 

her rings off? Not for one 
person. She’d never sustain the 

fiction of being single over 

that amount of time. So a string 

of them. Simple.  

 

RORY 

(softly) 

That’s amazing. 

 

Paris looks up at her, startled. 

 

RORY 

Sorry. 

 

KIM 

Boston? 

 

PARIS 



It’s obvious, isn’t it? 

 

RORY 

Not to me. 

 

PARIS 

Her coat. It’s damp. 

She’s been in heavy 

rain in the last few 

hours. No rain in  

Hartford in that time.  

It’s damp under her 

collar, too. She turned 

it up against the wind. 

Strong wind. Too strong 

to use her umbrella. We 

know from her suitcase 

that she was planning to 

stay overnight, so she 

must have come from a 

decent distance, but she 

couldn’t have traveled more 

than two or three hours, 

because her coat is still 

wet. So, where has there been 

heavy rain and strong wind 

within the radius of that 

travel time? 

 

She lifts her phone and points to the weather app. 

 

PARIS 

Boston. 

 

RORY 

Wow. 

 

PARIS 

Do you know you do 

that out loud? 

 

RORY 

Sorry. I’ll stop. 

 

PARIS 



No, it’s… fine. 

 

KIM 

Why do you keep 

mentioning a suitcase? 

 

PARIS 

Where is it? And where’s 

her phone? Go through the  

contacts. Find out who 

Rachel is. 

 

KIM 

She was writing Rachel? 

 

PARIS 

No, she was writing an 

angry note in German. 

Of course she was writing 
Rachel. Question is: why 

did she wait until she was 

dying to write it? 

 

KIM 

How do you know she had 

a suitcase? 

 

Paris points down at the woman’s body, where little flecks of mud have 

collected on the lower part of her right leg. 

 

PARIS 

Back of the right leg. 

Tiny splash marks on the 

heel and calf, not present 

on the left. She was 

pulling a wheeled suitcase 

with her right hand. Don’t 

get that splash pattern 

any other way. Small case, 

going by the spread. A case 

that size, a woman this 

style-conscious - it could 

only be an overnight bag, 

so we know she was staying 

one night. Now where is it? 



What have you done with it? 

 

KIM 

There wasn’t a suitcase. 

There was never any suitcase. 

 

Paris’s eyes widen, and she runs to the door and begins to hurry down the 

stairs. 

 

PARIS 

Suitcase! Did anyone find a suitcase? 

Was there a suitcase in this house? 

 

Kim and rory follow her out and stop on the landing 

 

KIM 

Paris, there was no suitcase! 

 

Paris slows, but continues to make her way down the spiral staircase. 

 

PARIS 

There are clear signs.  

It’s murder, all of them. 

I don’t know how, but they’re 

not suicides. They’re killings. 

Serial killings. We’ve got 

ourselves a serial killer. 

I love those. 

 

KIM 

Why are you saying that? 

 

Paris stops and calls up the steps. 

 

PARIS 

Her suitcase! Where is her 

suitcase? Did she eat it? 

Someone else was here, and  

they took her case! The 

killer must have driven her 

here and forgotten the  

suitcase was in the car. 

 

RORY 

Maybe she checked into 



a hotel and left her case there. 

 

PARIS 

No, she never got to the  

hotel. Look at her hair.  

She color-coordinates her 

lipstick and her shoes. 

She would never leave a hotel 

with her hair looking like -  

oh. 
 

She pauses. Her eyes widen. Her face lights up. She claps her hands 

together in delight. 

 

RORY 

Paris? 

 

PARIS 

Serial killers are always 

hard. You have to wait for 

them to make a mistake. 

 

KIM 

We can’t wait, Paris! 

 

PARIS 

We don’t have to! We 

have a mistake. Call 
Boston. Find out who 

Jennifer Wilson’s 

friends and family were. 

 

KIM 

Of course, but what 

mistake? 

 

Paris runs up a couple of stairs and waves her hands. 

 

PARIS 

PINK! 

 

She hurries off again. Kim, baffled, turns and goes back into the room 

while Dugray and his team hurry up the stairs and walk into the room. 

 



Forgotten by everyone else, Rory hesitates on the landing for a moment and 

then slowly begins to make her way down the stairs. A couple more officers 

hurry up, and one of them bumps against her, throwing her off-balance and 

making her lurch heavily against the bannisters. Rory regains her balance 

and continues down the stairs. 

 

29. 

 

EXT. - STREET - NIGHT 

 

Rory wanders out into the street. She’s shed her Hazmat suit for her 

jacket. She looks around. No sign of Paris. She walks to the police tape, 

where Jarvis is standing, looking at her. 

 

JARVIS 

She’s gone. 

 

RORY 

Who - Paris Geller? 

 

JARVIS 

Yeah, she just took off. 

She does that. 

 

RORY 

Right. Okay. Um, do you 

know where I could get a 

cab? It’s just.. my leg. 

 

JARVIS 

Try the main road. 

 

RORY 

Thanks. 

 

Jarvis lifts the police tape, and Rory ducks under it. 

 

JARVIS 

You’re not her friend. 

She doesn’t have friends. 

So who are you? 

 

RORY 

I’m… I’m nobody. I just 

met her. 



 

JARVIS 

Okay, bit of advice then. 

Stay away from that bitch. 

 

RORY 

Excuse me? 

 

JARVIS 

You know why she’s here,  

right? She doesn’t get 

paid or anything. She likes  

it. The weirder the crime, 

the more she gets off on it. 

And you know what? One day 

just showing up won’t be  

enough. One day we’ll all  

be standing around a body  

and Paris Geller will be the  

one who put it there. 

 

RORY 

Why would you say -  

 

JARVIS 

She’s a psychopath. And 

psychopaths get bored. 

 

Kim appears at the door, waving her hand. 

 

KIM 

Jarvis! 

 

JARVIS 

Coming! 

 

She turns back to Rory as she walks toward the house. 

 

JARVIS 

Stay away from Paris 

Geller. 

 

Rory watches her go, then turns and begins to limp off down the road. To 

her right, the phone in a payphone box begins to ring. She stops and looks 



at it for a few seconds, but then looks down at her watch, shakes her 

head, and continues down the road. The phone stops ringing. 

 

She reaches the main road and tries to hail a taxi, but it passes by her. 

She walks past a McDonald’s. The payphone on the outer wall begins to 

ring. Rory turns and looks as one of the serving staff walks over to the 

phone. But as he reaches for it, it stops ringing. 

 

Rory walks down the road and passes another payphone box. The phone inside 

begins to ring. Mystified, Rory opens the door, goes inside, and lifts the 

phone. 

 

RORY 

Hello? 

 

WOMAN’S VOICE 

There is a security  

camera on the building 

to your left. Do you  

see it? 

 

RORY 

Who’s this? Who’s  

speaking? 

 

WOMAN’S VOICE 

Do you see the camera, 

Miss Gilmore? 

 

Rory looks through the window of the phonebox at the CCTV camera high on 

the wall of a nearby building. 

 

RORY 

I see it. 

 

WOMAN’S VOICE 

Watch. 

 

The camera, which was pointing directly at the phone box, swivels away. 

 

RORY 

How are you doing this? 

 

WOMAN’S VOICE 

Get in the car, Miss Gilmore. 



 

A black car pulls up at the curbside near the phone. The driver gets out 

and opens the rear door. 

 

WOMAN’S VOICE 

I would make some sort of 

threat, but I’m sure your 

situation is quite clear 

to you. 

 

The phone goes dead. Rory puts it down and stands still for a long moment. 

Then, deciding there’s not much else she can do, she turns to leave the 

phone box. 

 

30. 

 

INT. - CAR - NIGHT 

 

Rory is sitting in the back seat of a car. An attractive young man is 

sitting beside her, his eyes fixed on his phone as he types on it. He is 

ignoring Rory. 

 

RORY 

Hello. 

 

MAN 

Hello. 

 

RORY 

What’s your name? 

 

MAN 

Uh… Milo. 

 

RORY 

That’s not your real 

name. 

 

MAN 

Correct. 

 

RORY 

Any point in asking 

where you’re taking me? 

 



MAN 

None at all, Lorelai. 

 

RORY 

Okay. 

 

31. 

 

INT. - WAREHOUSE - NIGHT 

 

The car pulls into an almost-empty warehouse. A woman in a dress suit is 

standing in the centre of the area, leaning nonchalantly on an umbrella as 

she watches the car stop. Rory gets out. The woman gestures to a 

straight-backed armchair, and Rory limps toward it, leaning heavily on her 

cane. 

 

WOMAN 

Have a seat, Lorelai. 

 

RORY 

You know, I have a  

phone. I mean, very  

clever, but you could 

have phoned me. On my 

phone. 

 

WOMAN 

When one is avoiding 

the attention of  

Paris Geller, one 

learns to be discreet. 

Hence, this place. The 

leg must be hurting you. 

Sit down. 

 

RORY 

I don’t want to sit down. 

 

WOMAN 

You don’t seem very afraid. 

 

RORY 

I spent two years doing  

frontline reporting on ISIL 

and Al-Qaeda. You don’t seem 



very frightening. 

 

WOMAN 

Oh, of course. The brave  

little war reporter. Bravery 

is by far the kindest word 

for stupidity, don’t you think? 

What is your connection to  

Paris Geller? 

 

RORY 

I don’t have one. I barely 

know her. I met her… oh. 

yesterday. 

 

WOMAN 

And since yesterday, you’ve 

moved in with her, and now 

you’ve solving crimes together. 

Can we expect a happy announcement 

by the end of the week? 

 

RORY 

Who are you? 

 

WOMAN 

An interested party. 

 

RORY 

Interested in Paris? Why? 

I’m guessing you’re not friends. 

 

WOMAN 

You’ve met her. How many friends 

do you imagine she has? I’m the 

closest thing to a friend that 

Paris Geller is capable of having. 

 

RORY 

And what is that? 

 

WOMAN 

A caretaker. 

 



Just then, Rory’s phone trills a text alert. She immediately digs into her 

jacket pocket, takes out her phone, and looks at the screen: BAKER STREET. 

COME AT ONCE IF CONVENIENT. -PG 

 

WOMAN 

I hope I’m not distracting you. 

 

RORY 

Not distracting me at all. 

 

WOMAN 

Do you plan to continue your 

association with Paris Geller? 

 

RORY 

I could be wrong, but I think 

that’s none of your business. 

 

WOMAN 

It could be. 

 

RORY 

It really couldn’t. 

 

The woman takes a notebook from her inside pocket, then opens it and 

consults it as she speaks. 

 

WOMAN 

If you do move into 

221B Baker Street, I’d 

be happy to pay you a 

meaningful sum of money 

on a regular basis to  

ease your way. 

 

RORY 

In exchange for what? 

 

WOMAN 

Information. Nothing 

indiscreet. Nothing 

you’d feel uncomfortable 

with. Just tell me what 

she’s up to. 

 



RORY 

Why? 

 

WOMAN 

I worry about her. Constantly. 

 

RORY 

That’s nice of you. 

 

WOMAN 

But I would prefer that my 

concern go unmentioned. We 

have what you might call a 

difficult relationship. 

 

Rory’s phone sounds another text alert. She immediately fishes out the 

phone and looks at the message, which reads: IF INCONVENIENT, COME ANYWAY. 

- PG. Rory looks up at the woman. 

 

RORY 

No. 

 

WOMAN 

But I haven’t even 

mentioned an amount. 

 

RORY 

Don’t bother. 

 

WOMAN 

You’re very loyal, 

very quickly. 

 

RORY 

No, I’m not. I’m a 

journalist. I don’t 

accept bribes. 

 

The woman smiles. She lifts up her notebook and reads from it. 

 

WOMAN 

“Still has trust issues,” 

it says here. 

 

RORY 



What’s that? 

 

WOMAN 

Why have you decided to 

trust Paris Geller, of 

all people? 

 

RORY 

Who says I trust her? 

 

WOMAN 

You don’t seem like the 

type to make friends easily. 

 

RORY 

Are we done? 

 

WOMAN 

You tell me. 

 

Rory looks at her for a long moment, then turns her back and begins to 

walk away. 

 

WOMAN 

I imagine people have 

already warned you to 

stay away from her, but 

I can see from your left 

hand that’s not going to  

happen. 

 

Rory stops dead in her tracks. Her shoulders tense. She angrily shakes her 

head. She is clearly furious when she turns around to face the woman, 

baring her teeth. 

 

RORY 

My what? 
 

WOMAN 

You have an intermittent 

tremor in your left hand. 

Your therapist thinks it’s 

post-traumatic stress disorder. 

She thinks you’re haunted by 

memories of Yemen. 



 

RORY 

Who the hell are you? How do 

you know that? 

 

WOMAN 

Fire her. She’s got it 

backwards. You’re under stress 

right now and your hand 

is perfectly steady. 

 

Rory’s eyes flicker downward. The woman is right: her hand is still. She 

lifts her gaze, stares ahead, and struggles to hold back her anger. 

 

WOMAN 

You’re not haunted by the war, 

Miss Gilmore. You miss it. 

Time to choose a side. Welcome 

back. 

 

Rory stands still for a few seconds, then turns to look at the departing 

woman. Behind Rory, the car door opens, and not-Milo gets out. 

 

NOT-MILO 

I’m supposed to take you home. 

 

Rory half-turns toward him, then stops and takes out her phone to read a 

new message. It reads: COULD BE DANGEROUS. -PG 

 

She puts the phone back in her pocket, holds out her left hand, and 

studies the lack of tremor coming from it. She smiles. 

 

NOT-MILO 

Address? 

 

RORY 

Baker Street. 221B Baker 

Street. But we need to 

make a stop first. 

 

32.  

 

INT. - RORY’S CHILDHOOD BEDROOM - NIGHT 

 



Rory opens the door and switches on the light. She walks inside and closes 

the door behind her. She opens her desk drawer and takes out her pistol. 

She checks the clip, then tucks the gun in the back of the waistband of 

her jeans. She pulls her jacket over the gun, concealing it. She turns to 

leave again. 

 

33. 

 

INT. - CAR - NIGHT 

 

The car pulls up outside 221B Baker Street. Not-Milo is still riveted by 

whatever he’s typing on his phone. 

 

RORY 

Listen, your boss - any 

chance you could not tell 

her where I went? 

 

NOT-MILO 

Sure. 

 

RORY 

You’ve already told her. 

 

NOT-MILO 

Yeah. 

 

Rory gets out and closes the door, then watches the car pull away. She 

turns and walks across the pavement to the front door of 221B. She knocks 

on the door. 

 

34. 

 

Upstairs, in the living room of the apartment, Paris is lying stretched 

out on the sofa with her head resting on a cushion. Her jacket is off. Her 

shirt sleeves are unbuttoned and pushed up her arms. Her eyes are closed. 

She’s pressing the palm of her right hand firmly on the underside of her 

left arm, just below the ceiling. After a few seconds, her eyes snap open 

wide. She stares at the ceiling, then sighs, and relaxes. 

 

Rory walks through the door, then stops and stares at Paris, who is 

repeatedly clenching and unclenching her left first. 

 

RORY 

What are you doing? 



 

PARIS 

Nicotine patch. Helps 

me think. 

 

RORY 

Is that three patches? 
 

PARIS 

It’s a three-patch  

problem. 

 

She closes her eyes. Rory walks over to her. 

 

RORY 

Well? You asked me to 

come. I’m assuming it’s 

important. 

 

Paris’s eyes snap open. 

 

PARIS 

Oh, yes. Of course. 

Can I borrow your phone? 

 

RORY 

My phone? 

 

PARIS 

Don’t want to use mine. 

The number might be 

recognized. It’s on my 

website. 

 

RORY 

Sookie’s got a phone. 

 

PARIS 

She’s downstairs. I tried 

shouting but she didn’t hear. 

 

RORY 

I was on the other side of 

the city. 

 



PARIS 

There was no hurry. 

 

Rory glares at Paris as she serenely closes her eyes again. She digs her 

phone out of her jacket and holds it out to Paris. 

 

RORY 

Here. 

 

Without opening her eyes, Paris holds out her right hand with the palm up. 

Rory glowers at her for a moment, then steps forward and slaps the phone 

into her hand.  

 

RORY 

So, what’s this about? 

The suitcase? 

 

PARIS 

Her suitcase, yes. The 

murderer took her suitcase. 

First big mistake. 

 

Paris holds the phone out to Rory, still not opening her eyes. 

 

PARIS 

There’s a number on 

my desk. I want you 

to send a text. 

 

Rory half-smiles in angry disbelief. 

 

RORY 

You brought me here 

to send a text. 

 

PARIS 

Text, yes. The number 

on my desk. 

 

Paris continues to hold the phone out while Rory frowns at her. A few 

moments pass, then Rory stomps across the room and snatches the phone out 

of Rory’s hand. Paris folds her hands under her chin. 

 



Instead of going to the desk, Rory walks over the window and looks out of 

it, into the street below. Paris opens her eyes and tilts her head towards 

Rory. 

 

PARIS 

What’s wrong? 

 

RORY 

Just met a friend 

of yours. 

 

Paris frowns in confusion. 

 

PARIS 

 A friend? 

 

RORY 

Your caretaker. 

 

Paris immediately relaxes. 

 

PARIS 

Did she offer you money 

to spy on me? 

 

RORY 

Yes. 

 

PARIS 

Did you take it? 

 

RORY 

Of course not. 

 

PARIS 

We could have split it. 

Think it through next time. 

 

RORY 

Who is she? 

 

PARIS 

The most powerful person 

you’ve ever met, and not 

my problem right now. On 



my desk, the number. 

 

Rory gives her a dark look, but she walks over to the desk and picks up a 

piece of paper taken from a luggage label. She looks at the name on the 

label. 

 

RORY 

Jennifer Wilson. Hang on. 

Wasn’t that the dead woman? 

 

PARIS 

Yes. That’s not important. 

Just enter the number. 

 

Rory shakes her head, but she gets her phone out and begins to type the 

number onto it. 

 

PARIS 

Are you doing it? 

 

RORY 

Yes. 

 

PARIS 

Have you done it? 

 

RORY 

Give me a minute! 

 

PARIS 

These words exactly: 

“What happened at  

Asylum Hill? I must 

have blacked out. 

22 Northumberland 

Street. Please come.” 

 

RORY 

You blacked out? 

 

PARIS 

What? No, no. Type and 

send it quickly. 

 



Paris leaps up and stands up, hopping over the coffee table on her way to 

the kitchen. She emerges with a small pink suitcase and puts it on the 

coffee table. Rory turns around to see her flipping open the suitcase, 

revealing clothes and underwear - all in varying shades of pink. 

 

RORY 

That’s - that’s the pink 

lady’s suitcase. That’s  

Jennifer Wilson’s suitcase. 

 

PARIS 

Yes, obviously. 

 

Rory stares at her, horrified. Paris looks up at her, then rolls her eyes. 

 

PARIS 

I didn’t kill her, Rory. 

 

RORY 

I never said you did. 

 

PARIS 

Why not? Given the text 

I just asked you to send 

and the fact that I have 

her suitcase, it’s a  

perfectly logical assumption. 

 

RORY 

Do people usually assume 

you’re the murderer? 

 

PARIS 

Now and then, yes. 

 

Rory limps across the room and drops heavily into the armchair on the 

other side of the fireplace. 

 

RORY 

How did you get the suitcase? 

 

PARIS 

By looking. 

 

RORY 



Where? 

 

PARIS 

The killer must have driven 

her to Asylum Hill. He 

could only keep her case by 

accident if it was in the car. 

Nobody could be seen with  

this suitcase without drawing 

attention - especially a man, 

which is statistically more likely -  

so he’d feel compelled to get 

rid of it the moment he realized 

he still had it. Wouldn’t have  

taken him more than five minutes. 

I checked every street and alley 

wide enough for a car five minutes 

from Asylum Hill. Anywhere you could 

dispose of a bulky object without being 

observed. Took me less than an hour 

to find the right dumpster. 

 

RORY 

Pink. You got all that because 

you thought the suitcase would 

be pink. 

 

PARIS 

Well, it had to be pink. 
 

RORY 

Why didn’t I think of that? 

 

Paris points at the suitcase. 

 

PARIS 

Do you see what’s missing? 

 

RORY 

From the suitcase? How could 

I possibly -  

 

PARIS 

Her phone. Where’s her phone? 

There was no phone in the 



suitcase. We know she had one. 

That’s her number. Right there. 

You texted it. 

 

RORY 

Maybe she left it at home. 

 

PARIS 

She’s a serial adulterer. 

She’s careful about it. She 

never leaves her phone at home. 

 

RORY 

The murderer. You think the  

murderer has the phone. 

 

PARIS 

Maybe she left it behind when 

she left her suitcase. Maybe 

he took it from her for some 

reason. Either way, the balance 

of probability is that the 

murderer has her phone. 

 

RORY 

So I just texted a murderer? 
 

Rory’s phone begins to ring. She picks it up and looks at the screen: 

UNKNOWN CALLER. She looks desperately at Paris. 

 

PARIS 

A few hours after his last 

victim, he receives a text 

that can only be from her. 

If someone had just found 
that phone, they’d ignore 

that text. But the murderer - 

he would panic. 

 

The phone stops ringing. Paris closes the suitcase and stands up, walking 

across the room to pick up her coat. 

 

RORY 

Have you talked to the police? 

 



PARIS 

Four people are dead. There 

isn’t time to talk to the 

police. 

 

RORY 

So why are you talking to me? 
 

PARIS 

Sookie took away my skull. 

 

RORY 

So I’m just filling in for 

your skull? 

 

PARIS 

Relax. You’re doing fine. 

 

Paris walks toward the door. She turns, and looks at Rory. 

 

PARIS 

Well? 

 

RORY 

What, you want me to 

come with you? 

 

PARIS 

I like company when I 

go out. I think better 

when I talk aloud. 

 

RORY 

Sergeant Jarvis… she 

said you get off on this. 

You enjoy it. 

 

PARIS 

And I said “dangerous,”  

but here you are. 

 

Paris turns and walks out the door. Rory sits thoughtfully for a few 

seconds, then leans onto her cane to push herself to her feet. 

 

35. 



 

EXT. - STREET - NIGHT 

 

Rory catches up to Paris and they continue down the sidewalk. 

 

RORY 

Where are we going? 

 

PARIS 

Northumberland Street 

is a five-minute walk 

from here. 

 

RORY 

You really think he’s 

stupid enough to go there? 

 

PARIS 

No, I think he’s smart 

enough. I love the smart 

ones. They’re always so 

desperate to get caught. 

 

RORY 

Why? 

 

PARIS 

Appreciation! Applause! 

The spotlight, at long 

last. That’s the frailty 

of genius, Rory. It needs 

an audience. 

 

Rory looks pointedly at Paris. 

 

RORY 

Yep. 

 

Paris, oblivious, spins around, arms out. 

 

PARIS 

This is his hunting ground, 

right here in the heart of 

the city. Now that we know 

his victims were abducted, 



that changes everything. 

All of his victims disappeared 

from busy streets, but nobody 

saw them go. Think! 

Who do we trust, even if 

we don’t know them? Who 

passes unnoticed wherever 

they go? Who hunts in the 

middle of a crowd. 

 

RORY 

Who? 

 

PARIS 

Haven’t the faintest. 

Hungry? 

 

36. 

 

INT. - LUKE’S DINER - NIGHT 

 

Paris walks Rory into a small diner. The man near the door clearly knows 

Paris, and gestures to a reserved table at the front window. 

Paris takes her coat off, sits down at the table, and immediately turns 

sideways to look out the window. Rory sits down in the other seat, with 

her back to the window, and takes off her jacket. 

 

PARIS 

22 Northumberland Street. 

Keep your eyes on it. 

 

RORY 

He’s not just going to 

ring the doorbell, is he? 

He’d have to be crazy. 

 

PARIS 

He’s killed four people. 

 

RORY 

Fair point. 

 

LUKE walks over, clearly pleased to see Paris. He shakes her hand. 

 

LUKE 



Paris! Anything on the 

menu, whatever you want, 

free. On the house. For 

you and for your date. 
 

RORY 

Oh, I’m not her date. 

 

LUKE 

Paris got me off a  

murder charge. 

 

PARIS 

This is Luke. 

 

Luke shakes Rory’s hand. 

 

PARIS 

Three years ago, I 

successfully proved 

to Kim that, at the  

time of a particularly 

vicious triple murder, 

Luke was in a completely 

different part of town, 

breaking and entering. 

 

LUKE 

She cleared my name. 

 

PARIS 

I cleared it a bit. 
 

LUKE 

I’ll get a candle for 

the table. It’s more 

romantic. 

 

RORY 

I’m, uh, not her date. 

 

Paris and Luke both ignore Rory. Paris puts her menu down on the table as 

Luke walks away. 

 

PARIS 



You should eat. We might 

have a long wait. 

 

Luke returns with a small glass bowl and a little tea-light candle. He 

places it on the table and gives Rory a thumbs-up before turning and 

walking away again. 

 

RORY 

Thanks. 

 

Paris stares out the window, deep in thought. Rory grabs a slice of crusty 

bread and a butter knife. 

 

RORY 

So who’s your caretaker? 

Who did I meet? 

 

PARIS 

My arch-enemy. 

 

RORY 

People don’t have arch- 

enemies. In real life. 

There are no arch-enemies 

in real life. It doesn’t  

happen. 

 

PARIS 

What do people have, then? 

In their “real lives?” 

 

RORY 

Oh, um… friends. People they 

know. People they like. 

People they don’t like. 

Boyfriends. Girlfriends. 

 

PARIS 

That all sounds awfully 

boring. 

 

RORY 

You don’t have a boyfriend, 

then? 

 



PARIS 

Boyfriend? No. Not really 

my area. 

 

Rory nods and goes back to the bread. A moment later, the possible 

significance of this statement hits her. Her eyes widen. 

 

RORY 

Oh, sorry. Do you have a 

girlfriend? Which is fine, 

by the way. 

 

Paris looks at her, eyes narrowing. 

 

PARIS 

I know it’s fine. 

 

Rory tries to smile. 

 

RORY 

So you have a girlfriend! 

That’s ni- 

 

PARIS 

No. 

 

RORY 

Um. Right. Okay. You’re 

just… unattached. Like me. 

Fine. Good. 

 

She looks down and begins to shovel bread into her mouth. Paris eyes her 

suspiciously for a moment. 

 

PARIS 

Rory, I… I think you should 

know that I consider myself 

married to my work, and while 

I’m flattered by your interest, 

I’m really not looking for any -  

 

RORY 

No! No. I’m not asking. 

No. I’m just saying - it’s 

all fine. 



 

Paris gives her a blank look, then nods. 

 

PARIS 

Good. Thank you. 

 

Paris turns her attention back to the street. Rory takes a long, long 

drink of water. Suddenly, Paris nods toward the window. 

 

PARIS 

Look across the street. 

Taxi. 

 

Rory twists in her seat and looks out the window. A taxi has parked at the 

site of the road, its rear bumper pointing toward the restaurant. 

 

PARIS 

Stopped. Nobody getting in. 

Nobody coming out. Why a 

taxi? Oh, that’s smart. 

Is it smart? Why is it  

smart?  

 

RORY 

Is that him? 

 

PARIS 

Don’t stare. 

 

RORY 

You’re staring. 

 

PARIS 

We can’t both stare. 
 

Paris gets on her feet, grabs her coat and scarf, and heads for the door. 

Rory picks up her jacket and follows. 

 

She forgets to take her cane with her. 

 

37. 

 

EXT. - STREET - NIGHT 

 



Paris shrugs herself into her coat, keeping her eyes fixed on the taxi. In 

the back window, there’s a faint silhouette of a passenger glancing 

around. As Paris approaches, the passenger turns, and the taxi begins to 

pull away from the curb. 

 

Paris takes off into the street, sprinting. She doesn’t look both ways. 

She’s nearly run over by several cars. The street descends into chaos - 

horns honking, brakes screeching, drivers shouting. Rory twists through 

the cars, doing her best to keep up with Paris. 

 

Paris keeps up her pace for another minute or so, then pauses, gasping for 

breath. She’s realized she’s not going to catch the taxi. Rory runs to 

her, rests a hand on her shoulder. 

 

RORY 

I got his plates. 

 

PARIS 

Good work.  

 

Paris stands, taking deep, gulping breaths. 

 

PARIS 

Right turn, one way, 

roadworks, traffic lights, 

bus lane, pedestrian crossing, 

left turn only, traffic lights. 

 

She stands stock still for a second, and then nods, and takes off running. 

Rory follows after her. The two of them race down a narrow sidestreet, 

climb up a set of stairs, and emerge on a metal fire escape overlooking 

another building’s low roof. 

 

PARIS 

Come on, Rory. 

 

Paris leaps across the gap to the next building. Rory scrambles onto the 

railing and follows. Paris is already running across the top of the 

building. Rory follows after her, huffing and puffing. Paris leaps to the 

next building. Rory skids to a halt. The gap is too big for her to jump 

across. The drop beneath her is awfully scary. 

 

PARIS 

Rory! We’re losing him! 

 



Rory pulls in a deep breath. She backs up a few paces. Then she leans 

forward and runs, her fists pumping. She easily clears the gap. Paris 
takes her hand and pulls her over to a staircase on the side of the 

building. They keep running - down stairs, through alleyways, across 

various backstreets. They’re just emerging from an alleyway when Paris 

spots the taxi, and her eyes widen. She leaps forward, practically 

throwing herself on the bonnet of the cab as the driver hits the brakes. 

 

RORY 

Paris! 

 

Paris breathes in, shakes it off, and pulls an ID badge out of her pocket. 

She flashes it at the driver and rounds the car to the passenger’s door. 

 

PARIS 

Police! Open up! 

 

She pulls open the rear door and stares at the PASSENGER. The passenger 

stares up at her, anxious. Exasperation flickers over Paris’s face as Rory 

sidles up next to her. 

 

PARIS 

Oh, no. Teeth, tan. 

What? California? 

 

Her eyes glance at the floor of the cab. 

 

PARIS 

Los Angeles. Santa Monica. 

Just flew in. 

 

RORY 

How do you know that? 

 

PARIS 

The luggage. 

 

Paris purses her lips and looks at the passenger. 

 

PARIS 

First trip to Hartford, 

right? 

 

PASSENGER 

Sorry - are you the police? 



 

PARIS 

Yes. 

 

She flashes her ID badge again, briefly. 

 

PARIS 

Everything all right? 

 

PASSENGER 

Yes? 

 

Paris pauses, racking her brain for ways to finish this conversation. 

 

PARIS 

Well. Welcome to Hartford. 

 

She immediately walks away, leaving Rory to stare blankly at the 

passenger. 

 

RORY 

Um. Any problems, just let 

us know, sir. 

 

The man nods, and Rory smiles politely and closes the door. The taxi 

drives off, and Rory wanders over to the sidewalk, where Paris is 

standing, looking bewildered. 

 

RORY 

So. Just a cab that  

happened to stop. 

 

PARIS 

Just a cab. 

 

RORY 

Not the murderer. 

 

PARIS 

Not the murderer. 

 

RORY 

Wrong state. Good alibi. 

 

PARIS 



As alibis go. 

 

Rory looks down. Paris is nervously passing her ID badge from one hand to 

the other. 

 

RORY 

Where’d you get this? 

 

Paris passes it to her. 

 

RORY 

Detective Sergeant Jarvis? 

 

PARIS 

I pickpocket her when she’s 

annoying. You can keep that 

one. I have plenty more back 

at home. 

 

Rory claps a hand over her mouth, covering a soft laugh. 

 

PARIS 

What’s so funny? 

 

RORY 

Nothing. Just. “Welcome 

to Hartford.” 

 

Paris looks over at Rory. She smiles. She laughs. Then she looks down the 

road. The passenger has gotten out of the cab. He’s speaking to a police 

officer and pointing. Pointing at Paris and Rory. 

 

PARIS 

Got your breath back, Rory? 

 

RORY 

Ready when you are. 

 

They turn and take off running up the sidewalk. 

 

38. 

 

INT. - 221B BAKER STREET - NIGHT 

 



Rory and Paris stumble into the hallway, breathing hard. Rory hangs her 

jacket on a hook on the wall. Paris drapes her coat over the bannister. 

 

RORY 

Okay, that was ridiculous. 

 

They fall up against the wall, side by side, still trying to catch their 

breath. 

 

RORY 

That was the most ridiculous 

thing I’ve ever done. 

 

PARIS 

And you willingly chose to live 

in the middle of a turf war 

between ISIL and al Qaeda. 

 

Rory begins to giggle uncontrollably, and after a moment, Paris also 

begins to laugh. 

 

RORY 

I just wanted to be  

Christiane Amanpour. 

 

Paris throws her head back and laughs, falling against Rory. 

 

RORY 

Do you want to, um…  

should we go back? 

To the restaurant? 

 

Paris waves her hand dismissively. 

 

PARIS 

Luke can keep an eye 

out. It was a long 

shot anyway. 

 

RORY 

So what were we doing? 

 

PARIS 

Proving a point. 

 



RORY 

What point? 

 

PARIS 

You. 

 

Paris turns toward the door of Sookie’s ground floor apartment. 

 

PARIS 

Sookie! Rory’s going 

to move in with me. 

 

RORY 

Says who? 

 

PARIS 

Says the man at the door. 

 

Rory whirls around just as someone knocks on the door three times. She 

turns back to Paris, confused. Paris just smiles. Rory stares at her for a 

moment, and then she walks to the front door. 

 

She opens it. Luke is standing outside. 

 

LUKE 

Paris texted me. Said 

you forgot this. 

 

Smiling, he holds up Rory’s cane. 

 

RORY 

Oh. Thank you. 

 

She takes the cane, then turns and looks down the hall to Paris. Paris 

grins at her. 

 

Just then, Sookie comes out of her apartment and hurries up to Paris. She 

sounds upset, tearful. 

 

SOOKIE 

Paris, what did you do? 

 

PARIS 

Sookie? 

 



SOOKIE 

Upstairs 

 

Paris turns and hurries up the stairs. Rory follows her. 

 

39. 

 

INT. - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

 

Paris opens the living room door. Detective Inspector Kim is sitting in an 

armchair facing the door. Other police officers are going through Paris’s 

possessions. Paris storms over to Kim. 

 

PARIS 

What are you doing? 

 

KIM 

I knew you’d find the 

suitcase. I’m not stupid. 

You can’t withhold evidence. 

 

PARIS 

You can’t break into my  
apartment.  

 

KIM 

Who said anything about 

breaking in? This is 

a drug bust. 

 

RORY 

Really? A drug bust? 

Have you met Paris? 
 

Paris bites her lip and turns, walking closer to Rory. 

 

PARIS 

Rory…  

 

RORY 

I’m pretty sure you could 

search this apartment all 

day and you wouldn’t find 

anything you could call  
recreational. 



 

PARIS 

Rory. Be quiet. Now. 

 

Rory looks into Paris’s eyes. Paris holds her gaze for a long moment. 

Paris’s eyes are serious. Rory breathes out. 

 

RORY 

You?  

 

PARIS 

Be. Quiet. 

 

Paris turns back to Kim and puts her hands on her hips. 

 

PARIS 

I’m not your sniffer dog. 

 

KIM 

No, Dugray’s my sniffer dog. 

 

PARIS 

What?  

 

The kitchen doors slide open, revealing more police officers - Dugray 

among them. 

 

PARIS  

What are you doing on a  
drug bust, Dugray? 

 

DUGRAY 

I volunteered. 

 

KIM 

They all did. They’re 

not on the drugs squad, 

but they’re very keen. 

 

Jarvis emerges from the kitchen, holding a small jar at arm’s length. 

 

JARVIS 

Are these human eyes? 

 

PARIS 



Put those back! 

 

JARVIS 

They were in the microwave! 

 

PARIS 

It’s an experiment! 

 

KIM 

Keep looking, guys. 

 

She stands up and turns to Paris. 

 

KIM 

Or you could help us 

and I’ll get them to 

stand down. 

 

PARIS 

You’re being a child. 

 

KIM 

No, I’m dealing with a 

child. Paris, this is our 

case. I’m letting you in, 

but you don’t get to go off 

on your own. 

 

PARIS 

What, so you set up a 

pretend drug bust to 

intimidate me? 

 

KIM 

It stops being pretend 

if they find anything. 

 

PARIS 

I’m clean! I don’t even 

smoke anymore! 

 

Paris urgently yanks up the sleeve of her shirt, showing a nicotine patch 

on her lower arm. Kim regards her arm for a moment, then rolls up her own 

sleeve, displaying an identical patch. 

 



KIM 

Neither do I. So let’s 

work together. We’ve 

found Rachel. 

 

PARIS 

Who is she? 

 

KIM 

Jennifer Wilson’s only 

daughter.  

 

PARIS 

Her daughter? Why would 

she write her daughter’s 

name? Why? 

 

Dugray steps into the room, standing next to the coffee table and the open 

suitcase.  

 

DUGRAY 

Not important. We found 

the suitcase. According 

to someone, the murderer 
would have the suitcase. 

And we found it in the 

hands of our favorite 

psycho. 

 

PARIS 

I’m not psycho, Dugray.  
I have autism. Go back 

to sensitivity training. 

 

Paris turns back to Kim. 

 

PARIS 

You need to bring Rachel 

in. You need to question  

her. I need to question her. 

 

KIM 

She’s dead. 

 

PARIS 



How? When? Why? Is there 

a connection? There 

has to be. 

 

KIM 

I doubt it. She’s been 

dead for fourteen years. 

Technically, she was never 

alive. Rachel was Jennifer 

Wilson’s stillborn daughter. 

 

Rory grimaces, but Paris just looks confused. 

 

PARIS 

No, that’s… that’s not  

right. Why would she… 

 

DUGRAY 

Why would she think of 

her daughter in her dying 

moments? Yep, psycho -  

I’m seeing it now. 

 

Paris whirls around and stomps across the floor to Dugray. 

 

PARIS 

She wasn’t thinking 

about her daughter. 

She scratched her 

name on the floor 

with her fingernails. 

She was dying. It took 

effort. It would have 

hurt. 

 

Rory walks up behind her, and places a hand on Paris’s shoulder. 

 

RORY 

You said the victims 

all took the poison  

themselves, right? Maybe 

he… I don’t know, talks 

to them? Maybe he used 

her daughter’s death 

somehow. 



 

PARIS 

But that was fourteen 

years ago. Why would 

she still be upset? 

 

The apartment immediately goes silent. Paris glances around the room, and 

then looks over her shoulder at Rory. Rory squeezes Paris’s shoulder 

gently. 

 

PARIS 

Not good? 

 

RORY 

Not great. 

 

Paris shakes Rory’s hand off her shoulder and turns to face her, looking 

at her intently. 

 

PARIS 

But if you were dying, 

in your very last moments, 

what would you say? 

 

RORY 

“I don’t want to die.” 

 

PARIS 

Oh, come on. Use your 

imagination. 

 

RORY 

I don’t have to. 

 

The breath goes out of Paris’s lungs as she recognizes the look of pain in 

Rory’s face. She blinks a few times, and shifts her feet apologetically. 

 

PARIS 

But Jennifer… she 

hid things. All those 

affairs. She was trying 

to hide something. 

 

Paris steps away from Rory and begins to pace across the room. Sookie 

appears in the doorway. 



 

SOOKIE 

Isn’t the doorbell 

working? Your taxi’s 

here, Paris. 

 

PARIS 

I didn’t order a taxi. 

 

Paris continues pacing. Sookie glances around the room. 

 

SOOKIE 

They’re making such a mess. 

What are they looking for? 

 

RORY 

It’s, um… a drug bust, 

Sookie. 

 

SOOKIE 

But they’re just for my 

hip! They’re herbal soothers! 

 

Paris stops in the middle of the room and claps her hands over her ears. 

Her face is red. She looks like she’s near tears. 

 

PARIS 

Shut up! Everybody! 

Shut up! Don’t move. 

Don’t speak. Don’t 

breathe. I’m trying 

to think. Dugray, 

turn around. You’re 

throwing me off. 

 

DUGRAY 

What, my face is? 
 

KIM 

Everyone, quiet. 

Dugray, turn your 

back. 

 

DUGRAY 

Oh, for God’s sake. 



 

He turns. Paris stands still, mumbling. 

 

SOOKIE 

What about your taxi? 

 

PARIS 

SOOKIE! 

 

Sookie steps back and hurries down the stairs. Paris breathes in, trying 

to regain her composure - and then her face lights up. She’s realized 

something. She turns to the officers, and Rory. 

 

PARIS 

Oh. Oh, yes. She was 

hiding something. Don’t  

you see? Don’t you get it? 

She didn’t lose her phone. 

She planted it on him. 
When she got out of the car, 

she knew she was walking  

to her death. She left the 

phone behind in order to  

lead us to the killer. 

 

KIM 

But how? 

 

PARIS 

What do you mean how? 
Rachel! Think about it! 

Rachel. It’s not a name. 
 

RORY 

Then what is it? 

 

Paris pushes through the crowd of officers, sits down at her desk, and 

opens her laptop. 

 

PARIS 

Rory, on the luggage, 

there’s a label. Read 

me the e-mail address. 

 

RORY 



Um, jennie.pink@mephone.com . 
 

PARIS 

She didn’t have a laptop, 

which means she did her  

business on her phone, so 

there’s a website for her 

account. The username is 

the e-mail address, and - 

all together now, the 

password is…  

 

RORY 

Rachel. 

 

Paris types it in. She presses enter. A little tone echoes from the 
laptop. They’re in. 

 

DUGRAY 

So we can read her e-mails. 

So what? 

 

PARIS 

Dugray, don’t talk out 

loud. You lower the IQ 

of the whole street. We 

can do much more than 

just read her e-mails. 

It has GPS. If you lose  

it, you can locate it 

online. She’s leading us 

directly to the man who 

killed her. 

 

KIM 

Unless he got rid of it. 

 

RORY 

We know he didn’t. 

 

Paris is watching a loading screen on her laptop and chewing on her lip. 

 

PARIS 

Come on, come on, quickly. 

 

mailto:jennie.pink@gmail.com


Sookie appears in the doorway. 

 

SOOKIE 

Paris, sorry, this taxi 

driver…  

 

PARIS 

Sookie, isn’t it time 

for your evening soother? 

 

Rory pulls up a chair next to Rory and watches a clock spinning on the 

screen. It says the phone will be located in under three minutes. Paris 

turns to Kim. 

 

PARIS 

Get vehicles. Get a 

helicopter. We need 

to move fast. This 

phone battery won’t 

last forever. 

 

KIM 

We just have a map 

reference, not a name. 

 

PARIS 

It’s a start. 

 

On the computer, a map appears, and begins to zoom in on the location of 

the phone. 

 

RORY 

Paris. 

 

PARIS 

The map reference 

narrows it down from 

just anyone in Hartford. 

It’s the first real lead 

we have. 

 

RORY 

Paris. Look. It’s here. 

221B Baker Street. 

 



PARIS 

What? How can it be here? 

 

KIM 

Maybe it was in the suitcase 

and it fell out somewhere. 

 

PARIS 

What, and I didn’t notice? 

Me? I didn’t notice?  

 

RORY 

We texted him. He called back. 

 

Kim turns to her officers. 

 

KIM 

Okay, everyone, we’re looking 

for a cell phone somewhere 

in here. It belonged to the  

victim. 

 

Paris’s vision begins to go foggy. She turns, looks over her shoulder. 

Behind Sookie, a man has climbed to the top of the stairs. He’s wearing a 

cardigan, and there’s a baseball cap on his head, obscuring his face. He 

has a badge in a leather holder on a cord around his neck, with the words 

LICENSED CITY OF HARTFORD TAXI - DEAN FORESTER in large, block letters. 

 

Paris stares at him. The man takes a pink cell phone out of his pocket. He 

types something on it. A second later, Paris’s phone trills a text alert. 

She takes her phone out of her pocket. Her screen reads: COME WITH ME.  

 

She looks up again. The taxi driver has already begun to walk down the 

stairs. 

 

RORY 

Paris? Are you okay? 

 

PARIS 

What? Oh. I’m fine. 

 

RORY 

So… how can the phone 

be here? In this apartment? 

 



PARIS 

I don’t know. 

 

Rory pulls her phone out of her jeans pocket. 

 

RORY 

I’ll try texting it again. 

 

PARIS 

Good idea. 

 

Paris stands and goes over to the door, moving slowly, like she’s 

sleepwalking. 

 

RORY 

Where are you going? 

 

PARIS 

Fresh air. 

 

RORY 

You sure you’re all right? 

PARIS 

I’m fine. 

 

Paris pulls in a deep breath and hurries down the stairs. 

 

40. 

 

EXT. - STREET - NIGHT 

 

Paris strides onto the sidewalk, wrapping a scarf around her neck. As she 

approaches the taxi, she shoves her hands into the pockets of her coat. 

It’s a cold night. The man leaning against the taxi stands up. 

 

DEAN 

Taxi for Paris Geller 

 

PARIS 

I didn’t order a taxi. 

 

DEAN 

Doesn’t mean you don’t 

need one. 

 



PARIS 

You’re the driver. The 

one who stopped on 

Northumberland Street. 

It was you. Not your 

passenger. 

 

DEAN 

See? No one ever thinks 

about the taxi driver. 

It’s like you’re invisible. 

Just the back of a head. 

Major advantage for a  

serial killer. 

 

PARIS 

Is that a confession? 

 

DEAN 

If you call the cops, 

I won’t run. I’ll stand 

right here and let them 

arrest me. 

 

PARIS 

Why? 

 

DEAN 

Because you’re not  

going to do that. 

 

PARIS 

Am I not? 

 

DEAN 

I didn’t kill those people, 

Paris. I talked to them, 

and they killed themselves. 

And if you call the cops now, 

I’ll never tell you what 

I said. 

 

Paris stares at him for a long moment. The driver turns and begins to walk 

back to his cab. 

 



PARIS 

No one else will die, 

though, and I believe they 

call that a result. 

 

The driver stops, and turns back to her. 

 

DEAN 

But you won’t ever know 

how they died. What kind 
of result do you care  

about? 

 

The driver turns again, opens the door, and sits down in the driver’s 

seat. Paris hesitates a moment. She bites her lip. Then she walks closer 

to the cab, bends, and looks through the open window. 

 

PARIS 

If I wanted to understand, 

what would I do? 

 

DEAN 

Let me take you for a ride. 

 

PARIS 

So you can kill me too? 

 

DEAN 

I don’t want to kill you, 

Paris. I’m going to 

talk to you, and then 

you’re going to kill 

yourself. 

 

Paris’s eyes go dark. She stands up, strides to the passenger door, and 

yanks it open. 

 

41. 

 

INT. - 221B BAKER STREET - NIGHT 

 

Rory is standing at the window, fingers through the blinds, cell phone to 

her ear. She’s watching the cab pull away from the curb. 

 

RORY 



I don’t know! She just 

got in a cab. 

 

Behind her, Jarvis lets out an exasperated sigh. 

 

JARVIS 

She fucking left again. 

We’re wasting our time. 

 

Rory holds the phone close. Her left hand is trembling. 

 

RORY 

I’m… I’m calling the  

phone. It’s ringing out. 

 

KIM 

If it’s ringing, it’s not 

here. 

 

Rory lowers the phone and reaches for Paris’s laptop. 

 

RORY 

I’ll try the search again. 

 

JARVIS 

Does it matter? Any of it? 

You know she’s just a lunatic, 

and she’ll always let you down. 

You’re wasting your time. 

You’re wasting our time. 
 

Kim stares at Jarvis, and then she sighs, and throws up her hands. 

 

KIM 

Okay, everyone, we’re done here. 

 

The officers begin to clear out. Rory is still bent in front of the 

laptop, her face illuminated by the pale blue light. 

 

42.  

 

INT. - TAXI - NIGHT 

 

Paris is watching the scenery go by, her face up against the glass. She 

looks calm. 



 

PARIS 

How did you find me? 

 

DEAN 

Oh, I recognized you 

as soon as I saw you 

chasing my cab. Paris 

Geller! I was warned 

about you. I’ve been 

on your website, too. 

Brilliant stuff. Loved it. 

 

PARIS 

Who warned you about me? 

 

DEAN 

Just someone out there 

who’s noticed you. 

 

Paris leans forward, looking closely at the side of the driver’s neck. She 

sees a photo of a young boy and girl in a frame on the dashboard. 

 

PARIS 

Who would notice me? 

 

DEAN 

You’re too modest,  

Paris. 

 

PARIS 

I’m really not. 

 

DEAN 

You’ve got yourself 

a fan. 

 

PARIS 

Tell me more. 

 

DEAN 

Oh no, Paris. 

That’s all you’re going 

to know… in this lifetime. 

 



He leers at her. She rolls her eyes. 

 

43. 

 

INT. - 221B BAKER STREET - NIGHT 

 

Kim is the only police officer left in the apartment. Just as she’s 

heading out the door, shrugging on her coat, she stops and turns to Rory. 

 

KIM 

Why does she do that? 

Why does she leave? 

 

RORY 

You know her better 

than I do. 

 

KIM 

I’ve known her for  

four years, and no, 

I don’t. 

 

RORY 

So why do you put up 

with her? 

 

KIM 

Because I’m desperate, 

that’s why. 

 

Kim turns to the door, then hesitates. She looks back at Rory. 

 

KIM 

And because Paris Geller 

is a great woman. And I 

think one day, if we’re 

very, very lucky, she  

might even be a good one. 

 

44. 

 

EXT. - CAMPUS - NIGHT 

 



The cab pulls up in front of two identical, beige buildings, side by side. 

The taxi driver kills the engine. He gets out and opens the passenger 

door. Paris doesn’t move. 

 

PARIS 

Where are we? 

 

DEAN 

You know every street 

in Hartford. You know 

exactly where we are. 

 

PARIS 

Roland-Kerr Technical 

School. Why here? 

 

DEAN 

It’s open. Cleaners 

are in. One thing about 

being a taxi driver: 

you always know a  

nice quiet spot for a  

murder. I’m surprised 

more of us don’t branch out. 

 

PARIS 

And what, you just 

walk your victims in? 

How? 

 

The taxi driver points a pistol at Paris. Paris rolls her eyes. 

 

PARIS 

Oh, boring. 
 

DEAN 

Don’t worry. It gets 

better. 

 

PARIS 

You really think you’re 

a criminal mastermind 

because you make people 

take their own lives 

at gunpoint. 



 

DEAN 

I don’t. It’s much better 

than that. 

 

He lowers the gun. 

 

DEAN 

And I don’t need the gun 

with you, because you’ll  

follow me. 

 

He turns and walks away, confidence in his stride. Paris sits still for a 

moment, and then lets out a huff of exasperation as she gets out and 

stomps after him - exactly what he predicted. 

 

45.  

 

INT. - 221B BAKER STREET - NIGHT 

 

Rory is alone in the apartment, putting on her coat. She’s decided to go 

back to her childhood home for the night. As she walks toward the door, 

she looks down and clenches her right hand. She doesn’t have her cane. She 

looks around, sees the cane lying on top of a box of papers on the dining 

room table. As she walks over to collect it, Paris’s laptop beeps 

triumphantly. Rory whirls around. There’s a map on the screen. It’s 

zooming in on the location of the phone. Rory hurries toward the laptop, 

grabs a scrap piece of paper and a golf pencil, and begins to scribble the 

address down. She shoves the paper in her pocket. She turns. She races 

down the stairs. She forgets to take her cane with her. 

 

46. 

 

INT. - CLASSROOM - NIGHT 

 

The taxi driver opens the door to a classroom and stands aside so Paris 

can go in. She steps inside, and walks deep into the room, looking around. 

The taxi driver closes the door. 

 

DEAN 

Well? What do you think? 

 

Paris shrugs. 

 

DEAN 



It’s up to you. You’re the 

one who’s going to die here. 

 

Paris laughs out loud. 

 

PARIS 

No, I’m not. 

 

DEAN 

That’s what they all say. 

 

He gestures to one of the tables. 

 

DEAN 

Shall we? 

 

He pulls out one of the chairs and sits down. Paris strides around to the 

other side of the table and slides into a chair. She unwinds the scarf 

from around her neck. 

 

PARIS 

Pretty risky abducting me 

under the watchful eye of 

a half dozen police officers. 

They’re not that stupid. 
And my landlady will remember 

you. 

 

DEAN 

You call that risky? No. 

This is risky. 
 

He takes out a small glass bottle and puts it on the table in front of 

him. There’s a single large pill inside. 

 

DEAN 

Oh, I like this part. 

Because you don’t get it yet, 

do you? But you’re about to. 

I just have to do this. 

 

He reaches into his pocket, pulls out an identical bottle, and sets it 

down. 

 

PARIS 



Fascinating. Truly. 

 

A look of irritation flickers across the taxi driver’s face. 

 

DEAN 

Paris Geller. You think 

you’re so special. So smart. 

And you are. “The Science of 

Deduction.” That’s smart 

thinking. Why can’t people 

think, Paris? Doesn’t it make 

you mad? Why people can’t just 

think? Just between you and me. 

 

Paris is about five seconds from bursting into vocal laughter. 

 

PARIS 

Oh. I get it. You’re a 

tortured genius, too. 

 

DEAN 

I don’t look like it, do I? 

Just a normal guy driving a  

taxi. But you’ll know better 

in a minute. Chances are 

it’ll be the last thing you 

ever know. 

 

Paris is now biting her lips in a desperate effort to keep a straight 

face. 

 

PARIS 

Okay. Two bottles. Explain. 

 

DEAN 

There’s a good bottle and a 

bad bottle. You take the pill 

from the good bottle, you live. 

Take the pill from the bad 

bottle, you die. 

 

PARIS 

And both bottles are identical. 

 

DEAN 



In every way. 

 

PARIS 

And you know which is which. 

 

DEAN 

Of course I know. 

 

PARIS 

But I don’t. 

 

DEAN 

It wouldn’t be a game if you 
knew. You’re the one who 

chooses. 

 

PARIS 

Why should I? What’s in it 

for me? 

 

DEAN 

I haven’t told you the best 

part yet. Whatever bottle you  

choose, I take the pill from 

the other one. And then, 

together, we take our medicine. 

 

Paris grins. Now she’s interested. She looks down at the bottles. She 
begins to concentrate. 

 

DEAN 

I won’t cheat. It’s your 

choice. I’ll take whatever 

pill you don’t. Didn’t expect 

that, did you, Paris? 
 

PARIS 

This is what you did to the 

rest of them. You gave them 

a choice. 

 

DEAN 

And now I’m giving you one. 

Take your time. Get yourself 

together. I want your best game. 



 

Paris waves her hand dismissively. 

 

PARIS 

It’s not a game. It’s chance. 

 

DEAN 

I’ve played four times. I’m 

alive. It’s not chance, 

Paris, it’s chess. It’s a  

game of chess with one move 

and one survivor. And this 
is the first move. 

 

He reaches out and slides one bottle across the table to Paris. 

 

DEAN 

Did I just give you the good 

bottle or the bad bottle? 

 

47.  

 

INT. - TAXI - NIGHT 

 

Rory is in the back of a taxi. She has Paris’s laptop open on the seat 

next to her, typing frantically. She’s holding her phone to her ear. 

 

RORY 

No, Detective Inspector Kim. 

I need to speak to her. 

It’s important. It’s an  

emergency. 

 

She lowers the phone and looks up, flapping her free hand. 

 

RORY 

Here! Left here. Turn 

left here, please. 

 

48. 

 

INT. - CLASSROOM - NIGHT 

 

Paris is staring at the bottles, her chin in her hands. 

 



DEAN 

You ready, Paris? 

Ready to play? 

 

PARIS 

Play what? It’s a  
fifty-fifty chance. 

 

DEAN 

You’re not playing  

the numbers. You’re 

playing me. Did I  

just give you the 

good pill or the bad 

pill? Is it a bluff?  

A double bluff? A 

triple bluff? 

 

PARIS 

It’s chance.  

 

DEAN 

Four people in a row? 

 

PARIS 

Luck. 

 

DEAN 

It’s not luck. I’m a 

genius. I know how people 

think. I can see it all, 

like a map inside my head. 

Everyone’s so stupid - 

even you. Or maybe God 

just loves me. 

 

Paris straightens up, leans forward, and clasps her hands in front of her 

on the table.  

 

PARIS 

Either way, you’re wasted 
as a taxi driver. 

 

49.  

 



EXT. - CAMPUS - NIGHT 

 

The taxi pulls up in front of the school - two identical, beige buildings. 

Rory spills out of the taxi, shoving a few loose bills into the driver’s 

hand. She looks up at the buildings. Her face falls. The GPS wasn’t 

precise enough to tell her which building the phone was in. She stares and 

stares, her eyes flickering from building to building. After a few 

moments, she squares her jaw, slings her laptop bag over her shoulder, and 

strides toward the building on the left. 

 

50. 

 

INT. - CLASSROOM - NIGHT 

 

Paris is still leaning forward, staring intently at the taxi driver, her 

chin propped in her hands. 

 

PARIS 

So you risked your life 

four times just to kill 

strangers. Why? 

 

The taxi driver nods down at the bottles. 

 

DEAN 

Time to play. 

 

PARIS 

Oh, I am playing. This 
is my turn. There’s  

shaving cream behind 

your left ear. No one’s 

pointed it out to you. 

Looks like some residue 

building up, too. It’s 

happened before. You 

obviously live on your own, 

because nobody’s ever 

pointed it out to you. 

 

The taxi driver begins to fidget, biting his lip. 

 

PARIS 

There’s a photo on your 

dash. Children. You cut 



the mother out of the 

picture. If she’d died, 

she’d still be there.  

Photo’s old. Frame’s new. 

You think of your children, 

but you don’t get to see them. 

 

The taxi driver can’t meet Paris’s eyes. She leans forward, baring her 

teeth. 

 

PARIS 

She took the kids, but 

you still love them 

and it still hurts. 

 

The taxi driver looks up, pain in his eyes, just as Paris points a finger 

at him. 

 

PARIS 

But there’s more. Your 

clothes. Recently  

laundered, but everything 

you’re wearing is at least 

three years old. And here 

you are on a kamikaze 

murder spree. What’s that 

about?  

 

Paris’s eyes widen. 

 

PARIS 

Three years ago. That’s 

when they told you. 

 

DEAN 

Told me what? 

 

PARIS 

That you’re a dead man 

walking. 

 

The taxi driver levels his gaze at Paris and taps the side of his head. 

 

DEAN 

Aneurysm. Any breath 



could be my last. 

 

PARIS 

And because you’re dying, 

you’ve murdered four people. 

 

DEAN 

I’ve outlived four people 
That’s the most fun you 

can have with an aneurysm. 

 

PARIS 

No, no, there’s something 

else. You didn’t just kill 

four people because you’re  

bitter. Bitterness paralyzes. 

Love motivates. This is 

about your children. Somehow. 

 

The taxi driver leans back in his chair. 

 

DEAN 

Oh, you’re good. 

 

PARIS 

But how? 

 

DEAN 

They won’t get much 

when I die. Not a lot 

of money in driving cabs. 

 

PARIS 

Or serial killing. 

 

DEAN 

You’d be surprised. 

 

PARIS 

Surprise me. 

 

The taxi driver leans forward. 

 

DEAN 

I have a sponsor. For 



every life I take, money 

goes to my kids. The more 

I kill, the better off 

they’ll be. You see? It’s 

nicer than you think. 

 

PARIS 

Who’d sponsor a serial 

killer? 

 

DEAN 

Who’d be a fan of 

Paris Geller? 

 

They stare at each other for a moment. 

 

DEAN 

You’re not the only one 

who enjoys a good murder. 

There are others out there, 

just like you. Except you’re 

a woman - and they’re so  

much more than that. 

 

Paris’s nose twitches. 

 

PARIS 

What do you mean, more 
than a woman? 

 

DEAN 

There’s a name no one 

says. I’m not going to 

say it either. Now, 

I think we’ve talked 

long enough. Time to  

choose. 

 

Paris looks down at the bottles. Her eyes move from one to the other. 

 

50. 

 

INT. - SCHOOL - NIGHT 

 



Rory is sprinting through the corridors of the school, veering wildly from 

door to door, knocking with closed fists. 

 

RORY 

PARIS! PARIS! 

 

She turns, and races around a corner. Her laptop bag slaps against her 

hip. 

 

RORY 

PARIS! 

 

51. 

 

INT. - CLASSROOM - NIGHT 

 

Paris looks up. 

 

PARIS 

What if I don’t choose 

either bottle? I could 

just walk out of here, 

you know. 

 

The taxi driver sighs, lifts up his pistol, and points it at Paris. 

 

DEAN 

You take your fifty- 

fifty chance, or I  

shoot you in the head. 

No one’s ever gone 

for that option. 

 

PARIS 

I’ll have the gun. 

 

DEAN 

Are you sure? 

 

PARIS 

Absolutely. The gun. 

 

DEAN 

You don’t want to phone 

a friend? 



 

PARIS 

The gun. Now. 

 

The taxi driver’s mouth tightens, and he squeezes the trigger. A small red 

flag bursts out of the barrel. Paris smiles smugly. 

 

PARIS 

I know a real gun when 

I see one, you imbecile. 

 

The taxi driver drops the gun to the table. 

 

DEAN 

None of the others did. 

 

PARIS 

Clearly. 

 

Paris stands up and begins to loop her scarf around her neck. 

 

PARIS 

Well, this has been 

very interesting. I look  

forward to the court case. 

 

She pushes her hands into her pockets and begins to make her way to the 

door. 

 

DEAN 

Just… before you go, 

did you figure it out? 

Which one’s the good 

bottle?  

 

PARIS 

Of course. Child’s play. 

 

DEAN 

Well, which one? Which 

one would you have 

picked? Just so I know 

whether I could have  

beaten you. 

 



Slowly, Paris turns, and walks back to him. She reaches over the table and 

sweeps up the bottle closest to the taxi driver. 

 

DEAN 

Oh. Interesting. 

 

Paris opens the bottle and tips the pill into her hand. She holds it up to 

the light, between her thumb and finger, looks at it closely.  

 

52. 

 

INT. - CLASSROOM - NIGHT 

 

Rory bursts through a door and stares ahead. She finally sees who she’s 

looking for, and her eyes fill with horror. Paris is still holding the 

pill high in the air. The camera zooms over her shoulder and soars across 

the courtyard, through another window - revealing Rory, standing in an 

identical classroom in the other building, too far away to help. Rory 

cries out in fear. 

 

RORY 

PARIS! NO! 

 

53. 

 

INT. - CLASSROOM - NIGHT 

 

Unaware that they’re being watched, the taxi driver steps closer to Paris, 

and tips the other pill into his hand. 

 

DEAN 

I bet you get bored. 

I know you do. A woman 

like you. So smart. 

But what’s the point of 

being smart if you can’t 

prove it. You’re an addict. 

You’ll do anything. Anything 

to stop being bored. 

 

Slowly, Paris opens her mouth and places the pill on her tongue. The taxi 

driver grins, and lifts his pill towards his mouth. 

 

DEAN 

You’re not bored now, 



are you? Doesn’t it 

feel good?  

 

Just then, a gunshot rings out. A bullet explodes through the taxi 

driver’s chest, close to his heart, and smashes into the door behind him. 

As he falls to the floor, Paris spits her pill out. She leaps over the 

desks behind her and hurries to the window, bending down to stare through 

the bullet hole in the glass. The window of the opposite classroom is 

open, but there’s nobody in sight.  

 

Behind her, the taxi driver breathes heavily, and coughs. Paris whirls 

around, crosses the classroom, and kneels down next to the taxi driver. 

 

PARIS 

Was I right? I was, 

wasn’t I?  

 

The taxi driver turns his head away, spitting up blood on the linoleum. 

 

PARIS 

Okay. Tell me this. 

Your sponsor. Who was  

it? The only who told 

you about me. My fan. 

I want a name. 

 

DEAN 

No. 

 

PARIS 

You’re dying, but 

there’s still time to 

hurt you. Give me a 

name. 

 

The taxi driver shakes his head. Paris rises, lifts her foot, and grinds 

her heel into his shoulder. He screams in pain. 

 

PARIS 

A name! Now! 

 

The taxi driver can only whimper in pain. Paris begins to stomp on his 

chest. 

 

PARIS 



THE NAME! 

 

DEAN 

HUNTZBERGER! 

 

His eyes close and his head rolls to the side. Paris steps back, turns 

away, and mouths the word ‘Huntzberger’ to herself. 

 

54. 

 

EXT. - CAMPUS - NIGHT 

 

Paris is perched on the back on an ambulance. As Kim walks over, a 

paramedic drapes an orange blanket over Paris’s shoulders. Paris looks 

baffled. 

 

PARIS 

What is this blanket? 

They keep putting this 

blanket on me. 

 

KIM 

It’s for shock. 

 

PARIS 

I’m not in shock. 
 

KIM 

Some of the people on 

the squad want to take 

pictures. 

 

Kim grins. Paris rolls her eyes. 

 

PARIS 

So. The shooter.  

No sign? 

 

KIM 

No. Cleared out before 

we got here. But a guy 

like that would have  

enemies. Maybe one of them 

followed him here. I 

don’t know. We have 



nothing to go on. 

 

PARIS 

Oh, I wouldn’t say that. 

 

Now it’s Kim’s turn to roll her eyes. 

 

KIM 

Okay. Shoot. 

 

Paris stands up, the blanket still bunched around her shoulders. She 

begins to pace in a circle. 

 

PARIS 

The bullet they just dug 

out of the wall is from 

a handgun. A kill shot over 

that distance from that kind 

of weapon - that’s a crack shot 

you’re looking for, but not 

just a marksman. A fighter. 

His hands didn’t shake at all, 

so he’s clearly acclimatized  

to violence. He didn’t fire 

until I was in immediate danger, 

though, so strong moral principles. 

You’re looking for a man with a 

history of military service,  

someone who’s… 

 

Out of the corner of her eye, Paris sees Rory, far away and distant, 

standing behind the police tape. 

 

PARIS 

…Someone who’s been to war. 

 

Paris goes silent. Rory looks up at her, gives her a faint smile, and then 

turns her head away. Kim turns to follow Paris’s gaze, and Paris shakes 

her head, turning back to her before she can start asking questions. 

 

PARIS 

Actually, you know what? 

Ignore me. 

 

 KIM 



Excuse me? 

 

PARIS 

Ignore all of that. 

It’s just the shock  

talking. 

 

She begins to walk toward Rory. 

 

KIM 

Where are you going? 

 

PARIS 

I need to talk about the- 

the rent. 

 

KIM 

Too bad! I still have 

questions! 

 

PARIS 

Not now, Kim, I’m in 
shock! Look! I’ve got 

a blanket! 

 

She whips the blanket off her shoulders and waves it in Kim’s face. 

 

KIM 

Oh, for Christ’s sake, 

Paris. 

 

PARIS 

And I just caught you 
a serial killer! 

 

Kim sighs and throws up her hands. 

 

KIM 

All right. We’ll bring 

you in tomorrow. Off you 

go. 

 

Paris walks away, bundling the shock blanket up in her fists as she 

approaches Rory. She tosses it through the open window of a police car, 



and then ducks under the tape. Rory walks up to her, briskly, and then 

throws her arms around her. Paris, stunned, doesn’t hug back. 

 

RORY 

Paris! Oh my god. 

Sergeant Jarvis was 

telling me everything! 

The - the pills, the  

gun! I’m so glad you’re 

okay. I was so worried. 

 

Rory continues to cling to Paris. Slowly, a smile begins to sweep across 

Paris’s face, and she lifts her arms, looping them around Rory’s 

shoulders. She lifts her lips to Rory’s ears and whispers. 

 

PARIS 

Good shot. 

 

Rory pulls back a bit, blinking rapidly. 

 

RORY 

Um… yeah. Yeah, it must 

have been. Through that 

window. 

 

PARIS 

Well. You’d know. 

Rory bites her lip, trying - and failing - to keep her expression from 

giving her away. 

 

PARIS 

We need to get the powder 

burns out of your fingers. 

I don’t think you’d serve 

time for this, but let’s 

avoid the court case. 

 

Rory clears her throat. Her eyes are very wide. 

 

PARIS 

Are you okay? 

 

RORY 

I… yes, of course 

I’m okay. Are you? 



 

Paris ignores the question and pulls Rory closer. Her eyes are full of 

concern. 

 

PARIS 

Rory. You’ve just 

killed a man. 
 

Rory chews on her lip and knits her forehead, little creases of worry 

showing between her eyebrows. 

 

RORY 

But he wasn’t a very 

nice man. 

 

Paris laughs. 

 

PARIS 

No. He wasn’t. 

 

Paris lifts a hand to Rory’s face. She runs a thumb over the space between 

Rory’s eyebrows, smoothing out the worry-lines. Rory opens her mouth to 

say something, and Paris kisses it.  

 

Rory leans into the kiss - for two seconds, three - but then her eyes go 

wide, and she stumbles backward. 

 

RORY 

We can’t kiss!  
This is a crime scene! 

 

PARIS 

Don’t blame me! You’re 

the one who shot him! 

 

RORY 

Keep your voice down! 

 

Rory begins to stride away from the crime scene, a little smile blooming 

on her face. Paris follows after her, and takes her hand. Rory squeezes 

it. 

 

RORY 

You weren’t really going 

to take that pill, were  



you? 

 

PARIS 

Of course I wasn’t. I was 

biding my time. I knew you’d 

turn up. 

 

Rory wrinkles her nose. 

 

RORY 

No, you didn’t. Why would I… 

 

PARIS 

Because you’re falling in 

love with me. 

 

Rory turns to Paris, still walking, and kisses her - hits the corner of 

Paris’s mouth, trips over her feet a little, but still. Paris grins at 

her. 

 

PARIS 

Dinner? 

 

RORY 

Starving. 

 

Rory steadies herself, and they begin to walk again. They’re still holding 

hands. 

 

PARIS 

End of Baker Street, 

there’s a good Chinese 

place that stays open 

‘til two. You can always 

tell a good Chinese place 

by examining the bottom 

third of the door handle. 

 

As Paris continues to expound upon the science of Chinese restaurant door 

handles, Rory’s eyes go wide - a car has pulled up, and the woman who 

abducted Rory earlier gets out. Rory springs away from Paris and shoves 

her hands into her pockets. 

 

RORY 

Paris. That’s her. That’s 



the woman I was telling 

you about. 

 

Paris follows Rory’s gaze, and then nods. 

 

PARIS 

I know exactly who that 
is. 

 

Paris strides up to the woman, then stops, looking up at her angrily. Rory 

looks around, trying to gauge where the police are in case she needs to 

summon their help. 

 

WOMAN 

So, Paris. Another case 

cracked. How very public- 

spirited. Although that’s 

never really your 

motivation, is it? 

 

PARIS 

What are you doing here? 

 

WOMAN 

I’m concerned about you. 

 

PARIS 

Yes, I’ve been hearing 

about your “concern.” 

WOMAN 

Always so aggressive. Did 

it ever occur to you that 

you and I belong on the same 

side? 

 

PARIS 

Oddly enough, no. 

 

WOMAN 

We have more in common 

than you’d like to believe. 

This petty feud between us 

is simply childish. And you 

know how it upsets Mama and 

Papa. 



 

Rory frowns, unsure of what she’s just heard. 

 

RORY 

Mama and Papa? 

 

PARIS 

Mama and Papa. My mother. 

My father. Rory, this is 

my nanny. 

 

RORY 

So she’s not, um… 

a criminal mastermind? 

 

NANNY 

I occupy a minor position 

in the federal government. 

 

PARIS 

She is the federal government, 
when she’s not busy being MI6 

or the Secret Service on a

freelance basis. 

 

Nanny sighs. 

 

PARIS 

Buenas noches, Nanny. 
Try not to start a war 

before I get home. You 

know what it does to  

the traffic. 

 

Paris walks away. Rory starts to follow her, but then turns back to Nanny. 

 

RORY 

So when you say you’re  

her caretaker, you actually 

are her caretaker? 
 

NANNY 

All her life. She’s always 

been so resentful. You can  

imagine the Hannukah  



festivities. 

 

Rory nods, a little confused, and then turns to follow after Paris.  

 

RORY 

So! Dim sum. 

 

PARIS 

I can always predict 

the fortune cookie. 

 

RORY 

No, you can’t. 

 

They round a corner, slide out of Nanny’s view. Paris reaches out and 

takes Rory’s hand. She’s smiling. 

 

RORY 

What are you so happy 

about? 

 

PARIS 

Huntzberger. 

 

RORY 

What’s Huntzberger? 

I thought you wanted 

dim sum. 

 

55. 

 

INT. - CAR - NIGHT 

 

Nanny sits in the back of her idling car. Not-Milo is opposite her. 

 

NOT-MILO 

We should get going. 

 

NANNY 

Interesting, that little 

reporter girl. She could 

be the making of Paris -  

or make her worse than ever. 

Either way, we’d better 

upgrade their surveillance 



status. Grade Three Active. 

 

Not-Milo looks up from his phone. 

 

NOT-MILO 

Sorry - whose status? 

 

Nanny’s eyes narrow. 

 

NANNY 

Paris Geller and Rory 

Gilmore. 

 

THE END 

 

(Big ups to arianedevere, whose transcription I worked off of.) 
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