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| NT. CONVENI ENCE STORE - NI GHT 1

HANNAH (28) hurries toward the dairy section, little MAX (5)
cl ose on her heel s.

Hannah was young once, naybe even pretty. Now she | ooks Iike
a used up junki e-whore.

Max, though, is still young. He doesn’t care what she | ooks
like. All he sees is his nbom

MAX
Monmry, can | have-

HANNAH
No.

The CASHI ER i gnores them his nose buried in a nagazine.
A MAN wat ches them from near the door. Max smles at him

Hannah stops in front of a cooler. She digs into her purse
and pulls out a few crunpled bills. Her eyes nove from one
price tag to the next.

HANNAH
Shit.

She goes back to the purse, digging for change.

MAX
Are we gonna have scranbl ed eggs
for dinner?

HANNAH
Quiet, Max. | need to think.

MAX
Because scranbl ed eggs are ny fav-

HANNAH
MVax!

She’s angrier than she nmeant to be, but her exasperation
forestall s an apol ogy.

Max shuts up
Hannah does the math on her fingers. Her eyes |ight up. She

grabs a hal f-dozen eggs and a half-gallon of mlk, and a
smal | pack of store brand shredded cheddar cheese.
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CONTI NUED: 2.

HANNAH
There. Let’s go, Max.

Hannah and Max nove the register. The cashier gives her a

| ook when she pays, guessing at where she got the noney. He
doesn’t notice Max.

Hannah gives hima "fuck you" | ook back, grabs the
groceries, leaves with her son.

EXT. CONVENI ENCE STORE - N GHT 2

Hannah noves wi th purpose down the sidewal k. She stops at
the edge of an alley.

In the darkness, a PINPO NT OF ORANGE LIGHT: the tip of lit
cigarette.

Hannah shoves the groceries into Max’s hands.

HANNAH
Wait here.

Hannah di sappears into the alley, |eaving Max al one on the
si dewal k.
EXT. ALLEY - N GHT 3
Hannah approaches the PUSHER
PUSHER
Hannah, baby. Is it Tuesday
al ready?

Hannah doesn’t reply. The pusher produces a snmall baggie
containing a fine brown powder: HERO N.

Hannnah reaches for it, but he dangles it above her head.

PUSHER
Money first.
Hannah fi dgets.
HANNAH

| don’t get paid til Friday.

PUSHER
| get paid today.

He gives her a |look, tugs at her low cut collar.
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CONTI NUED: 3.

PUSHER
One way or anot her.

Hannah throws a | ook toward Max at the end of the alley. She
pul I s the pusher behind a dunpster, out of sight.
EXT. CONVENI ENCE STORE - N GHT 4

Hannah energes fromthe alley, adjusting her clothes. She
tucks the baggie of heroin into her bra.

HANNAH
Come on, Max. Let’s go.

But Max isn’t there. The groceries lie on the ground,
abandoned.

HANNAH
Vbx?

Hannah picks up the groceries.

She scans up and down the sidewal k, but he’s nowhere to be
seen. As she hurries toward the store, panic sets in.

| NT. CONVENI ENCE STORE - NI GHT 5
Hannah rushes through the store.

HANNAH
Max! Max!

He's not here either. She runs back outsi de.

Sensing trouble, the cashier follows close on her heels.

EXT. CONVEN ENCE STORE - N GHT 6

Hannah stops just outside the door, confused. What should
she do? Where shoul d she go? She’s paral yzed by i ndeci sion.

Hannah falls to her knees, crying. Her groceries spill from
her arns. The EGGS spill fromtheir carton and break on the
si dewal k.

The cashi er stands over her. He kneels down and calls over
his shoul der to a GAVWKI NG PASSERBY.
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CASHI ER
Call the police.

The passerby produces a cell phone as the cashier tries in
vain to confort Hannah

| NT. POLI CE STATION - NI GHT 7

Hannah sits in an unconfortable netal chair beside a desk,
nursing a cup of coffee. Dregs and cops m || about behind
her. At every desk, another story.

FRANK (early 50’s) |eans on his desk and goes over her
police record. Her nmultiple arrests seemto leap fromthe
page, as do the words CH LD WELFARE SERVI CES.

He coul d give two shits about Hannah. He affords her the
same respect she has for herself.

FRANK
It says here you have full custody
of the kid. No father in the
pi cture?

Hannah shakes her head.

FRANK
You didn’t see anyone near by,
wat ching the two of you?

Hannah shakes her head again.

FRANK
And you' re sure you didn't just
forget where you left hinf

That brings her around.

HANNAH
(furious)
| am not fucking high!

Al'l activity around them cones to a stop. Frank sets down
his pad and | eans cl ose.

FRANK
You’' re not fucking high now, or you
weren’ t fucking high when it
happened?

Hannah falters, trenbling with enotion
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CONTI NUED: 5.

Frank clicks his ballpoint pen, ready to record the next
words that cone out of her nouth.

HANNAH
(subdued)
This ain’t about ne. This is about
nmy son.
NAOM (O S.)
Hannah!

NAOM (mid 20’s) hurries toward the detective s desk. The
detective rises to greet her.

FRANK
Detective Frank G ay.
NAOM
Naom Wal ker. |1’ m Hannah’s sister

(beat) What’s going on?
Frank adopts a practiced, synpathetic expression

FRANK
According to her story, she was out
| ate at a convenience store with
her son, your nephew, and the boy
was ki dnapped. The cashi er doesn’t
remenber seei ng anyone with her,
and the store’s surveillance canera
was on the fritz. We're trying to
get sonething out of her that can
hel p us find the kid.

Naom 's expression shifts fromhorrified to piteous. She

pul Il s Frank aside and has a private conversation with the
detective, out of Hannah' s earshot.

Hannah stares daggers at the both of them

The conversation ends. Frank gl ances over his shoul der at
Hannah, noves back to his desk, and tosses the | egal pad

down.

Naomi noves to her sister, extending a hand.

NAOM
Conme on. I'Il take you hone.

Hannah accepts her sister’s hand and stands, wary. Her eyes
dart back and forth between Naom and Frank.
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HANNAH
What about Max?

The busies hinself with paperwork, ignores her.

HANNAH
Naom , what about Max? What about
my son?

Naom | eads Hannah toward the exit. Hannah shouts the entire
way, trying to get soneone, anyone to pay attention to her.

HANNAH
What about ny son? What about ny
son?

Her cries fall on deaf ears.

| NT. HANNAH S APARTMENT - MORNI NG 8

The apartment is tiny and unconfortable. The ness is
preval ent, al nost overpoweri ng.

Hannah sits at the table in the tiny kitchen, still wearing
her jacket. A cigarette burns down between her trenbling
fingers. Her other hand caresses a beer bottle on the table.

Naom is at the stove, nmaking breakfast. She cracks an egg
into the skillet.

Hannah t hi nks back to the convenience store, to the broken
eggs on the sidewal k. She see’s Max in her m nd s eye,
standi ng al one at the end of the alley.

HANNAH
(di stant)
W were going to have scranbl ed
eggs for dinner. Brinner. That’'s
what he called it. Breakfast for
di nner.

Hannah | aughs, a lifel ess sound. Naom pours in a little
m |k, sprinkles in sonme shredded cheese.

HANNAH
It's his favorite.

NAOM
| know.

Hannah drags on the cigarette and |l ets the snoke seep out.
She takes a deep drink fromthe beer bottle.
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HANNAH
| have to find him

NAOM
Hannah. .

HANNAH
| have to-

NAOM
Max i s gone.

Hannah | ooks at Naoni, confused.

HANNAH
VWhat ?

NAOM
He' s dead, Hannah. Dead. He died
si x nont hs ago.

Hannah stares at Naom , unconprehendi ng.

HANNAH
Naom , Max isn't-

NAOM
He was hit by a car. He died in the
m ddl e of the street while you were
so strung out that-

Naom 's voice cracks. Wrds fail her

Hannah is stunned. She thinks back to the eggs. The nenory
shifts to one of Max lying in street in a puddle of his own
bl ood.

HANNAH
(confused)
| don't... Max isn't dead. Wy
woul d you say that?

NAOM
God dammit, Hannah! Stop it!

Naomi throws the skillet across the tiny kitchen. It bounces
off the wall with a | oud CLANG

Naom rips open cupboards and drawers, throwi ng the contents
everywhere. Hannah junps to her feet.
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HANNAH
What are you doi ng?

Naom pauses |ong enough to throw an icy | ook at Hannah, and
t hen resunes her search. It doesn’t take her long to find
what she’s | ooking for.

She produces a SMALL BLACK POUCH. She unzips it, revealing
it’s contents: bent spoon, syringe, needle, lighter, rubber
tube, citric acid, and small vial of water.

She throws it at Hannah, the contents spilling to the floor.
Hannah scranbles to pick up the paraphernalia, stuffing it
back into the pouch.

Hannah clutches it to her breast with a nother’s | ove.

The two wonen stare at one another for a span of heartbeats,
their breathing the only audible sound.

HANNAH
|’ mgoing to find ny son.

Hannah’ s expression shifts fromangry and accusing to
frightened and worried. Naom s hard stare doesn’'t waver.

Hannah spins and | eaves the kitchen. Naom remains rigid
until she hears the SLAM of the front door.
EXT. NAOM 'S APARTMENT - MORNI NG 9

Hannah stornms out of her apartnment building. She | ooks |eft
and right, indecisive.

A m nute ago, she was dead set on finding her son. Now that
she’ s standi ng outside, she has absolutely no idea what to
do next.

She drifts in one direction and starts wal king, letting her
instincts choose for her.

She never notices the MAN across the street, the one from

t he conveni ence store, watching her like a silent sentinel.
EXT. PARK - MORNI NG 10
Children run about, squealing with delight. Mthers watch
from benches, smling w de, enjoying the sun and the sight

of their children at play.

Hannah sits in a swing, alone. Her feet drag across the
mul ch at her feet, exposing the hard ground beneath.
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CONTI NUED: 9.

In the swi ng beside her, she sees Max, but only for an
instant. One second he’'s there, the next he’ s gone.

| mages pl ay across Hannah’s m nd:

Draggi ng Max through the grocery store. Max running out into
the street.

Br oken eggs on the sidewal k. Max’ s broken body on the
asphal t.

Eggs frying in pan. Heroin boiling in a spoon as a lighter’s
flame flickers beneath.

Hannah comes back to herself. A npbst. Tears streak down her
face. She runs her hands through her air, shaking her head
in denial.

That’ s when she notices the man wat ching her from across the
par k. She knows hi mfrom sonmewhere. .

She grapples for clarity, refusing to | et go.
Then it clicks.

She wal ked by himin the conveni ence store. He was wat ching
her. Watchi ng Max.

Hannah junps fromthe swing and races toward the man. He
turns and starts wal king away. He's far enough away that he
doesn’t need to hurry.

Hannah runs after the man, but she can never seemto catch
up. She loses him finds him |oses himagain.

The man di sappears into a tunnel beneath a small bridge.
Hannah follows him convinced that she’s finally caught up
with him

EXT. TUNNEL - DAY 11
When she enters the tunnel, he’'s not there.

That settles it. She’'s officially crazy.

Hannah paces about, nuttering to herself. She can’t handl e
this. She has to do sonet hing.

Unconsci ously, she reached into her jacket and withdraws the
smal | BLACK POUCH. She | eans agai nst one of the tunnel walls
and slides down to the ground, unzipping the pouch.

The answer to all of her problens is inside.
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She reaches into her bra. Her hand energes, clutching the
her oi n.

Wth practiced, fluid novenents, Hannah surrenders.

EXT. CTY STREETS - MORNI NG 12

The man exits the park, his hands in his pockets. A CAR
rolls up beside him stops.

He opens the passenger door and clinbs in.

I NT. CAR - MORNI NG 13

The man stares at the side-viewmrror. He can see the
tunnel in the distance, just enough to nake out Hannah’'s
form sl unped agai nst the wall.

MAN
|’mworried about her. Are you sure
we’' re doing the right thing?

He turns to | ook at the driver.

Naomi is behind the wheel. She leans in, kisses him pulls
back just a bit.

NAOM
W had to do sonet hi ng.

MAX (O S.)
Aunt Naom ?

Naom | ooks in the rear view mrror, nmakes eye contact wth
her nephew in the back seat.

NAOM
Yes, Max?

MAX
" m hungry. When we get to your
house, can you nake nme sone
scranbl ed eggs”?
Naom smiles, her eyes wet with unshed tears.

NAOM
Sure thing, honey. Sure thing.

Naom eases the car into gear and drives away.

FADE TO BLACK



