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ACT ONE

EXT.  FOREST NEAR HIGHWAY - MORNING

FADE IN on a tree canopy in a forest. The sound of cars on a 
RURAL HIGHWAY, somewhere in the distance.

As we PUSH FORWARD, through the trees, something round-shaped 
is protruding out of the forest floor. 

Woah. It’s a face. And not just any face. It’s Janice Moss, 
LAPD. Homicide Division. Deceased.

Or so we think. It draws us closer and closer, as if by 
hypnosis, until suddenly, like a tiger pouncing, her two 
piercing brown eyes OPEN--

HARD CUT TO:

INT. THEATRE GREEN ROOM - AFTERNOON 

Barry JOLTS awake. He GULPS. 

BARRY BERKMAN (AKA BARRY BLOCK, Late 30s) sits awkwardly on 
an upholstered velvet chair, surrounded by flowery costumes 
in every variety. 

He’s dressed like an early-20th century news reporter, but 
even his stage makeup can’t hide the exhaustion on his face.

JERMAINE
(Doesn’t care)

Barry. Yo. You missed your cue.

BARRY
(Looks around)

...Dammit.

TITLE CARD: BARRY
CUT TO:

INT. THEATRE STAGE - SECONDS LATER

Barry hesitates at the side of the stage. Fellow acting 
student ANTONIO (salt of the earth, 60s) is next to him, both 
of them peering out at...

GENE COUSINEAU (60s), acting teacher extraordinaire, his head 
bowed in his hands, front-row centre.
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ANTONIO
Gene is not well, Barry. You have 
upset him even further.

BARRY
Okay, no. Move over.

Barry brushes past Antonio onto the stage. 

BARRY (CONT’D)
(In newsie speak)

Screw your diabetes Hildy, I don’t 
hear that typewriter! Pull those 
shades. Let’s get organized. We’re 
sitting pretty here, and I mean it. 
Now, where’d you hide Williams?

Gene lifts his head slowly. There are tears in his eyes. 

GENE
(Flatly)

You skipped over two lines, Barry.

BARRY
Oh. 

(Pause)
Sorry Mr. Cousineau.

NATALIE (30s, Type A), seated behind Gene, rubs his back 
comfortingly.

NATALIE
See what you did Barry? Jesus, hit 
your marks right for once!

BARRY
I said sorry.

GENE
Please, Natalie, I am not shedding 
tears over Barry’s lack of a solid 
theatrical foundation.

Natalie slumps back in her chair, defeated.

GENE (CONT’D)
I am shedding tears over the 
disappearance of the love of my life. 
A creature too beautiful, too pure for 
this world. You’ve all heard the 
rumors I’m sure. Well it’s true.

An awkward silence. SALLY REED (Early 30s, heart on her 
sleeve) reaches a hand out to Gene. She’s tearing up too.
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SALLY
Don’t worry Gene. She’s out there 
somewhere, and they’re gonna find her.

(Looks up)
Right Barry?

BARRY
Oh, yeah, totally. Hey, can I try that 
cue again? I know I fucked up, but I 
promise I’ll get it right this time.

GENE
What’s the point anymore?

BARRY
Uhhhh... like, what’s the point of 
searching for Janice? Or what’s the 
point of running the scene again?

GENE
Either. Both. What’s the point in 
anything without love?

BARRY
Well, it’s just... we open in a week.

GENE
Hah! Week, schmeek. I’ve mounted 
entire Shakespeare festivals in less 
time than that. No, no. It’s not time 
that we lack. It’s purpose.

Gene stands up decisively.

GENE (CONT’D)
That’s it. I’ve made up my mind. I 
love you all, but I am done. Out. 
Kaput. Adios. Bon chance, my babies.

Gene walks somberly out the door amidst cries of protest from 
the students.

STUDENTS
Mr. Cousineau! Please, Mr. Cousineau!

As the theatre door opens and CLUNKS shut, everyone turns to 
Barry with dagger eyes.

BARRY
Shit. Okay, I got this.

Barry jumps down off the stage and hurries after Gene.
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EXT. ACTING STUDIO - ENTRANCEWAY - NIGHT

Gene walks sadly up to his black SUV in the sole parking 
spot, marked “Reserved for G. Cousineau.” Barry catches up to 
him before he can get in.

BARRY
Mr. Cousineau-

GENE
Save it, Barry. There is nothing you 
can say right now. I am an absolute 
wreck of a man, and I know when to 
throw in the towel.

BARRY
But the show-

Gene waves a hand dismissively as he gets into his car.

GENE
Let it go, Barry.

(Noticing his face)
Jesus, you look even worse than I do.

BARRY
Yeah, well... I don’t really sleep 
anymore.

GENE
Sleep, Barry, is crucial. An actor 
needs their beauty rest. Remember my 
Chapter Four? “The actor without sleep 
is like a baby in a giant’s body.”

BARRY
Yeah, I never really understood that 
one. Anyway, Mr. Cousineau, we really
need you to finish this play.

GENE
No, I really need you to leave me the 
hell alone. Go home, Barry.

Gene drives off, and Barry is alone on the concrete.

As we PAN DOWN over the concrete...
GRAPHIC MATCH TO:

INT. SKETCHY PARKING LOT - CLEVELAND, OH - NIGHT

The concrete suddenly gets darker and full of cracks. Welcome 
to Downtown Cleveland. 
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In the far corner of a grocery store parking lot, a man leans 
sternly against the trunk of his forest green, decades-old 
Jeep SUV. 

This is none other than FUCHES (50s), smoking a cigarette and 
cursing into the air.

FUCHES
Fucking 2 AM my ass.

He looks up as a set of HEADLIGHTS shines on him. A sleek 
black BMW Sedan pulls up in the adjacent spot. The driver 
door swings open.

FUCHES (CONT’D)
You’re an hour late, asshole.

The driver is MICAH (40s), a lanky man with long, floppy salt 
and pepper hair, a grey hoodie, and flood pants. He smirks.

MICAH
I had to make a couple of stops on the 
way. You got the stuff?

FUCHES
What the fuck kind of a question is 
that? Yeah I got the stuff. This your 
first time or something?

MICAH
Nah, I just... show me then.

Fuches pops open the trunk. Dozens of bricks filled with tiny 
brown buds. 

FUCHES
This is hashish in its purest form, 
okay? My guy in Afghanistan.

Micah begins transporting the bricks into his trunk.

MICAH
There more where this came from?

FUCHES
(Bored already)

Guess so. You don’t know any good 
hitmen, do you?

MICAH
Nope. But I have skinned some hides in 
my day. Hah.
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Fuches notices Micah’s uprolled sleeve, revealing a muscular 
forearm with a US ARMY STAR TATTOO. He looks up at Micah as 
if seeing a whole new man.

FUCHES
Afghanistan. You ever been there?

MICAH
Well, let’s just say some of those 
hides I skinned were Afghans.

(Chuckles)

FUCHES
Stop chuckling. 

(Beat, suddenly warm)
I might have a job for you, buddy.

INT. BARRY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Barry lies next to Sally in bed. While she slumbers 
restfully, his eyes are open, staring at the ceiling.

Sally rolls over towards his face. He turns to her, but she’s 
still asleep, just readjusting. There’s the faintest smile on 
her face, as if blessed with tranquility.

He stares at her with envy.

INT. MOB HIDEOUT IN DEATH VALLEY - AFTERNOON

CRISTOBAL (40s, head of Bolivian mob) is filing his nails at 
his desk. In the nearby lounge area, his men are cleaning 
their weapons and schmoozing cheerfully.

He looks up as NOHO HANK (30s, hairless mobster with a heart 
of gold) approaches the desk. In lieu of an office door, Hank 
knocks the wall a couple of times.

NOHO HANK
You wanted to see me?

Cristobal forces a smile.

CRISTOBAL
Yes Hank. I wanted to have a quick 
word with you about... discipline.

NOHO HANK
Okay, if this is about that jar of 
kombucha that went bad in the communal 
fridge, say no more. It’s been dealt 
with, and I sincerely apologize.
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CRISTOBAL
Eh, no Hank, a man’s kombucha is his 
own business. 

Cristobal leans back, motions toward the men.

CRISTOBAL (CONT’D)
When you look at my men, what do you 
see?

Noho Hank looks frankly at the group of jovial Bolivian men, 
now forming a lineup for what looks to be a buffet lunch.

NOHO HANK
I see a bunch of really sweet guys who 
love a good buffet.

CRISTOBAL
Exactly. That is discipline. Now, what 
do you see when you look up there?

Noho Hank looks to the second-floor balcony, where his men 
are gathered around a single henchman balancing a JAR OF 
PICKLED HERRING on his head. They are clearly gambling over 
how long he can keep it up.

NOHO HANK
Ugh, I told them, no more herring 
olympics!

CRISTOBAL
That’s not all, Hank. This was taken 
last night and sent to all of my men 
as some kind of a challenge.

Cristobal holds out his iPhone, on which a SHAKY VIDEO plays 
of the Chechens drinking in the desert at night. They are all 
surrounding a bird of some kind that they have captured. A 
brown body and white scalp become visible.

NOHO HANK
Is that a bald eagle? 

CRISTOBAL
They painted it the colors of the 
Chechen flag. 

Noho Hank stares at the video, cringing.

NOHO HANK
Cristobal, I am so sorry. You know 
what? I’ll talk to the guys. 
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CRISTOBAL
Would you? I’d really appreciate it.

NOHO HANK
I think they just got riled up over 
that comment José made last week about 
Chechens being a bunch of, you know...

(Leans in, whispers)
“humourless sadists”...

(Full volume again)
And they just wanted to blow off a 
little steam.   

CRISTOBAL
Whatever the case may be Hank, I’m 
afraid it needs to stop. My men are 
fed up. They want blood. I told them I 
would talk to you.

NOHO HANK
Rest assured, Cristobal, the situation 
is under control.

Just as Noho Hank says this, the henchmen balancing the jar 
of herring SLIPS and tumbles right over the low metal 
railing, falling and SMASHING right through a stack of cargo 
boxes on the ground floor.   

The henchman raises a THUMBS UP to the men and exclaims 
something in Chechen. 

Hank smiles sheepishly. Cristobal seems unimpressed.

NOHO HANK (CONT’D)
Oh good, he’s okay. 

(To Cristobal)
He says he’s okay.

CUT TO:

INT. BARRY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

We drift over Barry, tossing and turning in bed. Sally is 
nowhere to be seen. Suddenly, his eyes spring open. 

He looks at the clock--

4:08 AM

--curses under his breath, and goes back to non-sleeping.
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INT. REHEARSAL ROOM - AFTERNOON

Barry is asleep in a chair. He’s SNORING loudly.

NICK (30s, feisty and overzealous), sitting directly across 
from him, waves a hand in front of his face.

NICK
Barry?... Barry!

BARRY
(Waking up)

Woah!

NICK
Oh my god, seriously? We’re supposed 
to be trading energies!

A WIDE SHOT shows the room is full of other acting pairs, all 
seated on chairs facing one another with their eyes closed, 
as if telepathically connected.

BARRY
Sorry, I’m just... tired. Not sleeping 
a whole lot. 

Next to them, Antonio and JERMAINE (Late 20s, probably high) 
are trying something out. Both have their eyes closed.

ANTONIO
Ready? Three, two, one... 

JERMAINE
Kevin Costner.

(Beat)
Shit.

ANTONIO (CONT'D)
Underrated.

(Beat)
Okay. We have got this.

BARRY
What are they doing?

NICK
Who knows. Hey, you should totally see 
my somnologist in West Hollywood. 

BARRY
Look, I really don’t need--

NICK
She gave me two em gees of Lunesta--
that shit knocked me out so hard I 
almost missed palates the next day. 
Late afternoon palates.
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Barry perks up at this. He glances over to Sally, who is deep 
into the exercise with Natalie as her partner, eyes closed.

BARRY
Okay. Yeah. Whatever I need to do to 
get everything back on track.

NICK
Yay! You’re gonna love Doctor Schrenk. 
She’s cured me of insomnia like five 
times.

BARRY
Wait, wouldn’t that mean--

(Pause)
Nevermind. 

ANTONIO (O.S.)
Ready? Three, two, one... 

BOTH
(Simultaneously)

Waterworld. 

They both FLIP THEIR SHIT as if they just struck gold. Barry 
rubs his eyes.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. EXAMINATION ROOM - AFTERNOON

CLOSEUP on Barry’s eyes as they open wide, revealing 
countless crimson red veins.

A hand holds his eyelids in place while shining a bright 
light into each one. A REVERSE ANGLE shows DOCTOR SCHRENK 
(40s), peering too close for comfort into Barry’s eyes. 

DOCTOR SCHRENK
Gateway to the soul, they say. 

Barry nervously forces a smile.

BARRY
Hope not.

Doctor Schrenk puts down her scope and crosses her arms.

DOCTOR SCHRENK
You seem stressed, Barry. 

BARRY
I guess you could say I’m a little 
stressed these days.

DOCTOR SCHRENK
Walk me through a day in the life of 
Barry Berkman.

BARRY
Well... most days, I get up, eat 
breakfast, shower. On Tuesdays and 
Thursdays, I have rehearsal for this 
play I’m doing for acting class.

DOCTOR SCHRENK
Bingo.
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BARRY
You think acting class is causing my 
sleep problems?

DOCTOR SCHRENK
Not acting class, per se, Barry, but 
the bigger picture it represents.

BARRY
Trying to be an actor in LA?

DOCTOR SCHRENK
Mhm. Usually coupled with a traumatic 
past that resurfaces in the constant 
shock to one’s system that is working 
in Hollywood. 

(Sheepishly)
I, uh, used to do background work.

BARRY
Right.

A beat.

DOCTOR SCHRENK
I couldn’t help noticing your tattoo.

Barry looks down. With his shirt lifted, a small US ARMY 
MARINE CORPS tattoo is visible on his chest.

BARRY
Oh. 

DOCTOR SCHRENK
Your acting class might be stressing 
you out, Barry, but I think the 
problem goes deeper than that. 

BARRY
But I really think I just need, you 
know, maybe some medication? Just to 
get me back on a-a good cycle? 

DOCTOR SCHRENK
I’d like to recommend you to a 
therapist friend of mine in town. 
She’s worked with a lot of veterans. 
Here’s her number. 

The DOCTOR SCHRENK writes a note and hands it to Barry. Barry 
rubs his face in frustration.
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DOCTOR SCHRENK (CONT’D)
You can grab a sucker from the bowl on 
your way out.

(Pause)
They’re sugar-free.

BARRY
Thanks.

EXT. STRIP MALL PARKING LOT - AFTERNOON

A series of unremarkable retail stores on the rundown 
outskirts of Cleveland. Parked cars line the walkway. Fuches’ 
green Jeep is one of them.

INT./EXT. FUCHES’ CAR - CONTINUOUS

Fuches sits alone in the Jeep, scanning through some 
documents. He glances at his side mirror, and double-takes.

It’s Micah, approaching his car. Except he’s ditched his 
flood pants and hoodie in favour of something right out of 
Reservoir Dogs. Black suit and tie. Tinted shades. Hand-
rolled cigarette dangling from the edge of his lips. 

FUCHES
You gotta be fucking kidding me.

Micha attempts to look casual as he gets into the car on the 
passenger side. He stares ahead with a cocky grin, waiting 
for Fuches to say something. 

Fuches just stares at him.

MICAH
(Becoming self-conscious)

What?

FUCHES
What the fuck are you wearing?

MICAH
You don’t like it?

Fuches stares for another moment. Then he LUNGES across and 
yanks the sunglasses right off Micah’s face. 

MICAH (CONT’D)
Hey, my Ray-B’s!

Fuches tosses them right out the window.
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FUCHES
What part of ‘inconspicuous’ don’t you 
get, dipshit? You need an instruction 
manual here? I thought you were a pro.

MICAH
I am a pro.

FUCHES
Not with that shit on, you’re not. 
Jesus, I call you up with a major 
target assignment and you come out 
here looking like a teenage boy’s wet 
dream.

A beat.

MICAH
You want me to go home and change?

FUCHES
(Overlapping)

Just... shut the fuck up, okay? If 
you’re gonna do this, you need 
absolute fucking confidence in your 
abilities. 

MICAH
Absolutely. 

Fuches takes a deep breath. He smiles, remembering something.

FUCHES
(Shaking him)

Which won’t be a problem, will it? 
Because let’s not forget, you are a 
fucking Afghan-skinning machine!

MICAH
Hell yeah. Skinning hides.

FUCHES
Skinning hides, yes! Hah! I love it. 

(Regaining confidence)
Ohh, we are gonna make a lot of money 
together, Mickey.

MICAH
Micah.

FUCHES
Micah. Right. That’s what I said.

14.
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INT. MOB HIDEOUT - SAME

The Chechen men are all gathered in the atrium of the 
hideout, some sitting on chairs. They gripe loudly to one 
another in Chechen, evidently not happy to be there.

They all look over as Noho Hank appears, pushing a large 
MARKER BOARD towards them on wheels. He reaches the men and 
rests an arm on the marker board.

NOHO HANK
Well, you’re probably all wondering, 
‘What the heck, Hank, what’s the big 
idea calling a disciplinary meeting 
for only the Chechens and not the 
Bolivians as if we’re in big trouble?’

The Chechens stare back at him, unamused.

NOHO HANK (CONT’D)
Hey, totally fair question! But guys, 
I promise you, all your questions will 
be answered. By the end of this 
meeting, I think we are gonna be so on 
the same page and definitely going to 
avert an all-out gang war.

At this, the men glance at one another and begin GRUMBLING.

NOHO HANK (CONT’D)
You know what? Forget I even said 
anything about a gang war. That is, 
like, such a prehistoric outdated 
term. It’s really more like a heated 
disagreement, between some nice guys, 
who just happen to use automatic 
weapons to solve their disputes.

He writes the word “heated disagreement” on the whiteboard. 
The men just seem confused. 

NOHO HANK (CONT’D)
Look you guys, here’s the bottom line.

Next to ‘heated disagreement,’ he writes in contrast, 
‘everything is cool.’

NOHO HANK (CONT’D)
Right now, everything is cool. And 
that’s awesome. Except Cristobal and 
the Bolivians are like this close-- 

He circles the narrow white space between the two options.

(MORE)
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--to losing their cool. So in order to 
avoid a heated disagreement, we’re 
gonna make some changes around here, 
effective immediately.

HENCHMEN
(Muttering)

Changes...

NOHO HANK
Namely, no gambling, no day-drinking, 
roll call every morning at 8 am, and 
curfew every night starting at 9.

Silence. The griping stops, and the men stare at one another 
intensely, as if trying to communicate something.

NOHO HANK (CONT’D)
Okay great, meeting adjourned! Hope 
that was helpful you guys.

More silence. More staring.

NOHO HANK (CONT’D)
Now. I am gonna go out and grab us 
some fresh ingredients for kombucha, 
anybody want to come along?

As the silence gets heavier, Hank seems to clue in.

NOHO HANK (CONT’D)
Uhhh, why are you guys staring at me 
like you’re all plotting a mutiny or 
something? Jeez Louise, so awkward! 

(Heading to the exit)
Back in an hour, hope you guys learn 
some manners by then, gosh.

INT. RESIDUALS TAVERN - EVENING

The cast of The Front Page have gathered at their usual haunt 
for post-rehearsal drinks. Barry and Sally sit in the corner 
together, away from the others.

SALLY
Look, I went through years of therapy 
after I left Sam. I know first-hand 
how beneficial it can be.

BARRY
No, I know, but... it’s just, acting 
is my therapy. 

NOHO HANK (CONT’D)

(MORE)
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I get that release just from being 
onstage. That’s the whole point of 
this! 

A beat.

SALLY
I’m worried.

BARRY
What, why?

SALLY
I feel like we’re growing further 
apart every day. 

BARRY
Don’t say that.

SALLY
(Getting upset)

With Janice disappearing, and the 
strain this play has put on our 
relationship... and now this refusal 
to accept anyone’s help... I just feel 
like we’re spinning in circles.

BARRY
No no, no one is spinning, come on 
Sally. We just... we gotta stay 
positive here.

SALLY
Barry, you can’t just ‘positivity’ 
your way out of everything in life.

BARRY
Well... why not?

A beat. 

SALLY
You know something? There’s one thing 
I keep dwelling on. From that weekend.

Barry twitches.

BARRY
What’s that?

BARRY (CONT'D)

17.

Daniel Fishbayn, "Dig Deeper" 
Third Draft, 05/03/2019



SALLY
Well, you remember how in the morning, 
we saw Janice was missing, and Gene 
called the police, and as soon as they 
arrived they led us out so they could 
turn the place into a crime scene?

BARRY
Yeah?

SALLY
Well, right as they were leading us 
out, I noticed something. The Internet 
router was moved during the night. 

BARRY
(Stammers)

I don’t-

SALLY
It’s such a small detail, I normally 
never would have noticed, except I had 
checked the box earlier for the 
password--I had to call my agent, you 
remember--and it was definitely in 
Gene’s office when I checked it.

Barry grasps for an explanation.

BARRY
I don’t see what’s so strange about 
that, I mean maybe she wasn’t getting 
good enough reception near the 
fireplace so she moved it. 

SALLY
No, see, then she’d have moved it to 
the fireplace. But she didn’t. She 
moved it to the window facing the 
lake, almost as if she went out there.

BARRY
Come on. Why would she do that? 

Sally looks into Barry’s eyes.

SALLY
I don’t know... It’s just something 
that’s been bothering me. That’s all.

Barry, relieved, hugs her. Sally seems comforted in his arms. 
She plays idly with the fabric of his shirt. Just as Barry 
begins to relax, the moment having passed--
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SALLY (O.S.) (CONT’D) 
What’s this?

Sally is closely examining a bit of fabric on the front of 
Barry’s black and grey pinstripe t-shirt.

SALLY (CONT’D)
Barry... there’s blood on your shirt.

Barry’s eyes light up with panic. There are three 
unmistakable specks of what very much looks like blood.

BARRY
Oh... that. See, uh, I’ve been getting 
these random nosebleeds recently-

SALLY
Random nosebleeds? You’ve never told 
me about this before--

BARRY
Yeah, no, it’s kinda weird. I think it 
has to do with my insomnia. Inflates 
the red blood cells, or something. At 
least I think that’s what the 
somnambulist said.

SALLY
Somnologist, you mean.

BARRY
Right. 

(Beat)
Hey, you should stay at my place 
tonight. We’ll both sleep better.

SALLY
Sorry, I’ve got an audition at 9 I 
still need to prep for. Truthfully, 
I’ve noticed we’re very... different
sleepers. So just not tonight.  

(Checking her phone)
My Uber is here.

With a quick kiss, Sally is gone. Barry, still in the doorway 
of the tavern, stares into space, processing what just 
happened. Just then, he registers a news report playing on 
the TV monitor above the bar.
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ANCHOR (O.S.)
...LAPD detectives are still 
investigating the strange 
disappearance last week of one of 
their own. 

A file photo of Janice appears next to the anchor.

ANCHOR (CONT’D)
Detective Janice Moss of the homicide 
division, aged 58, vanished overnight 
from the home of her partner, 
controversial LA-based acting teacher 
Gene Cousineau. 

BARRY
Controversial...?

An interview plays with Det. Loach on the screen.

DET. LOACH (ON TV)
Regarding the disappearance of our own 
Detective Janice Moss, I cannot 
comment on the status of our ongoing 
investigation at this time. All I can 
tell you is we’re scouring this region 
of Highway 27, and we won’t stop until 
we turn up something usable.

Loach, clearly emotional, steps away from the microphones as 
reporters bark out a cacophony of follow-up questions.

B-roll footage looking into the forest of towering Redwoods 
that borders the highway.

GRAPHIC MATCH TO:

EXT. FOREST NEAR HIGHWAY - NIGHT [FLASHBACK]

The same treeline, but under a moonlit sky one week earlier. 

We DRIFT OVER the trees, deeper into the forest, until we 
locate something moving in between them on the forest floor. 

As we drift closer, we can tell there are two figures, one 
dragging the other.

ANGLE ON: MOSS’S CORPSE, stiff like a ragdoll as it is being 
dragged.

ANGLE ON: BARRY’S FACE, red with emotion and wearing a 
twisted expression and he does the dragging.

OVER THE COURSE OF TWO HOURS
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-Barry, apparently deep enough into the forest for his own 
peace of mind, DIGS with a large GARDENING SHOVEL seen 
earlier outside of Gene’s cottage.

-Barry pulls the body by the legs... right into a large pit 
he has dug. THUNK.

-Barry pats the dirt with a shovel. The deed is done. 

-He begins to walk away, but looks back nervously to make 
sure the body is completely covered. It is. We get a good 
look at Barry. He’s covered in dirt. Tears in his eyes.

-Barry steps out of the treeline. Amidst the mighty Redwoods, 
he’s little more than a speck. He goes to his black sedan, 
parked on the shoulder.

GRAPHIC MATCH 
BACK TO:

SAME - ONE WEEK LATER [PRESENT DAY]

The same treeline under an OVERCAST SKY, slightly pixelated 
on the TV monitor--except now cordoned off with POLICE TAPE 
and populated by a small army of police cars, cops scattered 
around, and news media vans parked on the shoulder.

REVERSE ANGLE ON: Barry’s face, eyes peeled in horror.

NICK (O.S.)
Barry? Barry!

Nick is standing next to Barry impatiently. Barry stares 
right through him.

NICK (CONT’D)
We were talking about ways we can 
support Gene. We decided to write a 
collective poem in Janice’s honour.

BARRY
(Not listening)

Poem...?

NICK
Yeah. You want in? We thought it would 
really send the message, you know, 
that even though Janice may be gone... 
she’s still alive in our memories.

At this, Barry’s eyes widen in absolute terror.

BARRY
I gotta go.

21.

Daniel Fishbayn, "Dig Deeper" 
Third Draft, 05/03/2019



NICK
What- Barry! What the hell!

Too late. Barry is already gone.

END OF ACT TWO

ACT THREE

EXT. RURAL HIGHWAY - OVERCAST EVENING

Barry speeds down Highway 18 Northeast in his black sedan. Up 
ahead, storm clouds are collecting into a dark and foreboding 
horizon.

He passes a sign reading:

NOW LEAVING GREATER LOS ANGELES

HAVE A NICE DAY

ANGLE ON: Barry’s anxious face as he accelerates even more.

HARD CUT TO:

EXT. GENE'S COTTAGE - BALCONY [FLASHBACK]

A pristine lake. All tension dissipates into a moment of pure 
calm. It is bright and sunny, birds are chirping, and love is 
in the air.

Barry stares out contentedly at the view. Beautiful view, 
beautiful people, beautiful weekend. Beautiful life.

To his left, JANICE appears holding a Mojito. She says 
nothing, just looks out and smiles, sharing in the moment. 
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JANICE
Quite the contrast, isn’t it.

BARRY
To city life? You bet.

JANICE
I was referring to our particular 
lines of work, Barry. 

(Looking around)
You spent every day poring through 
depositions, casing crime scenes, 
arresting bad guys... you forget life 
can feel like this.

BARRY
I don’t know if I can compare acting 
to being a Homicide detective.

JANICE
(Laughs)

No, no. I mean, you know, your old 
career. Overseas. 

Barry becomes suddenly stiff.

BARRY
Oh. Right.

JANICE
Sorry. I don’t mean to bring back bad 
memories. I just... envy you. That’s 
all.

BARRY
You envy me?

JANICE
(Correcting herself)

Respect. I respect your ability to 
embrace the moment. I just... I know 
how hard it is to carry this shit 
around with you.

Barry says nothing.

JANICE (CONT’D)
At the end of the day, we both know 
what it’s like to lose the people we 
love the most...

(Snaps fingers)
Like that. And that, not everyone can 
relate to.
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BARRY
(Quietly)

No. They can’t.

JANICE
Sometimes I wonder if it’s worth it.

CLOSE ON: Barry’s face. He’s barely keeping it together.

JANICE (CONT’D)
It sounds cheesy, but knowing you made 
your community a little safer, the 
world a bit of a better place… it’s 
gotta be worth something, right?

Barry can’t even look at her. She can see she’s upset him.

JANICE (CONT’D)
I’m sorry... I didn’t mean to--

BARRY
It’s fine.

From the upper deck, Gene appears in his “Kiss The Cook” 
apron and novelty-size chef’s hat, smoke billowing from the 
nearby barbecue.

GENE
My lover and my friend, respectively, 
would you two do me the honour of 
joining Sally and I up here for some 
delicious ‘Frankfurter à la 
Cousineau’? 

JANICE
(Delighted)

Why, the honour is all ours, good sir.

Janice goes toward the stairway, turning back to Barry. 

JANICE (CONT’D)
You coming, Barry?

He’s on the brink of tears.

BARRY
(Hiding his face)

Yeah, just... just a sec.

JANICE
(Out of nowhere)

Your stage name is growing on me, by 
the way. “Barry Block.” It’s... 
memorable.
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Janice almost goes on but, sensing she’s overstayed her 
welcome, starts up the stairs, leaving Barry alone.

INT. GUEST BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER 

Barry washes his face in the guest washroom. Through the 
ceiling, upstairs, he can hear Gene, Sally, and Janice 
chatting and laughing together. 

He steps out into the bedroom and, on his way out, stops when 
he notices a BULGE in his open suitcase.

He checks to make sure the coast is clear, then unzips a 
hidden pocket, revealing a PISTOL WITH A SILENCER. He shakes 
his head. If push came to shove, could he really do it?

DISSOLVE TO:

INT./EXT. BARRY'S CAR - RURAL HIGHWAY - [PRESENT DAY]

Barry slows down and pulls onto the shoulder of the highway. 
About a hundred feet up ahead is the police contingent, with 
reporter trucks still parked nearby. 

He pulls out his phone and compares their location to a RED 
PIN on his Maps display. They’re still a good mile west of 
where the body is buried. Phew.

Just as he puts the car in gear and begins a U-turn, CRACK. A 
burst of thunder, and the sky opens up into a downpour.

As he watches raindrops splash on his windshield...

HARD CUT TO:

EXT. FOREST DURING THUNDERSTORM [BARRY'S IMAGINATION]

An onslaught of rain beats down on the forest floor, soaking 
the brown earth right through.

Hard earth turns instantly to mud, and from within the mud, a 
FACE emerges, no longer submerged. Guess who. HER EYES OPEN.

HARD CUT BACK TO:

SHOULDER OF HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS [PRESENT DAY]

Barry cranks the wheel, and floors it. He zooms past the 
little village of cops talking to reporters--all of whom are 
too distracted by the media frenzy to notice.
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INT. FUCHES’ APARTMENT - EVENING

A phone is RINGING on a bed. The sound of a SHOWER can be 
heard on the either side of a closed door.

The door OPENS and Fuches steps out, half-naked in a towel. 
He hurries over to the phone and checks it.

FUCHES
This can’t be good.

(Picking up)
Fuches.

MICAH
(Voice in phone)

Oh thank God.

EXT. DARK ALLEYWAY - SIMULTANEOUS 

Micah pants, out of breath, in a dingy alleyway somewhere in 
Downtown Cleveland. He holds his pistol amateurishly next to 
his head, clearly panicking.

MICAH
Fuches, buddy, I am glad to hear your 
voice. 

INTERCUT - PHONE CALL

FUCHES
Did you kill him?

MICAH
Craziest fucking thing. I walk into 
the hotel room and the guy’s wife is 
there, and even brought her fucking 
son there too to shame him in front of 
the kid.

FUCHES
I don’t care if she brought the New 
Orleans-fucking-Jazz Orchestra. Did 
you KILL him?

MICAH
She was in the room too, man. Donovan, 
your client’s wife. It was the 
craziest fucking scene.

FUCHES
You didn’t kill him, did you.
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MICAH
I’m not just gonna off the guy in 
front of his wife and kid!

FUCHES
I told you to expect complications! 

MICAH
Not like this, man. Not like this. Now 
listen, you hear those sirens? I need 
a getaway car, like yesterday. West 
6th street and Marquardt. How soon can 
you be here?

A beat.

FUCHES
Can I ask you something? What the fuck 
kind of a killer are you? I mean, I 
can’t believe they even let you serve 
in active combat. Skinning hides my 
ASS!

MICAH
Active combat? No man, I’m a 
taxidermist. I skin hides for a 
living.

Fuches’ face goes white.

FUCHES
...You’re not ex-military?

MICAH
Nah, man.

FUCHES
You said you killed Afghans.

MICAH
No, I skinned Afghans. Afghan Snow 
Leopards? Dude, they’re like the 
taxidermist’s holy grail. I made a 
fortune on those things.

Fuches can’t believe this shit. He listens to the sound of 
distant sirens through the phone, silently fuming. Then, 
CLICK. He hangs up the phone, and tosses it onto the bed.

MICAH (CONT’D)
(Sirens growing louder)

Fuches?... Fuches?
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INT. MOB HIDEOUT - EVENING

Noho Hank steps into the hideout, carrying recyclable 
shopping bags in both arms.  

NOHO HANK
Guys? Can someone give me a hand here? 
I bought extra scobys in case anyone 
else wants to hop on the kombucha 
train with me!

Dead silence. Hank looks up. The entire place is empty, 
lights off as if abandoned.

NOHO HANK (CONT’D)
Guys?... Where is everybody?

Hank walks through the atrium a little nervously, but still 
totally oblivious. 

NOHO HANK (CONT’D)
Okayyy, well more delicious fermented 
kombucha tea for me! Your loss, you 
guys.

Hank reaches the open kitchenette area, shaking his head, and 
begins transferring jars of kombucha ingredients into the 
fridge. As he does, a SHADOW appears from behind him. More 
like a whole GANG OF SHADOWS.

He spins around.

CHECHEN HENCHMEN
(In Chechen)

SURPRISE!!! HAPPY BIRTHDAY HANK!!

A wash of confetti, bright colours, and mini-vuvuzuelas. The 
men all smile back at a completely stunned Hank.

NOHO HANK
Oh my gosh, you guys. 

(On brink of tears)
I was so sure you had totally 
forgotten.

HENCHMAN
(In thick Eastern European 
accent)

How could we forget, Hank? 

28.

Daniel Fishbayn, "Dig Deeper" 
Third Draft, 05/03/2019



HENCHMAN 2
(Equally heavy accent)

Yes, we know we have been very bad 
boys recently. We wanted to make it up 
for you.

NOHO HANK
I’m speechless. I am so touched. Ah 
you guys, forget all that stupid stuff 
about the curfew. I just want 
everybody to get along!

HENCHMAN
We know, Hank. We do better from now 
on.

They all embrace in a group hug. 

NOHO HANK
Who wants some delicious homemade 
Kombucha??

They all raise their hands excitedly.

As we PULL BACK, Hank begins delegating tasks around the 
kitchen. The men smile and laugh together, like a happy 
family on Christmas morning. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Hank spots Cristobal. Cristobal 
gives the thumbs up and smiles. They share a wordless moment.  

NOHO HANK (V.O.)
So in summary, things are going really 
well with us and the Bolivians. 

A montage of the men all working diligently in the warehouse 
shows everything going back to normal. Noho Hank continues 
recording a voicemail update to his boss in Chechnya.

NOHO HANK
Cristobal bought me the cutest little 
Space Jam t-shirt as a gift--he knows 
it’s my favorite movie ever. Such a 
sweetheart!

(Sighs)
Oh, right, and we’re selling like, SO 
many weapons. Our profits are like, 
really, really, good. So there is 
nothing to worry about at all. 
Sometimes, people get all worked up 
for no reason. But you just gotta 
trust that it’s all gonna be okay. Ta 
ta for now... Hugs from Hank.

(MORE)
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(Looking off)
Oh my gosh Ruslan, is that a new 
chainsaw? It looks so good on you.

EXT. FOREST NEAR HIGHWAY - LATE EVENING

Barry stands in a clearing surrounded by trees, rain pouring 
down on him. He stares at a patch of the ground a few feet 
away. He knows he’s being paranoid. He dug that shit deep.

He might be crying. It’s impossible to tell with the rain. He 
shakes his head, turns, walks back towards his car.

INT./EXT. BARRY’S CAR - MOMENTS LATER

Barry gets back in his car and rubs his hands, soaked through 
to the bone. He takes a deep breath. Everything is fucked, 
yes, but no more fucked than it already was.

Just as he seems to be ready to go home--

TAP TAP TAP. There’s a face at his passenger-side window. 
Detective LOACH knocks, staring in at Barry. 

DET. LOACH
(Muffled)

Barry?

Barry’s eyes grow wide. He glances toward his GLOVE 
COMPARTMENT. We know what’s in there. 

Loach motions for him to roll down the window. He does.

DET. LOACH (CONT’D)
You drove right past me you know. If 
you wanted to say hi you should have 
called ahead.

BARRY
(Forces laughter)

Yeah sorry, I uh, know it must be 
weird finding me up here. I guess I 
just felt like I needed to see it for 
myself... you know, trying to make 
sense of it in my head.

DET. LOACH
(Nods slowly)

All of us are. 

NOHO HANK (CONT'D)

30.

Daniel Fishbayn, "Dig Deeper" 
Third Draft, 05/03/2019



BARRY
Yeah, I mean, I don’t have to tell 
you, you uh, knew Janice better than 
any of us.

DET. LOACH
(Emotional)

...Yeah. We were partners for almost 
fifteen years.

BARRY
...Wow.

DET. LOACH
I can’t believe, of all the bastards 
we put away, the Bolivians took her 
out...

An awkward silence as Loach almost breaks down. Barry could 
not be more eager to get the hell out of there.

DET. LOACH (CONT’D)
(Wiping his years)

I should let you go. No use in us guys 
reminiscing till we ball our eyes 
out... I can tell this is emotional 
for both of us.

Barry can’t find a response. He just nods sadly.

DET. LOACH (CONT’D)
Get some sleep, Barry. You look tired.

Loach gives the car a couple of friendly taps and walks back 
to his cruiser. Barry EXHALES. Holy shit that was close.

As Loach gets into his cruiser, he seems to realize 
something. He gets out again and waves down Barry before he 
can get back on the highway.

ANGLE ON: Loach in Barry’s rearview mirror, running up to 
him. Barry glances again at the glove compartment.

Loach is at Barry’s driver-side window. Barry rolls down the 
window slowly, staring intensely at Loach, who covers his 
head with his clipboard.

DET. LOACH (CONT’D)
Almost forgot to tell you. Your rear 
tail light is out. Just get it taken 
care of when you have a chance.
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BARRY
(Still frozen in attack mode)

Oh. Thanks.

DET. LOACH
Thought I’d save you a ticket. See ya 
around, Barry.

Loach goes back to his car. Barry waits for him to leave, 
still literally holding his breath. He lets it out.

BARRY
FU-U-U-U--

HARD CUT TO END CREDITS.

END OF EPISODE
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