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EXT. STREETS OF NEW ANGELES (2073) - NIGHT

TYLER (late-20s), MIRANDA (late teens), RACHEL (20s) and 
SHAWN (50s) run through the bombed-out, empty city streets.  
They're all in ragged, aged clothes.

They take cover on a wall, and Tyler peaks around the corner.

TYLER
Clear.

SHAWN
(out of breath)

Hold... on.

MIRANDA
You okay?

Shawn shakes his head, breathing too hard to say anything.

Tyler and Rachel exchange a look.

RACHEL
You two head to the drop.  Shawn 
and me will go in the opposite 
direction, confuse anyone who might 
be following.  Sound like a plan?

Tyler glances over at the others.  Miranda differs to her 
elders, and Shawn just nods.

TYLER
'Kay.

He pulls Rachel into a goodbye hug.  His back to the others, 
he whispers in Rachel's ear...

TYLER (CONT'D)
If it looks like they're closing 
in, you run.  Run as fast as you 
can.

She closes her eyes, kisses him on the ear.

RACHEL
No.

She breaks the embrace, gently strokes his cheek.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
See you soon.

(to Miranda)
You listen to him, okay?

(CONTINUED)



Miranda nods.  Rachel and Shawn head off.

Tyler cuts down a narrow alley, Miranda at his heels.  He 
pauses, some sixth sense telling him to wait.

Miranda has no such sense, and continues on.

Tyler hooks her collar, yanks her back just as a SPOTLIGHT 
sweeps across the alley from above.

She gives him a grateful look.  He shrugs.  They continue.  

EXT. ABANDONED TENEMENT - NIGHT

Tyler and Miranda slip around to the back of the house.  
Miranda stops at the corner, keeping an eye out.

Tyler drops to his knees, searching for a loose brick.  
Finding one, he removes it.

In the gap, he finds a plastic baggy containing two red 
pills.  He reaches into his pocket, produces a small, 
futuristic disc.

Tyler looks from the disc to the pills, considering.

MIRANDA
Patrol coming.

Stirred to action, Tyler swaps the pills for the disc.

TYLER
Come on, this way.

He leads her on.

Behind them, a squad of jackbooted, heavily armored POLICE 
march past the tenement.

INT. DUSTY APARTMENT - NIGHT

Two GLASSES OF WATER sit on a dirty crate.

Two RED PILLS sit on the palm of Tyler's hand.

TYLER looks MIRANDA dead in the face.

TYLER
You ready?

Miranda nods.
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Solemnly, Tyler breaks open one of the pills over a glass.  
Red powder dissolves into the water.

He repeats the process, picks up a glass.  Miranda picks up 
the other.

Their eyes lock, then they knock 'em back.

CUT TO:

LAUGHTER.

We see the room for the first time-- dusty, dirty, orangish 
morning light filtering around the boarded-over windows.

Miranda lies on the floor, staring up at the ceiling, 
laughing.  Tyler sits on a mattress, watching, laughing along 
with her.

Suddenly, he grows confused.

TYLER
Where's the question mark?

MIRANDA
(still laughing)

What?

TYLER
Where is the question mark?  I'm 
looking for the conjunction!  I 
can't find the question mark!

MIRANDA
I can't hear you.  It's too loud.

But for her giggling, the room is silent.

TYLER
It's quiet.

MIRANDA
I know!

TYLER
Tell me where the question mark is!

Miranda starts crawling along the floor, looking for 
something.

MIRANDA
I still can't hear you.
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She finds an old, torn-open envelope and a broken pen.  She 
slides them over to Tyler.

He scribbles furiously on the envelope.

Miranda, for her part, finds a marker.  She takes off the cap 
and starts writing aimlessly in the air.

TYLER
Here!

He thrusts the envelope at her.

She takes it, drops it on the floor.  She crawls in a circle, 
like a dog getting ready to lie down, staring at the question 
Tyler wrote: "WHeRe IS tHe QUeStION mARk?"

Finally, she circles the punctuation, and hands the envelope 
back to Tyler.

MIRANDA
Here!

He stares at it, confused at first.  Then, he starts 
laughing.  Miranda laughs back.

CLINK-CLINK, CLANK.

A metal cylinder falls through a crack at the top of a 
window, and rolls to a stop between Miranda and Tyler.

The top POPS OPEN, spewing gas.  Before they can even begin 
to react--

WHAM!

The front door FLIES OPEN, kicked in by cops.  Gas masks 
covering their faces, gun-mounted flashlights cutting through 
the haze, they look like monsters.

Miranda and Tyler SCREAM, until the gas takes effect...

FADE TO:

INT. MEDICAL FACILITY

Bright lights in Tyler's eyes.

All he sees are silhouettes.

FIRST SILHOUETTE
Is he lucid?
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SECOND SILHOUETTE
Lucid enough.

More lights, then, darkness.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

A glass of water.

Tyler stares down at it.

The glass and Tyler's hands are resting on a table as 
expressionless as Tyler's own face.

CREEEEAAAAK.  Tyler doesn't look up.

A man walks in, walks straight to the glass, grabs it, 
SPLASHES it in Tyler's face.

Tyler shakes his head, blinking hard.  He looks up at the 
INTERVIEWER, a tall man, with perfectly combed black hair and 
a fine black suit.  He wears an arm band bearing the same 
insignia on the police uniforms.

INTERVIEWER
Wake up!

He snaps his fingers rapidly before Tyler's eyes.

INTERVIEWER (CONT'D)
You awake?  Wake up!

Tyler tries to focus, wrap his tongue around the words.

TYLER
Yes.

INTERVIEWER
What?

TYLER
Yes!  I'm awake.

INTERVIEWER
Good.  Do you know where you are?  
Do you know what time it is?

Tyler looks around the room.  It is gray, featureless, with 
no windows.

TYLER
No..?
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INTERVIEWER
Good.  You are Tyler Barrow.

TYLER
Yes.  Who are-

INTERVIEWER
I'm the man to whom you're going to 
tell everything you know.

TYLER
I don't-

INTERVIEWER
You can tell me later.  For now, 
just eat.

The Interviewer goes back out into the brightly lit hallway.  
He glances off to his left, snaps his fingers, then leaves in 
the opposite direction.

A YOUNG WOMAN comes in, carrying a tray of simple foods-- a 
sandwich, a banana, a glass of milk.  She sheepishly sets it 
down on the table, avoiding his gaze.

Her uniform has a RED CROSS over its breast pocket.

Tyler looks down at the tray, suddenly hungry.  He takes a 
bite out of the sandwich, then looks up--

She's gone.

Tyler doesn't know what to make of this place, but, being 
hungry, digs in to the food.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

The food is gone.  All that remains is the milk-stained glass 
and a banana peel.

Tyler sits on the floor against the back wall, contemplating 
whatever a man does when he's alone in a featureless room.

The door opens.

He looks up at a big, hulking BRUISER.  The goon storms 
towards him, snatching up the tray with both hands.

Before Tyler can so much as raise an arm, WHAM! right in the 
head.

TYLER
Ow!  What w-
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WHAM! again.

TYLER
Why?  Why would you do that?

INTERVIEWER (O.S.)
It's called "random reinforcement."  
It's the same principle that keeps 
gamblers gambling.  Only, in this 
case, the jackpot is a beating.

TYLER
You think if you hit me randomly, 
I'll talk?

INTERVIEWER
Hopefully, no.  Hopefully, you'll 
talk out of a sense of civic duty.

Tyler checks his forehead, find blood.

TYLER
Fuck you.

The Bruiser HITS Tyler again.  The Interviewer shrugs.

INTERVIEWER
That one may not have been so 
random.

The Interviewer turns to leave.

TYLER
You're not going to ask me any 
questions?

INTERVIEWER
No.  We'll get to the questions 
soon enough.  I just wanted to show 
you what the alternative is.

He leaves, the Bruiser at his heels.

Tyler gets up, grabs the napkin off the table, and presses it 
against his bloody forehead.

The Nurse steps inside.  As she leans down to pick up the 
tray, she comes close to Tyler.  She sees the blood, and his 
faces softens.

Tyler sees her seeing him.  He jerks towards her.
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TYLER
Boo!

She jumps back.  He smiles.

She nervously gathers the remains of his meal onto the tray 
and leaves Tyler alone with his blood.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Bruiser sets a chair down across the table from Tyler.  
Interviewer comes in and sits down, folding his hands.

INTERVIEWER
Now, tell me everything you know 
about the Question Mark.

TYLER
(re: Bruiser)

Or he'll hit me?

INTERVIEWER
(shrugs)

Perhaps.

Tyler sizes up the Bruiser.

TYLER
I don't know anything.

He closes his eyes, bracing for a blow that never comes.

INTERVIEWER
I believe you.

Tyler opens his eyes.  Is this a trick?

INTERVIEWER (CONT'D)
You're very believable.  And, to be 
honest, I'm very gullible.  I 
believe all of my guests.  In fact, 
I believed your friend Miranda when 
she told me you did know something 
about the Question Mark.

TYLER
She never told you anything.

He's trying to convince himself as much as the Interviewer.

Interviewer, meanwhile, continues on.
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INTERVIEWER
But therein lies a conundrum. 
Either you know something, or you 
don't.  Even I know you can't both 
be telling the truth.

TYLER
I don't know anything about the 
Question Mark.

INTERVIEWER
So you know something else?

TYLER
You're not going to trick me into 
talking about something else.

INTERVIEWER
(chuckles)

No, not like Miranda.  She likes to 
talk.  She talked about you, she 
talked about the park.

Tyler looks up, shocked.  He can't believe she told him about-

TYLER
The park?

INTERVIEWER
Indeed.  We have men closing in on 
it right now.  I'm sure you were 
very careful, but we'll find 
something there.

TYLER
I don't know what you're talking 
about.

Interviewer shakes his head, disappointed.

INTERVIEWER
I'm not that gullible, Tyler.

He pushes away from the table, stands, and leaves.  Tyler 
looks up at Bruiser, who raises one meaty fist...

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

CREEEEAAAAAK.

The door opens, revealing Tyler, huddled in the corner, 
bruised and bloodied.
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The Nurse carries her tray to the table, sets it down, and 
tries to leave without looking at Tyler.

She pauses at the door.  She can't leave.

She goes back to the table, takes the napkin and dips it in 
the glass of water.

Then, she kneels down at Tyler's side and starts dabbing at 
the cuts on his face.

He winces, looks up at her.

She recoils, frightened.

He closes his eyes again, still.

TYLER
Sorry about earlier.

She leans down, goes back to cleaning his wounds.  Tyler's 
eyes drift down to her pouch of medical supplies.  
Specifically, the hypodermic needles.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Interviewer storms into the room.  He throws a photograph 
down at Tyler's feet.

Tyler picks it up-- it's a picture of a burned-out park.

INTERVIEWER
What is this?

TYLER
I- I don't- I didn't-

INTERVIEWER
I know you didn't.  You were here.  
Your co-conspirators did.  Why?  
What were they trying to hide?

Bruiser comes in, leaning over Tyler.  Tyler's eyes flick 
back and forth from one man to the other.

TYLER
I- I don't know-

WHAM!  Bruiser punches him right in the gut, knocking the 
wind out of him.

INTERVIEWER
Tell me why they burned the park.

10.
CONTINUED:

(CONTINUED)



TYLER
(catching his breath)

I don't... know.  It was a meeting 
place, a one-time meeting place.  
We change up every time, so you 
can't track us.  Why they'd burn 
this one park...

WHAM!  Again, in the gut, this time knocking Tyler out of his 
chair and onto the hard floor.

INTERVIEWER
You're going to have to help me, 
Tyler.  Sooner or later, you're 
going to have to help me.  Maybe 
not on this thing, but sooner or 
later.

He nods to Bruiser, who leaves the room.

As the Interviewer follows, the Nurse appears with another 
tray of food.  He swats the tray from her hands, turns back 
to Tyler.

INTERVIEWER (CONT'D)
No food, until you give me 
something useful.

As he pulls the door shut, he gestures disdainfully down at 
the food.

INTERVIEWER
(to the Nurse)

Well?  Clean it up.

He SLAMS the door.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Tyler lays splayed out on the floor, bags under his eyes, 
clothes hanging loosely off him now.  The door creaks open, 
but he's took weak to move.

Bruiser hauls him up by the shoulders and sets him down 
across from Interviewer.

INTERVIEWER
What's this?

He slides the envelope over to Tyler: "WHeRe IS tHe QUeStION 
mARk?"
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TYLER
An envelope?

WHAM!  Right in the face.

INTERVIEWER
This is your handwriting, yes?  And 
the circle, Miranda's?

Tyler tries to sit up straight, despite his weakened state.  
He fails.

TYLER
Is that what Miranda told you?

INTERVIEWER
It is.

TYLER
It looks like we're both asking the 
same questions.

INTERVIEWER
Why?

TYLER
Why what?

WHAM!

Tyler rubs the side of his face.

TYLER (CONT'D)
That was a legitimate question.

INTERVIEWER
Why are we asking the same 
question?

TYLER
Because neither of us know the 
answer?

Interviewer bursts out LAUGHING.

INTERVIEWER
HA!  Haha!  It's true!

(to Bruiser)
It's true!

(to Tyler)
So, how do you contact him?  What's 
his name?  Her name?  
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You don't have to tell me where she 
is, just how to find him.

Tyler leans in close, loopy, but trying to hide it.

TYLER
Well, the first step is, go find a 
private place.  A secret place, 
where no one can see you.  Then, 
you go fuck yourself.

WHAM!  Down to the floor.

Interviewer rises to his feet, straightening his jacket.

INTERVIEWER
Tell me what I want to know, and 
you can eat.

He goes out into the hall and hits a button by the door.  The 
lights in the room go OUT.

INTERVIEWER (CONT'D)
And I'll turn the lights back on.

Bruiser KICKS Tyler in the gut for good measure, then follows 
Interviewer out into the hall.

He shuts the door, leaving Tyler in DARKNESS.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

The door opens, spilling a shaft of light on Tyler.

He looks up at the silhouette in the doorframe.  No 
Interviewer, this time.  Only the Bruiser.

Bruiser marches in, balling his fists.  He shuts the door 
behind him.

WHAM-WHAM-WHAM in the darkness.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

The door opens again, this time so bright it BLINDS Tyler.

He looks away, shielding his eyes.  Just as quickly, the door 
slams shut again.

He looks around, but he's alone.  Sitting on a platter in 
front of him is a SANDWICH.

He thinks about it a moment, then digs in.
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INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

The light flicks on, momentarily blinding Tyler.

Realizing the crumb-littered plate is sitting out in the open 
for anyone to see, he grabs it and hides it behind his back.

As the Interviewer walks in, Tyler puts on an air of weakness-
inducing hunger.

The Bruiser remains in the doorway, glaring.

Interviewer sits down on the floor next to him, as if they're 
pals.  Tyler twists his body a bit, hiding the plate.

INTERVIEWER
Look, I don't enjoy this.  I'm sure 
you enjoy it even less.

Tyler just gives him a blank look, gripping the plate behind 
his back.

INTERVIEWER (CONT'D)
Just tell me one thing.  Anything!  
Or I'm going to have to ask my 
friend there to throw you around 
the room.  On the other hand...

He snaps his fingers.  The Nurse enters, with another 
sandwich.  She and the Bruiser flank the door.

The Nurse sees the edge of Tyler's plate.  Her eyes go wide.

Tyler reads her expression.  Finally--

TYLER
Okay.  There's a number I called.  
One one zero, eighteen oh seven.  
It's probably not used any more, 
but...

INTERVIEWER
But it's something.  Very good, 
Tyler.  Very good.  Thank you.

Interviewer rises.  He snaps his fingers at Nurse, points at 
the table.  She dutifully sets the plate on the table.

INTERVIEWER (CONT'D)
Enjoy your sandwich.

They exit, leaving the light on.
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Tyler releases the tension in his arms, breaking the plate.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

The whole plate sits on the table, only a few crumbs 
remaining.

The door opens, revealing Nurse.

Tyler, sitting in the corner, relaxes.

Seeing the plate, Nurse shuts the door behind her.

NURSE
The other one?

Tyler sheepishly pulls the two pieces from behind his back.

NURSE (CONT'D)
It's okay.  As long as I get it out 
of the room, I can make like I 
broke it.

She takes the pieces, sets them on top of the other plate.

TYLER
Can I ask you a question?

(she waits)
Why do you do it?

She sets the plates down, turns to him.

NURSE
You needed food.

TYLER
So why do you work for them?

NURSE
If I didn't, you wouldn't have 
gotten food.

TYLER
There are hungry people out in the 
city, too.

NURSE
I can't help everybody.

TYLER
But you're helping them, and 
they're hurting everyone else.
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NURSE
It's not as black and white as 
that.

TYLER
You know, a lot of things look gray 
from far away, but when you get up 
close, you'll find a bunch of 
little black dots and a bunch of 
little white dots packed in tight 
with each other.

NURSE
Are you saying I'm a white dot?

TYLER
I'm saying I don't know why a white 
dot would surround herself with a 
bunch of black dots.

NURSE
I don't see much choice.

TYLER
You could join the Question Mark.

NURSE
Those are your choices?  A fascist 
government or terrorist anarchy?  
Boy, you really do see the world in 
black and white.

She gathers up the plates and leaves Tyler alone with his 
thoughts.

When she shuts the door, he looks down at his hands... and 
the SYRINGE they're holding.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Tyler is curled up in the corner, sleeping fitfully.

The door swings open, startling him awake.

The light from the hallway is blocked by a large rectangle.  
Bruiser GRUNTS as he shoves it through the door, and flops it 
on the ground.  A MATTRESS.

Interviewer leans against the doorframe, smiling.

INTERVIEWER
Your phone number helped.  A lot.  
I wanted to say thank you.
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He gestures toward the mattress.

INTERVIEWER (CONT'D)
Sweet dreams.

He steps aside for the Bruiser to leave, then switches off 
the light and shuts the door.

Tyler stares at his reward.  How many were arrested and 
tortured so he could sleep on a mattress?

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Tyler sleeps comfortably on the mattress.

The lights flick ON.

Tyler's eyes flutter open, and he sees MIRANDA, lying on the 
floor next to him.

Her throat is SLIT.

Tyler SCREAMS, crab-crawling backwards, as far as he can from 
her, until he runs into Bruiser's legs.

WHACK!

Tyler blacks out.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Tyler wakes up.

The mattress still lies against the wall.  Miranda's body is 
gone, but the floor is still stained with her blood.

Lying in the blood is the envelope.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Tyler is sitting at the table, a vacant expression on his 
face.

Nurse comes in, carrying a tray of food-- sandwich, banana, 
milk.  She sets it down.  He doesn't look up.

She bends down to meet his gaze.

NURSE
Tyler?  Are you there?

TYLER
No.
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She backs away, a little frightened.  She leaves, shutting 
the door quickly.

Tyler doesn't move.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

The door FLIES open.  Bruiser looks around, doesn't see Tyler 
immediately.

Tyler leaps out from behind the door, throwing a wild punch.  
Bruiser ducks it.

Tyler kidney-punches him, and Bruiser BELLOWS in pain.  Tyler 
withdraws his fist, revealing the bloody needle tucked 
between his fingers.

Bruiser FLAILS, back-hands Tyler, knocking him to the ground.  

Tyler tries to stand, but a polished shoe comes down on his 
wrist, pinning it.

Interviewer plucks the needle from his hand.

INTERVIEWER
I'm going to have to talk to the 
nursing staff about this.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Tyler lies splayed out on the bed.  The Nurse cleans his 
wounds as best she can without her kit.  She has a black eye.

NURSE
What the hell do you think you were 
doing?  You thought you could 
escape with a needle?

He musters the energy to speak.

TYLER
I thought I could piss them off 
enough to kill me.

NURSE
Why won't you just talk to them?  
Why are you letting them do this to 
you?
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TYLER
They'll keep doing it, whether I 
answer their questions or not.  
It's what they do.  Random 
reinforcement.

NURSE
They'll stop!  I've seen them stop.  
You just have to tell them what you 
know.

TYLER
I can't-

NURSE
You can!  You have to.

TYLER
I can't!  I don't know anything!

NURSE
You must know something.

TYLER
I can't remember!  You don't 
understand how it works.  The 
Question survives because nobody 
knows anything.  I'm just a 
courier.  After I deliver a 
message, they give me redcaps, and 
I can't remember anything.

The Nurse recoils, covering her mouth in shock.

NURSE
Oh, my God.  They're erasing your 
memory?  You call the government 
operatives monsters-

TYLER
They have to!  It's necessary for 
our survival!  If I don't know 
anything, the ops can torture me 
all they want, starve me, kill my 
friends, and I CAN'T TELL THEM 
ANYTHING!

She puts a calming hand on his head, stroking his hair.

NURSE
It's okay.  Just lie to them, then.  
Tell them anything.
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TYLER
I already did.  That phone number?  
Bullshit.  I don't know why he 
thinks it helped.  I don't even 
know whose number it is.

NURSE
That's good.  That's good.

TYLER
I don't know how much longer I can 
keep it up.  They won't even kill 
me.

He's staring at the blood stain, shuttering.  The Nurse 
gathers him in her arms.

NURSE
You'll be okay.  It's okay.  You'll 
be okay.

TYLER
I'm not.  I'm not.

He looks up at her, desperate.

TYLER (CONT'D)
Can you do something for me?  One 
more thing?

NURSE
Anything.

TYLER
Do you have a pen?

She nods, pulls a dull sharpie from her pouch.

He grabs the envelope from the puddle of blood, hands 
shaking, and begins to write-- "Dearest Rachel..."

FADE OUT.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Tyler sits at the table, eyes closed, hands flat on the 
table.  At peace.

The door opens.  Tyler opens his eyes.

The Interviewer and the Bruiser enter.  They step to opposite 
sides, flanking the door.
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The Nurse enters.  But she's not wearing her nurse's uniform.  
She's wearing a suit, with an arm band.

Tyler's eyes go wide.

She smiles.

NURSE
Hello, Tyler.

INT. ANOTHER APARTMENT - NIGHT

All in dreamy SLOW MOTION.

CLOSE ON THE NOTE: "Dearest Rachel, by the time you read 
this..."

NURSE (V.O.)
I wanted to tell you, in person, 
that Rachel was touched by your 
note.

A TEAR rolls down RACHEL's cheek.

NURSE (CONT'D)
It was truly moving to watch her 
read it.

A BOOT raises up, KICKS the door open.

NURSE (CONT'D)
Such love and devotion between you 
two.

Rachel WHIRLS AROUND, hair whipping behind her.

NURSE (CONT'D)
I am honored to have witnessed it.

Black Ops storm into the room.  One stretches out his arm, 
planting his hand on her face, shoving her to the ground.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Tyler stares, distraught.

NURSE
(continuing)

I promise, the two of you will be 
together soon.
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INT. ANOTHER INTERROGATION ROOM

RACHEL sits, staring at the glass of water on the table.

The door opens, refocusing Rachel's attention.

The Nurse, still in her suit, shoves Tyler into the room.

His throat is slit.

RACHEL
Tyler!  NOOOOOoooo!

He falls to the floor.  Rachel runs to him, drops to her 
knees, cradling him in her arms.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
Why?!  Why would you do this?  He's 
never hurt anybody!

NURSE
It's called "random reinforcement."  
Same principle that keeps gamblers 
gambling.  Except, in this case, 
you don't want the jackpot.

She leaves, shutting the door behind her, while Rachel 
continues to wail.

The End.
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