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EXT. CITY SKYLI NE - AFTERNOON

Sl eek gl ass buil dings stand beneath a blue sky, a | one cloud
blotting the horizon. Beneath the pristine towers, a snal
figure is at the edge of a derelict concrete rooftop.

EXT. ROOFTOP - AFTERNOON

Closer, we see it is a young wonman, FAITH, standing alert in
profile, her reflection visible in the row of skyscraper
wi ndows behi nd her.

Her reflection pushes up the sleeve of its worn jacket,
checks its watch

The faded LED display reads 4:59.
Faith | ooks back up.

A nonolithic black building, caneras on its every corner
across the street, casts a shadow on the bl ock bel ow. Arned
guards clad in dark bulletproof vests and hel nets guard the
front door.

A deep, static-laden voice, RICHARD, crackles in Faith's
ear.

RI CHARD (V. Q)
Are you still sure about this?

Faith cl oses her eyes for a nonent, frustrated, her watch
still at eye |evel.

FAI TH
No. But that doesn’'t matter.

RI CHARD (V. Q)
Craig, Celeste, they both --

FAI TH
-- went down the same way, you told
ne.

The watch’s di splay changes to 5:00.

FAI TH
Quess that settles it.

RI CHARD (V. Q)
Guess it does.

Faith slides her sleeve down, hops off the edge.



EXT. LONER ROOFTOPS - AFTERNOON

She breaks her fall with a roll, hitting the ground with her
shoul der as her armtucks in. She cones out of the rol

j 0ggi ng.

As Faith jogs across the concrete, she | ooks belowto the
bl ack building along her right side across the street. She
then turns her gaze to a sterile rooftop garden and park a
few bl ocks ahead.

RI CHARD (V. Q)
Now, there's going to be a canera
up ahead. See it?

A canera peers, rotating and scanning the area in front of
Fai t h.

She runs over to the right, junps down to a fire escape on
the side of the building. She hits the railing, gripping the
edge with both of her hands. Wth a grunt, she hoists
hersel f up by her arms and swi ngs her |egs over onto the
fire escape.

FAI TH
| do. Tell ne when |I'm cl ear.

Faith junps up fromthe fire escape, grabs the edge of the
concrete above. She shinmm es herself along the edge.

Rl CHARD (V. Q)
Cl ear.

Faith pulls herself up again. Wth a disdainful | ook back at
the canera a few paces behind her, she starts running again.
She speaks agai n, nowhere near out of breath.

Faith junps over a gap between rooftops. A |low fence stands
in the way ahead. Wthout breaking her stride, she sw ngs
herself over the fence by her left hand.

The next gap is longer. Eyeing the wall between the

buil dings, Faith junps at it, starts running along it. Her
feet scrabble for support as her hands runs al ong the wal
behi nd her. Just as she’s about to | ose traction, she junps
of f and | ands on the other side. She resunes her pace.

RI CHARD (V. Q)
Were you just showy? That sounded

showy.



FAI TH
Shush. |’ m al nbst there.

Faith | ooks below. There’'s a security checkpoint into the
park -- guarded, but not as heavily as the black structure
before. A lone rent-a-cop sits in his booth, flipping

t hrough a nagazi ne.

She starts slowy clinbing down a drain pipe to street
| evel .

EXT. PARK CHECKPO NT - AFTERNOON

The pipe doesn’t go all the way down. Faith |lets go, nakes
noi se as she hits the ground. The cop turns his head.

FAI TH
(under her breath)
Shit.

Faith scurries over to a corner, ducking out of sight.

The cop gets up, starts wal king toward her, his hand resting
on his baton. He cones to the other side of Faith's corner.

Faith brings her hand to the back of her pants.

He steps forward again.

Faith | eaps out, punches the man in the throat. As he gasps
for breath, Faith grabs his head and throws it into the
wal | .

The man crunples. Faith | ooks down for only a nonent, then
keeps novi ng di spassi onately.

RI CHARD (V. Q)
Did you check for a pul se?

FAI TH
| could have done worse.

She unconsciously tucks her shirt in at her back.

EXT. CORPORATE PARK - EVENI NG

Faith wal ks into the clearing, her footsteps echoing through
the silent park. The setting sun bathes the white park in
orange light. White trees gl ow an angry anber.

She turns in circles, on edge. She starts speaking
frantically.



FAI TH
Ri char d?

Rl CHARD (V. Q)
| know, | know.

FAI TH

There’ s no one here.

RI CHARD (V. Q)
|’m 1l ooking into it.

FAI TH
Wiy is there no one here?

RI CHARD (V. Q)
Just get across the park.

Fai t h anxi ously paces across the pat hways.

FAI TH
It’s a trap. It has to be.

Faith | ooks over her shoul der, scans the rooftops. Enpty.

FAI TH
" m pul ling out.

Faith starts running.
EXT. PARK BRI DGE - EVEN NG

She conmes to a long bridge. On either side, water glistens
in the sunset, sloping down into endl ess chasnms -- just
across one of these chasns is the black nonolith, shooting
down into the earth

She runs onto the bridge.

FAI TH
| m al nost there.

Faith gasps, freezes in place.

RI CHARD (V. O.)
VWhat, what is it?

On the other side of the bridge stand a row of nen in
facel ess bl ack masks, uniforns. They start to slowy
advance.

Faith desperately wheels around, sees another group of the
facel ess marching from where she just cane.



She’ s surrounded.
Trenbl i ng, she backs up against the bridge s railing.

RI CHARD (V. Q)
Faith, what’s going on, tell ne!

The facel ess cone closer. One of thempulls out a syringe.
Faith shrinks even further, puts her hand down to an object
hi dden in her back again.

Faith cl oses her eyes, telling herself to nove. She hears
t he neasured footsteps of the faceless -- and the running
wat er behi nd her.

As the facel ess surround her, Faith opens her eyes and junps
over the railing.

She slips down the watery slope, scrabbling for traction.
She loses it, starts tunbling.

The last thing she sees is the faceless -- staring down at
her as she falls.

CUT TO BLACK
FADE | N
I NT. 1 NDUSTRI AL SEVER - NI GHT

A dimlight cones into focus as Faith regai ns consci ousness.
She starts to hear R chard, fainter, fighting to be heard
over nore static.

Rl CHARD (V. Q)
...Faith, are you there? Are you
alive? Faith?

Faith, dripping wet, beaten up fromthe fall, |ooks at the
wat er bel ow her. She sees her bruised reflection. It
gri maces.

FAI TH
Yeah. I'mstill here.

Faith pushes herself up.

RI CHARD (V. Q)
What happened?

Faith stretches her neck, gingerly rubs her el bows.



FAI TH
Men i n masks, unnmarked uniforns.
Cane at me with damn syringes.

She starts wal king, slowy.

Rl CHARD (V. Q.)
Christ. Wio do you think--

FAI TH
Dol really need to tell you those
creeps were Feds? It’s just |ike
them -- sonme sedative, no
W t nesses. ..

Fai th shivers.

FAI TH
" mnot freezing up |ike that
again, Richard. If | see those f--

RI CHARD (V. Q)
O course not. But if |I’mreading
your position right... you' re near
the Vall ey.

Faith pulls herself out of the water onto a slimy concrete
wal kway .

Rl CHARD (V. Q)
The | argest conputer server in the
entire city of Eden, the chance to
erase your identity fromthe System
forever... how does it feel?

Fai t h coughs.

FAI TH
Pretty shitty, actually.

Rl CHARD (V. Q)
Conme on, don’t be like that. You
pul l ed me out of retirenent to help
you with this.

FAI TH
Il be happy when |I’m gone. Let’s
| eave it at that.

Faith finds a | adder with several wires in the wall next to
it. She points to the | adder questioningly.



RI CHARD (V. Q)
Your guess is as good as mne. This
is uncharted territory.

Faith goes up the | adder.
| NT. VALLEY SERVER ROOM - NI GHT

Faith energes in a dark, dank room server banks HUVMM NG and
casting a forlorn blue Iight across a wet floor. The banks
stand apart from each other in an expanding circle
formation.

The room seem ngly has no end.

FAI TH
.1 think I"m here.

Faith settles on one of the servers. She pulls out a USB
stick and plugs it in.

FAI TH
| s that what you needed?

RI CHARD (V. O.)
(faint, static)
Yeah, |’mview ng your profile now.
Just give ne a second.

Faith | ooks around, scared. The shadows in the room are
enpty.

FAI TH
Ri chard? W’ re friends, right? Good
ones.

RI CHARD (V. Q)
(keyboard cl acking in
backgr ound)
O course, Faith. What kind of a
guestion is that?

Faith cl oses her eyes, sighs.
EXT. ROAD - NI GHT

A frightened MAN bl eedi ng profusely froma head wound craw s
backward fromthe fiery weckage of a car



| NT. VALLEY SERVER ROOM - NI GHT
The shadows start to nove, in dozens.

FAI TH
Just -- renenber that. |If nothing
el se.

Ri chard pauses. The facel ess energe fromthe dark, al
around Faith.

RI CHARD (V. Q)
Wait, this can't be right... Faith,
did you really--

Faith pulls her earpiece out, throws it on the ground.
EXT. ROAD - NI GHT

A pistol with a scarred bl ack handle ains at the man. W
hear a GUNSHOT.

| NT. VALLEY SERVER ROOM - NI GHT

One of the faceless leap at Faith. She grabs it, knee
strikes it in the stomach. Another cones behind her and
tries to hold her. She drives her elbowinto its nmask. It
reels. More conme. Faith throws another into a nearby server
bank in a resoundi ng CRASH, junps and stri kes another, takes
the syringe fromone and stabs it into another.

Faith starts being backed into a corner.

She reaches into her back pocket once nore. Pulls out a gun
with a scarred bl ack handl e.

The faceless instantly recoil. One of them screans.
FACELESS
She has a gu--!

Faith pulls the trigger. One of the nen falls down, a hole
in his chest, his blood black in the blue Iight.

Fromfurther away in the server room we only hear the
GUNSHOTS.

The nmen in black scranbl e over each other to flee. Faith
stands, snoking gun in hand, fierce yet shell-shocked,
gl assy-eyed. She | owers her gun.

A pile of faceless bodies lie in front of her, black flow ng
fromthemon the danp fl oor



Faith | ooks down. Sees her bl oody reflection on the floor,
hol di ng a gun.

I NT. RICHARD S APARTMENT - NI GHT

RI CHARD FOALER, an aging nman in his 50s, stares in the
bathroom mrror. W hear the noise of RAIN outside. He
washes hi s hands, rubbing themtogether. He starts rubbing
nore vigorously. And nore vigorously.

When he hears a noise fromthe other side of the apartnent,
turns.

He turns off the water, w pes his hands on a rag, turns off
the Iight, walks out into the rest of his apartnent, lit in
war m or ange hues.

At the clean white kitchen table sits Faith, drenched,
wounded, drinking a glass of scotch, gun on the table,

uni npressed with the futuristic decor. A laptop sits at the
table as well. The patio door sits open, rain and w nd

bl owi ng i nsi de.

Wthout a word, Richard goes to the door and slides it shut.
Hi s back still to Faith, she speaks.

FAI TH
Did you do it?

RI CHARD
| did.

Ri chard cones back to the table, sits down.

Rl CHARD
| erased you.
Fai t h sighs.
FAI TH
Still don't feel erased.

Faith lifts the bottle of scotch.

FAI TH
A drink to cel ebrate?

Rl CHARD
Why not .

Faith pours another glass, slides it over to Ri chard. He
politely takes a sip, |ooks down at the gun.



Rl CHARD
Haven't seen a real firearmin
ages.
Fai th shrugs.
FAI TH
Still have their uses.
Rl CHARD

They’ re outl awed, aren’t they?
Faith gives a wy smle, taps her scotch gl ass.

FAI TH
So are these.

Ri chard takes anot her sip.

Rl CHARD
So you're really | eaving?

FAI TH
As soon as we finish this drink,
|"mafraid so.
Ri chard puts down his gl ass.

Rl CHARD
| saw your file.

Faith’s sm| e di sappears.

EXT. ROAD - N GHT

A pistol wth a scarred bl ack handle ains at a man.
I NT. RICHARD S APARTMENT - NI GHT

FAl TH
It was a m st ake.

Ri chard just stares.

FAI TH
| had no choice! After Craig, after
Celeste -- after all the good

people left, people who would try
to make a difference--

Rl CHARD
VWhat about nme?

10.



11.

FAI TH
Oh, sure, you made a difference.
You went and nmade peace with the
eneny, got a cushy job, stood aside
while all our rights were torn from
us one by fucking one. Yeah, you're
a real hero.

Rl CHARD
The world noved in this direction,
Faith. And it noved in this
direction for a reason. It’'s
nmonitored, but it’'s safe. Except
when you’ re around.

Faith, taken aback, starts to protest.

FAI TH
Everything | have done,
»everyt hi ng*x, has been necces --

Faith stops herself.

FAI TH
Look, that night, I found him
okay? | found the architect of "al
this" --

Faith gestures to the room nockingly.

FAI TH
-- of the System of the new Eden
surveill ance network, of all of it.
And | did what | had to, even if

t hat neant - -

Rl CHARD
When did you realize? Before? O
after?

Faith blinks, tearing up.
EXT. ROAD - NI GHT

Faith stands al one, hidden behind a tall billboard, bathed
in blue light. In the distance, we hear a CAR approachi ng.
Faith pulls out her gun, a pistol with a scarred bl ack
handl e, checks the ammo clip. Satisfied, she turns | oads the
clip back in and turns off the safety.

The car’s lights can be seen now Wth precision and
fluidity, she clinbs down the billboard, |anding gracefully
on the ground. She vaults over a divider onto the main road.



12.

She turns, stands still, ainms her gun, squeezes off a few
rounds. As the car’s lights grow brighter around her, Faith
junps to the side. The car screeches by and crashes in the
di st ance.

Faith pushes herself up, runs after the car. She sees the
flames froma distance. As she runs, she enpties her pistol
pushes in another clip.

A man, bl eeding profusely froma head wound, falls out of
the car. He crawls to the passenger door, tries to open it.

Faith runs up to him grabs him throws himaway fromthe
door. She lifts her gun.

The man crawl s backward from Faith and the fiery weckage.
He weakly raises his arm

MAN
(hoar sel y)
Pl ease. .

Fai th cocks her gun.
The man points to his car, in flanes.

MAN
(hoarsel y)

M famly...

Faith drops her arms. She stares into the flames, horrified.
We see the fire’'s reflection in her eyes.

Eventual |y, she shuts her eyelids. She turns back to the man
on the ground. She lifts her arms again, and points her gun
at him

FAI TH
|’ msorry.

She pulls the trigger.

Al'l of her strength gone, Faith's entire frame slowy
droops. She stunbles over to the edge of the road and
crouches. She vomts.

I NT. RICHARD S APARTMENT - NI GHT

Faith sits, tears streaking down her face, her reflection in
the clear patio door behind her sobbing as well, RAIN
poundi ng agai nst the gl ass.

She takes a long drink of scotch, finishes it off. Her eyes
bur n.



13.

FAI TH
| made the only decision | could.

Faith’s eyes harden as she |ies.

FAI TH
| knew. | knew they were in the
car. And I went ahead with it

anyway.
Ri chard puts his head in his hands.

Rl CHARD
Jesus Chri st.

Faith gets up, her hand shaking just a little.
FAI TH
"1l be out of your hair now For
good.
She wal ks over to the patio, her stoic reflection in the
door wi ndow. She slides it open. A gust of wind and water
nmeets her.

Rl CHARD( O. S.)
Fai t h?

She turns.
Ri chard gives a nelancholy smle

Rl CHARD
You can’t run from yourself.

Faith doesn’t respond. She wal ks out the door and starts
clinbing a pipe up to the roof, out of sight.

Al one, Richard sits, thinking.
EXT. RICHARD S BUI LDI NG - NI GHT

Faith slowy clinbs up the pipe as she is buffeted by the
rain.

When she reaches the top, she clanbers off the pipe and onto
t he roof. She | ooks up.

The faceless are all around her.

She tries to run. They grab her, and stick a syringe in her
arm

Faith slowy stops struggling and shaki ng.



14.

FADE TO BLACK
FADE | N
I NT. HOLDI NG CELL - EARLY MORNI NG

Faith sits alone at the bottom of her square, white hol ding
cell. Adim sterile fluorescent |light incessantly huns.

As she sits, she stares at her reflection in a two-way
mrror. It stares back

Faith stands up, walks to the mrror.

She scrutinizes the woman in the reflection. Her
unapol ogetic face. The sharpness in her eyes.

The fluorescent continues to hum

She stares at the reflection wth | oathing.

She curls up her bare fist, starts punching the mrror.
Agai n, and agai n, her hands bl eeding, her reflection pained
and cracki ng.

As her right hand hits the glass again, it bends at an
unnatural angle, we hear a cracking sound. Faith cries out,
holds it, but starts rammng the mrror with her shoul der.

We hear the sound of an alarm slightly, outside the cell

A guard starts to open the door to Faith's cell. Faith
turns, leaps at it as he’'s hal fway through, pinning his body
between the door and the wall. Wth a grunt as she picks him

up, she lifts himand throws himthrough the w ndow.

The alarm comng fromthe observation roomon the other

side, now blares. Two guards stand as far fromthe broken
gl ass as possible, frightened, illum nated by a flashing

orange alarmlight.

Faith pushes her sleeves up to her hands and vaults over the
frame with the broken glass with her good hand, tackles one
guard agai nst the wall, punches himin quick succession.

The other pulls out his shock baton. Faith kicks him before
he gets too close. The baton drops to the ground with a
clatter. Faith grabs it. Shoves it in the man’s sternum He
falls down.

Faith runs out the door.



15.

I NT. PRI SON COVPLEX - EARLY MORNI NG

The endl ess white corridors flash with orange |Iights as
Faith runs with a linp, out of breath. She turns corners,
frantically |looking for an exit -- until she sees a w ndow
at the end of the hallway.

Guards start pouring out of the doors behind Faith. A
security grate start to cone down fromthe ceiling to | ock
Faith in. She slides under it, gets up, quickly but
unsteadily.

More guards conme in on the other side. They hound Faith,
getting closer and closer. As Faith runs up to the w ndow,
she sees the street sone stories below She still closes her
eyes and throws herself through it.

EXT. PRI SON COWLEX - EARLY MORNI NG

Faith slowly falls through the air, glass drifting around
her. People on the street |ook up in shock, gasp, pull each
ot her away.

Faith hits the ground with a resounding CRACK. O several.

Huddl ed and stiff on the ground, she breathes with
difficulty. She rolls herself over to | ook at the sky.

Police start running onto the scene.

The sky, an early norning grey- bl ue.

A crowd of police and passersby format several paces from
Faith. They stand, watching, unsure and afraid of this
haggard stranger on the ground.

Faith continues to | ook at the sky. The sun peeks through
the clouds. She notices she’s just broken out of the same
bl ack nmonolithic building she stood outside just the day
before -- the Valley.

She smles, closes her eyes as if going to sleep, yell ow
sunl i ght on her face.

Men in nedical uniforns run up, slow and fading away.
She whi spers to herself as her head starts to droop down.
FAI TH
(to herself)
You can’t run away from yourself.

Faith |ies, peaceful, as the nedics start fussing over her,
the crowd staring froma distance.



