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FADE | N:

INT. ST. BRIG D S HOSPI TAL —ER SUPPLY ROOM — NI GHT

Fl uorescent hum Shelves in perfect order. MARA VCSS, 44,
scrubs the color of deep water, restocks a supply cart —
gauze, saline, catheter kits —each itemsquared to the edge
of its bin.

Over the PA, nmuffled: "CODE BLUE, BAY 2. CODE BLUE."

Mara' s hands do not pause. She finishes the row, closes the
drawer, and only then noves —fast, controlled —out the
door.

I NT. ER —NURSES' STATI ON —NI GHT

Later. Calmrestored. RIS OKONKWO, 50s, charge nurse, al
warnt h and no nonsense, slides a cup of black coffee across
the counter to Mara.

IRI'S
Three a.m Don't say | never give
you anyt hi ng.

MARA
You never give nme anything that
isn't hospital property.

RIS
The cup's mne. The coffee's
st ol en.

Mara al nost smiles. She clips her badge hol der back onto her
pocket. For half a second it falls open —a snmall fol ded
phot ograph inside —and she closes it with a practiced

t hunb.

RIS (CONT' D)
Schedul e canme out. You put in for
ni ght s agai n.

MARA
Sonebody has to.

IRI'S
Sonebody does it el even nonths
runni ng.

A radi o CRACKLES at the desk



PARAMEDI C (V. Q)
(filtered)
St. Brigid's, inbound, nmale late
thirties, unresponsive, suspected
overdose. Found in a parked car on
Del ancey. Five out.

Mara i s al ready noving.

I NT. ER — AMBULANCE BAY — NI GHT

Doors BANG open. PARAMEDI CS roll a gurney: DAN EL REECE, 38,
gray-faced, an oxygen mask foggi ng weakly.

PARANMEDI C
No I D on scene. Enpty bottle in the
cup hol der, no | abel. He was
par ked. Engi ne off.

MARA
(taking the rail)
Bay 6.

As the gurney turns, the work |ight catches Daniel's throat:
a cheap SAINT'S MEDAL on a chain, the size of a dine.

Mara stops wal king. One full second. The gurney pulls ahead
of her.

IRI'S
(of f her I o0k)
Mar a?

MARA
(al ready novi ng agai n)
Bay 6.
| NT. ER —BAY 6 — NI GHT

Mara wor ks al one —Il eads on, nonitor up, IV Iline in, every
notion exact. On the nonitor: a slow, sulking rhythm

She | ooks at his face. Really | ooks.

| NSERT — MEMORY, OR SOMETHI NG LIKE I T

A grainy traffic-camera still. Dusk. A sedan blurred

m d-franme. Behind the w ndshield, a snear of jaw and
hairline. On the dashboard, a pale dot —round, the size of
a dine.

BACK TO SCENE



Mara lifts Daniel's wallet fromthe personal -effects bag.
Driver's license: REECE, DAN EL A

The nanme nmeans not hi ng.
She | ooks back at the nedal against his coll arbone.

MARA
(barely sound)
Ckay.

She files the wallet, logs the tinme, and pulls the curtain
So it is just the two of them

| NT. ER —SUPPLY ROOM — NI GHT

Door shut. Mara, back to the shelves, phone in hand. She
types fast: "voss hit and run del ancey 2023".

Headl i ne gl ow on her face: "TOVAS VOSS, 9, KILLED IN
H T- AND- RUN — DRI VER SOUGHT." Beside the article, the police
sketch she has nenorized i nto usel essness.

She hol ds the phone next to the intake photo on her tablet.
Jaw. Hairline.

Her breath goes in once. Cones out |evel.

She puts the phone away, squares a bin of gauze that was
al ready square, and goes back to work.

| NT. ER —NURSES' STATI ON — NI GHT
Mara hands Iris a chart.

MARA
G ve me Six. You take the chest
pain in Two —he asks for you
anyway.

IRI'S
You sure? Six is going to be
paperwork all night.

MARA
| 1ike paperworKk.

IRI'S
(taking the chart)
You're the only one | never have to
check on.

Iris goes. Mara stands a nonent with that sentence.



| NT. ER —BAY 6 — NI GHT
Mara hangs a new bag. As she reaches for the line —

Dani el 's hand cl oses on her wist. Wak. H's eyes are
hal f - open, sw mm ng.

DANI EL
(rasping)
Don't fix it.
She doesn't nove.

DANI EL ( CONT' D)
Pl ease.

H's grip slides off. Under again.

Mara stands very still, the syringe in her hand, the nonitor
ticking like a clock.

CUT TGO
INT. ER —BAY 6 —3 A M
Dani el , lucid now, propped up, the mask swapped for a

cannul a. Mara charts at the bedside. The departnent beyond
the curtain is a |low tide of sound.

DANI EL
You believe people deserve things?

MARA
(not | ooki ng up)
| believe in dosage schedul es.

DANI EL
| mean what happens to them You
think it adds up? Sonewhere?

Mara's pen stops. Starts again.

MARA
You' d have to ask sonmebody who
sl eeps at night.

DANI EL

(qui et)
| haven't slept since before.

She shoul d not ask. She asks.

MARA
Bef ore what ?



A long silence. The nonitor counts it.

DANI EL
There was a ki d.

Mara's face: nothing. Her hand, below the chart where he
can't see it: a fist.

FADE QUT.



