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" REDUCER'
FADE | N:
EXT. CH CAGO ROOFTOP - DAY

The sun begins to set over dense urban sprawl |aid out before
the shores of Lake Mchigan, which is at this point |ayered
in floating shanty towns snaki ng throughout the polluted
waters. The multitude of skyscrapers are sheathed in

i ntensely bright advertisenments danci ng hundreds of feet up
into the air, their audio blasting across street bl ock by
street bl ock.

The streets are visibly cranmed with people. Miltiple
nmonorail systens slither between buildings. Hal fway up every
skyscraper is tangled up in a web of these bullet-fast
vehi cl es noving along the rails.

The lone figure silhouetted on the edge of one rooftop stares
ahead at one advertisenent displaying the visage of sone

i nscrut abl e product caught up in buzzwords and

i ndi scrimnate, but eye-catching i mages. A nonotone BEEP
manages to nmake itself heard over the advertisenent, and in a
flash the figure turns and places a finger to their ear.

She is LEAH, a worman in her 30s with a choppy ness of hair

ti ed back behind her head and in surprisingly innocuous black
wi nter jacket, devoid of iconography. A comrunication device
is in her ear, emtting sone encrypted bursts of a
conputerized voice. She listens to it with intense focus, the
background noi se fading into silence.

OPERATOR (V. Q)
Apartment conplex on the intersection
of 44th and Varnes Boul evard. Bottom
floor only, Reducer. Quota: thirty.

It stops, and she nods, her voice simlarly nonotone and
cal cul ati ng.

LEAH
Under st ood.

She hol ds out her fingers, twitching them as she does sone
rapid math in her head, nouthing nunbers with her eyes cl osed
for a few nonents before they snap open again.

LEAH
Fifteen to forty-five targets. Seven
hours, standard traffic diversion away



fromthe intersection at 04:30.
Reporting back in eight. Leah out.

She presses a finger to her ear again, and turns her back on
t he skyline, wal ki ng away.

MONTAGE

- She pays off a large man sitting behind a desk in a dark,
di ngy room a 'BU LDl NG SUPER nanepl ate vi si bl e.

- She opens an energency case, containing a fire
ext i ngui sher.

- She stops a whistling mai ntenance worker as he starts to
unl ock a door with an i mense set of keys.

- She sets up a strange device on an opened power box on the
apartnment's rooftop, under an antenna. The antenna appears to
[ilt and power down.

- A coupl e wal ks past the energency case. The extinguisher is
gone, but they do not notice.

- At an energency exit in an alley, Leah neticul ously welds
t he door shut.

- The mai nt enance worker storns out of the building in a
huff, tearing off his uniforms hat and angrily tossing the
set of keys into the trash.

- The super wal ks out of his apartnent, |aden with suitcases.
He | ocks the door before |eaving, |ooking conflicted.

END MONTAGE
| NT. APARTMENT BASEMENT - NI GHT

A room cloaked in conplete darkness, has its silence

di sturbed by the opening of a door at the top of suddenly-
visible stairs. The nai ntenance's worker's keys hang fromthe
| ock as Leah is framed in the contrasting |ight shining
behi nd her. She steps down the stairs, |eaving the keys in
the door and leaving it only half-closed as she delves into

t he basenent, defunct, cold boilers and ancient |aundry

machi nes filling nost of the space. She nakes her way to a
wal | of switches and | evers.

| NSERT - UTI LI TI ES PANEL

Judging by the | abels, these various controls, gauges, and



rusted-out levels are controlling the apartnment's utilities.
She shuts off several switches near the top of the panel, and
as she reaches over and pulls the | evel beside them the

pi pewor k visible nearby and along the ceiling starts to
sputter and SPLASH, the flow of water audibly reduced to
droplets..

Leah gl ances down at her watch as she turns away fromthe
panel, and as she | ooks up again, there is a man standi ng
directly in front of her.

An older man in his 40s, FRANK | ooks, much like her, fairly
i nnocuous. A |arge beard and knit hat conplinent his black
streetwear, that, on closer inspection, |ooks identical to
t hat which she wears.

Leah's hand flies to her belt instinctively, but Frank raises
his gl oved hands just as quickly.

FRANK
Worst kind of work gets done in the
dark. What people can't see..

LEAH

(rel axi ng)
Can't kill them W do not
exist...only reduce. Nane?

FRANK

Frank. Fourteen.
LEAH

Leah. Six. | wasn't assigned backup.
FRANK

Changes of plans. Operator couldn't
reach you. Signal disruption, big riot
goi ng down in Indianapolis. EMPs,

di sruptors, the works.

LEAH
Heard about that. Makes nme wonder what
' m doing up here with nunbers this
smal | .

FRANK
(tired)
We're not here to solve society's
probl ens, just to nake sure it keeps
exi sting.



Frank wal ks past Leah to exam ne the sw tchboard, nodding at
the | ever she's pulled.

FRANK
No water, no sprinklers?
LEAH
Basi c procedure. \Wy?
FRANK
Fire station a few bl ocks away. Have
you-
LEAH
(frowni ng)
Yes.
FRANK

Alright. Saw the exits seal ed. Looks
i ke solid work. By-the-books. Fire on
the first floor |obby, gets to the
stairs. Alarns off, no response... half
a dozen snoked out before anyone

noti ces.

LEAH
Right. Just fifteen nore and the
quota's net.

FRANK
Yeah. Seens pretty small to ne, but
the quota's the quota.

LEAH
Suppose it is.

Frank turns away fromthe pipes, and is alnost inmediately
met with a coll apsi ble baton smashing into the side of his
head with a netallic THWMNG Leah, the w el der, presses the
attack, sweeping one | eg under one of Frank's to put him off-
bal ance, and pulling her arm back for another strike. But
he's just as quick; grabbing one of the pipes above him he
l[ifts hinself up just over her |eg-sweep and | ands a kick
directly in her chest, sending Leah sprawling backward to the
ground. She rolls to her feet to see himdart up the
staircase, and wi thout hesitation, pursues.

As Frank noves through the door, his attenpt to pull it shut
behind himis thwarted by Leah's baton shoved between it and
t he doorfranme. Abandoning the effort, he sprints down the
dingy halls of the apartnent, shoving aside a bystander in



the process. Leah rips open the door, tosses aside her now
bent and usel ess baton, wasting no tine in foll ow ng.

EXT. STREET - CONTI NUQUS

The filthy gl ass facade of the apartnment conplex shatters as
a chair is thrown through it, breaking the nonent it bounces
off the street. Frank | eaps through the enpty frane at a
remar kabl e di stant, and takes off down the sidewal k. Leah
whi ps through it nonments later, forgoing the | eap and running
straight through the frane.

He is twenty feet or so ahead of her, throw ng aside any
(largely honel ess) passerby that bar his path, as the streets
are rather populated even at this hour. Some bystanders are
shocked, others shoot video with phones, and Leah ignores al
of themin her pursuit as they fly through the sidewal k, past
run-down and cl osed shops. Those attenpting to shoot video
shake their phones in confusion, as though they have just
died or mal functioned as soon as they attenpt to record.

The gap between the pair closes as Frank's sprint becones
desperate, he visibly struggling to keep going, while Leah,
face set with relentless determnation, sprints ever closer.
He spares a second to glance behind him realizes how cl ose
she's getting, and makes an obvi ous detour, darting into an
all ey. Leah rounds the corner, and finds himclanbering over
an old, useless security barrier. As she too vaults over it,
he's already reached the other side of the alley, onto the
street, one that, as she arrives, she finds is problematic.

EXT. MARKET - CONTI NUOUS

Like a bloated flea market, the downtrodden of the city have
congregated into a nakeshift bazaar of tents and honeneade
stalls. Scavenged, cracked, flickering neon signs can be
found lighting up the otherw se nuted market in purples and
bl ues.

Leah whi ps her head around, honing in on individual faces one
by one, |ooking for Frank. Her face hardens as she rotates,
comng up enpty on the faces, so she turns her gaze to the
ground, to people's feet. Mdst are robed or bl anketed, many
barefoot, and all shuffling about, cold and unconfortable.
She catches sight of a wonman crouched, gathering odds and
ends fromwhat |ooks |like a stall that's just been knocked
over. It's enough for Leah, who sprints in that direction.

As she makes her way through the crowds and under a vast
canvas tent, she gets a few | ooks of disdain; even her
incredi bly basic streetwear sticks out in this sea of



pat chwor k robes and bl ankets. The area is tense and

cl aust rophobi ¢, and Leah quickly notices that many of these
robes are folded or hanging, with several people running

t heir hands over the fabric and conparing them despite how
utterly crude each one is. One or two people even walk up to
her offering such robes, but Leah bl ocks out their pleas.

A few nonents pass as she scans the makeshift clothing
bazaar, but many of the robes are hooded, and it's inpossible
to see everyone's faces. Leah | ooks sideways again at those
maki ng her offers; and an idea seens to strike as she digs
her hand into her coat, pulling out a handful of what appear
to be a sort of currency, coins shaped |ike squares with

i nscrutabl e etchings on them

Wth not a nonent's hesitation, she holds up the paltry
handful of change, instantly drawi ng the eye and gasps of
nearly the entire roomas they hear the credits jangle. For
only a second does Leah hold them al oft before | obbing them
off to the side, over the heads of the crowd. In a nmad
scranbl e, every single person in the roomlunges and dives
for the | oose change...save two. Leah...and a robed, hooded
figure that is only now turning around to react to the sound:
Fr ank.

He grits his teeth in a rage at the ploy, but as he turns to

try and run again, he proves too slow. Leah is already on

him grabbing the hood of his speedy di sguise and hanging it -
along with him- backwards onto the ground, where she turns
and crouches, planting a knee right against the front of his
neck under his chin.

LEAH
Appearance is only half of a disguise,
Frank. The rest is manners.

Frank stares at her for a few nonents...and smles bitterly,
teeth red with bl ood fromher baton strike. H's words are
choked as Leah squeezes both air and blood flow to his head
with the pressure on his neck.

FRANK
| see why the Reducers got to you
You're good. How d you spot ne?

LEAH
We automated fire station response
delay a year ago. And ny quota's
thirty. Now get up. We're not doing
this here.



FRANK
You got sonething to do, you can do it
here. 1'm done hi ding.

LEAH

Forget already? W don't exist, Frank.
There's no being done with that.

Wth that, she lands a particularly fierce punch across his
face, and, already dizzy fromthe |ack of blood flow, his
head lolls, and Frank falls unconsci ous.

EXT. CH CAGO ROOFTOP - DAWN

The sun is just barely started to peek over the horizon, over
the very same rooftop as before. Frank slowy regains

consci ousness and he finds hinself zip-tied to a pipe,

sl unped over uselessly. Leah is standing on the edge of the
rooftop, facing away fromhim D stant SIRENS are audi bl e,
and as he regains conposure, he | ooks over his shoul der, at
and past Leah, to see a plune of snoke rising in the

di stance. Bitterly, he shuts his eyes.

FRANK
Dam it, Leah.
LEAH
|"mgoing to stop you there.
FRANK
Wiy the hell did you do it?
LEAH
Should I even dignify that with a

response?

Leah whi ps around, striding up to Frank and crouching to be
eye-level with him

LEAH
You're one of us. At |least, you were
one of us. A Reducer. You know why we

do it.

FRANK
| was. | was one of you, and then
realized, | have no danmm cl ue VWHY we

do it!



LEAH

(narrow ng eyes)
You know exactly why. In some dark
roomin D.C that nobody knows about,
soneone's runni ng nunbers. Not noney.
Not political denographics. Just.
People. Making a list. Checking it
tw ce.

FRANK
s that funny to you? Is what we do a
| oke?

LEAH
Do sonet hing | ong enough and you | earn
to enjoy it. Now, |I'm confused, Frank.

You said yourself earlier our job was
to keep society existing. Was that you
trying to gain ny trust? Sure doesn't

| ook I'i ke you believe that anynore.

FRANK
That IS our job. Reducers are
necessary to keep things the way they
are.

LEAH
Then why are you here? Way did you lie
to me? Fromwhere |'msitting, it
| ooks lI'ike you were trying to figure
out exactly what | did to fill ny
guota, so that you could undo it all.
Is that it? You wanted to save those
peopl e? Be a hero?

FRANK

(biting)
Fuck you, Leah. You know none of us
are saints. You know why they pick us?
You know why they take us off death's
row for this? Because this is msery.
This is fucking tornent, this is a
hell they can get sonething out of!
They won't even |l et us goddamm di e,
t hey need us!

LEAH
Why didn't you say no?

FRANK
| thought | was a nonster. | thought I



deserved death. You know what ?
fucking did. Nobody deserves this.
Nobody deserves to do what we do. |
saw redenpti on when they nade ne an
offer to do sonething inportant. Now
" mjust...worse.

LEAH
Worst kind of people for the worst
ki nd of work. |1've seen Reducers wth
regret before, Frank. We all have it.
Hell, | have it. But you...it's al
you' ve got left. That's not enough to
get the job done.

She stands, waving an armout at the plune of snoke in the
far-of f distance, at the relentless glow surrounding it, at
t he urban chaos.

LEAH
Wrld s full, Frank. They can't
sustain it. They can't keep it from
grow ng. But they can...reduce it.

FRANK
Cul l'i ng people. Slaughtering them
We're nonsters, Leah. Al of us.

LEAH
It's a nonstrous world that's out of
options.

FRANK

Let it fall apart. Let it burn and
rebuild itself.

LEAH
You think a total collapse of society
isn't going to kill nore people than

we ever could reduce? O you're nore
confortable wth that idea because
t hat bl ood woul dn't be on your hands?

FRANK
We're not the first Reducers. W won't
be the last ones. | can't...stomach
t hat .

LEAH

| can. The others can. Woever's
calling the shots can.



10.

FRANK
(desperately)
Nobody's calling the shots, Leah. Did
you know t hat ?

LEAH
What are you tal king about? The
governnent set it all up.

FRANK
They set up the first Reducers,
yeah. .. decades ago. But everyone that
knew? They're all dead. And you know
what ?

Frank | aughs, alnost mad, his head | olling against the pipe
he's tied to.

FRANK
| envy theml They took us, the worst
secret they could ve conceived, to
their graves! Nobody outside of us
knows we fucking exist! THAT is what
"' mdoing, Leah, I"'mtelling you that
this 'why' doesn't exist anynore!
Nobody's maki ng us do this! W recruit
for ourselves, we run the nunbers
ourselves, we're the only ones that
can end this cycle of...msery. Do you
get it now?

He | ooks up desperately at Leah, but she's al ready standing,
| ooki ng down at himwith surprise...but visibly, the enotion
evol ves, from shock, to pity, to grimacceptance.

LEAH
| get it.

FRANK
Then et me go. W can stop the
others. W can keep this from
happeni ng anynore. Thi nk of how many
peopl e we can save...not just the
guot as, but future Reducers.

LEAH
Thi nk of how many people die if we
don't bite the bullet ourselves and
keep doing this.



11.

FRANK
| have. | have thought about it. But I
just...l can't be hol ding the gun,
Leah. | can't be hol ding the gun
anynore.

LEAH
You don't have to, Frank. I'Il hold it

for all of us.

She turns her back to himand wal ks towards the fire escape,
as he rattles his ziptie uselessly, pulling wwth feverish
determ nati on

FRANK
"1l tell everyone. |I'ma dead man
either way, 1'll spill everything, to
everyone, and they can put a stop to
t his.

LEAH

(pausi ng near the fire escape,
turning slowy)
Tell themwhat? You're part of a
di savowed gover nnent neasure? That you
work with nore ex-death row convicts
you don't know t he names or even the
nunber of ? That you reduce carefully-
cal cul at ed nmasses of people to curb
over popul ati on? That you don't have
any physical evidence, w tnesses,
suspects, or any tangible proof of,
ot her than your word?

She turns back to the fire escape, clanbering down the first
f ew rungs.

LEAH
What people can't see, can't kil
them W do not exist...only reduce.

FADE QUT.

THE END



