THE VT | NI Tl ATl VE
By

Kyl e Patrick Paquet

Copyright (c) 2010 Kyl e Paquet



FADE | N:

EXT. ROOFTOP, NI GHT
CLCOSE

A fine, antique brass watch. Richly detailed with silver
scrol l work around the face, it currently reads 11:58 PM

W briefly see the eyes of the watchhol der, dark, blazing
green, flicking forward, away fromthe watch

The watch snaps shut.

CUT TGO

EXT. ALLEY, N GHT

A MAN (md-forties, thin hair, large wire-ri med gl asses)
wal ks at a somewhat brisk pace through the alley (he is
obvi ously spooked). He carries a |leather briefcase, wears a
three-piece suit -- a paper pusher, probably upper mddle
class by the quality of the suit.

Briefly, alnobst a single seconds’ worth of novenment passes
behind the man in the formof a fluid-noving shadow.

The man stops, |ooks over his shoul der. Seeing himcloser,
he is trenbling.

After a good long | ook, he has convinced hinself he is
probably not being followed. He turns, and finds hinself

STARI NG DOMWN THE BARREL OF A SHOTGUN.

The briefcase drops fromthe man’s hand, breaking open and
spilling the contents out to flutter in the breeze.

VAN
Pl ease. .

Down the barrel of the gun, attached to the sawn-off pistol
grip, we now see the WATCHHOLDER

Ensconced in a black trenchcoat and his face shadowed by a
bl ack fedora, all we can nmake out is his bright green eyes.

MAN
Pl ease, ny wallet’s in ny back
pocket. 1’ve only got about thirty

on ne. ..

( CONTI NUED)
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The Watchhol der remains as firmy planted as a statue. After
a pause:

WATCHHOLDER

Are you Leonard Quincey Owell?
ORVEL L

Yes. How do you know ny --
WATCHHOLDER

Show ne your left arm
ORVEL L

M left --
WATCHHOLDER

Your left arm

Still trenbling, Owell takes off his jacket, unbuttons the
cuff on his left sleeve, rolls it up. Wien he holds up the
arm we see that it is lined with black, inflaned veins.

ORVEELL
Ckay, now you’ ve seen --

Wt hout any pause, the Watchhol der SHOOTS Orwell in the |eg,
t he kneecap shattering into bl oody fragnents.

O well goes down onto his knees, a scream of agony issuing
forth, only to be cut off when the Watchhol der puts a gl oved
hand over his nouth. A foot on his back, the Watchhol der
pins Owell to the ground.

The Watchhol der draws sonething fromw thin his coat: an
EMPTY SYRI NGE. The Wat chhol der prepares it, |eans down.

ORWELL
What... what are you...?

The Watchhol der sticks the syringe into Owell’s neck, draws
sone blood. Owell gasps at the added pain.

When fini shed, the Watchhol der pulls a device from his coat;
al nost |ike a calculator, but instead of a screen, it has
two LED lights (red and green) and a two-digit anal og

count er.

The Wat chhol der injects the blood into a port on the side of
t he device, pushes a key. After a while, the machine replies
with a "CLICK" as the green light turns on and the counter
slides to "03". The Watchhol der grunts, replaces the syringe
and the device. He once nore pulls out his shotgun, punps
it. He approaches the prone Owell.

( CONTI NUED)
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ORWELL
What... what are you doi ng?

WATCHHOLDER
A favor.

He | evel s the shotgun, SHOOTS Owell in the head.

Wth a bowed head and a sigh, the Watchhol der hol sters his
shot gun.

He now takes a small box fromhis coat. He pours the
contents of the box over Orwell’s corpse; a fine, silver
powder. He lights a match, tosses it onto the body. It
[ights up in a brilliant red magnesiumfire, quickly
cremating the body.

The Wat chhol der slips away, his silhouette now bathed in
bl oody red.

SMASH TO BLACK
FADE | N:

| NT. APARTNMENT

Very sparse, small. One room alnost |ike a hotel

As the door closes, the Watchhol der wal ks in. He renoves his
hat, coat. Throws them onto the bed.

| NT. BATHROOM

The Wat chhol der, now renoved of his stealth attire, in now
dressed in a black tank-top and bl ack dress sl acks.

We didn't realize before how YOUNG he is.

He washes his face with cold water, runs his hand through
his al nost buzz cut hair. He | ooks at hinself in the mrror,
| ooki ng haggard, tired.

| NT. APARTMENT, MAI N ROOM

The Watchhol der sits at a small desk, typing on a |aptop
conput er.

CLOSE: THE COVPUTER SCREEN

The cursor forns short, concise sentences in plain courier
font;

( CONTI NUED)
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"...target was in synptomatic stage of VI, and was
determined by instrunents to be three days from netastasis."”

The Wat chhol der stops typing for a nonment, rubs his eyes. He
gl ances at his open watch: 4:25 AM The Wt chhol der si ghs.

CLOSE: COFFEE POT

The coffee drips into the pot. Thick, |ike dark brown bl ood.
The Watchhol der stares at it, strangely intently.

CLOCSE: STYROFOAM CUP

The Wat chhol der pours the coffee into the small cup. Gl ps
it black.

He is staring at the bottom of the cup, when suddenly a
CELLPHONE on the desk RI NGS

He | eans over, picks it up; caller ID sinply reads "59"

WATCHHOL DER
Hel | 0?

VA CE
H, Twenty-Seven. Got another cal
for you, this tine you' re not gonna
get away with passing it off as a

sol o op.
WATCHHOLDER
Were, when?
VA CE
Apartnment in the same nei ghborhood
as Owell. Mnastery says the

"when" doesn’'t matter this tine.

WATCHHOLDER
[’Il be there in ten m nutes.

VA CE
Bri ng your pocket book.

dick.

The Watchhol der (we now find that he is called
"TVENTY- SEVEN') puts the phone down on the table.

He coll ects his coat, hat, weapon harness.



EXT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG N GHT

A bl ue, unremarkable sedan pulls up into the parking |ot,
next to a police car.

Twent y- Seven steps out of the car. He approaches the police
car, by which are standing two figures.

CLOSE: TWENTY- SEVEN S HAND

Hel d between the fore and index fingers is a | arge wad of
hi gh-denom nation bills. It is taken by a second hand;

this hand bel ongs to the patrolman to whomthe police car
bel ongs. He pockets the noney with zero hesitation.

The second figure is dressed identically to Twenty- Seven,
through he is taller, nore heavily nmuscular in build, and
his hair is not as close-cropped; he wears no hat.

This is FIFTY-N NE

FI FTY- NI NE
(sarcastic)
Twel ve seconds | ate. Shane on you
for being | ess than your
effortlessly punctual self,
Twent y- Seven.

TWENTY- SEVEN
(partially ignoring
Fifty-Ni ne, to patrol man)

What do we have, here?

PATROLMAN
Di sturbance on the sixth floor,
apartnment 02. Floor’s nostly
uni nhabi ted, couple in apartnment 10
called in conpl ai ni ng about noi ses
fromdown the hall. Loud bangi ng,

yel l'i ng.
Twent y- Seven | ooks up toward the sixth floor.

TVEENTY- SEVEN
Barred w ndows.

PATROL VAN
They' re pretty much standard in
t hi s nei ghborhood. Not exactly
Pl easantville, if you catch ny
meani ng.

( CONTI NUED)
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FI FTY- NI NE
Lucky for us.

The Patrol man | ooks slightly confused, but says not hing.

TVEENTY- SEVEN
This will go on the report in the
usual manner, yes?

PATROL VAN
Rowdy teenagers, bit of underage
dri nki ng. No case opened, no
addi ti onal investigation required.

Twent y- Seven nods.

TWENTY- SEVEN

We'|ll informyou if the situation
changes.
PATROL VAN
(nods)

Al ways a pl easure, Brother
Twenty- Seven. Fifty-N ne.

Fifty-Ni ne nods. The Patrolman enters his car, starts it,
| eaves.

| NT. ELEVATOR
The two Wat chhol ders stand, tense, terse.

TVEENTY- SEVEN
Four calls to the sanme nei ghbor hood
in the past three days.
(turns to Fifty-Ni ne)
You find that odd?

FI FTY- NI NE
(slight smle)
Must be sonething in the water.

Twent y- Seven shoots hima brief |ook; "don't even joke |ike
that."

Fifty-Ni ne shrugs dism ssively.
FI FTY- NI NE
Shoul d at | east prove to be nore
exci ting.

MVEDI UM A DOOR

( CONTI NUED)
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Whod splinters as it is KICKED in. Fifty-N ne and
Twenty- Seven step in al nost casually. They survey the room

It is incredibly shabby, paint peeling, water stains seeping
through the walls. Cbjects are littered about, thrown, torn

up.

TVEENTY- SEVEN
Char m ng.

FI FTY- NI NE
Looks li ke ny college dorm

TVEENTY- SEVEN
You never went to coll ege.

They realize now that a faint sound can be nade out; voices.
They nmake their way into another section of the apartnent
(the apartnment seens to be relatively large). This section
islit by a faint, flickering gl ow. Twenty-Seven makes his
way over to the source: a small TV.

Playing on the TVis a CNN news report. The headli ne:
"CDC Cites Qutbreak as Deadly New Pat hogen".

Twenty- Seven shuts off the TV with the end of his gun. Looks
pointedly at Fifty-N ne.

TWENTY- SEVEN
How | ong do you really think we can
keep all this covered up?

FI FTY- NI NE
W always do. It’Il just be another
Swine Flu, or Bird Flu, or
what ever. They' ||l never find VT,
because VT doesn’t exist. W |eave
the politics up to the Abbot.

TVENTY- SEVEN
And we take care of the gritty
stuff.
Fifty-Nine gives hima | ook;

FI FTY- NI NE
Careful what you say, Twenty-Seven

Twent y- Seven shrugs.
Fifty-N ne FALLS, SUDDENLY PULLED OFF H S FEET

Twent y- Seven cocks his shot gun.

( CONTI NUED)
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W apped around Fifty-Nine’s leg is a CORD OF SI NEW AND SKI N

Fifty-Nine draws a .50 cal i ber DESERT EAGE, shoots the
cord, breaking it in half.

An | NHUMAN SHRI EK OF PAIN i ssues forth as the cord retracts
around t he corner.

We now see that the cord was in fact a tongue; attached to
the head of sonething that was once hunman, but has since
been converted to a creature ugly as sin, and just about as
deadl y.

It comes around the corner, its novenents JERKY, hunched,
its clothing in tatters, fingers extended into barbs, nouth
split into horrid nmandi bl es.

Its feet drag as it TWTCHES toward the Watchhol ders, its
now usel ess tongue lolling out the side of its split face.
It raises a claw to shove into the prone Fifty-Ni ne s gut,
but its armfromthe el bow down is suddenly BLOM of f,

bl acki sh pus weeping fromthe fresh wound.

It screans at Twenty-Seven, holding his freshly-snoking
shotgun. It starts toward Twenty-Seven, but a LARGE KNIFE is
suddenly shoved through its jaw, through the top of its
head.

It slunps to the floor, landing with a dull THUD
Fifty-Ni ne inspects his conbat knife;

FI FTY- NI NE
Crap. Bent the tip.
(sheat hes kni fe)
Never be quite as sharp again.

Twenty-Seven rolls the creature over with his boot.

TWENTY- SEVEN
Stage three of nmetastasis. They
haven’t been dead very | ong.

FI FTY- NI NE
Well, now we know that they're
nmet ast asi zed. You thinking torch
t he pl ace? Rowdy, doped-up
teenagers started a fire, never got
out ? Expl ains the bodies, such as
t hey may be.

( CONTI NUED)
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TVENTY- SEVEN
No, at this stage of resilience
it'll be too big a risk. The I ast
thing we need is a flam ng
Mal i gnancy runni ng t hrough the
streets.

FI FTY- NI NE
| hear that.

TVENTY- SEVEN
We search the place, make sure
not hi ng’ s novi ng. Then we cl ean up.

FI FTY- NI NE

(smles)
Sounds good to ne.

BRI EF MONTAGE:

The two Wat chhol ders openi ng cabi nets, doors.

At the end: Fifty-Ni ne kicks open the door to the bathroom
the light is on, and we see ANOTHER of the Malignancy seen

earlier, gnawi ng on what |ooks to be a regqgul ar,
untransfornmed human being, his throat slashed open.

The Malignancy turns toward Fifty-N ne, SHRI EKI NG

before Fifty-Nine puts a SLUG IN ITS CHEST, blow ng a hole
through it and throwing it backwards. Unbelievably, it
continues to withe, until Fifty-Nine STOWS on its chest
and puts another round in its head.

He contenpl ates the dead Malignancy for a nonent, then
smles. Turns to the dead body, puts a bullet inits tenple.
| NT. KI TCHEN

The two WAt chhol ders neet up in the kitchen.

TVEENTY- SEVEN
Anyt hi ng?

FI FTY- NI NE
Yeah, got it taken care of. You?

TVENTY- SEVEN
Not hi ng.

( CONTI NUED)
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FI FTY- NI NE
Not too many places to hide, place
i ke this.

Twent y- Seven has not head this sentence. He turns to face a
smal | cl oset, overlooked by both of them He starts
cautiously toward it, weapon drawn.

Fifty-Nine is other occupied; he has noticed a folder |ying
on the counter. He flips it open, revealing the face of
LEONARD ORWELL.

FI FTY- NI NE
Looki e here.

He holds the photo up for Twenty-Seven to see.

FI FTY- NI NE
Picture of a friend.

TWENTY- SEVEN
Shh!

He gestures for himto cone over. Fifty-N ne draws his own
weapon.

Sl ow y, Twenty-Seven unl atches the door, swings it open --
BANG.

The .22 slug RIPS through Fifty-Nne’s right shoul der,
causi ng to stagger back. He returns fire with the gun he
holds in his left hand, but Twenty-Seven is suddenly there,
knocks his gunhand to the side.

TWENTY- SEVEN
WAI T!

They both | ook toward the closet;

Crouched in the corner, holding a just-fired rinfire rifle,
is a TEENAGE G RL, no nore than SI XTEEN

G RL
Who are you...?

Wth the light now on her, we see her EYES. one BROM, the
ot her BRI GHT GREEN



11.

| NT. APARTMENT, MAIN ROOM -- LATER

The girl sits, cross-1legged, on the couch that has renai ned
nmostly unt ouched. Her abdonen bul ges with PREGNANCY

CLOSE: THE VT- DEVI CE

A strange result: the counter reads zero, both green and red
lights flash.

The two Wat chhol ders stand on the other side of the room
out of earshot of the girl.

TWENTY- SEVEN
Positive and negative readings. The
girl is inmmune.

FI FTY- NI NE
You saw her eyes, didn't you?

TVEENTY- SEVEN
Yes, | saw her eyes, Fifty-Ni ne.
Il take care of this.

Fifty-Ni ne crosses his arns.

Twent y- Seven wal ks over, sits down on the couch that the
girl occupies.

TVENTY- SEVEN
You' re very lucky to be alive.

G RL
(distantly)
They’ re not.

TVEENTY- SEVEN
Wre they your famly?

A pause.

G RL
Foster famly.

TWENTY- SEVEN
" m sorry.

G RL
Shoul dn’t be. You didn’t kill them
(a thought)
Dd you?

( CONTI NUED)
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TWENTY- SEVEN

No... not really. Wat’s your nane?
G RL
(pause)
Luci a.

TVENTY- SEVEN
Patron Saint of Sight. My nanme is
Br ot her Twenty- Seven.

LUCI A
That's a weird nane.

TWENTY- SEVEN
| didn’t choose it, it’s kind of a
gi ven nane.

LUCI A
l’msorry, | didn’t nmean weird.

TWENTY- SEVEN
Yeah, you did, and | agree. It’'s
weird, but it’s not bad to be naned
by nunber.

LUCI A
But not really good.

TVENTY- SEVEN
Li ke Lucia. That’s a good nane.

LUCI A
And pretty.

TWENTY- SEVEN
GQuys don’t need pretty nanmes, so
" m okay with m ne.

Lucia sm | es.

TWENTY- SEVEN
My partner Fifty-Nine and |, we're
here to clean all this up, keep it
a secret. Cet rid of this plague
that did this to your famly.

Luci a nods.

TVENTY- SEVEN
And to nmake sure this doesn’t
happen again, we have to know
everything we can about what

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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TWENTY- SEVEN (cont’ d)
happened. So we’'re gonna have to
ask sonme questions.

FI FTY- NI NE
(G S.)
First off...

Owell’'s folder SLAPS onto the bl oodstai ned coffee table
next to the couch.

FI FTY- NI NE
...1s this man your baby’s father?

Twent y- Seven shoots hima sharp | ook; "What’'re you doi ng?
What’s wong with you?"

LUCI A

(quietly)
Yes.

Twenty- Seven | ooks at Lucia, whose odd eyes are now full of
unshed tears.

LUCI A
It happened so fast... | guess |
shoul d be thankful | don’t remenber

nost of it. The police couldn't
catch him but | described him
They said he was a registered
of fender. Wat | asked was, if they
knew he’ d done it before, why would
they give hima chance to do it
agai n?

(hunorl ess smle)
They couldn’t really answer that
for ne.

The previously unshed tears have now broken free a little, a
single tear trailing dowmn her face. Twenty-Seven puts a
conforting hand on hers.

FI FTY- NI NE
(relieved)
Vell, that ties up a few | oose

ends. Now we know Owell’s
connecti on.

Twenty- Seven’ s eyes wi den in disgust of his call ousness.

TVENTY- SEVEN
(teeth cl enched)

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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TWENTY- SEVEN (cont’ d)
Fifty-Nine, get on the horn with
the Monastery. Tell themthe
situation’s changed.

Fifty-Ni ne nods, draws his phone, exits to the next room

LUCI A
(to Twenty- Seven)
You’'re a nonk?

TVENTY- SEVEN
Not strictly speaking, but the
cl osest thing you can |iken out
organi zation to is a nonastic
order. It was established a | ong
time ago, for the purpose of
elimnating this virus.

LUCI A
How | ong ago?

TVENTY- SEVEN
| don’t know. Centuries.

LUCI A
| f you’ ve been at it so |ong, why
haven’t you destroyed it?

TVENTY- SEVEN
(si ghs)
| try not to think of it that way.

Fifty-Nine enters now, gestures for Twenty-Seven to follow
hi m

I NT. ADJO NI NG ROOM

We can see Lucia behind themin the open doorway. They speak
with their backs to her.

FI FTY- NI NE
| talked to the Mnastery.

TWENTY- SEVEN
And?

FI FTY- NI NE
And they said that the situation
has not changed. This is still
classified as a standard sweep and
bur n.

( CONTI NUED)
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It takes a little while for this to sink in. Twenty-Seven’s
eyes wi den, and he | ooks back at Luci a.

TVEENTY- SEVEN
That can’t be right. Did you tel
t hem about Luci a?

FI FTY- NI NE
Oh, | told themall about her.

A pause.

TVENTY- SEVEN
You told them .. everything.

FI FTY- NI NE
| did. Any reason | shouldn’t have?

TVEENTY- SEVEN
Fifty-Nine, that girl is imune.

FI FTY- NI NE
Don’t give ne that. You saw her
eyes yourself. That’'s a clear
i ndication of a present infection.

TVENTY- SEVEN
But its dormant. The ri sk of

i nfection --
FI FTY- NI NE
(cutting himoff)
Still exists.

TVEENTY- SEVEN
s mnuscule. If we went around
killing every survivor, we wouldn’t
have hal f our nunbers at the
Monast ery, including you and |

FI FTY- NI NE
And what about the baby? You gonna
ganble that it’s i mmune, too?

Twent y- Seven cl enches his jaw, | ooks away.

FI FTY- NI NE
| ve known you for six years,
Twenty-Seven. In all that tine,
you’ ve never once hesitated to do
what’ s necessary. To do the right
t hi ng.

Twent y- Seven | ooks at him

( CONTI NUED)
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FI FTY- NI NE
Can | trust you to do the right
t hi ng?
Twent y- Seven nods.

TVENTY- SEVEN
You can trust ne.

FI FTY- NI NE
Good.

They both exit to the main room

| NT. APARTMENT, MAIN ROOM

They enter, stand before Lucia; judge and jury and
executioner, called to try an innocent girl, and ultimtely
i ssue and unfit sentence.

LUC A
What was that about? Wat’'s wrong?

TVENTY- SEVEN
Not hi ng’s wong, Lucia.

FI FTY- NI NE
(smling)
It’s gonna be fine.
Twenty- Seven pulls out his shotgun, punps it.
Luci a cradl es her abdonen protectively.

LUCI A
What’ re you doi ng?

Twenty- Seven | evel s the gun
Luci a cl oses her eyes.
TWENTY- SEVEN
(quietly)
A favor.
SMASH TO BLACK
BANG.

The gunshot reverberates in the dark, within which we are
left for a while nore before we

( CONTI NUED)
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FADE | N:
COVPUTER SCREEN

@ ow ng softly as the cursor dances across it, painting
wor ds:

"Case File: 6402B
Presi ding Personnel: Brothers Fifty-N ne and Twenty- Seven

M ssion Subject: Two (2) cases of md-stage netastasis and
one (1) case of partial imunity.

Notes: Partially imrune subject was apparently in seventh
mont h of pregnancy resulting fromdirect contact with

i nfected individual Leonard Owell (see case file 6402A).
Connections with other close proximty cases are inplied,
and may require further investigation.

Status of Malignanci es: TERM NATED
Status of Partially Inmune Individual:"

The cursor blinks for a bit, as if the witer is hesitant to
conti nue. Then:

" UNKNOWN'

"Personal note: Twenty-Seven was ny partner. | considered us
close, and | feel personally betrayed. | have requested to
take up the case to bring himback in. I will show hi mthat

he cannot hi de.

End report.”

MEDI UM FI FTY- NI NE

Sitting at a desk very simlar to Twenty-Seven's before. He
wears a brace on his leg. He finishes typing the report,
rubs his eyes.

SUPER: TWD WEEKS LATER

Hi s cell phone -- identical to Twenty-Seven's -- rings. The
caller IDindicates an unknown nunber.

Fifty-Nine stands fromthe desk and, with the aid of a cane,
wal ks to the end table which the phone Iies on. He picks up.

FI FTY- NI NE
Hel | 0?

( CONTI NUED)
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TVEENTY- SEVEN
(V.0)
H, Fifty-N ne.

FI FTY- NI NE
Twent y- Seven? \Were are you?

TVENTY- SEVEN
| think you know exactly where |
am

EXT. PHONEBOOTH, NI GHT

Twent y- Seven stands in the phonebooth, his fedora now

shadow ng

his face once nore.

FI FTY- NI NE
(V.0)
Regal e ne.

TVENTY- SEVEN
| * m sonepl ace you currently aren’t,
and sonepl ace the Mnastery can’'t
find us.

FI FTY- NI NE
How enl i ghteni ng. What nunber is
this that you're calling fron?

TVENTY- SEVEN
Payphone. Coul dn’t keep ny cell
you woul d’ ve found us by now.

FI FTY- NI NE
Yeah, | knew you were too smart for
t hat .

TVEENTY- SEVEN
Flattery, huh?

FI FTY- NI NE
Yeah, |1’mgoing to conplinent you
until you turn yourself in. But
seriously, Twenty-Seven. You have
to come back. You're only making it
wor se on yoursel f.

TWENTY- SEVEN

| " m beyond worse, Fifty-Nine. I'm
into worst, now.

( CONTI NUED)
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FI FTY- NI NE
you turn yourself in, | promse
[

| f
' make them go easy on you

TWENTY- SEVEN

Don’t kid yourself. | shot you, and
you' re the vengeful type. | can’t
begrudge you that.

FI FTY- NI NE
Fai r enough, but you know |’ m gonna

find you.

TWENTY- SEVEN
have no doubt. And when you do,
[

I
|’ shoot out your other |eg.

FI FTY- NI NE
| look forward to it. See you,
Twent y- Seven.

TWENTY- SEVEN
See you, Fifty-N ne.

Twent y- Seven hangs up.

He exits the phone booth. It is raining.

St andi ng beneath a rather garishly green unbrella is Lucia.
Twent y- Seven wal ks over to her.

LUC A
How d he take it?

TVENTY- SEVEN
He seens to be coping quite well.

LUCI A
dad to hear it.

TVENTY- SEVEN

| may have saved you from deat h,
Lucia, but if the Monastery gets
t heir hands on you, they' Il do
worse. They' Il try to figure you
out, they’'Il cut on you and the
baby. And I'l1l die before that
happens.

LUCI A
So, what do we do?

( CONTI NUED)
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TVENTY- SEVEN
| have a | ot of experience with
bei ng invisible. But the tough part
cones in being invisible to the
ot her invisible ones.

A pause.
LUCI A
You know, you don’t have to do
this. You can still wal k away,

di sappear, forget about ne.

TVENTY- SEVEN
No. | can’'t.

Twent y- Seven takes Lucia by the arm and together they
di sappear into the rain.

THE END?



