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TEASER

INT. METROPOLITAN MUSEUM OF ART - MORNING

LYRA MITCHELL (late 20s) stands in front of “The Musicians” 
by Caravaggio holding a paper coffee cup. She stares at the 
painting, taking it in. A school group walks past, but Lyra 
doesn’t notice, she’s so fixated on the piece. A beat, then:

CARL (O.S.)
I don’t get it.

Lyra looks down to see a 9-year-old boy from the school 
group, CARL, is standing next to her, staring at the art.

LYRA
What?

CARL
It’s just a band hanging out. 
They’re not even playing. It’s 
stupid.

Lyra takes this in.

LYRA
Wow. I hope the ghost of Caravaggio 
doesn’t hear you say that.

CARL
Who? 

LYRA
Caravaggio. The guy who painted 
this. If he’s half as mean dead as 
he was alive, you’re in trouble.

CARL
He was mean? What’d he do?

LYRA
One time, he thought a waiter was 
being rude, so he smashed a plate 
into the guy’s mouth.

CARL
Whoa.

LYRA
Yeah. And when another artist 
insulted him behind his back, 
Caravaggio stalked the guy and 
attacked him with a sword.



CARL
Well, I didn’t mean to insult him. 

LYRA
You called his painting stupid.

CARL
I didn’t know!

(to the ghost of 
Caravaggio)

I’m sorry I called your drawing 
stupid, please don’t attack me with 
your sword, Mr. Ghost!

LYRA
You’re probably fine.

Lyra starts to walk away.

CARL
Wait! Do you know more cool art 
stuff?

INT. METROPOLITAN MUSEUM OF ART - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Lyra, Carl, and three or four other museum guests stand in 
front of Pablo Picasso’s “The Dreamer.”

LYRA
Picasso had a very low tolerance 
for bull...

(noticing Carl’s age)
Oney, for baloney. If anyone asked 
too many questions about his 
paintings or insulted his friends, 
he threatened them with a revolver.

MUSEUM GUEST #1
Did he ever shoot anyone?

LYRA
Naw, the gun was loaded with 
blanks. But still.

CARL
(re: painting)

Are those boobs?

INT. METROPOLITAN MUSEUM OF ART - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Lyra, Carl, and even more museum guests are standing in front 
of Henri Toulouse-Lautrec’s “The Sofa.”
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LYRA
This is one of the museum’s many 
works by Henri Toulouse-Lautrec. He 
was a weird looking dude. He had an 
adult-sized torso, on child-sized 
legs, and he walked around with a 
cane that was hollowed out so he 
could fill it with alcohol.

CARL
If he was so weird-looking, why’d 
those girls hang out with him?

LYRA
First, looks aren’t everything. He 
was a really talented artist. But 
also, he was rumored to have a 
really big...

(catching herself in front 
of the kid)

Paintbrush. His tools were 
impressive.

CARL
Are you talking about his willy?

INT. METROPOLITAN MUSEUM OF ART - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Lyra is now standing in front of quite a large group, 
including Carl, as they look at Raphael’s “Madonna and Child 
Enthroned with Saints.”

LYRA
This is the Met’s only Raphael. He 
painted this for a bunch of nuns, 
which is why there are no naked 
people in it. Even baby Jesus is 
covered up. Raphael was one of the 
best painters to ever live, and he 
was evidently so attractive, that 
he died of too much sex.

The crowd laughs. Carl is in awe.

TEACHER (O.S.)
CARL!

REVEAL: Carl’s teacher and class are standing on the other 
side of the hall.

CARL
Oh no. If I get detention again my 
mom’s gonna kill me.
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TEACHER
Carl, we have been looking for you 
for an hour! Get over here!

As Carl walks back to his class, he mutters to himself:

CARL
You win this round, Caravaggio’s 
ghost.

Lyra watches him start to get yelled at, then turns to the 
impromptu tour group she’s accidentally gathered. They stare 
at her expectantly. 

LYRA
All right, I’m bored, go back to 
your audio tours.

The crowd let’s out a disappointed “aww” as Lyra walks away.

FADE OUT:

END OF TEASER

MAIN CREDITS
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ACT 1

INT. LYRA'S APARTMENT - THE NEXT DAY

The apartment is a loft with large windows, one of which 
leads out to a fire escape. Inside, the place is 90% art 
studio. Paintings, sketches, sculptures, and art supplies 
cover every surface. Even the kitchen has been coopted for 
cleaning brushes and mixing clay. A ladder leads up to a loft 
above the kitchen.

Lyra sits in the center of the chaos working on a painting in 
the style of Caravaggio. In it, a boy is playing with cards. 
He looks an awful lot like Carl. Her cell phone rings and she 
answers it.

LYRA
You’ve reached Fakes’R’Us, Lyra 
speaking.

EXT. 5TH AVE AND 71ST - CONTINUOUS

BRIAN KANE (black, early 30s) stands dressed as a janitor 
across the street from the Frick Collection building. He’s on 
the phone with Lyra and obviously nervous.

BRIAN
Lyra, that is not funny. You know 
I’m nervous about this one. Why you 
gotta make jokes?

LYRA (O.S.)
(laughing)

C’mon Brian, you get us into places 
as a janitor all the time.

BRIAN
Yeah, for thieving. Or for you to 
do your arts and crafty business. 
I’m not supposed to be the one 
handling that part.

Brian nervously looks down at an old piece of paper wrapped 
around his arm, and mostly hidden up his sleeve.

LYRA (O.S.)
You’re adding one record to one 
book. You’ll be fine.

BRIAN
Just tell me the painting is ready. 
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INT. LYRA'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Lyra has moved away from her easel to the oven, which is on 
and set to low heat.

LYRA
I’m just pulling it out of the oven 
now. Hold on.

She puts the phone down and pulls out the painting, a sunset 
landscape in the style of J.M.W. Turner. Lyra sets it down on 
the counter and picks up the phone again, getting close to 
the painting to examine its craquelure.

BRIAN (O.S.)
Well?

LYRA
Not gonna lie, Brian, if I didn’t 
paint it myself, I’d think it was 
real.

EXT. 5TH AVE AND 71ST - CONTINUOUS

Brian is visibly relieved.

LYRA (O.S.)
I’m going to pop it in an age 
appropriate frame, and head to 
Sothesby’s. You good?

BRIAN
I’m good. I can do this. Hey Lyra?

LYRA (O.S.)
Yeah?

BRIAN
We stick to the plan.

INT. LYRA'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

LYRA
To stay out of the slam. Go change 
history.

BRIAN (O.S.)
Go make us some money.

Lyra hangs up and heads out of frame as we:
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EXT. UPPER EAST SIDE - LATER THAT DAY

Lyra is briskly walking down the street in a nice business 
dress and heals. Her hair falls in perfect beachy waves, and 
her make-up is done impeccably. She looks like a member of 
the NYC elite, complete with a “Big Brown Bag.”

She turns into the Sothesby’s auction house. 

INT. SOTHESBY’S - CONTINUOUS

Lyra approaches the front desk where two security guards are 
waiting.

LYRA
Hi, I’m Laura Michaels, I have an 
appointment.

INT. FRICK REFERENCE LIBRARY HALL- A FEW MOMENTS LATER

A WOMAN is showing Brian, who’s now wearing a baseball cap, 
to the janitor’s closet.

WOMAN
Here we are. If there are any 
additional supplies you need, just 
ask Tim, at the front desk.

BRIAN
Tim, got it, thank you.

WOMAN
Welcome to the team.

She leaves as Brian steps into the closet. He pulls the page 
out of his sleeve and places it on a shelf. It rolls back up. 

He tries to flatten it, but it keeps rolling up. Finally, he 
grabs two large plastic bottles and places them on top of the 
page to flatten it out. Then he grabs a broom and exits.

INT. SOTHESBY’S BACK OFFICE - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

An appraiser, CONRAD (early 60s), is waiting in a plain, 
brightly lit room with a table. He’s uptight and self-
important, maybe British. Lyra is shown inside by one of the 
security guards. As she enters:

CONRAD
Ms. Michaels, welcome.
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LYRA
Hi, you must be the art expert. 

CONRAD
Something like that. I’m Conrad, 
I’m an appraiser here.

They shake hands.

LYRA
Call me Laura. So, Conrad, I’m 
hoping you can give me a little 
more information on a painting.

Lyra pulls the piece out of the bag and places it gently on 
the table.

CONRAD
Of course. Let me see here.

As he starts to examine the painting:

LYRA
My great aunt was some sort of 
collector. She passed recently and 
her collection fell to me.

CONRAD
Is that so...

LYRA
I don’t know anything about art, 
but I like the yellows in this one, 
so I thought I’d bring it in.

Conrad starts to lift the painting.

CONRAD
May I?

LYRA
Sure.

He flips the painting over and starts looking at the records 
on the back.

Lyra’s phone buzzes. She pulls it out of her purse and looks 
at it. It’s a Massachusetts phone number. She silences it and 
puts it away. 

LYRA (CONT’D)
Sorry, about that.
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CONRAD
So, your aunt was a collector?

INT. FRICK REFERENCE LIBRARY - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

Brian is keeping his head down as he sweeps, poorly, in the 
stacks. A security GUARD approaches.

GUARD
(quietly)

Sir, are you supposed to be here? 
Can I see your credentials?

Brian pulls a plastic ID card out of his pocket.

BRIAN
I’m new, just started. You can ask 
Tim?

The guard looks at his card, and hands it back to him.

GUARD
Huh. I just don’t think I’ve ever 
seen someone cleaning in the stacks 
before. Good for you, buddy.

Brian takes his card back.

BRIAN
Just doin’ my job.

The guard looks at him for a beat. Then:

GUARD
Have a good one.

As the guard walks away, Brian reaches onto a shelf and pulls 
out an old book. He tucks it into his pants, and under his 
shirt.

At the end of the row, the guard turns around for another 
look at Brian, who waves. The guard leaves, and Brian starts 
quickly sweeping towards the other end of the row.

INT. SOTHESBY’S BACK OFFICE - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Lyra has really gotten into character now.

LYRA
I don’t like to gossip, but Aunt 
Sue was kind of a ho.
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CONRAD
I’m sorry?

LYRA
Not in a bad way! She just really 
loved art, and really loved 
artists. Like, loved artists. 

CONRAD
I see.

LYRA
Her first husband was not an 
artist. He was an accountant, and 
he knew Aunt Sue just wasn’t into 
it.

CONRAD
I’m not sure how this...

LYRA
I’m getting there. This man thought 
he could make up for his boring, 
number-crunching ways by...

Lyra’s phone rings again.

LYRA (CONT’D)
So sorry, one sec.

CONRAD
Please, take your time.

She pulls it out of her purse. It’s the same number. She 
silences it and puts it away.

LYRA
Anyway, he bought her art from 
everywhere. She would hit it off 
with a collector or artist, and he 
would just start buying their 
stuff. And that doesn’t even 
include the gifts!

INT. FRICK REFERENCE LIBRARY - HALLWAY

Brian is waddling down the hallway, still carrying the broom, 
with the book tucked uncomfortably into his pants. He reaches 
the janitor’s closet and slips inside, closing the door 
behind him.
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INT. FRICK JANITOR’S CLOSET - CONTINUOUS

It’s pitch black. We hear Brian fumbling and see the dim glow 
of his cell phone screen. He turns the flashlight on and 
shines it around the room.

BRIAN
No light in here? Really?!

Using his phone light he pulls the book from his pants. It’s 
an old catalogue of the works of J.M.W. Turner. He puts his 
phone in his mouth and lays the book on a shelf, flipping to 
the page he needs.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
(muffled by the phone)

C’mon, C’mon. Here.

Holding the book open with one hand, he reaches to move one 
of the bottles off the page he brought, and drops his phone.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
Ow!

INT. SOTHESBY'S BACK OFFICE - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Conrad has flipped the painting back over.

CONRAD
Well it sounds like your Aunt Sue 
was quite the woman, Ms. Michaels. 

LYRA
Oh, a ho fo’ sho’, but at least she 
got taken care of.

CONRAD
Right. Anyway, this painting 
appears to be the work of J.M.W. 
Turner. 

LYRA
Is that good?

CONRAD
Well, we’ll have to check the 
catalogues, and do some tests, but 
yes. It could be quite good.

LYRA
Go Aunt Sue!
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CONRAD
If this painting and its provenance 
are authentic, it could be worth 
several hundred thousand dollars at 
auction.

Lyra whistles, impressed. 

CONRAD (CONT’D)
I would also very much like to look 
at the other works in your aunt’s 
collection.

Lyra’s phone buzzes again. 

LYRA
I’m so sorry.

She looks at it. It’s the same number.

CONRAD
If you need to take a call, I can 
step outside.

She looks at Conrad, then back at the phone.

LYRA
Yeah okay. Sorry, I’ll be quick.

As he steps out:

INT. FRICK JANITOR'S CLOSET - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

Brian picks up his still lit phone and stands back up. He 
flips through the book again, finds the right page, and then 
lifts the jugs of cleaning solution off the page he brought 
in. 

As he lifts the second jug, we can hear it pull away, sticky 
on the page.

BRIAN
Oh no.

He shines the light on the bottom of the jug. Pieces of the 
page are stuck to it.

The page itself looks similar to the pages in the catalogue, 
but now it’s sticky and torn, with a large ring where the jug 
was sitting. 
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BRIAN (CONT’D)
It’s okay. It’s okay. It’s on old 
book. Things happen. They don’t know 
when it got damaged. It’s fine.

He tries to pick up the page and part of it sticks to the 
shelf, tearing it down the middle. 

BRIAN (CONT’D)
This is why I don’t do the art 
stuff. 

He closes the book and crumples up the page.

INT. SOTHESBY'S BACK OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Conrad has left and Lyra answers the phone.

LYRA
Hello?

OFFICER (O.S.)
Hello, is this Lyra Mitchell please.

Lyra looks around as if someone might have overheard her real 
name.

LYRA
Yeah, who’s calling?

OFFICER (O.S.)
This is officer Lewis of the 
Easthaven police department. 

LYRA
How did you get this number?

OFFICER (O.S.)
Ma’am, are you the daughter of 
Carol and Peter Mitchell?

LYRA
Look, I’m in the middle of 
something. My parents and I have 
been estranged for a long time...

OFFICER (O.S.)
Ma’am, your parents were killed in 
a car accident this morning.

LYRA
Oh. Okay. Like I said, we’ve been 
estranged...

13.



OFFICER (O.S.)
Their other daughter wasn’t with 
them. She’s fine, but we need you 
to come get her. 

LYRA
I’m sorry, who?

OFFICER (O.S.)
Ma’am, we need you to come take 
custody of your 12 year old sister.

INT. LYRA’S APARTMENT - LATER

Lyra emerges from the bathroom dressed casually. Her hair is 
still in waves, but she twists it up, and tucks it under a 
baseball cap. She walks to the closet by the door, and pulls 
down a full, unmarked black duffel.

Her phone rings. Lyra looks down at it, sees that it’s Brian, 
considers answering it, and then hits ignore.

EXT. A FEW BLOCKS FROM LYRA’S APARTMENT - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Lyra’s walking when she sees an older Honda parked across the 
street. She crosses over to it, puts down the duffel, and 
pulls out a long piece of string with a looped knot in it. 

She slips the string between the driver’s side door and the 
car at an angle, maneuvering the loop towards the pull lock. 
As she’s about to hook it over the lock, we hear:

COP (O.S.)
Ma’am, can I help you?

Lyra looks up. A patrol car has pulled up behind her on the 
street, with its windows down. A COP leans out the window 
towards her.

LYRA
Oh, hi officer. No, thank you. I 
just locked my keys in my car again.

COP
Again?

LYRA
I’m a bit absent-minded. I was just 
going to the gym there...

She points to a fitness center down the block.
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LYRA (CONT’D)
And I was so caught up in not being 
late for spin class that I blanked. 
That’s all it takes.

COP
I understand. You need any help?

LYRA
Oh no, officer, thank you. I’ve got 
breaking into my car down to an 
art. I wouldn’t want to take you 
away from anything.

COP
Well, all right. But here...

He hands Lyra his card out the window. 

COP (CONT’D)
If you get stuck, just give me a 
call.

He winks at her, and she giggles in return.

LYRA
Of course. Thank you so much, 
officer.

The cop car drives away, and Lyra turns back to the car.

LYRA (CONT’D)
(under her breath)

Gross.

She drops the card and successfully slips the loop around the 
door lock. She pulls the loop tight, and pulls up, popping 
the lock. She opens the door, throws the duffel across the 
car into the passenger seat, and gets in. 

In the car, Lyra pulls a small electric screwdriver out of 
the duffel, and quickly unscrews the two screws holding the 
coiler in place on the left side of the steering column. Once 
it’s popped off, she places a random key into the coiler and 
turns it, starting the car. She puts the car in gear and 
pulls away.

FADE OUT:

END OF ACT 1
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ACT 2

EXT. THE MITCHELL’S HOUSE - FLASHBACK

A cop car with a YOUNG LYRA (early teens) in the back, pulls 
up in front of the house. It’s huge property, with a large 
English Manor style home, surrounded by acres of lush, green 
land. The house itself is big enough to be a school.

A police officer, YOUNG FITZPATRICK (early 20s), gets out, 
walks around the car, and pulls Lyra from the back seat. Her 
hands are cuffed behind her back. As they’re walking up to 
the door:

YOUNG FITZPATRICK
You know, if I had any say in it, 
you’d be going to juvi.

YOUNG LYRA
Good thing you don’t have any say 
in it then huh?

YOUNG FITZPATRICK
You’re, what, twelve? And already 
lifting cars? You’re a menace to 
society.

YOUNG LYRA
Did you become a cop to finally 
make some friends? Let me guess, 
everyone called you a narc, and you 
didn’t know that was a bad thing.

YOUNG FITZPATRICK
If you were anybody else’s kid 
you’d be locked up. Remember that.

They reach the door and before Fitzpatrick can ring the bell, 
it swings open. Lyra’s father, PETER, stands in the doorway. 

PETER
Seriously, Lyra? Again?! Get in the 
damn house.

LYRA
(to the cop)

Anybody else want a kid?

YOUNG FITZPATRICK
Sir...

PETER
Now, Lyra!
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Lyra hands Fitzpatrick the cuffs that were on her wrists.

LYRA
It’s been fun, Fitz.

She walks past her father into the house. 

PETER
Thank you, Officer Fitzpatrick. 
Sorry to waste your time.

Peter slams the door in Fitzpatrick’s face. As Fitzpatrick 
starts to walk back to the car, Peter can be heard yelling 
through the door.

PETER (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Are you trying to kill your 
mother?! This isn’t a game.

There’s a slapping sound, and Fitzpatrick pauses.

PETER (O.S.) (CONT’D)
(yelling)

Don’t you even start to sass me! If 
the carrot doesn’t work, I’m sure 
the stick will.

Fitzpatrick starts walking away again as the inaudible 
yelling continues.

INT. ROADSIDE DINER - PRESENT DAY

Lyra’s sitting in a booth, alone, rubbing her cheek 
absentmindedly. Her phone buzzes. She looks down at it, sees 
that it’s Brian, and hits ignore. 

She hears laughing and looks up, startled. A family, MOM, 
DAD, and a pre-teen DAUGHTER, have just walked in. The girl 
is wearing a soccer uniform and holding a large trophy. As 
they approach the HOSTESS:

DAUGHTER
...and then I just jumped for it! 
I’ve never done a kick like that 
before, but I was like “ugh”...

She twists her body, imitating the kick.

DAUGHTER (CONT’D)
And it just went in!
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MOM
I know, honey, we saw it!

(to the hostess)
Table for three please.

DAUGHTER
Did it look as cool as it felt?

DAD
You’ll have to tell me.

As the hostess seats them in the booth next to Lyra’s:

DAUGHTER
You recorded it?! Oh man! Let me 
see, let me see!

As they continue talking, Lyra puts down the food she was 
eating, and pushes her plate away. She stands, drops a $20 on 
the table, grabs her duffel, and walks over to the family.

LYRA
Hi, I’m so sorry to interrupt.

DAD
Oh, hi.

LYRA
I just wanted to say congrats on 
your goal. I used to play soccer, 
and that’s awesome.

As Lyra leans over to high five the girl with one hand, she 
uses the other to steal the dad’s car keys.

DAUGHTER
Oh, thanks!

LYRA
You’re welcome. Have a great day!

As Lyra leaves:

MOM
What a nice woman. Everyone’s so 
proud of you, sweetie.

EXT. EASTHAVEN POLICE STATION - LATER

Lyra pulls up across the street from the Easthaven Police 
station in a van with a “My Child is an Honor Roll Student” 
sticker on the bumper. 
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It’s dark out, and she glares through the passenger window at 
the rows of cop cars parked in front of the building. 

EXT. EASTHAVEN POLICE DEPARTMENT - FLASHBACK

From one of the cars, a young Fitzpatrick pulls a young Lyra 
out of the backseat and starts to walk her inside.

YOUNG LYRA
This is harassment, ya know. I 
didn’t do anything.

YOUNG FITZPATRICK
You were out past curfew.

YOUNG LYRA
Curfew? Like what the Nazi’s had? 
Sounds unconstitutional to me.

YOUNG FITZPATRICK
And you had the keys to a stolen 
vehicle.

YOUNG LYRA
I plead the fifth.

Young Lyra and young Fitzpatrick enter the station.

EXT. EASTHAVEN POLICE DEPARTMENT - PRESENT

Lyra takes one last look and then slowly pulls away.

INT. EASTHAVEN POLICE STATION - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

Lyra enters and removes her cap, letting her hair fall back 
down. She checks her phone - six missed calls from Brian - 
and then puts it away and approaches the counter.

LYRA
Hi. Um, I’m...

FITZPATRICK
Lyra Mitchell. Yeah, I remember.

Lyra looks up and recognizes the cop as FITZPATRICK.

LYRA
Fitzpatrick? Wow, buddy, you did 
not age well.
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FITZPATRICK
Hey, you know anything about a 
stolen minivan back in Springfield?

LYRA
No, sir, I do not. I took the bus.

FITZPATRICK
Right. So, what brings the bane of 
my rookie years back to our little 
town.

LYRA
Well, Fitz, my parents died today. 
Way to be insensitive.

A beat, then:

FITZPATRICK
I’m sorry, Lyra, I didn’t put it 
together, but, of course. I’m sorry.

LYRA
No you’re not. Look, someone said 
something on the phone...

FITZPATRICK
You’re here for your sister.

LYRA
That part was true too?

FITZPATRICK
She’s been waiting all day. Here, 
let me bring you to her. 

Lyra moves around the counter and walks with Fitzpatrick into 
the station during:

LYRA
Hey, how did you guys find my 
number? 

FITZPATRICK
It was in your mom’s phone. Or 
maybe your dad’s. 

LYRA
How did they have it? We haven’t 
spoken since...

Lyra sees her sister CASSIE (12yo) sitting next to a desk, 
playing with a Rubik's cube, and stops short.
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FITZPATRICK
You okay?

INT. EASTHAVEN POLICE STATION - FLASHBACK

From the same perspective we see young Lyra sitting in that 
seat with her hands cuffed behind her back. She stretches her 
arms down and slips her hands under her butt. Then she sits 
back and brings her legs through so her hands are cuffed in 
front of her. 

She reaches up and grabs a bobby pin out of her hair, and 
quickly uses it to pick the cuffs, setting them on the desk, 
and slouching back in the chair.

YOUNG FITZPATRICK (O.S.)
Damn it, can someone re-cuff the 
Mitchell kid?

INT. EASTHAVEN POLICE DEPARTMENT - PRESENT DAY

Lyra’s still motionless, staring at her sister.

FITZPATRICK
Lyra?

LYRA
Hey, Fitz, before we go over there.

FITZPATRICK
(a beat, then:)

Yeah?

LYRA
What’s her name?

FITZPATRICK
Cassie. Your sister’s name is Cassie.

LYRA
Cassie. Okay.

Lyra steels herself and they walk over to Cassie.

INT. PATROL CAR - LATER THAT EVENING

Lyra and Cassie are sitting in the back of a patrol car 
driven by Fitzpatrick.
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FITZPATRICK
You okay, Lyra? You’re looking a 
little green.

LYRA
I just didn’t expect to be locked 
in the back of this car ever again.

FITZPATRICK
Actually, this is a new car. Just 
got it this year.

LYRA
Not the point.

CASSIE
(to Lyra)

You’ve been arrested before?

LYRA
Oh, well not exactly.

FITZPATRICK
Yes exactly.

LYRA
I was never processed.

CASSIE
How come?

FITZPATRICK
Your parents always bailed her out. 
Kept everything off the record.

Lyra glares at Fitzpatrick.

CASSIE
No, I meant how come you got 
arrested?

FITZPATRICK
Your sister likes to drive things 
that don’t belong to her.

LYRA
Again, I was never even processed. 
Where’s the presumption of 
innocence, Fitz?

A beat, then:
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FITZPATRICK
Oh, funny story, we found that 
stolen van I mentioned just two 
blocks from the police station. 
What are the odds, right?

LYRA
I told you, I took the bus.

EXT. THE MITCHELL'S HOUSE - A FEW MINUTES LATER

The patrol car pulls up in front of the house. Fitzpatrick 
gets out and opens Cassie’s door. Cassie gets out and Lyra 
slides across to get out behind her.

FITZPATRICK
Is there anything else you ladies 
need? Cassie, you have your key?

CASSIE
I got it.

LYRA
I think we’re good, Fitz.

He hesitates. 

FITZPATRICK
Cassie, I gave you my card, right? 
If you need anything just call.

Cassie nods.

FITZPATRICK (CONT’D)
(to Cassie, whispered)

If your sister needs anything, she 
can call too.

Both Cassie and Lyra are just standing, staring at the house.

FITZPATRICK (CONT’D)
Really, Lyra. I’m sorry for your 
loss.

He gets back in the car, and slowly pulls away.

CASSIE
I don’t want to go in.

LYRA
Me either. 

A beat, then:
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LYRA (CONT’D)
C’mon. We’ll do it together.

Lyra holds out her hand and Cassie takes it. They walk 
towards the front door.

FADE OUT:

END OF ACT 2

24.



ACT 3

INT. PETER’S STUDY - LATE THAT NIGHT

MUSIC CUE: Violent World by the Misfits

Lyra is leaning back in her father’s chair with her feet 
propped up on his desk. She’s got a glass of whiskey in one 
hand, definitely not her first of the night. 

Her phone rings. It’s Brian again. She picks up a small 
remote and silences the music before answering the phone.

LYRA
Hey buddy!

BRIAN (O.S.)
Lyra? Jesus, I thought you got 
pinched. Or died. I’ve been calling 
you for hours.

LYRA
Yeah, I know. I’m sorry about that. 
I got a little preoccupied.

She puts her feet down and starts turning things over on the 
desk. Papers, the writing pad, anything. 

BRIAN (O.S.)
Pre-occupied!? What’re you - 

(composing himself)
It doesn’t matter. Did you sell the 
painting?

LYRA
No, but...

BRIAN (O.S.)
Good! Good. Look, I had a little 
issue with the catalogue page. I 
need you to make a new one.

LYRA
Oh. Huh, I thought you’d be more 
upset. Sure, I’ll make a new page 
when I get back.

When she doesn’t find what she’s looking for, she starts 
going through drawers. She tosses through the top right 
drawer, where she finds just office supplies during: 
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BRIAN (O.S.)
Back? From where? Lyra, where are 
you?

LYRA
Look, I can’t really talk right 
now, but I’ll be there soon and I 
can explain everything.

BRIAN (O.S.)
Are you okay? 

LYRA
Better than okay. I’m sittin’ on 
the easiest score of my life. We’ll 
celebrate when I’m home.

We hear Brian start to respond as she hangs up the phone, and 
turns around to stare at her “score.”

ANGLE ON: a large wall safe that was hidden behind a 
painting, still closed.

LYRA (CONT’D)
(shouting over her 
shoulder)

Hey kid! When’s your birthday?

CASSIE (O.S.)
(yelling from far away)

May 3rd, 2007. When’s yours?

LYRA
Thank you!

Lyra walks over to the safe and punches in 5-3-0-7. It 
responses with a negative beep.

LYRA (CONT’D)
Dammit.

PETER (O.S.)
What did I tell you about using 
that language in my house?

INT. PETER'S STUDY - FLASHBACK

Peter is standing at the door, glaring at young Lyra, who’s 
snooping in the open liquor cabinet.

YOUNG LYRA
Dad. You’re back. I was just... 
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PETER
Stealing from your own father? 

YOUNG LYRA
I was grabbing something for mom.

He laughs humorlessly and starts walking towards her. 

PETER
Oh really? Should I ask her about 
it?

YOUNG LYRA
(A beat, then:)

No.

PETER
We have given you every opportunity 
in life, Lyra. And you still choose 
to be a lying, thieving, coward.

YOUNG LYRA
I’m not afraid of you.

He slaps her across the face. She stumbles and holds back 
tears.

PETER
And an idiot. Don’t let me catch 
you in my study again.

Young Lyra mutters something under her breath.

PETER (CONT’D)
What was that?

YOUNG LYRA
(defiantly)

I said yes sir.

Young Lyra exits, fuming.

INT. PETER'S STUDY - PRESENT DAY

Lyra stares at her father, whether it’s his ghost or just her 
imagination, he stares right back.

PETER
One day that spunk’s going to get 
her killed.

Still staring at her father, Lyra picks up the remote and 
turns the music back on.
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MUSIC CUE: Violent World by the Misfits

She starts searching the desk again and finds a pack of 
cigarettes, and a matchbook. Lyra grabs a cigarette out of 
the drawer, and lights it.

Then she turns back to face the safe. Peter is gone.

LYRA
(reassuring herself)

Like he cared about my “spunk.” He 
certainly didn’t care if I got 
killed.

She takes a long drag from the cigarette and downs the rest 
of the whiskey.

LYRA (CONT’D)
What the hell.

She walks up to the safe and punches in 9-2-8-8 during:

LYRA (CONT’D)
September 2nd, 1988.

The safe gives a happy beep and Lyra opens it.

LYRA (CONT’D)
Yes.

Inside are stacks of money, jewelry, documents and notebooks, 
etc. Lyra starts shovelling everything into a bag. 

The last item in the safe is a 10 inch bronze finial in the 
shape of an eagle. Lyra picks it up and examines it, shrugs, 
then adds it to the bag.

She notices there was a photo underneath the eagle. In it, 
Peter, Carol, and a 4-year-old Lyra are standing in front of 
the house. All three of them are beaming with joy. While Lyra 
stares at it:

CASSIE (O.S.)
(yelling over the music)

I’m ready to go!

Lyra jumps and turns around to see Cassie standing in the 
doorway with an oversized suitcase. Lyra puts the picture 
back in the safe, puts her cigarette out on it, and shuts the 
safe door. She grabs the remote and turns the music back off.

LYRA
Sorry, what?
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CASSIE
I’m ready to go. I’m done packing.

LYRA
Go where?

CASSIE
To New York. To live with you.

LYRA
Oh, kid, you’re not going anywhere.

CASSIE
What’d’you mean?

LYRA
It’s not you. I’m just totally 
unfit to take care of a child.

CASSIE
But, you’re my legal guardian.

LYRA
No. Nope, I am definitely not that. 
I just came here to make sure mom 
and dad are really dead.

CASSIE
You mean you just came to rob them.

LYRA
Whoa. That’s unnecessary. I’m not 
robbing them.

CASSIE
I just saw you!

LYRA
Look, I didn’t ask for this. In 
fact, I ran away from it. But as 
soon as I heard those assholes had 
another kid, I came back. For you. 
You seem like a good kid, a smart 
kid. The last thing you need, 
Carrie, is to be stuck with me.

CASSIE
Cassie.

LYRA
What?

CASSIE
My name is Cassie.
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Cassie grabs her suitcase and storms out. Lyra looks over and 
sees Peter is standing by the bar again, watching her with a 
look of solemn understanding. Lyra sighs and picks up her 
empty whiskey glass before heading in that direction.

LYRA
(To Peter)

Don’t start, I did that to protect 
her.

PETER
Said the apple to the tree.

By the time she reaches the bar, he’s gone. She refills her 
glass. 

INT. MITCHELL SITTING ROOM - A FEW HOURS LATER

Lyra is sitting in a winged back chair staring off into 
space. The room is dark and she’s playing with her glass of 
whiskey pensively. 

She stands and exits.

INT. CASSIE’S ROOM - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

The door opens slowly and Lyra peaks in. Cassie is sleeping. 
Her room is large, and immaculate. There are stuffed bears, 
and trophies on shelves. A cello and an upright piano are in 
one corner. A large fancy doll house is in another. A cute 
night light is lit. Lyra’s seen enough, and closes the door 
again. 

INT. GYM - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

Lyra pushes the door open into a home gym. Moonlight comes in 
through the large windows lining the far wall. There’s a 
treadmill and elliptical, free weights, a squat rack, kettle 
bells, everything you could need. Lyra gives a half laugh. 

LYRA
A gym. My room is a gym.

She walks over to a closet and slides open the door. It’s 
filled with rolled yoga mats, rollers, towels, and other 
equipment. She bends down and moves stuff out of the way to 
look at the floor.

“LYRA WAS HERE” is carved roughly into the hardwood floor of 
the closet. She traces the letters.
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LYRA (CONT’D)
Never could take it back.

She stands and exits.

INT. HALLWAY - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

Lyra stands in front of another door, but when she tries to 
open it, it’s locked.

LYRA
Tryna keep me out of my own studio.

She pulls a pick set out of her back pocket, kneels down, and 
picks the lock. The door swings open into a large art room.

INT. LYRA’S OLD ART ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Lyra enters and starts to look around. The room looks like it 
was abandoned unexpectedly many years ago. A partially 
finished work is still sitting on an easel in the middle of 
the room. Open tubes of paint have dried out. Everything is 
covered in a thick layer of dust.

The walls of the room are covered in art, and Lyra walks 
around to look at those. There are landscapes, still lifes, 
portraits, all signed “L. Mitchell” with the year. Lyra stops 
at one portrait. 

In it, a young Lyra sits on a stool in a pretty dress, 
smiling out at the viewer. Behind her, are two huge, 
grotesque, Lovecraftian monsters. They stand to either side 
of her, posing like proud parents. The background is dark, 
and in the bottom right hand corner, it says “L. Mitchell 
‘04” in bright yellow.

Lyra sets her whiskey glass down on the nearest surface and 
storms out.

INT. AUDI RS7 - THE NEXT MORNING

Cassie wakes up in the reclined passenger seat of her 
parents’ RS7. The sun is up, and Lyra is driving.

CASSIE
(shocked)

Why am I not wearing a seat belt in 
a moving car?

Lyra laughs at her, as Cassie adjusts the seat up to sitting 
and buckles her seat belt.
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CASSIE (CONT’D)
It’s not funny. Seat belts are 
important.

LYRA
You’re right. I’m sorry I laughed.

CASSIE
Where are we?

LYRA
Connecticut. We’re still about an 
hour and a half outside the city.

CASSIE
New York?! I’m moving home with you?

LYRA
Whoa, calm down. This is still 
temporary. I just have some work to 
get done. You can tag along until 
we find someone else to take you.

Cassie beams. A beat, then:

LYRA (CONT’D)
Hey, so, did mom and dad ever talk 
about me?

CASSIE
Talk how?

LYRA
Never mind. It was a stupid question.

CASSIE
I knew about you, if that’s what 
you mean.

LYRA
Yeah? What’d you know?

CASSIE
I knew you existed, and that you 
ran away when you were sixteen. 

LYRA
Both accurate.

CASSIE
When mom would come home drunk from 
fundraisers or whatever, she’d yell 
at dad about you.
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LYRA
What would she say?

CASSIE
“It’s your fault she’s gone” or 
“why are you always creating 
liabilities for this family.” Stuff 
like that.

LYRA
Liabilities? What makes you think 
that’s about me?

CASSIE
Mom always called you a liability. 
Mr. Duffy says she just feels 
guilty. She doesn’t want people to 
think she’s a bad mother.

LYRA
Mr. Duffy? 

CASSIE
My tutor.

LYRA
Oh I know. He taught me too. I’m 
just surprised mom and dad were 
still employing him.

CASSIE
Mr. Duffy used to say you were a 
disappointment on every level.

LYRA
I think that’s enough reminiscing. 

CASSIE
Sorry. 

A beat, then:

LYRA
Hey, I’m kinda tired. I’d love to 
catch some Z’s before we get back. 
If I put the address in the G.P.S., 
can you take over for a bit?

CASSIE
Take over what?

LYRA
Driving.

33.



CASSIE
I’m twelve.

LYRA
That’s when I started driving. Just 
move the seat up. You can reach.

CASSIE
I don’t have a license.

LYRA
I trust you.

CASSIE
No, I’m saying I can’t drive.

(explaining)
I don’t know how.

LYRA
Right. 

They drive in silence for a beat, then:

CASSIE
I can try and find music to keep 
you awake.

LYRA
Sure.

As a smiling Cassie starts fiddling with the radio, we:

FADE OUT:

END OF ACT 3
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ACT 4

EXT. LYRA’S APARTMENT - A FEW HOURS LATER

Establishing shot. 

INT. LYRA’S APARTMENT - SAME TIME

The front door opens and Lyra and Cassie enter carrying bags. 

LYRA
(to Cassie)

Bathroom is right there, go go go.

Cassie drops her bags and books it into the bathroom, closing 
the door behind her. Lyra puts her black duffle, and the bag 
full from her parents safe, in the entryway closet.

BRIAN (O.S.)
Who was that?

REVEAL: Brian standing in the studio, watching Lyra. Lyra 
walks over to him during:

LYRA
Brian. Hey! Um, I can explain.

BRIAN
Start with why you disappeared in 
the middle of a job.

LYRA
(getting defensive)

Whoa, buddy. No. Let’s start with 
what happened to the catalogue page.

BRIAN
It doesn’t matter what happened. 
When something went wrong, I stuck 
to the plan.

LYRA
Calling me to fix your mistake? If 
that’s our plan, I have a few 
issues with it.

We hear a toilet flush.

BRIAN
Staying in contact during a job is 
not an unreasonable request.
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LYRA
Neither is trusting your partner. I 
did what I had to do.

CASSIE (O.S.)
Are you her boyfriend?

Brian turns and looks at Cassie, who’s come out of the 
bathroom and is watching them fight. Surprised, he looks back 
at Lyra.

LYRA
No, Cassie, he’s not my boyfriend. 
Why don’t you go find a snack in 
the kitchen?

BRIAN
(to Lyra)

Whose child is this?

Cassie walks right up to Brian with a hand outstretched.

CASSIE
Hi. I’m Cassie.

Brian carefully shakes her hand. 

BRIAN
Brian. 

(to Lyra)
Seriously, why is there a child?

LYRA
Cassie, kitchen. Now.

CASSIE
It’s nice to meet you, Mr. Brian.

Cassie crosses to the kitchen and starts looking for food.

LYRA
(whispered, to Brian)

Look, I’m sorry I was M.I.A. My 
parents died.

BRIAN
(whispered)

I thought you hadn’t spoken to them 
in, like, fifteen years? And that 
doesn’t tell me who the kid is.
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LYRA
(whispered)

I hadn’t. And during that time, 
they had another child.

Lyra gestures towards Cassie, who’s eating a banana in the 
kitchen and staring at the fake Turner painting.

BRIAN
You have a sister?!

LYRA
Shhh!

(whispering)
Yes. Cassie’s my sister.

CASSIE
Lyra, did you paint this?

BRIAN
(to Cassie)

She’s not answering any questions 
without a lawyer present.

(to Lyra, whispering)
Okay, but why is she here?

LYRA
(whispering)

Because she’s twelve, Brian. What 
was I supposed to do, leave her?

BRIAN
(whispering)

What are you supposed to do with 
her now?

CASSIE
I can hear you, ya know.

LYRA
Well, then you can hear this again. 
This arrangement is temporary, 
until I find someone actually 
suited to take care of you.

BRIAN
(to Lyra)

I still don’t like it.

Brian notices Cassie smelling the fake Turner painting, with 
her face less than an inch away.
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BRIAN (CONT’D)
(to Cassie)

Child, that is a painting, not a 
snack.

Brian and Lyra move towards Cassie in the kitchen.

CASSIE
If this is supposed to be a Turner, 
you’re in trouble.

LYRA
It’s not supposed to be a Turner, 
it is a Turner.

CASSIE
No. It isn’t.

BRIAN
How would you know?

CASSIE
I learned about it in chem class.

LYRA
You learned about J.M.W. Turner in 
Chemistry?

BRIAN
You’re twelve, why are you taking 
chemistry?

Cassie and Lyra ignore him.

CASSIE
Turner used Indian yellow. He was 
known for it. This is, what, 
tartrazine?

LYRA
Yeah. 

CASSIE
You’re gonna get caught.

BRIAN
(to Cassie)

How do you know this stuff?

Lyra and Cassie continue to ignore him.

LYRA
It doesn’t matter what type of 
yellow I used. 

(MORE)
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We’re adding records to an old 
catalogue. We’ve established its 
provenance. They’ll never even test 
it.

CASSIE
Yeah they will. Turns out, the 
standard spectra they were using to 
test for Indian yellow, was 
actually the tartrazine spectra.

LYRA
Since when?

BRIAN
(looking back and forth 
from Lyra to Cassie)

Oh god, there are two of them.

CASSIE
Last year I think? It was a huge 
scandal in the chemistry world.

LYRA
So now they’re testing anything 
that should have Indian yellow, 
just in case.

CASSIE
Yup.

BRIAN
Excuse me. For the under-educated 
grifter in the room, who cares? 
Lyra, why don’t you just fix it 
with Indian yellow?

LYRA
I can’t.

CASSIE
She can’t.

BRIAN
Why?

LYRA
You can’t just buy Indian yellow. 
No one makes it anymore.

BRIAN
Oh.

A beat, then:

CASSIE
We could make some.

LYRA (CONT'D)
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BRIAN
Yes! Easy fix. Cassie? It’s Cassie, 
right?

CASSIE
Yeah.

BRIAN
Cassie, how do we make Indian 
yellow?

CASSIE
Are there any cows in New York?

BRIAN
No.

LYRA
You’re not using animals.

BRIAN
Lyra, focus on making a new 
catalogue page. We’ve got this.

CASSIE
(to Brian)

We’re going to need a bunch of 
mango leaves.

INT. INDIAN MARKET - LATER THAT DAY

Brian and Cassie are walking through the aisles of an Indian 
market looking for mango leaves. Brian is carrying a basket.

BRIAN
You know, Lyra never really talks 
about your parents.

CASSIE
I don’t blame her. She had it 
rough.

BRIAN
How so?

CASSIE
I think they think she knew. I 
think they think I don’t know.

BRIAN
Know what?
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CASSIE
Thought, I guess. Past tense now, 
right?

BRIAN
What do you know?

CASSIE
Oh, just that they were really 
sketchy.

BRIAN
(laughing)

Sketchy how?

CASSIE
I don’t know details, but I don’t 
think their money was very legal.

BRIAN
Your parents were rich?

CASSIE
Oh yeah. My dad ran an investment 
firm. Supposedly.

(noticing)
Mango leaves! Got ‘em!

Cassie starts loading the basket with bags of mango leaves.

INT. LYRA’S APARTMENT - SAME TIME

Lyra is at a table working on a new catalogue page. She has 
the old page that Brian ruined, tore, and crumpled taped flat 
on the table. 

Lyra picks up an old book and carefully cuts a page out of 
it. She pours a thin layer of rubbing alcohol into a dish, 
and then places the page in it. As the page gets wet, the ink 
starts to dissolve. 

Lyra carefully lifts the page out of the alcohol, and uses a 
squirt bottle to dissolve and rinse away the remaining ink. 
Once the page is blank, she lays it flat on the table to dry. 

She takes a minute to look over the ripped page, and plan how 
to recreate it before taking the tray with the alcohol and 
ink to the kitchen sink to clean.

At the sink, Lyra dumps the tray and starts to rinse it when 
her phone beeps. She looks at it. It’s a text from Brian “We 
got the leaves. On our way back now.” She responds with a 
thumbs up, when her phone rings. 
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Without even waiting for the caller ID, she answers.

LYRA
Hey Brian, I was just texting you 
back.

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
Lyra? Is this Lyra Mitchell?

The voice on the phone belongs to an older man, UNCLE CHRIS. 

LYRA
Oh, I’m sorry, I thought you were 
someone else. Who is this?

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
Lyra! It’s so good to hear your 
voice. This is your Uncle Chris.

LYRA
Wow. Chris. Hi. How did you get 
this number?

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
Officer Fitzpatrick. Lyra, honey, 
I’m so sorry about your parents. 
How are you holding up?

Lyra leaves the tray in the sink and moves back to check on 
the page. It’s almost dry. She goes to a drawer and starts 
pulling out customizable stamps, ink, and a detail brush.

LYRA
It’s hard, but I’m getting by. What 
can I do for you Chris?

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
Straight to the point, as always. 
Officer Fitzpatrick told me that 
you’ve taken custody of Cassie.

LYRA
Yeah. For now.

Lyra carries the stamps, ink, and brush back over to the 
table where the page is now dry.

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
I don’t know if you know this, but 
a few years ago, your parents asked 
your aunt Elaine and I to be 
Cassie’s godparents.
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LYRA
Really? Yeah, I didn’t know.

She puts the phone on speaker and starts adjusting a stamp, 
referring to the original page as needed.

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
We’ve been worried sick about both 
you girls since the accident. When 
we went over to the house this 
morning, you were gone.

LYRA
Yeah, we left pretty early.

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
Where are you? We’d love to come 
see you. It’s been so long.

LYRA
I don’t really feel like hosting a 
family reunion right now. But I can 
probably bring Cassie to you.

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
Of course, we don’t want to impose. 
When works best for you?

The front door opens and Cassie comes bounding in, carrying a 
huge bag full of mango leaves, followed by Brian. Lyra 
quickly picks up the phone and turns off speaker.

CASSIE
Lyra! We got ‘em! Look how many 
they had!

LYRA
(covering the phone, to 
Cassie)

That’s great, Cass. But I’m on the 
phone.

(into the phone)
How about next week? Maybe Tuesday?

UNCLE CHRIS
We were hoping a little sooner.

Cassie reaches Lyra and shows her the inside of the bag. She 
looks at Lyra, asking for reassurance.

LYRA
Actually, maybe two weeks. We’ll 
figure it out, I have your number 
now. Talk soon.
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Lyra hangs up the phone.

LYRA (CONT’D)
(to Cassie)

That’s a lot! How much Indian 
Yellow do you think I need?

CASSIE
Well, Brian volunteered to help me 
make it, and we only want to do it 
once, so I thought we’d make a big 
batch.

LYRA
Well don’t let me stop you.

BRIAN
Who was on the phone?

LYRA
I’ll tell you about it later.

CASSIE
C’mon, Brian. We’ve got paint to 
make.

Lyra goes back to working on the page. In the background we 
see her adjusting the letters, then painting a thin layer of 
ink onto the stamp before applying it to the page. Then she 
wipes the stamp down, and repeats, during:

BRIAN
Okay kid, what do we do with the 
mango leaves?

CASSIE
I’m going to boil some water. You 
chop them up into small pieces. 

Brian and Cassie move toward the kitchen during:

CASSIE (CONT’D)
Then we’ll make a really strong tea 
with the leaves.

BRIAN
Tea?

CASSIE
Yup, then we drink it. A lot of it.

Cassie finds a big pot and starts filling it with water.
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BRIAN
How does this make paint?

CASSIE
We pee it all out into a jug, boil 
the water out of the pee, and the 
stuff that’s left is Indian yellow.

BRIAN
Are you joking?

CASSIE
Nope. They used to use cows and cow 
pee, but Lyra said no animals.

BRIAN
Girl, I am an animal.

CASSIE
Don’t be such a baby. Mango leaf 
tea is really good for you.

On Brian’s reaction, we:

INT. LYRA’S LOFT - THAT NIGHT

Lyra is tucking Cassie into her bed, which is really just a 
mattress on the floor.

CASSIE
I don’t feel good.

LYRA
You drank a lot of that tea. And 
then you made the apartment smell 
like boiled urine. That’s enough to 
upset anyone’s tummy.

CASSIE
But it worked!

LYRA
Yeah, it did. You want a Tums or 
something? I think Brian drank the 
bottle of pepto bismal.

CASSIE
I’m okay. I don’t want to get 
kidney stones.

LYRA
Okay. Sleep tight, you little 
chemist.
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CASSIE
Night, Lyra.

Lyra climbs back down the ladder where Brian is waiting. 

LYRA
(to Brian, whispered)

Let’s go up to the roof.

Lyra opens the window and climbs out onto the fire escape, 
then heads up towards the roof. 

EXT. LYRA’S ROOF - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

Lyra climbs up onto the roof, followed by Brian. There are 
lawn chairs set up there. Lyra crosses towards a small cubby, 
hidden behind an AC unit, and pulls out a bottle of whiskey 
and two glasses.

LYRA
How’re you feeling?

BRIAN
Not great. Your sister’s a little 
genius, but I think she’s also evil.

LYRA
And we aren’t?

Lyra hands Brian a glass and pours them each some whiskey.

BRIAN
I don’t think making your twelve-
year-old sister into one of us is a 
good goal to have.

LYRA
I know. You know that phone call I 
had earlier?

They sit in the lawn chairs and drink their whiskey, looking 
out at the NYC skyline.

BRIAN
Yeah.

LYRA
It was my Uncle Chris. He wants 
custody of Cassie.

BRIAN
That’s great!
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LYRA
Is it?

BRIAN
Yeah. You had your sister bonding 
time. Each of you knows the other 
exists. Now you can go back to 
being estranged.

LYRA
Brian, if it weren’t for Cassie, 
we’d both be on our way to prison 
right now.

BRIAN
Oh yeah, how?

LYRA
We would’ve gotten caught. They 
would’ve tested the painting, found 
out it wasn’t real Indian yellow...

BRIAN
And you would’ve said you didn’t 
know your Aunt Sue owned a fake, 
but now that you do, you won’t sell 
it as the real thing.

LYRA
Fine, so maybe we wouldn’t have 
been in prison. But it still 
would’ve been an expensive mistake.

BRIAN
Are you saying you want to keep 
your sister around so you can use 
her to do crime better?

LYRA
No. You’re right. I don’t want to 
turn her into me.

BRIAN
She’s also a liability. What 
happens when she figures out you’re 
not her hero, come to rescue her?

LYRA
You think she’d turn us in?

BRIAN
I think she’s a Mitchell, and it’s 
hard enough wrangling one of you.
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LYRA
So, what then?

BRIAN
You finish the painting, we finish 
the job, and then you send her home 
to dear old Uncle Chris.

LYRA
She’s going to hate me.

BRIAN
Good. It’ll make it easier.

He finishes his whiskey in one swallow.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
Now I got to go. I’ve got work 
cleaning the Frick Collection 
bright and early tomorrow.

LYRA
I’ll have the new page and the 
fixed painting done and dry soon. 
Then you can quit.

BRIAN
Yeah yeah. I’ll go scrub toilets 
while you do more arts and crafts.

As he stands to leave:

LYRA
Right. Hey Brian?

BRIAN
Yeah? 

LYRA
Thanks.

As he walks towards the fire escape:

BRIAN
You better thank me. Your sister 
ruined mangos for me forever.

Off her reaction, we:

FADE OUT:

END OF ACT 4
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ACT 5

INT. LYRA’S APARTMENT - SEVERAL DAYS LATER

Lyra, Brian, and Cassie are standing in the studio. Lyra is 
dressed nicely again, and is holding the “Big Brown Bag.” 
Brian is dressed in his janitor’s uniform. Cassie stands on a 
small stool to be at eye level with them.

CASSIE
(to Lyra)

How did the new craquelure turn 
out? 

LYRA
Just as good as the first time. 
Maybe better.

CASSIE
Good. Brian, where’s the page?

Brian unbuttons a middle button of his shirt, and holds it 
open. Under it, we see the catalogue page Lyra made, in a 
plastic protective sleeve which is pinned to his undershirt.

BRIAN
You helped me put it on.

CASSIE
Right. Okay, that’s all my 
questions.

BRIAN
Glad we got those out of the way.

CASSIE
Wait, I have another one. What 
happens if something goes wrong? 
How will I know? What do I do?

LYRA
Nothing’s going to go wrong.

CASSIE
You can’t know that. It’s important 
to plan for contingencies. 

Brian pulls a burner phone out of his pocket, and holds it 
out to Cassie.

BRIAN
Here.
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Cassie takes it.

CASSIE
You got me a phone!?

LYRA
You got her a phone?! *

BRIAN
It’s a cheap burner. For use only 
in emergencies, or if I need your 
help on my trivia game.

CASSIE
Really?! Does this mean I’m part of 
the team? Do I get a code name? How 
about “Mango”?

BRIAN
I will take that phone back.

LYRA
(laughing, to Cassie)

All right Mango, I think we got it 
from here.

Cassie puts a hand on each of their shoulders.

CASSIE
Godspeed.

Brian rolls his eyes and starts to leave.

LYRA
(to Cassie)

We’ll be back soon. Stay out of 
trouble.

CASSIE
You too.

Lyra follows Brian out.

INT. SOTHESBY'S BACK OFFICE - LATER

Lyra is standing with the painting playing with her nails 
when Conrad enters.

CONRAD
Ms. Michaels! So good to see you 
again. You rushed out of here in 
such a hurry the other day, I was 
worried.

They shake hands, during:
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LYRA
I’m sorry about that. My roommate 
thought he was dying or something. 
His pee was bright orange.

Conrad seems concerned about having just shaken her hand.

CONRAD
Oh. Is he all right?

LYRA
He’s fine, he just drank too much 
Tang. But then I got this call from 
Christie’s- 

CONRAD
The auction house?

LYRA
Yeah, I sent them a message back 
when I first reached out to you 
guys. I just wanted information 
about the paintings, ya know?

CONRAD
Of course.

Lyra relishes in a pregnant pause. She’s starting hook him.

CONRAD (CONT’D)
(attempting nonchalance)

So what did Christie’s say?

LYRA
Oh, well I didn’t tell them about 
this piece, since I’d already 
brought it to you, but we talked a 
lot about Aunt Sue’s other stuff.

The vagueness is killing Conrad.

CONRAD
Were they interested in any of it?

LYRA
I think so. There’s a weird... 
what’d they call it, a warthog 
painting? It has cool bright colors. 

CONRAD
A Warhol?
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LYRA
Maybe. They also liked this desert 
flower one that honestly kinda 
looks like a vagina. 

CONRAD
Georgia O’Keefe?

LYRA
And this one that’s just lines, 
shapes, and colors. It sounded like 
a piece of Ikea furniture.

(Trying to remember)
Küllen... Keurig... 

CONRAD
Willem de Kooning?

LYRA
Could be. Like I said, I really 
don’t know art.

CONRAD
Sounds like your aunt had quite the 
eclectic collection.

LYRA
Of paintings and lovers both.

CONRAD
Right. Well, let’s have another look 
at this piece, and maybe you can 
bring the others in another time.

LYRA
Oh, I don’t know, I think 
Christie’s has dibs on those.

CONRAD
There are no “dibs” in the art 
world. You have to look at this 
like a business opportunity.

LYRA
Naw, I don’t want to be stuck in 
the middle of a bidding war or 
anything. That feels sketchy.

CONRAD
How about we start by getting you 
an offer for your Turner painting? 
When you see the number, maybe 
you’ll reconsider. 
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They both turn their attention to the painting. Off their 
smiles, we:

INT. LYRA’S APARTMENT - LATER THAT AFTERNOON

Cassie is pacing anxiously. Brian sits playing on his phone.

CASSIE
She’s been gone a long time. Do you 
think something’s wrong?

BRIAN
(without looking up)

Oh yeah, she texted fifteen minutes 
ago. She’s on her way.

The door opens and Lyra enters without the “Big Brown Bag.”

CASSIE
(to Lyra)

Did they buy it?!

LYRA
For a lot! They’re going to keep it 
to do some testing, but we know how 
that’s going to go.

(To Brian)
How’d it go with the catalogue?

BRIAN
Easy as lyin’.

CASSIE
We should celebrate! Here, look what 
I found!

Cassie runs to the fridge and pulls out a bottle of 
champagne. 

BRIAN
Where did you get that?

CASSIE
I was stress cleaning, and I found 
it in the back of the fridge.

(To Lyra)
Also, I threw out your ketchup. It 
expired six years ago.

BRIAN
(to Lyra)

You need to talk some sense into 
this child. 
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LYRA
Right. Cassie, we need to talk.

CASSIE
Can’t we have some champagne first? 
I want to try it.

LYRA
No! You’re twelve!

CASSIE
So? I just aided and abetted an art 
forgery! A sip of alcohol won’t 
kill me.

BRIAN
You keep going on and on about art 
forgery and I might.

CASSIE
I’m just trying to be part of the 
team.

LYRA
You’re not. You’re just a kid, and 
you’re not staying.

CASSIE
You’re really getting rid of me?

LYRA
I’ve been talking with Uncle Chris. 
He and Aunt Elaine say they’re your 
godparents, and they want custody 
of you.

CASSIE
What?!

LYRA
This is a good thing, Cassie. 
They’ll be able to give you the 
childhood and life you deserve.

CASSIE
Oh no no no no no. Why didn’t you 
tell me this?!

LYRA
I didn’t want to upset you. We’ve 
been having so much fun, but I 
can’t be your legal guardian. I 
can’t even be my legal guardian.
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CASSIE
How insanely stupid are you?

BRIAN
Well that’s uncalled for.

CASSIE
Why do you think mom and dad would 
list you to take custody of me, and 
not them?

LYRA
Because mom and dad were crazy?

CASSIE
Nope. Uncle Chris was supposed to 
be my godfather until last year, 
when he died of melanoma.

LYRA
Uncle Chris is dead?

CASSIE
Yup. I went to his funeral and 
everything.

BRIAN
Okay I’m confused.

CASSIE
Uncle Chris is dead, and Aunt 
Elaine is in a home: Alzheimer’s.

LYRA
If you’re lying to try and stay, 
it’s not going to work.

CASSIE
Look it up! You can find Uncle 
Chris’s obituary!

Lyra gets out her phone and starts googling. 

CASSIE (CONT’D)
(to Brian)

See? It’s like I told you. Mom and 
Dad thought she knew, but she 
doesn’t know anything.

BRIAN
Lyra? What’d you find?
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LYRA
(looking up from her 
phone)

She’s right. Melanoma.

CASSIE
What do you think happened to mom 
and dad?

Lyra’s phone starts to ring.

LYRA
What do you mean?

She answers it.

LYRA (CONT’D)
Hello?

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
Hi Lyra. It’s your Uncle Chris. I 
just wanted to confirm we’re still 
on for tomorrow.

CASSIE
It wasn’t an accident, Lyra. 

LYRA
(into the phone)

Hold on one sec.

Lyra covers the mouthpiece.

LYRA (CONT’D)
(to Cassie)

What wasn’t an accident?

CASSIE
The car crash. Mom and dad were in 
deep trouble, and I think they were 
killed.

BRIAN
Cassie, what exactly were your 
parents involved in?

CASSIE
I don’t know, but it was bad. 

LYRA
Dad was an asset manager.

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
Lyra? Honey? You still there?
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CASSIE
Sure. But it wasn’t stocks and 
bonds. I think he was moving... 
“alternative” investments, 
laundering money, maybe more.

BRIAN
Shit.

LYRA
(indicating the phone)

So who’s this guy?

CASSIE
I don’t know.

LYRA
Right.

She uncovers the phone, puts a finger up to her lips telling 
Cassie and Brian to be quiet, then puts the phone on speaker.

LYRA (CONT’D)
Uncle Chris?

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
Yes. Hi, is everything okay?

LYRA
Everything’s great. Look, I’ve been 
talking it over with Cassie, and I 
think she’s going to stay with me.

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
Now Lyra, that’s not what your 
parents wanted. Why don’t you tell 
me where you are and we can discuss 
it in person.

LYRA
I don’t think that’s a good idea. 
Cassie needs time to adjust to her 
new environment.

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
I’m not asking, Lyra. Where is she?

LYRA
She’s safe and with me. End of story. 
Thank you for your concern, though.
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UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
Look bitch, I don’t care what 
happens to the kid, but she has 
something that doesn’t belong to 
her.

Lyra looks at Cassie, who shrugs.

LYRA
Wow, Uncle Chris, that’s some 
pretty strong language for your 
favorite niece. 

UNCLE CHRIS (O.S.)
This isn’t a game. She took 
something, and we need it back. 
Just tell me where you are, and 
everyone can walk away happy.

LYRA
You’re wasting your time, buddy. 
But have fun looking.

Lyra hangs up. The three of them stare at each other for a 
beat, then:

CASSIE
Now can I have some champagne?

BRIAN
Yes. You think you can get it open? 

CASSIE
I can try.

As Cassie starts fiddling with the top of the champagne 
bottle, the camera moves away from the three of them and 
towards the front closet.

LYRA (O.S.)
I think I need a new phone.

BRIAN (O.S.)
Here, I got us both burners too.

The champagne cork pops.

LYRA (O.S.)
Jeez Cassie, you’ll put someone’s 
eye out!

CASSIE (O.S.)
That was so cool!
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BRIAN (O.S.)
A fancy new phone for you, and one 
for me.

LYRA (O.S.)
Thanks.

(A beat, then)
Hey Mango, do we get code names 
too?

The camera pans up to the bag in Lyra’s hall closet.

CASSIE (O.S.)
You have to earn a code name.

BRIAN (O.S.)
Well that doesn’t seem fair.

There’s a beat, then we hear Cassie spit-take.

CASSIE (O.S.)
Is it supposed to taste like that?!

BRIAN (O.S.)
Let this be a lesson and never 
drink alcohol again.

Inside the bag we see the cash, jewelry, and other items from 
her father’s safe. 

ANGLE ON: the bronze eagle finial, sitting on a ledger 
notebook.

LYRA (O.S.)
What do you think not-Uncle-Chris 
was looking for?

CASSIE (O.S.)
I don’t want to know.

BRIAN (O.S.)
You’re not even a little curious.

CASSIE (O.S.)
Nope, but I bet it’s what got them 
killed.

LYRA (O.S.)
Yeah. Maybe.

FADE OUT:

END OF SHOW.
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