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TEASER 
 

FADE IN: 
 
EXT. AJO HIGHWAY - MINUTES BEFORE DAWN 
 
The sun inches its way out from behind a nearby mountain 
range. The shadows from the mountains obscure the desert 
below, which is bisected by a two-lane highway. The road is 
deserted. 
 
As the sun creeps upward from behind the mountains, two 
cars appear from beyond the horizon. Their lights are off, 
making their dark shapes barely noticeable in the darkness. 
They approach a dark rectangular sign that sticks out of 
the ground a few feet away from the road. 
 
The first car pulls off the road and comes to a stop. The 
second car slows to a stop on the road beside it. A MAN 
emerges from the first car and closes the door behind him.  
 
The sun emerges from behind the mountains. Its light crawls 
along the desert floor toward the two vehicles. Before it 
reaches them, the man gets into the second car and it 
speeds away. 
 
The sign, now lit by the red-orange light of the sunrise, 
reads: "NOW ENTERING TOHONO O'ODHAM RESERVATION." 
 
INT. O'ODHAM MOBILE HOME - LIVING ROOM 
 
Most of the windows are blacked out with dark sheets. One 
window is uncovered, the tape that was previously holding 
it up now peeled to the side. 
 
Outside the window is a view of dilapidated mobile homes. 
Old automobiles and ancient kitchen appliances occupy the 
front "yards" of most of the houses. A two-lane highway 
lies a few hundred yards down a dirt road. No cars pass by. 
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An O'odham MOTHER (40s) lies face up in the middle of the 
dark and dusty living room. Used hypodermic needles hang 
over the edge of a rickety coffee table in the center of 
the room. A dirty shoelace tied in a loop sits on the floor 
next to the unconscious mother's arm. 
 
OLIVIA (O'odham, 13) enters the room with her backpack 
slung over one shoulder and a handwritten note in her hand. 
She kneels down at her mother's side and rolls her over 
onto her stomach. 
 
Olivia drops the note beside her mother's head and then 
gets up. She makes her way across the room and to the door. 
She opens the door and looks at her mother for a beat. 
 
INT. TRAILER - BEDROOM - MORNING 
 
SHERIFF JUAN GARCES (O’odham, 35)	  lies in bed staring at his 
alarm clock. It reads "5:29." Next to the clock are a 
Beretta 92FS and his badge. 
 
INSERT - THE BADGE 
 
The design is a typical police shield, with lettering at 
the edges: "TOHONO O'ODHAM POLICE DEPARTMENT - SELLS, AZ."  
 
BACK TO SCENE 
 
The clock turns to "5:30" and starts to BEEP. Garces swats 
the snooze button with his left hand.  
 
He reluctantly gets out of bed and drags his feet toward 
the front door, which he opens just wide enough to retrieve 
the newspaper from his front step. 
 
INT. TRAILER - BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS 
 
Garces sits on the pot and opens the paper. The headline 
reads: "TRIBAL GAMING COUNCIL TO VOTE ON CASINO INCOME 
DISTRIBUTION LEGISLATION." He glances down the page to an 
image of an O'odham woman. 
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INSERT - PICTURE OF VIVIAN ACOSTA 
 
She is beautiful and looks to be in her mid 30s. Under the 
picture is a caption that reads: "VIVIAN ACOSTA, SUPPORTER 
OF NEW LEGISLATION." 
 
INT. CHAIRMAN ORTEGA'S HOUSE - MORNING 
 
CHAIRMAN MICHAEL ORTEGA (light skinned O'odham, early 40s) 
uses a mirror to straighten his tie. He wears a designer 
suit and a fashionable dress shirt. 
The local newspaper sits on the counter underneath the 
mirror. It is open to the same article that Garces was 
reading. Next to the picture is another of an older white 
man.  
 
INSERT - PICTURE OF RANDALL THOMAS  
 
He is in his early sixties and has a full head of white 
hair. A caption underneath the image reads: "RANDALL THOMAS 
FAVORS LESS CASINO REGULATION." 
 
EXT. AJO HIGHWAY – MORNING 

Olivia walks down the side of the road toward a parked car. 
A sign that faces the opposite direction sticks in the 
ground halfway between the car’s front and rear fenders.  
 
As she nears the car she notices the pale, lifeless body of 
an O’odham woman through a filthy windshield. It is Vivian 
Acosta. Looking past the body in the passenger seat she 
sees another body in the back, a portly white man with a 
single bullet hole in his forehead. Randall Thomas. 
 

END OF TEASER 
 

MAIN TITLES 
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ACT ONE 
 

FADE IN: 
 
EXT. AJO HIGHWAY – LATER THAT MORNING 
 
O’odham POLICE OFFICERS guide traffic past the parked car 
containing the two bodies. The lane adjacent to the car is 
roped off for a couple hundred feet in either direction, 
resulting in two lines of cars stretching to the horizon on 
both sides. 
 
News vans line the opposite side of the road. REPORTERS 
mill about trying to find an officer willing to divulge 
anything about the crime scene. 
 
INT. GARCES' SQUAD CAR – CONTINUOUS 
 
Forced to drive on the shoulder due to the line of cars, 
Sheriff Garces pulls up to the crime scene while dodging 
reporters, looky-loos, and other officers. He gets out of 
the squad car. 
 
EXT. AJO HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS 
 
Garces surveys the crime scene in an attempt to find one of 
his deputies. 
 
ANGLE – DEPUTY GONZALES 
 
DEPUTY GONZAZLES (O’odham, 28) shoos a REPORTER away from 
the crime scene. He walks back toward the crime scene. 
 
ANGLE 
Garces makes a b-line for Gonzales, who now stands by the 
car containing the bodies. 

GONZALES 
Got your gun? You might 
want to just end it all 
right now. 
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GARCES 
That bad? 
 

GONZALES 
Two dead. Members of the 
Tribal Gaming Council. 
Vivian Acosta and -- 

(checking his notes) 
 

Garces looks through a back window and sees the body in the 
back seat. 

GARCES 
Randall Thomas. 

 
GONZALEZ 

Know the guy? 
 

Garces looks at Gonzales with an incredulous stare. 

GARCES 
Don't read the newspaper 
much, do you? 

 
GONZALES 

Not big on current 
events. 

 
GARCES 

The way he’s been 
running his mouth 
lately, he probably 
deserved the bullet. 
Locate a murder weapon 
yet? 

 
GONZALES 

Weapons. Gun for your 
buddy Randall, God knows 
what did this to Acosta. 

 
Garces takes a hard look at her body for the first time, 
causing him to turn away at almost the same instant. Her 
body is covered in lacerations around the waist and torso. 

GARCES 
Any witnesses? 
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GONZALES 
No one saw anything. A 
little girl found the 
bodies; she's waiting to 
give a statement. 

 
GARCES 

Age? 
 
GONZALES 

Eleven, twelve. Maybe 
older.  

 
Garces pauses a second to comprehend why such a young girl 
would be out on the highway alone.  

GONZALES (CONT'D) 
Mom's an addict. 
Heroine.  

 
GARCES 

Runaway? 
 
GONZALES 

Can you blame her? 
 
Unable to give himself an answer, he nods to the body of 
Vivian Acosta to change the subject.  

GARCES 
Any idea what shredded 
Acosta? 

 
GONZALES 

I’ll keep you posted. 
 

Deputy Gonzales grins as Sheriff Garces turns and 
approaches the line of reporters standing on the opposite 
side of the yellow police tape. 
 
INT. CHAIRMAN’S OFFICE – CONTINUOUS 
 
CHAIRMAN MICHAEL ORTEGA (O’odham, 50s) sits in a high-
backed office chair signing papers on his desk. Large, open 
windows give a panoramic view of Sells, Arizona and the 
surrounding mountains, desert, and cacti. 



7. 

VICE CHAIRMAN ETHEL CONDE (O’odham, 40s) busts through the 
office doors and grabs a television remote from Ortega’s 
desk. She turns on the television. He gives her a look. 

CONDE 
Trust me, you want to 
see this. 

 
ANGLE – THE TELEVISION 
 
A female reporter (white, 30s) faces Sheriff Garces as she 
holds a microphone to his mouth. 

REPORTER #1 
I’m standing here with 
newly appointed Sheriff 
of the Tohono O'odham 
Reservation, Juan 
Garces, who faces what 
could be the toughest 
case of his career in 
just his first week on 
the job.  

 
ANGLE 
The Chairman and Vice Chairman await Sheriff Garces’ 
response. 
 
INT. DESERT DIAMOND CASINO – RESTAURANT - CONTINUOUS 
 
Casino Manager TIMOTHY NORRIS watches a television in a 
restaurant adjacent to the casino floor. Slot machines 
CHIME in the background as GAMBLERS pull down levers. 

REPORTER (O.S.) 
Are you making any 
progress in your 
investigation, Sheriff? 

 
ANGLE – THE TELEVISION 

GARCES 
I can’t give specifics 
at this time. Two of our 
esteemed representatives 
have been ruthlessly 



8. 

murdered. Our people can 
rest assured that the 
untimely deaths of 
Vivian Acosta and 
Randall Thomas will be 
solved, and their killer 
will be brought to 
justice. 

 
INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - BREAK ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
 
MARY, Sheriff Garces' secretary, sits at a table with her 
eyes glued to the television screen. 
 
ANGLE - THE TELEVISION 

REPORTER 
Is there any word on the 
Tribal Gaming Council's 
decision? Will they push 
forward with the vote 
without Ms. Acosta and 
Mr. Thomas? 

 
GARCES 

I'm sorry, but politics 
aren't my game. 

 
EXT. AJO HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS 
 
Garces attention drifts away from the reporter as he 
notices an unmarked government van pull in next to his 
squad car. 

GARCES 
I have a date with the 
medical examiner. 

 
Sheriff Garces walks away from the reporter toward the 
medical examiner’s car. As he walks away, the reporter 
attempts to regain his attention. 

REPORTER 
Sheriff Garces! Can you 
tell us anything more 
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about the state of the 
bodies? 

 
Garces ignores her as he reaches Medical Examiner ROY ORTIZ 
(O’odham, 60s). He wears a lab coat and wire rimmed 
glasses. 

ORTIZ 
Care to introduce me to 
my new friends, Sheriff? 

 
GARCES 

(forcing a grin) 
This way. 

 
Garces leads Ortiz to the car containing the bodies, now 
guarded by Deputy Gonzalez.  
 
Ortiz goes right to work. He opens the driver side door and 
examines the body of Vivian Acosta for any sort of 
indication of when she was killed. He does the same with 
the body of Randall Thomas. 

ORTIZ 
The bodies were 
obviously moved from 
somewhere else. I'd say 
she's been dead four to 
eight hours. White guy's 
been gone almost a day. 

 
GARCES 

Anything else, Roy? 
 

 
ORTIZ 

I won’t be able to tell 
you anything more ‘til 
we get them to the lab. 

 
GARCES 

(to Gonzales) 
Make sure they get 
there. I'm going see 
what I can get from the 
girl. 
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GONZALES 
Good luck. 

 
INT. SQUAD CAR - CONTINUOUS 
 
Olivia watches Sheriff Garces as he makes his way toward 
her. He stops in his tracks once he notices her gaze. He 
lingers a moment before he continues on his way to the car. 
 
Olivia looks down at the floor of the car once Garces 
reaches the vehicle. He taps on the window to get her 
attention, but she still looks down. 
 
EXT. SQUAD CAR - CONTINUOUS 
 
Garces opens the door and kneels down to talk to Olivia. 

GARCES 
What's a pretty little 
girl like you doing on 
the highway this early? 

 
She doesn't move. He awkwardly puts his hand on her 
shoulder to console her. 

GARCES (CONT'D) 
I know you've had it 
rough. I'm here to help 
you out. 

 
She looks up and stares him directly in the eyes. 

OLIVIA 
You have no idea what 
you're talking about. 

 
Olivia returns her gaze to the floor. Garces stands up and 
brushes off his knees before he closes the door. He shakes 
his head and walks to his car. 
 
He starts the car and drives off, narrowly dodging cars and 
pedestrians in his path. Olivia looks up again and keeps 
her eyes on the car as it speeds down the highway. 
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Olivia turns her attention to Ortiz and Gonzales, who 
prepare the bodies for their trip to the coroner’s office. 
Ortiz's ASSISTANT zips up a body bag and gets Gonzales to 
help him hoist it onto a nearby gurney. 
 
They wheel it to the coroner’s van and load it in. They 
wheel back and do likewise with the body of Randall Thomas, 
straining a little as they pick up his body.  
 

END OF ACT ONE 
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ACT TWO 
 

FADE IN: 
 
EXT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - AFTERNOON 
 
To establish -- 
 
INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - GARCES' OFFICE - AFTERNOON 
 
Sheriff Garces rests his head on his desk, a large wooden 
desk with backing on the side opposite his chair.  

His hands cover his ears as he attempts to block out a 
chorus of RINGING telephones that are slightly muffled by 
the paper-thin door to his office. The voices of frustrated 
cops carry through the door as they answer the calls. 

He takes his hands off of his ears and instead places an 
index finger in each ear, but the ringing does not stop. He 
gets up from his chair and kicks it away from his desk. 

He gets down on his knees and crawls under the desk, 
turning while in the nook to face away from the desk 
backing. 

INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - INTERVIEW ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

Olivia sits alone at a small desk in the center of the 
small room. Her arms are crossed over one another. She 
stares blankly at the exterior grade carpet that her feet 
rest on. 

An unopened grape soda can sits on the desk. A ring of 
condensation circles the bottom of the can. 

INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - SQUAD ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
 
The ten desks in the office are manned by two OFFICERS 
apiece, each of which has a telephone of their own to 
answer. Every five seconds another phone rings. The one 
lucky officer that was previously enjoying a practically 
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nonexistent break from the festivities picks up each new 
call.  

OFFICER #1 (O.S.) 
Sheriff's Department. 
No, I can't comment on 
that now. 

 
OFFICER #2 (O.S.) 

I said I can't tell you 
anything about the case. 
You'll know as soon as 
we do. 

 
ANGLE 
Deputy Gonzales holds a telephone receiver to his ear. His 
knuckles are white from the force of his grip. 

GONZALES 
What do you not 
understand about "No 
Comment?" That means I 
have no... fucking... 
comment! 

 
Gonzales slams down the receiver. He picks up a pack of 
smokes and slams it against his palm to get one from the 
pack. He puts it in his mouth as he walks toward the door 
to the outside. 

GONZALES 
If the calls haven't 
stopped by the time I 
smoke this, I'm gonna 
confess to the murders 
myself. 

 
The other officers pay no attention to Gonzales. He shrugs 
and continues on his way to the door. 

OFFICER #3 
Yes, I'm still here. 

(a beat) 
No, I can't comment on 
the murders at this 
time. 
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ANGLE 
As Gonzales reaches the front door he is stopped by Garces' 
secretary, MARY (white, late 20s). She stands in front of 
the door to prevent his exit. 

MARY 
How is she doing in 
there? 

 
GONZALES 

She's fine, Mary. 
 
MARY 

You've had that twelve-
year-old girl sitting 
all alone in that room 
all morning! 

 
GONZALES 

What the hell else am I 
supposed to do? She 
won't say a damn thing! 

 
MARY 

Did you ever stop to 
think that she might not 
know anything? 

 
GONZALES 

Of course she doesn't 
know anything! Her mom's 
a drug addict, and she 
just wants to get away 
from her. Am I supposed 
to be the one to take 
her back to that mess? 

 
He pushes past her and goes outside. She stares at him 
through the glass door as he lights up a cigarette. 
 
INT. DESERT DIAMOND CASINO - CASINO FLOOR - DAY 
 
Norris stands on a raised level of the casino floor. He 
surveys the floor and notices a bank of big screen 
televisions displaying news footage about the murders. 
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ANGLE 
A PIT BOSS stands in the middle of a circle of table games 
next to the monitors. Gamblers sit at the tables, watching 
the televisions while absent-mindedly betting chips. 
Norris reaches the pit boss and grabs him by the tie, 
jerking his ear to Norris's mouth. 

NORRIS 
Change the channel on 
those fucking monitors 
or they'll find you 
gutted like Ms. Acosta. 

 
PIT BOSS 

Yes sir. 
 

Norris composes himself and walks back toward his office. 
The pit boss retrieves a remote control from under a nearby 
desk and points it at the bank of televisions. With the 
click of a button the reporter on the screens is replaced 
with a scroll of sports scores. 
 
INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - INTERVIEW ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
 
Olivia sits in her chair, still staring at the floor. The 
doorknob turns and the door starts to open. Mary slips in 
and shuts the door. She walks toward the desk and sits down 
in a chair opposite Olivia. 

MARY 
Olivia? 

 
Olivia gives no sign of hearing Mary, her eyes transfixed 
on the floor. 

MARY (CONT'D) 
Olivia?  

 
Olivia looks up at Mary, her dark eyes cold and devoid of 
emotion. 

MARY (CONT'D) 
I'd like to ask you a 
few questions, if that's 
ok with you. 
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OLIVIA 
You a cop? 

 
MARY 

No, I'm not a cop. I'm 
Sheriff Garces' 
secretary. 

 
OLIVIA 

What's a pretty white 
lady like you doing on 
the rez? I was you this 
is the last place I'd 
be. 

 
MARY 

Why were you on the 
highway? Were you 
running away from 
something? 

 
OLIVIA 

I don't have to talk to 
you. 

 
MARY 

I thought maybe you 
would open up to me 
since I'm-- 

 
OLIVIA 

A pretty white bitch. 
 
MARY 

(losing her 
patience) 

A woman. 
 
OLIVIA 

I'm not saying anything 
until you guys promise 
to get me off the rez. 

 
INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - SQUAD ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
 
Mary emerges from the interview room, closing the door 
behind her. She walks straight toward her desk and plops 
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down in her chair. She tilts her head down and stares 
blankly at the floor. 

INT. CHAIRMAN'S OFFICE - DAY 
 
Chairman Ortega sits back in his chair while on the 
telephone.  

ORTEGA 
Yes, I understand. I'll 
keep a foot up his ass. 

 
Ortega picks up his phone and dials. 

MARY (O.S.) 
(straining her 
voice) 

Sheriff's Department.  
(she clears her 
throat) 

If you're calling about 
the murders, I'm sorry 
but you'll have to call 
back on the main 
department line to speak 
to one of the officers. 

 
ORTEGA 

Tell Garces I'd like to 
see him. 

 
MARY 

I'm sorry, but Sheriff 
Garces is currently 
occupied. 

 
ORTEGA 

This is Chairman Ortega. 
Tell him to be here in 
ten minutes. 

 
INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - GARCES' OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 
 
Sheriff Garces composes himself before he opens the door to 
the squad room. As he opens it, a defeated looking Mary 
stands in front of him. 
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MARY 
The chairman wants to 
see you. 

 
GARCES 

Is he here? 
 
MARY 

His office. You'd better 
get over there. 

 
GARCES 

Are you all right, Mary? 
 
She looks away, about to break down and cry. She manages to 
hold it in. 

MARY 
Yeah, Sheriff. I'm fine. 

 
INT. CHAIRMAN'S OFFICE - DAY 
 
Chairman Ortega sits in his chair staring at the door to 
his office. His intercom BEEPS and Vice Chairman Conde's 
voice comes through. 

CONDE (O.S.) 
The Sheriff is here to 
see you. 

 
He pushes a button on the phone base. 

ORTEGA 
Send him in. 

 
The door opens and Garces sidles in. He avoids looking 
Ortega in the eye. 

GARCES 
Chairman Ortega, what 
can I do for you today? 

 
ORTEGA 

What do you have on the 
murders? 
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GARCES 
We're waiting to hear 
back from the lab. No 
witnesses yet, but we're 
looking. 

 
ORTEGA 

Anything else? 
 
GARCES 

We just discovered the 
bodies a few hours ago, 
sir. We're doing 
everything we can to 
solve these murders. 

 
ORTEGA 

What you are doing is 
pissing in my face just 
a week after I put my 
ass on the line making 
you sheriff. I have to 
give a statement in just 
a few minutes, and 
you've given me nothing. 

 
Garces turns to look out the window at the parking lot. 
News vans are parked near his squad car. REPORTERS and 
CAMERAMEN make adjustments to their equipment. 

GARCES 
I don't know what else I 
can do, sir. I'll rush 
the lab results, but I 
doubt we'll turn up 
anything. 

 
ORTEGA 

I hope you didn't burn 
any bridges in Tucson, 
because I'll send you 
packing if you don't 
come up with anything 
soon. 
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GARCES 
Don't worry, sir. The 
whole force will be-- 

 
ORTEGA 

Just do your job. Now 
I'm going to do mine. 

 
EXT. TOHONO O'ODHAM GOVERNMENT BUILDING - AFTERNOON 
 
Chairman Ortega and Sheriff Garces exit the double doors to 
the office building. They make a straight line toward the 
mob of reporters. Ortega plasters his face with a fake 
smile while Garces prepares for the worst. 
 
Ortega leans toward Garces and whispers into his ear. 

ORTEGA 
Don't make me regret 
making you Sheriff. 

 
As they reach the steps, Ortega slows his gait. Garces 
stands awkwardly beside him. 

REPORTER #2 
Sheriff Garces, what is 
the state of the murder 
investigation? 

 
Garces leans toward the microphone to speak, but is 
interrupted by Ortega. 

ORTEGA 
We are unable to divulge 
any new information at 
this time, but I would 
like to reiterate that 
our police department, 
headed by my personal 
choice for Sheriff, is 
doing all that it can to 
solve these murders. 
I've just spoken with 
the Sheriff, and he has 
given me his word that 
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they are pursuing all 
leads. 

 
As he speaks he makes a show of his hand gestures and 
facial expressions, selling his charisma and charm with the 
silver tongue of a car salesman. 

ORTEGA (CONT'D) 
I have the utmost 
confidence in Sheriff 
Juan Garces as a 
Sheriff, and more 
importantly as a man. He 
is the only man for this 
job. 

 
He turns to Garces and extends his right hand. Garces 
hesitates for a moment and then meets it with his hand. 
They shake for a moment and then release their grips. 

REPORTER #3 
And what about the 
Tribal Gaming Committee? 
Will they vote tonight 
as planned, or will the 
decision be pushed? 

 
Ortega waits a beat before he responds. He looks down at 
the ground for a moment to summon some tears in the corner 
of his eyes. 

ORTEGA 
What happened to Vivian 
Acosta and Randall 
Thomas is unspeakable. 
They were two of our 
most passionate public 
representatives, and 
their dedication will be 
sorely missed. 

 
He takes a handkerchief from his suit pocket and wipes his 
eyes. 
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ORTEGA (CONT'D) 
The vote will be delayed 
indefinitely, until the 
council can locate two 
individuals who can 
serve the community with 
the same passion and 
tenacity that Vivian and 
Randall demonstrated 
each and every day. 
That's all I can say for 
now. 

 
They break from the crowd and walk toward Garces' squad 
car. Ortega opens the driver door for Garces, who gets in. 

ORTEGA 
You should get back to 
the station.  

(he looks at his 
watch) 

Some men from the FBI 
should be there any 
minute to discuss the 
investigation. I hope 
you can work through 
this whole mess 
together. 

 
Ortega closes the door and walks back toward the office 
building. Garces sits motionless in the driver seat. 
 

END OF ACT TWO 
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ACT THREE 
 
FADE IN: 
 
EXT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - AFTERNOON 
 
Deputy Gonzales rests against a wall next to the front door 
of the police department. Two cigarette butts sit next to 
his cowboy boots. A third drops from his hand and next to 
the other two. He puts it out with his boot as he lights a 
fourth. 
 
ANGLE 
Two black sedans race down the road adjacent to the police 
department. They slow down once they reach the parking lot 
and then come to a stop. 
 
Four FBI AGENTS get out of the two cars, three white and 
one black. They walk straight into the station without so 
much as a nod to Gonzales. 
 
INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - SQUAD ROOM 
 
The four FBI Agents walk up to Mary's desk. She does not 
notice the agents. The black agent retrieves his badge and 
holds it out toward her. 
 
INSERT - THE BADGE 
 
Next to his picture are the agent's credentials and name: 
"Special Agent Malcolm Wallace." 
 
BACK TO SCENE 

BLACK AGENT 
FBI. Sheriff Garces? 

 
Mary lifts her head and looks at the badge.  
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MARY 
He's out. You can wait 
for him the conference 
room if you like. 
 

She points toward the conference room door, which sits at 
the opposite side of the squad room from her desk. 
 
INT. GARCES' SQUAD CAR 
 
From inside his car, Garces sees the FBI Agents walk away 
from Mary's desk. He takes a deep breath and opens the 
door. 
 
INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - SQUAD ROOM 
 
The front door opens and Garces walks in. He looks across 
the room and sees Special Agent Wallace through the 
conference room window. Wallace stares directly at him. 
 
INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - CONFERENCE ROOM 
 
Garces opens the door and closes it behind him. He sits at 
one end of the conference table. The agents sit at the 
other side of the table. Wallace stands up and speaks. 
 
Sheriff Garces pays no mind to the words Wallace is saying. 
His eyes are transfixed on Wallace's lips and nothing more. 
In his mind they speak words of salvation from his case, 
the double murder that threatens to strip him of everything 
he has ever wanted. 
 
Wallace stands up and walks over to Garces. He leans down 
to speak directly to him. 

WALLACE 
Do you know why we are 
here, Sheriff? 

 
Garces does not react for a second, and then he quickly 
shrugs and sits up in his chair. 
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GARCES 
Juan. You can call me 
Juan. What were you 
saying, Mr. Wallace? 

 
WALLACE 

Special Agent Wallace. 
(half-joking) 

But you can call me 
Malcolm. 

(shifting back 
to serious) 

I asked you if you know 
why the bureau has seen 
fit to send my 
colleagues and myself to 
the quaint little burg 
of Sells, Arizona. 

 
Garces is caught off guard by the tone of Wallace's voice. 
He struggles to get any words out. 
 
INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - SQUAD ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
 
Deputy Gonzales, Mary, and the other officers sit at their 
desks looking in the direction of the conference room. The 
blinds are open, giving them the best seats in the house. 
Phones RING in the background and go unanswered. 

MARY 
He doesn't look so 
great. I hope he's doing 
all right in there. 

 
Inside the conference room Wallace barks orders at Garces. 
His words are unintelligible from Mary and Gonzales' 
vantage point, but the sentiment is clear. Wallace is 
pissed to be there and is taking it out on Garces. 

GONZALES 
Looks like there's 
nowhere to go but up. 
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EXT. TRIBAL GAMING COUNCIL OFFICE - EVENING 
 
Timothy Norris gets out of a luxury sports car and walks 
toward the front door of the building. He opens the door 
and walks in, passing the SECRETARY without stopping. 
 
INT. TRIBAL GAMING COUNCIL OFFICE - MEETING ROOM - EVENING 
 
MEMBERS of the Tribal Gaming Council sit around a 
conference table in a heated discussion. An O'odham man in 
his thirties stands up and attempts to get everyone's 
attention. His name is ERNESTO GUERRERO. 

ERNESTO 
How are you guys not 
understanding this? If 
we vote this in, none of 
us are safe. 

 
A female member of the council leans toward Ernesto in 
response to his statement. She has no confidence in what he 
says. 

FEMALE COUNCIL MEMBER 
But Randall is dead. He 
was against the bill 
from the very beginning. 

 
ERNESTO 

I have no clue why they 
got rid of him, but we 
cannot pass this. You 
guys have to trust me. 

 
An OLDER O'ODHAM MAN sits up in his chair to speak. He is 
tired and his patience is wearing thin.  

OLDER MAN 
You're just being 
paranoid, Ernesto. This 
is all some freak 
accident. Give it a rest 
so we can get outta 
here. 
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Ernesto cringes when he hears the word "accident." He leans 
over the table to get into the older man's face. 

ERNESTO 
Accident? Vivian came in 
here every god damn day 
and did all she could to 
give some of that money 
back to our people. I 
don't know why Randall 
ended up in that car 
with her. Frankly, I 
don't care.  
 

As he utters the words Timothy Norris enters the room from 
behind Ernesto. Norris stops in his tracks to hear what 
Ernesto has to say. 

ERNESTO (CONT'D) 
You know they were 
involved in this. Have 
you seen them on the 
news? Can you really 
tell me that you trust 
them? 

 
NORRIS 

Ernesto.  
 

Ernesto's face goes white as he hears his name. He turns to 
face Norris. 

NORRIS (CONT'D) 
I can see you're shaken 
up over today's 
unfortunate and untimely 
events. I'd like to 
extend my condolences to 
you and your fellow 
council members. 

 
ERNESTO 

Oh, hello Tim. Thank you 
for stopping by. It, uh, 
it really means a lot. 
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INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - CONFERENCE ROOM - EVENING 
 
Wallace paces back and forth as he disseminates information 
to Garces, who sits with a blank expression on his face. 
The other agents continue to look on, their hands clasped 
as they stare down the table at the Sheriff. 

WALLACE 
This is not to say that 
I agree with the 
Bureau's decision. But I 
am a professional, and I 
do what is asked of me 
by the man who signs my 
checks. If I had things 
my way, we would take 
these murders off of 
your lap and leave it at 
that. 

 
GARCES 

So... The Bureau will 
play what role, exactly? 

 
WALLACE 

My boss has seen fit to 
take over one of the 
murders for you. Budget 
cuts. You know what I'm 
talking about. 

 
GARCES 

Which one? 
 
WALLACE 

Randall Thomas. He was 
tight with my boss 
before this grisly 
business, and he 
believes it to be his 
duty to see the case 
through to the very end. 

 
 
GARCES 

What about Vivian 
Acosta? 
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WALLACE 
The Bureau feels that it 
would be better if your 
department handled the 
Acosta case. Know that 
these are not my words 
when I say this, but the 
FBI is under the 
impression that "Ms. 
Acosta would have wanted 
her people to solve her 
murder." 

 
The Sheriff sits back in his chair and looks incredulously 
at Special Agent Wallace. 
 

END OF ACT THREE 
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ACT FOUR 
 

FADE IN: 
 

EXT. CORONOR'S OFFICE - EVENING 
 
Sheriff Garces' squad car sits out in front of the 
coroner's office, a small bungalow type building. One of 
the two FBI sedans is parked beside the squad car. 
 
In the car sits one of the white FBI agents. He reads the 
reservation newspaper while he waits for his partner to 
return. 
 
INT. CORONOR'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 
 
Garces and Wallace sit in two uncomfortable chairs by the 
front door of the office. Wallace inspects his nails while 
Garces hangs his head low and stares down at the floor. 
Metallic CLANGS resonate throughout the office, along with 
the shuffling of Roy Ortiz's feet. 

ORTIZ (O.S.) 
I'll be with you in a 
minute! 

 
Wallace turns his head and looks at Garces. 

WALLACE 
Is it always this slow? 

  
GARCES 

I've been Sheriff for 
four days.  
 

Garces lifts up his head to look Wallace in the eye. 

GARCES (CONT'D) 
It's not too often we 
pull a double murder 
here. He's probably 
cleaning up last night's 
poker game. 
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Ortiz waddles out from the door to the exam room and walks 
toward Garces and Wallace. 

ORTIZ 
Now, which one of you 
fine gentleman is here 
for Mr. Thomas? 

 
GARCES 

That would be Special 
Agent Wallace. 

 
Special Agent Wallace rises to his feet and buttons his 
suit jacket. 

WALLACE 
It's nice to meet you, 
Dr. Ortiz. I've heard a 
lot about you. 

 
ORTIZ 

Sure you have. Well, 
come on back! 

 
Wallace turns to look at Garces. 

WALLACE 
Care to join us? 

 
INT. CORONER'S OFFICE - EXAM ROOM - CONTINOUS 
 
Ortiz RIPS a plastic sheet off of a body that lies on one 
of two exam tables in the room. Randall Thomas' pale, 
lifeless body looks bluish in the fluorescent light of the 
room.  

ORTIZ 
(speaking to the 
body) 

I believe you've already 
been introduced to 
Sheriff Garces. Randall, 
this is Special Agent 
Wallace. Don't let him 
scare you. He's 
harmless. 
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Wallace shoots Garces a "what the fuck" look. Garces shrugs 
and enjoys how uncomfortable Wallace is getting. 

WALLACE 
What can you tell me 
about the body? 

 
ORTIZ 

I'd say it had been in 
the car twenty to twenty 
four hours, maybe a 
little less if the heat 
sped up the rigor. 

 
WALLACE 

Cause of death? 
 
ORTIZ 

Single gunshot wound to 
the forehead. Close 
range. I can't say for 
certain what caliber, 
but looks like a .38. 

 
WALLACE 

You can't run ballistics 
here? 

 
ORTIZ 

(cocking his 
head inquisi-
tively) 

Ba-llistics? I don't 
know what you're talking 
about, Agent Wallace. 

(he starts to 
speak normally) 

We have the equipment. 
What we don't have is 
the bullet. 

 
Ortiz sticks his finger into the bullet hole and jiggles it 
around. He takes his finger out after a moment and raises 
his hands up as if to ask, "Where did it go?" 
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EXT. TRIBAL GAMING COUNCIL OFFICE - EVENING 
 
A luxury sedan pulls up next to Timothy Norris' car in the 
parking lot. Chairman Ortega exits the vehicle and looks 
into the window to check his suit and tie. 
 
INT. TRIBAL GAMING COUNCIL OFFICE - MEETING ROOM - EVENING 
 
Timothy Norris stands at the head of the conference table 
as he addresses the council members. The looks on their 
faces are a combination of fear, exhaustion, and waning 
patience. 

NORRIS 
I'm sorry to keep you 
all here so late, but we 
felt it was imperative 
to discuss the matter 
together before paranoia 
takes over.  

 
ERNESTO 

We? We're all here right 
now, why can't you just 
get to the point? 

 
 
NORRIS 

We are not all here, 
Ernesto. Chairman Ortega 
is joining us as well. 

 
Ortega rounds the corner and enters the room. He exchanges 
a glance with Norris. They hold for a moment before Norris 
turns back to the table with a smile on his face. 

NORRIS 
Speak of the devil. 

 
INT. CORONOR'S OFFICE - EXAM ROOM - NIGHT 
 
Ortiz pulls off the plastic sheet from on top of the body 
of Vivian Acosta. Garces turns to look away, but forces 
himself to look back. 
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ORTIZ 
Now here's where things 
start to get interest-
ing, gentlemen. There 
are lacerations all over 
her torso, from her 
pubic region to her 
breasts. The state of 
her nails suggests she 
put up quite a fight, 
but I can't find a shred 
of any fiber or skin. 

 
GARCES 

What made the cuts? 
 
ORTIZ 

A very sharp blade. 
Straight edged, not 
serrated. 

 
He pulls the sheet back over the body and takes off his 
glasses to wipe them. 

ORTIZ (CONT'D) 
She was raped. Looks 
like there was more than 
one of 'em, but I can't 
say for sure until I get 
the labs back. 

 
Wallace looks to Garces to see if he is going to prod 
Ortiz. He waits a beat before chiming in. 

WALLACE 
Time of death? 

 
ORTIZ 

She was assaulted within 
an hour of her death. 
I'd put that about six 
hours before that little 
girl found her. 

 
Wallace puts his hands on his hips and looks incredulously 
at Ortiz, unable to comprehend the report. Ortiz puts his 
glasses back on and looks at Sheriff Garces. 
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ORTIZ (CONT'D)  
I'm sorry, Sheriff. 

 
Garces nods to Ortiz and turns to face the wall, unable to 
speak for the time being. 
 
INT. TRIBAL GAMING COUNCIL OFFICE - MEETING ROOM - NIGHT 
 
Ernesto stands at the end of the conference table opposite 
Chairman Ortega and Timothy Norris. He is pissed. The rest 
of the council members sit in fear, not wanting to be 
associated with Ernesto's outbursts. 

ERNESTO 
This is bullshit! You 
can't just delay a bill 
so you can get two 
people in here that want 
to keep lining your 
pockets! 

 
NORRIS 

The council is an 
independent entity, 
Ernesto. We have no say 
in appointments or 
replacements. 
 

ORTEGA 
Delaying the vote is for 
the best. There's no use 
making the decision now. 

 
Ernesto looks Ortega in the eyes and holds a moment, 
looking for any sign of weakness. Finding none, he picks up 
his coat and briefcase from beneath the table and briskly 
walks past Norris and Ortega. 

NORRIS 
Does anyone else feel 
strongly about delaying 
the vote? 

 
The council members sit silently, avoiding direct eye 
contact with Norris and Ortega. 
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EXT. CORONOR'S OFFICE - NIGHT 
 
Wallace and Garces exit the office and walk toward their 
vehicles. The Sheriff shuffles his feet in a daze, he is 
still processing. He stops abruptly and sits down on a 
concrete parking spot divider.  
 
Wallace hesitates for a moment and then sits down beside 
Garces. He waits a moment before he attempts to break the 
silence. 

WALLACE 
Hell of a catch for your 
first week. 

 
GARCES 

I'm the I'itoi. 
 
WALLACE 

The what? 
 
GARCES 

The I'itoi.  
(waiting for 
Wallace to 
comprehend) 

The man in the maze. 
 
Wallace thinks for a second. 

WALLACE 
That little stick guy on 
the baskets? 

 
GARCES 

Yes, from the damn 
baskets.  

 
WALLACE 

What does that have to 
do with you? 

 
GARCES 

I've spent my whole life 
in the fucking maze. 
High school, college, 
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the police academy, I 
pushed through it all so 
I could come back here 
and serve my people. 
Keep them safe. I 
thought getting this job 
was the end of it.  

 
WALLACE 

You'll get through this 
too. I've seen cases ten 
times worse than this. 

 
The Sheriff turns and looks Wallace in the eye. 

GARCES 
I have one chance to 
keep this job. And the 
Chairman has his foot so 
far up my ass I can 
hardly breathe. Maybe I 
wasn't meant to be 
Sheriff. 
 

Wallace starts to speak, but he cannot bring himself to 
disagree. He attempts to change the subject. 

WALLACE 
Why did Ortiz apologize 
to you back there? 

 
Garces stands up and turns to look out at the highway that 
runs by the Coroner's Office. 

GARCES 
At the end of all this, 
they say we get to look 
back on what we've done 
in the maze. I have a 
feeling I'm going to be 
disappointed. 

 
He walks to his car without saying goodbye to Special Agent 
Wallace. He gets in and drives off. 
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INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - HOLDING CELL - NIGHT 
 
Mary lays a blanket over Olivia, who sleeps on a rickety 
cot. She stands up and looks down at the girl for a beat. 
 
INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - SQUAD ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
 
Mary quietly closes the door to the holding cell area and 
walks over toward her desk. She stops as she passes in 
front of the door to Sheriff Garces' office. She sees light 
through a frosted glass window in the upper half of the 
door. 
 
Mary lingers a beat before finishing the trip to her desk. 
She grabs her purse and coat and walks out the front door. 
 
INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - GARCES' OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 
 
Garces leans back in his chair with his eyes closed. He 
rocks back and forth a few times. He abruptly stops, opens 
his eyes, and pulls out his top desk drawer. 
 
He fumbles around for a few moments and then stops. His 
hand surfaces from his desk with an aged four by six 
photograph with something scribbled on the back. 
Garces flips the picture around in his hand to read the 
note. 
 
INSERT - BACK OF THE PHOTOGRAPH 
 
The note is written in the center: "JUAN AND VIVIAN, NAWAIT 
FESTIVAL '95." 
 
BACK TO SCENE 
 
He flips the photograph around again to look at the front. 
In the picture a younger Juan Garces squeezes a juicy 
cactus fruit into the mouth of an equally young Vivian 
Acosta. The bright white teeth of her wide smile are 
drizzled with thick red syrup. 



39. 

Garces retrieves a lighter from his pocket and attempts to 
ignite the flame. It fails twice before he gets it going. 
He holds it to the bottom corner of the picture and then 
tosses the memento into a metal trashcan underneath the 
desk.  
 
The picture smolders at the bottom of the can. As it melts 
the faces of a young Juan Garces and Vivian Acosta roll 
into each other and burn up. Off which-- 
 

END OF ACT FOUR 
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EPILOGUE 
 

FADE IN: 
 

INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - SQUAD ROOM - DAYS LATER 
 
Mary walks toward her desk with a hot cup of coffee in one 
hand and the reservation newspaper in the other. As she 
sits down in her chair, Ortiz' assistant comes through the 
front door carrying a manila envelope. He wears a lab smock 
that is a few sizes too big on him. 

ASSISTANT 
Oh, hey Mary. Roy sent 
me over with this. It's 
for the Sheriff. 

 
MARY 

Thanks for coming by-- 
 
She lingers a moment, trying to drag a name out of him. 

ASSISTANT 
Matt. I'm sorry, my name 
is Matt. 

 
MARY 

It's nice to meet you, 
Matt. I'm Mary. 

 
He smiles an awkward smile and stands still a moment. Mary 
smiles back. He walks out the door. Mary shakes her head 
and laughs to herself before she gets up and walks toward 
the break room. 

 
INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - BREAK ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
 
Sheriff Garces sits alone reading the newspaper and eating 
breakfast. He has an air of confidence about him that he 
has never had before. 
 
Mary enters the room with the manila envelope in hand. She 
shoots Garces a smile. 
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MARY 
Matt from the coroner's 
office brought this by 
for you.  

 
She hands him the envelope and turns to leave the room. 

GARCES 
Thanks, Mary. 

(to get her to 
turn around) 

Mary? 
 

Mary turns to face him. 

MARY 
Yeah, Sheriff? 

 
GARCES 

Thanks for taking care 
of that little girl. We 
all really appreciate 
what you do around here. 

 
MARY 

She's a good kid. She 
just needs to let her 
guard down. 

 
GARCES 

I know the type. Thanks 
again, Mary. 

 
She smiles and walks out of the room. 
 
INT. SELLS POLICE DEPARTMENT - GARCES' OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 
 
The manila envelope hits Garces' desk. He sits down and 
opens it with a letter opener. The office door is closed. 
Inside is a two-page report that is dog-eared at the upper 
right hand corner. 
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INSERT - THE REPORT 
 
A table of data takes up most of the page. Garces runs his 
finger down the page to a row labeled: "DNA TEST RESULTS." 
He follows the row to the middle, which reads: "TWO 
SPECIMENS FOUND: ONE UNKNOWN, ONE MATCH." 
 
BACK TO SCENE 
 
A glimmer of hope shines in his eyes. Maybe he finally 
caught a break. 
 
INSERT - DNA TEST RESULTS 
 
He traces the row down to the very last column. It reads: 
"DNA MATCH FROM ARIZONA DATABASE: RANDALL THOMAS, TUCSON, 
AZ." 
 
BACK TO SCENE 
 
Caught off guard, Garces pushes the report aside and leans 
back in his chair. His mind races. Only one expression 
could describe the look on his face: "What now?" 
 

 
THE END 
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