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BEGIN MINI EPISODE 12.

START RECORDING.

Before we begin, as the opening theme fades away, we hear: 

MR. CUTTER
(V.O.)

Number seven. Harris County, Texas. 
2013. 

Slowly we begin to hear AMBIENT NOISE as we - 

FADE INTO:

INT. HARRIS COUNTY JAIL - HOLDING CELLS - 0930 HOURS 

KLINK, KLINK, KLINK. The barred door to a cell slides to the 
side. 

RACHEL
Douglas Eiffel? 

EIFFEL
(not in the mood for 
visitors)

Guilty as charged... 

RACHEL
Great. Come with me. 

EIFFEL
Pretty sure I don’t get visitation 
for another couple of weeks. 

RACHEL
I’m an exception. Walk with me. 

Eiffel SIGHS in exhaustion and annoyance... but after a 
moment he does get up. He follows her into - 

INT. HARRIS COUNTY JAIL - CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

As she leads him down the hallway - 

EIFFEL
So... what’re you? My new lawyer? 

BEAT. 



EIFFEL (CONT’D)
So are you here about my appeal? 
Because they said that - 

RACHEL
(re: door)

Here, walk this way. 

EIFFEL
Uhh, wait a minute. I don't think 
we're allowed to go in there 
without an officer to - 

RACHEL
Today's an exception. 

EIFFEL
I'm... I'm not sure that's how it 
works. I don't - 

RACHEL
Mr. Eiffel. 

She says the words with an inflection that clearly means, 
"shut up." Once he's shut up:

RACHEL (CONT'D)
Please, take a moment, turn off the 
idiotic part of your brain that got 
you in here, turn on the slightly 
above average part that would be of 
interest to someone with my salary, 
and realize you have bigger things 
to worry about. Now shut up, and 
follow me. 

EIFFEL
All right, all right... You always 
this pleasant? 

RACHEL
Remember your situation, Mr. 
Eiffel. Pleasantries are no longer 
relevant to your case. 

The door slides open, and they walk into -

INT. HARRIS COUNTY JAIL - INTERROGATION ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Eiffel walks into the room. In front of him is a chair at a 
table. On the other side of the table, waiting, is - 
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MR. CUTTER
Ahhh... Mr. Doug Eiffel. Come in, 
come in. 

(to Rachel)
Thank you, Rachel. That'll be all 
for now. 

Rachel shuts the door behind Eiffel, leaving the two men 
alone. Mr. Cutter gestures at the chair. 

MR. CUTTER (CONT’D)
Please, have a seat. 

Handcuffs CLINK as Eiffel pulls out the chair and sits down. 

MR. CUTTER (CONT’D)
And how are we doing this morning? 

EIFFEL
Peachy. Never been better. 

Cutter LAUGHS. 

MR. CUTTER
Oh, I can tell you're a fun one. 
Now, Mr. Eiffel, or - it's Doug, 
right? Can I call you Doug? 

EIFFEL
You can call me Princess Buttercup 
if it means you'll leave me alone 
sooner. 

MR. CUTTER
That's a bit of a negative attitude 
to have, if you don't mind my 
saying. 

EIFFEL
(deadpan)

What can I say? I haven't had my 
coffee today. 

MR. CUTTER
Well... that we can do something 
about. 

Cutter gets up and walks across the room. After a moment we 
hear the unmistakable noise of a COFFEE CUP being POURED. 

EIFFEL
So... you and Scary Ally McBeal are 
my lawyers? 
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MR. CUTTER
(chuckles)

No, no. I'm not a lawyer. I don't 
have a law degree, and I'm 
certainly not some pimply pro-bono 
who wants to help you win your day 
in court. 

EIFFEL
Wait, what? Then why are you - 

MR. CUTTER
(you are going to listen 
to me now, little man)

My name is Mr. Cutter. And I'm 
here, Doug, because you are 
extraordinarily, infuriatingly, 
mind-numbingly lucky. 

(looking for a spoon)
Air Force communications 
specialist. Provisional technical 
sergeant, at least until your 
disciplinary record caught up with 
you. You've even done some rather 
exemplary work in private 
surveillance. Any security firm 
would be foolish not to want you. I 
say all of that to emphasize how, 
on any other day, I would be 
completely uninterested in you. 

(he laughs)
But like I said, you're lucky. Did 
you want any sugar in this? 

EIFFEL
No... 

MR. CUTTER
Great. 

He sets down the coffee cup in front of Eiffel. It CLATTERS 
slightly. 

MR. CUTTER (CONT’D)
Now, what can you tell me about the 
degrade on a pulse-beacon relay? 

EIFFEL
... who the hell are you? 
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MR. CUTTER
I'm the man in a tailored suit who 
hasn't stopped smiling, even after 
going through lockup security at 
nine in the morning. 

EIFFEL
And... what? You're here to do me a 
favor and then someday, and that 
day may never come, you'll call 
upon me to do a service for you? 

MR. CUTTER
You're only half wrong. I can have 
you remanded into our custody, 
Doug. I can do it today. I can make 
this - all of this - go away. If 
you agree to help me out with a 
little... project. 

EIFFEL 
Mister, I have seen, done, smelled, 
and licked crazy, but you are in a 
whole other league. 

Cutter SLIDES something from his folder towards Eiffel. 

MR. CUTTER
Now - again - I'm not a lawyer but 
that looks like a notarized release 
signed by the relevant D.A. and 
sheriff's officers. 

And so it is. Eiffel's jaw drops. He looks at Cutter, as 
though seeing him for the first time. 

MR. CUTTER (CONT'D)
But that's just me. 

EIFFEL
What do you want from me? 

MR. CUTTER
I want to send you, Douglas Eiffel, 
into space. 

A BEAT. 

Then Eiffel DISSOLVES INTO GUT-BUSTING LAUGHTER. 

EIFFEL
(still laughing)

Oh... Oh my God... That was great. 
Thank you! 

(MORE)
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That was exactly what I needed. I'm 
going to take this, and I'm going 
to enjoy the rest of my time in 
prison. You have a nice life, okay, 
Paglliacci? 

MR. CUTTER
Listen. 

(BEAT as Eiffel shuts up)
What it comes down to is: I need a 
comms expert who can do more with 
less and think outside the box. And 
you need a way to get out of this 
box. 

A BEAT. Eiffel squirms in his seat a little, and when he 
speaks it's with a quiet bitterness. 

EIFFEL
Maybe I disagree. 

(BEAT)
Maybe I don't want your damn way 
out. Maybe I don't want the Patrick 
Bateman cleaning service to just 
square things away for me. 

(BEAT)
Maybe I know I gotta do this... and 
you need to get out of my face. 

MR. CUTTER
(shrug)

Happy to oblige. But before I go? 
Take all those admirable thoughts 
of yours, put them aside for a 
moment, and think about Anne. You 
shouldn't let her suffer just 
because you've grown a conscience 
all of a sudden. 

EIFFEL
Don't. Don't you even say her name, 
you slimy, stuck-up - 

MR. CUTTER
Okay, okay, before you say more 
things I'm going to make you 
regret... The only point I'm trying 
to make here is that we can make 
sure that everything is squared 
away. Costs of living, education, 
medical bills... You have the 
chance to do something good for 
your daughter, Doug. 

EIFFEL (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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It's yours to waste, if you don't 
want to help her. 

A LONG, LONG BEAT.

EIFFEL
(low, sullen)

Pulse beacon relays don't degrade. 
They cool. That's the whole point. 

MR. CUTTER
The more you know. 

(gets up)
Come on. Let's go. 

Eiffel SCOFFS. 

EIFFEL
What? 

(beat)
Oh, come on. They're not going to 
let me walk out of here just like - 

At that moment, the DOOR OPENS. Rachel walks in, and deposits 
a box in front of Eiffel. 

RACHEL
They threw away your cigarettes, 
but here are the rest of your 
personal effects. 

EIFFEL
How did you - 

(beat)
Lemme guess. It’s an exception? 

MR. CUTTER
See? Told you he’d pick it up fast. 

(beat)
Well? What are you waiting for 
Let's go. 

EIFFEL
Y-yes. Sir. 

END OF MINI EPISODE 11.

STOP RECORDING.

MR. CUTTER (CONT'D)
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