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N E W  H O P E

FADE IN

EXT. ROAD - NIGHT

A police car zooms down the deserted road. It is raining as 
the car continues driving. The driver reaches for his 
communicator and holds it toward his mouth. Preparing to 
speak.

OFFICER
I repeat, we are near the location. 
I repeat, we are near the location. 
Copy.

RESPONDER
(On communicator)

We copy. Proceed with extreme 
caution.

OFFICER
Will do so.

He puts the communicator down and picks up his cell phone. 
Pressing speed dial, he waits for the other line to pick up.

MAN
Hello?

OFFICER
Roy, this is Kurt. We need you at 
our location ASAP. Its an 
emergency.

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

ROY HARDY, Caucasian, 30s, a homicide detective stands inside 
the house’s living room. Searching for evidence of the 
culprit. He walks around the room.

ROY
Are you talking about the house 
where Kraus' hiding?

Kurt pauses.



KURT
Don’t tell me you’re already there. 
You’re supposed to wait for the 
rest of us.

ROY
Didn’t have the time to do so, 
Kurt. You have the knowledge of how 
I work.

KURT
Be that as it may. Just wait for us 
to arrive.

ROY
Sure.

Roy hangs up the phone. Placing it back into his jacket 
pocket. He turned his head walking toward the hallway. He 
hears stumbling in one of the rooms. Moving slowly, he pulled 
out his firearm and walked toward each door down the hall.

Roy slowly opened the first door, which is a bathroom. He 
flips the switch and sees nothing inside. He approaches the 
second door. Opening it and seeing its a bedroom with no one 
inside. Still hearing the stumbling. He approaches the third 
door and kicks it open.

INT. HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Roy looked inside the room and sees a man on his knees 
scrambling through stacks of papers in a closet. Roy aims his 
gun toward the man.

ROY
You can give yourself up now, 
Kraus.

The man stopped moving and stood up. His hands in the air as 
he turned to face Roy. He is CHARLES KRAUS(40s), a well-known 
rapist and sex offender.

ROY (CONT’D)
It's time you come with me. Where 
you’ll be placed in prison.

KRAUS
Please, I’m just a man with issues. 
I can’t control what I do with my 
actions. It's like an instinct. You 
know how animals react when they 
feel threatened. They attack to 
defend themselves.
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ROY
I’m not here to learn about your 
instincts and animal nature. I’m 
here to bring you to justice.

Kraus laughs as he lowers his arms. Roy is unsure of Kraus’ 
behavior.

KRAUS
You just don’t get it do you, boy. 
I’m not going anywhere. The only 
place I’m going is to the local 
club to find the next bitch that I 
can have some fun with.

ROY
No you’re not.

KRAUS
How can you be sure? I don’t here 
any sirens outside, so that means 
you’re all alone with me.

ROY
The rest of the crew will be here 
at any moment.

KRAUS
OK. Well, until they arrive. I need 
to release my frustrations on 
something and you’re the only one 
here.

Roy raises up the gun toward Kraus. He laughs as he takes 
small steps toward Roy.

KRAUS (CONT’D)
Just put the gun down and left me 
release my tension. It won’t take 
long. Only a small instant and 
you’ll be just fine.

ROY
One more step and you’ll be on the 
ground.

KRAUS
(grinning)

I’ll just take my chances.

Kraus runs toward Roy. As he gets closer, Roy moves the gun 
into his left hand and punches Kraus in the nose with his 
right hand. Kraus falls back on the floor. He rubs his nose, 
seeing his blood on his hand. He looks up at Roy, smiling and 
licking his blood.
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KRAUS (CONT’D)
You’re one strong son of a bitch. 
You’re just perfect!

Kraus gets to his feet and begins running. As he runs, Roy 
kicks him in the gun and punches him in the face. Knocking 
Kraus back to the floor. Roy rubs his hand as he hears sirens 
coming from outside. He looks down at Kraus.

ROY
Looks like they’re here.

KRAUS
I’m well aware.

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

The police scatter through the entire house. Finding little 
evidence and taking Kraus to the outside toward the car. Roy 
is speaking with Kurt.

KURT
I would say it was a nice job you 
did. Protecting yourself and all.

ROY
The guy attempted to rape me. What 
else could I have done.

KURT
It's none of my business. You done 
your job and that’s all I want to 
hear. I’ll see you back at the 
office.

ROY
Sure thing.

Kurt walks away as another man approached Roy. He is 
DETECTIVE MARCUS JONES, African-Canadian, mid 30s. He is a 
detective from Toronto.

JONES
I would like to say, not many 
officials have the courage you have 
to face a man like Kraus alone. 
Nice work.

ROY
I’m sorry. May I ask who you are 
exactly?

Jones extends his hand.
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JONES
Detective Marcus Jones. Toronto 
Police Department.

Roy shakes Jones’ hand.

ROY
Roy Hardy. Vancouver Police.

JONES
I’m sure you’re curious as to why 
I’m here on a Vancouver case.

ROY
It crossed my mind.

JONES
I have an opposition for you. I was 
wondering if you’ll be interested.

Jones pulls out a file and hands it to Roy. He looks at it 
and opens it. Seeing the case titled “The Apprehension 
Theory”. 

ROY
What is this? Some sort of case?

JONES
Not just any case. This case is 
very historic. I’m sure Vancouver 
hasn’t heard about this particular 
case. That’s the reason I’m here to 
offer you a spot on it.

Roy continues to look through the file. Turning the pages he 
stops at a page with a picture of a woman with dark hair and 
beautiful features. He looks at her name and sees “Bethany 
Carter”.

ROY
Who’s Bethany Carter?

JONES
She’s someone we’ll need for this. 
Though we'll get to more details as 
soon as I here your response.

Roy closes the file and hands it back to Jones.

ROY
Seems like a pretty big case. 
You’ll need some experienced 
detectives. 
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JONES
So, I take it you’re in?

ROY
When can we head to Toronto?

END.
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