
INT. ABANDONED BUILDING, LUKE'S BAR - NIGHT

A cracked bentwood chair with a broken leg lies on the warped 
wood floor in a puddle of water. A RAT approaches the puddle 
for a drink and sends ripples toward the chair.

TERMITES climb out from beneath the chair and scurry toward 
the burnt piece of wood that used to be a bar. 

The rat meanders toward the charred brick wall. He climbs a 
furnace to a pipe that screams of tetanus and makes his 
ascent into the gutted remains of the building. 

INT. ABANDONED BUILDING, APARTMENTS - CONTINUOUS

The floors have been knocked out to make way for a new 
skeleton architecture to go in. Tarps and sheets hang from 
scaffolding on the other side of the empty space. 

The rat continues to climb -- one floor, two, three -- up the 
plumbing fixtures that used to connect apartment bathrooms. 
At the fourth floor, he arrives at a windowsill. 

As he makes his way across the windowsill toward the 
scaffolding, we see New York City through the blown out 
windows. 

A half eaten bag of potato chips sits on the scaffolding, the 
object of the rat’s search. As he tunnels into the bag, we 
notice a red, black, and silver metal rod lying beside it.

Above, MATT MURDOCK, dressed in his Daredevil armor, hangs 
limply, tangled in a makeshift hammock of electrical wires. 
His left leg is akimbo in an unnatural position.

SILENCE.

Suddenly, Matt's body jerks to life and he nearly falls from 
the wires down the five stories below. An intense pain 
radiates from his dislocated knee. He breathes rapidly, 
trying to determine where he is. 

He  painstakingly lifts himself up through the hole in the 
floor above him, his body split between the two levels. 

As he uses his upper body to try and pull his legs from the 
wires, the wood floor begins to splinter under his weight. He 
pauses, stuck. 

Then...CLICK, CLICK, CLICK. Matt cocks his head in the 
direction of the sound. 

(CONTINUED)



It's the rat. The two look at one another for a moment and 
then the rat continues on his way, leaving Matt in his hole.

SMASHCUT TO:

MAIN TITLES.

INT. HOGARTH, CHAO, AND BENOWITZ OFFICE - EARLIER THAT DAY

FOGGY NELSON, hair slicked back and looking dapper in a suit 
and tie, follows JERI HOGARTH through the pristine office 
space. 

JERI
The resources you can expect at 
Hogarth, Chao, and Benowitz are 
above and beyond what you'll find 
at any other firm in the city. From 
our law library, managed by our 
interns, to our staff of in-house 
chefs, who will prepare your 
favorite dish anytime day or night.

FOGGY
Sounds dangerous.

JERI
We want our attorneys working at 
full speed, so providing them with 
the tools for success is our 
highest priority. 

FOGGY
That's certainly impressive, Ms. 
Hogarth.

JERI
Please, call me Jeri.

FOGGY
Okay, Jeri.

They approach a large glass desk.

JERI
I know you haven't officially 
accepted our offer yet, but I 
thought it prudent to give you the 
same treatment that you'd expect as 
an attorney on the partner tract 
with us. 

(CONTINUED)
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A REDHEAD approaches. She moves with confidence and wears a 
flirtatious grin...though who she's flirting with is anyone's 
guess. She extends a hand to Foggy.

JERI (CONT’D)
Foggy Nelson, this is Silvia. She 
usually covers my desk, but this 
week she's all yours. 

SILVIA
Pleased to meet you, Mr. Nelson.

JERI
Silvia is currently working on her 
JD at City College and is our 
brightest paralegal. I'm sure 
you'll find her a competent hand to 
assist in your research.

FOGGY
No doubt.

Foggy is still holding Silvia's hand with a dumbfounded grin 
on his face. Silvia looks to Jeri - "Is he going to let go?"

JERI
Let me show you your office.

Foggy snaps out of it.

FOGGY
Oh, yes, of course. Excuse us.

Silvia nods and takes a seat at her desk.

INT. FOGGY'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Jeri and Foggy walk into an office with glass walls and a 
corner window view of the city. 

FOGGY
Whoa.

JERI
I hope you'll find this space 
conducive to your work. 

FOGGY
Uh... For sure.

(CONTINUED)
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JERI
You know, we could make all this 
official right now. I've got your 
contract drawn up and sitting on my 
desk.

FOGGY
I'm not going to say that it isn't 
tempting. 

He runs his fingers along the solid wood desk.

FOGGY (CONT’D)
I'm looking forward to consulting 
for you this week and I hope by the 
end I'll be able to give you an 
answer.

JERI
You can't blame me for trying. 
We'll have your files brought in 
shortly. If you need anything, 
Silvia is reachable with the 
intercom on your phone. 

FOGGY
Thanks.

JERI
Enjoy!

She leaves him to it. Foggy takes a seat in the desk chair 
and looks around. On the wall hangs a modern art piece that 
resembles a penis. 

Off Foggy's contemplative gaze...

INT. NEW YORK BULLETIN, ARCHIVES - DAY

KAREN PAGE scours the archives room. She is halfway up a 
ladder, looking into a box that reads: "1971, June". 

From below, MITCHELL ELLISON clears his throat. Karen smiles 
down at him.

ELLISON
You're certainly the most thorough 
reporter I've had on this staff in 
quite some time. 

KAREN
I don't want to miss anything. 

(CONTINUED)
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She closes a file folder containing a stack of newspapers and 
brings it down the ladder with her. 

KAREN (CONT’D)
This article he wrote about the 
gentrification of Harlem back in oh-
three. He saw the problem before 
anyone else did. 

ELLISON
Ben was good at that. Always ahead 
of the next big story. Can I take a 
look?

She hands him the folder and he flips through.

ELLISON (CONT’D)
Have you started writing yet?

She purses her lips.

ELLISON (CONT’D)
We're running the tribute on 
Sunday, Karen!

KAREN
I'll get it done, but I have to be 
able to capture him. I can't just 
write an article about him without 
knowing the breadth of his work.

ELLISON
You don't need to read Ben's entire 
oeuvre to write an article about 
him. The man was prolific, it'd 
take you a year.

KAREN
I want to get it right.

ELLISON
You will.

Ellison continues looking through the papers in the folder.

ELLISON (CONT’D)
There's a call for you on hold. 
Someone from Hogarth, Chao, 
Benowitz.

Karen grins.
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INT. NEW YORK BULLETIN, KAREN'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Karen picks up the phone and presses a button.

KAREN
Hello?

SILVIA (V.O.)
Please hold for Mr. Nelson.

Karen laughs.

FOGGY (V.O.)
You've reached Foggy Nelson, 
Attorney at Law. How can I assist 
you?

KAREN
You called me!

FOGGY (V.O.)
Right. It's hard to remember now 
that I have someone else making 
calls for me. Sigh.

KAREN
Yes, Karen 2.0: the quicker, 
swifter, picker upper. You've 
replaced me!

INT. HOGARTH, CHAO, AND BENOWITZ OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Foggy sits with his feet on his desk.

FOGGY
No chance! Silvia seems nice, but 
she's no Karen Page.

INTERCUT BETWEEN FOGGY AND KAREN.

KAREN
And don't you forget it! How're the 
new digs?

FOGGY
Still feeling it out, but so far, 
so good. Hard to complain with a 
view of the city on my left and 
grotesque penis art to my right.

KAREN
Excuse me? What is on your right?

(CONTINUED)
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FOGGY
Don't worry about it. It's nice to 
see how the other half lives.

KAREN
The other half?

FOGGY
The richer than God half. The one-
percent. The fat cats. The bling 
ring-- 

KAREN
(laughing)

I get it, I get it.

FOGGY
The plutocracy. The champagne 
socialists. The beau monde-- 

KAREN
Don't forget us little people from 
your tower in the sky.

FOGGY
Never. I'll sit here and think 
fondly on the times I was paid in 
rhubarb and coffee cake. 

They share a smile as the banter is broken by the bittersweet 
memory of Nelson & Murdock.

KAREN
Heard from Matt lately?

FOGGY
Nope, you?

KAREN
No. 

(awkward silence)
So, what did you want to talk 
about?

FOGGY
Huh?

KAREN
Why'd you call?

FOGGY
Do I need a reason to call now?

(CONTINUED)
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KAREN
Of course not, but...

FOGGY
I just needed to talk. Feel normal. 

KAREN
The new normal?

FOGGY
Guess so.

Another silence. Foggy opens one of his desk drawers.

FOGGY (CONT’D)
Hey - want to play "what's in 
Foggy's new desk?" 

KAREN
Um...no, not particularly. 

FOGGY
Fine, but you're missing out.

KAREN
Maybe Silvia will play with you.

Foggy smiles, happy to be back to the banter.

INT. CHURCH - DAY

Matt walks up the aisle of the church with FATHER LANTOM.

LANTOM
I wasn't sure you'd come.

MATT
You piqued my interest.

LANTOM
No one's been able to get her to 
talk since...

MATT
And she was brought here by?

LANTOM
After the attack the authorities 
couldn't find any other family. An 
old friend of mine is the head of 
DCFS in Jersey. 

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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Thought she'd fare better with some 
space rather than in a group home. 

MATT
And why do you think I can help?

LANTOM
If I recall, your father was taken 
from you violently. Perhaps you can 
help her cope with the realities of 
her new life.

MATT
I don't know...

LANTOM
And maybe she can help relieve some 
of your guilt, Matthew. Please, 
speak with her.

Father Lantom opens a door that leads to a hallway and 
motions for Matt to join him. 

INT. NEW YORK BULLETIN, KAREN'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Karen, still on the phone, looks at the blinking cursor on 
her computer screen. 

KAREN
I'd better get going. This article 
isn't going to write itself.

INTERCUT BETWEEN KAREN AND FOGGY.

FOGGY
Sure. Hey - what do you say you and 
me grab a drink at Josie's tonight? 
For old time's sake?

KAREN
We shut down our tab, remember?

FOGGY
She'll open a new one! And I can 
pay now with my 'gainful 
employment.'

KAREN
How fancy!

FOGGY
How 'bout it then?

LANTOM (CONT'D)

(CONTINUED)
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KAREN
Maybe some other time?

Silvia KNOCKS and opens the door to Foggy's office, letting 
several INTERNS in to drop file boxes. 

Silvia walks to the corner of Foggy's desk and waits for him 
to get off the phone.

FOGGY
Suppose we've both got work to do?

KAREN
Onwards and upwards! 

FOGGY
Yep.

Foggy hangs up the phone and looks to Silvia.

FOGGY (CONT’D)
Sup?

Silvia looks at Foggy’s shoes on the desk with a judgemental 
tilt of her head.

SILVIA
These are the files Ms. Hogarth 
wanted pulled for you.

Foggy sits up straight, an attempt to look more professional.

FOGGY
Great.

SILVIA
And I've got a phone message for 
you from a Marci Stahl. 

FOGGY
Lay it on me.

SILVIA
She wants to know if you’re free 
for a drink later to celebrate your 
new job.

FOGGY
Thanks. I’ll text her.

SILVIA
Okay.

(CONTINUED)
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