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>ifff*S DEXTER 

"Let's Give the Boy a Hand" 

FADE IN: 

EXT. PETRIE BEACH - EARLY MORNING 

ON DEXTER, bathed in the warm, golden light of sunrise. He 
walks alongside the ocean. 

DEXTER (V.O.) 
Daybreak. I know it should be 
inspiring. Everything comes alive, 
people stumble out of their homes 
to find their place in the world. 

As he walks, he notices YOUNG ROLLERBLADERS up on the 
boardwalk and SHOPKEEPERS greeting each other "good morning." 

DEXTER (V.O.) 
I imagine it's beautiful when 
you're a part of it. But I'm not. 
I'm not like other people. 

He walks past a YOUNG ROMANTIC COUPLE, HOLDING HANDS, 
watching the sunrise at the horizon. 

DEXTER (V.O.) 
I go through the world by myself. 
I have no place in it, no real way 
to connect. For me, daybreak is 
just another reminder... 

He looks down the beach — PAN OVER, reveal his destination: 
an array of UNIFORMS and YELLOW CRIME SCENE TAPE. 

DEXTER (V.O.) 
... that I'm always alone. 

He approaches the crime scene, moving past the yellow tape, 
flashing his ID to a UNIFORM. Finds a group of UNIFORMS in a 
tight circle. Surrounding something he can't see — 

BATISTA (O.C.) 
Dexter. 

Dexter turns, finds BATISTA, steno pad in hand, approaching. 

BATISTA 
Glad you're here. We need you, 
bro. 



2. 

v-ffiR^ 

DEXTER 
I live to serve. 

BATISTA 
Yeah? Well, here we go. 

He leads Dexter toward the knot of uniforms. As they 
approach, the officers part, revealing 

A CHAISE LOUNGE 

facing the ocean and the rising sun, reclined only partway. 
On the lounge: a PAIL AND SHOVEL, an inflated BEACH BALL... 

... and a HUMAN HAND, its fingers curled down... except the 
middle one, up in a "FUCK YOU" position. 

Crime scene PERSONNEL scour the area for any evidence — a 
TECH dusts each of the items on the chaise as: 

DEXTER (V.O.) 
I can hear my heart pounding in my 
chest... 

The hand rests upright against the back of the lounge, as if 
Z**̂  calmly watching the sunrise. BLOOD pools at the wrist. 

DEXTER 
What do we know? 

BATISTA 
Well... we know it's a hand. 

(serious) 
Lifeguard called it in this morning 
when she showed up for work. *Bout 
seven-thirty. Beach was deserted, 
no one here. 

DEXTER 
Couldn't have been here too long — 
blood's still reddish and wet. Guy 
probably left here just before the 
lifeguard found it. 

BATISTA 
Like he planned it. The timing. 

TECH 
And sir? There's nothing on xem. 
Any of these. Wiped clean. 

• BATISTA 
Quite a set-up the guy left us. 
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DEXTER 
Look at this. It's deliberate. 
Artistic. Almost like... 

(turning to Batista) 
Could this be our guy? 

BATISTA 
Wait, who? 

DEXTER 
The Ice Truck Killer. 

BATISTA 
Naw, dude, I doubt it. He's gonna 
be in Mexico by now. Statewide 
manhunt, his face everywhere. He 
couldn't scratch his ass without 
the news wires picking it up. 

TECH 
There was also this. In the pail. 

Using a gloved hand, he hands a PHOTOGRAPH to Batista. 

' BATISTA 
/^ Huh. Well, this is... weird. 

He holds it up for Dexter to see: it's a photograph of the 
scene itself, the chaise lounge, the beach accessories and 
the bloody hand. 

DEXTER. 
Yeah... it is. 

BATISTA 
(handing back the photo) 

Bag this. Go ahead and get the 
prints off the hand. 

As the prints expert sets about INKING the hand's fingers.. 

BATISTA 
We'll have an ID soon, that oughta 
tell us something. I hope you're 
wrong. Last thing we need is that 
psycho coming back to haunt us. 

FLASH CUT: YOUNG DEXTER, standing off to the side on this 
very beach, watching YOUNG DEBRA building a sand castle. 
HARRY approaches Dexter, a plastic pail in hand, and — 

j0&*\ 

RESUME SCENE, as Dexter reels, something not quite right. 
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DEXTER (V.O.) 
But it's happening. He's back, 

(turning back to the hand) 
And it looks like he's got 
something to say. 

INT. POLICE STATION - LAGUERTA'S OFFICE - MORNING 

ON A TELEVISION SCREEN airing a MUTED morning newscast — the 
ANCHOR talks to a MEDICAL EXPERT, and a CHYRON at the bottom 
of the screen reads "HUMAN HAND FOUND ON BEACH". 

PAN ACROSS to find LaGuerta at her desk on the phone. 

LAGUERTA 
... then tell the governor he's 
more than welcome to increase our 
funding. The more manpower we put 
out on the street, the sooner we 
locate Tucci and bring him in... 

She looks up to see CAPTAIN MATTHEWS enter her office. 

LAGUERTA 
Kelly, I'll have to get back to 
you. 

She hangs up, turns to the captain. 

LAGUERTA 
Captain. You look like you 
swallowed a lemon. What's the — 

CAPTAIN MATTHEWS 
ID came back on the hand at the 
beach. 

(tossing a lab report on 
her desk) 

Tony Tucci. 

LAGUERTA 
What? No. No fucking way. It's 
gotta be a mistake. 

CAPTAIN MATTHEWS 
No, the mistake, Maria, was 
unleashing a high-profile manhunt 
for Tucci and declaring him the Ice 
Truck Killer. I warned you to 
tread lightly. 
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f LAGUERTA 
I made a judgment call based on 
what I knew — 

CAPTAIN MATTHEWS 
Which was precious little. Now 
look at you. You spent a week 
demonizing the Ice Truck Killer's 
newest victim. We'11 be 
backpedaling for months. 

LAGUERTA 
We still don't know for sure he's 
not the killer, this could be — 

CAPTAIN MATTHEWS 
Don't. 

(quiet) 
You screwed up. You wanted to be . 
on TV. You wanna be the new face 
of the department? Fine. But do 
something to rein this thing in. 
Fast. Do your job. 

LAGUERTA 
I — 

CAPTAIN MATTHEWS 
Start by talking to Tucci's mother. 
She defended her son to the press 
all week. You go talk to that 
woman. You tell her what you did. 

He leaves, and LaGuerta, fairly stunned, doesn't move. 

EXT. PETRIE BEACH - CRIME SCENE - MORNING 

FULL-BLOWN CRIME SCENE. Helicopters. K-9 unit. Uniforms at 
the crime-scene tape to ensure onlookers don't get past. FIND 

[ Batista walking to the scene with DOAKES:. 

BATISTA 
... Espenson was the first officer 
On the scene, she reported both 
points of entry over there — 

(he points to TWO PATHS 
leading to the street) 

— were clear at the time. Witness 
didn't see anything there, either. 

Doakes looks over to the street, distracted for a moment... 
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( DOAKES 
Right. Just get me your notes... 

... by TWO, TOUGH GUY THUGS standing across the street. Not 
moving. Watching him. Without taking his eyes off them: 

DOAKES 
Make sure Espenson checks in with 
me, too. 

MOVE PAST, FIND DEBRA and Dexter, walking past the chaos: 

DEBRA 
I knew Tucci wasn't the killer! I 
knew it! Man, I wish I coulda been 
there to see LaGuerta get bitch-
slapped. You think she cried? 

DEXTER 
I don't know if that's — 

DEBRA 
I bet she cried. Dammit, I always 
miss the good shit, 

DEXTER 
You're here for this. Pretty 
exciting stuff. Ice Truck Killer 
makes his next move. 

DEBRA 
Yeah. No, you're right. Kind of a 
new thing for him — blood, the 
hand, the photo. Makes you wonder 
what the message is. 

(re: the hand, still 
flipping us off) 

I mean, other than the obvious. 

DEXTER 
Yeah, not a lot of room for 
interpretation there. But the 
larger message... I don't know. 

DEBRA 
Could be that's it. Just payback. 

DEXTER 
Could be. Guy's pissed, LaGuerta 
started a statewide manhunt, got 
all this media attention — vfll^S. 



DEBRA 
All for a fuckwit rent-a-cop. 
Killer probably thinks we insulted 
his intelligence or something. 

DEXTER 
We did. But it's a lot of change. 
I think he's trying to say 
something else, too. 

A beat as they think about that, let it sink in. Then: 

DEBRA 
I wonder if Matthews yelled at her 
in her office or out where everyone 
could hear. Dude, I'm so pissed. 

(calling) 
Hey! Dantas! It's a fuckin' oven 
out here, any place to grab a soda? 

OFFICER DANTAS, a fresh-faced young uniform, runs over to 
Deb, eager to help. 

OFFICER DANTAS 
Yeah, you wanna hit the Mack Shack 
about a block over. Burger joint. 
Supposed to be famous or something. 

DEBRA 
Wait, I thought the Mack Shack was 
over at Rand Beach. Isn't this 
Petrie Beach? 

OFFICER DANTAS 
Oh, Petrie Beach is Rand Beach. 
They renamed it a few years back. 

DEBRA 
Shit. I didn't know that. You 
know that? 

DEXTER 
No. Didn't Dad used to take us 
here all the time? 

DEBRA 
Yeah. I didn't even recognize it, 
it's so built up and stuff. 

Dexter turns, his eyes sweeping the street in front of him. 

DEXTER 
Yeah. Me either. 
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^ INT. TUCCI HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY 

LaGuerta, sympathetic and sincere, faces a tearful MRS. 
TUCCI, mother of the ice-rink guard. 

MRS. TUCCI 
But then... where's the rest of his 
body? 

LAGUERTA 
We're looking for it now. I'm so 
sorry. All of Miami Metro is here 
for you, and we will stop at 
nothing until we catch the animal 
that did this to your son. 

Mrs. Tucci doesn't respond; she covers her face with her 
hands, as if hiding her grief. LaGuerta reaches for her... 

LAGUERTA 
I can't imagine how difficult this 
must be for you. 

At LaGuerta's touch, Mrs. Tucci BACKS AWAY. She pulls away 
her hands, eyes LaGuerta. 

MRS. TUCCI 
Yes. It is difficult. 

(stiffening) 
Almost as difficult as it was 
watching you on TV all week, 
calling my son a killer. 

ON LAGUERTA: busted. 

LAGUERTA 
I — oh, Mrs. Tucci, I'm sorry you 
got that impression, we'd hoped to 
find your son because the 
department considered him a person 
of interest — 

MRS. TUCCI 
How dare you? How dare you come to 
my home with your sympathy and your 
"stop at nothing"? You called my 
boy a killer every day. 

LAGUERTA 
This is a hard time for you, I'll — 



9. 

MRS. TUCCI 
He was a good boy, and you 
destroyed his name. And now he's 
dead. Get out of my house. 

LaGuerta, shaken, goes to the door and hurries outside. 

INT. RITA'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 

Dexter and Rita on the floor, against the couch. Close. 
Young Frankenstein on the TV. Rita laughs... 

DEXTER (V.O.) 
Generally, laughter doesn't do much 
for me. Truth be told, when most 
people laugh, it's pretty annoying. 
But not Rita. Her laugh is 
different. It's pure. 

... and she leans on Dexter's shoulder. 

RITA 
(along with the TV) 

He! Was! My! Boyfriend! 

/"^ DEXTER (V.O.) 
And it's a nice break. Even if I'd 
rather keep working on finding my 
new friend. 

Dexter smiles at her giddy enthusiasm, strokes her hair. 
Outside, a DOG HOWLS. Rita rolls her eyes. 

RITA 
Great... 

DEXTER 
What? What was that? 

RITA 
The horrible woman next door. It's 
her dog. Poor thing. She leaves 
it out in the yard all day, all 
night. 

DEXTER 
That's terrible. 

RITA 
I just think it's so sad. 

{ The dog HOWLS again, more plaintive than before. 
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DEXTER 
Tell you what, why don't I go talk 
to this woman? 

RITA 
No. Don't do that. 

DEXTER 
Why not? 

RITA 
You know... good fences, all that. 

The dog howls again. Rita turns to Dexter: she's at a loss. 

RITA 
I don't want to pick a fight with 
my neighbor. You've gotta pick 
your battles. 

ASTOR and CODY stumble in, half-awake. Upset. 

RITA 
Oh, babies, did the dog wake you? 

CODY 
Yes. He's sad. 

ASTOR 
And loud. 

RITA 
I know, honey. 

Dexter looks from the kids' sleepy faces to Rita's utter 
frustration. He stands. 

DEXTER 
Be right back. 

EXT. BONNIE'S HOUSE - NIGHT 

Dexter approaches, but as soon as he steps on the neighbor's 
property, the dog starts BARKING furiously. Undeterred, 
Dexter knocks, and the door opens, revealing BONNIE, a 
petite, twentyish, impatient woman. 

DEXTER 
Hi. I don't think we've met — 

BONNIE 
Yeah. Boyfriend of the chick next 
door. Hey. 
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DEXTER 
Yes. Hello. I was hoping we could 
talk for just a moment. That dog 
you just got... 

BONNIE 
Yeah, Limp Bizkit. I know he 
didn't get out, I can hear him. 

(shouting) 
Shut! Up! 

DEXTER 
No, no, nothing like that. But he 
does cry. A lot. It's upsetting 
the kids, and I was hoping we could 
figure something out. 

(then) 
Cute name. Limp Bizkit. 

BONNIE 
Look — dogs make noise. It's what 
they do. 

DEXTER 
Yes. But that's a lot of noise. 

BONNIE 
I'm.right in the middle of 
something... 

DEXTER 
Well, maybe tomorrow. We could 
work together, find a way to help 
him.... not cry. 

(getting no response) 
The kids can't sleep. 

BONNIE 
Maybe that's *cause they think 
their crackhead father's gonna come 
back and beat them up again. 

(off Dexter's surprise) 
Try ear plugs. 

She SLAMS the door shut. After a beat, Dexter turns. ON HIS 
FACE — for a quick beat, he wears a familiar, cold, 
reptilian expression. 

DEXTER (V.O.) 
I could make things so much easier 
for Rita. 

Dexter takes a deep breath. 
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( DEXTER (V.O.) 
But that would be wrong. 

The moment passes, Dexter turns from the house, walks back to 
Rita's... 

INT. POLICE STATION - BULLPEN - MORNING 

LaGuerta strides through the room, head buried in a progress 
report, when Captain Matthews approaches her. 

CAPTAIN MATTHEWS 
Here. 

He hands her a copy of the Miami Herald. 

LAGUERTA 
What am I looking at? 

CAPTAIN MATTHEWS 
Page one. Today's Josh Adams 
column. I think you'll find it 
particularly insightful. 

He stays a beat, shaking his head. Disappointed. As he 
/**•• walks off, LaGuerta looks down, sees the headline: "LATEST 

BLUNDER HIGHLIGHTS TROUBLES IN PD BRASS". She's pissed. 

.INT. POLICE STATION - HALLWAY - MORNING 

A GROUP OF REPORTERS stands around, waiting impatiently for 
news. LaGuerta rounds a corner, pissed, and they rush her: 

REPORTERS 
Lieutenant! Any news?/Where did 
the killer leave the rest of the 
body?/Has the family been notified? 

LAGUERTA 
(ignoring them) 

Josh Adams. 

JOSH ADAMS, 30, boyish grin, deceptively jovial, turns. 

LAGUERTA 
Come with me. 

She drags him — not entirely gently — around the corner, 
away from the other reporters. Slams the Herald on a table. 

yyr^x LAGUERTA 
What the hell is this? 
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JOSH 
Lieutenant, good morning. Nice to 
see you. And I believe that's a 
newspaper. 

LAGUERTA 
"Maria LaGuerta spends so much of 
her time on camera — " 

JOSH 
You read my column? I'm flattered — 

LAGUERTA 
"— that one local news station 
offered to put her on the payroll." 

| JOSH 
I (shrugging) 
• I hear those TV gigs are hard to 
f get, sounds pretty sweet to me. 

/0^>\ 

LAGUERTA 
We have a city-wide crisis on our 
hands, there's a lunatic running 
around torturing and killing our 
citizens. I'm trying to stop him. 

JOSH 
Oh. That's what you were doing. 

LAGUERTA 
You wanna wear a badge and go after 
him? Be my guest. *Cause so far? 
All I see is someone standing on 
the sidelines criticizing me for 
trying to keep people safe. 

But as she turns to walk away: 

JOSH 
You know what's interesting, 
Lieutenant? You're so upset that I 
called you a camera hog. 

She stops, turns back to Josh. Not sure where he's going. 

JOSH 
I also slammed you for jumping on 
Tucci as a suspect before you 
gathered all the facts. But that 
part doesn't seem to bother you. 
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LaGuerta stares at Josh for a beat, about to answer when her 
CELL PHONE RINGS. Without a word to Josh, she answers. 

LAGUERTA 
What. 

(she listens/her face 
falls) 

Shit. 

Without even a glance toward Josh, she hurries away, back to 
her office... 

CUT TO: 

INT. OFFICE PARK - MORNING 

A HUMAN FOOT. 

It's posed against a concrete bench, surrounded by a baseball 
bat, and cap. Cut at the shin, sporting a bloody running 
shoe, it's as horrifically designed as the hand at the beach. 

REVEAL Dexter, the calm, pensive center of an ongoing storm 
of investigators on the scene, the fingerprints expert there, 
too, DUSTING the objects and INKING the toes. Suddenly: 

SGT. DOAKES 
Not paying you to stand around and 
goddamned stare. 

Dexter turns, sees Doakes behind him. Smiles at him. 

DEXTER 
Sorry. Just taking it in before I 
get to work. Don't mean to be in 
the way. 

(off Doakes' look) 
I thought Angel was working this 
case. 

SGT. DOAKES 
That was before we knew it was the 
Ice Truck Freak. Then LaGuerta put 
me on it. So I'm on lead now. 

DEXTER 
Great! Welcome! 

Doakes just stares at Dexter for a beat, not sure what to 
make of his friendliness. Finally: 

SGT. DOAKES 
Just do your thing. 
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Dexter crouches next to the prints expert and gloves up. 

DEXTER 
Right off? Same kind of cutting 
tool as the the hand. Cut's 
smooth, almost surgical. Guy did 
this carefully. 

SGT. DOAKES 
But what about the blood, Blood 
Boy? Guy gives us body after body 
with no blood in it, why's he 
suddenly making the switch now? 

DEXTER 
I don't know that, 

(reaching out) 
But there's this. 

He carefully lifts the cap to reveal ANOTHER PHOTO 
underneath: the foot arrangement, baseball items and all. 

DEXTER (V.O.) 
I know these photos are part of the 
message. But I still don't know 
what the message is. What is he 
telling us? 

Dexter looks closely at the photo: in the background, a 
building across the street, and on its roof, a giant, neon-
scripted sign: "AMANDA SNACK CAKES, SINCE 1943". 

Dexter looks around curiously, sees the building across the 
street from the park. Sees the AMANDA SNACK CAKES sign. 

SGT. DOAKES 
Guy's making his crime scenes into 
works of art. 

DEXTER 
Maybe. I don't know... 

FLASH CUT: YOUNG DEXTER, surrounded by friends on a BASEBALL 
DIAMOND — but under the AMANDA SNACK CAKES SIGN. Right 
here. At this location. They pose for a picture, and FLASH! 

RESUME SCENE: Dexter stares at the photo, shocked. 

SGT. DOAKES 
Bag the photo and finish up. ME's 
waiting to get in there. Rest of 
us don't have all goddamned day. 
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But Dexter stays focused on the photo. 

DEXTER (V.O.) 
I need to get home... 

INT. DEXTER'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - MORNING 

Dexter rushes in, goes right to the bookshelf. He's got his 
cell phone to his ear, trying to multitask: 

DEXTER 
Angel, hey, I was just at the crime 
scene... yeah, the new one... no, 
I'm gonna be right in, I just had 
to swing by my place and pick up 
some lab reports. 

He starts rifling through books on the shelf, looking for 
something specific... 

DEXTER 
Okay, sure, I'll be in soon as I 
can-. 

He hangs up, pulls out from behind other books A PHOTO ALBUM. 

FLASHBACK: 

INT. MORGAN FAMILY HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - 1990S - DAY 

Dexter, 20s, next to Harry on the couch. Dexter holds the 
FAMILY PHOTO ALBUM in his hands, staring at it. Like it's an 
alien artifact. Which, of course, it kind of is. 

DEXTER 
Well, gee, Dad. This is — uh... 

HARRY 
You hate it. 

DEXTER 
No. No, I don't know what to do 
with it. 

HARRY 
Try opening it. 

Dexter does: the pages are filled with MORGAN FAMILY PHOTOS. 

HARRY 
I know I'm not exactly the 
scrapbooking type, but your mom 
helped a little. 



17. 

DEXTER 
You guys did this? 

(off Harry's nod) 
Why? 

HARRY 
You may not understand right now. 
But these photos represent your 
family and your connection to us. 

He smiles warmly at Dexter. 

HARRY 
Connection's important, Dexter. I 
want you always to remember that 
you're loved, that your family 
cares about you. 

Dexter looks from the book up to Harry. 

HARRY 
When you feel lost in your life, 
connection is what will tether you. 
It's what will keep you from 
spinning out of orbit. Okay? Will 
you promise to remember that? 

Off Dexter, silent... 

END FLASHBACK: 

INT. DEXTER'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - MORNING 

Dexter sitting at his desk, looking through the' photo album. 

DEXTER (V.O.) 
And I did remember. 

Years' worth of MORGAN FAMILY PHOTOS flip past us... 

DEXTER (V.O.) 
I've never been an overly-
sentimental type. Obviously. So 
it's not like these photos mean 
that much to me. 

Dexter opens to one page with photos of his day as a young 
boy at the baseball park with his friends. (We don't focus 
on them, but some photos from the day should include Harry.) 

{ 


