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THE ARCANE ART
CAST:

Nick Knight

Dr. Natalie Lambert

Tracy Vetter

Vachon

LaCroix

Capt. Joe Reese

Urs

Janette

Screed


blonde woman

Emil Murdoch

Alan Devereaux

math teacher

English teacher

Ranjit Singh

female student

Mrs. Holden

TV news reporter

Father Sean O'Connell

vampire at Raven (voice)

voice on SWAT team radio

librarian (voice)

various police officers, incl. SWAT team; firemen, paramedics, TV news crew, sightseers in the street; night school secretary, teachers and students at the evening school (incl. the Math class, the English class, Elise Whitley, two other victims, and Mr. Winegrad and the Latvian class); Annette Holden; Natalie's lab assistant

SETS:

ext. The Raven

int. Nick's apartment

int. Tracy's apartment

int. Vachon's deserted church

int. police station

int. The Raven

int. Natalie's office

ext. rear of house

ext. street in front of house

ext. front of school/street

ext. rear of school

int. classroom

int. school hallway #1

int. school hallway #2

int. school staircase

int. St. John's church

int. kitchen

int. vampire woman's bedroom

int. library in the 1930s

int. medieval room #1

int. medieval room #2

various streets

fire engine, ambulance, SWAT team van


PROLOGUE
FADE IN:

1.
INT. THE RAVEN——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF LONG BLACK LEATHER GLOVE——NIGHT

The glove is being worn on the right arm of a woman who is dancing (facing r.s).  CAMERA SHIFTS PAST THE WOMAN'S BACK TO CLOSE ANGLE ON SOME OF THE OTHER DANCERS, CLOSES IN ON A PAIR OF EXOTICALLY DRESSED PEOPLE DANCING TOGETHER, AND THEN VEERS OFF TO THE RIGHT, MOVING THROUGH THE CROWD.  CAMERA TURNS SHARPLY TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON.  He is dancing with a BLONDE WOMAN (O.S.)


VACHON



Haven't seen you here before.  

His dancing shifts him round as the ANGLE SHIFTS ROUND THE OTHER WAY, AND THE WOMAN COMES ON SCREEN.  She has very curly blonde hair, below shoulder length; and wears a tight, low-cut, blue-sequinned dress.  She tosses her hair, laughing——obviously having a good time.  


WOMAN



Oh, I've been in a few times.  I guess we've just missed each other.

Once again, her dancing moves her off and THE CAMERA ANGLE SHIFTS ROUND THE OTHER WAY, SO VACHON COMES BACK ON SCREEN.


VACHON



It's getting late.  The club'll be closing soon.

CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND AGAIN, SO THE WOMAN COMES BACK ON SCREEN.


WOMAN



We could head on home for a drink.


(flirtatious pout)



If you catch my drift.

Her dancing moves her round, and VACHON COMES ON SCREEN as he moves closer to her.


VACHON



Yeah, I think so.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


WOMAN



My place?

Vachon moves closer, reaching up to her hair.


VACHON



That sounds good.


CUT TO:

2.
SUN GLINTING BEHIND BUILDING  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

3.
INT. WOMAN'S BEDROOM——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF HER BACK——NIGHT

There are large windows, half hidden behind long pale blue velvet curtains; but these are not fully pulled across and the grey dawn sky can be seen.  The bed has a white broderie-Anglaise coverlet and pillow sham, and the room is decorated in a very feminine, pretty style.

Vachon and the blonde are seated on the bed with the window in b.g.  The woman is facing the head of the bed (o.s. on l.s.) with Vachon (o.s. on r.s.) behind her.  Vachon has taken off his shirt.  Vachon's hand is pulling down the zip of her dress.  CAMERA SHIFTS DOWN, FOLLOWING THE ZIP.  THEN IT SHIFTS BACK UP, FOLLOWING VACHON'S HAND.  He pushes the dress open, running his finger up her back.  She is wearing no slip, just a lace bra.  As his hand comes up near the bra, she throws her head back, so her hair falls well down her back.  She turns her head as CAMERA SHIFTS TO HER FACE.  She smiles voluptuously, and runs her tongue over her lips.  CAMERA PULLS BACK TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT.  Vachon pauses, his hand by her bra.  He smiles back at her.  She wriggles her shoulders so her dress falls down.  He takes his hand off her back, takes hold of her left shoulder gently, and pulls her back towards him.  CAMERA CLOSES IN as he leans forward and kisses her shoulder.  CAMERA ADJUSTS as she twists round, pulls his face up, and kisses him on the lips.  She kisses him lightly once, and then again, longer.  She then moves only very slightly back, still holding his face.


WOMAN



Mmmmm.  You taste good.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

CAMERA SHIFTS TO FAVOUR VACHON.


VACHON  (V.O.)


(murmur)



I bet you taste even better.

He leans forward a little to kiss her.  CAMERA PULLS BACK TO TWO-SHOT as he kisses her, and slides her dress down.  His hands fumble for the closure of her bra.  He unfastens it.  She breaks the kiss, and moves back a little to shake her bra off.  Then Vachon kisses her again on her shoulder.


CUT TO:

4.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING THE WOMAN  (INTERCUT W/ CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING VACHON)

She pulls Vachon's head up again, in order to kiss him on the lips.


CUT TO:

5.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING VACHON

He kisses her, running his hands through her hair.


CUT TO:

6.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING THE WOMAN

She MURMURS passionately, raking her hands over his back.  They break the kiss, and she throws her head back.


WOMAN


(low, passionate)



Yes.  Yes.


CUT TO:

7.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING VACHON

He throws his head back, baring his fangs.


CUT TO:

8.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING THE WOMAN

Vachon leans forward, to sink his fangs into her neck.


CUT TO:

9.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING VACHON

Vachon is bending forward, with his teeth sunk into her neck.  Blood starts to trickle down.


WOMAN


(moans)



O——oh.


CUT TO:

10.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE WOMAN'S EYES

Her eyes open very wide.


CUT TO:

11.
RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING VACHON

Vachon is bending forward, with his teeth sunk into her neck.  CAMERA SHIFTS DOWN HER BACK, HOLDING ON A TRICKLE OF BLOOD.  It runs right down her back.


DISSOLVE TO:

12.
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE WINDOW

Bright, near dawn.


CUT TO:

13.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE TIPS OF THE WOMAN'S HAIR, AS SHE LIES ON THE BED——LOW ANGLE FROM THE SIDE OF THE BED——DAY

The woman's head is sliding off the pillow, nearly off the side of the bed, face turned away.  Her hair is dangling down.  CAMERA MOVES SLOWLY UP THE HAIR, PULLING BACK TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF HER HEAD.  Her neck is exposed, and fang marks are visible.  ANGLE SHIFTS UP TO TWO-SHOT WITH VACHON.  He is on the other side of her, sitting up in the bed, naked (with a strategic bit of sheet draping), looking down on her.  His hair is falling forward enough to conceal his neck.  CAMERA HOLDS ON VACHON as he moves to get up on the far side of the bed.  The curtains behind him are still not fully pulled closed, and a bar of bright sunlight runs across the room, over the foot of the bed.


CUT TO:

14.
CLOSE-UP OF VACHON AT THE WINDOW  (WAIST UP)

Standing clear of the sunlight, he carefully pulls the velvet curtains across the window.  He turns to look at the bed (o.s.).


CUT TO:

15.
INSERT——ANGLE ACROSS TO THE BED——VACHON'S P.O.V.


CUT TO:

16.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

He looks at the woman (o.s.), with a sombre expression.


FADE OUT.


END PROLOGUE


————————————————————————


ACT ONE
FADE IN:

17.
TORONTO SKYLINE——DAY  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

18.
INT. WOMAN'S BEDROOM——CLOSE ANGLE ON THE BED——ANGLE ACROSS FROM THE WINDOW

VACHON COMES ON CAMERA, seen from behind, quickly going from the window towards the bed.  


CUT TO:

19.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF BLONDE WOMAN, AS SHE LIES ON THE BED WITH HER HEAD ON THE PILLOW——LOW ANGLE FROM THE SIDE OF THE BED

VACHON COMES ON SCREEN, leaning forward to kiss her cheek.  CAMERA ADJUSTS as he straightens, looking down at her.  She MURMURS, smiles, and then opens her eyes.  He moves back a little as she turns her head to look at him.  With her left hand she shifts his hair so that bite marks are visible.


WOMAN


(sleepy, teasing)



Mmmm——you were a tasty little snack, weren't you?


(fingers his lips)



I li——ike pretty.

CAMERA ADJUSTS AS SHE SITS UP IN BED.  The bedclothes fall down, and she clearly has no clothes on——but she is seen from an angle so that only her bare back is visible.  CAMERA CIRCLES TO SIDE VIEW, CLOSING IN ON HER FACE.  She continues to stroke her finger along Vachon's face, smiling at him.


WOMAN



Now...would you fancy some——


(licks round her lips)



——breakfast?

She smiles at him with a seductive tease, suggesting what kind of `breakfast' she means.  


CUT TO:

20.
INT. KITCHEN——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF MAN BY A KITCHEN CABINET DRAWER——DAY

The room is a full kitchen in an older house.  There is a wooden table in the middle of the room.  O.S., the back door is painted white, and has a window.  There is a short rack of hooks by the door, with outerwear hanging up.  The door into the rest of the house is also painted white, and is solid wood.  THE MAN is in his forties, brown haired, good-looking in a heavy way, and well built——he works out.  He is wearing a blue & brown plaid shirt and tan slacks.  

Only the man's back and right arm can be seen.  He pulls open the drawer and takes out a handgun.  


CUT TO:

21.
INT. WOMAN'S BEDROOM——CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & THE WOMAN, FAVOURING THE WOMAN——DAY

Her teeth are sunk in Vachon's throat.


CUT TO:

22.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF VACHON BITING THE WOMAN


CUT TO:

23.
INT. KITCHEN——CLOSE-UP OF THE MAN'S TORSO, FROM BEHIND——DAY

His face cannot be seen.  He finishes loading the gun, turns round, and walks forward (TOWARDS THE CAMERA).


CUT TO:

24.
RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF VACHON BITING THE WOMAN


CUT TO:

25.
ANGLE TOWARDS THE BACK DOOR

The man (seen from behind) reaches up to get down a fleece-lined brown leather jacket.  He shrugs into it, shifting his gun easily from hand to hand to do so.  Then he puts the gun in his pocket, and opens the back door.


CUT TO:

26.
SUNSET  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

27.
INT. WOMAN'S BEDROOM——CLOSE ANGLE——NIGHT

Vachon is standing by the window as the woman opens the curtains onto an early evening sky.  He opens the window.


CUT TO:

28.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF VACHON (L.S.) & WOMAN (R.S.)

He reaches forward, takes her chin, and kisses her.


VACHON



Gracias.

He smiles at her charmingly, and lets go her chin.  


WOMAN


(lightly, smiling)



See you round.

She pats his lower lip with her index finger, clearly with no intention of following up on the acquaintance.  FLIGHT SOUND EFFECT.


CUT TO:

29.
FLIGHT EFFECT——BLURRED CLOSE-UP OF THE WINDOW, SIDEWAYS TO THE RIGHT


CUT TO:

30.
FLIGHT EFFECT——A BLUR OF LIGHTED WINDOWS UP TO THE RIGHT


CUT TO:

31.
AERIAL VIEW OF TORONTO  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

32.
FLIGHT EFFECT——A BLUR OF LIGHTED WINDOWS DOWN TO THE LEFT


CUT TO:

33.
FLIGHT EFFECT——A BLUR OF A BRICK WALL DOWN TO THE LEFT


CUT TO:

34.
INT. TRACY'S APARTMENT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE BRICKS ABOVE HER LIVING-ROOM WINDOW——NIGHT

ANGLE QUICKLY SHIFTS DOWN TO A VIEW THROUGH THE WINDOW INTO THE LIVING ROOM.  FLIGHT SOUND EFFECT.  The curtains billow open suddenly.


CUT TO:

35.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF TRACY——ANGLE THRU HATCH INTO KITCHEN

Tracy's back is turned.  She whirls round, alarmed.


CUT TO:

36.
FULL SHOT, FROM THE WINDOW

In b.g., in the kitchen, Tracy glares at Vachon (o.s, just behind the camera).


TRACY


(snaps)



Will you shut that before I freeze.


CUT TO:

37.
CLOSE-UP OF VACHON, ANGLE TOWARDS THE WINDOW


VACHON


(mild)



Sorry.

He turns and closes the window.


CUT TO:

38.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY——ANGLE FROM THE KITCHEN

She grimaces, turns towards the sink for a moment, and then heads for the living room.  CAMERA TRACKS HER.


TRACY



Y'know, if you keep doing this, I'm going to have to get a better lock. 


(rueful grin)



Make you use the door like other people.

As Tracy comes into the living room and walks into the middle of the room, CAMERA PULLS BACK, HOLDING CLOSE-UP.


CUT TO:

39.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF VACHON AT THE WINDOW

He turns round again.


VACHON


(mild protest)



I said I was sorry.


(thumb over shoulder)



But you'd definitely want a better lock if you were on the ground floor.


CUT TO:

40.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY


(short nod)



Hoh, yeah.  Tell a cop.


(relents, wry smile)



I got friends use the window.


CUT TO:

41.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF VACHON


VACHON


(wary, half question)



It's convenient.


(steps forward)


CUT TO:

42.
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS TRACY——VACHON'S P.O.V.


TRACY


(smiling)



So...get yourself a drink?

She points over her shoulder with her thumb at the kitchen.  VACHON COMES ON SCREEN, coming closer to her.


VACHON



Nah, I'm okay.


TRACY


(shrugs)



Well...the bottle's in the fridge if you change your mind.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

CAMERA FOLLOWS VACHON as he walks over to her, while she bends over to pick up a handful of nuts from a bowl on the centre table.  CAMERA HOLDS TWO-SHOT as he stops, looking at her as she straightens up.


VACHON


(amused)



Those from the party?

She pops some nuts in her mouth, and nods, chewing.  


VACHON


(impish)



Told you you bought too much.

She grins at him, and pops some more nuts in her mouth.


CUT TO:

43.
EXT. DOWNTOWN TORONTO HIGH SCHOOL——FULL SHOT OF THE FRONT OF THE SCHOOL, FROM THE ROAD NEAR THE FAR CURB——NIGHT

Students——some adult, some older teenagers——are arriving.  (crossing the road, along the sidewalk, up the path, or opening the door and going in).  There are fewer classes at night, so there are fewer students than in the day. 


CUT TO:

44.
INT. HALLWAY——ANGLE ALONG THE HALL

A few students are walking along the hall in either direction.  A couple are going into a classroom on r.s.


CUT TO:

45.
INT. MATH CLASSROOM——MED. ANGLE INTO THE CLASSROOM

Some students are heading for their seats; others take off their coats and put them over the back of their chairs; others are seated getting books out of backpacks, gym bags, or briefcases.  Among the students are RANJIT SINGH (in his late teens) and ELISE WHITLEY (black woman in her early twenties).  CAMERA SWINGS ROUND TO THE FRONT OF THE ROOM.  The board is clean.  The MATH TEACHER (woman in late twenties) is taking off her coat by her desk, where a notebook and text are.  She goes over and puts her coat on a filing cabinet over by the window.


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

46.
EXT. STREET——CRANE SHOT——NIGHT

Tracy and Vachon are walking along, occasionally passing other people.  As she and Vachon walk along, getting closer into f.g., CAMERA SLOWLY CLOSES IN ON THEM.


TRACY



...actually a pretty successful party——if I do say so myself.


VACHON



I thought so.


TRACY


(rueful)



Of course, Nick didn't come.


VACHON



I noticed.


TRACY


(quickly)



Not that I didn't ask him.


VACHON


(quickly)



Of course.


TRACY


(after pause)



I thought maybe when he said "no" he felt embarrassed.  About coming alone, I mean.  If he has someone particular...he lives with maybe.  Someone he wouldn't want to bring to a party where other cops'd be there.


(continues)


VACHON


(interpolation)



Could be.


TRACY


(continues, offhand)



So I asked him.

Vachon stops dead——and looks at her, startled.


NATALIE  (V.O.)


(mildly)



You should've——


(continues)


CUT TO:

47.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, PLAYING THE PIANO——ANGLE FROM BEHIND——NIGHT

The shutters are open, showing the night sky.  Nick is playing a quiet piece of baroque music.  O.S. Natalie is standing by the piano.  


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(continues)



——gone, y'know, Nick.  I did tell you.

CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND SLOWLY TO THE SIDE TO TWO-SHOT.  Nick continues to play——long enough for it to be quite clear that he is ignoring her comment.  Natalie takes a step closer.


NATALIE


(grim)



Uh-huh.


(continues)

Nick looks up, still playing.


NATALIE


(continues, grimly indignant)



Oh, I know that dumb ignorance of yours.  As if I hadn't even spoken.


NICK


(mild)



I didn't want to go.


NATALIE


(indignant)



What's that got to do with it?!  She's your partner.  Of course you go to her party!

Nick returns his attention to his playing.  Natalie throws up her hands.


NATALIE



Oh, I give up.

She turns and goes o.s.  Nick just keeps on playing.


CUT TO:

48.
EXT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

49.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS DOOR

Vachon opens the door and comes in.  He is still holding it when Tracy comes in past him.  She heads into the room and down the stairs as he shuts the door. 


TRACY



What's that?

Vachon turns to look.


CUT TO:

50.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF BOOK——ANGLE DOWN TO FLOOR

A popular science book in a plastic jacket is lying on the floor by the couch.  FOOTSTEPS as Tracy comes over. 


VACHON  (O.S.)


(stating obvious)



A book.

HER ARM COMES ON SCREEN as she reaches out to pick it up.  


TRACY  (O.S.)


(slightly irritated)



I can SEE that!  


(continues)

CAMERA ADJUSTS UP, HOLDING ON THE BOOK as she lifts it up.  TRACY'S FACE COMES ON SCREEN, turning round to Vachon, holding up the book.


TRACY


(continues)



Why've you got a book here?

CAMERA SHIFTS OVER SLIGHTLY TO LEFT, SO VACHON COMES ON SCREEN IN B.G.  He is coming downstairs.


VACHON


(stating obvious)



To read!


TRACY


(sighs, waves book)



I didn't know you read books.


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND TO CLOSE-UP OF TRACY.  She looks down at the book, opening it to read the inside blurb.


TRACY


(continues)



Where'd you get it?

CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT AS VACHON COMES UP TO HER.


VACHON


(light sarcasm)



As you'd know if you ever read any yourself, the plastic cover on it suggests I got it from the library.

Tracy looks up from the book to look at Vachon.  CAMERA CLOSES IN as he comes up.


TRACY


(slightly exasperated)



I didn't know you went to the library.


(continues)

She closes the book.


CUT TO:

51.
MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE COUCH

Tracy twists round to put the book on the couch, and then turns back to Vachon.


TRACY


(continues, curious)



How'd you get a card?  This...


(continues)

She raises her right hand to shoulder height, pointing her index finger upwards, and waves it in a circle round the room.


TRACY


(continues)



...isn't exactly what you'd call an address.


CUT TO:

52.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


VACHON


(amused)



Oh!...a little of the ol'——


(meaningful twinkle)



——vampire persuasion.


(pauses)

Tracy gets it.


VACHON


(continues, demure)



I can always get a library ticket.


CUT TO:

53.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE


TRACY


(incredulous)



You mean you actually do have a card?

Astonished, Vachon looks down and fishes in the pocket of his jeans.  Tracy flaps her hand at him to stop.


TRACY


(quickly)



No, no...I'll take your word for it.  I'm just astonished.


CUT TO:

54.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT

Vachon looks back at Tracy, stopping his search for his library card.


VACHON


(earnest)



Trace...libraries are a wonderful invention.  I've learned a lot reading evenings in them.


CUT TO:

55.
FLASHBACK——INT. LIBRARY IN THE 1930s——CLOSE ANGLE——NIGHT

In a corner of the room, Vachon is sitting at a table, looking at a volume of the Encyclopedia Britannica.  O.S., a librarian is sitting at a desk.  Wooden bookcases line the walls.  


CUT TO:

56.
CLOSE-UP OF VACHON——FROM HIS LEFT SIDE, DOWN TO THE TABLE

He turns a page of the encyclopedia.


CUT TO:

57.
PRESENT——RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


VACHON


(serious)



My education wasn't exactly great, y'know, Trace——and it was five hundred years ago, anyway.  


(grins)



The world's changed a lot, believe me.


TRACY


(bemused)



Yeah, but....


(trails off)


VACHON


(lightly)



Whaddaya expect me to do?  Go to night school?

Tracy grins.


CUT TO:

58.
EXT. DOWNTOWN TORONTO HIGH SCHOOL——FULL SHOT OF THE FRONT OF THE SCHOOL, FROM THE ROAD NEAR THE FAR CURB——LOW ANGLE——NIGHT

CAMERA SHIFTS CLOSER TO THE CURB UNTIL, ON R.S., THE DRIVER'S SIDE OF A CAR COMES ON SCREEN.  The driver's door opens, and the man with the gun gets out——but we only see him from the waist down.  CAMERA FOLLOWS HIM as he heads towards the school, keeping a low angle so we only see his legs.


CUT TO:

59.
CLOSE-UP OF FRONT DOOR OF THE SCHOOL

The man's arm opens the door.  He goes inside——but we only see the back of his jacket, not his face.


CUT TO:

60.
INT. HALLWAY OF SCHOOL

The man——seen from behind——is walking cautiously along the corridor.  CAMERA CLOSES IN ON HIM as he pauses outside an open classroom door.  He looks inside.


CUT TO:

61.
INSERT——INT. MATH CLASSROOM——MED. ANGLE TO THE FRONT OF THE ROOM FROM THE DOORWAY

The math teacher is working at the board, which is half filled with mathematical derivations.  Elise Whitley is not in the room, but her books are on her desk and her coat on her chair.  Ranjit Singh is one of the students nearer the door; and he turns around to look that way.


CUT TO:

62.
RETURN TO SHOT

Turning away, the man walks on down the corridor.


CUT TO:

63.
INSERT——RETURN TO MED. ANGLE IN THE CLASSROOM

Ranjit returns his attention to the teacher.  No one else has noticed anything.


CUT TO:

64.
RETURN TO SHOT

CAMERA HOLDS POSITION BY THE DOOR as the man walks off down the corridor, pauses at the end, and then turns to walk along the intersecting hallway.  Some feet up this second hallway is a fire alarm on the wall, and beyond that is a girls' washroom.  


CUT TO:

65.
CLOSE-UP OF THE MAN, FROM IN FRONT

The man turns the corner into the cross corridor, digging into his pocket to get out his gun.


CUT TO:

66.
HALLWAY OF SCHOOL——CLOSE-UP OF THE DOOR TO THE GIRLS' WASHROOM

The door swings open, and Elise Whitley comes out.  As the door swings shut, she turns to r.s.  CAMERA ANGLE SHIFTS DOWN THE HALL.  The man is coming up the hall, taking the gun out of his pocket.  He looks at the girl, startled by her sudden appearance.  She looks in shocked horror at the gun.  He raises it.


CUT TO:

67.
INT. MATH CLASSROOM——MED. ANGLE  (AS BEFORE)

The teacher has got onto the next section of the board with her equations.  There is a BANG——clear, but not too loud.  She and some students look towards the door, startled.  The teacher takes a step or two towards the door, looking curious.  But there is no further sound.


MATH TEACHER



Class, let's continue.

She goes back to the board, and the students turn their attention to their work.


CUT TO:

68.
INT. STAIRWAY OF SCHOOL——CLOSE-UP OF THE MAN

CAMERA HOLDS ON THE MAN as he runs upstairs with the gun in his hand.  ANGLE MOVES PAST HIM, CLOSING IN ON THE DOOR TO THE NEXT FLOOR UP.  The door is pushed open briskly, and TWO MALE STUDENTS walk through, talking to each other.  They halt, gaping at the man (o.s.).


CUT TO:

69.
INT. MATH CLASSROOM——MED. ANGLE   (AS BEFORE)

There are TWO BANGS——both fainter than before.  Not all the students hear.  The teacher looks at the door, frowning.  


CUT TO:

70.
DOWNSTAIRS HALL——CLOSE-UP OF ELISE——ANGLE ALONG THE FLOOR

She WHIMPERS, pushing with her hands, trying to drag herself along; but she hardly moves.  She is trying to get to the fire alarm a bit further down the hall.  


CUT TO:

71.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE IN THE MATH CLASS

The math teacher turns to the class.


MATH TEACHER



I'll go and see if there's anything wrong.  


(hesitates)



But meanwhile...while I'm gone——


(breaks off)

She heads swiftly for her desk, where her notes and the text are open.  She looks down at the text book.


MATH TEACHER


(continues)



——would you turn in your books to page one fifty seven——


(looks up at class)



——and start on the following problems.

With a last look at the text, she goes over to the board and starts to write:  p. 157 #3, 5-7, 12.  [At this point she just begins, but in a later scene the full list of questions will have been written up.]


CUT TO:

72.
HALLWAY UPSTAIRS——ANGLE ALONG THE HALL

Far along the hall, the man is walking hurriedly, gun at the ready.  He passes closed classroom doors where the windows above the doors are dark, indicating that no one is in them.


CUT TO:

73.
DOWNSTAIRS HALL——CLOSE-UP OF ELISE——LOW ANGLE

Facing the wall, her hands pressed against it for support, she is trying to get to her feet


CUT TO:

74.
HALLWAY UPSTAIRS——ANGLE ALONG THE HALL

In the mid distance, the man is just coming to an open classroom door.  The lights from inside indicate that this is a classroom in use.  The man goes to the door and points the gun into the room.


CUT TO:

75.
CLOSE-UP OF THE MAN IN THE DOORWAY, FROM INSIDE CLASSROOM


CUT TO:

76.
ANGLE INTO THE CLASSROOM FROM THE DOORWAY

On the board is a lesson in Latvian grammar, with sample sentences.  The teacher and some of the students turn to look at the man (o.s.).  Blank surprise.


CUT TO:

77.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE GUN


CUT TO:

78.
ANGLE INTO THE CLASSROOM FROM THE DOORWAY

Dawning terror.


CUT TO:

79.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE GUN


CUT TO:

80.
ANGLE INTO THE CLASSROOM FROM THE DOORWAY


CUT TO:

81.
DOWNSTAIRS HALL——CLOSE-UP OF ELISE, STANDING BY FIRE ALARM

Elise, with desperation born from her failing strength, swings her arm and BREAKS THE GLASS.  The FIRE ALARM starts.  


FADE OUT.


END ACT ONE


————————————————————————


ACT TWO
FADE IN:

82.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE KITCHEN FROM THE LIVING ROOM AREA——NIGHT

Nick is standing at the refrigerator, looking away from the living room.  He is just opening the door.  Natalie is at the dinner table, opening a box of take-out.  There is a single place-setting (for her), and an empty wine-glass (for him) on the table.

Suddenly, Nick's BEEPER goes.  He looks down, startled.  As he reaches for it——


CUT TO:

83.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, WITH TABLE IN F.G.

——Natalie's BEEPER goes, too.  She looks down.


CUT TO:

84.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS STAIRS

Tracy is standing in the middle of the room, reaching for her cell phone on her belt.  She pulls out the antenna.  As she punches in the number, CAMERA TURNS ROUND TO ANGLE TOWARDS THE COUCH.  Vachon is standing, weight on his left foot, hand on hip, looking at her.  Behind him, Tracy's shoulder bag is on the couch.


TRACY  (into phone)



Vetter, here.


(listens a bit)


VACHON



Trace?

She flaps her hand at him to be quiet.


TRACY  (into phone)



Yeah, okay——I got it.

She lowers the phone, and turns to Vachon.


TRACY



Gotta go.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


VACHON


(mild interest)



Is it a new case?


TRACY


(putting phone away)



At a school.


(looks up)



I don't know the details.  I gotta get over there.

Vachon quickly reaches behind him to pick up her shoulder bag, and comes over to her holding it up.  She meets him, takes it with a nod, and starts to leave.


CUT TO:

85.
EXT. DOWNTOWN HIGH SCHOOL——FULL SHOT FROM ACROSS THE STREET——NIGHT

A busy scene.  Students and teachers mill about on the sidewalk on both sides of the street.  Uniformed police officers are on scene, some standing around and others trying to herd people over to the near side of the street (the side furthest from the school).  There are several squad cars, and an ambulance.

CAPTAIN REESE COMES ON SCREEN IN F.G.  He walks away, across the street, heading up to one of the uniformed officers.


CUT TO:

86.
ANGLE ALONG THE STREET, FROM BEYOND THE SCHOOL

Nick's car is driving up the street towards the furor (o.s.).  Natalie's car follows.  Cars are parked all along the street on either side——students' cars, residents' cars, a couple of police cars.  Nick pulls up in f.g., double parking.  So does Natalie.  Both open the door and get out, with an air of urgency.  Nick slams the car door shut.


CUT TO:

87.
REVERSE ANGLE——NICK IN F.G.

Ahead of Nick, is the scene outside the school (which is on the l.s.).  Barricades have been put up, blocking the road.  A uniformed police officer is there.  NATALIE COMES ON SCREEN, walking up to Nick's side.  Reaching into his jacket for his ID, Nick walks briskly forward.  He waves the ID at the cop as he goes by.


NICK



Captain Reese around?

The cop waves up the street.  CAMERA FOLLOWS NICK & NATALIE as they go up into the furor.  They head for Reese, who turns as they comes up to him.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT OF NICK AND REESE.  Reese gestures at the school with his thumb over his shoulder.


REESE



It's one of those school-shooting things.  One down for sure——but several shots were fired.  We don't know how many may still be in there.

Nick looks past him at the school.


NICK



Great.

Reese turns to look at the school.


REESE



Yeah.


(heavy pause)

CAMERA ADJUSTS TO BRING NATALIE ON SCREEN.


REESE


(continues, heavy)



Dr. Lambert...we just got word.  The one the fire crew got out was D.O.A. at the hospital.


NATALIE


(brisk)



Right.  I'd better get over there then.

She gives a quick nod, and goes o.s. (to her car).  They look after her for a moment.  Then Reese turns to Nick.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


REESE


(sombre)



I've called in the SWAT team.


NICK


(brisk)



S——o...what do you need me for?

Reese points his left index finger at him.


REESE



We haven't ID'd the guy holding 'em, yet.  


(continues)

CAMERA TRACKS REESE & NICK as Reese heads off across the road to the sidewalk, with Nick alongside.


REESE


(continues)



I want you to talk to the staff and students.


(points ahead)



See if anyone saw him...


(drops arm)



...recognized him.  There's gotta be some reason for all this.  Maybe he's a student——or an ex student.


NICK



Right.

They come up to a large group of students and staff, some puzzled, some scared.  Some are staring across the road at the school, some at the police.  Others are talking.  No one is entirely sure what is going on at this point.  On the whole, the classes are staying together——people who know each other sticking with their friends.


REESE


(resigned)



At the moment, we don't even know where he is in the building.

Reese heads for one person in particular——ALAN DEVEREAUX, the night-school principal.  He is a light-skinned black man in his early forties, wearing a suit and tie.  They come up to him, Nick in f.g. and Devereaux on r.s.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


DEVEREAUX


(worried)



Captain, can you tell me what is going on?

Reese hesitates, and bites his lip.


DEVEREAUX


(prodding, anxious)



I saw the fire truck leave.


REESE


(decides)



Look...at the moment we can't be entirely sure.  But it looks as though someone may have taken some of your students hostage.


DEVEREAUX


(for confirmation)



So it's not a fire.

There is a brief pause, as he tries to take it in.


NICK


(slight sympathy)



These things are not exactly unknown at high schools.


DEVEREAUX


(to Nick, incredulous)



But this is a night school!

He looks back and forth from Nick to Reese.  Reese quickly turns to Nick, putting his hand on Nick's arm.


REESE



Knight, this is the principal of the school, Alan Devereaux.


(turns to Devereaux)



This is Detective Knight.  He'll be talking to you and your staff, and any of the students who may have seen anything.


DEVEREAUX


(a little blank)



Of course.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Reese pats Nick's arm, and goes o.s. to l.s.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT.


NICK



Can you tell me what happened?

Devereaux looks at him helplessly, and shrugs.


DEVEREAUX


(stating obvious)



I was in the office and the fire alarm went off.  We evacuated the building!


NICK



Yes, but——


(interrupted)


DEVEREAUX


(interrupting)



I left with the night-school secretary.  We got out here to find the school coming out down to the pavement——


(dry, sharp)



——as they're supposed to.


(shrug)



Then the fire truck arrived.

Nick bites his lip, considering this.


DEVEREAUX


(anxious)



Look, I'm sorry I can't help you.  But I assumed we either had a real fire or a false alarm.  


FADE TO WHITE & BACK TO:

88.
FLASHBACK——FULL SHOT OF SCHOOL, FROM THE NEAR SIDEWALK——NIGHT

People are milling in class groups on the sidewalk and pathway, some fairly close to the school.  Some have coats on, or are carrying coats and putting them on.  In other groups, all are in shirtsleeves.  A FIRE ENGINE SIREN IS HOOTING.  CAMERA TURNS TO ANGLE UP THE ROAD as a fire-engine pulls up, and the crew get off.  Devereaux heads over to the fire-engine.  One of the people talks to him, while the others get ready for work.


CUT TO:

89.
INT. HALLWAY OF SCHOOL——ANGLE ALONG THE HALL

THE FIRE CREW COME ON SCREEN IN F.G.  They head down the hall, with one of them stopping to check out the classroom on r.s. as they go.


CUT TO:

90.
HALLWAY WHERE ELISE IS LYING——CLOSE ANGLE

Elise has collapsed on the floor by the fire alarm.  A couple of fire crew come quickly up.  One looks at the smashed glass, the other kneels by Elise to check her pulse.


CUT TO:

91.
TWO-SHOT OF FIREMAN & ELISE

CAMERA CLOSES IN PAST THE FIRE FIGHTER ON THE BLOOD ON ELISE'S BODY.  CAMERA JERKS BACK TO CLOSE-UP OF THE FIRE FIGHTER.  He looks round up at his buddy.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT, ANGLE UP.  The men's eyes meet.  Then the one standing looks at the blood trail (o.s.).  THE CAMERA TURNS TO ANGLE ALONG THE HALL, showing the blood trail.


CUT TO:

92.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE

The men scramble madly to their feet, looking scared.


CUT TO:

93.
EXT. SCHOOL——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR

The men come out, carrying Elise on a light stretcher.


CUT TO:

94.
CLOSE ANGLE AT THE CURB——AS ELISE IS LOADED INTO THE BACK OF AN AMBULANCE BY PARAMEDICS


CUT TO:

95.
CLOSE-UP OF FIRE FIGHTER STANDING BY THE FIRE ENGINE, TALKING INTO A PHONE


FADE TO WHITE & BACK TO:

96.
PRESENT——RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF NICK & DEVEREAUX

Devereaux stares at Nick anxiously.


NICK



Yes, I see.


DEVEREAUX


(strained, incredulous)



I assumed she'd been overcome by smoke somewhere.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

97.
TWO-SHOT OF TRACY & MATH TEACHER

In b.g., the students in the math class crowd round.  They have coats on.  Tracy is looking down at her notes.  


DEVEREAUX  (V.O.)


(continues)



What happened? 

Tracy looks up at the teacher, with an inquiring look.  The teacher brushes her right hand through her hair, distractedly.


MATH TEACHER



Well, I was just giving the class some work to do at their seats.


FADE TO WHITE & BACK TO:

98.
INT. MATH CLASSROOM——CLOSE-UP OF THE TEACHER AT THE BOARD

The teacher is just finishing writing the question numbers on the board.  The FIRE ALARM goes off.


CUT TO:

99.
FULL SHOT TOWARDS THE FRONT OF THE ROOM

The students start at the ALARM, and a couple of them begin to get to their feet.  The teacher puts down the chalk and turns to the class.


MATH TEACHER


(controlling stress)



All right.  Let's leave in an orderly fashion.


(continues)


CUT TO:

100.
ANGLE FROM THE FRONT——TEACHER'S P.O.V.

Students are getting to their feet.  A couple are grabbing their coats, or gathering their books and notes. 


CUT TO:

101.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF MATH TEACHER


MATH TEACHER


(warning)



Leave your books.  But girls——don't forget to take your handbags.


CUT TO:

102.
RETURN TO ANGLE FROM THE FRONT


RANJIT



Should we take our coats, miss?

Some students look to the teacher.


CUT TO:

103.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF MATH TEACHER


MATH TEACHER


(brief hesitation)



Grab them quickly.  Don't stop to put them on.


CUT TO:

104.
RETURN TO ANGLE FROM THE FRONT

The students grab their coats off the backs of their seats and hurry towards the front and rear doors.  The teacher quickly heads for her own coat.


CUT TO:

105.
EXT. FRONT OF SCHOOL——MED. ANGLE ON FRONT DOOR——NIGHT

The people in the math class start to file out of the doors, carrying coats or putting them on as they go.  


FADE TO WHITE & BACK TO:

106.
PRESENT——RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF TRACY & MATH TEACHER

Tracy is glancing up, then down to her notes, jotting.


MATH TEACHER



And then the fire engine pulled up. 


(brief pause)



We've been out here ever since.


TRACY



Right.  Okay.


CUT TO:

107.
ANGLE ALONG THE STREET FROM BEHIND THE POLICE BARRICADES

A TV news van pulls up, negotiating the way past Nick's car (in f.g.), stopping near the barricade.  The news crew pile out in a hurry, and head for the barricade, pushing past the uniformed cop on duty.


CUT TO:

108.
MED. ANGLE

In b.g., standing behind the van in which the SWAT team has arrived, Reese is conferring with the SWAT TEAM LEADER.  


REESE  (in b.g.)



Okay, now as I see it, the next move is to cut in on the phone——


(breaks off)

THE TV NEWS CREW COME ON SCREEN IN F.G., heading swiftly their way.  CAMERA CLOSES IN as they approach.  Reese turns angrily as the TV news crew close in on him.  He holds up his hand, palm out.


REESE


(sharp)



Hold it!  Who let you in here?


TV REPORTER



Captain Reese, what can you tell us?

The cameraman is nearly on top of Reese, who steps towards the reporter, trying to force her back by the bulk of his presence.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


REESE



You're supposed to keep back behind the barricades.  We can't have civilians in the line of fire.


TV REPORTER


(pushy)



We've been told there's a sniper in the school.  Can you confirm?


REESE



I can't confirm anything at this time.  You've got to get back.


CUT TO:

109.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF TRACY & THE MATH TEACHER

Tracy jots down an answer.  The math teacher hesitates, wanting to ask her a question.  Tracy looks up.


TRACY



Now, I need to know if——


(interrupted)

The math teacher reaches out her hand.


MATH TEACHER


(interrupting)



Excuse me.


(hesitates)



I——uh——realize you've got all these questions, but...


(anxious pause)



...I'm worried about something.  One of my students.  She isn't here.


TRACY


(not getting it)



You mean absent?


MATH TEACHER



No, no.  I excused her to go to the washroom.

Tracy freezes.


CUT TO:

110.
INSERT——QUICK FLASHBACK FROM ACT ONE——CLOSE-UP OF THE DOOR TO THE GIRLS' WASHROOM

The door swings open, and Elise Whitley comes out.

CUT TO:

111.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF TRACY & MATH TEACHER


TRACY



Do you have her name?——can you describe her?


MATH TEACHER



Elise Whitley.  She's black, about twenty.


(breaks off)

Tracy is biting her lip.


MATH TEACHER


(after pause, anxious)



Was it her in the ambulance?


TRACY



I'm afraid so.


MATH TEACHER



You wouldn't happen to know——?  Is she all right?

CAMERA ZOOMS OUT TO CLOSE ANGLE as Tracy looks round at the class.  She looks back at the math teacher, stricken into silence, hating to have to break the news.


CUT TO:

112.
MED. ANGLE AWAY FROM SWAT TEAM VAN

In f.g., Reese is arguing with the TV crew, his arms wide out to herd them away.  In b.g, Devereaux is hovering, while Nick heads for Reese.  A couple of uniformed police officers are nearby.  


REESE



Come on, move on.  


TV REPORTER



Captain Reese, are you taking charge of hostage negotiations?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


REESE



A statement will be released later. 


TV REPORTER


(persistent)



Are you taking charge of the negotiations?


REESE


(firm)



Later.

In b.g., Nick stops, uncertain if he should report while the news team is there.  Reese spots him.  CAMERA FOLLOWS HIM CLOSELY as he struggles to pass the TV crew and head for Nick.  The TV reporter follows closely.  


REESE



Excuse me.


TV REPORTER



Captain Reese!

Reese turns to the uniformed officers.


REESE



Would you escort these people behind the perimeter?

CAMERA HOLDS POSITION.  Reese hurries on as the cops delay the reporters in f.g.  


TV REPORTER


(calling)



Are there developments, Captain?


CUT TO:

113.
TWO-SHOT OF NICK & REESE——ANGLE TOWARDS SWAT TEAM VAN

As Reese comes up to Nick, he grabs him by the elbow, turning him away from the reporters.  In b.g., the reporters are hustled away.  Reese leans close to Nick, still holding his elbow.


REESE


(low, confidential)



What've you got to report?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(low)



Devereaux did a quick check.  No one from Room 207 seems to have made it out of the building.


(continues)


REESE


(interpolates)



Right.


NICK


(continues)



So the gunman may be in there.

Reese gives him one brisk decisive nod.  CAMERA MOVES IN PAST NICK, HOLDING ON REESE as he whirls round and heads quickly for the SWAT team leader, who is in b.g., leaning against the van, looking their way.  The TV news team have been escorted away.  Reese summons the other man with a sharp wave of his right arm.


REESE



Over here!

In b.g., the SWAT team leader straightens and starts forward.  


CUT TO:

114.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK——ANGLE AWAY FROM SWAT TEAM VAN

In f.g., Nick is looking tensely towards Reese (o.s.).  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO SHOW DEVEREAUX.  He is about ten feet behind Nick on l.s., starting to walk forward.  Nick turns his head, and beckons him sharply on.  Devereaux picks up his pace.  CAMERA SHIFTS BACK TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK, AND THEN A BIT TO R.S. as Reese and the SWAT team leader come up.  CAMERA ADJUSTS as Devereaux comes up on l.s.  Reese and Devereaux are close in f.g., with Nick to l.s. and SWAT leader to r.s. behind them.


REESE


(tense)



Okay, what can you tell us about the class in 207?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


DEVEREAUX


(licks lips nervously)



It's a Continuing Education course in Intermediate Latvian.  Meets Tuesdays and Thursdays.  The teacher's name is Winegrad.  


REESE



How many students?


DEVEREAUX



I'm not sure.  I think there are about seventeen still on the roll——but there're always some no shows.


NICK



Is there any way to check?

Devereaux looks a bit blank.


NICK



Would it be on your computer records?


DEVEREAUX


(doubtful)



Well, the class roll is on the records.  But the computer is in the office.


REESE


(quickly)



We can get one of our people to hack into it.


DEVEREAUX


(nervous protest)



But that isn't going to get you today's attendance!  That's taken by the teacher, and brought down to the office during the break.


(pauses)

The others look at him.


DEVEREAUX


(continues, apologetic)



We haven't had break yet.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Reese grimaces.  The SWAT team leader rolls his eyes.  Devereaux is upset, and Nick pats his upper arm.


NICK


(reassuring)



Look, if we get the class roll——


(quick question)



——and addresses and phone numbers?


(pauses)

Devereaux nods.


NICK


(continues)



——then we can check and see who's stayed home tonight.


CUT TO:

115.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON MATH CLASS

Tracy's back is turned; she looks round at the students.  The teacher is next to her, and Ranjit is near.  Some of the students are crying or sniffing.  A couple are digging into pockets for Kleenex.  The teacher looks strained, as if she is trying very hard not to cry.


TRACY


(to class)



I'm sorry.


MATH TEACHER



It's not your fault.


TRACY


(turning quickly)



Nor yours.  No one could've known.

The teacher nods, clearly not feeling better about it.  


CUT TO:

116.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON REESE, NICK, & DEVEREAUX


REESE



Now, we're going to need to get in the rear of the school.  I take it there's a back entrance?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


DEVEREAUX



Off the parking lot, yeah.  


NICK



You have the keys?


DEVEREAUX



Uh, yeah.

He digs in his pocket, and comes up with a ring of keys.  He fumblingly takes off the right key.  The SWAT team leader moves forward.  Uncertainly, Devereaux holds the keys out to Reese——who takes them quickly and hands them to the SWAT team leader.  THE TEAM LEADER GOES O.S.


DEVEREAUX


(worried)



They aren't just going to——


(breaks off)

At a loss for words, he finishes with a sharp forceful forward gesture of his right arm.


NICK


(quickly)



No, no.  We want to end this without any more shooting...


(heavy pause)



...if it's at all possible.

Devereaux looks anxious.


CUT TO:

117.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON MATH CLASS


TRACY


(looking round class)



Now, obviously we want to catch the guy.  And get safely out anyone he's got in there with him.  But we've no idea who he is, or why he's doing this.  None of you heard or saw anything earlier?  Before the alarm went off?


(quickly)



Besides the shots.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Nearly all the students shake their heads.  Ranjit hesitates.  Then he half raises his hand, tentatively.


RANJIT



Miss, I think I may have seen the man.


CUT TO:

118.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON NICK, REESE, AND DEVEREAUX

In b.g., the SWAT team leader is talking to one of his men, who is by the van.  Reese turns to go, with a nod to Devereaux.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT.


NICK



Look, we'll need to know what computer system you're using.  


(brief hesitation)



Ah——passwords.  That sort of thing. 


(polite)



It'd probably be best if you come down to the station.


DEVEREAUX


(appalled)



No!


(quick)



I want to help, of course!  But——


(gestures round)



——this is my school.  I'm the principal.  I can't just——!


(breaks off)


(slight headshake, earnest)



I really don't feel I can leave just now.


(pauses)

Nick bites his lip——sympathetic to the man's sense of responsibility but very impatient.


DEVEREAUX


(continues, quickly)



And there isn't anything I can tell you about our system that our secretary can't tell you better.

Nick gives a quick relieved nod.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK



Right, then.  Let's find her.

He puts his hand on Devereaux's elbow to chivy him along.


CUT TO:

119.
TWO-SHOT OF TRACY & RANJIT

CAMERA TRACKS THEM as they walk along the road (heading to l.s.) just inside some uniformed officers who are keeping the students back on the far sidewalk from the school.  


TRACY


(urgent)



See anyone?


RANJIT



No one the same.


TRACY



Well, keep looking.

CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND TO ANGLE ALONG THE ROAD AHEAD, & FOLLOWS TRACY & RANJIT.  Ahead of them, an ENGLISH TEACHER is arguing vehemently with a uniformed cop.  This teacher is about forty, and neither she nor the students nearby are wearing any winter outerwear.  None has books or gym bags, and some of the women students don't even have hand or shoulder bags (if they kept a purse in a gym bag, for instance).  They are obviously very cold.

Seeing someone in apparent authority, the woman breaks off.  She turns towards Tracy, and waves her left arm wildly to catch her attention.  


ENGLISH TEACHER


(calling)



Excuse me!  Excuse me!  Are you in charge?

Tracy veers off, heading for her.  The cop turns to look at Tracy, but doesn't leave his post.  CAMERA HOLDS CLOSE ANGLE AS TRACY & RANJIT COME UP.  The teacher is on r.s., Tracy in f.g. with the cop beyond.  Ranjit is nearly o.s. on l.s.  As the conversation continues, CAMERA CLOSES IN PAST RANJIT, who is hovering, waiting for Tracy to go on.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


TRACY


(to cop)



Is something wrong here?


ENGLISH TEACHER



Can you tell me how much——


(continues)

Tracy turns to her.


ENGLISH TEACHER


(continues)



——longer we're going to be kept here?  Only none of has any coats and we're all freezing.

Tracy looks round at the students in the English class, taking in their appearance.  Most are hugging themselves, hands in their armpits.


TRACY



I see.

Tracy continues to look at the class, in growing concern.


ENGLISH TEACHER



When are we going to be allowed back in the school?  What's going on?


TRACY


(turning to teacher)



It'll be a little longer, I'm afraid.  Would you wait here?  I've got to go talk to someone.

CAMERA TURNS TO HOLD ON TRACY as she turns and walks quickly off diagonally across into the middle of the street, looking around for Capt. Reese.  In f.g., RANJIT COMES ON SCREEN.  He stays by the English class, looking uncertain what to do, turning to look at Tracy (in b.g.).  Spotting Reese near the SWAT team van (o.s. on l.s.), she heads that way.


CUT TO:

120.
MED. ANGLE ELSEWHERE ALONG THE STREET

Nick and Devereaux walk up to the NIGHT-SCHOOL SECRETARY, and start to talk to her.


CUT TO:

121.
CLOSE ANGLE BY SWAT TEAM VAN

A SWAT team are dispersing to take up positions, passing Tracy heading for Reese.


CUT TO:

122.
TWO-SHOT OF TRACY (R.S.) & REESE  (L.S.)


TRACY


(urgent)



Captain, we've got a problem.


CUT TO:

123.
MED. ANGLE SOMEWHERE NEAR THE EDGE OF THE CROWD

Nick is holding open the back door of a squad car, and the secretary gets in.  Devereaux is standing a few feet behind them, and a uniformed police officer is by the driver's door of the car.  Nick shuts the back door and turns to speak to the driver.


CUT TO:

124.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF TRACY & REESE


TRACY


(earnest, agitated)



Obviously they can't go in and get their things——but we can't make them stay out here and get pneumonia!


(continues)

Reese bites his lip, worried.  He nods his head.


TRACY


(continues)



And the ones who do have their coats——some are talking about going home.  

Reese nods again, thinking.  Then he raises his right hand, and points jerkily across his body.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


REESE



There's a church next street over——St. John's.  


(drops hand)



I know it's open still——there's a homeless shelter in the basement.  Get down there and see if they've got a hall or something we can use.


TRACY



Right, Cap.


REESE


(points at Tracy)



And if that witness of yours can't ID the guy he saw out here, get a uniform to take him to the station.  Maybe he'll spot someone in our records.


TRACY



Right.

She turns and hurries o.s back the way she came.  Reese turns around the other way, breathing a little heavily and looking concerned.


CUT TO:

125.
ANGLE UP ALONG THE STREET WITH RANJIT IN THE F.G.

He is still turned to keep an eye on Tracy.  In b.g., she is heading quickly for him.


CUT TO:

126.
CLOSE ANGLE——TRACY IN F.G.

Tracy walks quickly up to Ranjit, who is about to speak.  She raises her left hand in a "Stop" gesture.  The English teacher takes a step forward, eyes on Tracy.


TRACY


(to Ranjit)



It's okay——I'll be with you.


(to English teacher)



We're on it, I think.  It won't be much longer.

The teacher nods.  Tracy hurries Ranjit off.


CUT TO:

127.
TWO-SHOT OF TRACY & RANJIT, BY A SQUAD CAR PARKED ON THE STREET JUST OUTSIDE THE CROWD——ANGLE ALONG THE SIDE OF THE CAR (WHICH IS ON L.S., FACING THE CAMERA)

Tracy is talking into her cell phone.  Ranjit is waiting.


TRACY



Yeah, get Hardy in.  I want a composite as soon as possible so we can show it round.  Yeah.

She stops, and puts her cell phone away while turning to Ranjit.


TRACY



Okay, this——


(points ahead)



——cop'll take you down to the station now.

Ranjit nods.  A UNIFORMED COP COMES ON SCREEN IN F.G., reaching to open the rear door of the car.


CUT TO:

128.
CLOSE ANGLE——TOWARDS THE REAR OF THE CAR, FROM THE CROWD

Tracy turns and walks away from the car.  In b.g., Ranjit gets in; the cop closes the door, and then herself gets in.  AS TRACY PASSES, THE CAMERA TURNS TO HOLD ON HER.  Police cars and barricades block the street.  The TV news crew is rushing towards her.  Tracy halts for a moment, seeing them——but then presses on.  CAMERA FOLLOWS HER CLOSELY.  The news crew comes up.  TWO-SHOT WITH TRACY & THE REPORTER, who backs away ahead of Tracy.


TV REPORTER



Detective, we've just seen you put someone in a police car.  Have you made an arrest?

The cameraman pushes close to Tracy, who forges steadily on, hoping to get through the news crew, who continue to back up ahead of her.


TV REPORTER


(after pause)



Have you made an arrest, Detective?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


TRACY


(flat)



We have no suspects at this time.  


TV REPORTER



The man in the car.


TRACY


(flat repetition)



We have no suspects at this time.


(pauses)

She makes it past the reporter, and turns her head as she goes by.


TRACY


(continues)



Talk to the press release officer.  I can't help you.

She pushes on, getting through the news crew.


CUT TO:

129.
TWO-SHOT OF REESE & SWAT TEAM MEMBER, AT THE BACK OF THE VAN

The SWAT team member has been fixing up a phone line that will patch into the school system.


REESE



Got it now?



The SWAT team member looks up with a nod, and hands a phone up to Reese, who takes it.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF REESE.  On the phone, there is a RING.  Reese waits.


CUT TO:

130.
INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY BY THE CLASSROOM——CLOSE-UP OF THE CLOSED DOOR OF ROOM 207

The room number is clearly visible.  O.S. the phone in the classroom RINGS.


CUT TO:

131.
INT. CLASSROOM——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF TELEPHONE ON THE CLASS WALL BY THE DOOR

The phone RINGS.


FADE OUT.


END ACT TWO


———————————————————


ACT THREE
FADE IN:

132.
INT. ST. JOHN'S CHURCH——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF TV REPORTER——AS VIDEO RECORDING——NIGHT

The church is full of groups of students and teachers, with police officers and detectives questioning them.  As the reporter talks, CAMERA PULLS BACK TO CLOSE-UP.


TV REPORTER



We are here at St. John's church in downtown Toronto...where survivors of the nightschool hostage taking are talking to police.


(continues)

ANGLE SHIFTS TO INCLUDE THE STUDENTS NEAR THE REPORTER.  She turns to them.


TV REPORTER


(continues)



You were actually in the school at the time the gunman entered.  What was your reaction?

THE ANGLE SHIFTS TO THE STUDENTS.  One of the male students takes a step forward, leaning towards the camera.


CUT TO:

133.
CLOSE ANGLE

The cameraman is close to the student who is talking, the reporter nearby.  CAMERA SWINGS ROUND TO CLOSE ANGLE ON ANOTHER GROUP.  Nick is talking to another group of students.  CAMERA MOVES PAST THEM, AND CLOSES IN ON DEVEREAUX, who is talking to two or three of the teachers.  CAMERA TURNS TO TWO-SHOT OF TRACY AND A BLACK STUDENT.  She is listening to him, and jotting down notes.  CAMERA SHIFTS as the TV reporter, trailed by her camera crew, heads past.  CAMERA HOLDS ON THEM as they pass other students and go up the central aisle.  They stop by the math class.


CUT TO:

134.
CLOSE ANGLE

The students turn to the reporter with interest.


TV REPORTER  (into mike)



The girl who died was from your class.  How do you feel about her murder?

The math teacher quickly steps forward, and puts her hand over the camera lens.


MATH TEACHER



No.


TV REPORTER



Hey!


MATH TREACHER


(to class)



No.


TV REPORTER



I've a job here!  

The cameraman steps back, but the math teacher follows him, continuing to keep her hand over the lens.  


MATH TEACHER


(to class)



I don't want you talking to her.

One of the camera crew moves forward to shift her.  As he puts his hand hard on her arm and pulls——


VOICE FROM THE CLASS



Hey!


TV REPORTER


("stop" gesture)



No, leave her.


MATH TEACHER


(to reporter, sharp)



Do you know if the family have been notified yet?


TV REPORTER


(easily, to teacher)



I'm sure the police've done that.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


MATH TEACHER


(sharper)



Oh, are you?!  They're very busy, in case you hadn't noticed.


(to class, emphatic)



And until I know for sure...I don't want her parents to find out she's dead off the TV news!

There are nods from some of the students.


CUT TO:

135.
EXT. STREET——HIGH ANGLE SHOT——NIGHT

The school is floodlit by emergency lighting.  The grass, paths, sidewalk, and road are all clear except for police cars and the van——and the attendant official personnel.  Reese is standing by the SWAT team van, on the phone.  On the other side of the street, sightseers and press are behind barricades manned by uniformed police officers.  


CUT TO:

136.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF CAPT. REESE

On the phone, FAINT RINGING can be heard.  Reese takes the receiver from his ear with a grimace.


REESE



Still not answering.


(continues)


CUT TO:

137.
TWO-SHOT OF REESE & SWAT TEAM MEMBER  (AS BEFORE)

Reese turns to look down at the other man.


REESE


(continues)



You sure you got the right room.

The man nods.  


CUT TO:

138.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF REESE

With another grimace he puts the phone back to his ear.  Still FAINT RINGING.  He shakes his head, and takes the receiver away from his ear.


REESE


(depressed)



I dunno.  For all we know they could be dead in there.


NICK  (O.S.)



No, I don't think so, Captain.

Reese lowers the receiver to his chest, and looks at Nick (o.s. on l.s.).


REESE


(grimace)



The sound of that fire alarm coulda covered anything.  


CUT TO:

139.
CLOSE ANGLE 

On l.s., Nick is coming slowly up to Reese.  Some feet behind Nick, DEVEREAUX COMES ON SCREEN, and hovers.


NICK



Except for the people up on the second floor in 211.

Reese looks at Nick inquiringly.


NICK


(slightly apologetic)



We've been canvassing the classes.  Room 211 is just round the corner——


(continues)

With his right hand, Nick makes a little zig-zag gesture in the air in front of him.


NICK


(continues)



——from 207.  The students there are certain there were two——


(slight hesitation)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(continues)



——or maybe three shots during the fire alarm.  No more.  


(wry shrug)



Then they were heading down the stairs.  But it does mean the guy's got a single action weapon.  And there's no way three shots could take out an entire class.


(emphatic pause)



He's got them hostage.  No doubt about it.

THE SWAT TEAM LEADER COMES ON SCREEN BEHIND REESE ON R.S.  The other SWAT team member looks round at him.  Reese's attention is on Nick.


REESE



Well, that leaves two possibilities.


CUT TO:

140.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF REESE

He rubs his chin, thinking.  Then he nods to himself, and turns round.


CUT TO:

141.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE

Reese turns round, and spots the SWAT team leader.


REESE



Ah, good.  You got your men ready?

The team leader nods.


REESE



Right.  Gimme the horn again.  I gotta get that guy's attention.

The kneeling SWAT team member hands a bullhorn up to Reese, who takes it——handing back the phone——and heads out along the back of the van and into the road.


CUT TO:

142.
CRANE SHOT——LONG SHOT

Reese is walking from the van, diagonally across the road, to face the school from the sidewalk.  He stops, and raises the bullhorn.


REESE



This is Captain Reese of the Metro Toronto Police Force.  We know you are in there——and we know you have a classroom of people hostage.  We want to talk.  Please pick up the phone.


(lowers bullhorn)


CUT TO:

143.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE

The kneeling SWAT team member has the receiver to his ear, listening.  Beside him, the team leader is standing, looking down at him.  Nick drifts slowly closer.  CAMERA CLOSES IN.


CUT TO:

144.
CLOSE-UP OF THE KNEELING SWAT TEAM MEMBER

He has the receiver to his ear, listening.  RINGING.


CUT TO:

145.
CLOSE-UP OF REESE——FROM IN FRONT

He stands waiting, looking up at the school, with the bullhorn down at his side.


CUT TO:

146.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE


CUT TO:

147.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF REESE

He turns his head to look back at the van (o.s.).


CUT TO:

148.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF KNEELING SWAT TEAM MEMBER

He jerks a sudden thumbs up.


CUT TO:

149.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE

The SWAT team leader is reaching down to the receiver. 


CUT TO:

150.
RETURN TO CRANE SHOT

Reese is hurrying back to the van.


CUT TO:

151.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE

The SWAT team leader is holding the receiver to his ear.  Nick is hovering close, looking frustrated.  REESE COMES ON SCREEN in a hurry.  He takes the receiver.


REESE



This is Captain Reese.  Yeah.


(listens briefly)



Look, we don't want any misunderstanding or anything.  Maybe we could talk a while, you and I.  


(listens)



Yeah, sure, Mister——


(stops cunningly)



Hey, could you tell me your name?  


(hastily)



No, no.  It'd just be easier if I could call you something.


(listens)



No, if you don't want to, that's all right, too.

Nick is watching Reese closely.  CAMERA SHIFTS AWAY FROM REESE TOWARDS NICK, AND ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT AS DEVEREAUX COMES ON SCREEN AND JOINS HIM.  Nick turns round to him.  Deveraux talks confidentially, lest they be overheard on the phone.


DEVEREAUX



What'd the Captain mean when he said there were "two possibilities".

Nick glances over his shoulder at Reese (o.s.), and then turns back to Devereaux.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(low)



The guy might've moved the hostages to another classroom.  As it is——


(continues)

Nick moves around to face towards Reese (o.s.), but his face is turned towards Devereaux.  Nick nods his head towards the phone.


NICK


(continues)



——he picked up the phone in 207 okay...which suggests they're still in there.


(continues)

Devereaux nods, serious.  Nick looks towards Reese.


NICK


(continues)



Which means we know where they all are in the building.


(continues)

Nick puts his hands in his pockets, and turns his head to Devereaux.


NICK


(continues)



Up till now, we haven't been able to put men actually in the school in case he spotted them.  


VOICE  (V.O.)



Go, go, go!


CUT TO:

152.
EXT. REAR OF SCHOOL——CLOSE ANGLE ON REAR DOOR——SWAT TEAM RUSH IN


CUT TO:

153.
INT. STAIRWAY——ANGLE DOWN——SWAT TEAM RUSH UP


CUT TO:

154.
STAIRWAY——ANGLE UP TO SECOND FLOOR DOOR

The bodies of the two shot students lie on the landing.  THE SWAT TEAM COME ON SCREEN.  They rush upstairs.  A couple of them kneel to check out the bodies, while the others take up cautious positions.  They check through the windows in the doors, and then a couple of them slip through to the hall.


CUT TO:

155.
EXT. THE RAVEN——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

156.
CLOSE-UP OF VACHON AT THE BAR——ANGLE FROM HIS RIGHT

MUSIC.  Vachon is just sitting down.  He leans forward, elbows on the bar, to talk to the BARTENDER (o.s.).


VACHON



I'll have my usual.

He sits back, and twists round to look at the stage.


CUT TO:

157.
ANGLE FROM THE BAR TO THE STAGE, WITH VACHON IN F.G.

Vachon's back is turned, so he can see the stage.  URS is dancing on stage.  After a few moments, the bartender (nearly o.s.) puts Vachon's glass on the bar and goes off.  Vachon glances round, and picks up the glass.


CUT TO:

158.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON, FROM IN FRONT

Holding the glass but not drinking, eyes on the stage (o.s.).  CAMERA SHIFTS TO THE LEFT A BIT, SO LaCROIX COMES ON SCREEN.  He is standing behind the bar, leaning over to talk to Vachon.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT.


LaCROIX


(low, insinuating)



And did you enjoy yourself last night?

Vachon looks round.  LaCroix smiles, and gestures towards the dance floor.


CUT TO:

159.
INSERT——MED. ANGLE ON DANCE FLOOR

Some way off the blonde vampire woman is dancing, her attention on another man.


LaCROIX  (O.S.)


(insinuating)



Any good?


CUT TO:

160.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & LaCROIX

LaCroix smiles lasciviously, his brow raised in question.


VACHON


(prim reproof)



A gentleman should never kiss and tell.


LaCROIX


(throaty)



Ah, yes.

He winks at Vachon.  Vachon raises his glass, sips, and turns to look back at the dance floor.


CUT TO:

161.
INSERT——RETURN TO MED. ANGLE ON DANCE FLOOR

The dancers move around, and the blonde vampire and her partner shift off, becoming obscured by others.  Even preoccupied, Vachon's vampire hearing picks up a conversation elsewhere in the room.


MALE VAMPIRE  (O.S., faint)



Sounds a fun place to be, right now.


(continues)


CUT TO:

162.
QUICK INSERT——EXT. SCHOOL DRIVEWAY——CLOSE ANGLE ON THE REAR OF AN AMBULANCE, AS TWO BODY BAGS ARE LOADED IN


CUT TO:

163.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

Slight frown.


MALE VAMPIRE  (O.S., faint)


(continues, meaningful)



I could do with a real drink for a change——


(continues)


CUT TO:

164.
TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & LaCROIX——ANGLE OVER THE BAR

Vachon turns on the stool to locate the speaker.  LaCroix looks at him, slightly perplexed by his distraction.


MALE VAMPIRE  (O.S., faint)


(continues)



——if you know what I mean.

Vachon swings round to the bar, putting down his glass.  


VACHON



Do you know what that——


(points over shoulder)



——is all about?  Where he'd like to be?

LaCroix glances out into the room, and identifies the conversation with a slight nod.  


LaCROIX



Ah, yes.  


(looks at Vachon)


(faint smile)



I take it you haven't seen this evening's news.


(continues)

Vachon is at a complete loss.


LaCROIX


(continues, satisfied air)



Apparently, there is some sort of hostage-taking incident...at a school not far from here.


(continues)


CUT TO:

165.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON'S FACE

Eyes open wide, startled.


CUT TO:

166.
FLASHBACK FROM ACT TWO——INT. VACHON'S CHURCH——CLOSE ANGLE


VACHON


(mild interest)



Is it a new case?


TRACY


(putting phone away)



At a school.

CUT TO:

167.
PRESENT——RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & LaCROIX

LaCroix has taken Vachon's reaction to relate to the news of the hostage-taking.


LaCROIX


(continues, arch)



I gather shots have been fired.  At least one person has been killed.


(slow smile)



It all sounds...


(pleasurable pause)



...quite tantalizing.


(regretful pause)

Vachon picks up his glass.


LaCROIX


(continues, regret)



One could wish oneself there to take advantage.


(rueful)



If times were only different.

Vachon takes a sip.


VACHON


(lowering glass)



Yeah.


CUT TO:

168.
CLOSE ANGLE BEHIND SWAT TEAM VAN

Reese is on the phone.  The SWAT team leader is some feet away, talking on a radio headset to his men.  Nick is standing with Devereaux along the van, away from either.


CUT TO:

169.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF REESE

Reese has his free hand over his ear, the better to hear what the hostage-taker is saying on the phone.


REESE



All right, all right, take it easy!  No one's trying to rush you into anything.  It'd just be easier for us to talk if I knew what you wanted.


(listens for a bit)


CUT TO:

170.
TWO-SHOT OF NICK & DEVEREAUX

They are looking towards Reese (o.s.).


DEVEREAUX


(quiet)



Why'd the guy pick my school, that's what I'd like to know.


NICK


(turning round)



That's what we'd all like to know.


(pause)



And why that particular class in your school.  If it's the same guy, he walked right past at least one open door.  He coulda been spotted at any——


(interrupted)


DEVEREAUX


(interrupting)



Probably was——or thought he was. 

Nick looks at him, slightly irritated at being interrupted.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


DEVEREAUX


(explains)



The shots before the alarm.  The students he killed.


NICK



Yes.


(shifts round again)



Which means he targeted the class in 207.


CUT TO:

171.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE  (into phone)



It'd really help, sir, if you'd tell me why you're doing this.  


(continues)

There is a CLICK on the phone, as the man hangs up.


REESE  (into phone)


(continues)



What the point——


(breaks off)

Reese realizes that the man has hung up.  He takes the phone away from his ear, grimacing wryly.


REESE



He hung up.

CAMERA PULLS BACK & AROUND TO ANGLE DOWN THE SIDE OF THE VAN TOWARDS NICK & DEVEREAUX, WITH REESE IN F.G.  Reese holds the receiver out, twitching it idly in his hand.


REESE



Knight, this is ridiculous.  We're not gonna get anywhere with negotiations without at least knowing who this guy is and what's motivating him.


(continues)


NICK


(interpolation)



Right.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


REESE


(continues)



So get your partner and get on it.


NICK



Right, Captain.

Nick turns briskly, and heads off.  Devereaux hesitates, but then decides to stay where he is.


CUT TO:

172.
INT. ST. JOHN'S CHURCH——CLOSE ANGLE

Tracy is surrounded by a group of students.  She is handing out copies of the composite picture that has been made according to the description given by Ranjit Singh.

NICK COMES ON SCREEN ON R.S., pushing his way through the students.  Tracy looks round at him.


NICK



What's this?

He points to the stack of pictures in her hand.


TRACY



Just came over from the station.


(continues)

She holds out one of the pictures and Nick takes it, looking down at it.  CAMERA CLOSES IN FOR TWO-SHOT.


TRACY


(continues)



It's the composite that student made of the guy he saw.

Nick looks up, and nods.


TRACY



I figure the fastest way to see if anyone recognizes it is to——


(waves round the room)



——pass out copies.


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Nick glances round, the paper drooping in his hand.


NICK


(interpolation)



Yeah.


TRACY


(continues)



Time being——


(continues)


DISSOLVE TO:

173.
CRANE SHOT OF THE SCHOOL & THE STREET IN FRONT OF IT  (ANGLE AS BEFORE)


TRACY  (V.O.)


(continues)



——important here.


DISSOLVE TO:

174.
INT. THE RAVEN——TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & URS, AT THE BAR

Vachon is sitting in f.g., one elbow on the bar, turned to Urs, who is standing leaning against the bar, looking away towards the dance floor. 


URS


(bored)



Not another hostage taking! Y'know...I don't really care any more?


(quick look at Vachon)



I mean, I hope nothing happens to Tracy, of course.  No shoot-out, or anything.  But——


(shrugs)

Vachon looks down at the bar.


VACHON



I bet Knight's there, too.


URS



I guess.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

She turns to the bar.  CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND OVER THE TOP OF THE BAR, KEEPING TWO-SHOT, STILL AT AN ANGLE SO VACHON IS MORE IN F.G. THAN URS IS.  Vachon draws with his finger on the bar.  Urs's attention is finally drawn.


URS



What is it?


VACHON


(shrugs, dull)



Nothing, probably.

Urs cocks her head inquiringly.  Vachon hesitates, and then looks at her, stopping his fidgeting.


VACHON



You remember the Christmas party?

Urs grins at the absurdity of the question.


URS



Of course!


VACHON



And Knight wasn't there?

Urs wonders what the point is.


URS



Yeah, I noticed.


VACHON


(definite)



He wasn't on duty.  She did invite him.


URS



I figured probably.

Vachon hesitates, tongue on his upper lip.  Then he shrugs, and turns his head to Urs to proceed.


VACHON



She told me——


(breaks off)


FADE TO WHITE & BACK TO:

175.
FLASHBACK——FROM "Twelve Nights of Christmas" (Act Two)——INSIDE NICK'S CAR——CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY


(nervous)



Nick, are you...?  


(brief uncertainty)



I mean, do you maybe have a boyfriend you'd like to bring to the party?  


(continues)


CUT TO:

176.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Quick shot.  Nick is utterly taken aback.


CUT TO:

177.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY


(continues quickly)



It's okay if you do...really.


CUT TO:

178.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Nick flings his arms wide (constricted by his position).


NICK


(urgently)



I don't have a boyfriend.  Okay?

CUT TO:

179.
PRESENT——RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


VACHON


(grins)



So now she can't make up her mind!  Is he, or isn't he?  


URS


(blankly)



But he said he wasn't.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


VACHON


(quickly)



No.  What he said was...he didn't have a boyfriend.  


(pauses briefly)

Urs nods blankly, still not really getting it.


VAHCON


(continues, wry smile)



Anyway...I gather it's the vehemence of his protest that makes her wonder.


URS


(uncertain of word)



Vehemence?


VACHON



Yeah, she thinks he protests too much.


URS



Oh.

She shrugs.  It's not a matter of much importance to her.  She hardly knows either Tracy or Nick.


URS


(mild interest)



So what did you say to her?


VACHON


(surprised)



Well, what could I say?  She doesn't know I've met him.


(long uncertain pause)



Anyway, I can't say.  


(dubious)



I don't think she's right.

Vachon looks off into space, and then his gaze droops down to the bar.  Urs looks at him more closely.  Finally, he looks at her and shrugs.


VACHON



Well, hell——I never got the impression Knight was gay.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


URS


(impish grin)



You mean he never came on to you?

With a certain deliberation, Vachon grins wickedly.


URS


(slightly dry)



Maybe you're just...`not his type'.


VACHON


(laughs, grins)



Urs, in my experience, I'm damn near everyone's type!

Urs grins with genuine amusement, and digs him in the ribs.


CUT TO:

180.
INT. ST. JOHN'S CHURCH——PAN SHOT

People are looking at the composite.  As there were not enough copies to go round, they have to look over people's shoulders and share.  CAMERA HOLDS ON THE ENGLISH TEACHER IN F.G.  She is squirming her way through the crowd, holding one of the pictures.


ENGLISH TEACHER



Excuse me.  Excuse me.

CAMERA SHIFTS SLIGHTLY AHEAD SO TRACY COMES ON SCREEN.  She is looking the other way.  The English teacher comes up to her.


ENGLISH TEACHER



Detective.  I——uh——


(breaks off)

Tracy turns round.


TRACY



Yes?


ENGLISH TEACHER



I think I recognize the man in the picture.


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

She holds the picture out to Tracy.


ENGLISH TEACHER


(continues)



I don't know his name——but, if it is the same man, he came by one day to pick up one of the students in my English Composition class.  I think he's her boyfriend.

Tracy takes the composite from her.


TRACY



I see.  


(pauses)



But you don't know his name.


ENGLISH TEACHER


(slightly sharp)



I know hers.  Annette Holden.


(quickly)



But it's my other class.  Meets Monday and Wednesday.


TRACY



Oh.


(pause)



Would you have her address?


ENGLISH TEACHER



Only back in my classroom.

Tracy grimaces, then suddenly gets an idea.  She reaches down to get her cell phone from her waist.


CUT TO:

181.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF A DETECTIVE SITTING AT A DESK

The phone RINGS, and is snatched up.


CUT TO:

182.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY  (into phone)



...check the school records.  Yeah.


CUT TO:

183.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF DETECTIVE

The detective turns to a computer on the desk, which is on, with the school records on the monitor.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO THE COMPUTER & CLOSES IN ON THE MONITOR.  Class records flash on the screen.


CUT TO:

184.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

Holding the phone with her chin, she is madly scribbling in her notebook.  She stops, and grabs the phone.


TRACY



Right, thanks.

CAMERA PULLS BACK TO CLOSE-UP as she turns round, trying to catch sight of her partner.


TRACY



Nick?!

Tracy raises her hand sharply so Nick can see her.


CUT TO:

185.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, LOOKING ROUND TO SPOT HER


CUT TO:

186.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF TRACY & THE ENGLISH TEACHER

Looking at her notepad to be sure, Tracy punches the phone number.


CUT TO:

187.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, PUSHING THROUGH THE CROWD


CUT TO:

188.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF TRACY & THE ENGLISH TEACHER

Tracy is on the phone again, notepad ready.


TRACY  (into phone)



Another class on Thursdays?  Oh, she's probably here now, then.  What's she taking?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Tracy listens briefly, jotting on her notepad.


TRACY  (into phone)



Art.  Right.


(quick correction)



Yeah, okay——Art Appreciation.

  
(continues)

NICK COMES ON SCREEN BEHIND, pushing through the crowd.


TRACY  (into phone)


(continues)



You wouldn't happen to know what classroom Art Appreciation is in?


NICK


(quickly)



It's not 207.  That's a Latvian class.

Tracy looks round, and nods, listening to the phone.


ENGLISH TEACHER



207?


(continues)

They look at her.


ENGLISH TEACHER


(continues)



But that's my room.  My Comp class room!  


TRACY  (into phone)



Would you hang on a minute.


(hand over mouthpiece)


(to teacher)



That's the room he picked her up at?


ENGLISH TEACHER


(tense, scared)



Yes.

Tracy takes her hand off the mouthpiece.


TRACY  (into phone)



Mrs. Holden...your daughter's boyfriend.  Would you happen to know his name and address?


CUT TO:

189.
EXT. MURDOCH'S HOUSE——MED. ANGLE AT THE REAR——NIGHT

Nick and Tracy round the corner of the house, and prowl along towards the back door.  Nick stops, and peers through the window.


CUT TO:

190.
TWO-SHOT OF NICK & TRACY AT THE BACK DOOR


CUT TO:

191.
INT. MURDOCH'S KITCHEN——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE BACK DOOR

The room is dark.  Nick's face can be seen, peering through the window.


CUT TO:

192.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


TRACY



Nick, we're going to have to call Reese and get a warrant.

Nick looks round at her.  He takes a step back.


NICK


(grim)



Get back.


TRACY


(expostulating)



Nick!

Nick thrusts his shoulder at the door, and breaks it in.  Tracy looks exasperated.  He goes in quickly; she follows, more slowly.


CUT TO:

193.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE IN MURDOCH'S KITCHEN

Nick heads into the room.  Tracy pauses in the doorway, fumbling for the light.  LIGHT COMES ON.  


CUT TO:

194.
ANGLE INTO THE ROOM, FROM THE BACK DOOR

CAMERA FOLLOWS NICK as he heads into the room.  He stops by the kitchen table.  ANGLE SHIFTS DOWN TO ANNETTE HOLDEN'S BODY.  It is lying on the floor between the table and the back door.  Annette was in her mid to late twenties, moderately good looking, with short curly dark hair.  Her body is wearing a long, puffy-sleeved blouse, and tight pink stretch slacks.


TRACY  (O.S.)



Oh, great.


FADE OUT.


END ACT THREE


——————————————————————


ACT FOUR
FADE IN:

195.
INT. MURDOCH'S KITCHEN——MED. ANGLE TO BACK DOOR——NIGHT

The place is now a crime scene.  Forensics personnel are around, and Natalie is kneeling by the body, examining it.  Nick is standing near her.  Both are wearing plastic gloves.  Natalie looks closely at the corpse's neck.


NICK



Well?——was I right?


NATALIE



Looks like it, yeah.  

She gets to her feet, and turns to Nick.


NATALIE



Yeah, I'd say manual strangulation, all right.  You can see the marks of his fingers quite clearly.


(brief pause)

Nick nods:  this was the answer he'd expected.


NATALIE


(continues, thoughtful)



Large hands.


(glance at body, dry)



Small neck.


(professional)



Probably broke the hyoid bone——


(looks at Nick)



——but I can tell you that for sure when I X-ray it.


(pauses)

She strips off her gloves.


NATALIE


(continues)



If you're finished with the body, I'll get it down to the morgue.


NICK



Yeah, okay.


CUT TO:

196.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF KITCHEN DOOR

It opens, and Tracy comes in.  Like the others, she is wearing gloves.  In her left hand, she is clutching an evidence bag with a small handbag in it, and holding a wallet with ID, which she has open.


TRACY



Yeah, it is Holden.


(continues)


CUT TO:

197.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

Nick and Natalie turn to look towards the kitchen door.  TRACY COMES ON SCREEN IN F.G., walking over to join them.  She turns the ID so Nick can see it.


TRACY


(continues)



Photo ID on her driver's license.

Nick takes it carefully, glances at it with a nod, and hands it back.  Tracy drops it in the plastic bag with the handbag, and hands it to Natalie.


TRACY



I'm going to look around a bit more.

Nick nods as Tracy turns and leaves the room.


CUT TO:

198.
EXT. THE REAR OF EMIL MURDOCH'S HOUSE——MED. ANGLE——NIGHT

The back door is open.  Attendants are carrying out a body bag.  Natalie and Nick follow.  The attendants go o.s., and Natalie and Nick stop in the f.g.


NATALIE


(mild)



It's a bad one.


NICK


(irritated, quiet)



It's frustrating.

He says no more, and she looks at him inquiringly.  He shrugs.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK



Well, I want to fly up to that classroom and just grab Murdoch.  


(calm assurance)



I could do it easily enough.  


(faint contempt)



He could never stop me.

Natalie looks down, uncertain what to say.


NICK


(slight smile)



Yeah, I know.  I can't.

Natalie looks up.


NATALIE


(dry)



Oh, you could.  

Nick nods his head slightly, several times, brooding. 


NATALIE


(wry)



But I didn't say you should.


NICK



Yeah.


(looks down)



I get past the SWAT team, okay——there's a whole class full of students.  


(sigh)



Bound to be a Resistor or two among them.

Natalie looks at him closely, then decides he can cope.


NATALIE


(briskly)



Let Reese handle it.

Nick broods.


NATALIE



I'll be at the morgue.

Nick nods.  Natalie heads o.s. (out to the road at the front, where an ambulance is waiting).


CUT TO:

199.
EXT. STREET——ANGLE ACROSS A LAWN TO THE STREET

This is the street by Murdoch's house, but the house is o.s.  An ambulance is waiting, double-parked.  The body bag has been loaded in, and the attendants are standing waiting.  Cars——including Nick's and Natalie's——are parked on both sides of the road.  Natalie is heading for her car.  Suddenly a compact car, speeding on the side street, comes to a halt in front of the ambulance.  The driver's door opens, and MRS. HOLDEN gets out.  This is the dead woman's mother:  she is in her late fifties, thin, brisk, and very agitated.  She heads quickly for the sidewalk.


NATALIE



Hey!  You can't stop there!

Mrs. Holden ignores her.  Natalie tries to intercept her, but is brushed aside.  Natalie turns to look after her, as she hurries forward (and o.s. behind the camera).  Looking irritated, Natalie turns back round.  One of the ambulance attendants is getting in the rear door.  The other is heading for the driver's door.


NATALIE


(sharp)



Back and go round it.

The attendant nods and waves, taking the obstruction easy.


CUT TO:

200.
REAR OF EMIL MURDOCH'S HOUSE——CLOSE ANGLE ON BACK DOOR

Mrs. Holden heads inside at a near run.


CUT TO:

201.
INSIDE THE KITCHEN——TWO-SHOT AT THE BACK DOOR

As Mrs. Holden heads inside, NICK COMES ON SCREEN IN F.G. quickly grabbing her upper arms.


NICK



Whoa!  This is a crime scene.  You can't come in here!


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


MRS. HOLDEN


(agitated)



My daughter!  Where's my daughter?


NICK



What?


MRS. HOLDEN


(trying to break free)



The police.  They called.  They said——


(breaks off)


(fearful)



Something's wrong.  


(tries to look round Nick)



Where is she?


NICK



You're Annette Holden's mother.

Mrs. Holden stops struggling, her eyes fixed on Nick's with suppressed terror.  He lets go her arms.


NICK


(after pause)



I'm very sorry, Mrs. Holden.

The woman is quiveringly still, eyes fixed on Nick.  After a long pause....


MRS. HOLDEN


(near whisper)



What did he do?

Nick hesitates.  Gathering herself together, Mrs. Holden starts to recover her natural briskness.


MRS. HOLDEN


(crisp)



I assume you're a policeman.  My daughter's...


(hesitates)



...dead?  

Nick nods.  Eyes on him, Mrs. Holden takes a deep breath, and nods once.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


MRS. HOLDEN



Where is she, and what did he do?


NICK


(quiet, professional)



Her body's just been taken to the morgue, and it looks as though she was strangled.


MRS. HOLDEN


(with dignity)



Thank you.


NICK



I'm sorry.

Mrs. Holden nods, turning away to leave.  Then she stops.


MRS. HOLDEN



I won't disturb your crime scene, Officer.  But...


(bites her lip)



...I would appreciate it if you could tell me the address of the morgue.


(controlled breath)



I assume I'll need to identify her. 

Nick hesitates, and then touches her arm lightly.


NICK


(apologetic)



Yes.  But before that...if we could go outside...you won't want to talk in here...I wonder if you'd mind answering some questions.  


(brief pause)



We don't know very much about your daughter's boyfriend.  Anything you could tell us.

Mrs. Holden looks intently at Nick, with a slight frown.  After a brief moment, she nods, still looking at him.


MRS. HOLDEN



Of course.

They go outside.


CUT TO:

202.
OUTSIDE THE HOUSE——MED. ANGLE

Nick walks Mrs. Holden well away from the house (into the f.g.).  She's quiveringly tense——but strictly in control of herself.


NICK



Emil Murdoch.  What do you know about him?


MRS. HOLDEN



Well, we only met a couple of times.  On their first few dates, a couple of times he came in.  After that, mostly she went to his place.


(pause)



They met through a dating agency.  One of those that does film clips.


(sad, frowning)



He was quite a bit older than Annette.  I wasn't entirely happy about that.


(low)



Though, of course, I was glad she was seeing someone. 


NICK



Did she talk about him much?


MRS. HOLDEN



Oh, yes.  About how he liked cars.  And hockey.  


(points emphatically)



And action movies.  He liked to go to those martial arts ones.


NICK



Do you know where he worked?


MRS. HOLDEN



An ad agency, I think.  


(remembers)



Roulin Advertising——that was it.  He was in Sales.


NICK


(nods)



Now...she had a class this evening but she came over here.  Was she planning to skip class tonight?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


MRS. HOLDEN


(shocked)



Oh, no!  She'd never do that!  She loved taking those evening classes!  No——she used to come over after work...and have dinner with him about five-thirty...and then go on to the class.


(continues)

Nick nods.


MRS. HOLDEN


(continues)



She was trying to get him to go too, actually.  She got so much out of them she just knew he'd enjoy them.  She wanted them to sign up for something they'd take together.


(continues)

Nick nods.


MRS. HOLDEN


(continues)



But, I should tell you...there was no hint of any trouble in anything she said about him.


NICK



I see.


(pause)



How serious were they?  Was there any talk of her moving in with them?  Were they engaged?


MRS. HOLDEN


(after hesitation)



Not engaged.  About moving in...she hadn't mentioned it.  But then——


(breaks off)



I know she stayed over a few times.  Maybe they were kind of...


(rotary gesture)



...working up to it.

Nick nods.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


MRS. HOLDEN


(uncertain)



You think maybe they had a fight about that?  She was getting too serious for him?


NICK



At the moment we don't know what went on here.  


DISSOLVE TO:

203.
EXT. ROAD OUTSIDE THE SCHOOL——ANGLE TO THE SCHOOL FROM THE SIDEWALK——UP TO THE SECOND FLOOR——NIGHT


CUT TO:

204.
CLOSE ANGLE BEHIND THE SWAT TEAM VAN

Reese is on the phone to Murdoch.


REESE



Mr. Murdoch.  You don't mind if I call you that?


(listens)



Yeah, a couple of my people found out.  'S what cops are for, isn't it?  


(listens briefly)



Well, it helps to keep things friendly.  Makes it more personal if I know your name.  Yeah.  


(fake optimistic)



And after all...the situation's not as bad as it could be, y'know.


(continues)


CUT TO:

205.
QUICK INSERT——INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY——CLOSE ANGLE ON SWAT TEAM

They are at the corner of the hall (r.s.), inside from the stairway.  Alert, weapons ready.  O.S. down the hall (l.s.) is the classroom where the hostages are.


REESE  (V.O.)


(continues, hurried)



Yeah, yeah——


(continues)


CUT TO:

206.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE BEHIND THE SWAT TEAM VAN


REESE


(continues)



——I know you shot some people in the school.  But y'didn't actually kill any of them.  Or didn't you hear the ambulance siren?


(continues)


CUT TO:

207.
QUICK INSERT——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR

In f.g., Annette Holden's body is on the autopsy table, and Natalie is tying a surgical gown.  In b.g., a lab assistant pushes in a gurney with a body bag.  Natalie stops tying her gown to gesture broadly to the refrigerated morgue (o.s.).


CUT TO:

208.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE BEHIND THE SWAT TEAM VAN

CAMERA CLOSES IN ON REESE AS HE TALKS ON THE PHONE.


REESE


(continues)



Hell, you didn't aim to kill!  You just got startled.  


(listens briefly)



I'm not saying it isn't a crime.  I'm not going to say something so silly we both know it's a lie.


(firm)



On the other hand——the treatment the hostages get...that'll definitely count with the judge.  Absolutely.


CUT TO:

209.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON SWAT TEAM IN UPSTAIRS HALL

ANGLE SHIFTS TO L.S., DOWN THE HALL.


CUT TO:

210.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE


(sly, persuasive)



Y'know, Mr. Murdoch——I got no way of knowing if those hostages are all right.


(listens briefly)



Well, sure...you say they are.  But I don't actually know of my own knowledge, do I?  


(listens)



How about a show of faith?  Let one of them out——I can hear it from them.


CUT TO:

211.
EXT. THE RAVEN——CLOSE ANGLE ON THE DOOR——NIGHT

Vachon is standing just outside the door to the club.


CUT TO:

212.
CLOSE-UP OF VACHON BY A BRICK WALL

He looks up (to l.s.).  FLIGHT SOUND EFFECT.


CUT TO:

213.
FLIGHT EFFECT——BLURRED WINDOWS, UP TO THE LEFT


CUT TO:

214.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE STAIRS——NIGHT

The door is open, and Vachon is coming in.  He heads downstairs.  The room is lit only by moonlight coming from the window outside the stairs.


CUT TO:

215.
FULL SHOT

Vachon gets to the bottom of the stairs, and heads across to the nearest sconce of candles, reaching into his pocket for a cigarette lighter.  He flicks it on.


CUT TO:

216.
CLOSE-UP OF VACHON, LIGHTING THE CANDLES


CUT TO:

217.
INT. EMIL MURDOCH'S KITCHEN——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR TO THE REST OF THE HOUSE

Nick is looking in a drawer near a wall phone.  The door opens, and Tracy comes in.


TRACY



No luck, nowhere.


(continues)

Nick straightens up, turning round to her.


TRACY


(continues)



There's another phone in the bedroom, and one in the living room——but no address book, no diary.


(wry grin)



If you ask me, he's got his "little black book" in his back pocket.


NICK



Probably.  


(shuts drawer)



But we need to find out more about the guy.  Give Reese something to work with.


CUT TO:

218.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——MED. ANGLE, OVER THE COUCH

Vachon is lighting the last candle.  He goes over to the couch, pocketing his lighter.  ANGLE SHIFTS DOWN TO THE BOOK ON THE COUCH.  VACHON'S HAND COMES ON SCREEN, and picks up the book.  CAMERA ADJUSTS as he sits down, leans back against the end of the couch, and swings up his legs to lounge easily.  He opens the book to the middle, flips a couple of pages to find his place, and starts to read.


CUT TO:

219.
EXT. ROAD OUTSIDE THE SCHOOL——ANGLE TO THE SCHOOL FROM THE SIDEWALK——UP TO THE SECOND FLOOR——NIGHT

CAMERA ZOOMS IN ON THE WINDOWS OF 207.  A shadow moves.


CUT TO:

220.
TWO-SHOT OF REESE & THE SWAT TEAM LEADER


REESE



Yeah, there may be movement.  But you can't get a clear shot——you said so yourself.  Anyway...he hasn't done any shooting since we got here.


(satisfied nod)



We still got a chance to talk him out.  Let's take it.  I'd rather finish this without any more deaths if we can.


CUT TO:

221.
INT. EMIL MURDOCH'S KITCHEN——CLOSE ANGLE

Nick's over by the counter, with his right hand on the counter top.  Tracy's on the other side of the table.


NICK



There's a six-pack in the fridge.


(continues)


TRACY


(interpolation, dry)



I could do with one.

She heads slowly over to the refrigerator.


NICK


(continues)



I don't see him as a heavy drinker, though——there'd be more bottles around.

Tracy pulls open the fridge door.


TRACY



He likes boloney.  And eggs.


NICK


(dry)



Great.  Maybe Reese can fry him an omelet.

Tracy shuts the door, and turns around with a bottle of beer in her hand.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(dry)



You do know that's stealing.


TRACY


(exasperated)



Oh, come on——the guy's a murderer.  He's not going to be coming back here to miss it.

Nick stretches out his left arm, and gestures to her to put it back.  Rolling her eyes, she pulls open the fridge door again, and does so.  Nick's PAGER goes off.  As he pulls it from his belt, Tracy turns round.  Nick looks at the pager.


NICK



The station.

He pulls out his cell phone.


TRACY



With any luck, they've got that address for us.

Pausing in his punching in the number, Nick glances up and nods.  Then he punches in the last number, and puts the phone to his ear.


CUT TO:

222.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——CLOSE ANGLE FROM THE FOOT OF THE COUCH

CAMERA SLOWLY CLOSES IN TO CLOSE-UP as Vachon reads.  He turns the page.  


CUT TO:

223.
EXT. EMILE MURDOCH'S HOUSE——CLOSE ANGLE ON BACK DOOR

Nick and Tracy come out, and head into f.g. 


CUT TO:

224.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

He turns the page, and continues reading.  After a while, his eyes drift off from the book. 


TRACY  (V.O.)
[From Act One]



I didn't know you read books.

DISSOLVE TO:

225.
FLASHBACK——INT. LIBRARY IN 1930s——CLOSE-UP OF VACHON, SITTING AT A TABLE, THREE-QUARTERS VIEW——NIGHT

He is intent on the encyclopedia he is looking at.


SCREED  (O.S.)



Wotcher doin'?


VACHON



Reading.

CAMERA PULLS BACK TO CLOSE ANGLE.  SCREED is at the end of the table, looking scruffy and awkward.


SCREED



Yeah.


(rubs nose, shifts feet)



Been wonderin' where you were tykin' yerself off tah.  Fough' maybe yer'd gotcha self some malinky sweet lydy friend——


(grins)



——ya didn' wanna share wi' yer mytes.


LIBRARIAN  (O.S.)



Ssssh.


VACHON


(looking off)



Sorry.


LIBRARIAN  (O.S.)



If you want to talk, take it outside.

Vachon turns back to Screed, and gestures to him to keep his voice down.  Screed glances at the librarian (o.s.), and winks.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT as he comes over to stand by Vachon's right shoulder.  He bends close.


CUT TO:

226.
INSERT——CLOSE TWO-SHOT


SCREED


(low, grinning)



No' my taste——bu' I reckon it tykes all kinds.  Yuh gonna do 'er——


(slight jerk of head)



——'ere, or wait'll the shop closes up fer the nigh'?


VACHON


(low, patient)



It's not a shop——and I'm not going to "do" her.


CUT TO:

227.
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF ANNETTE HOLDEN'S BODY ON THE AUTOPSY TABLE——NIGHT

ANGLE SHIFTS UP TO TWO-SHOT WITH NATALIE.  She is standing behind the autopsy table, looking at the body.  Natalie is wearing a surgical gown and gloves, with a mask down around her neck.  In her right hand, she has a tape recorder, which is lowered.


CUT TO:

228.
INSERT——NICK'S CAR DRIVES ALONG THE STREET & TURNS A CORNER——NIGHT


CUT TO:

229.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF NATALIE & ANNETTE HOLDEN'S BODY 

Natalie raises her tape recorder, and CLICKS it on.


NATALIE



Body is that of a white female, between twenty and thirty years old.  In good health, no obvious distinguishing marks.

She flicks off the tape.


CUT TO:

230.
NICK'S CAR DRIVES ALONG THE STREET


TRACY  (V.O.)



What do we know about the guy?


(continues)


CUT TO:

231.
INSIDE NICK'S CAR——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, FROM REAR SEAT  IINTERCUT W/ CLOSE-UP OF TRACY)

He is driving the car, his attention on the road.


TRACY  (O.S.)


(continues)



He likes sports, maybe?


(continues)


CUT TO:

232.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY, FROM REAR SEAT


TRACY


(continues)



He strikes me as a guy who'd go for sports.


CUT TO:

233.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK



Mrs. Holden said hockey.


(glance at Tracy)



He mark it up to watch on TV?  


CUT TO:

234.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY



No TV Guide in the place.


CUT TO:

235.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(offhand, looking at road)



I guess he just channel-surfs.


CUT TO:

236.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY


(grinning)



Well, everyone knows "Hockey Night in Canada"!


CUT TO:

237.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(quick glance, belated nod)



Uh-huh!


CUT TO:

238.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

Odd look at Nick.


CUT TO:

239.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Awkward grin.  He turns back to look at the road.


CUT TO:

240.
NICK'S CAR DRIVES ALONG THE STREET


CUT TO:

241.
FLIGHT EFFECT——BLURRED WINDOWS——DOWN TO THE LEFT


CUT TO:

242.
VERY QUICK SHOT——CLOSE-UP OF THE REAR DOOR TO THE SCHOOL


CUT TO:

243.
FLIGHT EFFECT——BLURRED SHOT UP THE SCHOOL STAIRWAY


CUT TO:

244.
VERY QUICK SHOT——CLOSE ANGLE ON SWAT TEAM, FROM STAIRS


CUT TO:

245.
FLIGHT EFFECT——BLURRED SHOT ALONG THE HALLWAY


CUT TO:

246.
INT. CLASSROOM——CLOSE-UP OF EMIL MURDOCH, FROM BEHIND

NICK'S ARM COMES ON SCREEN BEHIND MURDOCH.  It snatches him back.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT, FAVOURING NICK.  He grabs Murdoch, holding him close, and then throws back his head, snarling and showing his fangs.


CUT TO:

247.
MED. ANGLE INTO THE ROOM

The rows of desks have been pushed askew, and people in the Latvian class are huddled together——both the students and MR. WINEGRAD, the teacher (an overweight man in his forties).  In f.g., Nick and Murdoch are seen from behind.  The class are in full light, but Nick and Murdoch are dark.  The class are staring in terror.  [Voiceover from earlier.]


NATALIE  (V.O.)



Oh, you could.


(continues)


CUT TO:

248.
PAN SHOT——CLOSE-UP OF EACH IN THE FRONT ROW OF THE CLASS, FROM L.S. TO R.S.

Eyes round with horror.


NATALIE  (V.O.)


(continues after pause)



I didn't say you should.

FADE TO WHITE & BACK TO:

249.
INSIDE NICK'S CAR——CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Nick SIGHS heavily, and rubs his left hand across his forehead up to his hair.


CUT TO:

250.
NICK'S CAR DRIVES ALONG THE STREET


FADE OUT.


END ACT FOUR


——————————————————————


ACT FIVE
FADE IN:

251.
INT. ST. JOHN'S CHURCH——FULL SHOT

Still milling with students and teachers——not quite as many as before, but still quite a lot.  Several homeless men are standing looking at the sight.  Up at the front, Alan Devereaux is talking to one of the priests attached to the church, Father SEAN O'CONNELL.  O'Connell is fiftyish, wearing a black cassock.


CUT TO:

252.
CLOSE-UP OF FEMALE STUDENT

She is talking on a cell phone, her free hand screwed into her ear to keep out the sound in the room.


FEMALE STUDENT



Yeah, Mom?  Look, can you come pick me up?  


(continues)


CUT TO:

253.
INSERT——CLOSE ANGLE ON OUTSIDE DOOR

The door opens, and Ranjit Singh comes inside, looking around uncertainly.


CUT TO:

254.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF FEMALE STUDENT


FEMALE STUDENT  (into phone)


(continues)



Yeah, well——I don't even have a subway token on me.  I left my purse in my gymbag——and my gymbag's in the school.  Yeah.


CUT TO:

255.
RETURN TO FULL SHOT

Ranjit fills the screen in extreme f.g.  He heads down the central aisle to join the math class.


CUT TO:

256.
TWO-SHOT OF DEVEREAUX & FATHER O'CONNELL


O'CONNELL


(suppressed irritation)



How long is this going to go on, Mr. Devereaux?  I don't want to seem inhospitable.  I opened the church because you needed shelter.  But the police are through talking to you, and——


(puzzled look)



——only a few of your students have actually left.  I——really!  This is not what I expected.


CUT TO:

257.
CLOSE ANGLE ON MATH CLASS

Ranjit joins them.  Several of the students look startled to see him.  The teacher notices his arrival.


MATH TEACHER



Good heavens!  I would have thought you'd've gone home, already!


RANJIT


(wry)



Yeah, I think the cops thought so, too.  I had to get a bus part way and then walk.


MATH TEACHER


(understandingly)



Well, most of the other students've stayed.


CUT TO:

258.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF DEVEREAUX & O'CONNELL


DEVEREAUX


(shakes head)



Of course, they won't leave, Father.  They rushed out of that school for a fire alarm——they didn't take anything with them.  They're not supposed to.  

O'Connell doesn't get it.


CUT TO:

259.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON MATH CLASS


RANJIT



They say when we can go back in——


(points to l.s.)



——and get our books?


CUT TO:

260.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF DEVEREAUX & O'CONNELL


DEVEREAUX


(patient)



It's a semestered school.  They've got exams in a couple of weeks.  


O'CONNELL


(placating)



I'm sure the police won't let anything be stolen.


DEVEREAUX


(dry)



And what about tomorrow when the day school has classes?  The police going to be there then?


CUT TO:

261.
EXT. ROAD OUTSIDE THE SCHOOL——CLOSE ANGLE BEHIND THE SWAT TEAM VAN——NIGHT

Reese is on the phone again.  The SWAT team leader is standing by.  


REESE



Oh, I'm not going anywhere.  You stay, I stay.


CUT TO:

262.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF DEVEREAUX & O'CONNELL


O'CONNELL



Ah, well.  As long as you need to be here...!  The House of the Lord is always open to those in need.


CUT TO:

263.
EXT. ROAD OUTSIDE THE SCHOOL——CLOSE ANGLE BEHIND THE SWAT TEAM VAN——NIGHT

CAMERA SLOWLY CLOSES IN ON REESE.


REESE



Yeah, we can get some pizza sent in, or hamburgers, or something.


(listens)



Well, you're right, sure.  There will have to be some sorta quid pro quo.  If you let a couple of people out of the building, now.  Just to show your good will.


(listens)



Well, think about it.  There's no rush.  I'm not going anywhere.


(listens)



Well, that's up to you.  If you're not getting hungry, what about the others?


(listens)



I can't deny that.  You got the gun——you got the hostages.  You don't let the food in, they don't eat.  


(meaningful)



But then you don't eat.


(listens)



Oh, hell, no.  I just had a hamburger.  


(listens briefly)



Well, I know how hungry I was.  Not that I wouldn't rather have my wife's cooking!


(listens)



Well, yeah——I guess from your perspective.  But I got a job they expect me to do.  If I just went home——!


(feigns joviality)



——I'd wake up tomorrow and find myself outa work!

There is a CLICK on the line.  Reese takes the receiver away, staring at it.  


REESE


(to self)



What the hell...?


CUT TO:

264.
INSIDE NICK'S CAR——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, FROM REAR SEAT

As he drives along, Tracy's phone RINGS.  He glances over at her.


CUT TO:

265.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

She reaches to get her phone.


CUT TO:

266.
CLOSE ANGLE BEHIND SWAT TEAM VAN——REESE IN F.G.


REESE  (into phone)



Where are you?


CUT TO:

267.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY  (into phone)



On our way to talk to Murdoch's employer.


(listens for a while)



Right, Cap.

Tracy frowns, and then puts the phone away.


CUT TO:

268.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(glance at Tracy)



What'd he say?


CUT TO:

269.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY



Murdoch seems to be edgy about work.  The Captain wonders whether he lost his job recently——or thinks he's about to be fired.  


(brightly)



Maybe that's what set him off?


CUT TO:

270.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE BEHIND THE SWAT TEAM VAN

Reese hands the cell phone he's been using to a uniformed police officer, and starts back to the van.  In b.g., the SWAT team communications guy is trying to get Murdoch to answer the phone, but not succeeding.


CUT TO:

271.
EXT. STREET BY THE SCHOOL——MED. ANGLE IN THE CROWD

CAMERA HOLDS ON DEVEREAUX as he pushes through the crowd.


CUT TO:

272.
REVERSE ANGLE——DEVEREAUX IN F.G., FROM BEHIND

CAMERA FOLLOWS DEVEREAUX CLOSELY.  The TV crew approaches him eagerly.  As the reporter talks to him, she has to back up, since he keeps on walking, albeit with some difficulty getting through the crowd.


TV REPORTER



Mr. Devereaux.  As the principal of the school under siege, what do you have to say about the way the police are handling the situation?


DEVEREAUX



No comment.

He manages to push past.


CUT TO:

273.
MED. ANGLE TOWARDS CROWD——FROM THE STREET, WITH THE POLICE BARRICADE IN F.G.

Devereaux pushes his way apologetically through the crowd and up to the barricade.  A UNIFORMED COP COMES ON SCREEN FROM R.S. and moves to intercept him, arms outstretched to bar his path.  Devereaux stops.  The TV crew, making their way through the crowd, approach him from behind, hoping for action.


DEVEREAUX


(calling)



Captain Reese!


CUT TO:

274.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE BEHIND THE SWAT TEAM VAN

Reese turns round.  He spots Devereaux (o.s.).  A brief expression of irritation is quickly suppressed.


REESE


(calling)



Let him through, will you!


CUT TO:

275.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE POLICE BARRICADE

The uniformed cop has his head turned towards Reese (o.s.).  He turns back to Devereaux, nods, and lets him through.  Devereaux heads quickly over.


CUT TO:

276.
TWO-SHOT OF REESE & DEVEREAUX

Devereaux comes up to Reese, nodding a quick greeting.


REESE


(strained politeness)



How can I help you, Mr. Devereaux?


DEVEREAUX


(apologetic)



Look, I have a problem.  A lot of the students want to get into the school and get their things.


(continues)

Reese is obviously taken aback, but before he can speak, Devereaux raises his hands in a quick placating gesture.


DEVEREAUX


(continues)



Which of course is impossible at the moment——I know that.  So do they.


(anxious pause)



But, as soon as all this is over....


(trails off)


REESE


(flummoxed)



Mr. Devereaux, this is a crime scene.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


DEVEREAUX



Yes, but——


(anxious suggestion)



——supervised, maybe...by one of your men.  

Reese bites his lip, wondering how to tell Devereaux politely that this is not only ridiculous, but a waste of police time in the middle of a crisis.


DEVEREAUX


(rueful)



I'm getting some flak from Father O'Connell.  He's got a basement full of homeless guys who're wandering around the building!  


(wry)



I think he wants to lock up the church.


REESE


(sighs)



Mr. Devereaux——I can't see anyone going into the school for a while.  


(thoughtful)



If you know who the day school principal is...maybe you better call him and tell him classes tomorrow'll have to be cancelled.

Devereaux looks startled.


REESE



We'll be all over the place.


CUT TO:

277.
EXT. STREET——CLOSE ANGLE FROM SIDEWALK INTO THE STREET, TOWARDS NICK'S CAR

Nick and Tracy walk across the sidewalk and verge, to the car.  Nick walks round to the driver's side.  Tracy pauses, her hand on the car door, and looks back towards the house they have just left.  She looks a bit bemused, and shakes her head.  Then she turns round to the car.


CUT TO:

278.
INSIDE CAR——ANGLE FROM OUTSIDE DRIVER'S SEAT, WITH NICK IN F.G. & TRACY BEYOND HIM

Nick is already sitting in the car.  Tracy swings her legs in, and pulls the passenger door closed, as Nick leans down to the car phone.  He straightens up, holding the receiver to his ear.


NICK



It's Detective Knight.  Get me Captain Reese, if you can.


CUT TO:

279.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE BEHIND THE SWAT TEAM VAN

In f.g., Reese turns away from Devereaux as a uniformed cop approaches, holding out the cell phone.  Devereaux is looking taken aback.  ANGLE ADJUSTS, HOLDING ON REESE, SO DEVEREAUX IS NO LONGER ON SCREEN.  Reese takes the phone.


REESE  (into phone)



Reese here.  Oh, Knight...good.


CUT TO:

280.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK, IN PARKED CAR


NICK



You were right, Cap.  Murdoch just fouled up on the job big time.  Cost the company thousands.  And it isn't just that they fired him.  They found out the truth about him. 


(meaningful)



Something I don't think he ever let his girlfriend know, either.


CUT TO:

281.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE BOOK VACHON IS READING——FROM VACHON'S P.O.V.


SCREED  (V.O.)


(continues)



Din' know ya knew 'ow ta read!


CUT TO:

282.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

Eyes down at the book——but unfocused.


CUT TO:

283.
FLASHBACK——INT. LIBRARY——TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & SCREED, OVER THE TABLE

Standing just behind Vachon, leaning over his right shoulder, Screed squints down at the open encyclopedia.


SCREED


(jovial)



Some spell yer workin' there!


CUT TO:

284.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF OPEN PAGE OF ENCYCLOPEDIA——ANGLE PAST VACHON'S LEFT ARM

With a diagram of the atom, or a circuit diagram, or something like that.


VACHON  (O.S.)


(patient)



It's just science.


CUT TO:

285.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT

Screed grimaces, and shakes his head.


SCREED



No' bloody likely.  Goblin tracks.  


(warning)



You draw those——


(points at diagram)



——panty-grims, you'll find yerself callin' up the devil.  


(scornful nod at book)



Jus' ge' in trouble, meddlin' wi' tha' sor' o' fing.


(continues)

He reaches past Vachon, flips the tome emphatically closed with a SMACK, and quickly points at Vachon.


SCREED


(continues)



You mark my words.  


(tosses head)



Ain' natural, readin'.  


CUT TO:

286.
PRESENT——NICK'S CAR DRIVES ALONG THE STREET, TO THE L.S.


CUT TO:

287.
INSIDE CAR——CLOSE-UP OF TRACY——FROM THE REAR SEAT  (INTERCUT W/ CLOSE-UP OF NICK)

She's looking out the window


TRACY


(musing)



S'funny.  You don't expect to actually meet someone who can't read.  


(amused snort)



At least, not over the age of six or seven!


(pauses)


CUT TO:

288.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Not looking round, not commenting——eyes on the road.


CUT TO:

289.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

She turns to Nick, with a little shake of her head at her own obtuseness.


TRACY


(continues)



I mean...I searched his house and it didn't occur to me!


(scratches ear)



It's not as though there was nothing there to read.  At least...there was a stack of porno mags in his closet——


(breaks off)

She looks at Nick, obviously expecting him to say something at this point.


CUT TO:

290.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Still no response.


CUT TO:

291.
QUICK INSERT——INT. CLASSROOM——TWO-SHOT OF NICK & MURDOCH

Nick, looking fierce, is holding Murdoch closely from behind while the man struggles.


CUT TO:

292.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY


(offhand shrug)



Yeah, well, I did figure that he just looked at the pictures.


CUT TO:

293.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Still no response.


CUT TO:

294.
QUICK INSERT——CLASSROOM——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS WINDOW & REAR WALL——WITH NICK & MURDOCH IN F.G. ON R.S., FROM BEHIND

Lighting on the class, who are staring, stricken.  Silhouetted, Murdoch struggles in Nick's grasp.


CUT TO:

295.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Driving.  Deep in thought——not listening to Tracy.


TRACY  (O.S.)



'Course Annette Holden didn't know.  Or she wouldn't've been nagging him to go to those night-school English classes with her.


(continues)


CUT TO:

296.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY


(continues)



Something they could do together——hah!  Little did she know!


(continues)


CUT TO:

297.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


TRACY  (O.S.)


(continues)



She probably went on and on and on and on and——


(nearly fades out)


CUT TO:

298.
INSERT——CLASSROOM——PAN SHOT AROUND THE LATVIAN CLASS

Eyes fixed on Nick (o.s.).  HYPNOTIC HEARTBEAT BEGINS.


TRACY  (V.O., very faint)


(continues)



——on and on and on and on——


(continues)


CUT TO:

299.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S FACE

Eyes open, hypnotizing the class.  HYPNOTIC HEARTBEAT.  (This nearly drowns out Tracy's voice.)


TRACY  (V.O., very faint)


(continues)



——and on and on and on and on.


(continues)


CUT TO:

300.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK IN HIS CAR

Preoccupied——and again, Tracy's voice is hardly audible.


TRACY  (O.S., faint)


(continues)



And then of course he lost his job...and I bet he didn't tell her that, either.  So this time when she started talking about night school, it was——


(continues)


CUT TO:

301.
QUICK INSERT——CLASSROOM——MED. ANGLE  (AS BEFORE)

The class are no longer cowering, but standing on their feet, eyes on Nick, looking like zombies.


CUT TO:

302.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

Looking at Nick.


TRACY


(continues)



——one last straw too many.  He just...


(continues)

She shrugs, and SNAPS her fingers.


TRACY


(continues)



...snapped.


CUT TO:

303.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

No response.


CUT TO:

304.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY


(slight irritation)



Y'know, Nick, you might say something.


CUT TO:

305.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

After a moment, he turns his head.


NICK


(abrupt)



Do you mind if I leave you here?


CUT TO:

306.
STREET——NICK'S CAR IS SLOWING DOWN, SIGNALLING TO PULL IN


TRACY  (V.O.)


(astounded)



What?!


CUT TO:

307.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


NICK  (O.S.)



You can take the——


(continues)


CUT TO:

308.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(continues)



——car, if you like.  


(looking past her)



I've got something I need to do.


CUT TO:

309.
STREET——NICK'S CAR PULLS UP BY THE CURB


TRACY  (V.O.)


(astounded)



No!


CUT TO:

310.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

She reaches out, and grabs Nick's arm hard, furious.


CUT TO:

311.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Tracy's hand is on his arm.  He looks down at it.


TRACY  (O.S.)


(firm)



Oh, no.


(continues)

He looks up at her.


CUT TO:

312.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY


(continues, firm)



You're not doing this to me again!  Whatever it is——it can wait.


CUT TO:

313.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(protest)



Trace, I——


(interrupted)


CUT TO:

314.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY


(firm)



Wait.  Till we get to the station.  Whatever it is.


(continues)


CUT TO:

315.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


CUT TO:

316.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY


(continues, annoyed)



Damn it, Nick——get your priorities straight!  This is a crisis.


CUT TO:

317.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Nick turns his head to look at the road.  He SIGHS.


NICK


(quiet)



Yeah, I know it is.  I'm just not sure Reese can handle it.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

He signals to pull out.


TRACY  (O.S.)



Yeah, like there's anything you can do better.


(continues)


CUT TO:

318.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

Looking at Nick.  Behind her, out the window, it can be seen that the car is pulling out back into the street, and driving along.


TRACY


(continues, placating)



There is a reason he's the one negotiating with Murdoch, y'know, Nick.  He's got the training to handle hostage situations.


CUT TO:

319.
EXT. SCHOOL——ANGLE FROM THE SIDEWALK UP TO THE SECOND FLOOR OF THE SCHOOL——NIGHT


REESE  (V.O.)


(fake sympathy)



You're a decent man, Mr. Murdoch——


(continues)


CUT TO:

320.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF REESE, ON THE PHONE TO MURDOCH


REESE


(continues)



——you think I can't see that?  I know how this whole situation's got you eaten up inside.  Those people in there——you never intended them any harm.  


(heavy humour)



That's a class of people who want to learn Latvian, for God's sake!  You got nothing against people wanting to learn Latvian!


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Reese listens briefly to Murdoch.


REESE


(fake sympathy)



Well, that's what I'm saying...it's a situation.  And it's not the one you were expecting.  Whatever you intended...it's not to harm these total strangers to you——


(with humour)



——who just wanna learn to speak the language their parents spoke back in the old country.


(low, persuasive)



You don't wanna hurt them.  I know it.  And you know it.  They're scared...and they're hungry...and they've had a——


(wry emphasis)



——really long day.


(pause)



So have you.


(persuasive)



Come on, now.  It's time to end it.  Let them go.  Come on out.


CUT TO:

321.
INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY——CLOSE ANGLE ON THE SWAT TEAM AT THE CORNER OF THE HALL

CAMERA MOVES TO L.S. TO ANGLE ALONG THE HALL TO THE DOOR OF 207, WHICH IS SOME WAY DOWN ON L.S.  Slowly the door opens.  Murdoch's hand appears, stretching out of the doorway, low down, holding the gun.  He drops the gun so it slithers across the hallway.


CUT TO:

322.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF GUN


FADE OUT.


END ACT FIVE


————————————————————


EPILOGUE
FADE IN:

323.
NIGHT SKY  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

324.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK, LOOKING OUT THE WINDOW——NIGHT

Nick looks out, preoccupied with his thoughts.  CAMERA PULLS BACK TO CLOSE-UP.


NATALIE  (O.S.)



This case seems to have got to you.

Nick turns round.  CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND TO ANGLE TOWARDS THE KITCHEN.  Natalie is standing behind the table, looking towards Nick.  NICK COMES ON SCREEN IN F.G., heading for his chair, looking moody.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO HOLD ON NICK.  Natalie follows him.  He sits down, and she leans over the back of his chair.


CUT TO:

325.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF NICK & NATALIE, ANGLE FROM IN FRONT

Nick is looking moody.  Natalie is inclined to try to tease him into talking.  She leans down close.


CUT TO:

326.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(into his left ear)



Tell me.

CAMERA ADJUSTS TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT WITH NICK.  He hesitates, biting his upper lip.


NICK


(quiet, to self)



It's hard learning to read as an adult.


DISSOLVE TO:

327.
INT. ROOM IN MEDIEVAL CASTLE IN 1228——MED. ANGLE——DAY

Nick is leaning against the wall several feet along from an unlit stone fireplace (o.s.), where LaCroix is standing.  Nick takes out of the breast of his tunic a scrolled letter.  He looks glumly at the letter, but he does not unroll it.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO ANGLE ALONG TO THE FIREPLACE.  LaCroix turns, with interest.

[ALOUD]


LaCROIX

Qu'est-ce que c'est?

[SUBTITLES]


LaCROIX

What's that?

NICK


(half-turning)

Un messager est arrivé au château ce matin pendant que nous dormions.



NICK


(half-turning)

A messenger arrived at the castle this morning while we were asleep.

LaCroix jerks his chin at the scroll.


LaCROIX

Qui l'a envoyée?


LaCROIX

Who sent it?


NICK

Ma mère.  Je reconnais son cachet.


NICK

My mother.  I recognize her seal.


CUT TO:

328.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF LETTER

It is tied with a ribbon, and sealed with wax.  Nick's finger taps the seal.


CUT TO:

329.
RETURN TO SHOT

LaCroix takes a couple of steps towards Nick.


LaCROIX


(imperious)

Lis-la.  À haute voix.


LaCROIX


(imperious)

Read it.  Aloud.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(astonished)

Je ne connais pas la lecture.


(doubtful pause)

Voulez-vous que je demande au Père Matthieu qu'il fait la lecture de la lettre.


NICK


(astonished)

I don't know how to read!


(doubtful pause)

Would you like me to ask Father Matthew if he would read the letter?


LaCROIX


(contemptuous snarl)

Un prêtre!  Tu es un vampire, Nicolas.  Qu'est-ce que tu fais aux prêtres?


LaCROIX


(contemptuous snarl)

A priest!  You are a vampire, Nicholas.  What have you got to do with priests?


CUT TO:

330.
PRESENT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S FACE

Still looking into the past.


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(gentle)



I never thought. 


(continues)


CUT TO:

331.
RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF NICK & NATALIE

Natalie shakes her head, incredulous at her own failure to realize that such a thing might be true.


NATALIE


(continues)



It never even occurred to me!


(eyes drift off)



Of course, I've read that in the Middle Ages most——


(breaks off)

She suddenly realizes what she has just said and LAUGHS.


NATALIE



Oh, read!  Read in books!


(continues)

She shakes her head, smiling at herself.  Nick twists round to look at her, with a wry smile.  


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE


(continues)



Oh, I'm a child of the twentieth century all right!


(looks at Nick)


(incredulous)



You couldn't read?!


NICK


(rueful grin)



Well, I could do a fancy sort of signature——


(continues)

He gestures as if writing loops in the air.


NICK


(continues)



——all loops and scrolls.


(continues)

He gestures towards Natalie palm up.


NICK


(continues, explaining)



For signing documents.  


(brief pause)

Natalie nods, eyes fixed on him.


NICK


(continues, flat)



But my father was a knight of the old school.  Reading was for clerks and merchants——


(grins)



——not men.  


(pauses

His smile fades.  He looks away, eyes dropping.


NICK


(continues)



I learned, though.  LaCroix insisted.  


(looks at Natalie)



He said no vampire could afford to depend on clerics and priests.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Natalie nods——but her eyes look at Nick watchfully at the mention of his master.  He looks away again, with a wry smile to himself.


DISSOLVE TO:

332.
FLASHBACK——INT. ROOM IN 13th CENTURY——CLOSE ANGLE

This should be a different angle, maybe with different hangings or furniture, so that it is not clear that it's the same set.   CAMERA HOLDS ON LaCROIX IN F.G as Janette walks round him, looking accusing.  He turns, keeping his eyes on her, increasingly haughty.  She stops some feet away to the rear.


JANETTE


(accusing)

Nicolas a réçu une lettre de sa soeur.


JANETTE


(accusing)

Nicolas has received a letter from his sister.

LaCroix does not deign to respond.


JANETTE


(defiant)

Comment a-t-elle connu qu'il est ici?


JANETTE


(defiant)

How did she know he was here?

LaCroix still does not answer.  Janette walks around him further, getting on the fireplace-side of him.


JANETTE


(demanding)

Vous avez permis cette correspondance, c'est ça.


JANETTE


(demanding)

You have permitted this correspondance——that's it, isn't it?


LaCROIX


(mildly)

Puis-je l'empêcher?


LaCROIX


(mildly)

Could I stop it? 


JANETTE


(keenly)



But do you want to stop him, LaCroix?  


(sharp pause)



What of Fleur?


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

LaCroix takes a SHARP BREATH, and goes very still.


JANETTE


(continues, meaningful)



It is, after all, she who writes to Nicolas.  


(accusing)



These letters are a contact with her for you, are they not?  

LaCroix stiffens, annoyed.  Janette walks closer to him, angry and peremptory.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT.


JANETTE


(low)



Did you think I had forgotten?  


(contemptuous snort)



You were besotted with her——a sight that is quite unforgettable, and not in the least edifying!


(continues)

LaCroix looks angry at this impertinence, but Janette ignores the warning signs.


JANETTE


(continues, scorn)



You even wanted to bring her across, had he not begged you to leave her be!  


(continues)

LaCroix stifles his fury.


JANETTE


(continues, accusing)



That is the reason you have permitted him to keep contact, isn't it?  In order that you may thus hear from her.


LaCROIX


(subdued dignity)



Fleur has simply written to her brother, that is all.

Janette clearly doesn't believe him.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


LaCROIX


(suppressed anger)



I do not have to justify myself to you.  I am your master.


JANETTE


(trace of contempt)



Then master yourself.

LaCroix's nostrils flare with fury.  He grabs Janette by the arms, and flings her away.


CUT TO:

333.
MED. ANGLE ACROSS THE ROOM

Janette hits the far wall, and lies crumpled.


CUT TO:

334.
CLOSE-UP OF LaCROIX

Imperious, angry.


CUT TO:

335.
MED. ANGLE ACROSS THE ROOM

Janette looks up, and then starts to struggle to her feet.  She suppresses further overt defiance——but she resents the assault.


CUT TO:

336.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF LaCROIX


CUT TO:

337.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

Janette scrambles awkwardly to her feet.


CUT TO:

338.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF LaCROIX


LaCROIX




(imperious)



I will permit these letters, Janette.  And you will not question me again.


FADE OUT.


THE END


_____________________


_____________




