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A PURE WOMAN
CAST:

Nick Knight

LaCroix

Natalie Lambert

Tracy Vetter

Joe Reese

Vachon

Urs

Screed

Bourbon


hotel maid in New Orleans

Hong Wei

Brian Humboldt

babysitter

Mrs. Carvalho

Mr. Carvalho

Mrs. Carvalho senior

Josefina

cop
(voice)

voice

police officers and forensic people, incl. Stankiewicz and Officer Brisley; Tina Salvatore (victim), her two children, Angelo Salvatore; day hotel manager; lab assistant; people in the Raven; vampire victims in late nineteenth-century New Orleans

SETS:

ext. police parking lot

ext. rear of the police station

int. Nick's apartment

int. the police station

int. the Raven

int. Natalie's office

int. the refrigerated morgue

int. Tracy's apartment

int. Vachon's deserted church

int. broadcast booth

ext. alley in New Orleans in late nineteenth century

ext. the Carvalhos' house

ext. New Age store

ext. rooftop

int. hotel bedroom in present/bathroom/hall outside

int. hotel suite in New Orleans——lounge





——bedroom/hall outside
[redress]

int. hall of apartment building


[redress]

int. living room and front hall of the Carvalhos' house

various streets

Nick's car, Natalie's car


PROLOGUE
FADE IN:

1.
INT. HOTEL ROOM——LOW ANGLE CLOSE-UP OF TINA SALVATORE'S BODY

TINA SALVATORE's body is lying on the floor near the bed (o.s. on l.s.).  She was in her mid twenties, dark-haired, and quite attractive, wearing a light blue uniform dress.  She is lying on her side, face turned away from the door (o.s. on r.s.) and hidden from view.  Three large splotches of blood are on her back.  

O.S. on r.s. the door is open; and in the doorway is a room service trolley, which holds a pot of coffee, double order of croissants, one plate of bacon and eggs, a bowl of fruit salad, and a jug of orange juice.

ANGLE SHIFTS SLOWLY UP TO THE BED.  The bed is unmade.  HONG WEI is sitting up at the head of the bed by the bedtable (on l.s.).  He is mid-thirtyish, thin, average looking——except that, right now, he looks rather sick and pale.  He is staring fixedly at the body, even though he is reaching out to pick up the telephone receiver.  Finally, his eyes turn to the phone.


CUT TO:

2.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF PHONE

He punches "O" for the hotel switchboard.


CUT TO:

3.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF HONG

Eyes on the body (o.s.).


HONG  (into phone)


(tense, controlled)



Please call the emergency number immediately.  There is a dead body in my room.

He turns his eyes on the phone just long enough to hang it up straight.  Then he glances back at the body.


CUT TO:

4.
RETURN TO SHOT——ANGLE SHIFTS BACK DOWN TO THE BODY


CUT TO:

5.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF HONG

Hong suddenly gets to his feet.  CAMERA HOLDS ON HIM as he rushes to the bathroom (on l.s.), putting his hand to his mouth.


CUT TO:

6.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF HONG——INSIDE THE BATHROOM

HONG COMES ON SCREEN IN F.G., plunging for the toilet, where he kneels and bends over.


CUT TO:

7.
RETURN TO ANGLE TOWARDS THE BATHROOM DOOR——PAN SHOT

Sounds of RETCHING as Hong throws up in the bathroom (o.s.).  CAMERA PANS SLOWLY ROUND TO THE BODY.  POLICE SIREN STARTS.


FADE OUT.


END PROLOGUE


————————————————


ACT ONE
FADE IN:

8.
INT. HOTEL ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF THE TOP OF THE ROOM-SERVICE TROLLEY——ANGLE FROM INSIDE THE ROOM——NIGHT

The door is open.  The doorway is blocked by the room-service trolley.  CAMERA SHIFTS UP TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK as he comes up behind the trolley, having just walked along the hall from l.s.  He pauses behind the trolley, and gestures toward it with a latex-gloved hand.


NICK


(impatient)



Has this been printed already?


VOICE  (O.S.)



Yeah.  We're doing the room now.


NICK



Okay.

TRACY COMES ON SCREEN BEHIND NICK as he pushes the trolley out of the way.  They head into the room.


CUT TO:

9.
INSIDE HOTEL ROOM——FULL SHOT TOWARDS THE DOOR OF THE ROOM

Nick and Tracy are in b.g., walking into the room.  Forensics people are examining the room.  On the near side of the bed, NATALIE is standing waiting by Tina Salvatore's body.  Natalie turns to Nick and Tracy as they come in.


TRACY



So what've we got?


NATALIE


(points at body)



She was shot in the chest at close range.  I count three exit wounds.  Haven't turned her over yet.

CAMERA CLOSES IN TO MED. ANGLE as Nick goes over and kneels by the body, looking at it.  He turns to Natalie.


NICK



Who found her——do you know?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Natalie smiles wryly, and gestures across her body towards the bathroom (r.s.).


NATALIE



I didn't catch his name...but he's in there.  Can't take the sight of the body.

Tracy nods briskly, and heads for the bathroom.  CAMERA TURNS TO HOLD ON HER.  She RAPS firmly on the door.


TRACY


(no nonsense)



You want to come out?——or you want I come in?

The door opens, and Hong comes out, looking shaky.  Tracy flashes her badge.  CAMERA CLOSES IN TO TWO-SHOT.


TRACY


(slightly more polite)



Detective Vetter, Homicide.  You are——?


HONG


(stilted)



My name is Hong.  


TRACY



You rented this room?


HONG



Er...yes.  I——uh...mmmmm....


(breaks off)

His eyes go to the body (o.s.)


CUT TO:

10.
INSERT——FULL SHOT——ANGLE FROM THE BATHROOM DOOR

Near the body, Nick is talking to Natalie——but Hong's attention is on the corpse.


NICK  (faint)



Okay if I turn her now?


CUT TO:

11.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF HONG

Eyes fixed.


NATALIE  (O.S., faint)



Yeah, they've got the shots.


CUT TO:

12.
QUICK INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF THE BODY  (SAME ANGLE)


CUT TO:

13.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF HONG

He looks as though he's going to be sick.


TRACY  (O.S./faint)



Mr. Hong?


CUT TO:

14.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT

Hong's hand flies to his mouth and he heads quickly back in to the bathroom (and o.s.).  Tracy turns away, eyebrows raised.


CUT TO:

15.
ANGLE ACROSS THE ROOM TO THE BATHROOM  (AS BEFORE)

Tracy heads back to Nick and Natalie.


TRACY


(wry comment)



I think we'll get more out of him back at the station.

CAMERA ADJUSTS TO BRING NICK & NATALIE BACK ON SCREEN as Tracy comes up to them.  Nick kneels back down by the body and rolls it over to reveal the face.


CUT TO:

16.
INSERT——TWO-SHOT OF NICK & CORPSE

Nick is looking down at the face, his right hand still on the arm of the corpse.


NICK



Did anyone get her name?


BRIAN HUMBOLDT  (O.S.)



Tina Salvatore.


CUT TO:

17.
RETURN TO FULL SHOT FROM OUTSIDE THE BATHROOM

Just inside the door to the hallway, BRIAN HUMBOLDT is standing, looking at the body, with a pinched look as if he, too, is trying not to throw up.  Tracy turns to him, and Nick gets up.


NICK



You are...?


BRIAN HUMBOLDT



Brian Humboldt.  Night manager.


(reluctant step)



She answered a call for room service.

He gestures back at the trolley, and the others nod.  Tracy turns towards the bathroom.


TRACY


(calls, firmly)



Mr. Hong?

There is a pause.


HONG  (O.S.)



Yes?


TRACY



Did you order room service?


HONG  (O.S.)



No.

Tracy turns back round to the others, with a frown.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


BRIAN HUMBOLDT


(hasty)



I don't know.  You'd have to ask the kitchen.


NICK


(brisk)



We'll do that.


(pause)



Now, about Miss?  Mrs.? Salvatore...what can you tell me?


BRIAN HUMBOLDT


(looks askance at body)



Do we have to do this here?

Tracy and Nick share a glance.  


NICK


(to Humboldt, brisk)



We can talk in your office.

He walks towards Humboldt, putting his arm out to usher him out.  Humboldt then takes his eyes off the body, and precedes Nick out of the room.  Natalie goes back to the body.  Tracy glances at the bathroom, and then heads quickly for the hall.  She puts her head out the door.


TRACY



You...uh——Brisley.


(heads for bathroom)



Mr. Hong!


(continues)


CUT TO:

18.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF HONG (PREVIOUSLY TWO-SHOT W/ TRACY)

He appears, reluctantly.  TRACY COMES ON SCREEN IN F.G. and briskly beckons him out.


TRACY


(continues)



Come on.


(continues)


CUT TO:

19.
RETURN TO FULL SHOT TOWARDS THE DOOR TO THE HALLWAY

Tracy and Hong are in extreme f.g., heading over to Officer Brisley, who is hovering in the doorway.  Across the room, Natalie turns her head to look.


TRACY


(continues, brisk)



I want you to go with Officer Brisley here down to the police station.  My partner and I will be along shortly to talk to you.

Hong stops, looking at her, worried.  Tracy stops too, and Brisley takes a firm step towards them.  Hong hesitates, and then passes Tracy, eyes on her.  Staying close, Brisley takes him out of the room.  Tracy gives a little nod to herself, and goes back to the bathroom.


CUT TO:

20.
INT. HOTEL BATHROOM——FULL SHOT FROM THE DOOR

Tracy is just inside the door.  She looks around, and then reaches into her pocket for a pair of plastic gloves, which she pulls on.  She walks over to the bath, twitches the shower curtain open, and looks in.  


COP  (O.S.)



Here!  I've found the gun!


TRACY


(looks round, alert)



Get it printed and over to Ballistics.

She turns back, and looks round the room generally.  Then she peers down into the sink.  


CUT TO:

21.
RETURN TO FULL SHOT TOWARDS THE DOOR TO THE HALLWAY

TRACY COMES ON SCREEN IN F.G., heading towards the door (from the bathroom o.s.).  Across the room, Tina Salvatore's body is being zipped into a body bag.  Natalie looks at one of the forensics people.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE



Stankiewicz, would you check——


(thumb back)



——the bathroom?  


(drops hand)



That guy threw up.  I want a sample of vomit for analysis.  Oh——and get photos of the bath, okay?


(twists, points to bed)



And those sheets——I want all the bedding taken in.

In b.g., the body bag is taken out of the room.  Stankiewicz heads for the bathroom.  Natalie comes over to Tracy.


NATALIE



I'll be getting back to the morgue.

In b.g., one of the other Ident officers goes over to the bed and starts to remove the bedding.  NICK COMES INTO THE ROOM, and heads for Tracy, who turns to him.  Natalie starts for the door.


NICK



You off?


NATALIE



Yeah.  I'll keep you posted.

NIck nods as they pass each other, and then joins Tracy. 


NICK


(to Tracy)



I've got the home address.


TRACY



Right.

She glances round to see Natalie go out the door in b.g.


NICK



The next of kin's the husband.


TRACY


(sighs, wry)



Of course it is.


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

She moves past him, nearer to the door.  In b.g., Natalie goes out.


TRACY


(continues)



I think it's your turn to break the news this time.


CUT TO:

22.
EXT. HIGHRISE APARTMENT BUILDING——NIGHT  (?STOCK)


CUT TO:

23.
INT. HALLWAY OF APARTMENT BUILDING——ANGLE ALONG THE HALL

Down the hall, elevator doors open and Nick and Tracy come out.  They walk up the hall, and stop at a door in f.g. where they BUZZ the buzzer.  After a moment, there is the SOUND OF A CHAIN BEING UNHOOKED, and the door opens.  A teenaged girl BABYSITTER looks out, puzzled.  Before she can speak, Nick and Tracy flash their badges.


NICK



Detective Knight, Detective Vetter, Metro Police.  Is Mr. Salvatore home?

The girl shakes her head.


NICK



When is he due back?


BABYSITTER


(puzzled)



He's out of town.


TRACY



Who are you, honey?  You can't be their daughter.


BABYSITTER



No, miss.  I'm the babysitter.

Nick and Tracy look at each other, worried.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(unhappy)



So they do have kids?


BABYSITTER


(puzzled)



Well, yeah——like that's why I'm here.


(pause)



Please?...what's happened?

Nick and Tracy hesitate.


CUT TO:

24.
EXT. THE CARVALHOS' HOUSE——FROM THE ROAD——NIGHT

A decent working class home.  Nick's car pulls up at the curb.  He gets out, quickly followed by Tracy.  Then they open the back doors, and help out a couple of little kids, well bundled up, followed by the babysitter.


NICK



Trace, if you'll wait here with them.  I'll go up and break the news first, I think.


TRACY



Yeah, okay.


CUT TO:

25.
INT. THE CARVALHOS' LIVING ROOM——MED. ANGLE, AWAY FROM THE DOOR OF THE ROOM

In the centre of the room JOSEFINA CARVALHO is standing in a white wedding dress which is being handmade for her.  JOSEFINA is a lovely woman in her early twenties, with long dark hair.  MRS. CARVALHO, is adjusting a sleeve.  She is about forty-five, rather stout, with greying hair, wearing a conservative red print dress.  The GRANDMOTHER (eightyish, in a black dress) kneels awkwardly, pinning up the hem.  In the background, there is MUSIC playing.


MRS. CARVALHO



Oh, this dress is going to be lovely on you——simply lovely.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

O.S. the DOORBELL RINGS.  Josefina twists round.  Her mother gives her a gentle slap.


MRS. CARVALHO



No, hold still.  Let your father deal with it.

O.S. HEAVY FOOTSTEPS head for the door.  [MR. CARVALHO is about ten years older than his wife, and looks it.  He is short and muscular, with a gravelly voice.]  The grandmother shifts back, the pinning done.  Mrs. Carvalho bends to help her up.  Josefina twitches her skirts out of the way.  There is the sound of the DOOR OPENING.


MR. CARVALHO  (O.S., distant)



Yes?


NICK  (O.S., distant)



Mr. Carvalho?

Josefina's grandmother is now standing.  The two older women move back a bit, looking critically at the dress.


MRS. CARVALHO



Now, Josefina——turn round slowly so we can get a good look at that hem.

Josefina starts slowly to turn round.


MRS. CARVALHO



Hold your arms out a bit more.  I need to see how the skirt hangs.

Josefina lifts her arms straight out to the side at shoulder height.


MRS. CARVALHO


(mildly cross)



Not that high!

Josefina lowers them a bit.


MR. CARVALHO  (O.S.)



No!!!

Everyone turns to look towards the door.  CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND TO THE DOOR TO THE HALL.  Mr. Carvalho comes just inside the door, leaning heavily on the door frame.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


MRS. CARVALHO


(alarmed)



What is it?


Her husband just shakes his head, mute with shock.  Nick appears behind him.  Mr. Carvalho looks round, and then comes a little further into the room so that Nick can enter.


NICK



Mrs. Carvalho?  I'm from the police.  I'm very sorry to have to break it to you in this way...but I have bad news about your daughter Christina.


CUT TO:

26.
EXT. THE CARVALHOS' HOUSE——NIGHT

Tracy has the children and their babysitter marshalled on the path a little way from the door.  The front door opens and Mrs. Carvalho rushes out to clasp the children.  The babysitter stands looking, a bit at a loss.  Nick comes out of the house, and along to Tracy, who looks at him.  Behind him, Mr. Carvalho comes to stand in the doorway.  


TRACY


(to Nick)



Okay?


NICK



As much as it can be.


(to babysitter)



Come on, we'll drive you home.

The girl doesn't respond, and Tracy takes her gently by the arm to get her going.  They head for the car.  Nick turns back to Mr. Carvalho.


NICK



We'll have to talk to you about your daughter.  But we can do that later.

He heads for the car, while Mrs. Carvalho ushers the children towards the house.


CUT TO:

27.
EXT. POLICE STATION, ILLUMINATED——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

28.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS NICK'S & TRACY'S DESKS, FROM THE CENTRAL CORRIDOR, REESE'S DOOR IN B.G.

Nick and Tracy come up from the front of the room, and stop by their desks, taking off their coats and hats.  CAPTAIN REESE comes out of his office.


REESE



How's it going?

Nick is hanging up his overcoat.  Tracy has hat and scarf off, and has her jacket unbuttoned.  She turns to Reese.


NICK


(lowering arms)



Not sure yet.  We need to talk to Hong first. 


(brief pause)



Hong Wei?


REESE



Yeah, squad car brought him in.  He's waiting for you in Interrogation.


NICK



Right.

Reese turns to Tracy.


REESE



Sorry to call you in on your night off, Vetter, but——


(shrugs)



——you know how it is.

Tracy shrugs out of her jacket.


TRACY



Sure, Cap.  'Sall right.  


(folds jacket over arm)



Can't be helped.

Reese nods, and gives her a small half-salute.


REESE



That's the spirit.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

He heads for his office, and Tracy stuffs her hat and scarf in the sleeve of her jacket.


NICK



You didn't have plans, I hope?

Tracy hangs up her jacket.


TRACY



Nothing I couldn't cancel.


CUT TO:

29.
EXT. THE RAVEN——NIGHT  (STOCK)


URS  (V.O.)



So what happened to the movie?


CUT TO:

30.
INT. THE RAVEN——TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & URS, AT THE BAR

LOUD MUSIC.  VACHON is sitting on a bar stool, holding a wine glass of blood.  Beside him, URS is leaning against the bar.


VACHON


(snort)



Tracy got beeped to go into work.  New murder case.


(continues)


URS


(interpolation)


(not very interested)



Oh.


VACHON


(continues, idly)



A cleaning maid or something got killed at a hotel.

CAMERA ZOOMS IN ON URS'S FACE.  She looks shocked.


CUT TO:

31.
FLASHBACK——INT. HOTEL BEDROOM IN LATE 19TH-CENTURY NEW ORLEANS——CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF URS & MAID, FAVOURING THE MAID

Urs's teeth are sunk in the neck of a HOUSEMAID in staff uniform.


CUT TO:

32.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS'S FACE


VACHON  (O.S./distant)



Something wrong?

Urs comes to herself, almost painfully.


URS


(abrupt)



No.  I just...


falters)



...remembered.


DISSOLVE TO:

33.
FLASHBACK——INT. LOUNGE OF HOTEL SUITE——MED. ANGLE——NIGHT

The room is lit by gaslight.  CAMERA TRACKS & CLOSES IN ON THE HOUSEMAID, with sheets and towels in her arms, as she walks across the lounge to a bedroom door opening off it.  She RAPS at the door.


MAID



Maid service.  

There is no answer.  She fumbles in her pocket and pulls out a passkey, with which she unlocks the door.


CUT TO:

34.
INT. BEDROOM OF HOTEL SUITE——CLOSE-UP OF DOOR


The door is pushed open, and the maid comes in.  The room is dark, with the curtains drawn.  CAMERA HOLDS ON THE MAID as she goes over to a gaslight on the wall and turns it up.  There is a CREAK of floorboards, and she turns with a GASP.


CUT TO:

35.
MED. ANGLE TOWARDS CORNER OF ROOM

URS appears in the shadows.


CUT TO:

36.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF THE MAID



MAID


(relief)



Oh, you startled me, miss.  I'm here to change the sheets.


CUT TO:

37.
RETURN TO ANGLE TOWARDS CORNER OF ROOM


Urs does not come out of the shadows, nor say anything.


CUT TO:

38.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF THE MAID


MAID


(anxious)



Miss?  My instructions for this suite were to make up the beds after eight in the evening.  But I——


(breaks off)


(suggestion)



——I can come back later if you'd prefer.


CUT TO:

39.
CLOSE-UP OF URS  (MAID'S P.O.V.)


Urs steps silently out of the shadows.  Her eyes are glowing green.


CUT TO:

40.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF MAID


The maid takes an involuntary step backward.


MAID


(nervous)



Miss?


CUT TO:

41.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF URS


Without her consciously doing it, she licks her lips.


CUT TO:

42.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF MAID


The maid looks nervous, and glances towards the door.  


CUT TO:

43.
FLIGHT EFFECT——HORIZONTAL BLUR AROUND THE ROOM


CUT TO:

44.
TWO-SHOT AT THE DOOR

AS CLOSE-UP——except that now Urs stands blocking the door.  The maid is too startled to scream.


URS


(dreamy)



Oh, no.  I can't let you go——o.


CUT TO:

45.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS'S EYES


They are glowing green.


DISSOLVE TO:

46.
PRESENT——RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS'S FACE

CAMERA PULLS BACK TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT WITH VACHON.  He is looking at her with some concern.  Wincing, Urs shakes her head slightly to clear away the memories.  


VACHON



Remembering?  What is it, Urs?

She looks at him——but then hesitates.  She doesn't want to talk about it.


URS


(dismissive)



Oh, nothing.


CUT TO:

47.
EXT. POLICE STATION, FROM ACROSS THE STREET, WITH PEOPLE GOING IN——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

48.
INT. INTERROGATION ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF HONG, OVER THE TABLE——NIGHT

Hong is seated opposite the one-way mirror.  Nick (o.s. on l.s.) is seated in front of the mirror, with his chair well back from the table.  Tracy is o.s. on far r.s., leaning against the side wall with her arms crossed.  


NICK  (O.S.)



So, what can you tell us about the shooting?


HONG


(puzzled)



I don't know.


NICK  (O.S.)


(non-confrontational)



What exactly does that mean?  

CAMERA PULLS BACK OVER THE TABLE UNTIL NICK COMES ON SCREEN.  Hong looks unfocused, shocked——and puzzled.  He doesn't answer.


NICK


(gently)



Mr. Hong...did you shoot Mrs. Salvatore?

Hong is still unfocused.  It takes a moment for the question to register, and his eyes to go to Nick.


HONG


(mildly indignant)



No, of course I didn't shoot her.  


TRACY  (O.S.)


(non-confrontational)



Are you saying that someone else was in the room with you?

Hong twists round to look at her.  He hesitates, clearly uncertain how to answer, and then shakes his head.


NICK



You were alone?

Hong turns back to Nick.  In general, although he answers some direct questions from Tracy, he prefers to address the male detective.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


HONG



Ah——yes.  Yes, that's right.  My wife does not come with me on business trips.  Besides, there are our children.


NICK



Yes, you said you were checking out buyers.

CAMERA SLOWLY TURNS TO CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS TRACY, WITH THE OTHERS IN F.G.


HONG


(nods)



For our new product.


TRACY



And the meeting went on...how long?


HONG


(turning to Tracy)



Uh...about till eight?


(to Nick)



I took them to dinner.


TRACY



And then?


HONG


(stating obvious)



Well, I went back to the hotel!

Belatedly, he turns to look at Tracy.


TRACY



And?


HONG


(impatient)



And I went up to my room——


(turns to Nick)



——and I opened the door...


(sick pause)



...and there she was!


CUT TO:

49.
FLASHBACK——FROM PROLOGUE——CLOSE-UP OF TINA SALVATORE'S BODY——ANGLE DOWN FROM HONG'S P.O.V.

CUT TO:

50.
CLOSE-UP OF HONG

He looks sick.  His eyes drop to the table, and his mouth works uneasily.


NICK  (O.S.)



Would you like a glass of water?

After a pause, Hong looks up.


HONG


(grateful)



Please!


CUT TO:

51.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——TWO-SHOT OF NICK & TRACY

Nick is sitting on the edge of his desk, one leg dangling, the other on the floor.  Tracy is seated, her chair pushed well back and her legs stretched out.


NICK



We'll have to check with the people he took to dinner....


(pauses)


TRACY


(quick continuation)



...check his background generally.


NICK



Yeah.


(thoughtful pause)



But, y'know...if he just had dinner...I can't see him ordering room service.  Can you?


TRACY


(puzzled)



Nick...that order.  It looked like——


(disbelief)



——breakfast.


CUT TO:

52.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF THE FOOD ON THE ROOM SERVICE TROLLEY


CUT TO:

53.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF NICK & TRACY


NICK



Well, she certainly wasn't killed this morning!  She only came on shift at four p.m.


TRACY



That what the manager said?


NICK



Yeah.  I talked to the kitchen staff, too.

Tracy nods, and pulls her chair closer in to the desk.


TRACY



But if Hong didn't order the meal...who did?


NICK


(thinking)



Someone with access to his room while he was out.


TRACY



Some scam?  Someone running a room service tab on his bill?  Someone was in that bed, y'know.  Those sheets were used.  And by the time Hong got back, the place shoulda been cleaned and the bed made.  So someone——


(interrupted)


NICK


(interrupting)



We need to talk to the cleaning staff.  Make sure of that.


TRACY



Yeah.


NICK


(thoughtful)



The likeliest people to have access would be hotel employees.


CUT TO:

54.
INT. REESE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF REESE

He leans back, scratching his left ear.


REESE



I dunno, Knight.


(drops hand)



Anyone coulda dumped that gun in the alley.  It isn't as though you got prints offa it.  There's no reason to believe Hong's even involved——though I can understand why you think he could be.  


(grimaces)



But, the trouble is, I don't see how we can hold him.  Even as a material witness.


(quick afterthought)



Assuming he is.  


(expostulating)



Any halfway decent lawyer'd have him sprung in an hour.


CUT TO:

55.
INSERT——INT. INTERROGATION ROOM——ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR, WITH HONG IN F.G., SEATED AT THE TABLE

In the corner, by the door, a UNIFORMED COP is standing.  He looks round at her.


HONG



Am I going to have to stay much longer, do you know?  I am going back to Singapore tomorrow.  


CUT TO:

56.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF REESE, SITTING AT HIS DESK  


REESE


(looking up)


(gloomy)



What time's his flight?


FADE OUT.


END ACT ONE


———————————————————


ACT TWO
FADE IN:

57.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE ON NICK'S & TRACY'S DESKS——NIGHT

Tracy is at her desk.  CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND TO INCLUDE THE FRONT OF THE ROOM IN B.G.  Through the windows we can see that it is grey dawn.  Nick is halfway up the room, walking to his desk.  Tracy looks round as he passes.


TRACY



You'd better get home, hadn't you?

Nick stops in the central corridor by his desk, and looks at her over his shoulder; but he doesn't answer.


TRACY



Well, it's your funeral.  You're the one with this photo whateveritis.


NICK



Polymorphic light eruption.


TRACY


(points to him)



That.  Yeah.


(continues)

She swivels her chair round so her body is facing him.


TRACY


(continues, chivvying)



Come on, Nick.  


(glances at watch)



It'll be another hour at least.  No way can you stay here that long.

Nick hesitates, turning round to face her.


NICK



It's just...I wish....


(hesitates)


TRACY


(dry)



I wish, too.  But it isn't going to get him to know that buyer's home phone, is it?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Nick grins and shrugs, a bit embarrassed.


TRACY



Until the guy gets into work, we'll just have to wait.  


(hasty correction)



I'll have to wait.  


(wry grin)



Can't call up every Wang in the phone book!  In the middle of the night, yeah——that'd get the complaints in.  

Nick continues to look at her.  She SIGHS and makes a shooing gesture.


TRACY



Go home.  You land in hospital burned to a crisp, it does nobody any good.

Nick nods reluctantly.  He backs a step, turning round, and goes behind his desk to get his overcoat.


CUT TO:

58.
SUN GLINTING BEHIND BUILDINGS  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

59.
NICK'S CAR DRIVING INTO THE GARAGE  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

60.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE ELEVATOR CORNER OF THE ROOM——DAY

Sun is coming in the window.  There is the SOUND OF THE ELEVATOR COMING UP.  The DOOR OPENS, and Nick comes in.  He snatches up the remote, and points it to the window.  The shutter starts to come down.


VACHON  (V.O.)


(dry)



I take it you've decided to stay the day.


CUT TO:

61.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE STAIRS——DAY

Vachon is standing at the foot of the stairs, looking over towards the couch (o.s.), where Urs is sitting.


URS  (O.S.)


(uncertain)



Do you mind?  It's just...


(hesitates)

CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND TO ANGLE TOWARDS URS, KEEPING VACHON IN F.G.


URS


(continues)



...I really don't want to be alone today.

Vachon cocks his head interrogatively.  Urs gets up, uncertainly.


URS



I'll go if you'd rather.


VACHON


(flat)



You'd never get home.


(pauses)


(concerned)



Urs, what's wrong?  You've been a bit odd ever since you got here.

Urs hesitates, her hands clutching one another.  Then she sits back down again, nervously.  Vachon bites his lip, and then walks over to her.


CUT TO:

62.
TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & URS

He squats down by her, looking at her, worried, his head tilted to one side.  Urs looks at him——but then her eyes drift off.  CAMERA FOLLOWS THEM OFF TO THE RIGHT.


DISSOLVE TO:

63.
EXT. ALLEY IN NEW ORLEANS——ANGLE FROM BEHIND URS TOWARDS VACHON——NIGHT

Vachon holds A MALE VICTIM, struggling in his grasp.  One hand is over the man's mouth, the other holds his left arm.  Several feet away, Urs is staring at them, horrified.


VACHON


(impatiently)



Come on, Urs.

She shakes her head.


VACHON


(firmly)



Come over here.

Reluctantly, she steps closer.  CAMERA MOVES IN PAST HER, CLOSING IN TO TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & HIS VICTIM.  With the hand that he has over the man's mouth, Vachon pulls his victim's head firmly to one side, exposing the neck.  With his free right hand, the man tries to pull Vachon's hand away——completely ineffectively.


VACHON



Here.

He jerks his head towards the man's neck.


VACHON


(continuing)



Right here.  Just as I showed you yesterday.


CUT TO:

64.
CLOSE-UP OF URS——VACHON'S P.O.V.

Urs shakes her head, panicky.


CUT TO:

65.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & VICTIM



VACHON


(reproving)



Urs, the longer your squeamishness keeps you from killing him, the longer this guy's going to suffer.  


(genuine concern)



Can't you see he's frightened?


CUT TO:

66.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF URS

Urs gives a little WHIMPER.


CUT TO:

67.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & VICTIM



VACHON


(continuing, coaxing)



Come on.  Put him out of his misery.


CUT TO:

68.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF URS


She shakes her head, eyes wide.


CUT TO:

69.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & VICTIM


VACHON


(sighs)



Oh, all right, then.  Once more I'll do it for you.

He bites the man's neck.  The man goes limp.  


CUT TO:

70.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF URS


She looks anxiously at them, and swallows nervously.


CUT TO:

71.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & VICTIM

Vachon stops biting the man, and turns towards Urs.  The man hangs limp in his arms, head on Vachon's shoulder, with a trickle of blood running down his neck.


VACHON


(coaxing)



Now, come on.  Your turn.


CUT TO:

72.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF URS

Reluctantly, trembling, Urs steps closer, eyes on Vachon and his victim.  She chews her lower lip.


CUT TO:

73.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & URS, TOWARDS VACHON


Urs bends down to the man's neck.  Vachon holds him for her.  CAMERA SHIFTS DOWN, HOLDING ON URS.


VACHON


(encouragingly)



That's it.


(continues)


CUT TO:

74.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS'S MOUTH

She opens her mouth, showing her fangs.


CUT TO:

75.
RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF URS & VICTIM

CAMERA SHIFTS AROUND, ADJUSTING TO SHOW URS CLEARLY.  She sinks her teeth in.


VACHON  (O.S.)


(continues, softly)



I didn't take much.  His heart is still beating.


(continues)

CAMERA ADJUSTS TO SHOW VACHON CLEARLY AS WELL.  He looks down on the top of Urs's head, with a gentle look.


VACHON


(continues, very soft)



Taste his life, Urs.  


(quiet, significant)



Taste his death.


CUT TO:

76.
INT. REFRIGERATED MORGUE——CLOSE-UP OF A BODY BAG ON A GURNEY——ANGLE TOWARDS THE END OF THE GURNEY——DAY

The room is dark except for the light from the door to Natalie's office.  Her hands are pushing the gurney.


CUT TO:

77.
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR TO NATALIE'S OFFICE

The door is open.  Natalie is just inside the refrigerated morgue, pushing the gurney into place.  She stops, looks at it a moment, and then goes back into her office.


CUT TO:

78.
INSIDE NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE AT THE DOOR TO THE REFRIGERATED MORGUE

She pushes the door shut.  CAMERA PULLS BACK as she goes to her desk, where she picks up a report.


CUT TO:

79.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——MED. ANGLE UP THE SIDE CORRIDOR TO THE REAR ENTRANCE——DAY

NATALIE PUSHES THE DOOR OPEN AND COMES IN.  She heads up the side corridor, carrying the report.


CUT TO:

80.
CLOSE ANGLE OVER TRACY'S DESK

Tracy is on the phone, holding a pen in her right hand, with a pad of paper in front of her.  Natalie rounds the end of the side corridor and stands behind Tracy's left.


NATALIE



Tracy?

Tracy twists round and nods, but with a `shushing gesture'.  She points to the phone.  Natalie nods.  Tracy turns back to face her desk.


TRACY  (into phone)



Yeah, I see.  What time did he leave you?


(listens, jots)



Did he say where he was going?


(listens)

She frowns as she listens to the answer.  Natalie waits patiently.  Tracy jots some more on the pad.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


TRACY



Okay.  Let me see if I got this right.  You did have dinner with Wei Hong to discuss business.  You went to the Golden Lotus restaurant.  And you did leave about eight.  Only it wasn't yesterday but the day before.


(listens briefly)



Right.  I got that.  Okay.  Yeah, thanks, Mr. Wang.

She hangs up and swivels her chair round to Natalie, looking triumphant.


TRACY



Got 'im!!!


(continues)

Natalie backs off a step as Tracy gets quickly to her feet.  She walks a couple of steps towards Reese's office, and then stops and turns, ebullient.


TRACY


(continues)



Oh, no way is he making that plane to Singapore!

She turns, grinning, and hurries into Reese's office.  Natalie looks after her, eyebrows raised, then nods to herself, and leans over to place her report squarely in the middle of Tracy's desk.


CUT TO:

81.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, LYING ON THE COUCH——ANGLE ALONG THE COUCH FROM HIS HEAD——DAY

Nick is fully dressed, and his eyes are open.  The phone RINGS.  After a moment, he sits up.  CAMERA ADJUSTS as he reaches over the back of the couch to pick up the phone.


NICK



Knight.

As Nick listens——for a long time——a look of relief comes on his face.


CUT TO:

82.
INT. REESE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF REESE——DAY

He hangs up the phone.  CAMERA PULLS ROUND TO CLOSE ANGLE FROM THE SIDE WALL.  Tracy is standing looking at him.


REESE



Now, I don't want you rushing in to interrogate him.  Get prepared with all the facts you can.


(satisfaction)



Just let 'im stew.


CUT TO:

83.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK

The phone is down, but Nick's hand is on the receiver.  Slowly, he gets up.  ANGLE SHIFTS TO THE STAIRS.  Nick goes round and over to the stairs, and starts to go up.


CUT TO:

84.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE OVER TRACY'S DESK

She is taking her jacket down.  As she shrugs into it, in b.g. Reese comes out of his office and starts for the front of the room.  Tracy adjusts the collar of the jacket.  Reese registers what she is doing, and stops.


REESE


(surprised)



You heading out, Vetter?


TRACY


(laconic)



Going to the hotel to talk to the day staff.

Reese nods, satisfied.


CUT TO:

85.
SNOWY STREETS IN DAYTIME


CUT TO:

86.
EXT. STREET——MED. ANGLE ALONG THE SIDEWALK, WITH SMALL NEW AGE SHOP IN F.G. ON R.S.——DAY

Natalie is walking along the street (TOWARDS THE CAMERA).  She pauses to look in the window, and then opens the door (A BELL TINKLES) and goes in.  The door closes.


CUT TO:

87.
INT. HOTEL BEDROOM——MED. ANGLE——DAY

Outside, Tracy is with the DAY MANAGER.  The door opens:  a strand of crime-scene tape is across the doorway.  Tracy ducks under it and comes in the room, leaving the manager hesitating in the hall.


TRACY



Right.  


(turns round)



So when would this room be cleaned?  Who's assigned to this floor?  And are they on duty now?——or when do they get on, because I'm going to want to talk to them.


CUT TO:

88.
INT. NICK'S BUILDING——HIGH ANGLE SHOT——DAY  

Nick is PLAYING THE PIANO, wearing his dressing gown.


CUT TO:

89.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——CLOSE ANGLE ON NICK AT THE PIANO——ANGLE FROM THE KITCHEN——DAY

SOUND OF THE ELEVATOR.  Nick looks up.


CUT TO:

90.
MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE ELEVATOR

Natalie is pushing the door open, holding a couple of plastic shopping bags.  Nick gets up as Natalie walks up to the dining table


NICK


(idly)



Been shopping?  

Natalie puts her shopping on the table, with an evasive look.  He cocks his head quizzically.  


NICK


(slight smile)



What?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE


(defensive)



Nothing.  

CAMERA CLOSES IN TO TWO-SHOT as Nick walks to the table.


NICK


(mildly curious)



What did you get?

He reaches out for one of the bags——and she hastily SLAPS her hand down to hold the bag flat.  Nick looks startled.


NICK


(uncertain grin)



Were you...at the drug store, or something?


NATALIE


(reluctant, evasive)



No——o.  Just shopping.


NICK


(hands raised in surrender)



All right, all right!  


(little laugh)



But I know it's not my birthday!  


NATALIE


(defensive)



I'll tell you when I'm ready——okay?


NICK


(surprised)



Well, sure.

Natalie looks apologetic, and takes her hand off the bag.  CAMERA PULLS BACK as she heads for the living room areal.  As she walks round Nick's armchair, she stops——putting her hand on its back——and turns to look at him.


NATALIE


(light, wry)



I gather your suspect's been lying his head off.  


NICK



Yeah, Reese called me.


CUT TO:

91.
EXT. THE CARVALHOS' HOUSE——FROM THE ROAD, WITH TRACY'S CAR  PARKED——DAY


CUT TO:

92.
INT. THE CARVALHOS' LIVING ROOM——ANGLE INTO THE ROOM FROM THE DOOR

Mrs. Carvalho is walking into the middle of the room, followed by Tracy.  Inside, the grandmother is sitting, sewing on the wedding dress.  She looks up from her sewing, but says nothing.


TRACY


(quickly)



I know it's an imposition.  I'm probably the last person you want around just now.  But I really do have to talk to you.


MRS. CARVALHO


(resigned)



If it has to be.


TRACY



Now, about Mrs. Salvator-...


(interrupted)


MRS. CARVALHO


(interrupting)



Christina.


TRACY



Yes.  About her husband.


MRS. CARVALHO


(quickly)



Oh, we got hold of him.  He's driving back.  He should be here tomorrow.


(heavy)



The children are staying here till then.


TRACY


(quickly)



It must be hard on them.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


MRS. CARVALHO


(heavy)



It is hard on all of us.  And at this time, too.  We were all so happy...with the wedding.


(low, resigned)



A child should not die before her parents.  It is not right.


CUT TO:

93.
QUICK FLASHBACK——INT. LOUNGE OF HOTEL SUITE IN NEW ORLEANS——CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & YOUNG GIRL, ON A SOFA

Vachon is biting the GIRL's neck.  She is perhaps fifteen, gaudily underdressed.  He lets the body drop o.s.


CUT TO:

94.
PRESENT——INT. VACHON'S CHURCH——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS

Urs nibbles pensively on a fingernail.  Then she drops her finger, with a silent sigh.


CUT TO:

95.
EXT. NICK'S BUILDING——ANGLE UP TO THE ROOF——DAY  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

96.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——CLOSE ANGLE IN LIVING ROOM——DAY

Nick is in his armchair.  Natalie gets up from the couch.


NICK


(dismayed)



You, uh...you leaving already?  


NATALIE



Yeah, I'd better be going.

CAMERA ADJUSTS as she moves past Nick, who looks round. 


NICK


(continues, dismayed)



You sure you don't want some coffee or something?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Natalie stops by the dining table and turns to him.


NATALIE



No...ah, no.  That's all right.  I haven't even had dinner yet.


NICK


(quick gesture at phone)



I can call for pizza or something.


NATALIE



No, I've got to get home to feed Sidney.  


(light, amused)



He'll think up the most te——rrible revenge if he doesn't get his kitty kibble!

She picks up her shopping from the table.  Nick smiles.


CUT TO:

97.
EXT. POLICE PARKING LOT——MED. ANGLE——TRACY'S CAR PULLS INTO A PARKING SPOT——DAY


CUT TO:

98.
INT. POLICE STATION——LONG SHOT UP TO REAR ENTRANCE——DAY

Tracy walks in.


CUT TO:

99.
CLOSE-UP AT THE CLOSED DOOR TO REESE'S OFFICE

Tracy RAPS at the door.


CUT TO:

100.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——CLOSE-UP OF A BOX OF BOTTLES OF BLOOD, ON A TABLE——ANGLE SLIGHTLY DOWN——DAY

The box is more than half full of bottles.  Urs is standing by the table, just reaching down to pick one out.  She touches the tip of her index finger to the cork, and then lifts the bottle up.  CAMERA HOLDS ON THE BOTTLE AS SHE LIFTS IT, AND THEN SHIFTS ROUND TO CLOSE-UP OF URS.  She looks at the bottle, eyes unfocused.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


VACHON  (O.S.)



Pour me some too, will you?

Urs looks round, startled.  Then she looks back at the bottle.  CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND TO SHOW VACHON ON R.S.


VACHON



Urs?  You with me?

She ignores him.  CAMERA CLOSES IN ON THE BOTTLE.


DISSOLVE TO:

101.
FLASHBACK——LOUNGE OF HOTEL SUITE IN NEW ORLEANS——TWO-SHOT OF SCREED & YOUNG WOMAN——NIGHT

The YOUNG WOMAN is very young——mid-teens, perhaps, at most.  She is wears a low-cut dress, gaudily decorated.  SCREED is kissing her neck, and she is giggling.


CUT TO:

102.
MED. ANGLE FROM THE OUTER DOOR OF THE SUITE

Vachon, Screed, and BOURBON are all intent on the women they are with.  Closest to f.g. are Vachon and his girl, spread over most of a small couch.


CUT TO:

103.
RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF SCREEN & YOUNG WOMAN

Screed bares his fangs and bites the girl.  Her eyes open wide with shock.  Blood trickles down her neck.


CUT TO:

104.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

Screed's girl is limp in his arms.  Bourbon's is struggling to get away from him——until he bites her.  Vachon is biting the neck of his victim.  Then he lets her body drop down to the seat of the sofa, head lolling limp to the side so that the bite marks on her neck are clearly visible.  He bends over to lick the bite mark.


CUT TO:

105.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON, LICKING THE BITE MARK


CUT TO:

106.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

URS COMES ON SCREEN IN F.G. ON R.S.  She pauses, and then hurries forward.


CUT TO:

107.
CLOSE-UP OF VACHON——ANGLE DOWN, FROM URS'S P.O.V.

Vachon lifts himself on one arm, looking up at Urs (nearly o.s.).  He looks drugged with satiation.  His eyes are vampire green.  He smiles slowly.


VACHON



Urs.  There you are.

He pushes himself a little further up.  CAMERA PULLS BACK & ROUND, ADJUSTING TO TWO-SHOT WITH URS.  He looks up at her, smiling lazily.


VACHON



You bring someone back for dinner?


CUT TO:

108.
PRESENT——INT. NATALIE'S LIVING ROOM——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, SITTING ON COUCH——ANGLE FROM END OF COUCH

She puts the last bite of pizza in her mouth, and chews.


CUT TO:

109.
MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE FIREPLACE

On the coffee table in front of the couch is an empty pizza box.  Natalie is sitting on the couch; on her lap is a notepad, with a list of items, most with check marks beside them.  The plastic shopping bags are on the couch beside her.  A pen is on the table in front of her. 

Natalie wipes her hands on a serviette.  CAMERA CLOSES IN as she picks up one of the bags, peers in, puts it beside her, and then checks a couple of items off on the list.  


CUT TO:

110.
EXT. POLICE STATION——DAY  (STOCK)


HONG  (V.O.)



I'm sorry.


(continues)


CUT TO:

111.
INT. OBSERVATION ROOM——ANGLE ALONG ONE-WAY MIRROR WITH REESE IN F.G. ON L.S. LOOKING INTO INTERROGATION ROOM


HONG  (O.S.)


(continues)



I just didn't want to get involved.  You understand?

Reese grimaces.


TRACY  (O.S.)



So how about you run——


(continues)

CAMERA SHIFTS TO VIEW THROUGH THE GLASS.  Tracy is leaning on the wall behind the table.


TRACY


(continues, pointed)



——through it all again for me.  But the real version this time.

She straightens, and walks to the side of the room.


CUT TO:

112.
INT. INTERROGATION ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF HONG, OVER THE TABLE——REESE'S P.O.V.


HONG


(hesitates)



Yes.  Well.  I don't know when I fell asleep last night——but it was morning.  The sun was up.  I put the "Do Not Disturb" sign on the door.


(brief pause)



When I woke up, it was in the late afternoon.  I did not look at the time, but I guess it was after five.  I took a shower——


(breaks off) 


CUT TO:

113.
FLASHBACK——INT. HOTEL BATHROOM——CLOSE-UP OF HONG'S SHADOW VISIBLE ON THE SHOWER CURTAIN


Hong is taking a shower.  A sudden sharp GUNSHOT.


CUT TO:

114.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF HONG'S FACE——FROM THE SIDE

Wet.  Startled.


DISSOLVE TO:

115.
INT. OBSERVATION ROOM——TWO-SHOT OF TRACY & HONG

Tracy is leaning over Hong's shoulder.  He is looking ahead of him.


TRACY



That's very nice, Mr. Hong.  And it's certainly an improvement over your last version.  But you're still leaving something out, aren't you?

Hong looks round at her, but doesn't answer.


TRACY



Leaving someone out.


(impatient pause)



The woman you had in the room, Mr. Hong.  Where was she in all of this?

Hong bites his lip, and looks away.


FADE OUT.


END ACT TWO


—————————————————————


ACT THREE
FADE IN:

116.
RETURN TO VIEW INTO THE INTERROGATION ROOM, FROM THE OBSERVATION ROOM, WITH REESE IN F.G. ON L.S.


CUT TO:

117.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF TRACY & HONG

Hong spreads his hands in a gesture of surrender.


HONG



The woman, yes.  Well, of course, that is why I got to sleep so late.  I was——


(smiles)



——busy.  And also after I woke up.  She was...


(reminiscent)



...good.  


(smiles)



Then I called room service——


(interrupted)


TRACY



So it was you called room service.


HONG


(surprised)



Of course.  I ordered breakfast.  


(smiles)



I was ready for it.  Very hungry.


TRACY


(grim)



Right.  Go on.


HONG


(shrugs)



But as I told you!——I took a shower.


CUT TO:

118.
FLASHBACK——INT. HOTEL BATHROOM——CLOSE-UP OF HONG IN THE SHOWER


Hong is washing.  SOUNDS OF THE SHOWER.  A sudden sharp CRACK of gunshot.


CUT TO:

119.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF HONG'S FACE——FROM THE SIDE 

Wet.  Startled.
[From Act Two]


CUT TO:

120.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF TRACY & HONG


HONG


(worried frown)



But that makes it seem more than it was.  I mean——


(continues)

Raises his right forearm, flipping the palm up to Tracy.


HONG


(continues)



——now I know what the sound was——but then...?  


(continues)

He drops his hand to the table.


HONG


(continues)



And the shower was running.


(shrugs)



So I dried my hair and dressed.


TRACY


(prompting)



And when you came out of the room.


HONG


(stating obvious)



Well, she was gone, wasn't she?  And the body was there.


(brief pause)

Hong looks away from Tracy, holding himself still.


HONG


(continues)



So I called the front desk to ring the emergency number.  


(distaste)



And now all this.


(dismissive wave)



It is too much bother.


CUT TO:

121.
RETURN TO ANGLE INTO THE ROOM FROM THE OBSERVATION ROOM, WITH REESE ON THE L.S.

Tracy leaves Hong, and walks towards the one-way mirror.


TRACY



And this...lady friend of yours.  You've no idea why she killed Mrs. Salvatore?

She turns to look at Hong.


HONG


(dismissive)



No, of course not.  I never even saw her before last night.  


TRACY


(keen look)



Tell me...what does your wife think about your picking up women when you're away from home?  Or doesn't she know?


CUT TO:

122.
CLOSE-UP OF HONG——TRACY'S P.O.V.


HONG


(matter of fact)



A woman expects it, doesn't she?  


CUT TO:

123.
EXT. POLICE STATION——NIGHT  (STOCK)


TRACY  (V.O.)



The guy's a pig.


(continues)


CUT TO:

124.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS NICK'S & TRACY'S DESKS, ACROSS FROM THE HALL TO THE INTERROGATION ROOM

Nick is standing behind his desk, unbuttoning his coat.  Tracy is standing at the corner of her own desk, weight on her right foot, fiddling a little with her hands.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


TRACY


(continues, hasty)



And don't say anything about cultural differences.

Nick pauses in the middle of taking off his scarf.


NICK



I wasn't going to.


(grins)



I think Canada can produce a fair number of home-grown pigs.

He continues to remove his scarf, and takes off his coat.  Tracy pushes her chair right in to the desk.


NICK



Do you want me to continue the interrogation?


TRACY



I'm not sure.


(hesitates)

Nick hangs up his coat.  CAMERA MOVES IN A BIT.


TRACY


(continues)



I still think he's a suspect.  I mean...we don't even know if he's telling the truth now.  


(continues)

Nick rests his hands on the back of his chair.


TRACY


(continues)



He's admitted the woman——but was she really still there at the time of the shooting?


NICK


(comment)



Hong tested negative for gunshot residue.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


TRACY


(quick)



Yeah, but don't forget he took a shower.  


(quick rethink)



Or someone took a shower.  


(thoughtful pause)


NICK


(nods, interpolates)



True.


TRACY


(continues, thoughtful)



But on the other hand...I doubt if he had time to...run outside, hide the gun, dash back, strip off, and take a shower...


(continues)

Nick looks thoughtful.


TRACY


(continues)



...all before the cops arrived!  Anyone could've heard the shot and dialled 9-1-1.  Just happens that no one in another room did it before Hong got round to it.


(pauses)

Nick nods.


TRACY


(continues, dry)



And I bet he wishes he hadn't.  


(wry grin)



Y'know——if he'd just left her there and checked out of the hotel...he'd be well over the Pacific before anyone found the body!  He must be wishing now he hadn't played the good citizen.

Nick takes his hands off the back of the chair, and straightens up.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


TRACY


(brisk)



Anyway...I'm going home.


(goes for jacket)



All I want is to get to bed.  


(reaches for jacket)


(emphatic)



Double shifts KILL me.


CUT TO:

125.
EXT. THE CARVALHOS' HOUSE——FROM THE CURB——NIGHT

Nick's car pulls up by the curb and stops.


CUT TO:

126.
INT. THE CARVALHOS' LIVING ROOM——MED. ANGLE

In f.g. on l.s., Nick is sitting in an armchair.  Mr. Carvalho is standing opposite by a sofa.  In an armchair, the grandmother is sitting, still sewing on the wedding dress.


NICK



My partner talked to your wife this afternoon——but you were at work.


MR. CARVALHO



Yes.

He sits down, heavily.  Nick reaches into his pocket and

gets out a notepad and pen.  He flips the pad open.


NICK



Just a few questions.  


CUT TO:

127.
HALL——ANGLE ALONG PAST THE DOOR TO THE LIVING ROOM TO STAIRS GOING UP

Mrs. Carvalho CLUMPS HEAVILY downstairs and goes into the living room.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO ANGLE THROUGH THE DOOR.  Nick turns round, hearing her come in.


MRS. CARVALHO



They're asleep finally.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Nick gets up.


NICK



Mrs. Carvalho.

She stops, looks annoyed briefly, and then resigned.  She goes past Nick, and joins her husband on the sofa.  Nick sits back down.


CUT TO:

128.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE


MR. CARVALHO



You have questions, Detective.


NICK



Yes.  But perhaps I should also talk to Tina's——


(breaks off)



She has a brother and sister, I believe?  Were they close?  I should talk to them, too.


MR. CARVALHO



Well, Pete doesn't live here.  But I can give you his address.


MRS. CARVALHO



Josefina lives here.  But she's out tonight.  With her fiancé.

The grandmother stops sewing, and looks back and forth closely at whoever is talking.


NICK


(slight surprise)



On a date?


MRS. CARVALHO


(slight reproof)



They have gone to his parents for the evening.  They wished to make their condolences.


(interrupted)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(breaking in, hasty)



Yes, yes.


(looks down at notepad)


(to self)



Right.


MRS. CARVALHO


(strained)



We have had to postpone the wedding, you know.


(continues)

Nick looks up.


MRS. CARVALHO


(continues)



It is all very difficult for them.  There were guests invited.  From out of town.  The arrangements——


(interrupted)

Mr. Carvalho pats his wife's knee.


MR. CARVALHO


(interrupting, low)



He doesn't want to hear about these things.

Nick looks at the pair of them closely while they talk.  So does the grandmother, who does not speak English, but understands more than she lets on.


MRS. CARVALHO


(to husband, low)



Maybe not.  But it is important.  And the funeral, too.  We must arrange that.


MR. CARVALHO



I spoke to Father Benedict.  He——


(breaks off)

He turns to Nick, apologetic.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


MR. CARVALHO


(to Nick)



Sorry.  


(hesitates, worried)



Do you also want to talk to Christina's children?  My wife could go up and wake them if——


(interrupted)

Unnoticed, the old lady gets up.


NICK


(hasty interruption)



No, no.  If it does prove to be necessary——


(interrupted)

His arm is pulled by the old woman.


MRS. CARVALHO SENIOR


(intense)



**********************************************************************************************************************************.

Startled (for he understands her), Nick looks from the grandmother to the Carvalhos.  They look embarrassed.  Mrs. Carvalho gets up, and heads for her mother-in-law.


MR. CARVALHO



I'm sorry, Detective.


MRS. CARVALHO



A little family trouble, you understand.

She takes the old woman by the arm, trying to lead her out of the room.  Mrs. Carvalho senior resists.


MRS. CARVALHO SENIOR



**************************.

Mr. Carvalho gets up.


MR. CARVALHO


(low but firm)



Mama.  ********************.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

The old woman shrugs, as if to wash her hands of the whole situation, and lets her daughter-in-law take her out of the room.  Nick gets up, and looks after them as they go o.s.  Then he turns back to Mr. Carvalho, who has his lips pressed together in distress.


NICK



What was that all about?


MR. CARVALHO


(reluctant)



My mother is very traditional.  She believes a woman's place is in the home taking care of her husband and children.  But Christina went back to work last fall when Tessa started in junior kindergarten.  


(raises hands, rolls eyes up)



The fuss there was!  


(drops hands)



Tina did not dare to even talk about her new job.  


(wry, emphatic)



I tell you, we were so glad when Josefina got engaged.  Not only because a good girl deserves a good husband——but because it has taken my mother's mind off.


(gestures at wedding dress)


CUT TO:

129.
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS HER DESK, FROM THE CENTRE OF THE ROOM——NIGHT

Natalie is working at her desk.  FOOTSTEPS can be heard as a LAB ASSISTANT comes into the room.  THE ASSISTANT COMES ON SCREEN, going over to drop a small package on her desk.  Natalie glances up, and then reaches for the package.  She reads the return address.


NATALIE



Ah, it's come. 


(glances up)



Thanks.

The assistant nods, and heads back out of the room (and o.s.).  Natalie starts to open the package.


CUT TO:

130.
EXT. THE RAVEN——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE ENTRANCE  (STOCK)

LOUD MUSIC.  Nick's car is parked in the foreground.


CUT TO:

131.
INT. THE RAVEN——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE BAR——NIGHT

LOUD MUSIC.  Nick is walking towards the bar.  Urs, her left elbow on the bar, is turned to talk to LaCROIX, behind the bar.  LaCroix spots Nick; Urs then also looks that way.  CAMERA CLOSES IN as he comes up to them.


LaCROIX


(dry)



Something tells me you're not just  here for the music.


NICK



No.


(continues)

He reaches in his pocket and takes out a Polaroid snap of Hong, which he shows to the others.


NICK


(continues)



Either of you recognise this man?  He may have been in here last night.


URS


(quick, apologetic)



Sorry.  

Nick turns to LaCroix with a raised eyebrow.


LaCROIX



I was on the air most of the time.  You know that.


(continues)

He gestures around the room with his right index finger, holding his hand fairly close to his chest.


LaCROIX


(continues, airy)



Feel free to ask around, though.

Nick nods.  He pockets the picture and produces a computer sketch of the woman Hong says he was with.


CUT TO:

132.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF COMPUTER SKETCH OF AMBER, IN NICK'S HAND

This has been produced according to Hong's description of the woman he'd been with.  The woman has long dark hair, but is otherwise only generically a pretty Caucasian.


NICK  (O.S.)



What about her?


(continues)


CUT TO:

133.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE

Nick hands the sketch over to LaCroix.


NICK


(continues)



He says he met her here.


LaCROIX



Could be anyone.

He passes the sketch over to Urs.


CUT TO:

134.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS——ANGLE SLIGHTLY UP (LOOKING DOWN AT THE SKETCH)


NICK  (O.S.)



Her name's supposed to be Amber.

Urs looks up at him, surprised.


CUT TO:

135.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE


NICK



You know her?


URS


(after hesitation)



If it's the same Amber. 

She goes to hand the picture back to Nick, but LaCroix intercepts it and looks at it again.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


LaCROIX


(dry, brow raised)



If it is, it's not much like her.  Amber, I'd recognise.  


(hands picture to Nick)


(meaningful smile)



I've always thought her well worth noticing.  


(regretful)



Too easily missed, though.  People know her here.


(continues)


CUT TO:

136.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS

Her eyes flash to LaCroix, and she looks suddenly stricken.


CUT TO:

137.
QUICK FLASHBACK (From Act One)——INT. HOTEL BEDROOM IN NEW ORLEANS——CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF URS & HOTEL MAID, FAVOURING THE MAID

Urs's teeth are sunk into the maid's neck.

CUT TO:

138.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE

No one has noticed Urs's sudden reaction.  As LaCroix talks, she looks away, attention drifting to the past.


LaCROIX


(continues, brisk)



Amber comes in Fridays, mostly.  Likes her liquor——holds her liquor——


(dry humour)



——reasonably well.  And always picks up someone else to pay for it.


CUT TO:

139.
INT. REESE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF REESE——NIGHT

Reese is seated at his desk, looking up at Nick (o.s.).


REESE



Check with Vice?


CUT TO:

140.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK



Well, my bet is she's clean.  Just a good time girl out for a good time.  But, yeah——I checked.  They know several Ambers.


CUT TO:

141.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE


(wry grin)



But I take it they didn't recognise any of them.


CUT TO:

142.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(dry)



No, they agree with the owner of the Raven...it's a rotten picture of any of the girls.


CUT TO:

143.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE


(wry resignation)



Well, you know what they say——to Westerners, all Orientals look alike.  Stands to reason it'd be true the other way round.


CUT TO:

144.
INT. THE RAVEN——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF BOWL OF WINE GLASS——URS'S P.O.V.


CUT TO:

145.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS——ANGLE UP

MUTED MUSIC.  Urs is still standing by the bar, leaning back against it, looking pensively down into the glass, which she is holding close to her chest.


LaCROIX  (O.S.)



Isn't it about time you went back to work?

CAMERA ADJUSTS SLIGHTLY TO LEVEL, PULLING BACK TO CLOSE-UP as Urs looks up from the glass——looking straight ahead into the room, without responding to LaCroix.  Then she turns to put the glass down on the bar, looks to r.s. (at LaCroix o.s.), and moves off to l.s. (towards the stage). 


CUT TO:

146.
MED. ANGLE UP TO THE STAGE, WHERE URS IS DANCING


LaCROIX  (V.O.)


(insinuating)



Death.  The final dissolution of the body——the soul's flight to the infinite.  Why should these be feared? 


(continues)


CUT TO:

147.
INT. BROADCAST BOOTH——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF LaCROIX


LaCROIX


(continues)


(stating obvious)



The corpse is but clay.  The soul...is with God.


(smiles)


(insinuating)



And if, then, death should be no terror——should giving death not be a boon?  Consider this, my children: consider it well.  What do you think...of death?


CUT TO:

148.
QUICK FLASHBACK——FROM ACT TWO——TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & VICTIM, AS HE BITES THE MAN

CUT TO:

149.
QUICK FLASHBACK——FROM ACT TWO——CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF SCREED BITING HIS VICTIM

CUT TO:

150.
QUICK FLASHBACK——FROM ACT TWO——VACHON LOOKS UP FROM HIS VICTIM

CUT TO:

151.
QUICK FLASHBACK——FROM ACT ONE——CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF URS BITING THE HOTEL MAID, FAVOURING THE MAID

CUT TO:

152.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS ON STAGE

Eyes fixed, looking into the past as she dances.


CUT TO:

153.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE UP TO URS ON STAGE


LaCROIX  (V.O./on radio)


(continues)



Take killing easy, child.  Take it easy.


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

154.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF LaCROIX IN BROADCAST BOOTH

He smiles sweetly.


CUT TO:

155.
ONE FRAME OF WHITE

LOUD CYMBAL CLASH (on each white frame).


CUT TO:

156.
QUICK FLASHBACK——FROM ACT ONE——CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF URS BITING THE HOTEL MAID, FAVOURING THE MAID  [8 frames]


CUT TO:

157.
ONE FRAME OF WHITE


CUT TO:

158.
RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF URS & MAID  [8 frames]


CUT TO:

159.
ONE FRAME OF WHITE


CUT TO:

160.
RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF URS & MAID  [8 frames]


CUT TO:

161.
ONE FRAME OF WHITE


CUT TO:

162.
RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF URS & MAID  [8 frames]


CUT TO:

163.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS ON STAGE

[Urs is talking loudly, but she should barely be audible over the LOUD MUSIC.]


URS  (V.O.)



No!  No!  No!  I never wanted this!  Never!  


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

164.
INT. LOUNGE OF HOTEL SUITE IN NEW ORLEANS——CAMERA CIRCLES URS & VACHON CLOSELY, INITIALLY FAVOURING VACHON


VACHON


(startled)



What do you mean?  You asked me to save you.


URS


(desperate)



I asked you to kill me!  


(impassioned)



Oh, how can you kill those others so easily, and not kill me?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

There is a pause, as Vachon stares at Urs, trying to fathom her distress.


VACHON



Urs....


(interrupted)


URS


(interrupting, pitiful)



I can't do this, I tell you!——I can't do it!  


(tearfully indignant)



How can you ask it of me?——to kill, and kill, and kill again.


VACHON


(bewildered)



It is what we are.


URS


(impassioned)



I will not.


VACHON  (slight echo)



You have no choice.

Urs stares at him for a moment.  Then....


URS


(quiet, determined)



There is always a choice.

She looks into his eyes, with resolution.  [She should be in the centre of the screen.]


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

165.
MOON, LARGE IN THE NIGHT SKY  (STOCK)

[Centred, so that it dissolves from right in the middle of Urs's face, centred between her eyes.]


CUT TO:

166.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE ON NICK, SEATED AT HIS DESK, STRAIGHT ON FROM THE CENTRAL CORRIDOR

He is looking at a report on his desk.  He pushes back his chair and gets up, still looking down at the report.


CUT TO:

167.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK, LEAVING THROUGH THE REAR SIDE EXIT——ANGLE UP THE SIDE CORRIDOR


CUT TO:

168.
QUICK SHOT——CORONER'S BUILDING WITH NICK'S CAR PARKED OUTSIDE  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

169.
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, AT THE DOOR

Nick looks in the door, with a fond smile.


NICK



Busy?  I just had a couple of quick questions.


CUT TO:

170.
ANGLE ACROSS THE ROOM TO NATALIE'S DESK

Natalie is still sitting at her desk, working.  There is no sign of the package or its contents.  The desk lamp is on, so she is in a pool of light——but the room is not really dark, just relatively less well lit.

She looks towards Nick (o.s.) with a smile.


NATALIE



How's the case going?


CUT TO:

171.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK

He comes into the room.


NICK


(deadpan)



He says the woman did it.  While he was out of the room.


CUT TO:

172.
RETURN TO ANGLE TOWARDS NATALIE


NATALIE


(dry humour)



Ah, "the woman did it".  The o——old alibi. 

She gets up, and walks into the middle of the room.


NATALIE



So how can I help you?


CUT TO:

173.
TWO-SHOT FAVOURING NICK

The two meet in the middle of the room.


NICK



Well, I was wondering if there's anything in the forensic evidence...that could either back up his story or refute it.

CAMERA ADJUSTS TO FAVOUR BOTH EQUALLY.  Natalie considers the matter, grimacing a bit.


NICK


(suggestion)



The angle of fire?


NATALIE


(shakes head)



No, the gun was fired by someone sitting up in the bed.  Height would be about the same either way.

She frowns in thought.  


NICK


(quick)



But he says he was in the shower when the shot was fired.  If the woman did it——and she was in bed——then who let Tina Salvatore into the room?


FADE OUT.


END ACT THREE


———————————————————————


ACT FOUR
FADE IN:

174.
INT. HALL OUTSIDE HOTEL BEDROOM——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF KEY CARD PUT IN THE LOCK


NATALIE  (V.O.)



It's a cute idea, Nick.


(continues)


CUT TO:

175.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF NICK & NATALIE IN HER OFFICE


NATALIE


(continues)



But it won't work.  Sorry.

Nick frowns interrogatively.


NATALIE


(apologetic)



We found her pass key under her when we moved the body.  My guess is——


(breaks off)


CUT TO:

176.
FLASHBACK——INT. BEDROOM——ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR FROM BEHIND THE BED

A black silhouette in f.g. is Amber in the bed.


TINA SALVATORE  (O.S.)



Room service.

The black silhouette sits up in the bed.


AMBER



Can you let yourself in?


(continues)


CUT TO:

177.
HALL OUTSIDE HOTEL BEDROOM——CLOSE-UP OF ROOM SERVICE CART, OUTSIDE THE DOOR TO THE ROOM

The cart is in f.g.  Only Tina Salvatore's torso can be seen, just beyond the cart, right at the door.  


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


AMBER  (O.S.)


(continues)



I'm in bed.


CUT TO:

178.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF KEY CARD PUT IN THE LOCK

CUT TO:

179.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF NICK & NATALIE


NICK


(nods thoughtfully)



Or, of course, it could have been Hong Wei who called out.


NATALIE


(utterly agreeable)



Oh, of course.


NICK


(sighs)



Right.  Thanks.

He turns to go.


NATALIE


(careful)



Oh, Nick?


(continues)

He turns back.


NATALIE


(continues)



I've got another experiment I want to try...if you can fit it in before you go to work tomorrow.


NICK


(agreeable)



You want me to come here?


NATALIE


(after hesitation)



No.  No, I think I can probably do this one just as well at your place.


CUT TO:

180.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——CLOSE-UP OF URS ON THE COUCH, ANGLE DOWN——DAY

She is lying down (head to l.s.), tucking a couple of army blankets in over herself.


VACHON  (O.S.)



Y'know...if you're moving in——


(continues)

She looks up as CAMERA PULLS BACK TO SHOW VACHON STANDING BESIDE THE FOOT OF THE COUCH (ON R.S.).


VACHON


(continues)



——maybe I oughta get another bed!

Urs's eyes drop, and she bites her upper lip.  CAMERA ADJUSTS as Vachon kneels down.


VACHON


(gently)



Hey, that wasn't a complaint.  It's okay having you round.  Always has been.

Urs looks up, with a weak smile.


CUT TO:

181.
SUNSET  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

182.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——ANGLE TOWARDS KITCHEN (IN B.G.), WITH NICK IN F.G.——NIGHT

Natalie's briefcase is on the dining table (with the things she has been buying in a bag inside.)  Nick is sitting in his armchair, reading the newspaper.  Natalie comes from the kitchen with a mug of coffee.  She is heading for the couch, but hesitates behind Nick's chair.


NATALIE


(to get attention)



Nick...?


NICK


(without looking up)



Mmmmm?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE



If you don't mind....


(pauses)


NICK


(looks up, lowers paper)



You want to do the test now.


NATALIE



If it's okay with you.


NICK



Yeah, sure.

He closes the paper, folds it, and puts it down on the coffee table.  CAMERA ADJUSTS as Natalie comes around his chair and sits down on the couch, putting her mug on the table.  ANGLE——NATALIE IN RIGHT F.G.; NICK ON LEFT.


NATALIE



Okay, this time I've got something a little different.


(continues)

Nick looks at her interrogatively.


NATALIE


(continues)



You know how you can't touch crosses and things like that?


NICK


(stating obvious)



Of course!

Natalie speaks carefully, unwilling to offend.


NATALIE



I've always assumed that this is basically a psychosomatic response. 


(continues)

Nick shakes his head slightly.


NATALIE


(continues)



But something happened——


(slight frown)



——oh, it was about a year and a half ago at least now.  


CUT TO:

183.
FLASHBACK——FROM "Blackwing" (Act One)——CLOSE ANGLE IN THE MURDER VICTIM'S APARTMENT

Nick reaches out to take the obsidian raven knife from Natalie——and jerks his hand back.

CUT TO:

184.
TWO-SHOT OF NICK & NATALIE



NICK



Yes, I remember.  It was an Indian ceremonial knife——a religious object.


NATALIE


(rhetorical)



But you didn't know that, did you?  Not until you actually touched it.


NICK


(puzzled)



No.  Tracy told us what it was.

Natalie nods with satisfaction.


NICK


(after pause)



I'm not sure what you're getting at.


NATALIE


(earnestly)



Nick, the pain——it couldn't have been psychosomatic.  You didn't know about raven knives.


(astounded)



Vampires really can't touch religious objects!


NICK


(amused, gentle)



Well, I always told you it was real.  

Natalie looks down at her knees, obviously unhappy.


NICK


(not understanding)



What's the problem?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE


(small voice)



It's doesn't exactly fit in with my medical training.  I'm a scientist.

She picks up and sips her coffee.


NICK



"There are more things in heaven and earth"?


NATALIE


(looks up, indignant)



That's all very well for you to say!


(puts mug down)



But I always figured your condition was essentially a physical one.  Now I find it's...


(uncertain)



...it's got a——a metaphysical side...?


(stops, at a loss)

She looks away from Nick, towards the fireplace, but not focusing on anything.  He waits, his attention on her.  Finally she turns back to him.


NATALIE


(brisk)



But it's still a phenomenon susceptible to investigation.  I'd like to get some data on your responses, try you out on various types of symbols, maybe even——


(interrupted)


NICK



Why?

Natalie looks blank.  To her, the reason is so obvious.


NICK



You're trying to get me mortal again.


(genuine question)



So how is this going to help?


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

He frowns slightly, and his eyes drop.


NICK


(continues)



I don't see——


(continues)

He raises his eyes again, shakes his head, and smiles.


NICK


(continues)



——but then I'm not a doctor.

Natalie pauses——then realises (with a slight shrug) that there is only one possible honest answer.


NATALIE



Well, I don't think it really does have anything to do with a cure.  At least not in any direct way.


NICK


(taken aback)



But, you mean you want me to deal with...crosses and black raven knives and things——


(continues)

Natalie nods.


NICK


(continues, incredulous)



——for no reason?


(brief pause)


NATALIE


(trying to break in)



Well, it's not exactly——


(overridden)


NICK


(continues)



Nothing but curiosity?!  


NATALIE


(earnest)



No, Nick, you don't understand.


(overridden)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(indignant)



That's what it amounts to.  And you know how the things affect me.  


NATALIE


(chivvying)



They're not as bad as all that.


NICK


(emphatic)



They are.

Natalie looks at him closely, and SIGHS with suppressed irritation.  Her lips are pressed together.


NATALIE


(careful)



Now, Nick——you do other tests for me.


NICK


(indignant)



Yes——but they're to help me!  


(reasonable)



After all, I got into this with you...I've got an obligation.  You say you need the data: you need me to do the tests that'll get you the data.  That's fair enough.  How else can you find a cure?  


(quickly)



And those tests make sense——at least as far as I can understand them.


NATALIE


(trying to break in)



I don't think you quite under——


(overridden)


NICK



I do!  


NATALIE



No.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....



NICK


(indignant)



Yes.  You're just curious about crosses!


(sullen)



You were the one a few months ago who said something about "LaCroix's idle curiosity".  Well——


(bitter anger)



——what's this but yours?


(continues)

Natalie looks astonished and indignant.


NICK


(continues, angry)



I'm not a lab rat...to do tricks for your amusement.


CUT TO:

185.
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE STAIR DOOR

Natalie opens the door.  She turns to look up the room at Nick (o.s.).  She looks stubborn and angry.


CUT TO:

186.
FLASHBACK——INT. HOTEL BEDROOM IN NEW ORLEANS——CLOSE-UP OF URS JUST INSIDE THE DOOR——NIGHT

Urs slams the door shut behind her.  O.S., just outside the door in the hall, Vachon is standing.


VACHON  (O.S.)


(irritated)



Come on, Urs.  This is ridiculous.


URS


(stubborn)



Go away.


VACHON  (O.S.)


(too patient)



Urs, the sun's gone down.  Let's go.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


URS


(flat)



You go.  I'm staying here.  


(indignant)



I won't kill again, Monsieur Vachon; I won't.  It's murder.  Any human person would feel the way I do.


DISSOLVE TO:

187.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS, LYING ON THE COUCH——DAY

She is facing the back of the couch, her face pressed against the material.  She looks miserable, and SNIFFS.


VACHON  (O.S.)


(very gentle)



Please tell me what's wrong, Urs.

She turns round to look at him.  CAMERA PULLS BACK TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT.  He's kneeling right by her, looking very concerned.  She bites her lip.


VACHON


(gentle)



You've got yourself worked into one of your moods again——I can see that.

Urs sits up, propping herself on her elbow.  Vachon shifts back very slightly.


VACHON



What brought it on this time?

Urs sits further up, leaning against the arm of the couch, and pushing down the blanket.


URS


(tired)



Oh, it's that case you said Tracy was working on.  The murder in the hotel.


VACHON


(light dawns)



O——oh!

CAMERA SHIFTS OVER TO VACHON SO URS GOES O.S.


DISSOLVE TO:

188.
FLASHBACK——INT. CORRIDOR OUTSIDE URS'S HOTEL BEDROOM——TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & SCREED, WITH VACHON IN F.G.——NIGHT

Vachon knocks at Urs's door.  


URS  (O.S.)



I told you——I'm not coming.

Vachon SIGHS, throws back his head in irritation, and rolls his eyes at Screed——who quickly reaches past Vachon to grasp the doorknob.


CUT TO:

189.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF SCREED'S HAND STARTING TO TURN THE DOORKNOB

Vachon quickly pulls Screed's hand off the knob.


CUT TO:

190.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


VACHON


(instructing tone)



No.  A gentleman does not force his way into a lady's bedchamber.

Screed pulls his hand out of Vachon's grasp, rolling his eyes in despair.


SCREED


(exasperated)



Lydy?  She's a 'alf-baked tart, y' soft Spanish custard.  Just winkle 'er aht of there, and let's go.  


(swagger, leer)



Want a nice 'ot drink before bedtime, I do.  

Vachon grins wickedly, and slaps Screed on the shoulder.


VACHON



No, I'll leave her a while longer.  She'll have to come out in the end, after all.

They turn to go up the corridor, laughing together.


CUT TO:

191.
EXT. POLICE STATION——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

192.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF REESE——NICK'S P.O.V.  (INTERCUT W/ CLOSE ANGLE)

Reese is standing behind Tracy's desk, his right hand on his hip, talking to Nick, who is standing by his chair, right hand on the back just about to pull the chair out.


REESE


(dry humour)



You missed some fun this afternoon, Knight.  Hong had someone from his consulate round to see him.  And a lawyer.


(continues)


CUT TO:

193.
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS NICK, REESE IN F.G. ON L.S.


REESE


(continues)



Well, we couldn't've held him much longer without charging him anyway.  So I decided to go with obstruction of justice.


(continues)

Nick nods.


CUT TO:

194.
CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE


(shrug)



It's a petty charge——he'll get a slap on the wrist.  But the Crown's opposing bail.


CUT TO:

195.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS NICK

Nick pulls out his chair.


NICK


(unemphatic)



Well, he is a flight risk.   


REESE


(nods)



Yeah.

He heads back to his office as Nick sits down, and reaches out to pick up the phone.


CUT TO:

196.
EXT. THE CARVALHOS' HOUSE, NICK'S CAR PARKED OUTSIDE——NIGHT


NICK  (V.O.)


(half question)



There's no answer at——


(continues)


CUT TO:

197.
INT. THE CARVALHOS' HALLWAY——ANGLE TOWARDS THE STAIRS, DOOR TO LIVING ROOM ON R.S.

Nick is standing talking to Mr. Carvalho, who answered the door.  The door to the living room is open.


NICK


(continues)



——your son-in-law's place.


MR. CARVALHO



He's not back yet.  Later tonight, maybe.


NICK



Ah, right.


(glances towards living room)



And is your daughter in?


MR. CARVALHO



You want to speak to her?  I'll call her.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

He goes over to the stairs.


MR. CARVALHO


(calls)



'Fina?  Come on down here.

He turns round to Nick, slightly apologetic.  Mrs. Carvalho comes out of the living room, with an inquiring look at him.  Then she looks at Nick, with a worried frown.


MRS. CARVALHO



You want Josefina now?


NICK



Yes.


MR. CARVALHO



We should go in the kitchen.  He'll want to talk to her alone.

Mrs. Carvalho eyes Nick doubtfully, but nods.  Josefina comes downstairs.  Seeing Nick, she hesitates partway down, but then continues.


MRS. CARVALHO


(to Josefina, resigned)



It is the police again.  

Her daughter nods tensely, her eyes on Nick.


MR. CARVALHO


(to Josefina)



Y'know they talked to Pete this afternoon——


(explaining to Nick)



He called us.


(to Josefina)



——so now you.  You can use the living room.

She nods.  Eyes on Nick, she goes into the living room.  Nick nods his thanks to her parents, and follows her.  CAMERA HOLDS ON HIM as he goes into the room.  Meanwhile, the Carvalhos go o.s. to the left.


CUT TO:

198.
INSIDE THE LIVING ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE

Josefina is heading across the room to sit down.


NICK


(slightly brisk)



I'm sorry about the postponement of your wedding.

She stops and turns to talk to him.


JOSEFINA


(subdued, polite)



Thank you.  It is a worry to my parents.  They are spending a lot on it, you know.


NICK


(reassuring smile)



It's a big event.


JOSEFINA


(slight smile)



Well, yes.  It's important for Bob's family.  They need to see I have exactly the same wedding they'd give one of their daughters.  


(quick rethink)



Well, at least——for my parents it's important to show them.

Nick looks at her quizzically.  Josefina laughs indulgently, backing a step towards the sofa.


JOSEFINA



Oh, as far as he's concerned, as long as I'm wearing a long white wedding gown——that's all that's important!

She turns slightly to the sofa, before sitting——but then turns back to Nick with a sad smile.


JOSEFINA



For my mother, though...


(hesitates)

Nick nods encouragingly.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


JOSEFINA


(continues)



...the church, the flowers, the reception!——


(continues)

She smiles ruefully, with a broad shrug.


JOSEFINA


(continues)



——they all must be perfect.


(stops abruptly)


(stony serious)



Of course, my sister's funeral comes first.


NICK


(quickly)



I understand.

Josefina sits down.


JOSEFINA


(slightly wry)



And catching her murderer must come before that, I suppose.  I'm not sure how I can help, Detective——but if I can...fire away.

Nick goes over to sit in one of the chairs.


CUT TO:

199.
EXT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

200.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——FULL SHOT

Urs is folding up the blankets.  On the other side of the room, Vachon has his head tilted back, drinking from a bottle.  He lowers the bottle and looks over at Urs.


VACHON



Shouldn't you be heading for the club?

Urs looks round, with the second blanket in her hand.  


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


URS



Oh, no.  It's my night off.

There is a faint CREAK OF STAIRS, and both freeze.  They look towards the door.  There is a KNOCK.


CUT TO:

201.
FLIGHT EFFECT——HORIZONTAL BLUR ROUND THE ROOM, TO RIGHT


CUT TO:

202.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF DOORKNOB

VACHON'S HAND COMES ON SCREEN, BLURRED.  He grasps the knob.


CUT TO:

203.
TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & NATALIE, AT THE DOOR

Vachon opens the door.  Natalie is outside, her left hand still raised to knock.  In her right hand she is carrying her briefcase.  


NATALIE


(startled)



Oh.


CUT TO:

204.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON


VACHON


(astounded)



Dr. Lambert!


CUT TO:

205.
RETURN TO FULL SHOT

Urs puts the second blanket down, looking towards the door.  Vachon steps back, hurriedly.


VACHON



Come in, come in.


(bewildered)



What brings you here?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Urs backs a step or two into the middle of the room, looking at Natalie.  Vachon comes downstairs quickly; Natalie follows more slowly.


NATALIE



Actually, I wanted to ask you a favour.


(continues)

Vachon pauses, and looks round.  Natalie gives Urs a little wave.


NATALIE


(continues)



Hi, Urs.  Maybe you can help me, too.  Or do you have to get to work?

Natalie gets to the bottom of the stairs.  She walks past Vachon, heading for Urs.


VACHON


(with humour)



Hey, even a vampire gets statutory time off.

Natalie stops, staring at Urs, taken aback.  Then she looks at Vachon.


NATALIE


(blankly)



You're joking.

Vachon grins.  She turns back to Urs, who is also amused.


URS


(gently)



Dr. Lambert, when dealing with mortals, it's often easier just to follow their rules.


NATALIE



Uh...right.

Vachon takes a couple of steps closer to her.


VACHON



So...wha'd'you want me to do for you?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE


(licks lips)



Well, it's a sort of experiment.


(interrupted)

Stressed, Urs raises both her hands, palms down.


URS


(interrupting)



Look...I'm sorry...but I'm——


(continues)

They both look at her.  She flaps her hands up and down, tensely.


URS


(continues)



——really not in the mood.  I'll maybe help you some time, but right now I——


(raises hands)



——just want to get out——


(emphatic `cutting' gesture)



——of here and go for a——


(emphatic gesture)



——good long flight.


(slowly lowers arms)


VACHON


(concerned)



But, no, come on, Urs——don't you think we kinda owe——


(slight nod at Natalie)



——her?  She did try to save Screed.


CUT TO:

206.
FLASHBACK——FROM `Fever' (Act Three)——TWO-SHOT OF NATALIE & SCREED

She feels his forehead, and turns to Nick (o.s.)


NATALIE



He's burning up!

CUT TO:

207.
RETURN TO SHOT


URS


(sharp)



She saved you.  She found the cure.


VACHON



So.

Urs looks torn.  Natalie takes a step towards her, left arm out.


NATALIE


(quickly)



No, it's all right.  Now I think of it, I can't really do more than one of you at a time.


(motherly)



You go have your "long flight".


CUT TO:

208.
FLIGHT EFFECT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF WALL OF CHURCH——BLURRED SHOT VERTICALLY UPWARDS


CUT TO:

209.
FLIGHT EFFECT——LIGHTED WINDOWS, VERTICALLY UPWARDS


CUT TO:

210.
AS BEFORE BUT WITHOUT URS

Natalie is looking upwards.  Then she turns to Vachon.


NATALIE


(observation)



I take it "going for a long flight" is something like going for a long walk.


VACHON



Yeah.

Natalie looks at him interrogatively.  


VACHON


(quickly)



So about this experiment.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE


(distracted)



Ah, right.  

CAMERA HOLDS ON HER as she goes over and sits down on the couch.  Vachon follows her, and squats on the floor.


NATALIE



You know I've been researching vampires?  Trying to see what makes you what you are?


CUT TO:

211.
TWO-SHOT OF NATALIE & VACHON——NATALIE ON R.S., VACHON BEYOND ON L.S.——ANGLE OVER THE BACK OF THE COUCH, SLIGHTLY DOWN


VACHON



Yeah, Knight said.


NATALIE



Okay.  Well, I——


(continues)

Vachon starts to look puzzled.


NATALIE


(continues)



——mostly've been looking at vampire physiology, of course.  But——


(interrupted)

Vachon lifts his left hand to stop her.  She looks at him, interrogatively, as he stumbles over his question.


VACHON



I——uh.  Uh——why don't you ask Knight?  Can't he help you?  I'd've thought he be the obv——


(interrupted)


NATALIE


(interrupting)


(bitter, depressed)



No, he won't.  

Vachon looks at her blankly.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


VACHON


(after pause)



Why?


NATALIE


(hurried)



Oh, nothing dangerous.  Nothing like that.  It's just that...


(bitter pause)



...if Nick can't see some benefit to turning him human, he just isn't interested.  


(quickly defensive)



All right, I'm curious.  I admit it——I'm just curious.  But it's something I don't understand.  


VACHON


(casual)



Okay.


NATALIE


(uncertain)



Y——you will?


VACHON


(amiable, shrug)



Why not?


FADE OUT.


END ACT FOUR


————————————————————


ACT FIVE
FADE IN:

212.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF CROSS (HELD BY NATALIE)


NATALIE  (O.S.)



You KNOW this.


VACHON  (O.S.)


(distaste)



You know I do.


CUT TO:

213.
FULL SHOT ACROSS THE ROOM

In b.g., Natalie is standing on the far side of the room from the couch (o.s.), holding up the cross.  She has taken it from a plastic bag (which was in her briefcase).  She is holding the bag.  [The briefcase is over by the couch.]  In f.g., Vachon is standing (in front of the couch), looking leerily at the cross.


NATALIE


(sensible)



Well, if I'm to judge your reactions to other symbols, I need to have a known quantity to compare them with.


VACHON


(reluctant nod)



Ah, okay.  I guess that makes sense.

Natalie puts the cross on floor.  She crosses quickly to the couch and bends down to her brief case.  TWO-SHOT WITH VACHON ON L.S., NATALIE ON R.S., AND THE CROSS IN B.G. BETWEEN THEM.  Natalie gets out a notepad, a pen, and a tape measure.  Vachon eyes her activities with curiosity.  Natalie turns to him, holding up the tape.


NATALIE


(lightly)



Pretty crude measuring instrument, but it'll have to do.


(pause)



Now.  If you go over and reach out your hand to that cross——


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Vachon turns his head, and eyes the cross dubiously.


NATALIE



——how close would you say you could get to it?


VACHON


(turns to her)



I could touch it, if I absolutely had to.  


NATALIE


(flustered)



No, no.  


(slight embarrassment)



I'm sorry.  I'm not explaining very well, am I?  Look—— 


(continues)

She breaks off, and quickly changes mental gears from a conversational mode of speech to a more scientific mode.


NATALIE


(crisp, clear)



I'm going to lay out a series of different symbols.  First of all, I want to know which of them you respond to——which, uh, hurt you to be near.


(continues)

Vachon nods.


NATALIE


(continues)



But I'd also like to try to measure the strength of your reaction.


(continues)

Vachon frowns, a bit uncertain what she means.


NATALIE


(continues)



To do this, I want you to bring your hand fairly close to each one, to the point where the sensation is the same.  And I'll measure——


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

She flips the tape measure up a little in her hand.


NATALIE


(continues)



——to see how close.  I have a theory that symbols vary in strength...and that vampires are more affected by some than others.

Vachon looks interested.  


CUT TO:

214.
REVERSE ANGLE——CROSS AT BOTTOM OF SCREEN IN EXTREME F.G.

Vachon goes over to about four feet from the cross.  He stops, then edges a little closer.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO LOW ANGLE as he squats down.  He stretches out his hand towards the cross.  CAMERA ADJUSTS DOWN TO JUST HIS HAND AND THE CROSS as his hand creeps nearer, slowing down, and stopping about six inches away.


VACHON


(strained)



That's about as far as I'll go, if you don't object, Doctor.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

215.
CLOSE-UP OF VACHON


VACHON


(continues, dry)



Unless it's necessary, of course.

CAMERA ADJUSTS UP SLIGHTLY TO TWO-SHOT as Natalie comes quickly over, to stand by Vachon.


NATALIE



No, move it back a bit.  Till it's...uh...


(hesitates)



...comfortable.


(considered pause)



Well, bearable, anyway.


(dry)



This isn't an endurance test.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

There is a flicker of humour in Vachon's eye; and he shifts his hand back to about eighteen inches from the cross.  CAMERA ADJUSTS BACK TO LOW ANGLE as Natalie bends down, putting the plastic bag on the floor beside her.  She stretches out the tape measure.


CUT TO:

216.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF VACHON'S HAND & THE CROSS  (AS BEFORE)

NATALIE'S HAND COMES ON SCREEN, pulling out the tape measure to measure the distance.


NATALIE



Right.


CUT TO:

217.
EXT. POLICE STATION——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

218.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE AT NICK'S DESK, FROM THE CENTRAL AISLE BY TRACY'S DESK TO THE SIDE CORRIDOR BY NICK

Nick is sitting at his desk, slightly swivelled round to talk easily to Reese, who is leaning over the partition with the side corridor, with his elbows on the partition.  There are a number of sheets of paper on the desk:  faxes, print-out, copies.  Nick is holding a sheaf of fax paper, raising it up to catch Reese's eye.


NICK



This came in.  Background check from Singapore.


REESE


(dry)



Nothing, I suppose.


NICK



Nope.

He puts the papers down, and swivels his chair further round.  CAMERA CLOSES IN; AND, AS NICK SPEAKS, MOVES ALONG HIS DESK TO A POSITION IN THE AISLE JUST BY HIM.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK



I'd hoped for hints that Hong's business was a cover for smuggling——or something else illegal.  Drugs, phony refugee claimants, endangered species...whatever.  I mean...that would make sense of it.  If a deal was going down, and Mrs. Salvatore walked in at the wrong time——saw the wrong thing....


(trails off)



Only not.


REESE


(thoughtful)



What about the husband?

CAMERA SHIFTS TO FOCUS ON NICK AND HIS DESK as he turns to slap his hand down on another sheet of paper.


NICK



Angelo Salvatore.  Long-distance truck driver.


(continues)

CAMERA SHIFTS BACK AS BEFORE as Nick turns back to Reese.


NICK


(continues)



He was in Edmonton.  Police there confirm it.

Reese nods.  Nick turns quickly to pick up another sheet of paper; turning back to Reese, he waves it in the air.


NICK



Her father.  Got in a bar fight twenty years ago.


(dry)



I don't think it's relevant.


(continues)


REESE


(interpolates)



Nope.

Nick puts the paper back down.  CAMERA SHIFTS BACK DOWN THE SIDE OF HIS DESK, HOLDING ON NICK & REESE.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(continues)



Her brother and sister are clean.  


(grins)



I even checked the fiancé.

Reese nods, with a wry grimace.  Nick shifts in his seat, sidetracked by an amusing thought.  Reese cocks his head.


NICK


(lightly)



His family own a whole chain of sporting goods stores.  No wonder her parents are pleased with the engagement!


REESE


(lights up)



Sporting goods?  Wait a minute...you don't mean he's one of the——?


(interrupted)


NICK


(interrupts with a nod)



Yup.

CAMERA CLOSES IN ON REESE A BIT.


REESE


(raised brow)



Wow!  It's a wonder I haven't got a call from the mayor yet!


(straightens)


(heavy breath, grimace)



Knight, I don't like it.  There's gotta be some sense here.  

CAMERA PULLS BACK A BIT (AS BEFORE).  Nick hesitates, looking away from Reese, down at his desk.  Then he looks back.  As he talks, CAMERA SHIFTS BACK ALONG THE DESKS TO CLOSE ANGLE (AS IT WAS AT THE START).


NICK


(uncertain)



We need to find this Amber, whoever she is.  She's a witness to Hong's actions at the very least.  


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(continues)



But she's not been back to the nightclub, and no one there knows her well enough to have her number. 


(hesitates)

Reese straightens, his right hand still on the partition.


NICK


(continues)



If it's the same Amber, of course.  We can't even be sure of that.  


(doubtful)



I did think we might release the composite, but then I thought how bad it is.


(breaks off)

He frowns, thinking of the useless picture, and shakes his head.  Reese——equally mindful of the bad composite——grimaces as he shakes his head decisively.


REESE



No.


(hesitates)



Get Hong back together with Hardy and see if she can get a decent version out of him.  Failing that——


(pauses)

Reese slaps the top of the partition lightly with his right hand——and then raises it to point the index finger at Nick.


REESE


(continues, decisive)



——get someone from the club——they know her better.  And show——


(flicks finger to side)



——their——


(lets finger droop)



——version to Hong.  Check it's the same girl.  And then——


(drops hand to partition)



——we'll see about the press.


NICK


(nods)



Right...okay.


CUT TO:

219.
EXT. DESERTED CHURCH——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

220.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & NATALIE, FURTHER ACROSS THE ROOM THAN BEFORE 

Natalie shifts back on her heels, and jots down a measurement on the notepad.


NATALIE



Right.  Next.

She reaches behind her for the plastic bag and pulls out an Egyptian ankh.  CAMERA PULLS BACK as she moves about two feet away (NEARER THE CAMERA).  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT as Vachon shifts down also.


NATALIE



Do you know what this is?


VACHON



An ankh.  Old Egyptian symbol of life.

She puts it down, about the same distance in front of Vachon as the cross was.  He stretches out his hand.  


CUT TO:

221.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON'S HAND & THE ANKH

He gets much closer this time than with the cross.  


CUT TO:

222.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


NATALIE


(while measuring)



It feels the same?


VACHON


(surprised, intrigued)



Yeah!

Natalie checks the measure.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE



Right.

She sits back, reaches for the notepad, writes the measure down, and reaches in the bag again.


NATALIE



Okay, how about this?


CUT TO:

223.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, WORKING AT HIS DESK——ANGLE FROM CENTRAL AISLE, KITTY CORNER OVER TRACY'S DESK

The phone RINGS.  Nick reaches over and picks it up.


NICK



Detective Knight, Homicide.


(listens)



Oh, yes.  Thank you for checking in, Mr. Salvatore.  


(brief pause)



Yes, it's terrible.  I'm very sorry for your loss.


(quickly)



Look, if you don't mind, I'll drive over to see you right now.  We should talk.


(brief pause)



Yes.


(hangs up)


CUT TO:

224.
EXT. POLICE PARKING LOT——NICK OPENING THE DRIVER'S DOOR OF HIS CAR——CLOSE ANGLE OVER THE CAR——NIGHT


DISSOLVE TO:

225.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF STAR TREK COMMUNICATOR PIN


VACHON  (O.S.)



You're joking!


CUT TO:

226.
TWO-SHOT OF NATALIE & VACHON


NATALIE



Try it.

She puts it down.  Vachon reaches out slowly, then——


CUT TO:

227.
QUICK INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON'S HAND SNATCHING UP THE PIN FROM THE FLOOR


CUT TO:

228.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


VACHON


(amused but puzzled)



I don't get it.


NATALIE


(stating obvious)



I need to be sure this is real and not just something in your head.  


(thoughtful pause)



But you knew what that is, didn't you?


VACHON


(slight surprise)



Sure.


NATALIE


(thoughtful, to self)



Hmmm.  Not a valid control.


(to Vachon, brightly)



Oh, well...I've got others.


(twinkles)



Let's see if you catch them.


CUT TO:

229.
INT. HALL OF APARTMENT BUILDING WHERE THE SALVATORES LIVE——CLOSE ANGLE——NIGHT

The door to the Salvatores' apartment is open, and Nick is walking out into the hall.  ANGELO SALVATORE follows, to stand in the open doorway.  He is in his mid to late twenties.  Nick turns round to him.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK



I'm sorry.  I assure you, we're doing all we can to find the person who murdered your wife.

Angelo Salvatore grimaces, but nods.  He steps back inside and closes the door as Nick heads up the hallway.


CUT TO:

230.
EXT. STREET——CLOSE ANGLE ON NICK'S CAR, PARKED AT THE CURB——ANGLE INTO THE STREET——NIGHT

Nick is unlocking the driver's side door.  He starts to open it, and then pauses.  He looks up, puzzled.  CAMERA ANGLE SHIFTS UP, OVER HIS HEAD, TO THE NIGHT SKY.


CUT TO:

231.
AERIAL VIEW OF THE CITY——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

232.
CLOSE-UP OF URS FLYING  (FX)

Quick shot.  Looking ahead, hair blown by the wind.  She glances down a moment, but then looks ahead again.  [NOTE:  Remember, she just flew off without a jacket or hat.  Unlike humans, she doesn't need winter outerwear.]


CUT TO:

233.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON NICK'S CAR

Nick gets in.


DISSOLVE TO:

234.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE'S HAND LAYING DOWN A STAR OF DAVID


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

235.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE'S HAND LAYING DOWN A YIN-YANG SYMBOL


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

236.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE'S HAND LAYING DOWN A NATIVE CANADIAN SYMBOL


DISSOLVE TO:

237.
CLOSE-UP OF URS FLYING, AS SHE BANKS TO TURN


CUT TO:

238.
AERIAL VIEW OF TORONTO (ALSO TURNS)


DISSOLVE TO:

239.
NICK'S CAR DRIVES ALONG A STREET


CUT TO:

240.
INSIDE CAR——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, FROM THE PASSENGER SEAT

Thinking.


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

241.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE'S HAND REACHING INTO THE BAG

[Natalie and Vachon are now nearly across the room from where they started.]  She pulls out a swastika.  


CUT TO:

242.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

Vachon looks startled.  


CUT TO:

243.
TWO-SHOT OF NATALIE & VACHON

Natalie puts the swastika down.  


DISSOLVE TO:

244.
EXT. POLICE PARKING LOT——MED. ANGLE

Nick's car turns into a parking space.


CUT TO:

245.
EXT. REAR OF POLICE STATION——MED. ANGLE

Nick has just pulled the rear door open.  He goes in.


CUT TO:

246.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE UP SIDE CORRIDOR TOWARDS REAR EXIT

Nick comes in the open door and turns to go along the side corridor.


CUT TO:

247.
REVERSE ANGLE DOWN THE CORRIDOR

Nick is walking away, down to Reese's office, whose door is closed.


CUT TO:

248.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK——ANGLE DOWN THE CORRIDOR FROM REAR

He RAPS with his right hand, without raising it.


REESE  (O.S.)



Come in.


CUT TO:

249.
INT. REESE'S OFFICE——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR

Nick pushes the door open, and stands with his hand on the doorknob.


NICK


(uncertain)



Mind if I run an idea past you?


CUT TO:

250.
EXT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

251.
TWO-SHOT OF NATALIE & VACHON——RIGHT ACROSS THE ROOM FROM WHERE THEY STARTED

Natalie is holding a small white-enamelled tin box with a Red Cross on the lid and `FIRST AID' printed on the side.  CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND TO SHOW THE LINE OF SYMBOLS STRETCHING ACROSS THE ROOM.  VACHON IS ON FAR EDGE OF SCREEN.  The line of symbols includes——among others——a copy of a prehistoric fertility goddess statue, a photo of an axe carving from Stonehenge, and an IDIC symbol from the Star Trek series.  Vachon turns his head to look along the line of symbols, and swallows hard.  He suddenly looks very stressed.


CUT TO:

252.
MED. ANGLE ACROSS TO VACHON & NATALIE

Suddenly, Vachon gets to his feet.  Natalie looks up at him, startled.


VACHON


(very stressed)



I can't.  I've got to——


(breaks off)


CUT TO:

253.
FLIGHT EFFECT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF WALLS, MOVING VERTICALLY UPWARDS


CUT TO:

254.
FLIGHT EFFECT——LIGHTED WINDOWS IN THE NIGHT, VERTICALLY UPWARDS


CUT TO:

255.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE——AS BEFORE, EXCEPT THAT VACHON IS NOT THERE

Natalie is still looking (a bit startled) towards the place where Vachon had been standing.  She blinks, looks around, and gets to her feet uncertainly, still holding the First Aid box.


NATALIE



Vachon?

There is no answer.  She looks round the room, a bit uncertain what to do.  Then she heads over to the couch where she puts down the box and retrieves her handbag.  Then she goes over to the stairs, leaving everything else in situ.


CUT TO:

256.
EXT. STREET——MED. ANGLE ALONG THE SIDEWALK TOWARDS THE CURB

In f.g., Natalie is walking along to her car, in b.g.  She is walking slowly, and looks around once, uncertainly.  She gets to her car, and rummages in her bag for the key.


CUT TO:

257.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE——ANGLE TOWARDS THE CAR

Vachon's knuckles RAP on the passenger window.  Natalie looks down startled.  He grins up at her.


CUT TO:

258.
ANGLE INTO CAR, THROUGH OPEN DRIVER'S DOOR

Natalie is getting into the car.  She settles herself in the seat, looking at Vachon——and then reaches to close the door.


CUT TO:

259.
INSIDE CAR——ACROSS VACHON, TOWARDS NATALIE

She shuts the door, and turns back to look at Vachon.


CUT TO:

260.
CLOSE-UP OF VACHON


VACHON


(apologetic grin)



Sorry.  It just suddenly got too much.


CUT TO:

261.
EXT. POLICE STATION——ANGLE ACROSS THE ROAD TO THE MAIN ENTRANCE, WITH PEOPLE COMING AND GOING——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

262.
INT. REESE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF REESE

He is sitting at his desk, looking up with a thoughtful frown at Nick (o.s., leaning over with his hands on Reese's desk).  Reese pushes his chair back slightly, raising his right hand to rub at his chin.


REESE



Okay, let me see if I follow you.  You reckon Wei Hong's a dead end.


CUT TO:

263.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK



Let's suppose we take his story at face value.  Amber did it.


CUT TO:

264.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE


(thoughtful)



Okay.


CUT TO:

265.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(rhetorical)



Then why'd she shoot someone who's just delivering breakfast?  Doesn't make sense, does it?


CUT TO:

266.
CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE


(dry)



No.


NICK  (O.S.)



But suppose——


(continues)


CUT TO:

267.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(continues)



——just suppose, that it's not the room service delivery but Tina Salvatore herself.  Suppose the last person on earth Amber expected to walk through that door was someone she knew.


CUT TO:

268.
CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE


(interested)



You're suggesting——


(drops hand)



——if we want to find Amber, we should look at the victim.


CUT TO:

269.
EXT. THE CARVALHOS' HOUSE——LONG SHOT——NIGHT

Nick's car pulls up in the f.g., and he gets out.


CUT TO:

270.
INT. THE CARVALHOS' HOUSE——ANGLE ACROSS THE HALL FROM JUST INSIDE THE FRONT DOOR, THROUGH THE OPEN LIVING ROOM DOOR INTO THE LIVING ROOM

In the living room, near the door, Mr. Carvalho is sitting looking at the sports pages of the newspaper.  In b.g., Josefina is once again trying on her wedding dress.  She is turned with her back to the door.  Her mother is pinching the cloth near her waist, tucking it in tighter.  Her grandmother hovers, holding pins.  


MRS. CARVALHO  (in b.g.)



Now, do you think maybe we should take a tuck in here.

The DOORBELL RINGS.  


JOSEFINA  (in b.g.)



It'll be too tight.

Mr. Carvalho gets up and comes out into the hall.


MRS. CARVALHO  (in b.g.)



No, no.  It'll look beautiful.

Mrs. Carvalho reaches for a couple of pins, which her mother-in-law holds out to her.  Mr. Carvalho comes up to the door (i.e. into f.g.).  


MRS. CARVALHO  (in b.g.)



Now, just hold still.  I don't want to prick you.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Mr. Carvalho pulls the door open (and the door passes quickly across the screen in the extreme f.g.)  He takes a step forward as HYPNOTIC HEARTBEAT begins.


CUT TO:

271.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S EYES

HYPNOTIC HEARTBEAT.


CUT TO:

272.
RETURN TO SHOT

Mr. Carvalho steps back, looking blank.  HYPNOTIC HEARTBEAT FADES OUT AS NICK COMES ON SCREEN IN EXTREME F.G.  CAMERA FOLLOWS HIM as he walks quickly past Mr. Carvalho, looking towards the living room.  (Mr. Carvalho just stands where he is.)  


NICK


(calling)



Hey——Amber!


CUT TO:

273.
CLOSE ANGLE ON JOSEFINA & HER MOTHER

Josefina turns her head towards the door, startled.


CUT TO:

274.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF JOSEFINA

Startled.


FADE OUT.


END ACT FIVE


——————————————————————


EPILOGUE
FADE IN:

275.
FLASHBACK——INT. URS'S HOTEL BEDROOM——CLOSE-UP OF URS——LOW ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR——NIGHT

The bed is in f.g., and Urs is in the middle of the room, lying crumpled with a pool of blood by her neck.  Her throat has been cut; and she looks quite dead.  (She's wearing the same clothes as in her flashback in Act One.)  There's a knife by her side, fallen from her hand.  O.S., on the near side of the bed in extreme f.g., the body of the maid is on the floor.  

CAMERA ANGLE ADJUSTS TO MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR.  There is a CRACK, and the door knob turns.  The door opens.  VACHON ENTERS THE ROOM, WITH SCREED BEHIND HIM.  They stop short in shock.  


CUT TO:

276.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

Vachon stares at Urs (o.s.) in shock.


SCREED  (O.S.)



Be'ind the bed.


CUT TO:

277.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

CAMERA PULLS BACK A BIT as Vachon comes into the room, steps around Urs's body, and heads for the bed.  Screed enters the room, but stays standing near the door.  ANGLE SHIFTS ROUND TO CLOSE-UP OF THE MAID'S BODY, ANGLE DOWN TO IT BEHIND THE BED.  It is sprawled crumpled on the floor, with fang marks on her neck.  Vachon's feet come up to stand in extreme f.g. on r.s. 


SCREED  (O.S.)


(coarse laugh)



Reckon that Urs DID get firsty arter all.


CUT TO:

278.
FULL SHOT TOWARDS THE DOOR

[The maid's body is low down, and nearly o.s.]  In f.g., Vachon whirls around in fury.


VACHON


(quiet, suppressed)



Shut your trap.


SCREED


(unimpressed)



Ooh-er!


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

279.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS——VACHON'S P.O.V.

Vachon has laid Urs on the bed.  There is only a faint pink line on her throat.  Her eyes flicker open, then focus on Vachon (o.s., sitting on the bed).


CUT TO:

280.
TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & URS, FROM THE END OF THE BED

He sits on the edge of the bed (on r.s.), looking at her. She turns her head to look fully at him.  She looks puzzled, and puts a hand to her throat.


VACHON


(apologetic)



I'm afraid cutting throats doesn't kill vampires, Urs.


(continues)


CUT TO:

281.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS

She looks weary, and turns her head away.


VACHON  (O.S.)


(continues, perplexed)



You really meant it, though, didn't you?  

She doesn't bother to answer.


DISSOLVE TO:

282.
PRESENT——EXT. ROOFTOP——ANGLE UP TO THE SKY——NIGHT

ANGLE SHIFTS DOWN TO THE LEFT, TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS.  She is standing on a rooftop, staring out into the night (looking to the r.s.).  The wind blows her hair lightly.  


CUT TO:

283.
FLIGHT EFFECT——LIGHTED WINDOWS, DOWN TO THE RIGHT


CUT TO:

284.
EXT. ANOTHER STREET——HIGH ANGLE DOWN ON URS, WALKING AWAY ALONG THE STREET

CAMERA CLOSES IN ON HER, TO CLOSE ANGLE DOWN FROM BEHIND.


CUT TO:

285.
CLOSE ANGLE——TOWARDS URS, ALONG THE SIDEWALK

She walks along, preoccupied in thought.  As she gets into f.g. (TO CLOSE-UP)——


BOURBON  (faint V.O.)



So let her die.


CUT TO:

286.
INT. HOTEL SUITE LOUNGE——CLOSE-UP OF VACHON, FROM BEHIND

He whirls around to face the others (o.s.).


VACHON


(low, tense)



No.


CUT TO:

287.
MED. ANGLE, FROM BEHIND VACHON

In f.g. on l.s., Vachon is turned away to face the others.  Urs is sitting in a chair on far l.s., leaning forward, hands in her lap.  Her eyes are down, and she looks miserable.  The mark on her neck has completely disappeared.  On l.s., Bourbon is lounging in a chair; and on r.s. Screed is sitting on the couch, leaning back with his arm draped along the back.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


SCREED


(reasonable)



Look, mate——if she won't tuck into what's on offer, she migh' as well top 'erself.  Just show 'er 'ow t'do i' proper like.

Vachon crosses to loom over him.


CUT TO:

288.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON——SCREED'S P.O.V.


VACHON


(tense)



No.  I brought her over.  I will not let her die.


(very tense pause)



There may be an alternative.  You've heard the rumours.


BOURBON  (O.S.)


(easy contempt)



Ah, we've all heard the rumours!  


(continues)


CUT TO:

289.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

Vachon moves back from Screed, to a more central position, looking at Bourbon.


BOURBON


(continues, relaxed)



But if these people really are doing it, steer clear of them!


(continues)

Screed nods emphatically.  


BOURBON


(continues)



We don't want to have anything to do with that sort of thing.


(easy disgust)



It's filthy!  


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Screed stretches his right arm out to point at Bourbon.


SCREED


(to Bourbon)



Wiv yer, mate.  Wiv yer.


URS


(worried, nervous)



Monsieur Vachon?  


(continues)

Vachon and the others look at her.


URS


(continues, nervous)



What are your friends talking about?  What do these people do?  


CUT TO:

290.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF SCREED


SCREED


(with pleasure)



They're ghouls...wha' keep corpses on tap like barrels of beer.


CUT TO:

291.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS

Urs shies a glance at him, eyes wide with fear.


CUT TO:

292.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE


VACHON


(impatiently)



Oh, don't be so melodramatic.


(continues)

Urs looks back at Vachon, still nervous.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


VACHON


(continues to Urs)


(quiet, commonsense)



They drain corpses of their blood instead of killing live people, that's all.  Think it's less risky than leaving bodies about with toothmarks on them.


(continues)

Urs is relieved.  The others' distaste does not diminish.


VACHON


(continues, apologetic)



It's only a rumour, Urs.  But if they do exist, I'll find them for you, I promise.


 CUT TO:

293.
PRESENT——RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF URS

She walks on PAST THE CAMERA, WHICH TURNS TO HOLD ON HER.  CAMERA BLURS UP as she jumps.


CUT TO:

294.
FLIGHT EFFECT——LIGHTED WINDOWS, UP TO THE LEFT


CUT TO:

295.
EXT. STREET WHERE NATALIE'S CAR IS PARKED——LONG SHOT——NIGHT

CAMERA SLOWLY CLOSES IN ON THE CAR. 


NATALIE  (V.O.)



It's okay.  We can pick up where we left off some other time.  Or, if you'd rather not, I can leave off here.


(continues)


CUT TO:

296.
INSIDE CAR——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues, sincere)



Thanks.  I mean it.  This has been really helpful.


CUT TO:

297.
CLOSE-UP OF VACHON


VACHON


(doubtfully)



You sure, Dr. Lambert?  It seems to me that it's just raised more questions than you've actually answered.


CUT TO:

298.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(laughs)



But the best experiments do!


CUT TO:

299.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

Not entirely getting it, Vachon gives her a slight smile, and shrugs.


CUT TO:

300.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(brisk but friendly)



Look, I'd better go and get all that mess cleared up——


(grins)



——so the place is livable for you.


CUT TO:

301.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF VACHON


VACHON


(little laugh)



Appreciate it.


CUT TO:

302.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

Smiling at him, she starts to open the car door.


CUT TO:

303.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE ON CAR

Natalie gets out and shuts the car door.


CUT TO:

304.
EXT. VACHON'S CHURCH——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

305.
INT. VACHON'S CHURCH——ANGLE DOWN ACROSS INTO THE ROOM, FROM THE DOOR——NIGHT

In extreme f.g., Natalie's back fills the screen.  She starts down the stairs.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO ANGLE DOWN INTO THE ROOM, AND CLOSES IN ON URS.  She is bending over in the middle of the room, holding the plastic bag in her left hand, and picking up the cross, which is the last of the objects still lying on the floor.  She straightens, and puts it into the plastic bag.  Then she looks around, a little uncertain what to do with them.  She spots Natalie (o.s., heading her way).


CUT TO:

306.
TWO-SHOT OF NATALIE & URS

Urs holds out the bag.


URS



Are these yours?

Natalie takes it, reaches in, and pulls out one of the symbols (but not the cross).


NATALIE



Yes.


(double-take)



Urs, you picked these things up and put them in the bag?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


URS


(puzzled)



Of course.  They were cluttering up the place.

Natalie gapes at her, astounded——and Urs suddenly realises why.


URS



Oh!

  
(little laugh)



Oh, honestly, Dr. Lambert!  You don't believe that old wives' tale?!


(continues)

Natalie looks startled.


URS


(continues with smile)



It's true a lot of vampires do!  Even Javier.  He's got a real phobia about crosses.  But it's just super-stition, you know.  

She shakes her head over it, with a superior little smile.  Then she passes Natalie and goes o.s. (towards the door).  Natalie looks after her in disbelief.  CAMERA CLOSES IN ON NATALIE.  She glances down at the bag and drops in the symbol she's holding, with a slight shake of the head and tightened lips to indicate her astonishment.


FADE OUT.


THE END


————————————————————


————————————




