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COVER STORY
CAST:

Nick Knight

Natalie Lambert

LaCroix

Tracy Vetter

Joe Reese

Vachon

Urs

Janette


Dirk Scarber

Officer Margot Cavaliere

Dr. Aaron Springfield

judge

Crown prosecutor

McCarthy

Mark Seymour


court clerk

man in the park  (voice)

medieval man 1 (voice)

medieval man 2 (voice)

medieval woman (voice)


police officers, incl. Det. Steve Deacon; people in the park; Dray Anders, Charles Goddard, people in the courtroom; people in the medieval square, including guards and priests, townspeople, and Guillaume and his father; Dray's neighbour

Dirk Scarber's dog, Natalie's cat

SETS:

int. Natalie's apartment

int. Natalie's office

int. police station

int. Nick's apartment

int. Nick's bedroom

int. LaCroix's study

int. Tracy's apartment

int. Vachon's deserted church

ext. court house  (?stock)

ext. medieval square outside a church

ext. woods

ext. street the Anderses live on

int. airport parking

int. hallway in coroner's building

int. female police officers' locker room

int. court room

int. medieval room

various streets incl. Highway 427; Queen's Park

Nick's car


PROLOGUE
FADE IN:

1.
QUEEN'S PARK CRESCENT——LONG SHOT ALONG THE SIDEWALK——NIGHT

DIRK SCARBER is walking Sam, the dog he works with.  Scarber is in Search and Rescue, and Sam has been trained to find people (or bodies) that have been buried.  Sam is on a leash.  They walk along in the distance, slowly getting nearer——but then turn into the park along one of the paths.


CUT TO:

2.
CLOSE ANGLE FROM BEHIND

CAMERA FOLLOWS SCARBER AND HIS DOG.  They walk along the path into the centre of the park.  Scarber pauses, and then bends down and takes off the leash.


CUT TO:

3.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF SAM

He hesitates for a moment beside his master, and then bounds off on the grass.  CAMERA HOLDS ON HIM as he bounds away.


CUT TO:

4.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON SCARBER

He stands, looking at Sam, and rolling up the leash.


CUT TO:

5.
INTERSECTION OF QUEEN'S PARK CRESCENT & WELLESLEY

The road is nearly empty, but a car or two pass by.


CUT TO:

6.
CLOSE ANGLE ON SCARBER——FROM IN FRONT

CAMERA HOLDS ON SCARBER as he walks along the path south to the street.  He pauses, and WHISTLES.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


SCARBER



Come here, Sam.

ANGLE ADJUSTS OVER TO THE GRASS as Sam comes bounding up.  he BARKS and then dances away.  He goes o.s.


SCARBER



Sam!

Impatiently, he heads over in pursuit (into f.g.), walking briskly onto the grass.


CUT TO:

7.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF SAM

He is pawing at the earth in one of the large flowerbeds at the corner of the park.


CUT TO:

8.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF SCARBER

CAMERA TURNS TO HOLD ON HIM AS HE WALKS FORWARD.  Ahead is the flowerbed, where Sam WHINES and paws at the earth.  CAMERA CLOSES IN as Scarber approaches his dog.


SCARBER



Sam!

The dog looks round.  Then he circles the area, sniffing, and paws the ground again.


SCARBER


(suspicious)



Sam?  What have you found, boy?

The dog looks up at him.


CUT TO:

9.
EXT. TELEPHONE KIOSK——CLOSE-UP OF SCARBER

Picks up the receiver.


CUT TO:

10.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF PHONE

Scarber punches in 911.


CUT TO:

11.
CORNER OF QUEEN'S PARK CRESCENT & WELLESLEY——CLOSE ANGLE ON SCARBER & SAM

Scarber stands waiting, Sam on a leash, sitting by his feet.  Behind him, a police car pulls up, SIREN going.  Scarber heads over as the uniformed officers get out.  One of them is MARGOT CAVALIERE.  She is in her late twenties, attractive, with golden brown skin and shoulder length dark hair.  


CUT TO:

12.
TWO-SHOT OF SCARBER & OFFICER CAVALIERE——STANDING BY THE FLOWER BED

CAMERA INITIALLY FAVOURS CAVALIERE.  She looks sceptical.


SCARBER



I tell you...there's gotta be a body buried there.


(continues)

CAMERA SHIFTS TO FAVOUR SCARBER.  He pulls his ID from his pocket.


SCARBER


(continues)



Look——I'm in Search and Rescue.

He holds out his ID, and Cavaliere takes and checks it.  CAMERA ANGLE SHIFTS BACK TO HER.  She hands the ID back, looking a bit less sceptical.


SCARBER


(taking ID)



Sam here——


(continues)

CAMERA ANGLE SHIFTS DOWN TO SAM, sitting quietly by Scarber, looking up at his master.


SCARBER


(continues)



——he's been trained to find bodies buried under rubble.  Under snow. 


(continues)

CAMERA ANGLE SHIFTS UP TO SCARBER.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


SCARBER


(continues)



That sort of thing.

CAMERA ANGLE SHIFTS OVER TO CAVALIERE.


MARGOT CAVALIERE



Yeah.


(pauses)



Well, I'll have to check in.


CUT TO:

13.
LONG SHOT

The area is taped off, and men are digging.  Off to one side, Scarber is standing with his dog, slouching a bit, bored.


MAN  (in distance)



Hell——he's right!

Scarber looks round, alert.


CUT TO:

14.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP DOWN IN HOLE

In the bottom of the hole part of a man's hand can be seen.


FADE OUT.


END PROLOGUE


————————————————————


ACT ONE
FADE IN:

15.
AIRPORT——AIRPLANE COMING IN TO LAND——NIGHT  (? STOCK)


CUT TO:

16.
INT. AIRPORT PARKING——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS NICK'S CAR

The car is in a parking space.  NICK AND NATALIE COME ON SCREEN.  They walk up to the car, Nick holding an overnight case, and Natalie with her briefcase.  CAMERA CLOSES IN as Nick opens the trunk of the car and puts the suitcase in.


NATALIE



Nick, you really didn't have to come out to the airport to pick me up.  I could have——


(interrupted)

Nick turns to her.


NICK


(interrupting)



Enough, Nat!


(continues)

She raises her hand in a slight gesture of surrender and stops talking.


NICK


(continues, smiling)



I wanted to——okay?


(continues)

He shuts the trunk.


NICK


(continues, lightly)



And it's my night off.  I can do what I like with it!

He smiles winningly, and goes to unlock the passenger-side for Natalie.  He leaves the car door open and comes back, passing Natalie, who is heading for the door.


CUT TO:

17.
EXT. HIGHWAY 427 SOUTH——NICK'S CAR DRIVES PAST——NIGHT


CUT TO:

18.
INSIDE CAR——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE——FROM BACK SEAT


NATALIE


(turning to Nick)



It's good to be back.


CUT TO:

19.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK——FROM BACK SEAT


NICK


(quick glance)



How was the conference?


CUT TO:

20.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(lightly)



About as you'd expect.  Just how many ways can you slice and dice a murder victim?


CUT TO:

21.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Nick glances round, with a light LAUGH.


CUT TO:

22.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

Grins back.


CUT TO:

23.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Still smiling, he turns back to the road.


CUT TO:

24.
EXT. HIGHWAY 427 SOUTH——NICK'S CAR DRIVES ALONG


CUT TO:

25.
INT. NATALIE'S LIVING ROOM——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS WINDOW

Natalie drops her briefcase on the coffee table.  She goes to the window and shuts the curtain on one side.  She is pulling the other side to, but pauses, looking out.  Behind her, Nick puts down the overnight bag.  


CUT TO:

26.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

She twitches the curtain shut, and turns round to Nick.


NATALIE



Any new cases while I was away?


CUT TO:

27.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

CAMERA FOLLOWS NICK as he goes over to meet Natalie, who heads back to the couch.


NICK



Not for us.  Tracy and I are still trying to get something on that pawn-shop shooting.


(brief pause)



You've only been gone a few days!

CAMERA CLOSES IN TO TWO-SHOT.  Nick puts his arms around Natalie, and she puts hers round him.  CAMERA CONTINUES TO CLOSE IN.  Natalie rests her head on Nick's chest.


NATALIE



Mmmmm.  I've missed you.  

She lifts her head, and he kisses her gently.  She SIGHS, and moves back.  CAMERA MOVES BACK A BIT.  Nick looks at her a little questioningly.


NATALIE


(sadly)



Forbidden fruit is always so tempting.


NICK


(realizing)



Ah.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

CAMERA PULLS BACK, ADJUSTING TO CLOSE ANGLE TO KEEP NATALIE IN SHOT as she turns and heads towards the kitchen (o.s.).


NATALIE



I could do with a cup of coffee.  That stuff they serve on the plane is undrinkable.


(stops & turns)


(teasingly)



I don't suppose I could get you something?


NICK


(mock horror)



You've one of those potions in your fridge?!


NATALIE


(amused)



No.  You're safe for now.  


(wicked tease)



I haven't got the new one finished yet.

She turns and goes o.s.  Nick sits down.


CUT TO:

28.
TORONTO SKYLINE——DAY  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

29.
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS NATALIE'S DESK

NATALIE COMES ON SCREEN.  She goes to her desk, carrying her briefcase.  


CUT TO:

30.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE——ANGLE TOWARDS DESK

She is about to put the briefcase on the desk, when she realizes that there are file folders there.  


CUT TO:

31.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF FILE FOLDERS


CUT TO:

32.
RETURN TO SHOT

She puts the briefcase on the floor by the desk, and sits down, opening the top folder.


CUT TO:

33.
SUN ABOUT TO GO DOWN  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

34.
INT. HALLWAY IN CORONER'S BUILDING——ALONG THE HALL

At the end of the hall, Natalie comes through a swing door and walks along.  DR. AARON SPRINGFIELD COMES ON SCREEN walking down in the opposite direction.  He is an older medical examiner (in his fifties), working the day shift.


NATALIE



Aaron!


(continues)

They stop to talk.


NATALIE


(continues)



I wanted to thank you for covering for me.


SPRINGFIELD



Not at all.  I'm glad to help out.  How'd the paper go?


NATALIE


(hasty)



Oh, fine.  Look——I wondered if I could talk to you about one of the cases you handled.  The John Doe.


SPRINGFIELD


(smiles)



Yes, I thought you'd find that interesting.


CUT TO:

35.
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR TO THE MORGUE

Natalie is holding the door open; and Dr. Springfield wheels the body in on a gurney.  Both wear gowns, and have masks on.  The body is that of CHESTER ANDERS, though his body has not yet been identified.  He has been dead for a couple of weeks (which the colour and texture of the corpse should suggest).  


NATALIE  (V.O.)



You won't mind if I take a look myself?


SPRINGFIELD  (V.O.)



No, not at all.


CUT TO:

36.
CLOSE-UP OF BODY——ANGLE UP FROM UNDERNEATH

It is lifted onto the autopsy table.


CUT TO:

37.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, AT THE HEAD OF THE AUTOPSY TABLE

She is looking down at the body (o.s.).  Then she steps back, pulling down her mask.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT as Dr. Springfield comes round the table.  She looks at him as he pulls down his mask.


DR. SPRINGFIELD


(nods at body)



I estimate death occurred about two weeks ago.

Natalie looks at the body.


NATALIE



It was buried?


DR. SPRINGFIELD



That's right.  Deeply enough that, in the ordinary way of things, it's unlikely it would have been discovered.  


(looks at Natalie)



Pure luck about the dog.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE


(unenthused)



Yeah.

CAMERA HOLDS ON DR. SPRINGFIELD as he goes to the desk-side of the table, picks up gloves, and pulls them on.  CAMERA PULLS BACK UNTIL NATALIE COMES ON SCREEN.  She hesitates, but then goes round to the other side of the table.  She looks at the body, as Springfield hesitates over the tray of instruments.  Natalie looks up at him. 


NATALIE



Were there any other injuries?——


(continues)

Springfield looks round at her.


NATALIE


(continues)



——signs of a struggle?

She pulls her mask up.


CUT TO:

38.
CLOSE-UP OF BODY——LOW ANGLE, TABLE LEVEL, NATALIE'S SIDE

On the left hand of the corpse there is a cut on the thumb.  Natalie's hands turn the arm, explore down to the hand, and turns it over.


DR. SPRINGFIELD  (O.S.)



Nothing significant.  Nothing useful under the nails, I'm afraid.

CAMERA ADJUSTS as Natalie reaches over to examine the other arm and hand.


CUT TO:

39.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, LOOKING DOWN AT THE BODY


NATALIE



Right.


(looks up)



About that neck wound, then...?


CUT TO:

40.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF HEAD OF CORPSE

Dr. Springfield's gloved hands turn the head so that two bite marks are visible on the neck.


DR. SPRINGFIELD  (O.S.)



At first I thought it was a stabbing.


(continues)


CUT TO:

41.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF DR. SPRINGFIELD


DR. SPRINGFIELD


(looks up, continues)



Or should I say a double stabbing. 


(brief pause)



But then I took a closer look.


CUT TO:

42.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE  


NATALIE



And now you say teeth.


CUT TO:

43.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF DR. SPRINGFIELD


DR. SPRINGFIELD



Definitely...teeth.


(continues)


CUT TO:

44.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

Silent, thinking hard.  She pulls down her mask.


SPRINGFIELD  (O.S.)


(continues)



A pair——left'n'right canines.  But what would give two puncture wounds?


(humour)



No sabretooth cats nowadays.


CUT TO:

45.
ONE FRAME OF WHITE


CUT TO:

46.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF LaCROIX'S MOUTH, FANGS OUT, MOUTH OPEN READY TO BITE


CUT TO:

47.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

She looks at Springfield. 


NATALIE


(stating obvious)



A snake.


(pauses)

She rethinks quickly, eyes focused aside.


NATALIE


(almost to self)



But no signs of venom.  Your report didn't——


(breaks off)


(looks at Springfield)



No, I read the Tox results.  


CUT TO:

48.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF DR. SPRINGFIELD

He beams at her, pleased to have stumped her.


SPRINGFIELD



It took me a while.  Oh, yes.  But I did come up with a match.


CUT TO:

49.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(slightly wry)



Yeah.  So I gathered.


(shakes her head)



I dunno.  It's a bit...


(wry doubt)



...offbeat, Aaron.


CUT TO:

 50.
CLOSE ANGLE


DR. SPRINGFIELD



I know——you're having trouble with my conclusions.  But here——look at the evidence for yourself.

He gestures down at the body.  Natalie nods, and adjusts her mask.  Springfield puts his back on also.


NATALIE  (V.O.)


(hesitant)



Nick...you're not going to like this.


(pauses)


DISSOLVE TO:

51.
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS NATALIE'S DESK

Natalie is sitting at her desk.  She has taken off her lab coat (after the autopsy).  She is looking up at Nick, who is standing at the corner of her desk, just by her chair.  He looks tense; she looks worried.


NATALIE


(continues)



He's certain that the tooth-marks are human. 


(thoughtful)



Or, at least...modified human.


(hesitates)


CUT TO:

52.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Grim.


CUT TO:

53.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues)


(worried & nervous)



It's not as bad as it could be.


(pauses)


CUT TO:

54.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE

Natalie gets up.  CAMERA CLOSES IN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT.


NATALIE


(continues, nervous)



He hasn't actually suggested vampires.  He thought it might be some sort of vampire groupie.  One of those...


(hesitates)



...what do they call themselves?  Goths, or something?


(bites lip)



Anyway...he made that suggestion quite seriously.  But then...


(breaks off)

Natalie looks very nervous, evasive.


NICK


(gently)



Nat, to get this to work out right, I need to know.


NATALIE



Vampire fangs....


(bites upper lip)



Well, let's face it, Nick——vampire fangs are hu-——


(quick rethink)



——or at least they were——real human teeth.  But they are longer, and stronger——


(wry)



——not to mention sharper——


(crisp)



——and the only reason you can pass for human is because they are retractable.


NICK


(intent on her)



Go on.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE



At the moment...


(hesitates over name)



...mm——my `colleague' is thinking fake.  Only really high quality.  Not Halloween fright fangs.  More the sort of thing you might get in a...


(searches)



...a movie, y'know?


NICK


(tense)



Right.

CAMERA CLOSES IN ON NATALIE (& NICK GOES O.S.).


NATALIE


(reluctant)



But...I've got to say...he's not exactly satisfied with that either. 


(nervous pause)



It's a very accurate puncture wound.  Experienced...if you see what I mean.


NICK  (O.S.)


(softly)



Nat, don't be frightened.


(continues)  

CAMERA SHIFTS OVER TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK.


NICK


(continues)



Not of me.  But who is he, this other pathologist?  I have to know.  We have to know.  


CUT TO:

55.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(thinly)



`We' meaning your community.


CUT TO:

56.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Nick hesitates, but then nods.


CUT TO:

57.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(disbelief)



You're going to tell them?  Can't you just handle it yourself?


CUT TO:

58.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Nick hesitates, bites his lip, looks down——and then up again, embarrassed.


CUT TO:

59.
CLOSE ANGLE

Abruptly, Natalie moves past Nick.  He looks after her as she walks away.  She pauses for a moment by the autopsy table, where the body is covered by a sheet.  Her left arm goes out, as if she is about to touch the body, but then falls to her side.  CAMERA PULLS BACK as she continues on (to the workbench o.s.).  Nick remains by the desk (in b.g.).


NICK


(strained)



Nat.

She turns round.


CUT TO:

60.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(strained)



Who?  


(incredulous pause)



LaCroix?!


(sharp)



You expect me to turn one of my colleagues over to LaCroix?!


CUT TO:

61.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

He looks a bit embarrassed, but is still very worried.


CUT TO:

62.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(shocked)



My God, Nick.

She looks at him, and then turns round to the workbench, her back to Nick.


CUT TO:

63.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE——FROM IN FRONT

Worried.  She chews on her upper lip; then her left hand flies up to rub under her nose.  She drops her hand.


NATALIE



And just what is your...


(presses lips tight)



..."master"——


(continues)


CUT TO:

64.
QUICK INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Flinches.


CUT TO:

65.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues)



——going to do about this?

CAMERA SHIFTS TO THE RIGHT.  In b.g. on r.s., Nick is by the desk.


NICK


(strained)



Nat...I have to know.


CUT TO:

66.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, FROM NICK'S P.O.V.  (INTERCUT W/ CLOSE-UP OF NICK)  

She turns her head, to speak to Nick over her shoulder.


NATALIE


(persistent)



What is he going to do?!


CUT TO:

67.
RETURN TO ANGLE ACROSS TO NICK, NATALIE ON L.S. IN F.G.


NICK



If it's any help——LaCroix's actually very skilled at this sort of thing.  I doubt if your friend's in any danger.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

68.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

Natalie twists fully round, giving him a hard stare. 


NICK  (O.S.)


(apologetic)



But you see——


(breaks off)


CUT TO:

69.
RETURN TO ANGLE ACROSS TO NICK, NATALIE ON L.S. IN F.G.

Nick bites his lower lip, and looks apologetic.


NICK


(continues)



——I'm sorry, Nat, but I just don't think I have the expertise needed here. 


(brief pause)


CUT TO:

70.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE  (INTERCUT W/ CLOSE-UP OF NICK)

Closed.  Not responsive to the appeal in his voice.


CUT TO:

71.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(continues, worried)



LaCroix has a...


(searches)



...a fine touch.


(continues)


CUT TO:

72.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

Distaste.


NICK  (O.S.)


(continues, embarrassed)



I don't like to admit it——


(continues)


CUT TO:

73.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(continues)



——but...there are things he's better at.  


(very embarrassed)



I...I sometimes miss details that...


(hesitates)



...well, that could cause the hypnotic suggestion to fail.  LaCroix——


(attempts smile)



——he has a subtle mind.


CUT TO:

74.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(dry, antagonistic)



Subtle like a snake.


CUT TO:

75.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(wry)



I'll not argue with you.  I know what he is——even better than you do.  But....


(strained pause)



Nat...I'd try to take care of it myself.  I would.  But I honestly...dare not take the chance.


(pauses)


CUT TO:

76.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

Anxious, unhappy.


NICK  (O.S.)


(continues)



Anyway, it isn't just your colleague, is it?  


(continues)


CUT TO:

77.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

A touch of pity.


CUT TO:

78.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

Slight frown.


CUT TO:

79.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(gentle, firm)



Come on, Nat...think.


(counts on left hand)



There'll be lab assistants, technicians, consultants.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

80.
RETURN TO ANGLE ACROSS TO NICK, NATALIE IN F.G. ON L.S.


NICK


(continues)


(stops counting on fingers)



Test results——


(drops hand)



——all kinds of records that have to be traced.  I have to tell LaCroix.  He may even want to call in other help to deal with it.


CUT TO:

81.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

Tense.


CUT TO:

82.
RETURN TO ANGLE ACROSS TO NICK, NATALIE IN F.G. ON L.S.

Nick walks over to Natalie, talking as he comes.


NICK


(gently)



Hey, this isn't the first time something like this has happened. 


(continues)

CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT as he comes up to Natalie.


NICK


(continues)


(wry, but gentle)



Trust me.  The community can handle it.  


(winning smile)



You've never heard of an epidemic of mysterious deaths among medical examiners...have you?

Natalie gives him a wry grin.  She nods, reluctantly.


NATALIE



Springfield.  Aaron Springfield.


NICK


(sincere)



Thank you.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Natalie looks at him long and consideringly.  He tries to look reassuring, and reaches out to take or touch her hand——but she pulls it back, with a sudden slight movement.


NATALIE



I just hope...


(trails off)

Nick looks at her questioningly.  Natalie looks up at him, worried.


NATALIE


(continues)



Oh, Nick——as long as LaCroix can hypnotize him.


(pause)



As long as Aaron doesn't turn out to be a Resistor like Tracy and me.


CUT TO:

83.
INT. HALLWAY OF CORONER'S BUILDING

From a door in f.g., Dr. Springfield comes into the hallway and turns down it (AWAY FROM THE CAMERA).  CAMERA FOLLOWS HIM as he walks along the corridor.  Suddenly he halts.  CAMERA CLOSES IN ON HIM.  He looks puzzled.  Then he turns round.


CUT TO:

84.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT——FROM BEHIND DR. SPRINGFIELD

LaCROIX is standing a couple of feet away, smiling.


LaCROIX



Dr. Springfield, I assume.


FADE OUT.


END ACT ONE


—————————————————————


ACT TWO
FADE IN:

85.
INT. POLICE STATION——CLOSE-UP OF NEWSPAPER, OVER NICK'S RIGHT SHOULDER——NIGHT

Nick is leaning back in his chair, reading the front page of the Metropolitan Examiner.  O.S. TRACY is at her own desk.


CUT TO:

86.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Suddenly, he tenses——looking at one particular story.


CUT TO:

87.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NEWSPAPER COLUMN

On the lower right side of the page is a news story about a recent arrest in a murder case.  The headline reads:  WIFE ARRESTED IN ANDERS MURDER.  There is a photograph of the man whose body was found in the park, underneath which is the caption `Chester Anders'.


CUT TO:

88.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Very tense, obviously fascinated.


CUT TO:

89.
QUICK INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE FIRST COUPLE OF PARAGRAPHS OF THE NEWSPAPER STORY

The story reads:  


Police today arrested Mrs. Dray Anders for the murder of her husband, Brampton storeowner Chester Anders, aged 49.  Mrs. Anders, aged 26, was taken into custody at the home of her close friend, Charles Goddard.  



The investigation into the death of Chester Anders began last month when a search-and-rescue dog and its handler, Dirk Scarber, discovered his body buried in a flowerbed in Queen's Park.  Mr. Anders had been missing for two weeks.  His disappearance was reported to the police by employees at his store, Telestereo Electronics, in downtown Brampton.


CUT TO:

90.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK


CUT TO:

91.
QUICK INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF A COUPLE OF LINES IN THE NEWSPAPER STORY

Including the phrase:  `when a search-and-rescue dog and its handler, Dirk Scarber, discovered his body buried in a flowerbed in Queen's Park'.


CUT TO:

92.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK——ANGLE OVER THE PARTITION WITH THE SIDE CORRIDOR

He hurriedly folds up the newspaper and gets up, leaving the paper on the desk.  He heads round the desk for the front of the room.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO CLOSE ANGLE.  Tracy, who is sitting at her own desk, looks round startled.


TRACY



You off somewhere?

Nick pauses by her desk, turning to look at her.


NICK



Uh——yeah.


TRACY


(sudden grin)



A bargain in the classifieds you just gotta dash over there?

Nick looks down at her blankly.  She looks up, starting to get puzzled.  Then she reaches over to grab the paper.


TRACY



What's so urgent in the paper?

She sits back in her seat, looking at the front page.  She scans down it, and then twists round to look up at Nick, puzzled.


NICK


(tense)



I have to go.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Tracy folds the paper down on her desk, and starts to get up.


TRACY



I'll go with you.


NICK


(tense)



No——finish the report.  It's not——


(breaks off)



It's just——


(breaks off)



Personal time, okay?

He backs off, hands raised slightly to fend off her getting up.  Tracy subsides back in her chair, still twisted round to look at Nick.  He hurries off to the front of the room.  He goes o.s. as CAMERA ADJUSTS TO CLOSE-UP OF TRACY.  She turns back round, and picks up the paper, looking puzzled.


CUT TO:

93.
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——FULL SHOT——ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR TO THE HALL——NIGHT

The room is dark, although the hall outside is lighted.  The door is pushed open, and Nick is silhouetted in the doorway.


NICK



Nat?

Natalie is (obviously) not there, so Nick hurries back out again.


CUT TO:

94.
HALL OF CORONER'S BUILDING

Nick strides along (TOWARDS THE CAMERA).


CUT TO:

95.
HALL OF CORONER'S BUILDING——ANOTHER ANGLE

CAMERA FOLLOWS NICK as he strides along.  Ahead, a door opens and Dr. Springfield comes out.  He starts along the corridor in the same direction as (but ahead) of Nick.  Seeing him, Nick hurries up.


NICK



Dr. Springfield!

Dr. Springfield pauses, turns to see who it is, and then waits for Nick to catch up.


NICK



Do you know where Dr. Lambert is?  She's not in her office.


SPRINGFIELD



She was called out.  


NICK



I see.


(hesitates)

Springfield shifts to leave.


NICK


(continues)



Could I talk to you for a moment, please?

Springfield turns back to him.


SPRINGFIELD



Of course, if I can help you.

Nick pauses briefly to collect his thoughts.


NICK



Do you remember a case...about a month ago...a man's body was dug up in a flowerbed?


SPRINGFIELD



Yes.


NICK



An arrest has been made.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


SPRINGFIELD



Oh, good.  Glad to hear it.

He nods briskly, obviously assuming that telling him this was Nick's purpose.  


NICK



Do you have a copy of the Anders autopsy report?


SPRINGFIELD


(surprised)



I sent a copy to the detective on the case!


(snorts)



Don't tell me he's lost it!


(pause, frown)



But that wasn't you, was it?


NICK

No, I——


(breaks off)



SPRINGFIELD


(thinks)

No, Steve——


(continues)


SPRINGFIELD


(continues)



——Deacon, wasn't it?


(puzzled)



You working with him on this, Knight?

Nick hesitates.


CUT TO:

96.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S EYES

HYPNOTIC HEARTBEAT STARTS.


CUT TO:

97.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF SPRINGFIELD'S FACE

HYPNOTIC HEARTBEAT CONTINUES.


SPRINGFIELD


(puzzled)



Knight?

His eyes are caught by Nick's hypnotic gaze.


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

98.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S EYES


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

99.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF SPRINGFIELD'S FACE

HYPNOTIC HEARTBEAT CONTINUES.


NICK  (O.S.)



Do you have a copy of the Anders report?


CUT TO:

100.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE ANDERS REPORT, HELD IN NICK'S LEFT HAND

He flicks along the edge of the pages lightly with his right hand.


CUT TO:

101.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF TRACY, SITTING AT HER DESK——ANGLE OVER NICK'S DESK

Tracy turns from her computer to look at Nick with curiosity and concern.


TRACY



Nick...what's that you've been reading?  You haven't put it down for half an hour, but——


(frowns)



——I don't think you've been reading it for a while, either.


(grins)



You have to turn the pages.

She makes a page-flipping gesture with her right hand.  CAMERA PULLS BACK SO NICK COMES ON SCREEN ON R.S.  The newspaper he was looking at earlier is folded neatly on top of a stack of things on the l.s. of his desk.  Nick looks up, questioningly.


NICK



Mmmmm?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Tracy gestures at the report, with an interrogative glance.  Nick glances down at it.


NICK



Oh.


TRACY


(light but pointed)



Why do I get the feeling it'd be too much to ask that it has anything to do with the Swenson case?


NICK



The Anders case.

For a moment, Tracy doesn't make the connection.  Then she reaches out swiftly to pick up the newspaper.  CAMERA ADJUSTS ROUND A BIT TO THE SIDE OF THE DESKS.  Tracy flips the paper open, glances down, and taps vigorously at the story on the arrest.


TRACY


(incredulous)



This case?

Nick nods.  Tracy lets the paper drop onto her desk, and leans forward slightly, looking concerned.


TRACY



But why?


NICK


(simply)



She didn't do it.

Tracy looks back at him, with a slight frown.  


NICK


(low, tense)



She didn't DO it, Trace.  She's innocent.


TRACY



Oh.


(pause)



Does Deacon know?  Is that why you bolted out of here...to talk to him?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(taken aback)



What?


TRACY


(puzzled)



When you read the paper.


NICK


(surprised)



I haven't talked to Deacon yet!


TRACY


(confounded)



You haven't?  But Nick...he's got her in custody.  


(puzzled)



If you've got some sort of alibi for her somehow...?


(trails off)

Nick shakes his head impatiently.


TRACY



Then how are you sure she's innocent?  


(snorts, raises brow)



She sure sounds guilty.  I was surprised they hadn't made an arrest earlier.


CUT TO:

102.
EXT. CORONER'S BUILDING——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

103.
INT. CORONER'S BUILDING——ANGLE ALONG HALL

CAMERA FOLLOWS NATALIE CLOSELY as she walks briskly along the hall, carrying her bag.  She walks past the open door of Springfield's office.  O.S. THE SOUND OF A CHAIR BEING PUSHED BACK & FOOTSTEPS.


SPRINGFIELD  (O.S.)



Natalie!

She turns round.  


CUT TO:

104.
REVERSE ANGLE——NATALIE IN F.G.

Springfield is standing by the door to his office, looking out into the hall, one hand on the doorframe.


SPRINGFIELD



Detective Knight was around earlier, looking for you.


NATALIE



Right.

Springfield nods, and goes into his office.  Natalie turns round and continues on up the corridor (& o.s.).


CUT TO:

105.
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE TELEPHONE ON NATALIE'S DESK

Natalie picks it up and punches in the number.


CUT TO:

106.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

She puts the phone to her ear.  On the other end, the phone RINGS TWICE.  Natalie looks impatient, but has to wait through a third RING before the phone is picked up.


TRACY  (over phone)



Homicide.  Detective Vetter here.


NATALIE  (into phone)



It's Dr. Lambert.  Is Nick around?


CUT TO:

107.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF TRACY AT HER DESK


TRACY  (into phone)



No...he's flown off somewhere.  Can I help?


NATALIE  (on phone)



No, that's all right.


TRACY  (into phone)


(quickly)



Natalie, wait——don't hang up.  I was going to call about the Swenson case.


CUT TO:

108.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE  (into phone)



Well, if you come over, I can put what I've got together and you can take it with you.  I'm a bit rushed.


CUT TO:

109.
CLOSE ANGLE OVER NICK'S DESK

Tracy puts down the phone and gets up.  CAMERA MOVES ALONG TO ANGLE TOWARDS REESE'S DOOR.  As Tracy heads round to the side corridor, Reese opens the door.


REESE


(grumpy)



Vetter, where's Knight?


TRACY



Dunno, Captain.  Why?

Reese SNORTS and shakes his head.  He goes back into his office, leaving the door open.


CUT TO:

110.
CLOSE-UP OF REESE'S DESK

Reese's hand picks up the telephone receiver, which is lying on the desk.  CAMERA HOLDS ON IT as he lifts it to his ear.


REESE  (into phone)



No, he's not back.


(listens)



No, I don't know what he's after, either.  It's not his case.


(listens, rubs his nose)


(suggestion)



I could call Deacon and ask him.


(listens)


CUT TO:

111.
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR

Tracy is peeking around the door, hesitantly.  She ventures in.


CUT TO:

112.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF REESE

He spots her, and turns round to her, frowning a bit.


REESE  (into phone)



Yeah, when he gets back——I will.

He hangs up the phone.


REESE



Vetter, do you know why your partner's so all-fired fascinated by the Anders case?


CUT TO:

113.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR


TRACY



No, Cap.


CUT TO:

114.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE



He hasn't spoken to you about it?


CUT TO:

115.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR


TRACY


(doubtfully)



Not really.


CUT TO:

116.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF REESE

He grimaces, but then nods a dismissal.


CUT TO:

117.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR

Tracy leaves, heading o.s. up the side corridor.


CUT TO:

118.
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, FROM BEHIND

She is standing in front of her desk, which has a litter of brief reports and sheets of paper, X-rays, and such.  From these she is selecting the ones relevant to the case Nick and Tracy are working on, and piling them together in her left hand.


NATALIE


(turning round)



Here.

CAMERA PULLS BACK UNTIL TRACY COMES ON SCREEN.  Natalie thrusts out the papers and Tracy takes them.


TRACY


(abruptly)



The Anders case.  Do you know anything about it?


NATALIE


(interrogative)



No.  


CUT TO:

119.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF TRACY——NATALIE'S P.O.V.


TRACY



Only Nick seems to be interested in it, for some reason.


CUT TO:

120.
RETURN TO MAIN SHOT

Natalie shakes her head.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO KEEP HER IN SHOT as she heads past Tracy towards the workbench.


TRACY



It's not one of our cases, and he doesn't seem to have ANY evidence——


(baffled)



——but he's convinced she didn't do it!

Natalie is stopped by this.  She turns slowly round to Tracy.


NATALIE


(after pause)



She.  Didn't do it.


CUT TO:

121.
INSERT——RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF TRACY


TRACY



Dray Anders.  The wife of the murder victim.  He says——


(interrupted)


CUT TO:

122.
RETURN TO MAIN SHOT


NATALIE


(interrupting, sour)



——she didn't do it.  Right.  Of course he does.


CUT TO:

123.
INSERT——RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

A bit taken aback by Natalie's reaction.


CUT TO:

124.
RETURN TO MAIN SHOT

Natalie forces herself to relative equanimity.


NATALIE


(rueful smile)



Well...that's Nick for you, isn't it?  You know what he's like when there's a pretty woman in the case.

Tracy frowns slightly, but Natalie's turned away and doesn't notice.


CUT TO:

125.
EXT. CORONER'S BUILDING——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

126.
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE AT THE AUTOPSY TABLE

Natalie is in the middle of an autopsy.  She is dressed in a gown, with a mask and gloves on, holding a scalpel.  FLIGHT SOUND EFFECT.


CUT TO:

127.
CLOSE ANGLE ON THE DOOR

It is open, and Nick is leaning in, looking tense.


NICK



Oh, Nat, good——you're back.


CUT TO:

128.
MED. ANGLE ACROSS TO NATALIE——NICK'S P.O.V.

Deliberately casual, she puts down the scalpel, looks around, pulling down her mask.


NATALIE


(feigning casual)



Oh, hi, Nick.  So what's this case Tracy's talking about?


CUT TO:

129.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(tense, not getting it)



We're trying to wrap up the Swenson murder.


CUT TO:

130.
MED. ANGLE OVER TO THE DOOR, FROM BEHIND THE AUTOPSY TABLE, WITH NATALIE IN F.G. ON L.S.

In b.g., Nick heads across the room to her.


NATALIE



No, no.  The case where Tracy says you think the suspect's innocent.

Nick stops on the far side of the autopsy table.


NICK


(astonished)



Dray Anders?  Of course she is!


CUT TO:

131.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

Natalie looks puzzled.


CUT TO:

132.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


NICK


(expostulating)



Nat, you know she didn't do it!


(continues)


NATALIE


(astonished pause)

I do?  


(continues)



NICK


(continues)

It's what I came to talk to you about.


CUT TO:

133.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues, curious)



Nick, which case is this?  


CUT TO:

134.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


NICK


(astounded)



The body found in Queen's Park!


CUT TO:

135.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(alarmed)



You mean the vampire victim?!


CUT TO:

136.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT

Nick gives her a curt, breathless nod, eyes on her.  Natalie turns away, twisting round to look towards the desk (o.s.).  CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND THE END OF THE AUTOPSY TABLE, HOLDING ON HER.


NATALIE


(at a loss)



Oh, my.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

She turns back to him, appalled at herself.


NATALIE


(continues)



Oh, my God, Nick.  I never thought about it after Springfield changed his report.  I knew LaCroix'd worked that vampire magic of yours...and it'd all be all right.  I never thought.  I nev——


(chokes herself off)

She turns away.


NATALIE


(continues)


(low, breathless)



Oh, my.


CUT TO:

137.
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE AUTOPSY TABLE, NATALIE IN F.G.

Nick takes a step towards her.  She's stunned, looking away out into space.


NICK



The case was mostly out in Brampton.  Deacon——he got the case——


(interrupted)


NATALIE


(turning back, tense)



I know Deacon.

Nick starts walking towards her, round the far end of the table, talking as he goes.


NICK


(immediately)



Of course you do.


(brief pause)



He basically just liaised with the police there.  They treated it as a domestic.  Decided the wife did it.  Dray.

CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT AS NICK COMES UP TO NATALIE.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE


(quiet, tense)



But she didn't, Nick.  We both know she didn't.


(continues)

She looks up at Nick, staring into his eyes.


NATALIE


(continues)



Nick, you can't let an innocent woman be convicted of murder.


NICK


(quiet)



I know.  But I can't exactly arrest the real killer, either.


NATALIE


(expectant)



So how are you going to clear her?


FADE OUT.


END ACT TWO


—————————————————————


ACT THREE
FADE IN:

138.
EXT. POLICE STATION (ILLUMINATED)——NIGHT
(STOCK)


CUT TO:

139.
INT. POLICE STATION——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS CAPTAIN REESE'S OFFICE FROM THE CENTRAL CORRIDOR——NIGHT

On r.s., Tracy is leaning back in her chair, turned to look at the closed door to the office.  Inside, Nick is talking to CAPT. REESE.


REESE  (O.S.)



Let me get this straight, Knight.


(continues)


CUT TO:

140.
REESE'S OFFICE——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DESK

Nick is standing in f.g. facing the desk.  Reese is seated, arms on the desk.


REESE


(continues)



You're saying you think the Anders woman's innocent.  Why?


CUT TO:

141.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK——REESE'S P.O.V.  (INTERCUT W/ CLOSE-UP OF REESE)


NICK



It's just too pat.  The husband's stabbed; the wife did it.  


(firm)



I think Deacon jumped to conclusions.


CUT TO:

142.
CLOSE-UP OF REESE

Perplexed, he scratches the back of his head with his right hand, then drops it with a wry grimace.  He leans forward, looking at Nick in concern.  


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


REESE



Knight...


(licks upper lip, sighs)



...you've something of a reputation, y'know.  I hear things...


(meaningful)



...and I read your file.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

143.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Uncertain what Reese is getting at.


REESE  (O.S.)


(continues, meaningful)



This isn't exactly the first time you've championed some female suspect.


(continues)

Sudden flash of comprehension.


CUT TO:

144.
ONE FRAME OF WHITE


CUT TO:

145.
INSERT——FLASHBACK——FROM `Dead Air'——TWO-SHOT OF NICK & SCHANKE IN NICK'S CAR


SCHANKE



You know I worry for you?  Every time you fall for that damsel in distress routine.

CUT TO:

146.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE


(continues)



You remember that case a couple of years ago?  That woman from Texas they were extraditing?


(continues)


CUT TO:

147.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Quick shot.  Nick is about to speak.


CUT TO:

148.
CLOSE-UP OF REESE

Hand quickly up to stop Nick interrupting.


REESE


(continues)



It was before I took over here——


(continues)


CUT TO:

149.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Eyes intent on Reese.


REESE  (O.S.)


(continues, dry)



——but the grapevine just lo——oves a good story.  


(heavy)



Crackerjack detective out to prove the whole state of Texas wrong.


(pointed pause)


CUT TO:

150.
CLOSE-UP OF REESE

Reese's right index finger is pointed straight at Nick (STRAIGHT AT THE CAMERA).


REESE


(continues, hard)



Only she suckered you.


CUT TO:

151.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Embarrassed.


CUT TO:

152.
CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE


(serious)



Nick, you were so damned sure she didn't do it she got away from you and killed someone else.


(shakes head, emphatic)



You were damned lucky to avoid an I.A. investigation on that one.


CUT TO:

153.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(after pause, very quiet)



I screwed up.  


CUT TO:

154.
CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE


(pointed)



Over a pretty face.


(continues)

Reese pushes his chair back a bit, and leans back.


REESE


(continues, triumph)



And I've seen those pictures of Dray Anders.  For a suburban housewife she looks like she comes straight off the cover of Vogue.


(pauses)


CUT TO:

155.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Anxious.


CUT TO:

156.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR OF REESE'S OFFICE FROM THE CENTRAL CORRIDOR

Leaning back, Tracy pushes her chair away from the desk with her foot, swivels round towards the office, and gets up.  She hesitates, and then heads for the office door.


CUT TO:

157.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE IN REESE'S OFFICE

Keen appraising look at Nick.  


REESE



So, okay.  I don't want to rub it in.  


(smiles)



Look at it this way.  Least here in Canada we don't have the death penalty.


(pauses)

Nick looks down at his feet.


CUT TO:

158.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(bites lower lip)



I take it that means you won't reopen the investigation?


CUT TO:

159.
CLOSE-UP OF REESE

He leans his right elbow on the desk, the arm down.


REESE


(kindly but firm)



No, Knight.  Deacon's a good cop.  Good instincts.  You don't even know the evidence he's got.


(continues)


CUT TO:

160.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Nick bites his lip.


CUT TO:

161.
CLOSE-UP OF REESE

He leans back, his arm dropping back half-off the desk.


REESE


(continues, genial)



Let 'im do his job.  You got that Swenson case to clear.


CUT TO:

162.
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR OF REESE'S OFFICE FROM THE CENTRAL CORRIDOR

Tracy is hovering right by the door.  It opens, and Nick comes out——almost walking right into her.  She backs up a step, looking at him in concern.


CUT TO:

163.
TWO-SHOT OF NICK (R.S.) & TRACY (L.S.)

Nick gives Tracy a sharp glance——but as she does not immediately say anything, he pushes past, heading for his desk.  Tracy catches his arm lightly.


TRACY


(in concern)



Nick.


(continues)

He turns round to her.


TRACY


(low, concerned)



Are you in some sort of trouble?


NICK


(taken aback)



No.

He hesitates, but decides not to talk about it further.  Instead, he shakes his head and pulls away.  CAMERA PULLS BACK as he heads past Tracy's desk.  After a moment, she hurries after him.  She catches him again (in extreme f.g.), putting her hand on his arm as a gesture of solidarity.  Her concerned look prompts him to continue.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(deprecating)



It's just the Anders case.  I wanted to——


(continues)


NICK


(continues)

——talk to him about reopening the case.  Releasing Mrs. Anders.



TRACY

Oh, the Captain was asking me about that earlier.

There is a pause, as the two look at one another.


TRACY


(tentative)



Nick...?


NICK



I talked to the police in Brampton already.  I went over and talked to Deacon at home.  Reese was my last chance.  


(bitter)



He wouldn't even listen.


TRACY


(low, urgent)



God, Nick, no one's going to arrest her if there's doubt she's innocent!


(pauses)

She draws back slightly, dropping her hand from his arm.  He shifts slightly, but doesn't take his eyes off her.


TRACY


(continues, baffled)



You can't just go interfering in someone else's case.

Nick's face is closed.  CAMERA SHIFTS BACK SLIGHTLY as he walks round his desk.  Tracy stares at him.  He pulls out his chair, hesitates, and then abruptly turns with a stubborn closed expression.  He backs a step.


NICK



I'm going out.

He hurries to the rear of the squad room, as Tracy takes a step forward, startled at his abrupt departure.


CUT TO:

164.
INT. LaCROIX'S STUDY——ANGLE FROM BEHIND LaCROIX'S DESK ACROSS THE ROOM——NIGHT

In f.g., LaCroix is standing at the door-end of the desk, looking towards the window (o.s.).  Nick is behind him, in the middle of the room.


LaCROIX


(ennui)



Oh, Nicholas, not again?


(turns round)



WHO cares?


NICK


(bitter)



Obviously not you.


LaCROIX


(stating obvious)



No.


(turns away)



Nor any other of our kind, either.


(quick turn of head)



Except you, of course.  The eternal Don Quixote.


NICK



This fair lady happens to be innocent.

LaCroix turns round to him.


LaCROIX


(dry)



I gather the police case rests on the fact that she was having an affair with another man.  Adultery's a new definition of innocence!


NICK



She's innocent of murder.


LaCROIX



But guilty of something else.


(amused)



It sounds like life to me, Nicholas.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(not amused)



It'll sound like "life" to her too when she's convicted.


LaCROIX


(smiling)



Ah, wit.  


(smile fades)


(peremptory)



And what do you propose to do to save her?


NICK



I don't know.


(step forward)



I wanted your advice.


LaCROIX


(sharp)



My advice, Nicholas, is to leave well enough alone.  You know my advice——you knew it before you came here.


NICK


(quiet)



But you know I'm not going to follow that advice.  So give me the next advice.

LaCroix gives him a long look——but then nods almost imperceptibly.  He walks slowly along behind the desk, thinking.  As he does, Nick quietly drops in words of guidance.


NICK



Changing the post mortem again isn't an answer.  By now, too many people have seen the report.

LaCroix, lips pressed together, nods absently.  He continues round the end of the desk.


NICK



I can't just go out and find the real killer.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

This does draw LaCroix's attention.


LaCROIX


very dry)



No.  That would be inadvisable.


(pause, little smile)



You could always try a fake killer.  Have you any criminals you'd like to see behind bars?


NICK


(dry)



Lots of them.  But I'd rather convict them for their own crimes.


LaCROIX


(sardonic)



Fussy, aren't we?


CUT TO:

165.
INT. FEMALE POLICE OFFICERS' LOCKER ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF OFFICER MARGOT CAVALIERE

Officer Cavaliere has her locker open; she is changing out of uniform into civilian clothes.  She unbuckles her belt (with gun and nightstick), and hangs it up.  Then she starts to unbutton her blouse.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO ANGLE UP THE AISLE OF LOCKERS.  (Margot is in f.g. on r.s.)  Tracy turns into the aisle.  Hearing her FOOTSTEPS, Margot turns her head.  Seeing Tracy, she turns back, takes off her uniform blouse, and hangs it up.  Tracy stops a few lockers up, and opens her own locker.  CAMERA CLOSES IN ON HER (AND MARGOT GOES OFF SCENE).  Tracy starts to unbuckle her own holster.  Then she pauses with it in her hand.


TRACY



Margot?


MARGOT  (O.S.)



Yeah?


TRACY


(careful)



You've been at the Nine-Six longer than I have...what do you know about my partner and women?


CUT TO:

166.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF MARGOT——ANGLE TOWARDS HER LOCKER

Buttoning up her civilian blouse, eyes on her hands.  


MARGOT



Well, I'd think you'd know more than I would.


CUT TO:

167.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

She hesitates, and then puts her gun away in the locker.  Then she turns round back to Margot, more decisively.


TRACY



I wasn't meaning his private life.  I meant witnesses, suspects.  


(interrupted)


CUT TO:

168.
CLOSE-UP OF MARGOT——AS BEFORE

She is looking down, adjusting a pair of slacks over the bottom of her blouse.  She glances up at Tracy (o.s.).


MARGOT


(wry amusement)



Oh!


(continues)

She looks back down, zips up her slacks, and buttons them.  CAMERA TURNS TO MED. ANGLE UP THE AISLE TOWARDS TRACY.


MARGOT


(continues)



Yeah, I guess it mostly was while Schanke was around.  


(looks at Tracy)



Well——


(knowing smile & wink)


TRACY


(too bright)



I did hear some of the gossip.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


MARGOT


(broad grin)



I bet you did!


(continues)

She turns to her locker, and reaches in to get her shoulder bag.


MARGOT


(shrugs, continues)



Well...what am I supposed to say about it?  


(continues)

She turns round back to Tracy, holding her bag.


MARGOT


(continues)



Men will be men?  He gets the hots for some woman in the case——


(continues)

She slings her bag over her shoulder.


CUT TO:

169.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

Very still, trying not to make a fool of herself by showing any surprise.


MARGOT  (O.S.)


(continues)



——he can't even think straight?  


(continues)


CUT TO:

170.
CLOSE-UP OF MARGOT

She is closing her locker.  


MARGOT


(continues, grinning)



You know——


(turns to Tracy)



——if one of the women on the force fell for a guy who was a suspect——


(continues)


CUT TO:

171.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

Stunned, but trying to hide it.  [Margot's voice slowly fades out:  Tracy is no longer listening.]


MARGOT  (O.S.)


(continues)



——they'd all say "women" and accuse our whole sex of being unprofess-ional.  Well, if you ask me...


TRACY  (V.O.)



I can't believe it!  I just can't believe it!


(continues)


CUT TO:

172.
INT. TRACY'S APARTMENT——CLOSE ANGLE INTO KITCHEN

Tracy is getting a microwave dinner.  Nearly o.s. on l.s., Vachon is in the living room, leaning on the hatch to the kitchen, looking at Tracy.  Tracy, her body facing the microwave (o.s.), is looking sideways at him.


TRACY


(continues)



I was so sure Nick had to be gay!  I mean it all fitted.


(continues)

There is a BUZZ from the microwave, and she steps forward to get out her dinner.  For a moment she goes o.s.


TRACY  (O.S.)


(continues)



But the way Margot——


(continues)

[THERE IS THE SOUND OF THE MICROWAVE DOOR BEING OPENED.]


TRACY  (O.S.)


(continues)



——said it, it was obvious that, as far as she was concerned——


(continues)

[THERE IS THE SOUND OF THE MICROWAVE DOOR BEING CLOSED.]


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


TRACY  (O.S.)


(continues)



——it was something that everyone knew——


(continues)

She reappears, microwave dinner in hand.  She pauses in the middle of the kitchen, looking at Vachon.


TRACY


(continues)



——that Nick is kinda a...


(searches)



....a Casanova.  Like, "You have a case with a woman in it, Knight's bound to fall for her"——that sort of thing.

KEEPING VACHON IN F.G., CAMERA HOLDS ON TRACY AS SHE GOES THROUGH INTO THE HALL.  BRIEFLY SHE GOES O.S., THE CAMERA TURNING TO PICK HER UP AGAIN AS SHE COMES THROUGH INTO THE LIVING ROOM.  CAMERA HOLDS ON HER AS SHE GOES OVER TO THE SOFA.  She puts the dinner down on the central table, on which she has already put cutlery and a glass of pop.  She sits down.


CUT TO:

173.
CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

He is leaning back against the hatch, looking at Tracy.


VACHON


(leaden)



You're telling me Knight's not gay.


CUT TO:

174.
CLOSE ANGLE ON TRACY

She leans forward to pick up her plate and fork.  


TRACY


(brightly)



Yeah, wasn't that what I just said?

CAMERA CLOSES IN as she settles back in the seat, holding the plate above her lap.  She takes a forkful of food.


CUT TO:

175.
CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

He straightens up, and takes a step into the room, frowning a little.


CUT TO:

176.
FLASHBACK——FROM `Blood Thirst' (Act Four)——INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING NICK

Vachon comes closer, reaches up with his right hand——


CUT TO:

177.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S CHEEK

——and strokes Nick's cheek.


CUT TO:

178.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S EYES

They open wide, startled.

CUT TO:

179.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF VACHON


TRACY  (O.S.)


(amused, mouth full)



I feel a bit of a fool, really. 


(continues)


CUT TO:

180.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON TRACY

CAMERA CONTINUES TO CLOSE IN.  She has her mouth full, swallows, and pauses, another forkful ready.


TRACY


(continues)



Know what I mean?  


(shakes head)



I should never have gone jumping to conclusions like that.


CUT TO:

181.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

He turns to stare at her, eyes wide with memory.


CUT TO:

182.
FLASHBACK——FROM `Blood Thirst' (Act Four)——RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING NICK

Vachon leans forward to kiss Nick.  

CUT TO:

183.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON'S MOUTH——FROM THE SIDE

Vachon's lips are nearly touching Nick's left cheek.  CAMERA PULLS BACK SHARPLY, KEEPING NICK ON SCREEN ON R.S. as he steps back, shocked.  Vachon looks startled as Nick grabs him by the shoulders.  


CUT TO:

184.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Enraged.  Eyes red, snarling, showing his fangs.


CUT TO:

185.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

Sudden shock.


CUT TO:

186.
TWO-SHOT FAVOURING NICK

Nick lifts Vachon.


CUT TO:

187.
CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

Held in mid-air.  Scared.


CUT TO:

188.
TWO-SHOT FAVOURING NICK

Nick throws Vachon.


CUT TO:

189.
BLURRED VIEW OF VACHON IN MIDAIR


CUT TO:

190.
LONG SHOT TOWARDS THE FAR END OF THE ROOM——NICK'S P.O.V.

Vachon lands hard on the floor halfway up the room.


CUT TO:

191.
ANGLE ACROSS WIDTH OF ROOM, TOWARDS BATHROOM WALL, FROM CORNER OF ROOM

Vachon slides along the floor, coming to a halt near the end wall, turned towards the bathroom wall, face hidden.


CUT TO:

192.
PRESENT——RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

Held by memory, Vachon tries to talk to cover the fact.


VACHON


(distractedly)



Yeah, jumping to conclusions can lead to all kinds of consequences.


CUT TO:

193.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON TRACY

CAMERA CONTINUES TO CLOSE IN TO CLOSE-UP OF TRACY.  She looks round at Vachon.


TRACY



Huh?


(thinks she gets it)



Oh, yeah——it's a good thing I never said anything to anyone.  I mean maybe Nick...though I'm not sure he totally got that I actually thought he was gay.


(pauses, looks at plate)


(subdued)



At least I never said anything to Reese or Natalie or anyone.


(emphatic)



Boy, would I feel a fool.


CUT TO:

194.
FLASHBACK——FROM `Blood Thirst' (Act Four)——CLOSE ANGLE ON VACHON——LOW ANGLE ALONG HIS BACK

Vachon stirs, slowly picks himself up, and turns to Nick.

VACHON  (V.O.)


(absently)



Yeah, you would, wouldn't you?


CUT TO:

195.
CLOSE ANGLE ON NICK——VACHON'S P.O.V.  (INTERCUT W/ EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON)

Nick stalks slowly across the room towards Vachon (AND TOWARDS THE CAMERA).  He is utterly enraged, snarling a challenge at the other vampire, and barely holding himself from an attack.  


CUT TO:

196.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON


Terrified.  His eyes are wide open, fixed on Nick.  He licks his lips nervously.  


CUT TO:

197.
ANGLE TOWARDS NICK

NICK COMES RIGHT UP TO THE CAMERA (i.e. to Vachon).  


CUT TO:

198.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

NICK COMES ON SCREEN IN EXTREME LEFT F.G.  He is confronting Vachon, mere inches away.  Vachon steps nervously backwards.  Nick follows him.


CUT TO:

199.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON'S LEFT HAND

It is clenched at his side.


CUT TO:

200.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT FAVOURING VACHON

Vachon tries to keep still.  Nick grabs him——


CUT TO:

201.
TWO-SHOT FAVOURING NICK

——and pulls him towards him, lifting him half off his feet.


CUT TO:

202.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING VACHON

Vachon looks terrified.  Nick forces Vachon's head to the side, ripping his shirt away from his shoulder.


CUT TO:

203.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING NICK


Nick sinks his teeth into Vachon's neck.


CUT TO:

204.
RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING VACHON


He MOANS with pain, and bites his lip.


CUT TO:

205.
RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING NICK


Blood trickles down over Vachon's neck from Nick's mouth.

CUT TO:

206.
PRESENT——RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

Staring into memory.  [Tracy's voice slowly fades in.]


TRACY  (O.S., distant)


(mouth full)



So I really didn't know what to say to her.  


(swallows food)



I mean, she acted as though she assumed I knew all about Nick's girlfriends.  The weird thing is——


(breaks off)


CUT TO:

207.
MED. ANGLE TOWARDS TRACY——VACHON'S P.O.V.

Her attention on the plate, she hasn't noticed Vachon is preoccupied.  She tucks into another forkful of food.


TRACY


(continues, mouth full)



Sorry...I shouldn't talk with my mouth full.


(swallows)



The weird thing is——


(more food on fork)



——I never did hear any rumours.  You'd think someone would've yakked the gossip my way.


(continues)

Still holding her fork, she reaches for her glass and takes a swallow.


TRACY


(continues)



I dunno.  Maybe everyone's just being tactful——I'm his partner, after all, AND a woman, and...


(puzzled grimace)



...they thought it'd make me feel awkward around him or something.

Eats the forkful of food.


CUT TO:

208.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF VACHON


VACHON


(concerned)



Do you think maybe you should get a new partner?


CUT TO:

209.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

Astounded.


CUT TO:

210.
LONG SHOT FROM THE END OF THE ROOM

Vachon walks over to the middle of the room, a few feet frp, the table.  He looks down at Tracy seriously.  


CUT TO:

211.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY——VACHON'S P.O.V.

Eyes fixed on Vachon.  Wary.  She puts her plate down.


VACHON  (O.S.)



Maybe you shouldn't partner with him...until he tells you everything about himself.


(continues)


CUT TO:

212.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

Dead serious.  Trying to hold her eyes.


VACHON


(continues)



How can you trust a partner who keeps secrets?


CUT TO:

213.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

CAMERA HOLDS ON TRACY AS SHE GETS UP SHARPLY. 


TRACY


(vigorous)



I keep secrets.  


(flings right arm out)



You're a secret.

CAMERA PULLS BACK TO TWO-SHOT WITH VACHON IN F.G.  He just looks at her, dead serious.  She is earnest, indignant——and trying to convince herself.  She puts her hands on her hips.


TRACY



Okay...so he has secrets.  So he's not gay after all, and his secret's not that.


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

She shrugs melodramatically.


TRACY


(continues)



Big deal. 


(vehement)



He screws half Toronto what's it got to do with me?  It doesn't affect me.  


(stubborn)



It doesn't affect his work!  That's all I care about.


(pauses, eyes drop)

Vachon just keeps on looking at her, dead serious.  Her eyes down, Tracy shoves her hands in her pockets and shifts her feet.  She has a mulish look on her face.  Finally, she looks up, straight at Vachon.


TRACY


(quiet, serious)



I trust him, Vachon.  He's my partner...and I trust him.

CAMERA SHIFTS TO CLOSE-UP OF VACHON.  He just looks at her, eyes wide with worry.


VACHON  (V.O.)



Well, I don't.


(continues)


CUT TO:

214.
INT. VACHON'S DESERTED CHURCH——TWO-SHOT OF VACHON & URS, FAVOURING VACHON——STAIRS IN B.G.——NIGHT


VACHON


(continues)



I can't, Urs.  Not any more.


CUT TO:

215.
QUICK FLASHBACK——FROM `Blood Thirst' (Act Four)——CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF NICK BITING VACHON, FAVOURING VACHON

CUT TO:

216.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT FAVOURING VACHON  


URS



Can't any more why?

Vachon's face closes——he is still unwilling to tell what happened.  AS URS TALKS, CAMERA SHIFTS TO FAVOUR HER.


URS


(concerned)



Javier, if you're not going to tell me——how do I know what's going on?


(slightly puzzled)



I can't say I understand this thing about Nick.  I thought you kinda liked him.  I know I always thought him pretty nice when I've met him. 

Vachon looks as if he's about to say something indignant about this——but then he decides not to.


URS


(nods)



But he did something wrong.


(concerned)



I wish you'd just tell me what it was.

Vachon shakes his head.


URS


(reluctant)



Well, okay.  I mean, obviously it's your business if you really feel that way.

Urs bites her upper lip, looking at Vachon thoughtfully.


URS


(uncertain)



But if you think Tracy isn't safe with him, though....  


(trails off, frowns)



Because he's a vampire?  Do you think she should maybe know what he is...to be on her guard?

Vachon looks uncertain.


URS


(tentative)



Maybe you should tell her about him?


CUT TO:

217.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

Shocked.


CUT TO:

218.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF URS

Looking at him thoughtfully.


CUT TO:

219.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF VACHON


VACHON


(very shocked)



I'm not going to out another vampire!  


CUT TO:

220.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT FAVOURING URS

Urs cocks her head to one side, with a slight frown.


URS


(ingenuous)



So, I guess that means you do trust him, then.

Vachon (in f.g.) looks startled by this interpretation of what he has said.  He shifts his feet, and turns slightly away from Urs (TOWARDS THE CAMERA IN PROFILE).  His eye turns away (TOWARDS THE CAMERA).


CUT TO:

221.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——CLOSE ANGLE UP THE STAIRCASE LEADING TO NICK'S BEDROOM——DAY

Nick comes along the balcony, and starts walking downstairs.  He is wearing his satin dressing gown.  


CUT TO:

222.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF REESE, WALKING ALONG THE SIDE CORRIDOR FROM THE REAR EXIT——DAY

CAMERA PULLS BACK, HOLDING ON REESE AS HE WALKS ALONG.  He is wearing an overcoat, but no hat.


CUT TO:

223.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE UP THE STAIRCASE IN NICK'S APARTMENT

CAMERA ADJUSTS, HOLDING ON NICK as he turns and goes down the lower flight of stairs.


CUT TO:

224.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE ON REESE'S OFFICE FROM CENTRAL CORRIDOR, FROM THE FRONT OF THE ROOM

Reese is walking along to his office.  Waiting for him is DET. STEVE DEACON.  Deacon is in his thirties, lean, slightly balding, wearing a suit.  He looks anxious——and has been waiting for Reese to arrive for quite some time.


REESE



Deacon?  You waiting for something?


(brief pause)



Well, you'd better come in.

Reese unlocks his office door, and he and Deacon go in.


CUT TO:

225.
CLOSE ANGLE ON NICK AT THE REFRIGERATOR

Nick——still in his dressing gown——is just turning away from the refrigerator with a bottle of blood in his hand, closing the fridge as he goes.  He pulls out the cork, tips the bottle, and drink.  O.S. THE PHONE RINGS.  CAMERA HOLDS ON NICK AS HE HEADS FOR THE PHONE.  He puts the bottle on the table, and picks up the receiver.


NICK



Knight here.


CUT TO:

226.
INT. REESE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF REESE——DAY

Reese is standing behind his desk, talking on the phone.


REESE



Given your interest in the Anders case, I thought I'd give you a call and let you know what Deacon just told me.


CUT TO:

227.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK ON THE PHONE

Listening.


FADE OUT.


END ACT THREE


—————————————————————


ACT FOUR
FADE IN:

228.
INT. NATALIE'S APARTMENT——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE WINDOW——NIGHT

The drapes are open, showing that it is dark out.  Nick, now dressed, is standing near the window.  Natalie is standing in front of the fireplace.


NICK


(pleased)



Henry Warren, Nat.  What do you think of that?


NATALIE


(a bit at a loss)



Ah...I——


(shrug)



——think he's probably the best defence lawyer in Canada.


(continues)

She heads over to join Nick.


NATALIE


(continues, dry)



And how the hell she can afford to hire him as her lawyer, I don't know!  I could've sworn the papers said she had legal aid.


(continues)

She joins Nick.


CUT TO:

229.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT FAVOURING NATALIE

Nick is smiling down at her.  She flaps her hand at him.


NATALIE


(continues)



No, you needn't tell me.  I know.


(very dry)



You're paying for it.


NICK



Of course.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED...

For a moment, Natalie looks up at him.  She is not pleased; and his smile fades.  She presses her lips hard together, and then walks over to the sofa.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO KEEP BOTH IN SHOT.  She turns back round.


NATALIE


(a bit sharp)



I hope it can't be traced back to you.  If anyone realizes you——


(interrupted)

Nick raises his hands slightly to stop her.


NICK


(interrupts, broad smile)



It's all right, Nat.  I've done it through the Foundation.

She nods, but glances down, unhappy about the situation.


NICK



What's wrong?

Natalie doesn't answer.  He looks at her questioningly.


NICK


(bright reassurance)



If anyone can get her off, he can.  You should hear the complaints round the station when Warren's the defence.  The number of guilty people he's got off...!


(grins)



...it's about time he worked his wits on an honest case.


CUT TO:

230.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE  (INTERCUT W/ CLOSE-UP OF NICK)


NATALIE


(looks up, simmering)



An honest case?!


(outraged pause)



Nick, will you just point out to me one honest thing about this case?  Because I can't see any!


(pauses)


CUT TO:

231.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Nick is taken aback.


CUT TO:

232.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

Indignant.


CUT TO:

233.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(annoyed)



I'm doing the best I can, Nat.  Cut me some slack, here.  You're acting as though this was done on purpose!  No one framed Dray Anders.


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(earnest inquiry)



You're sure of that, Nick?


(continues)


CUT TO:

234.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues)



That your vampire friends didn't set her up?


CUT TO:

235.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK



No one would bother. 


CUT TO:

236.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(gnaws upper lip, nods)



Okay.  But that still doesn't make Warren a good choice of lawyer, no matter how brilliant he is at cross-examination.


CUT TO:

237.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Uncertain.


CUT TO:

238.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(slight irritation)



Have you thought what will happen if Hotshot Harry does get her off?


(suppressed fury)



Let alone if he doesn't!


CUT TO:

239.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Nick doesn't see what Natalie's driving at.


CUT TO:

240.
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(exasperated)



Oh, Nick!  Think.  Everyone's just going to assume she beat the rap.  Harry Warren gets ANOTHER notch on his belt!


(dry snort)



You said it yourself!  


(continues)


CUT TO:

241.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Still uncertain what she's driving at.


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(continues)



Cops bitch about him all the time.


CUT TO:

242.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE

Nick walks over to join Natalie.  (She turns slightly so that he's on r.s., she's on l.s.).  CAMERA CLOSES IN FOR TWO-SHOT.


NICK


(gently)



Nat, complaints round the squad room aren't going to make any difference in her life once she's acquitted.


(smiles)



She can't be tried twice!


NATALIE


(flat)



She's already been convicted in the press.  Her neighbours believe she stabbed her husband.  


(dry)



Her family say they believe her...but I bet deep down they don't.


(hard)



Her lover already walked out on her.


NICK


(easily)



Oh, well...if he wouldn't stand by her, he isn't worth it.


NATALIE


(astounded)



Nick, he left her because she isn't the woman he thought she was.  Or, at least, he thinks she isn't.


(pauses)

Nick is starting to see what is bothering her.


NATALIE


(continues, expostulating)



She's going to leave the courtroom a free woman——and go back to a house that's no longer a home.  Where she can't go to the local grocery store without people pointing her out.  Without whispers wherever she goes.  Where the neighbours won't talk to her any more, and her friends don't 


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE


(continues)



answer the phone.  


(bites lower lip)

Nick looks worried, his eyes fixed on Natalie.


NATALIE


(continues, earnest)



What's she got to come home to?  An empty bed and an empty house?...and an empty life?  


(bitter)



A worse prison than any penitentiary because——


(sarcastic)



——she's supposed to be innocent.


(pauses)

Nick swallows, looking a bit stressed.  His eyes drop.


NATALIE


(continues, earnest)



Nick, you know the way they word the verdict.  "Not Guilty".  Well, "Not Guilty" is——


(bitter emphasis)



——not the same as "innocent".  Not in the eyes of the public.  The only way Dray Anders can really be found innocent is if the police arrest the real killer.  


(continues)

Nick gnaws his lower lip, eyes still lowered.


NATALIE


(continues, hard sincerity)



And then, Nick...and only then...we can talk about an——


(continues)


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

243.
INT. COURT ROOM——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF A BIBLE BEING HELD READY FOR SWEARING IN——DAY


NATALIE  (V.O.)


(continues)



——honest trial.

Dr. Springfield puts his hand on the bible.


CLERK  (O.S.)



Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?


SPRINGFIELD  (O.S.)



I do.


CUT TO:

244.
MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE FRONT OF THE ROOM

This is the preliminary hearing:  there is a judge, but no jury.  

There are quite a number of spectators, since this is a murder case——but the court is far from packed, since this is only a preliminary hearing.  Reporters are present.  Also, one of the spectators is Tracy——come out of curiosity about Nick's interest in the case.

DRAY ANDERS is a beautiful blonde woman, stylishly dressed.  Her lawyer, McCARTHY, is in his twenties, unprepossessing looking, with large glasses, a hesitant manner, and a stammer.   

The JUDGE is a woman in her fifties, with a brisk, sensible manner.  The clerk walks away with the bible, and the CROWN PROSECUTOR steps forward.  This is a woman in her mid-thirties, attractive, professional in manner.


CROWN



Dr. Springfield, did you, on the twelfth of December last year, perform an autopsy on the body of Chester Anders?

Dr. Springfield hesitates, but only briefly, before answering.  All his answers are made looking towards the judge, rather than answering the lawyer.  (For the questions he looks at the lawyers.)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


SPRINGFIELD



On that day, I autopsied a body whose identity I did not know at the time, but which has subsequently been identified as that of Chester Anders, yes.


CROWN



Thank you.  Will you tell the court the cause of death?


SPRINGFIELD



Exsanguination——blood loss——from two wounds in the neck.  Each wound pierced the jugular vein.  


CROWN



And what in your opinion caused these two wounds?


SPRINGFIELD



Each was caused by stabbing with a sharp single-edged instrument, such as a kitchen knife.

The Crown prosecutor goes to the evidence table and picks up a kitchen knife in a plastic bag, marked with a tag as evidence.  She walks back to Springfield.


CROWN



I would like you to look at this knife, please.

She hands the knife to Springfield, who takes it and looks at it briefly.


CUT TO:

245.
TWO-SHOT OF DR. SPRINGFIELD & THE CROWN PROSECUTOR


CROWN



Do you recognize it?

Springfield looks up from the knife, and turns slightly to the judge (o.s.).


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


SPRINGFIELD



Yes, on December seventeenth, this knife was handed in to the lab by Detective Steven Deacon of the Toronto Police Force.  


CROWN



And what did you conclude?


SPRINGFIELD



That the injuries were consistent with stab-wounds made by this knife.


CROWN



Were any other tests performed on the knife?


SPRINGFIELD



It was checked for the presence of blood.


CROWN



With what result?


SPRINGFIELD



Traces of blood were found——


(continues)


CUT TO:

246.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE KNIFE


SPRINGFIELD  (O.S.)


(continues)



——on the handle of the knife.


CROWN  (O.S.)



Were tests performed——


(continues)


CUT TO:

247.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


CROWN


(continues)



——on these traces of blood?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


SPRINGFIELD



Yes, DNA tests showed a high probability that the blood was that of the victim, Chester Anders.

CAMERA PULLS BACK SLIGHTLY & SHIFTS ROUND TO INCLUDE THE JUDGE ON SCREEN.  She is looking at the witness.


CROWN


(inquiringly)



You say "a high probability".


SPRINGFIELD



Unlike a negative result, which demonstrates conclusively that two samples are not from the same person——


(continues)

CAMERA CONTINUES TO SHIFT ROUND TO SHOW THE PEOPLE IN THE COURTROOM.  


SPRINGFIELD  (O.S.)


(continues)



——a positive result only shows that they may be from the same person.  However, in this case, the probability is high.


CROWN  (O.S.)



How high?

CAMERA CLOSES IN ON DRAY ANDERS AND HER LAWYER.


SPRINGFIELD  (O.S.)



There is only one chance in ten billion that the blood on the knife is not that of Chester Anders.


CROWN  (O.S.)



And what do you conclude?


SPRINGFIELD  (O.S.)



That there is a high probability that this knife was used to stab him.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


CROWN  (O.S.)



And the stab wounds were the cause of death.


SPRINGFIELD  (O.S.)



Yes.


CROWN  (O.S.)



I've no more questions.  Thank you, Dr. Springfield.

McCarthy is about to get up.  


JUDGE  (O.S.)



I think this is a good place to break.


(continues)


CUT TO:

248.
MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE FRONT OF THE COURT ROOM  (AS BEFORE)

McCarthy subsides back in his chair.


JUDGE


(continues)



I will adjourn now.  You may cross-examine the witness when court resumes tomorrow morning.

She taps her gavel lightly, and gets to her feet, followed by others.  McCarthy gets up.  A female guard touches Dray's arm.  She looks round at her, then glances back at McCarthy.  McCarthy nods, and heads for the door; and Dray gets up to go with the guard.


CUT TO:

249.
INT. NICK'S BEDROOM——CLOSE ANGLE ON NICK, ASLEEP IN BED——ANGLE DOWN——DAY

Nick is wearing his black silk pyjamas.  CAMERA CIRCLES ROUND SLOWLY.  He rolls over in bed, uneasily.  CAMERA CLOSES IN FROM THE SIDE OF THE BED.  His eyes open.  Finally, he swings his legs out of bed, and sits there heavily, feet on the floor.  He looks tired.  


CUT TO:

250.
INT. NICK'S LIVING ROOM——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE WINDOWS FROM NEAR THE KITCHEN——DAY

In f.g., Nick is standing in his dressing gown, using the remote to open the shutters.  He puts the remote on the piano, and——avoiding the sunlight——heads down the room.  CAMERA TURNS TO HOLD ON HIM.  He picks up another remote from the end table, and points it at the TV.


CUT TO:

251.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, FROM IN FRONT


VOICE  (O.S.)



...Mark Seymour and the six o'clock news.  

Nick puts down the remote, and heads for the fridge.


MARK SEYMOUR  (O.S.)



In our top story——


(continues)


CUT TO:

252.
RETURN TO LONG SHOT TOWARDS THE TV SCREEN


MARK SEYMOUR


(continues)



——the Queen's Park flowerbed murder has finally gone to trial.  Dray Anders appeared in court today charged with the murder of her husband, Chester——


(continues)

Nick gets to the fridge and opens the door.


CUT TO:

253.
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE REFRIGERATOR

Nick is getting a bottle, but looking at the TV (o.s.). 


MARK SEYMOUR  (O.S.)


(continues)



——whose body was found last December buried in a flowerbed only yards from the Provincial Legislature Buildings.

Nick closes the fridge, while looking at the TV.


CUT TO:

254.
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF AUTOPSY REPORT ON `ALISON GEARY'——ANGLE DOWN OVER TRACY'S RIGHT SHOULDER——NIGHT 

CAMERA PULLS BACK TO CLOSE-UP OF TRACY FROM BEHIND.  She is bent over the report, reading it.  O.S., Nick is sitting at his own desk, looking at his computer.


CUT TO:

255.
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY——ACROSS THE DESKS, FROM CENTRAL AISLE


TRACY


(slightly catty)



Your girlfriend's trial started today.

She looks up from the report.


CUT TO:

256.
TWO-SHOT FAVOURING NICK——ANGLE FROM BEHIND TRACY'S DESK, IN THE CENTRAL AISLE

Nick glances at her.


NICK


(short)



She's not my girlfriend.


TRACY


(disbelief)



Yeah.  Nor all the others I heard about.


(continues)


CUT TO:

257.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

CAMERA ADJUSTS as she leans way back in her chair.  


TRACY


(continues)



I went to court this afternoon to see what all the fuss was about.


(grins, hands behind head)



I guess she's your type!


(light but dry)



You fell for her picture on the TV news?


CUT TO:

258.
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, PINNING UP AN X-RAY PHOTOGRAPH

O.S., Nick is standing near her in the middle of the room, his back to the workbench.


NATALIE


(dry sarcasm)



Well...you make a fool of yourself often enough, people are bound to notice!

CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT WITH NICK as she moves away from the lighted panel.  He bites his lip, embarrassed.  She gives him a level look, and then goes past him.  CAMERA HOLDS ON HIM.  He looks after her, as she heads o.s. for her desk.  CAMERA TURNS TO NATALIE.  She picks up two X-rays from her desk and heads back.  She stops in f.g., and looks at Nick (o.s.).


NATALIE


(hard, defensive)



I'm not jealous, if that's how it sounds.  Not of Dray Anders, anyway.  I know she's innocent.

CAMERA SHIFTS OVER TO TWO-SHOT WITH NICK as he moves closer, putting out his right hand to touch her arm lightly.


NICK


(quiet)



But you are jealous.


NATALIE


(defensive)



It was a long time ago.  You didn't——


(breaks off)



We hadn't——


(breaks off)


NICK



No.


NATALIE


(defensive)



Yeah, I didn't like it.  


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

She goes past Nick.  He looks at her, concerned.  CAMERA TURNS TO HOLD ON NATALIE (WITH NICK IN F.G. ON L.S.) as she goes to put up the X-rays.  She then turns round.


NATALIE


(strain, worry)



About Mrs. Anders.  I just trust she's got the right lawyer this time.


CUT TO:

259.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE FIREPLACE——NIGHT

On r.s., LaCroix is facing the front of the room, one hand in his coat pocket, very cool.  Nick is a few feet behind him, looking edgy.  

Abruptly, LaCroix turns half round.


LaCROIX



Yes, for once I have to agree with the good doctor.


(sardonic smile)



I seem to recall advising you to get the best possible lawyer.


(dry)



I thought you had.


NICK



Henry Warren.


LaCROIX


(dismissive)



Yes, well...details I leave to you.

LaCroix sits down in Nick's chair, crossing his legs and dropping his right arm over the arm of the chair. 


LaCROIX


(light, smiling)



So explain.  Why, as soon as the excellent Mr. Warren had been retained, did she decide to find herself a new lawyer?


(amused)



And such a lawyer!

Nick shifts his feet uneasily.


CUT TO:

260.
EXT. COURT HOUSE——FULL SHOT——DAY


CUT TO:

261.
INT. COURT ROOM——FULL SHOT TOWARDS THE FRONT

The knife is back on the evidence table.  Dr. Springfield is on the stand again.  McCarthy gets up and steps out into the aisle.


McCARTHY



Er...Dr. S-p-pringfield.  You say that the b-b-blood on the knife is that of my c-c-client's husband.


CUT TO:

262.
CLOSE-UP OF SPRINGFIELD


SPRINGFIELD



Yes.


McCARTHY  (O.S.)



Isn't it p-p-possible that it might be someone else's blood?


SPRINGFIELD


(patiently)



Yes, Mr. McCarthy, it is possible.  And two people could theoretically have the same fingerprints.  But, in practice, all fingerprints are different.  


(slightly dry)



In practice, that blood is Chester Anders'.


CUT TO:

263.
RETURN TO FULL SHOT

McCarthy comes from behind his desk.


McCARTHY



All right, Doctor——let us assume, then——


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

McCarthy walks into the central space in front of the judge, heading for the witness.


McCARTHY


(continues)



——that the b-b-blood is his.  

McCarthy gets to the witness box.


CUT TO:

264.
TWO-SHOT OF McCARTHY & SPRINGFIELD

Across his body, McCarthy points to the knife on the evidence table (o.s.).


McCARTHY



That is a k-k-kitchen knife.  When the police searched my c-c-client's home, they found it in her k-k-kitchen.  

He pauses, but——as he did not actually ask a question——Dr. Springfield says nothing.


McCARTHY



Have you nothing to say to that?

Springfield looks puzzled.  After a moment, he turns to the judge.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO BRING THE JUDGE ON SCREEN.


JUDGE


(sensible)



Mr. McCarthy, you have to ask the witness a question.


McCARTHY


 (at a loss)



Ah, yes.  I'll reph-ph-phrase it.

The judge nods, and McCarthy turns to the witness.


McCARTHY



Ah, the knife was a k-k-kitchen knife.


(long uncertain pause)

Perplexed, Dr. Springfield still says nothing.  


CUT TO:

265.
FULL SHOT——ANGLE INTO THE COURTROOM

The Crown Prosecutor gets up.  Dray Anders looks anxious.


CROWN



Your Honour, we do not dispute that the knife is indeed a kitchen knife.


(dry)



It was, after all, found in a drawer in the kitchen with the other utensils.


CUT TO:

266.
RETURN TO ANGLE ON THE JUDGE, McCARTHY & SPRINGFIELD


JUDGE



Thank you.


(thoughtful pause)


(slowly)



Mrs. Anders, are you quite sure that Mr. McCarthy is the best counsel for you?  


(continues)


CUT TO:

267.
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS DRAY ANDERS——JUDGE'S P.O.V.


JUDGE  (O.S.)


(continues, suggestion)



I would be willing to grant an adjournment...if you wish time to find yourself a new lawyer.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

268.
RETURN TO ANGLE ON THE JUDGE, McCARTHY & SPRINGFIELD


JUDGE


(continues)



This is, after all, Mr. McCarthy's very first court case.


FADE OUT.


END ACT FOUR


——————————————————————


ACT FIVE
FADE IN:

269.
INT. OUTSIDE THE DOOR TO THE COURT ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE——DAY

Natalie opens the door and goes in.  Inside, down at the front, McCarthy is still cross-examining Dr. Springfield.  CAMERA FOLLOWS NATALIE AS SHE GOES IN, AND TRACKS HER ACROSS THE BACK OF THE ROOM AS SHE HEADS FOR THE SIDE AISLE ON L.S.  


McCARTHY



Doctor, is it p-p-possible that Mr. Anders c-c-cut himself in the k-k-kitchen?  Maybe helping his wife make dinner, or getting himself a snack?  Could the blood on the knife have g-g-got there that way?


SPRINGFIELD



I suppose so.


McCARTHY



Thank you.

CAMERA FOLLOWS NATALIE AS SHE GOES DOWN THE AISLE TO A SEAT CLOSE BEHIND McCARTHY'S SEAT.

McCarthy turns to the judge.  


McCARTHY



No further qu-qu-questions, Your Honour.

The judge turns her head to address the Crown Prosecutor.  


JUDGE



Do you wish to re-examine?

The Crown Prosecutor gets to her feet.


CROWN



Briefly, Your Honour.

Natalie sits down.  McCarthy heads back to his seat.  The Crown Prosecutor steps forward to address Dr. Springfield.  FOCUS SHIFTS TO THE B.G., WITH NATALIE IN F.G. ON L.S.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


CROWN


(to Springfield)



Mr. McCarthy has suggested that the blood might have come from some domestic injury to Mr. Anders.  In your examination of the body, did you come across any evidence of such an injury?

Dr. Springfield is about to answer——but then hesitates.  He thinks a moment, then goes on.


SPRINGFIELD



No.  No, I did not.


CUT TO:

270.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE——FROM IN FRONT

She frowns.


CUT TO:

271.
RETURN TO MAIN SHOT


CROWN



Thank you, that is all.


(continues)

FOCUS SHIFTS BACK TO NATALIE.  Suddenly, she gets up, and leans over to McCarthy.


CROWN


(continues)



I have no further questions for this witness, Your Honour.


JUDGE



Mr. McCarthy——?


(pauses)


CUT TO:

272.
TWO-SHOT OF McCARTHY & NATALIE——FROM IN FRONT

Natalie is leaning over the seat, whispering in McCarthy's ear.  He is turned round to hear her.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


JUDGE  (O.S.)


(continues)



Mr McCarthy!

McCarthy twists round to face the judge.


McCARTHY



Your Honour, if I c-c-could have a moment...?


CUT TO:

273.
INSERT——CLOSE ANGLE ON THE JUDGE


JUDGE



Very well.  A moment.


CUT TO:

274.
RETURN TO MAIN SHOT

FOCUS ON B.G.  In f.g. on l.s., Natalie is still leaning over the seat, and McCarthy turns back to her.  The judge glances at Dr. Springfield, and then composes herself to wait.  Dr. Springfield——who, of course, knows Natalie well——is looking in her direction with growing uneasiness.  The Crown Prosecutor also looks that way, but after a moment goes and sits down again.  


CUT TO:

275.
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF McCARTHY & NATALIE

Natalie sits back in her seat, and McCarthy turns round and gets up.


McCARTHY


(slight bow)



Your Honour.


CUT TO:

276.
RETURN TO MAIN SHOT

McCarthy gets up, going to the evidence table.  He picks up the autopsy report.  Carrying it, he heads over towards the witness box.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


McCARTHY



Dr. Springfield, this is a c-c-copy of your autop-sy report.

Watchfully, Dr. Springfield eyes the report.  McCarthy comes up and hands it to him.


McCARTHY



Would you p-p-please check the hand, Doctor.  Check the hand.


CUT TO:

277.
CLOSE-UP OF DR. SPRINGFIELD

Slightly puzzled, but wary, Springfield flips through the report.  He stops, turns on a few pages——


CUT TO:

278.
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE REPORT

——turns another page, and stops——


CUT TO:

279.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF Dr. SPRINGFIELD

——looking up at McCarthy (o.s.), with expectant dread.


McCARTHY  (O.S.)



What does it say?


CUT TO:

280.
RETURN TO MAIN SHOT

Everyone's eyes are on the witness box.


DR. SPRINGFIELD



Ah, yes.


(licks lips)



Well, my memory was a little faulty, actually.


(continues)


CUT TO:

281.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

Unsmiling.  Eyes fixed on the witness box.


CUT TO:

282.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF DR. SPRINGFIELD


DR. SPRINGFIELD


(continues)



It seems that there was a slight injury to the thumb of the left hand.


(continues)


CUT TO:

283.
QUICK FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE ANGLE

[Action as in Act One, but different angle.]  Natalie turns Chester Anders's corpse's hand over to look at it.


CUT TO:

284.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE WRIST OF THE CORPSE, WITH THE LEFT HAND TOWARDS THE CAMERA

On the thumb is a small cut.


CUT TO:

285.
PRESENT——RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF DR. SPRINGFIELD


DR. SPRINGFIELD


(continues, reluctant)



An injury not inconsistent with a minor accident with a knife...such as might occur in a kitchen.


CUT TO:

286.
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, SEATED AT HER DESK, ON THE PHONE


NATALIE  (into phone)



I tell you, Nick, McCarthy's the most incompetent lawyer I've ever heard!  How he passed the bar exam is beyond me.  And why the silly Anders woman fired HARRY WARREN!!...in order to hire this guy!

 
CUT TO:

287.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, SITTING ON THE COUCH

Nick is sitting sideways, holding the receiver (which is attached, of course, to the phone on the table behind the couch).  Nick is in his pyjamas, looking very sleepy.  The phone is drooping a bit——and he's not answering.


NATALIE  (on phone)



Nick?


(waits a moment)

Nick yawns into the receiver.


CUT TO:

288.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues, accusing)



Nick, are you there?


CUT TO:

289.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(stopping yawning)



Uh, yeah.  I'm sorry, Nat.  But I'm asleep.  At least, I should be.  You got me out of bed, y'know.


CUT TO:

290.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(tart)



So go back, then.


CUT TO:

291.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK

There is a CLICK on the line as Natalie hangs up.  With another yawn, Nick reaches over the back of the couch to hang up the phone.  Then he shifts to get up.


CUT TO:

292.
INT. NICK'S BEDROOM——CLOSE ANGLE

The covers have been pulled back.  Nick lies down, and flings the covers back over him, obviously wanting to sleep.  He lies on his back.


CUT TO:

293.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

His eyes shut.


DISSOLVE TO:

294.
INT. MEDIEVAL ROOM——TWO-SHOT OF NICK & LaCROIX——DAY

They are standing by a window that is heavily shuttered and barred.  Light shines brightly through the chinks.  


NICK


(earnest)



LaCroix, we must save her.


LaCROIX


(sensible)



I am not saying that I do not wish it, Nicholas.  I am merely saying that our chances of success are slight.

Looking haunted, Nick turns to stare at the window, worrying his upper lip with the lower one.


LaCROIX


(dry)



As you can see, it is daylight out. 


NICK


(low, unhappy)



If only we had arrived here sooner.


(bitter vigour)



Last night we could have got her out.


LaCROIX


(brisk, sensible)



We scarcely found cover ourselves before dawn.

Nick looks at LaCroix, dissatisfied.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


LaCROIX


(sighs, fed up)



Nicholas, we did not know where they were holding her; we could not rescue her until we found out where she was; and——


(hard)



——the sun was about to rise.

Nick turns listlessly away.  LaCroix shakes his head.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR as Nick leaves LaCroix and prowls over to the door, fretfully.  The door is wooden, hung with leather hinges, and has a bar across it.


LaCROIX



You might as well come and rest.


NICK


(soft, curious)



Listen.  


(gestures to door)



You can hear them talking in the public room downstairs.


CUT TO:

295.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK


MAN 1   (V.O./effect)



Noon.  They will bring her out at noon.


MAN 2   (V.O./effect)



We'll have a good show from her.


CUT TO:

296.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE


LaCROIX


(fed up)



Nicholas!  


(continues)


CUT TO:

297.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Turns to fix his eyes on LaCroix.


LaCROIX  (O.S.)


(continues)



What is the point of this?  You torment yourself with a misery you cannot alleviate.  Come noon she will die——


(continues)


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

298.
EXT. SQUARE OUTSIDE A MEDIEVAL-STYLE CHURCH——CLOSE ANGLE ON A WOMAN TIED TO A STAKE, SURROUNDED BY A HEAP OF BURNING WOOD

It is not possible to see the woman's face.  [THE CRACKLING OF THE FIRE somewhat obscures LaCroix's words.]


LaCROIX  (V.O.)


(continues, certainty)



——and there is nothing either of us can do about it.


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

299.
SUN GOING DOWN  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

300.
INT. NATALIE'S LIVING ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, SITTING ON THE SOFA STROKING HER CAT——ANGLE TOWARDS THE WINDOW——NIGHT

Natalie's attention is ostensibly on the cat——but she is listening closely to Nick, who is standing near the window (o.s.).


NICK  (O.S.)



I'm sorry, Nat.  It's just this mismatch.  You cover the day shift for someone on vacation——it gets our schedules out of synch. 


(continues)

CAMERA ADJUSTS TO MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE WINDOW, WITH NATALIE IN F.G.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(continues)



I didn't mean to suggest I didn't care.

Natalie looks round, and gives a couple of judicious little nods of the head.  Nick comes closer.


NATALIE



You were half asleep.


NICK


(shamefaced grin)



You woke me up!  And that's not easy!——I sleep like the dead!


NATALIE


(smiles)



Sorry.  I guess even vampires need their beauty sleep.


NICK


(tentative smile)



You want to tell me how things went in court?


NATALIE


(expansive)



Sure.  You've got time before you've got to get going.

She ruffles behind Sidney's ears, and puts him down on the floor.  Then she pats the seat beside her.  Smiling more broadly, Nick comes over quickly to join her.


NICK



I didn't realize you planned to go to the hearing this morning.


NATALIE



I wanted to see how it was going.

Nick sits down.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT.


NICK



From what I remember of what you said on the phone——


(interrupted)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE


(interrupts, flat)



——her lawyer's incompetent.


(shakes head)



Why on earth did she pick him over Warren!

Nick looks at her uncertain how to say that it was actually he who picked McCarthy to be Mrs. Anders' lawyer.  Natalie looks back at Nick.


NICK



Ummm——actually I fired Warren.


NATALIE


(astounded)



What!


NICK


(astonished)



Well, you said that he wasn't the best choice——


(interrupted)


NATALIE


(hurried interruption)



Yes, yes.  But——


(incredulous pause)



——McCarthy!  Nick, surely you didn't actually choose McCarthy? 


NICK


(grins)



Ac-tually, I searched a long time for McCarthy!

There is a moment of incredulous silence.


NATALIE


(astounded)



Why?!


NICK


(very reasonable)



Well, Nat, you said it yourself.  If she got off with a good lawyer, everyone'd figure she was really 


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(continues)



guilty.  But if even a fool like McCarthy can get her off!——well then everyone'll see that she has to be innocent——


(grins)



——won't they?

Natalie's mouth opens slightly——and then she gnaws her upper lip, intent on finding the right words.  As she remains silent, Nick's grin fades.  He looks puzzled.


NATALIE


(careful)



Nick...that sounds like a really clever strategy.  Only you do realize that it's only going to work if she's actually found innocent?


(continues)

Nick looks at her, clearly not following her worries.


NATALIE


(continues, more vigorous)



And, with McCarthy as her lawyer, she doesn't have a wax cat in——


(continues)


CUT TO:

301.
QUICK INSERT——FLASHBACK——EXT. MEDIEVAL SQUARE——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF JANETTE'S AGONIZED FACE, AGAINST THE STAKE, PARTLY OBSCURED BY FLAMES


NATALIE  (V.O.)


(continues)



——hell's——


(continues)


CUT TO:

302.
PRESENT——RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF NICK & NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues)



——chance of being acquitted?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK



Nat, I don't think you quite understand.


(interrupted)

Natalie puts her hand over his mouth.


NATALIE


(firm)



McCarthy's going to get her convicted.

He puts his hand to hers, but she takes her hand down.


NICK


(gentle, worried)



Nat.

She puts her hand up, in a "Stop" gesture.


NATALIE


(sharp)



No!  


NICK


(attempts to break in)



Nat.


NATALIE



No!  I don't want to hear it.


(continues)

CAMERA ADJUSTS as Natalie gets up, glaring down at Nick, who is startled by her vehemence.


NATALIE


(continues)



Your clever choice of lawyer is going to get Dray Anders convicted!


(deep breath)



Unless she when she takes the stand she says her husband beat her three times a week and twice on Sundays!——she's got nothing to look forward to but twenty-five years without parole.  


CUT TO:

303.
EXT. COURT HOUSE——FULL SHOT——DAY


CUT TO:

304.
INT. COURT HOUSE——FULL SHOT

Dray Anders is on the witness stand, with her hand on a bible.  She takes it off, and the clerk takes it away.  She looks over at McCarthy, who gets up, and walks over to the centre of the floor.


McCARTHY



Mrs. Anders, I'd like you to tell me about your life with your husband, Chester.


CUT TO:

305.
QUICK FLASHBACK——EXT. MEDIEVAL PORCH——CLOSE-UP OF JANETTE——DAY

The interior of the porch is shadowed.  Janette is struggling with two guards (nearly o.s.).


JANETTE



No!!!


CUT TO:

306.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE TV SCREEN, WITH NICK IN F.G.

The chair is turned so Nick can watch the TV, whose flickering light illumines the scene.  He is watching the six o-clock news, intent on the coverage of the trial.  It is still daylight, and the shutters are down over the windows.


MARK SEYMOUR



Today in the flowerbed murder trial, the defendant took the witness stand for the first time.


(continues)


CUT TO:

307.
INT. TRACY'S APARTMENT——ANGLE TOWARDS THE SOFA (L.S.), OVER THE TOP OF THE TV (IN EXTREME F.G.)

Vachon is lounging on the sofa, watching the news.  In b.g. on r.s., Tracy is in the kitchen.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


MARK SEYMOUR  (O.S.)


(continues)



Although admitting that she had indeed been involved in an affair with another man, Mrs. Anders insisted that her marriage had been a happy one.


(continues)


CUT TO:

308.
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, SITTING AT HER DESK

In f.g. on r.s. is the back of a tiny portable TV, which Natalie is watching intently.


MARK SEYMOUR  (O.S.)


(continues)



She told the court that her husband was fully aware of the situation, and that he was perfectly happy for her to find satisfaction outside her marriage. 


CUT TO:

309.
RETURN TO ANGLE IN TRACY'S APARTMENT

Tracy puts her elbows on the hatch, and leans out.


TRACY


(utter disbelief)



Oh, please!


(continues)

Vachon twists round to look at her.


TRACY


(continues)



Give me a break!

Vachon grins.


CUT TO:

310.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, SITTING IN THE ARMCHAIR NEAR THE TV

Eyes still on the screen (o.s.), Nick lifts the remote to switch off the TV.  


CUT TO:

311.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE TV SCREEN

ON SCREEN:  CLOSE-UP OF MARK SEYMOUR.

Nick switches off the TV with a CLICK.


CUT TO:

312.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK

He lowers the remote.  His eyes glaze over as he looks into the past.


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

313.
FLASHBACK——INT. MEDIEVAL ROOM——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK  BY THE WINDOW  (DAY)


JANETTE  (V.O./with effect)


(terrified, begging)



Not out there.


(continues)

Nick looks toward the shuttered window.


CUT TO:

314.
INSERT——THE SUN, LARGE AND BRIGHT IN THE SKY   (5 FRAMES)


CUT TO:

315.
EXT. PORCH OF MEDIEVAL CHURCH——CLOSE-UP OF JANETTE STRUGGLING WITH TWO GUARDS


JANETTE


(continues)



No, please, no.


(continues)


CUT TO:

316.
INSERT——THE SUN, LARGE AND BRIGHT IN THE SKY   (5 FRAMES)


CUT TO:

317.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF JANETTE


JANETTE


(continues, begging)



Not out there!  Not out there!


CUT TO:

318.
INT. MEDIEVAL ROOM——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK——DAY

Looking at the shuttered window.  His face shows the strain of waiting impotently for Janette to be killed.


MAN 1  (V.O.)



Bring her out!


WOMAN  (V.O.)



Burn her!


DISSOLVE TO:

319.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE JUDGE'S GAVEL BANGING DOWN


CUT TO:

320.
PRESENT——INT. COURT ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF DRAY ANDERS IN THE WITNESS BOX——DAY

Dray Anders is very nervous.  


CUT TO:

321.
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE FRONT OF THE ROOM

In f.g., the Crown Prosecutor gets to her feet.


CROWN


(silky)



I have just a few questions for you, Mrs. Anders.


CUT TO:

322.
QUICK FLASHBACK——EXT. MEDIEVAL SQUARE OUTSIDE A CHURCH——DAY

There is a stake, with wood piled below.  There is a crowd of townspeople, rich and poor——but there is also a middle-aged nobleman and his son GUILLAUME, both brightly dressed, sitting on horses.  The inside of the porch is in shadow, but a struggle can be seen.  


CUT TO:

323.
PRESENT——CLOSE ANGLE

The Crown prosecutor walks towards the witness box.


CROWN



A few questions about this relationship you had with Charles Goddard.


CUT TO:

324.
FLASHBACK——CLOSE-UP OF THE STAKE, WITH WOOD PILED AROUND

A quick shot.


CUT TO:

325.
INT. MEDIEVAL ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Nick is standing by the window, nervously attentive to everything going on outside.  However, as it is daytime, the window is shuttered:  he can hear, but not see out.


MAN 1  (O.S.)



Burn the succubus!


CUT TO:

326.
QUICK INSERT——TWO-SHOT OF CROWN PROSECUTOR & DRAY ANDERS

The Crown prosecutor quirks an interrogative eyebrow.


CUT TO:

327.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK IN MEDIEVAL ROOM

Nick turns to LaCroix, standing near the door (o.s.).


CUT TO:

328.
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR


LaCROIX


(disdain)



They don't even know she's a vampire.


CUT TO:

329.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(low, strained)



What difference does it make?  The fire will burn her all the same!


CUT TO:

330.
QUICK INSERT——FLASHBACK (AS IN ACT FOUR)——EXT. MEDIEVAL SQUARE——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF JANETTE'S AGONIZED FACE, AGAINST THE STAKE, PARTLY OBSCURED BY FLAMES

CUT TO:

331.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK IN THE MEDIEVAL ROOM

Nick turns his head back toward the window.


WOMAN  (V.O.)



Send her to hellfire!


LaCROIX  (O.S.)


(feigning boredom)



She won't burn at the stake, Nicholas.


(continues)

Nick turns sharply back to LaCroix, with sudden hope.


CUT TO:

332.
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS LaCROIX

Seeing Nick's naive response, LaCroix smiles faintly.


LaCROIX


(continues)



As soon as they bring her out from the church——


(flicks finger to window)



——she will burn in the sun.


CUT TO:

333.
QUICK INSERT——THE SUN, LARGE & BRIGHT IN THE SKY


CUT TO:

334.
PRESENT——TWO-SHOT OF THE CROWN PROSECUTOR & DRAY ANDERS


CROWN


(dry)



In the cold clear light of day, Mrs. Anders——


(breaks off)


CUT TO:

335.
CLOSE-UP OF NICK IN MEDIEVAL ROOM

Quick shot.  Face drawn with horror, Nick is about to open the shutter.  


CUT TO:

336.
INSERT——FLIGHT EFFECT——QUICK HORIZONTAL BLUR


CUT TO:

337.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK

LaCROIX COMES ON SCREEN BEHIND HIM.  He yanks Nick back hard.


LaCROIX


(low, vicious)



Fool!  It will burn us.


(continues)

He whirls Nick round to face him (INTO CLOSE TWO-SHOT), his hands on Nick's upper arms.  With careful self-control——


LaCROIX


(continues, gentle)



Nicholas, do you think this does not pain me?  I made Janette, as I made you.  But three deaths aid no one.

Nick stares in despair into LaCroix's eyes.


CUT TO:

338.
EXT. PORCH OF MEDIEVAL CHURCH——CLOSE ANGLE

Janette is still struggling vigorously.  CAMERA PULLS BACK TO CLOSE ANGLE.  Each guard holds Janette's arms, and wears a large cross around his neck.  A PRIEST is in 


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

front of her, holding a crucifix up, and others are behind.  Janette is surrounded by crosses——which weaken her, so she is able to be kept imprisoned.


JANETTE



I have harmed no one.  


CUT TO:

339.
PRESENT——RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF PROSECUTOR & DRAY ANDERS


CROWN


(contempt)



Your lies convince no one.


CUT TO:

340.
FLASHBACK——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF JANETTE'S ARM

Yanked out into the sunlight, which falls on her arm——


CUT TO:

341.
QUICK INSERT——THE SUN VERY LARGE & BRIGHT IN THE SKY 


CUT TO:

342.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF JANETTE'S ARM

——there is a SIZZLE, and smoke rises.


CUT TO:

343.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE INSIDE THE CHURCH PORCH

The pain gives Janette the strength to jerk herself back, with a SCREAM.


CUT TO:

344.
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF JANETTE'S BACK, & CROSS HELD BY A PRIEST BEHIND HER

The cross touches Janette.


CUT TO:

345.
QUICK INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF CROSS

Shining very bright.  A sudden flash——


CUT TO:

346.
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF JANETTE'S BACK

——a little smoke and a SIZZLE——


CUT TO:

347.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE IN CHURCH PORCH

——and Janette jerks in pain, SCREAMS, and struggles more.


CUT TO:

348.
RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF NICK & LaCROIX AT THE WINDOW

CAMERA ADJUSTS TO KEEP NICK IN EXTREME F.G. as he leans back against the wall in despair.


NICK


(moan)



I can't bear this.


LaCROIX


(low, but savage)



She will have to.

Nick looks at him, his head still back against the wall.


LaCROIX


(face closed)



She should never have gone off on her own.  It is her own fault.


CUT TO:

349.
PRESENT——RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF THE CROWN PROSECUTOR & DRAY ANDERS


CROWN


(smiling)



....your own fault, Mrs. Anders.  You are the one who betrayed your husband.


CUT TO:

350.
FLASHBACK——RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF NICK & LaCROIX AT THE WINDOW

LaCroix's face is hard, eyes fixed on Nick.  Nick still leans his head against the wall, but his eyes are fixed on LaCroix.  A brief staring match:  Nick blinks; LaCroix turns away.  CAMERA ADJUSTS, KEEPING NICK IN F.G. ON L.S. AS LaCROIX WALKS INTO THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM.  He turns.


LaCROIX


(simple advice)



I warned her.  Just as I've warned you.  Infatuation with a mortal leads only to trouble.  Enjoy them.  Kill them.  Forget them.


NICK


(tired)



She said she wanted to bring him over.  She said she needed the time to persuade him to become one of us.


LaCROIX


(heavy self-control)



And so——what happened when she finally spoke of us?  


(distaste)



He ran straight to his father and to his priest, begging for his soul's salvation.


(broad gesture)



He's out there now——


(continues)


CUT TO:

351.
EXT. MEDIEVAL SQUARE——CLOSE ANGLE ON THE TWO NOBLES


LaCROIX  (V.O.)


(continues, contempt)



——waiting to see——


(continues)


CUT TO:

352.
CLOSE-UP OF YOUNG NOBLEMAN 

Head erect, mouth firm.


LaCROIX  (V.O.)


(continues)



——his sweetheart burn.


CUT TO:

353.
CLOSE-UP OF THE STAKE, WITH WOOD PILED AROUND

A quick shot.

CUT TO:

354.
PRESENT——INT. COURT ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS WITNESS BOX

Giving evidence is CHARLES GODDARD, a nearly good-looking man, shifting anxiously in his seat.  


CROWN  (O.S.)



Mr. Goddard.


(continues)

CAMERA SHIFTS OVER SLIGHTLY UNTIL THE CROWN PROSECUTOR COMES ON SCREEN IN F.G.


CROWN


(continues)



Let me see if I've got this right.  You and Mrs. Anders were having an affair.  You knew she was married.  Didn't this bother you at all?


CUT TO:

355.
ANGLE ACROSS THE ROOM——GODDARD IN F.G. ON R.S.

He is looking at Dray Anders, who is looking back at him, bereft and betrayed.


CUT TO:

356.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF CHARLES GODDARD

Embarrassed.


CUT TO:

357.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF DRAY ANDERS


JANETTE  (V.O.)


(screaming)



No!!!!


CUT TO:

358.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE INSIDE MEDIEVAL ROOM——NICK IN F.G.


JANETTE  (O.S.)



Guillaume, Guillaume!  


CUT TO:

359.
FULL SHOT OF MEDIEVAL SQUARE

Janette SCREAMS again.


CUT TO:

360.
CLOSE ANGLE ON MEDIEVAL PORCH

Janette is struggling, just out of the sun.


JANETTE



Tell them I love you.  I would never hurt you.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

361.
CLOSE-UP OF YOUNG NOBLEMAN

Lips pressed tight together——clearly with no intention of intervening to save Janette.


JANETTE  (O.S.)


(continues)



Please.  Guillaume!


CUT TO:

362.
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE INSIDE MEDIEVAL ROOM——NICK IN F.G.

O.S. Janette SCREAMS.  LaCroix swings round sharply to look away towards the far wall.


CUT TO:

363.
CLOSE-UP OF JANETTE

CAMERA PULLS BACK as they finally succeed in dragging her out into the sun.  It falls——far too brightly——on her.  She SCREAMS again.  Smoke starts to rise thickly.


CUT TO:

364.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

He shuts his eyes in despair.


CUT TO:

365.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF JANETTE

SCREAMING in agony, her face veiled in smoke.


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

366.
THE SUN, VERY LARGE & BRIGHT IN THE SKY


LAP-DISSOLVE TO:

367.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

He bites his lip hard.


CUT TO:

368.
CLOSE ANGLE IN SQUARE
(FX)

The guards and priests are thickly clustered around Janette.  SCREAMING, she rises into the air, with two of the guards hanging on.  They drop back to the ground——but she continues to rise in a cloud of smoke, SCREAMING.


CUT TO:

369.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

He turns his face away.


CUT TO:

370.
PRESENT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF JUDGE'S GAVEL BANGING DOWN


CUT TO:

371.
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Face turned away.  CAMERA ANGLE SHIFTS ACROSS TO INCLUDE LaCROIX.  He turns slowly round, waiting, listening.  


JUDGE  (V.O.)



I have heard the evidence from both sides.


(continues)


CUT TO:

372.
QUICK INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF DRAY ANDERS——JUDGE'S P.O.V.

On tenterhooks, eyes fixed on the judge.


CUT TO:

373.
RETURN TO ANGLE IN MEDIEVAL ROOM

Nick slowly turns his head to meet LaCroix's eyes.


JUDGE  (V.O.)


(continues)



I am ready to render my decision in this case.


CUT TO:

374.-375.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE JUDGE'S GAVEL BANGING DOWN


LAPPED WITH

THE SUN VERY BRIGHT & LARGE IN THE SKY


CUT TO:

376.
RETURN TO ANGLE IN THE MEDIEVAL ROOM

CAMERA ANGLE SHIFTS BACK TO NICK as he slowly turns his head to look at the shuttered window.


CUT TO:

377.
FLIGHT EFFECT——EXT. WOODS——QUICK BLURRED SHOT DOWN THROUGH THE BRANCHES


CUT TO:

378.
CLOSE ANGLE DOWN ON JANETTE, THROUGH BRANCHES

She lands on the ground, on her hands and knees, wreathed in smoke.  CAMERA ZOOMS IN ON HER FROM ABOVE.  


CUT TO:

379.
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF JANETTE——LOW ANGLE

She starts scrabbling a hole in the earth with her hands.


FADE OUT.


END ACT FIVE


——————————————————————


EPILOGUE
FADE IN:

380.
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, STANDING IN FRONT OF THE FIREPLACE——DAY


NATALIE


(astounded)



My God, Nick!  I never would have thought it!


(continues)


CUT TO:

381.
CLOSE ANGLE

Nick is standing in front of the TV-end of the couch, looking at Natalie, suppressing amusement.  Natalie shakes her head in disbelief.


NATALIE


(continues, incredulous)



The judge just dismissed the charge for lack of evidence!

Nick cannot suppress a grin.  


NICK



Of course, she did.

He heads over to join Natalie.


CUT TO:

382.
CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF NICK & NATALIE

Bending close, confidentially and quietly into Natalie's ear——


NICK



I fixed the judge.


CUT TO:

383.
TWO-SHOT

Natalie springs back a step, startled, staring at Nick in utter disbelief.  He straightens, grinning at her.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK



Well, of course I fixed the judge!  I went along to her house, hypnot-ized her, and left her with a——


(twinkle)



——"suggestion" to dismiss the case.


NATALIE


(appalled)



You didn't!  


NICK


(taken aback)



Sure, I did.


NATALIE



But Nick!  That was tampering with the course of justice!  


NICK


(very startled)



Justice?  


(amused smile)



You said it yourself——what justice was there in that trial?


NATALIE


(expostulates)



Nick!


NICK


(satisfied)



No justice at all.  Sometimes it takes...a little——


(twinkle)



——judicious judicial tampering.

Natalie's face gets still and withdrawn.  Nick's smile lingers a little too long.


NICK



Nat, what's wrong?


NATALIE

  
(tight)



Justice.  Justice would be getting the vampire who killed him caught and convicted.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(expostulates)



But, Nat——you can't expect that!  I mean...I'd never find out who it was probably, and they'd never stay put for a trial——


(afterthought)



——or in jail if they were convicted——


(smiles, spreads hands)



——and who'd believe why they did it?


(joking)



Or do you expect me to tell the world about vampires?

Natalie is getting chillier by the second.  Again, Nick's smile lingers a little too long.


NATALIE



This is one of those times when you worry me.  


(emphatic)



When I see the vampire in you just a lit-tle too clearly.


(continues)

Nick starts to look watchful.


NATALIE


(continues)



When I start to see that you really haven't left your——


(distaste)



——"community".


(bitter condemnation)



When I see LaCroix in you.

There is a little pause.


NICK


(quiet, clear)



I am not LaCroix.


NATALIE


(hard rejection)



No.  But you're his son.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

For a long cold moment, she looks at him.  Then she turns, and heads for the elevator.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO HOLD ON HER IN B.G., KEEPING NICK IN F.G. ON L.S.  When she's halfway down the room——


NICK


(desperate)



I was only trying to put things right again.


(continues)

Natalie stops and turns, her lips slightly pursed.


NICK


(continues, puzzled)



Isn't that what you wanted?


DISSOLVE TO:

384.
EXT. SUBURBAN STREET——ANGLE ALONG THE STREET——DAY

A taxi in orange and turquoise green livery comes along the street, and stops in f.g.  Inside, Dray Anders leans over to hand money to the driver.  Then the door opens and she gets out.  She closes the car door, and turns to look at her house (o.s.)  For a long moment, she just looks at it, smiling.  The taxi drives off (TOWARDS THE CAMERA & O.S.).  CAMERA SHIFTS AROUND TO THE HOUSE as Dray walks up the path.  In the next door front garden, a NEIGHBOUR is weeding a flowerbed.  She looks round, and waves.  Dray waves back.


DISSOLVE TO:

385.
RETURN TO ANGLE IN NICK'S APARTMENT


NICK


(pleased)



Wasn't that what you wanted?

Natalie just stares at him, coldly angry.


FADE OUT.


THE END


—————————————————————————


———————————————




