

FOREVER KNIGHT
Season Five   Episode Fourteen

Title:  "Hard Data"

PRIVATE _ Forever Knight  1:00  A suspect dies in the holding cells; Nick recalls the early days with Natalie.

I
Disclaimer:


Forever Knight was created by James D. Parriott and Barney Cohen.  The series and all characters who appeared in the original episodes belong to Sony/Tristar.  No copyright infringement is intended.  The characters and events specific to this episode are my own.  


Copyright © Greer Watson 2004, 2023

CAST:

Nick Knight

Natalie Lambert

Capt. Reese

Tracy Vetter

Vachon

Urs

LaCroix

Sgt. Tom Gemmell

Dr. Gary Borowski

Paul Huff

Shelley White

Officer Wood

Officer Myers

bartender

Patton Cole

man in bar

Mrs. Cole

police officers, forensic investigators, Borowski's assistant
SETS:

ext. front of police 
station

ext. rear of police 
station

ext. police parking lot

int. Natalie's office

int. Natalie's apartment

int. Nick's apartment

int. police station



int. holding cell

int. Tracy's apartment


——living room


——bedroom/bathroom

int. LaCroix's study

int. broadcast booth


ext. bar & street

int. bar

int. police garage

int. locker room

various streets


PROLOGUE
FADE IN:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF LOCK IN NATALIE'S DESK DRAWER——NIGHT

A key is turned in the lock.  CAMERA PULLS BACK SLIGHTLY as the drawer is pulled open by NICK's hand.  Then the hand reaches inside, and pulls out the notebook in which NATALIE records her experiments and observations on him.  CAMERA HOLDS ON THE NOTEBOOK as it is put on the desk.  Nick's hand opens it to the last page.  Part of the right side of the page is blank, but the book is nearly full.  Nick's hand leafs idly back through the notebook for a few pages.  Then, suddenly, it is shut with a SMACK——and reopened at the beginning.  CAMERA CLOSES IN ON PAGE.


DISSOLVE TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS NATALIE'S DESK

The room is dark, lit by the desk light, which illumines only the desk and Natalie's face.  She is looking through the hard-copy of a report, pencilling in changes.  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, OVER HER DESK

There is a KNOCK at the office door.

NICK  (O.S.)



Excuse me.

Natalie looks at the door, with astonished relief, dropping her pencil on the desk.


NATALIE



Oh!


(pushes back chair)



It's been weeks.  


(continues)

CONTINUED....
CONTINUED....

CAMERA PULLS BACK TO CLOSE ANGLE as she gets up and comes round the desk.


NATALIE


(continues)



I assumed you must have changed your mind.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE SIDE DOOR

Nick is standing in the doorway, holding the door open.  He walks into the room, tentatively, letting the door close behind him.


NICK



I nearly did.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON NATALIE

She stands by her desk, fiddling with her hands nervously.


NATALIE



Actually, I almost wondered if I'd dreamed it.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO REVERSE PERSPECTIVE

Nick takes a couple of steps, looking a bit anxious.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues, nervous laugh)



I'm a doctor.  I believe in science.  I don't believe in——


(slight pause)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO REVERSE PERSPECTIVE

Nick continues slowly into the middle of the room,  looking rather more anxious.


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(continues, near-whisper)



——vampires!


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE

NICK COMES ON SCREEN.  He goes up to Natalie.


NATALIE


(continues, breathless)



Except, of course, that a scientist ought to keep an open mind.


(bites lip, tilts head)



Empirical observation...all that.  I mean——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO REVERSE PERSPECTIVE  (TWO-SHOT FAVOURING NICK)


NATALIE


(continues)



——I know what I saw.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
ONE FRAME OF WHITE


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
QUICK INSERT——FLASHBACK——FROM “Only the Lonely”——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF THE BODY BAG BEING LIFTED ONTO THE AUTOPSY TABLE


NATALIE  (V.O.)



You were blown up by a pipe bomb.  You were dead.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF THE HEAD OF THE BODY BAG

CAMERA ROTATES & CLOSES IN as Natalie's gloved hand unzips the bag to expose Nick's face.

NICK  (V.O.)


(apologetic)



I'm sorry...I really don't remember THAT part of it.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——FLASHBACK——FROM “Only the Lonely”——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——ANGLE WITH NATALIE'S LEG IN B.G. AT HER DESK, BOTTLES UNDER THE AUTOPSY TABLE IN F.G.

CAMERA SHIFTS ACROSS UNDER THE AUTOPSY TABLE TO THE GURNEY.  The puddle of blood flows backward up to the body bag.

NATALIE  (V.O.)


(sobbing laugh)



No, I don't suppose you would.  I mean——I saw you in that body bag.  And I just went to answer the phone and——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues, incredulous)



——you woke up.  You woke UP!


(shakes head)



In horror movies, dead men come back to life.  But not in my morgue.  


(bites lower lip)



Not till you.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
ONE FRAME OF WHITE


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——FROM “Only the Lonely”——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

She GASPS and turns to face Nick (o.s.) (TURNS TOWARDS CAMERA).


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

He is standing by the autopsy table.  His eyes are green, and his fangs are showing.  He turns threateningly towards Natalie (o.s.) (TURNS TOWARDS CAMERA).


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

CAMERA CLOSES IN as she backs up against the wall.


NATALIE



What the...!


(trails off)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

CAMERA CLOSES IN as he turns his face away.


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(in disbelief)



You...you were dead a minute ago.


(pause, outraged)



Who are you?

Nick turns back to her.


NICK


(thick voice)



You don't need to know.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE——NICK IN F.G., NATALIE IN B.G.

CAMERA HOLDS ON NICK as he pushes the gurney away with a SNARL.  He goes over to the refrigerated cabinet (o.s.).


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(to self)



What are you?

CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Eyes fixed on Natalie.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

She stares back.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(quiet but intense)



The true existence of my kind is our deepest secret.  You aren't afraid of me?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——FROM “Only the Lonely”——EXT. STREET——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE——NICK NEARLY O.S. IN F.G.


NATALIE


(nervous defiance)



Fear is based on ignorance.  I'd rather try to understand.  Understand who you are and...


(pause)



...what you are.

CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Searching look.


NATALIE  (O.S.)



I hold by what I said.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues)



You are fascinating.


(hasty)



Scientifically...


(catch)



...fascinating. 
(continues)

CONTINUED....

CONTINUED.... 

NATALIE


(continues after pause)



I would like to research your condition, if I may.  Study you.  Help you.  


(slight pause)



If I can.  I don't know if I can, of course, but...I'm willing to try.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE——FROM THE SIDE WALL BY NATALIE'S DESK, WHERE THE LIGHTED X-RAY PANEL IS

Natalie goes swiftly behind her desk and pulls out her drawer, removing the notebook.  She turns, holding it up.


NATALIE



Observations.  Experiments.  Treatments.  I'll record them in here——


(continues)

She goes to put the notebook back in the drawer.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF DRAWER——FROM OVER THE DESK

Natalie half-slides the notebook back in the drawer.


NATALIE  (O.S.) 


(continues)



——and keep it in here.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE


NATALIE


(continues)



Under lock and key.


(continues)

Natalie pulls the notebook back out, and slides the drawer in.


NATALIE


(continues)



Don't worry about secrecy.  


(little laugh)



I won't be telling anyone. 


(wry amusement)



I'd like to be able to publish my findings, but——uh——


(dry)



——who'd believe me?

Nick looks at her, still a bit worried.  Natalie goes back round near to him——but then hesitates, holding the notebook up by her chest.


NATALIE



There's just one thing.


NICK


(warily)



Yes?


NATALIE


(a bit embarrassed)



I can't keep calling "you" all the time.  What's your name?


FADE OUT.


END PROLOGUE


————————————————————


ACT ONE
FADE IN:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXT. POLICE STATION——NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. POLICE STATION——CLOSE ANGLE THROUGH THE DOOR OF THE CORRIDOR LEADING PAST THE CONFERENCE AREA, INTO THE CORRIDOR BEYOND

NICK COMES ON SCREEN, turning into the corridor and walking along it to the squad room.  CAMERA PULLS BACK, HOLDING ON HIM.  He walks through the door and along the corridor past the conference area.  CAMERA MOVES BACK, TURNIGN TO HOLD ON NICK as he goes along to the side corridor and turns down it.  CAMERA MOVES ALONG THE CENTRAL CORRIDOR, TRACKING NICK as he heads for CAPT. REESE's office.  He RAPS on the open door and goes straight in.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSIDE REESE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF REESE, FROM THE CORNER OF THE ROOM WHERE THE WINDOW TO THE SQUAD ROOM IS

Reese is standing behind his desk, bending down to pick up a pen that has fallen on the floor.  He straightens, pen in hand.  CAMERA SLOWLY PULLS BACK TO CLOSE ANGLE.


REESE



Oh, it's you.  How's your suspect doing?

NICK COMES ON SCREEN, walking over to stand just in front of the desk.


NICK


(laconic)



He still hasn't sobered up.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


REESE


(off-hand)



Ah, well...leave it a coupla hours.  No point in interviewing 'im——judge'd throw it out.


(pauses)

Nick nods.


REESE


(continues, mild concern)



You c'n manage on your own?


NICK


(easily, flips hand)



Sure, Cap——it's a routine case.

Reese nods slightly, his eyes on Nick.  


REESE



Hope your partner's better soon.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. TRACY'S BEDROOM——CLOSE-UP OF TRACY IN BED——ANGLE DOWN ON HER, WITH HER HEAD NEAREST THE CAMERA——NIGHT

Wearing pyjamas, TRACY is curled up in bed, covers pulled up high, looking less than well.  CAMERA SHIFTS UP & TOWARDS THE DOOR INTO THE ROOM.  The door is open, and VACHON comes in from the living room.  He has a tray with a glass of orange juice on it and a bottle of pills.  He looks concerned.


VACHON



How're you feeling?

Tracy GROANS and rolls over to look at him.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


VACHON



Time for another pill.  You want it with juice?

Tracy drags herself up to sit in the bed.


TRACY



I s'pose.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY——VACHON'S P.O.V.


TRACY


(continues)



I feel like hell.

CAMERA PULLS ROUND TO CLOSE ANGLE AS VACHON COMES ON SCREEN, GOING OVER TO THE BED——AND CLOSES BACK IN FOR TWO-SHOT as he sits down on by Tracy's legs.  She shoves herself back a bit as he puts the tray down on her lap.  Then she picks up the pill bottle, and tries to open it.


TRACY



I know it's just the flu.  It's going round.


(continues)

With a wry smile, she hands the bottle to Vachon.


TRACY


(continues)



Here, c'n you do it?  My hands won't work. 


VACHON



Sure.

He opens the bottle, and shakes out a pill.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


TRACY


(continues)



I think I know who I caught it from, even.  

Vachon hands her the pill.


VACHON



Here.


TRACY


(taking it)



Thanks.  Dr. Lambert's been off with it.

She puts the pill in her mouth, and washes it down with the juice.  Then she puts the glass back on the tray, and flops back on the pillow.


TRACY


(depressed)



I feel like the proverbial wet dishrag.


VACHON



You want I should call the doctor?


TRACY


(plaintive)



No.  What's the point?  There's nothing they can do for flu.  


VACHON



I'd feel better if you saw someone.


TRACY


(whimper, shakes head)



But then I'd have to get up.  And go out.  And the hospital'd make me wait for hours.

         (continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

TRACY

(continues)


(wry smile)



Hey, if I'm going to be sick, I'd rather be home.


VACHON


(puzzled)



What about your family physician?  Give him a call to drop in on his rounds, why don't you?  

Tracy looks at him in astonishment.


TRACY



Boy are you from a different century!  Show me a doctor who'd——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. CELL IN POLICE STATION——ANGLE INTO CELL FROM OUTSIDE

A uniformed policeman opens the door to let in DR. GARY BOROWSKI.  Borowski is a forensic pathologist, temporarily replacing Natalie.  He is about thirty years old, with light brown hair, tall and gangly.  Inside, on the floor, a young black man is lying dead.  This is PATTON COLE, the suspect in Nick's case.  


TRACY  (V.O.)


(continues)



——even dream of making house calls!

Borowski goes into the cell, and kneels down by the body.


GEMMELL  (O.S.)


(helpless)



I just found him lying there when I checked the cells!  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. REESE'S OFFICE——TWO-SHOT OF REESE & TOM GEMMELL

SGT. TOM GEMMELL is in charge of the holding cells.  He and Reese are standing by the window to the squad room.


REESE



And you've no idea how he died?


GEMMELL



He was okay when I went round at ten.  Told me to "Fuck off, pig".


REESE


(wry)



Well, that sounds alive.


(thinks)



Who else has been in to see him?


GEMMELL


(shrugs)



Just his lawyer for a bit——till he realized how drunk the guy was.  Then he said to give him a call when he was sobered up and Detective Knight was doing the interrogation.

Reese nods, thinking.


GEMMELL


(worried)



Captain...is this gonna mean S.I.U.?

Reese answers——but his eyes (and his thoughts) are elsewhere.


REESE


(dry)



Oh, yeah.  No getting away from it.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Gemmell looks grumpy, but nods.  He turns to go——then thinks of something, and turns back.


GEMMELL



Y'know...this'll be Knight's second inquiry.  That's real bad luck!

Gemmell goes o.s., shaking his head.  Reese grimaces.  CAMERA HOLDS ON HIM as he heads for the door of his office.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
LONG SHOT UP THE CENTRAL CORRIDOR FROM THE REAR OF NICK'S DESK

Reese walks around from his office——but Nick is not at his desk.  In b.g., Nick is walking up from the front, holding a file.  Reese turns round, looking for him——and then, seeing him, jerks his head to catch Nick's attention.  


NICK  (in distance)


(easily)



You want me for something?


REESE  (in distance)


(after hesitation, cautious)



Uh...could you come in my office a moment?

Nick looks a little puzzled.


NICK



Sure.  


(brief pause)



Hang on.

Reese waits as Nick walks quickly past him and leans over Tracy's desk to put the file on his own desk.  Then Nick follows Reese to the office.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. CELL IN HOLDING AREA——CLOSE ANGLE

The body lies where it was.  Pictures are being taken of the scene.  Then Dr. Borowski kneels by the body.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF DR. BOROWSKI


BOROWSKI



I'm going to have to talk to whoever found him.  


VOICE



That'd be Sergeant Gemmell.


BOROWSKI



Okay.  Find him, will you.

He turns his attention to the body, and then pries open the mouth.  


BOROWSKI



Mmmmm.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF CORPSE'S HEAD

Borowski's gloved hands turn the head to one side.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. REESE'S OFFICE——MED. ANGLE FROM THE DOOR

In f.g., Nick is standing, agitated, looking at Reese.  The captain is standing over beside his desk, looking seriously at Nick.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(disbelief)



You're saying I'm suspended?!!


REESE


(sober)



No.  No, of course not.  But I want you at your desk till the situation's clarified.  Write up your report on the case.  They'll want to see it.

Nick's eyes drop.  He bites his lip.  Reese gives him a considering look.


REESE



Look, the guy was drunk, Nick.  The autopsy'll probably show he passed out.  Vomited and choked to death.  Wouldn't be the first time a drunk died that way in custody.


(continues)

Nick nods, slightly less tense.


REESE


(continues)



If anyone's on the hook here, it's Tom Gemmell.


(continues)

Nick nods.


REESE


(continues)



After all, he was in charge down in Holding.


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(interpolation)



Yeah.


REESE


(continues)



Did he check the cells——could Cole've been saved.  All that.


(continues)


NICK


(interpolation)



Yeah.


REESE


(continues)



So don't sweat it till you have to.

Then——deliberately ignoring the stress Nick is still feeling——Reese turns and goes slowly behind his desk.  Nick looks up, blindly across the room to the corner with the filing cabinet.


REESE



Look, I gotta make some calls.  My wife for one.  No way I'm getting home.


(continues)

He pulls out his chair, and looks at Nick.


REESE


(continues)



You better stick around the station.

Nick belatedly looks at Reese.


NICK



Uh...right.

Nick hesitates, but leaves as Reese picks up his phone.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS REESE'S DOOR

The door is shut.  Nick opens it and comes out.  He hesitates, and then pulls the door shut.  Looking somewhat dazed, he walks along to stand in f.g. beside Tracy's desk.  He shakes his head slightly, almost involuntarily, in his disbelief at the situation.  CAMERA PULLS BACK SLIGHTLY.  Nick goes round to his own desk (only his torso seen in extreme f.g. as he rounds the desks).  CAMERA TURNS SLIGHTLY TO HOLD ON HIM.  He slowly pulls out his chair and sits down.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——INT. CELL IN HOLDING AREA——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE CORPSE'S LEFT HAND, BEING BAGGED TO PRESERVE EVIDENCE


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF BODY

Being rolled into a body bag by two men.


BOROWSKI  (V.O.)



Take the body——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
ANGLE INTO THE CELL FROM OUTSIDE

Dr. Borowski is standing outside the cell, looking in at the men loading Cole's body into the body bag.


BOROWSKI


(continues)



——straight to the morgue.  I'll do the autopsy immediately.

One of the men looks round and nods.  O.S. PHONE RINGS.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. REESE'S OFFICE——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS DESK

Reese reaches for the phone.  CAMERA SLOWLY CLOSES IN.


REESE



Captain Reese.


(suddenly alert)



Oh, Commissioner.  How are you, sir?


(listens)

His face falls:  Tracy's father has heard about Cole.


REESE



Ah, yes.  Yes, it is her case, sir.


(hasty)



At least, it was her case——hers and Knight.  


(listens)



Yes, sir.  Yes.  No, I don't like it any more than you do, sir.


(listens)



No, your daughter and her partner aren't involved in any way.  The guy died in the cells.  No, sir.  She's off with flu.  Wasn't even in.


(listens briefly)


REESE  (into phone)



Oh, you didn't.  She didn't?


(grimaces)



Well, the memo was circulated, sir.  If she didn't get the shot——


(breaks off)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, FROM BEHIND HIS CHAIR

Sitting at his desk.  He runs his right hand up through his hair and scratches the back of his head.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO SHOW THE DOOR TO REESE'S OFFICE IN B.G.  Sgt. Gemmell is crossing the squad room, heading for the door.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE  (into phone)



I'll keep you posted.  Right, Commissioner.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF GEMMELL AT THE DOOR

Gemmell RAPS on the half-open door.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS REESE'S DESK——FROM THE WALL ADJOINING WITH THE FRONT OFFICE

Reese looks up from hanging up the phone.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF GEMMELL, IN THE DOORWAY——REESE'S P.O.V.


GEMMELL



Okay if I go home?——I'm off shift.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE


REESE


(mildly exasperated)



No, of course not——you have to talk to S.I.U.  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF GEMMELL


GEMMELL



Great.

He leaves, heading for the rear exit.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE

Reese slumps back in his chair with a SIGH.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK

He stretches himself, and then reaches for his phone.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. TRACY'S BEDROOM——CLOSE-UP OF TRACY, ANGLE FROM THE SIDE OF THE BED AWAY FROM THE DOOR, BED-LEVEL

The room is dark.  Looking tired, Tracy half sits up.


VACHON  (O.S., distant)



No, she's in bed.

Tracy slowly pulls herself up to a sitting position.


TRACY



Who is it?


VACHON  (O.S., distant)



Hang on a minute.

There are FOOTSTEPS as Vachon crosses the living room.  Tracy swings her legs out of bed.  The DOOR OPENS.
  
CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

CAMERA SHIFTS OVER SO VACHON IS ON SCREEN IN THE DOORWAY.  Tracy's eyes squint against the sudden light.


VACHON



It's Knight.


TRACY



What's he want?


VACHON


(stating obvious)



To talk to you.


TRACY


(after pause)



Tell him I'm coming.

She starts to heave herself up.


VACHON



You should stay in bed.


TRACY


(tired, irritated sigh)



Oh, just tell him.


VACHON


(shrug)



Okay.

He disappears back into the living room.  Tracy slowly gets up and crosses the bedroom to the door.


CUT TO:

59a.  INSIDE LIVING ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF VACHON  (TRACY'S P.O.V.)
He holds out the receiver to her theatrically. 

CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
REVERSE PERSPECTIVE

Vachon in f.g.  Tracy walks over, and takes the receiver.


TRACY  (into phone)



Nick?  What's up?  


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——MED. ANGLE

In f.g. the men from the cell are lifting the body bag onto the autopsy table.  In b.g., Dr. Borowski is standing by the desk, buttoning up his lab coat.


TRACY  (V.O.)


(continues)



Something gone wrong with the case?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF TRACY & VACHON

Tracy is listening to Nick.  Vachon (with his vampire hearing) is listening too.  After a long pause....


TRACY


(flat)



Oh, my God.


(listens)


(taken aback)



Uh, yeah...okay.


(looks at Vachon)



He wants to talk to you.

She holds out the phone, and Vachon takes it.


VACHON  (into phone)



Knight?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK  (into phone, low)



Vachon, I don't want Tracy to hear this.  I don't know how much trouble I'm in this time...but it can't look good being involved in two deaths——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
QUICK INSERT——FLASHBACK FROM `Night Vision' (Teaser)——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF BARREL OF GUN——ANGLE TOWARDS GUN

BRIGHT FLASH & NOISE as it fires.

CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK  (into phone, low)


(continues)



——in two years...both of them——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF COLE'S BODY, LYING ON THE AUTOPSY TABLE

Cole's body is now out of the body bag, but still fully dressed.  O.S., standing behind the table, is Dr. Borowski, in his gown and gloves.  Standing beside Borowski to his left is his LAB ASSISTANT——or, more accurately, Natalie's assistant.


NICK  (V.O.)


(continues)



——black men.

CAMERA ANGLE ADJUSTS UP TO CLOSE-UP OF BOROWSKI.  He is looking down at the body.  He looks at his lab assistant.  ANGLE SHIFTS OVER TO TWO-SHOT.  


BOROWSKI



We'd better start with the clothes.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, SITTING ON THE AUTOPSY TABLE

O.S., Natalie is turned to her desk, looking at some notes she has made.  Nick unbuttons his shirt sleeves.


NICK


(embarrassed grin)



I feel a bit weird about this.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS NATALIE——NICK'S P.O.V.

Natalie turns round, with a professional manner.  She is wearing a lab coat, with a stethoscope around her neck.


NATALIE


(light, brisk)



Just think of it as your regular check-up at the doctor.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(plaintive)



But I don't go to the doctor.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS NATALIE


NATALIE


(suppressing laughter)



Well, yes, I suppose that's true.  


(pauses)



Well, Mr. Knight...think of it as your first regular check-up with your doctor.  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK

He is just finishing unbuttoning his shirt.


NICK


(worried)



You want me to take off all my clothes?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS NATALIE

She takes a step or two towards the table.  


NATALIE



I can leave the room while you undress...if it'll make you feel more comfortable.  


(thoughtful)



Actually, I probably should.  Your GP would.  


(brisk)



I'll get a gown for you.


(continues)

CAMERA HOLDS ON HER as she heads round to the cupboard, turning to talk to him as she goes.


NATALIE


(continues, bright)



But I warn you...I am going to have to examine you pretty thoroughly. 


(dry humour)



Your GP'd do that, too.  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(a bit flustered)



I s'pose.


(pulls his shirt out)  

CONTINUED....
CONTINUED....


NATALIE  (O.S.)



If you had one.

Natalie's FOOTSTEPS cross the room.  A cupboard DOOR opens.  Then her FOOTSTEPS return.  Nick takes his shirt off, reluctantly, folds it, and puts it down on the autopsy table beside himself.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT AS NATALIE COMES ON SCREEN.  She hands him a lab coat.


NATALIE



Here you are, Mr. Knight.  I'll be back in a couple of minutes.

She goes o.s.  Nick holds up the lab coat, wryly.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXT. CORONER' BUILDING——NIGHT  (STOCK)


BOROWSKI (V.O.)



You see that?


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE ANGLE, AUTOPSY TABLE IN F.G.

Dr. Borowski is doing the external examination of Cole's body, now without its clothes.  He points at the thigh, and his assistant looks down at it.


BOROWSKI


(continues)



Help me turn 'im over.  We'll see how far it extends.

He and the assistant turn the body over onto its back.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. REESE'S OFFICE——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS DESK——DAY

Grey dawn.  CAMERA CLOSES IN.  Reese is busy looking through several files on his desk.  The phone RINGS.  He puts down the file he's holding, and picks it up.


REESE



Captain Reese, here.


(listens)



How the hell'd your paper——?


(breaks off, depressed)



Yeah, well.


(listens)



No, we don't know yet.


(listens)



I don't know that I would.  Not without authorization.  But that's not the same thing as lying.  If I say we don't know, we don't know.  The autopsy isn't finished, even.


(listens)



No, I can't release a name.


(listens)



Yeah, they've been notified.  They're sending someone——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
DREAM——INT. INTERROGATION ROOM——TWO-SHOT OF SHELLEY WHITE & PAUL HUFF——ANGLE UP  (NICK'S P.O.V.)

SHELLEY WHITE and PAUL HUFF were the S.I.U. investigators in the episode `Night Vision'.  They are standing, side by side on one side of the table, glaring down at Nick (o.s. seated on the other side of the table).


REESE  (V.O.)


(continues)

 

——now.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


WHITE


(chilly)



So, Knight.  First Rainey and now Cole.  Making a habit of it?


HUFF


(hard)



We couldn't prove it last time——but you won't be so lucky now.


WHITE


(immediately)



It's an open-and-shut case.


HUFF


(finishing sentence)



Isn't it——?


REESE  (V.O., faint)


(as if finishing)



——Knight?  Hey, Knight!


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. SQUAD ROOM——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S ARM & REESE'S HAND

Nick is lost in daydream, slumped down in his chair, left arm on the desk.  Reese is standing in the central corridor, shaking Nick's upper left arm.  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NICK——ANGLE FROM BEHIND, IN THE CORRIDOR

Nick jerks, disoriented.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT.


NICK


(disoriented)



What?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

CAMERA CONTINUES TO PULL BACK TO CLOSE ANGLE as Reese moves round to stand beside Nick's desk and rests his left hand on it to give a casual impression.  Nick shifts in his seat, straightening up, and looking at Reese.


NICK


(more alert)



You wanted something, Captain?


REESE


(brisker)



Yeah.  Those S.I.U. guys've arrived.  They're in my office.


FADE OUT.


END ACT ONE


———————————————————


ACT TWO
FADE IN:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXT. POLICE STATION——DAY


WHITE  (V.O.)



It looks pretty straightforward to me.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. END OFFICE IN THE POLICE STATION——CLOSE ANGLE——DAY

Nick is sitting at a table (l.s.), with White sitting opposite (r.s.) and Huff standing against the wall behind her.  Captain Reese is sitting kitty-corner to Nick behind him.


WHITE


(continues)



At least as far as the case against Cole is concerned.  Just a fight over a girl.


NICK



It wasn't exactly hard to solve.  It had to be Cole.  

Huff and White nod.  Huff moves closer to the table.


HUFF



But you didn't pick him up right away.  Uh...


(slight hesitation)



...the night before last.


NICK


(slightly defensive)



We went round to his place but he wasn't there.  We had back-up.  You
(continues)

CONTINUED....

CONRINUED....

NICK

(continues)



can check with them.  He wasn't at home, and they didn't know where he'd gone.  So I put out an A.P.B. before going off shift.


HUFF



Yeah.


WHITE


(nods)



Right.  That's the one thing.  Your partner went home early.


NICK


(dry)



She went home sick.  

Reese shifts in his chair, and sits forward.  White and Huff look at him.


REESE



Flu, looked like.  It's that time of year.


(continues)

They nod.  Reese grimaces and shakes his head.


REESE


(continues)



She should've got her flu shot!——the memo went round.


WHITE



That's okay.  It's not important.


NICK



I called her earlier.  She's home in bed.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


HUFF



It's not important.


WHITE


(back to business)



So, when was Cole picked up?


NICK



I got a call from the Desk about five saying someone on the Day Shift had picked him up at a bar.  


HUFF



Five.  


NICK



Yeah.


WHITE



And you come on shift at——?


NICK



Nine.


WHITE



And you came in——?


NICK



About seven thirty.

Huff and White share a glance.  Then they turn to Nick.


WHITE



I would've thought——shift or no shift——that you'd've come in when you heard he'd been picked up.


NICK


(feigning ease)



Ah...that's not really feasible.  You read my file last time you were here——didn't you?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


HUFF


(shifts against wall)



Yeah, we did.


WHITE



We know you have an allergy to sunlight.  But it's not that bad, surely?  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF NICK, SITTING ON THE AUTOPSY TABLE

He's wearing just the lab coat Natalie gave him.


NICK


(wry)



You have no idea, Dr. Lambert!  Believe me——sun and vampires do not mix.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
TWO-SHOT

Natalie is standing a couple of feet away from Nick.


NATALIE


(fascinated)



As bad as that?  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE IN END OFFICE


WHITE


(as if continuing)



I'm surprised you got hired with it.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(reasonably)



But it's not a disability stops me doing my job!


HUFF



Except you had to wait till after dark to come talk to Cole.


NICK


(uneasy grin)



Wouldn't've made any difference.  He was drunk as a skunk.  I came in, he was still making no sense.

The others look not entirely convinced.


NICK


(feigning light tone)



Well, look at it this way.  I've never had any trouble——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE ANGLE ON NICK, RUNNING ON A TREADMILL

Wearing a grey sweatsuit and jogging shoes.


NICK  (V.O.)


(continues)



——passing the physical!


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE


HUFF



Yeah, okay.


(glance at White)



Well, I think that's it for now.  Stick around the station for a bit in case we have more questions, though, okay?

Nick nods, and pushes his chair back.  He glances at Reese, who shrugs.  CAMERA ADJUSTS as Nick gets up.


WHITE



Oh, the sergeant in charge of the holding cells yesterday.  Thomas Gemmell?


REESE



Gemmell, yeah.


WHITE



Is he still in the building?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
SUNRISE  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
SQUAD ROOM——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS END OFFICE FROM BACK OF ROOM——DAY

Nick comes out of the end office.  CAMERA HOLDS ON HIM as he crosses into the squad room.  Gemmell is hanging around, looking nervous.  He goes up to Nick.


GEMMELL



Hey, Knight.  How's it going in there?


NICK


(gestures back)



They want you now.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


GEMMELL



Yeah.  I figured.


(glance at office)



Get it over with.


(rubs forehead)



Oh, man, Knight.  My blood pressure's going sky high.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
QUICK FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S LEFT ARM——NIGHT

With pressure cuff on.  CAMERA PULLS BACK TO TWO-SHOT.  Nick is sitting on a stool by the lab bench, and Natalie is taking his blood pressure.  Natalie has an expression of utter disbelief on her face.  Nick looks amused.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

Nick turns round back from looking after Gemmell, who is just going into the end office.  CAMERA HOLDS ON NICK as he heads up the central corridor to his desk.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF NICK & NATALIE

Natalie has Nick's left arm tucked under her arm; she is pressing in the crook of the elbow, trying to find a vein.


NATALIE



This isn't so easy.

Nick looks down at her bent head, a bit amused by it all.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK



Maybe if it were tighter.


NATALIE


(looks up, concerned)



I don't want to hurt you.


NICK


(amused)



You won't do that.


(pause)



Not that I think you're going to manage to raise a vein.

She smiles wryly.


NICK


(wry twinkle)



I did TELL you.


NATALIE


(rueful)



I wasn't sure whether to believe my eyes or get the equipment checked!  


(straightens)



I can't figure out how anyone could have blood pressure that low.  


(wry grimace)



Not and still be walking around alive.


NICK


(lightly)



Ah, well.  That's the point, isn't it?  I'm not alive.


NATALIE


(firm)



Mr. Knight——I know dead.  


(dry)



I autopsy dead.  


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

NATALIE

(continues, firm)



And whatever you are——you're not dead.  Believe me.


(continues)

Nick looks at her with a polite indulgence born of centuries of certainty about his condition.  


NATALIE


(continues, dry)



A vampire you may be——a zombie no. 

She adjusts the pressure band, and searches for a vein.


NATALIE


(frustrated)



I need blood.


NICK


(grins down at her)



You sound a vampire yourself, Dr. Lambert.


NATALIE


(looks up)



Hah!

She turns to get a syringe, and then sticks it in his arm.


NATALIE



That's better.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP——SYRINGE IS FILLED WITH BLOOD


NATALIE


(continues)



I've got a battery of tests'd make your head spin!


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT

Natalie steps back, and puts the syringe away on the instrument tray, picking up a band-aid.  But, when she turns back to Nick, she starts with surprise.


NICK



What?

He glances down to see what has surprised her.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE CROOK OF NICK'S ARM——UNMARKED FROM THE NEEDLE


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


NATALIE



It's healed!


NICK


(matter of fact)



Well, of course.


NATALIE



You said you healed fast——I'd no idea you meant this fast.


NICK


(matter of fact)



Oh, yeah.


NATALIE


(holding up band-aid)



You won't be needing this then.


(wry smile)



But I want to get hard data on this healing of yours.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF DR. BOROWSKI——DAY

He steps back from the autopsy table and strips off his gloves.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT WITH THE LAB ASSISTANT.  Borowski pulls down his mask.


BOROWSKI



Can you clean up?  I'd better get over to the station and tell Reese.

The assistant nods.  Borowski strips off his lab coat.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE ALONG THE SIDE CORRIDOR AT THE REAR EXIT——DAY

Well after sunrise:  the night-time lighting is no longer needed.  Nick's desk is, however, sufficiently far from any windows to be out of any direct sunlight.  The rear exit door opens and Dr. Borowski walks in briskly, and heads up the side corridor towards Reese's office.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
MED. ANGLE TOWARDS NICK'S DESK, FROM THE CENTRAL CORRIDOR AT THE FRONT OF THE ROOM

Nick is sitting at his desk, glumly.  Dr. Borowski is walking up the side corridor.  Nick spots him as he goes to Reese's office and KNOCKS on the door.  


NICK


(calls)



He's not there.

Dr. Borowski comes back along the corridor to look over the side partition.  Nick gestures to the end office.


NICK



He's with the investigators from S.I.U.  Talking to Tom Gemmell.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


BOROWSKI



Ah.  Thanks.

He goes back along the corridor.  Nick gets up uncertainly, and then comes out from his desk.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. END OFFICE——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR

Sgt. Gemmell is sitting where Nick had been earlier.  Behind him, in the corridor outside, Dr. Borowski can be seen coming up to the door.


GEMMELL



No, half hour checks——I told you.

There is a KNOCK at the door.


REESE



Come in.

Borowski opens the door and comes in.  Reese gets up, looking concerned to see him.  Huff and White look at Borowski, wondering who he is.  Gemmell twists round to look at him.


REESE


(to Borowski)



Please tell me he puked and choked himself to death.


BOROWSKI


(regretful)



I wish I could.


(pauses)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF DR. BOROWSKI, IN THE DOORWAY

CAMERA PULLS BACK, HOLDING ON DR. BOROWSKI as he comes further into the room.


BOROWSKI


(continues)



Unfortunately, it seemed unlikely even when I examined the body in the cell.  It didn't look like he'd vomited.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE TOWARDS REESE


REESE


(low, intense)



Damn.

He sits back down suddenly, looking worriedly into space.  NICK COMES ON SCREEN IN B.G.  (in the squad room, having come up the central corridor from his desk).  He hovers.  Borowski looks inquiringly at Huff and White.


REESE



Ah, yes.


(continues)

He gets back up, and gestures to the investigators.


REESE


(continues)



Paul Huff and Shelley White.  From the Special Investigations Unit.


(continues)


BOROWSKI


(interpolates)



Pleased to meet you.

In b.g., Nick drifts towards the open door.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


REESE


(continues)



Dr. Borowski.  Forensic pathologist with the Coroner's Office.


HUFF



Ah, right.


WHITE


(half-question)



You've finished the autopsy, then.

Reese sits back down, looking a bit tense.


BOROWSKI



Yeah.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF DR. BOROWSKI

In b.g., Nick appears in the doorway.


BOROWSKI


(continues, crisp)



He died of a pulmonary embolism.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF REESE

Slight frown.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF DR. BOROWSKI

Behind him, Nick sidles into the room, staying near the door in order to avoid sun coming in the windows.


BOROWSKI


(continues, crisp)



A blood clot shifted from elsewhere in his body and lodged in his lung.

He glances back over his shoulder at Nick, but then turns back to the others.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

Reese sits back in his chair, eyes fixed on Dr. Borowski, only slightly more relaxed.


WHITE


(wary)



A natural death you're saying?


BOROWSKI


(wry grimace)



But then we have to go back to the cause of the cause of his death.


(continues)

 
CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF DR. BOROWSKI


BOROWSKI


(continues)



The blood clot almost certainly dislodged from one of the bruises...


(grimaces)



...which more or less cover Cole's body.


(pauses for effect)



I'm sorry, Captain.  Whoever did it...Cole was beaten to death.

There is a moment of stillness.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——SQUAD ROOM——LONG SHOT

People come and go.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

Slight stirring.


REESE


(depressed)



Yeah.


HUFF



Knight, you might as well stop hovering in the doorway like that and come on in.


(continues)

Looking a little sheepish, Nick moves further into the room, sidling along the inside window that looks onto the squad room.


HUFF


(continues)



This obviously concerns you as well as the rest of us.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF DR. BOROWSKI


BOROWSKI



The time frame is crucial, obviously.  The development of the bruises indicates that the beating occurred about eight hours before death.  He'd been dead about half an hour when I saw him at eleven thirty.  So that would place the attack at three o'clock.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE


WHITE


(crisp)



With what degree of precision?


BOROWSKI


(shrugs)



Well, you know how these things are.  Within an hour either way?


HUFF



Two-thirty to four-thirty.


BOROWSKI


(nods)



I'd say.

White bites her upper lip, and glances round at Huff.  Reese looks unhappy.  Nick shifts his feet.


BOROWSKI



What time was he arrested?


NICK

I got the call at——


(breaks off)

Nick looks at White.



WHITE

The booking records say——


(breaks off)

White looks at Nick.

Nick looks down, and White turns back to Borowski.


WHITE


(continues)



He was booked in at four-twenty-five.  We haven't seen the arrest report yet.


NICK



I got the call he'd been arrested at five.  But I didn't come in till seven-thirty.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Reese raises his right hand, index finger pointing in the air.


REESE



I can confirm that.


HUFF



Which lets Knight out.  He's down as seeing the prisoner at seven-forty-two.

Nick relaxes, leaning back against the wall.


WHITE


(crisp)



But it still leaves the arresting officers in the picture.  Also the sergeant in charge of the cells. 

Gemmell looks very uncomfortable at this.  Nick looks at him.  Reese turns to White and Huff.


REESE



Or he could've been beat up in a bar fight before the squad got there.


WHITE


(quick)



Oh, yes.

Reese gets up, and puts his hands on his hips.

  
CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——TWO-SHOT OF NICK & REESE

Reese looks dissatisfied.  Nick shifts his feet again


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK



Captain, we should get on the bar angle.  Cole's history...that's the likely story.  He's the type to get in a fight, and——


(interrupted)

Reese looks quickly round at Nick.


REESE


(interrupting)



Knight.  You're off shift.  It's late——go home.  And when you come back in...get the full report on this case written up and handed in.


NICK


(dissatisfied)



Yes, but....


(to White & Huff)



Look...I want to help.  


REESE



This isn't your case any more.

Nick looks back at Reese.


NICK



You know no one on the force did this.

Reese's eyes go to Gemmell (o.s.).


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF SGT. GEMMELL

Trapped in his own worries.  Hardly paying any attention to the conversation.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT

Reese's eyes are on Gemmell (o.s.).  Nick is looking at Reese.


HUFF  (O.S.)


(gently)



He's right, Detective.  It's a death in police custody.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

Nick looks round at Huff.  Dr. Borowski is looking at Nick.  Sgt. Gemmell is still preoccupied.


HUFF


(continues)



And no longer your case.  Cole's never going to trial!——just write it up and move on.

Nick glances quickly at Reese.


REESE


(to White & Huff)



But, of course, if there's any information Knight can help you with he'll be happy to oblige.


WHITE


(getting up, to Reese)



Of course.

Realizing that he's being dismissed, Nick reluctantly heads for the door.  


BOROWSKI



Look, you don't need me.  You've got my preliminary report.    


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


WHITE



Thanks, Doctor.

Borowski nods to her.  Passing Nick, he holds the door open for Nick to leave.  


BOROWSKI



Knight.

Reluctantly, Nick leaves.  White and Huff turn to Reese.


HUFF


(brisk)



We'll need to talk to the arresting officers.  Myers and Wood.

Borowski follows Nick out of the room.


REESE



I'll call them in.

The others look at one another consideringly.  Borowski shuts the door.  Through the window, Nick heads into the squad room.


WHITE



Call them in, Captain.  But don't tell them why.

Reese grimaces, nods, and heads for the door.  Huff follows him closely out of the room.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS NICK'S DESK, WITH SIDE CORRIDOR BEHIND

Nick stops by his desk, and pulls out his chair.  Dr. Borowski is walking along the central corridor.  In b.g. Reese and Huff come out of the end office and walk up the side corridor heading for Reese's office.  Borowski stops by Nick's desk.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


BOROWSKI



Knight, do you mind if I say something?

Startled, Nick straightens and turns to Borowski, leaving his chair out.  CAMERA CLOSES TO TWO-SHOT.


NICK



No, of course not.


BOROWSKI


(hesitant)



Dr. Lambert...she speaks well of you.


NICK


(slightly puzzled)



Thanks.


BOROWSKI



So, may I give you a word of advice...since she isn't here?


(continues)

Nick looks wary.


BOROWSKI


(continues)



The Special Investigations Unit's not the enemy.  If anyone on the force beat a suspect so badly he died of it...then they're the enemy.  A cop like that stands for everything you ought to want to stop.

CAMERA ANGLE SHIFTS TO FAVOUR NICK.


NICK



Yes, but it's not——


(breaks off)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

Borowski just looks down at him.


NICK


(dismissive)



I don't think you'd understand.  

CAMERA SLOWLY CLOSES IN ON NICK.


BOROWSKI


(crisp)



No.  You're right.  You can't be so naive as to think that there's never been a cop killed a suspect.  Are you saying if they did it——


(pointed)



——if a cop did it——it shouldn't be investigated?

[By this point, Borowski is o.s.]


NICK


(hastily)



Of course not.


BOROWSKI  (O.S.)


(flat)



Closing ranks.  What you always do.  

Nick looks abashed.


FADE OUT.


END ACT TWO


———————————————————


ACT THREE
FADE IN:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXT. POLICE STATION——DAY  (STOCK)


cUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. SQUAD ROOM——ANGLE UP THE CENTRAL AISLE TOWARDS THE REAR EXIT——DAY

Cops pass along the corridors, and chat at the water cooler.  CAMERA ANGLE SHIFTS TO THE LEFT TO A CLOSE ANGLE ON NICK'S & TRACY'S DESKS.  Nick is sitting at his desk, leaning back in his seat.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S HEAD

He yawns widely.


NATALIE  (V.O.)



Wider, please.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE——NICK'S P.O.V.

O.S. Nick is sitting on a chair by the lab bench.  Natalie is shining down his throat a little light that she holds in her left hand. 


NATALIE


(curious)



Are they as sharp as they look?

HER RIGHT INDEX FINGER APPROACHES THE CAMERA.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
QUICK INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE'S FINGER PRESSED AGAINST A FANG


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

Snatches her finger away, grimacing.  She looks at it.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF FINGERTIP

A small mark, with a drop of blood.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S MOUTH

Involuntarily, he licks his lips.


NATALIE  (O.S.)



Apparently yes.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE, OVER NICK'S DESK TOWARDS THE SIDE CORRIDOR

Nick is slumped in his chair, lost in memory.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXT. REAR OF POLICE STATION——MED. ANGLE

A squad car pulls up and parks.  MYERS and WOOD get out.  Both are in uniform——having been called in by Reese while on patrol.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. SQUAD ROOM——MED. ANGLE ALONG THE CORRIDOR AT THE REAR TOWARDS THE HALL INTO THE REST OF THE BUILDING

Myers and Wood come through the door, and along the rear corridor.  CAMERA PULLS BACK, HOLDING ON THEM AS THEY WALK ALONG TO THE SIDE CORRIDOR.  CAMERA TURNS TO HOLD ON THEM AS THEY HEAD DOWN THE SIDE CORRIDOR.  They RAP at Reese's closed door.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Half asleep in his chair.


REESE  (O.S., faint)



Come in.

There is the sound of an OPENING DOOR and FOOTSTEPS as Myers and Wood go into Reese's office.


MYERS  (O.S., faint)



Captain?  We got a call you wanted to see——


(cut off)

There is the CLICK of a light switch.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——MED. ANGLE

Completely black.  Unseen, Nick is sitting on the edge of Natalie's desk (r.s.), Natalie is standing by the door.


NICK



No.  Nothing at all.  There are no windows here.


NATALIE



Okay.  Let me try this.

A small penlight is turned on, pointed away from Nick towards the wall.  It's dim, and little can be seen.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NICK——NATALIE'S P.O.V.

(FX)

Very dim.  He turns his head towards her.  His eyes suddenly flash brightly.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(startled)



Oh!!!


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE  (VISUAL EFFECT)

Nick can see her clearly with his vampire night vision——which makes the little beam show up brilliantly.


NICK  (O.S.)



What is it?


NATALIE



Your eyes!  I——


(breaks off)

Directing the light at her path, she heads over to him.  
CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

Dark, except for the dim little flashlight.  Natalie's FOOTSTEPS are audible.  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK

AS NATALIE COMES ON SCREEN IN F.G., CAMERA CLOSES IN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT.  She bends close, peering into his eyes.


NATALIE



Fascinating.  No wonder you see like a cat.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
QUICK INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF ONE OF NICK'S EYES, WITH THE PUPIL FLASHING IN THE DARK LIKE A CAT'S
(FX)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT


NATALIE



I'll get the light.

She moves back o.s.  There is a THUD as she bangs into the corner of the trolley holding the instrument tray.


NATALIE  (O.S.)



Ow.

FLIGHT SOUND EFFECT.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
MED. ANGLE

Normal illumination.  Nick is standing by the light switch, his hand just coming down from it.  Natalie is leaning on the autopsy table with her right hand, rubbing her leg with her left.


NICK



You okay?


NATALIE


(ruefully)



Yeah.  You'd think by now I'd know the layout of the room.

She straightens as Nick heads over to join her, and turns round with her back to the table.  


NATALIE


(continues)



The structure of your eyes.  Okay, I think I've got the night vision bit.


(continues)

Nick joins her.  CAMERA CLOSES IN FOR TWO-SHOT.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE


(continues)



But I've no idea yet what makes them change colour.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S EYES  (NORMAL COLOUR)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE——NICK'S P.O.V.


NATALIE


(continues)



You want to do that for me again?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
TWO-SHOT  (ANGLE AS BEFORE)

Nick turns his face to the side.  He half-snarls, then starts to turn back with his fangs out and eyes green.  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S EYES


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE'S FACE

Fascinated.


CUT TO:


NATALIE



Hmmmmm.  I wonder if——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


NATALIE


(continues)



——there's some way I can catch the shift?  


(continues)

She raises a little light to look in his eyes.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE'S EYES

Her hand comes up, switching on the little light.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S EYES 


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(continues)



On film, maybe? 


(continues)

He blinks as the light shines in his eyes.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE'S FACE


NATALIE


(continues)



No, keep your eyes open.  I need to examine them.  I just wish I'd——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S EYES 


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(continues, wistful)



——done an opthalmology——


(continues)


DISSOLVE TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Nick is still slumped in his chair, nearly asleep.  


NATALIE  (V. O.)


(continues)



——rotation.  

After a pause for us to appreciate Nick's slumber, CAMERA ADJUSTS TO ANGLE UP TOWARDS THE SIDE CORRIDOR.  Capt. Reese is leaning over the partition with the side corridor, having just come from the end office.


REESE


(mild)



I thought I told you to go home.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NICK——SAME ANGLE

He jerks into awareness, and looks round.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE


REESE


(continues)



God knows, I am.  Asleep on my feet!


NICK


(wry)



It's a lovely sunny day, Joe. 


REESE



What?


(gets it)



Oh.


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

He glances up to the front of the room.


REESE


(continues)



Yyyyeah.


(after hesitation)



Hang on.  


(reaches out hand)



Hand me that phone.

Nick hands up his desk phone, and Reese punches a number.


REESE



My wife's brother's got a——


(into phone)



Oh, hi, Lyle.  It's Joe.  Look, that little van you use for deliveries. C'n you scoot it down to the station house for me so I can borrow it for an hour?


(listens briefly)



Hey, thanks.

He hands the phone back to Nick, who hangs it up.


NICK



I appreciate it.

Reese shrugs, and waves it away.


NICK



How's it going in there?  What'd Wood and Myers say?


REESE



Nothing.  Yet.  I told them to wait till their union rep gets here.


(continues)

Nick nods.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


REESE


(continues, wry)



As it is, they——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. POLICE LOCKER ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE——DAY

In f.g., Myers and Wood undress——handing their uniforms to a LAB ASSISTANT for bagging.  In b.g., Reese and Huff oversee the operation.


REESE  (V.O.)


(continues)



——weren't too crazy about handing in their uniforms.  But Huff and White got a court order on it.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. INTERROGATION ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE, FROM ONE-WAY MIRROR——HUFF & WHITE IN F.G., FACING MYERS

Tape recorder on the table.  Myers sits stolidly in civilian clothes.  CAMERA CLOSES IN SLOWLY ON MYERS.


WHITE



At what time did you learn that there was a warrant for the arrest of Patton Cole?


MYERS



When I came on shift.  


(slight pause)



Briefing——during the briefing.  Before we went out.


WHITE



And how did you learn where Cole was?...in order to pick him up?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


MYERS


(after pause)



On the advice of counsel I decline to answer that question at this time.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
TWO-SHOT OF HUFF & WHITE

Exchange glances.  Then they look back at Myers (o.s.).


HUFF



Did anyone tell you where to find Cole——or did you just spot him at the bar?


MYERS  (O.S.)



On the advice of counsel——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF MYERS


MYERS


(continues)



——I decline to answer that question at this time.


WHITE  (O.S.)



Did you know Patton Cole by sight?  Had you ever seen him before?


MYERS



On the advice of counsel——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. POLICE GARAGE——CLOSE ANGLE ON SQUAD CAR——DAY

This is the car that Myers and Wood were driving.  A couple of boiler-suited forensic investigators are going over it.


MYERS  (V.O.)


(continues)



——I decline to answer that question at this time.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. CORRIDOR OUTSIDE THE INTERROGATION ROOM——TWO-SHOT OF MYERS & WOOD

Myers comes out of the door to the interrogation room.  His partner, Wood, is waiting outside, also in civilian clothes.  The two exchange glances.  Then Myers heads up the corridor (towards the squad room), and Wood goes into the interrogation room.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. TRACY'S LIVING ROOM——CLOSE-UP OF THE WINDOWS

Blankets have been thumbtacked over them to ensure that no light comes in.  CAMERA PANS OVER TO THE COUCH.  Vachon is lying asleep, curled on his side.  On r.s., Tracy's bedroom door is open.  CAMERA CLOSES IN ON VACHON.  There is the sound of a tentative COUGH.  He stirs, and half-opens his eyes.  O.S. the BED CREAKS as Tracy sits up.  Vachon's eyes close.  Sound of BLOWING NOSE o.s.  CAMERA PULLS BACK as Vachon swings his legs off the couch, gets up, and goes to look in the bedroom.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
BEDROOM——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF TRACY'S HAND GROPING FOR A KLEENEX FROM A BOX ON THE BEDSIDE TABLE——ANGLE TOWARDS THE BED

Her hand takes the last Kleenex in the box.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF TRACY——SAME ANGLE

BLOWING HER NOSE into a well-used Kleenex.  She pulls her hand back, turning to see that the box is now empty.


TRACY



Damn.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF WASTEPAPER BASKET BY THE BED

Overflowing with used Kleenex.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS BEDROOM DOOR

Vachon is standing in the doorway, looking in.


VACHON



I'll get another box.

He heads back into the living room.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF TRACY

She nods, and buries her face in the new Kleenex, LOUDLY BLOWING HER NOSE.  O.S. FOOTSTEPS can be heard as Vachon looks quickly round the living room, and then goes into the bathroom by the door from the living room.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE BATHROOM DOOR

FOOTSTEPS inside, and the sound of a CUPBOARD DOOR OPENING.  Then Vachon comes to the door of the bathroom.


VACHON



You seem to be out.  You'll have to use this.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

He proffers a roll of toilet paper.


TRACY  (O.S.)


(muffled)



Give it here.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXT. POLICE STATION——DAY


WOOD  (V.O.)



On the advice of counsel I decline to answer that question at this time.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. INTERROGATION ROOM——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF TAPE RECORDER

White's hand CLICKS the recorder off.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
TWO-SHOT OF HUFF & WHITE

Huff is getting up.  White reaches out to take the tape out of the tape recorder.  Then she gets up too.


HUFF



Stonewalling.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE UP THE CORRIDOR LEADING FROM THE SQUAD ROOM TO THE INTERROGATION ROOM

Huff and White are walking along to the squad room.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


WHITE



It's so predictable, it'd be funny——if it wasn't so frustrating.


HUFF



And, of course, the real joker is...they probably don't have anything to hide.

CAMERA TURNS TO HOLD ON THEM AS THEY COME OUT INTO THE SQUAD ROOM AND WALK TOWARDS THE REAR EXIT.  The detectives at the desks cast sidelong glances at them.  Ahead of them a uniformed cop turns into the central corridor——balks at the sight of them——and turns back to walk along the side corridor.  White pushes the rear exit door open, and they go out.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXT. POLICE PARKING LOT——MED. ANGLE——DAY

Huff and White walk along, heading for their own car.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE ON THE CAR——DOWN DRIVERS' SIDE

White unlocks the driver's door, and opens it.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSIDE CAR, DRIVING ALONG THE STREET——CLOSE-UP OF WHITE, DRIVING


HUFF  (O.S.)



Turn left at the next light.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
STREET——THE CAR DRIVES TOWARDS THE CAMERA & TURNS LEFT AT THE INTERSECTION


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXT. STREET OUTSIDE BAR——LONG SHOT——DAY

This is the bar where Cole was arrested.  It's fairly rundown, in a poorer neighbourhood.  People are hanging out on the street.  Cars are parked, but there are a few spaces.  White's car drives along, and stops to back in.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE FROM THE SIDEWALK, ALONGSIDE THE PASSENGER'S SIDE OF THE CAR

Huff gets out, and shuts the car door.  CAMERA PULLS BACK TO BRING WHITE ON SCREEN.  She walks round the front of the car to join Huff.  They look at the bar (o.s.).


WHITE



So that's it.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE AT ENTRANCE TO THE BAR

Huff opens the door, and enters.  White catches the door.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. BAR——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR

Huff is walking in from the door, and White is just coming inside.  The door shuts behind her.  They head for the bar.  Only a couple of people are sitting there.  The BARTENDER comes over to them.  CAMERA SLOWLY CLOSES IN.


BARTENDER



What can I do for you?

Huff and White show him ID.  He looks wary.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


HUFF



Paul Huff, Shelley White.  We're from the provincial Special Investigations Unit.


BARTENDER



What's that?

They ignore the question.


HUFF



A man was arrested here yesterday afternoon.  Were you at work then?


BARTENDER



You police?


(heavy pause)



Yeah.  I was here.  'Bout two-thirty or so, I guess.


HUFF



You remember what happened?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
ONE FRAME OF WHITE


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——CLOSE-UP OF PATTON COLE

He leans forward (TOWARDS THE CAMERA), dangerously angry.


COLE



You say that?  You say that?

He is pulled back by another man, who has a firm grasp on his left shoulder.


MAN



Hey, take it easy, Patton.  He——


(interrupted)

Patton twists round, and punches the man in the face.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——TWO-SHOT OF HUFF & WHITE

Stony faced.


HUFF



So there was a fight?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF BARTENDER

He shrugs.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF HUFF & WHITE


WHITE



How bad a fight?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF BARTENDER


BARTENDER


(dry)



Bad enough the cops showed.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF HUFF & WHITE


HUFF



The guy who was arrested.  This guy——


(breaks off)

He pulls a photo from his pocket, and holds it out.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF BARTENDER

He leans forward to look at the photo.


HUFF (O.S.)


(continues)



——was he injured in the fight?

The bartender looks at Huff, startled.


BARTENDER



Him?!  He's the guy started it all.  Why'd you think he was the one they hauled off?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——TWO-SHOT OF COLE & MYERS——ANGLE UP

Myers, holding Cole's arms from behind, is hauling him backwards.  As they move back, ANOTHER MAN gets slowly up off the floor in f.g.  


COLE


(to man)



——get you, you bastard.  Can't say that to me!  Fucking kill you!


(to Myers)



Get the fuck offa me.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF BARTENDER


BARTENDER


(dry)



No, I wouldn't say he was hurt.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXT. BAR——MED. ANGLE——DAY

Yellow `Crime Scene' tape crosses the open doorway.  A boiler-suited forensics investigator is heading towards the door with a case in hand.  Huff and White come out of the bar, ducking under the tape.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
TWO-SHOT OF HUFF & WHITE, AS THEY WALK ALONG


HUFF



What'd'you think?  


WHITE


(laconic)



As crime scene's go, this one's about as contaminated as they get.


HUFF



Yeah.  

CAMERA HOLDS ON THEM AS THEY HEAD FOR THEIR CAR.


WHITE



I'm sure we're talking manslaughter, here, Paul.  No intent.  


HUFF



More a fluke.

CAMERA TURNS TO HOLD ON THEM AS THEY PASS.


WHITE



Be a different matter if he'd been cut...or shot.

CAMERA ADJUSTS TO HOLD BOTH OF THEM IN SHOT as White heads out into the street to go round to the driver's side of her car.


HUFF



Y'know, Shelley, I doubt if the cops even knew he'd been hurt.  Hyped like that, he wouldn't've acted injured.

She pulls out her car keys from her pocket.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


WHITE



Yeah——even in the cell.  They just figured he was drunk.


HUFF


(dry)



He was drunk.

White opens the car door.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSIDE CAR——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS PASSENGER DOOR

Quick shot.  In extreme f.g., White leans over to unlock the door.  Outside, Huff opens it.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF WHITE

She sits back, and puts the key in the ignition.


WHITE



The question is...when'd the clot shift to his lung?  How long'd it take for him to die?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF HUFF

Fastening seat belt.


HUFF


(slight uncertainty)



I think those things are pretty quick.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF WHITE

Turns the car on.


WHITE



Yeah.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXT. REAR OF POLICE STATION——MED. ANGLE——DAY

Huff opens the rear door and goes in, followed by White.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE ON REAR EXIT

Huff and White come along the corridor into the squad room.  CAMERA HOLDS ON THEM as they turn to go along to the end office.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EARLY SUNSET SKY OVER A CITY STREET


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXT. POLICE PARKING LOT——CLOSE ANGLE

Capt. Reese is locking his car.  He turns to leave.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. SQUAD ROOM——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS END OFFICE, FROM REAR 

Inside the office, Huff and White are standing, talking.  In f.g., Reese is walking along briskly——initially intending to go to his office.  But he pauses, and then opens the end office door.  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——TWO-SHOT OF HUFF & WHITE——ANGLE FROM THE DOOR

They turn around to Reese (o.s.).


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE FROM THE DOOR

Reese walks in, stopping a few feet from Huff and White.


REESE


(tentative)



I wondered...how is it?  Can you say?


HUFF


(dry)



Y'know...you might tell your guys things'd get cleared faster if they talked to us.


REESE


(unsurprised)



Lawyered up, did they?


WHITE


(very dry)



Considering the opinion most cops have of suspects who call for a lawyer——it's ironic how many of them do it.

Reese grimaces wryly.  Huff doesn't meet his eyes.


HUFF


(as if finishing)



——as soon as we get called in.


REESE



Yeah.  Well.

He nods to himself, then gives them a half-wave and heads out of the room.  White pulls out a chair and sits down.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
SUN SLIPPING BELOW THE HORIZON  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. TRACY'S APARTMENT——TWO-SHOT OF URS & VACHON AT THE FRONT DOOR

Vachon is holding the front door open, stepping back so that URS can come in, holding a plastic shopping bag.


VACHON



You get it?


URS



Yeah.

Vachon closes the door behind her.  CAMERA PULLS BACK as they walk into the living room.


URS



You know, Javier——I never thought of you as the nursing type.


VACHON



Well, Tracy needs someone.

They stop by the hatch to the kitchen, and Urs pulls four double-sized boxes of Kleenex out of the bag, one by one.  Vachon raises an eyebrow at the sight.


URS



They were on sale.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. CORRIDOR IN POLICE STATION——TWO-SHOT OF NICK & MYERS, FAVOURING MYERS

Nick backs Myers hard against the wall.  The police officer is too startled to protest.  ZOOM IN ON MYERS' FACE.  HYPNOTIC HEARTBEAT STARTS.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S FACE

Green vampire eyes.  Hard stare into Myers' face (o.s.).  HYNOTIC HEARTBEAT.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF MYERS

Face blanks out.  LOUD HYPNOTIC HEARTBEAT.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S FACE

LOUD HYPNOTIC HEARTBEAT.


NICK


(hard, compelling)



What happened, Myers?  What happened to Cole?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF MYERS

LOUD HYPNOTIC HEARTBEAT.


COLE  (V.O.)


(vicious)



Damn cops.


(continues)


DISSOLVE TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——EXT. BAR——MED. ANGLE——DAY

LOUD HYPNOTIC HEARTBEAT.  Myers and Wood manhandle Cole out of the bar.  Their prisoner is handcuffed, but still struggles with them.  Their squad car is parked at the curb.  They head toward the car with Cole.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


COLE


(continues)



Let go of me, you fuckin' bastards!  Got nothin' to do with you!  Let me go!  's none of your fuckin' interferin' business.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
TWO-SHOT OF COLE & MYERS——ANGLE TOWARDS THE CAR

Myers opens the rear door, while Wood (nearly o.s.) holds Cole from behind.  Then Myers starts to push Cole inside, a hand on his head.  Cole twists round.


COLE


(with loathing)



Kike pig.

A split second reaction:  Myers shoves Cole hard against the hood of the car.  CAMERA ADJUSTS ROUND as Wood hauls 

Cole upright.  Myers grabs Cole by the back of the neck.  CAMERA CLOSES IN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF MYERS & COLE.


MYERS


(with menace)



Oh, we're taking the long road back to the station house.


FADE OUT.


END ACT THREE


—————————————————————


ACT FOUR
FADE IN:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. SQUAD ROOM——MED. ANGLE UP CENTRAL CORRIDOR TOWARDS THE REAR OF THE STATION——NIGHT

CAMERA TRACKS NICK as he walks briskly along the end corridor past the conference area, goes over to the side corridor, and turns down it to RAP at the end office door.


WHITE  (O.S.)



Come in.

Nick opens the door and goes in.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. END OFFICE——MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR——HUFF & WHITE IN F.G.

Nick holds the door open, and looks in with an ingratiating smile.


HUFF



Did you want something?


NICK


(half question)



I was just wondering how things were going.

White gives a slight SIGH, and puts her hand to her head.


HUFF


(to self)



Yeah.  Right.

White takes her hand down.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


WHITE


(flat)



We need to talk to the pathologist again.  Borowski.  But he's out on another case right now.  At a Chinese restaurant.


NICK



Oh.


HUFF



So, if that's all...?


NICK



What did you want to talk to him about?


WHITE


(slight irritation)



The autopsy results.


HUFF


(hasty)



There's probably nothing.  On the face of it, it's probable Cole got beat up in a fight at the bar. 


WHITE


(as if finishing)



——but we need to be sure.


HUFF



Yeah, exactly.


WHITE


(as if continuing)



——so we want to check details.

Nick nods.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


HUFF



But, at the moment it looks as though things'll check out all right.


NICK


(quick)



Well, that's good.  Right.

He leaves, shutting the door.  Outside he hesitates.


WHITE


(to Huff)



Do you think we'll get the whole parade of 'em?


HUFF



Oh, yeah.

Outside in the squad room, Nick heads for the rear exit.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLIGHT EFFECT——BLURRED WINDOWS UP THE LEFT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
AERIAL VIEW OF TORONTO AT NIGHT  (STOCK)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. TRACY'S KITCHEN——CLOSE-UP OF VACHON

He pours a glass of orange juice.  O.S. COUGHING.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. TRACY'S BEDROOM——CLOSE-UP OF TRACY, SITTING UP IN BED——ANGLE TOWARDS THE WALL WITH THE LIVING ROOM

Tracy is COUGHING hard into a Kleenex, hacking up phlegm.  She throws it automatically into the waste basket (o.s.), reaches for another, and continues COUGHING.  ANGLE SHIFTS TOWARDS THE DOOR WITH THE LIVING ROOM, KEEPING TRACY IN F.G.  Vachon comes over to stand in the doorway, holding the glass of juice.  Tracy lowers the Kleenex with a grimace.


TRACY



Was the news on earlier?

Vachon takes a couple of steps into the room.


VACHON



Yeah, but I didn't want to wake you.


TRACY



You get any sleep?


VACHON


(offhand)



Yeah, sure.


TRACY


(dully)



You pin those blankets over the window?


VACHON


(twinkle)



Trace, I'm okay.  

She nods, dully, and then stretches out on the bed.


TRACY


(groan)



Oh, God.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

CAMERA ADJUSTS as Vachon comes up to the bed.  He puts the juice down beside the box of Kleenex, looks at Tracy with some concern for a moment, and then sits on the bed.


TRACY



What'd the news say about Nick?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXT. POLICE STATION——CLOSE ANGLE ON ENTRANCE——NIGHT

The dead man's mother, MRS. COLE, is going up the steps.  She pulls open the door and goes in.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. REESE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF MRS. COLE——FROM IN FRONT

She is sitting in the armchair in front of the desk, angled so that it is near the common wall with the next office.  She has her knees firmly together, her handbag on her lap, and a no nonsense look on her face.  O.S. Reese is sitting in the chair behind the desk, his weight on his left side, left elbow on the desk.


REESE  (O.S.)


(quiet, sensible)



It's got nothing to do with it, Mrs. Cole.


MRS. COLE


(persistent)



But it is the same officer from last year, isn't it?  They said on the news....


(breaks off)

She looks at Reese inquiringly.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE

Reese edges his chair closer to the desk, putting his other elbow on it too.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE


(earnest)



Mrs. Cole.  What you have to understand is that there are a lot of detectives working out of this station.  Coincidences happen.  But this particular detective...he was cleared last year...


(slight indignation)



...the press has no right to go raking it all up again!


(very earnest)



And he has nothing to do with this tragic loss of yours.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF MRS. COLE

Suspicion about this——but uncertainty.


REESE  (O.S.)


(continues)



He wasn't even on duty.  He wasn't in the station.


MRS. COLE



Yeah.


(long pause)

She looks at Reese consideringly.


MRS. COLE


(continues)

Well, if he wasn't here....


(trails off)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE


(polite assurance)



He was at home.  I know he was at home because he was telephoned there to tell him about your son's arrest.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
QUICK INSERT——RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF MRS. COLE

She is about to speak.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF REESE

He raises his hand quickly to forestall her.


REESE


(continues)



And it was his home phone not his cell phone.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF MRS. COLE

She nods——slowly, thoughtfully.


MRS. COLE



Yeah.  Yeah, okay.


(slight pause)



And the other cops?...who arrested him?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF REESE


REESE



The situation's still under investigation.  I don't know how it'll turn out.


(smiles)



It's not us do it, y'know.  It's the civilian——


(interrupted)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF MRS. COLE


MRS. COLE


(interrupting)



Special Investigations.  I know.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE

Mrs. Cole gets to her feet heavily.  


MRS. COLE



I'm taking up your time.

Reese gets up, hurriedly.


REESE



Not at all.


(hesitates)



I'm sorry for your loss.

Mrs. Cole gives him a wry look.


MRS. COLE



Yeah.  Well....


(continues)

She steps forward, reaching out to shake Reese's hand.  Concealing some surprise, he shakes her hand.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


MRS. COLE


(continues)



I've got no illusions about Patton.  He was bound for trouble.

She turns and walks towards the door, and Reese starts to sit back down.  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXT. STREET BY THE BAR——LONG SHOT——NIGHT

The door is still taped off.  The lights are off over the door and in the window.  In f.g. Nick stands silhouetted black against the street lights, looking at the bar.


LaCROIX  (V.O.)


(suggestive)



Something troubles you.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. BROADCAST BOOTH——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF LaCROIX——LIT RED

LaCROIX


(continues)



Some moral dilemma.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
STREET BY THE BAR——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK, FROM IN FRONT

Troubled.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO LONG SHOT

Nick moves forward, heading for the door to the bar.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF LaCROIX


LaCROIX


(continues)



Tell me about it.  Tell...


(brief pause)



...the Nightcrawler.  Let me help you in your trial.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NICK AT THE ENTRANCE TO THE BAR

Nick walks up to the door, and looks through the glass.


LaCROIX


(continues)



I am impartial in this, as in all things.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
QUICK INSERT——LIMBO SHOT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF A PAIR OF SCALES HELD BY LaCROIX'S HAND

LaCroix is wearing a judge's robe and wig (though this is not evident in this shot).  He makes the scales swing up and down.


LaCROIX


(continues)



Let me weigh the right and the wrong.  Gauge the sides——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF LaCROIX'S EYES


LaCROIX


(continues)



——and then——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
QUICK SHOT——RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF SCALES


LaCROIX


(continues)



——play——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF LaCROIX IN WIG


LaCROIX


(continues)



——judge.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK AT THE ENTRANCE TO THE BAR——ANGLE AS BEFORE

He turns away.


LaCROIX  (V.O.)


(continues)



As you wish.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. NATALIE'S APARTMENT——MED. ANGLE THROUGH TO THE LOBBY

Natalie is walking from the lobby to the living room, with Nick trailing her.  She is wearing a bathrobe over a nightgown, her hair uncombed——pale and ill.  Nick is looking at her with concern.


NICK



Should you be up?

He stops in the doorway.  Natalie turns round.


NATALIE


(tired reassurance)



I'm a lot better.  Don't fuss.

Nick takes a tentative step or two.


NICK



I dunno...maybe I should've taken a few days off work.


(continues)

Natalie looks blank.


NICK


(continues)



To take care of you.


NATALIE


(astounded)



How??


(laughs)



You could hardly stay.  I don't have a spare bedroom!


NICK


(awkward smile)



Yeah, but....


(trails off, shrugs)

CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE



Anyway, it's a bit late now.  I'm up.  I'm better.


(encouraging grin)



I'll be back at work in a few days.


NICK



If you're sure...?

Natalie makes a dismissive gesture.  Then she turns, and goes and sits down on the sofa.  Belatedly, Nick follows.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE ON SOFA

Nick is standing on l.s.  Natalie pats the cushion beside her (on her left).


NATALIE


(encouraging)



I don't think you just came over to hand me Kleenex.  Something else is bothering you.

With a shamefaced smile, Nick crosses over to sit on Natalie's far side.  CAMERA CLOSES IN TO TWO-SHOT.


NICK



Did you see the news?  About the guy who died at the station?


NATALIE



Yeah, but I figured...whatever THEY said, you'd be cleared.  Immediately.  I mean——


(slight contempt)



——you know the news!


(continues)

Nick nods slightly.

CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE


(continues)



Yeah, it was your case...but from what they said the guy was injured in the daytime.  You're not out in the day.  Your medical file'd clear you, if nothing else!


(continues)

She puts her hand on Nick's knee, and leans towards him a little, to hearten him.


NATALIE


(continues)



Don't worry about the TV, Nick.  They're just out for ratings.


NICK


(hasty)



That's okay.  It's not that.

Natalie looks blank:  if Nick isn't worried about the investigation, then what?  Nick hesitates.  He gnaws his lip, and drops his eyes.  CAMERA CLOSES IN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT.


NATALIE



Nick, what is it?


(close look)



What've you done?  You look——


(embarrassed laugh)



——guilty.


(shrewd)



Yeah, and I know that look.  It's some vampire thing, isn't it?  Something you don't think I'd approve of.

Nick looks up, guiltily.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——HIGH ANGLE DOWN

The shutters are down.  In b.g., the elevator door is shoved open loudly.  Nick ushers Natalie in.  She looks round, wonderingly.


NATALIE



It's...quite something.  You like high ceilings?

CAMERA CLOSES INTO MED. ANGLE.  As Natalie stands, looking around, Nick moves further into the room.  When she doesn't follow, he stops and turns round.


NATALIE


(air of discovery)



You have a kitchen, I see!  Do you use it at all?


NICK



Only the refrigerator.


(uncertain)



I'm sorry, Dr. Lambert.  I...uh...don't really have much hospitality to offer you.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF THE INSIDE OF THE REFRIGERATOR

O.S. Natalie is looking into the fridge, whose door is held open by Nick.  There are several bottles of blood.


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(controlling surprise)



Oh my.  


(continues)

CAMERA ADJUSTS TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE.  


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE


(continues)



Are those all blood?

She turns to Nick.  CAMERA PULLS BACK TO TWO-SHOT WITH NICK (IN F.G.).  He looks at her, and pulls the door wider open in order to reach past her and take a bottle out.  He pulls out the cork and holds the bottle under her nose.  She sniffs, and then turns her head away.


NICK



But, as I told you, it's not human blood.

He corks the bottle and puts it back.  CAMERA ANGLE SHIFTS TOWARDS THE WINDOWS.  Closing the door of the refrigerator (o.s.), Nick heads for the piano.  Natalie takes a couple of steps after him, and then stops, looking at what he is doing.  He picks up a remote from on top of the piano, and points it at the shutters.  They WHINE upwards.  Natalie looks at them with interest.


NATALIE



I see!

Dark outside.  Nick puts the remote back.  As the shutters go up, Natalie walks over to him, watching them.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
TWO-SHOT OF NICK & NATALIE


NATALIE



Very practical.

Natalie walks over to the fireplace.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO HOLD ON HER, KEEPING NICK IN F.G. ON R.S.  There she turns, and looks at back at Nick consideringly.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS NICK——NATALIE'S P.O.V.

He looks at her uncertainly, wondering what she's after.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(cautious)



You do realize that...if I succeed in this endeavour...there will be great changes in your life.  


(mild significance)



And in your lifestyle.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE TOWARDS NATALIE, NICK IN F.G.


NICK



Yes.


NATALIE



Profound changes.


NICK


(easily)



Of course.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

She shakes her head slightly, dissatisfied with the ease of his response.


NATALIE



No, I don't think you really do understand.  You are so used to just...


(slight hesitation)



...being what you are.  You drink 
         (continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

NATALIE

(continues)



blood.  You see in the dark.  You fly!


(decisive)



Mr. Knight, I think it would be good for you to try to make some changes in your life.  Make them now.  To prepare you...for the changes that are going to come to you.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Uncertain, puzzled.


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(continues, firm)



Get used to living as humans do.


(pauses)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues)



For example.  Flying.  Let's take flying——humans can't.


(hasty)



Except in planes, of course.


(pauses)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Uncertain, puzzled.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues)


(little nod to self)



Yes.  You should stop.  Drive a car, take the subway...whatever.  And...


(inspiration)



...hypnotizing people.  The way you tried to do me.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S FACE

He drops his eyes for a moment.


NICK



I hypnotized Myers to find out what really happened.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE TWO-SHOT OF NICK & NATALIE

Natalie nods:  no big surprise, really:  he's always hypnotizing people.  Nick looks up, worried.


NICK



The trouble is...from what the S.I.U. investigators've said...


(pauses)



Nat, I think they're going to clear them.  I think they think Cole got beaten up in a bar fight.  But...


(worried look at Nat)



...that's not what Myers told me.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——EXT. ALLEY——CLOSE ANGLE——DAY

Behind a Chinese restaurant.  A large heap of big, well-stuffed black plastic garbage bags is by the back entrance, along with a few rough wooden packing crates.  At the end of the alley, the squad car is parked across the entrance.  

In f.g., Myers and Wood are beating Cole up.  They punch him back and forth between them until he falls down onto the garbage bags on his back.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
TWO-SHOT OF MYERS & COLE

Cole lies on a split garbage bag, struggling to get up.  Myers starts to kick him in the side.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——TWO-SHOT OF NICK & NATALIE

Natalie shifts away, looking round front, concerned.


NATALIE


(silent)



Oooooh.


NICK


(worried)



I don't know what to do.  I tried to hypnotize Myers into confessing——


(wry grimace)



——but he really really doesn't want to go to jail.  It's totally out of character for him to confess.

Natalie looks around with a SNORT of wry laughter.


NATALIE



Oh, surprise.


CONTINUED...

CONTINUED....


NICK


(wry smile)



Yeah.  And Wood's the same, I'm sure.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. POLICE LOCKER ROOM——TWO-SHOT OF MYERS & WOOD

Empty except for Myers and Wood.  


WOOD



All day.  All bloody day, they keep us hanging around here.  If we're suspended, then let us bloody be suspended.  


(sullen)



I could go home and work in the basement, or something.


MYERS



What'd'you tell 'em?


WOOD


(sullen)



What could I tell them?

Myers continues to look at Wood, concerned.


WOOD


(stating obvious)



I told them what the lawyer said to tell them.  


(flat)



Zippo.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. REESE'S OFFICE——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF REESE'S PHONE, WITH A LIGHT BLINKING

REESE'S HAND COMES ON SCREEN, and picks up the receiver.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF REESE, AT HIS DESK


REESE



Captain Reese, here.  Uh, yes, sir.


(listens)



Well, it's not really my decision, sir, is it?  Until they're ready to make a statement——


(breaks off)

He listens for a bit more, looking unhappy.


REESE


(faintly hopeful)



I could put you through to the office they're using.


(listens briefly)



Uh, yes, sir.

He puts the phone down, leaving his hand resting on it for a moment.  Then, reluctantly, he gets up.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
SIDE CORRIDOR BY THE END OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF REESE

He KNOCKS on the door, and then opens it.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
END OFFICE——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR

Reese sticks his head in.


REESE



I hope I'm not disturbing you?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
MED. ANGLE FROM THE DOOR

Huff and White look round at Reese from their paper-shuffling.


WHITE



No, that's all right.  Come on in.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOOR

Reese comes on in, and shuts the door.  He walks over near the table.


REESE



Look, I know you're not going to make any press announcement until you're ready.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE FROM THE DOOR

Reese hovers by an empty chair.  His hand goes out to pull it out, but then drops.


REESE


(continues)



But I just got a call from Police Commissioner Vetter.  Who's concerned about negative publicity.


(continues)

Huff and White wait patiently.  Reee pulls the chair out.


REESE


(continues)



I know this isn't your priority.


(continues)


CONTINUED...

CONTINUED....

He sits down.


REESE


(continues)



But just in case you were near to making a decision...


(continues)

A slight nod from White and Huff.


REESE


(continues)



...then you might consider that if you talk to the press now, the television news crews can get the film back to the station in time for the late night news.

There is a polite pause.  Reese heaves himself out of the chair, looking apologetic.


REESE



And the Commissioner would get off my back.

White leans forward slightly, with some sympathy.


WHITE



His daughter's the Detective Vetter who was working the case, isn't she?

Reese nods.


WHITE


(to Huff)



We really are close to making a determination, Paul.

Huff hesitates, and then turns to Reese.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


HUFF



You have TOLD him she's not involved?


REESE


(startled)



Of course!

Huff and White share a glance.


HUFF



I don't like being pressured by the police brass.

White nods.  Then she looks at Reese.


WHITE



We haven't quite got through here, yet, y'know, Captain.  And your officers——Myers and Wood——haven't exactly been cooperative.

Reese SIGHS, and nods.


HUFF


(faint dry twinkle)



But, if you like, I'll call Vetter——and talk to him myself about it.


REESE


(hasty)



No.  No, please.  That's all right.  I'd rather he wait.


FADE OUT.


END ACT FOUR


————————————————————


ACT FIVE
FADE IN:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. NATALIE'S LIVING ROOM——RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF NICK & NATALIE  (AS IN ACT FOUR)——NIGHT

CAMERA PULLS BACK as Nick gets up.  He walks several feet away (TO L.S. in FAR F.G.).  


NATALIE


(tentative)



Nick.

He turns round.


NATALIE


(embarrassed)



Not wanting to change the subject, exactly, but——


(bites lip)



You mentioned Gary.  He's using my office, I know.  Did you——?  I asked you——


(interrupted)


NICK


(interrupting)



Oh.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
QUICK INSERT——FROM Prologue——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S HAND REACHING INTO NATALIE'S DESK DRAWER——NIGHT

The hand reaches inside, and pulls out the notebook in which NATALIE records her experiments and observations on him.  CAMERA HOLDS ON THE NOTEBOOK as it is put on the desk.  

CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO SHOT


NICK


(continues)



Uh, yes.  But I left it back at my place.


NATALIE


(relieved)



Just as long as you got it.


NICK



Yeah, I did.

He hesitates, and takes a couple of steps back towards her.  CAMERA CLOSES IN ON HIM AS HE TALKS.


NICK


(worried, earnest)



Y'know, Nat——that really isn't a good place to keep it.  Those notes of yours...they're pretty explicit.  Just locking it in your desk!  I mean——


(admission)



——okay, it is LOCKED, but——


(earnest)



——anyone could get hold of the key if they felt they needed to get something out of there.  Or...


(slight embarrassment)



...break the lock.  That's not exactly a custom job you've got.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE



I know.  But I do most of the tests on you in my office.  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE ANGLE TOWARDS THE AUTOPSY TABLE FROM NATALIE'S DESK

Nick is sitting on the autopsy table.  CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND TO THE END OF THE TABLE as Nick swings his legs up on the table.  He turns round to look at Natalie (o.s.).  She is behind him (o.s.) at the lab bench.


NICK



Dr. Lambert?

CAMERA ANGLE SHIFTS TO BRING HER ON SCREEN IN B.G.  She is sitting on a stool, looking at the notebook.  At this point, she has only got about ten or twelve pages into it.  She does not look up.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, FROM BEHIND


NATALIE


(preoccupied)



I'll be with you in a moment.  I just want to check the procedures.


(twists round)



Lie down and make yourself comfortable.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(wry)



I keep thinking of what usually lies on this table.

But he lies down, anyway.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

She closes the notebook, turns, and gets up. 


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO MAIN SHOT

Natalie walks over to the autopsy table.    


NATALIE



Okay.  Today I want to start testing this "vampire healing power" you have.


(continues)

Nick sits up sharply, propped on his left elbow.  CAMERA ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT AS NATALIE GETS TO THE TABLE.


NATALIE


(continues)



Testing the...the speed of the process, the rate of healing depending on the severity of the wound.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF SCALPEL ON INSTRUMENT TRAY

Light glints on the blade.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO SHOT


NATALIE


(ocntinues, reassuring)



Of course, I'll start with nothing deeper'n a tiny scratch.  


(with certainty)



And you won't feel a thing——


(keen glance)



——will you?


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(wry grimace)



Well, that's true.


NATALIE


(with compassion)



I'm sorry, I know it sounds nasty, but I've no intention of taking chances with you.  If it looks as though your body's reaching its limit, I'll stop.


(fervent)



Believe me, I'll stop.  No way I want that on my conscience.


NICK


(nods to self)



Conscience, yeah.


(wry)



Nice to meet someone who actually has one.


NATALIE



It's just...


(slight pause)



...if what you say about your healing ability is true——


(little shrug)



——it's radically not human.  And that means I need to know about it.  What happens when someone's...


(hesitates)



..."brought across", as you call it...


(hesitates)



...it obviously causes a major change in your physiology.  I need hard data on this.  


(continues)

Nick nods, reluctantly.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE


(continues, bright & light)



So!——I'm going to carve you up like a Christmas turkey!

This wins a reluctant grin from Nick.  He lies down, and she reaches out and picks up the scalpel.   


NATALIE


(bright & light)



Shall we start with a drumstick or a wing?

She looks at him, ostentatiously choosing her spot.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE ANGLE ON THE DESK

Dr. Borowski is sitting at the desk, looking through print-out of reports.  FOOTSTEPS O.S. herald the arrival of a LAB ASSISTANT.  Borowski looks up.  THE LAB ASSISTANT COMES ON SCREEN IN F.G. to hand him another file report.


BOROWSKI



Thanks.

There is a KNOCK at the door (o.s.).  He looks round the lab assistant.


BOROWSKI



Yes?  

O.S. the door opens.  The assistant goes o.s., heading back to the door to the hallway (past the workbench).


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——TWO-SHOT OF HUFF & WHITE

They are coming in the side door.


BOROWSKI  (O.S.)



Oh, it's you.  I was going to call you——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON BOROWSKI 


BOROWSKI


(continues)



——as soon as I'd got everything together here.

He waves the report he's just been handed.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE DOORS

Huff and White are heading across the room towards Borowski.


WHITE



That's okay.  We figured it was just a formality.  We're near to making the formal press announcement.


CUT TOL

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. NATALIE'S APARTMENT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF TRAY OF FOOD, CARRIED BY NATALIE

On the tray is a plate with an omelette, a piece of apple pie, a cup of coffee, and cutlery.  CAMERA HOLDS CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE as she heads for the sofa.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE



I'm not usually eating lunch at this hour.  The flu has totally screwed up my sense of——


(cut off)

[The word "time" is substituted for by Huff's words.]  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE ANGLE ON BOROWSKI

Very still, eyes on the investigators, the file hovering forgotten in the air.


HUFF  (O.S.)


(in mid-sentence)



——time discrepancies.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

The two investigators stop near the desk.


HUFF


(continues)



But it's pretty obvious that Cole got beat up in a bar fight before the cops even arrived on the scene.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE CARRYING THE TRAY

Natalie puts the tray on the coffee table, and then sits down.  Nick stands some feet away, nearer the bookcase.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NATALIE



I hope the smell of the food doesn't upset you.


NICK



No, no.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF BLENDER ON THE WORKBENCH

It WHIRS, pulverizing something unidentifiable——but actually it's cooked hamburger meat and raw apple.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——CLOSE-UP OF BOROWSKI, SEATED AT NATALIE'S DESK

He looks up at the investigators (o.s.).


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
TWO-SHOT OF WHITE & HUFF——BOROWSKI'S P.O.V.

They look back, relaxed and easy.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF CLEAR PLASTIC BAG, HELD BY NATALIE

Natalie pours the goop from the blender into the bag.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF BOROWSKI


BOROWSKI


(careful)



I think that you shouldn't make any premature determinations.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF WHITE & HUFF

Dawning puzzlement.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF BOROWSKI


BOROWSKI


(continues)



It's not going to be that simple.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. NATALIE'S APARTMENT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

She picks up the cup of coffee, and takes a sip.  Then she turns round to Nick (o.s.), holding the cup up high.


NATALIE



Would you like me to make you a cup of coffee?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NICK, ACROSS THE ROOM


NICK


(wry humour)



No, thanks.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE ANGLE——NICK IN B.G., NATALIE IN F.G.


NICK


(continues)

I can smell it from here just fine.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE, OVER HER DESK——NIGHT

On her desk is a grease-proof bag, a hamburger on a paper plate, and an apple.  She looks up with pleasure as Nick comes in (o.s.).


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
MED. ANGLE TOWARDS THE SIDE DOOR

Nick is standing in the open doorway.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE



Ah, Mr. Knight!


NICK  (O.S.)



Am I interrupting you?


NATALIE


(glance at food)



No, that's all right.  I can warm it up in the sterilizer.

CAMERA ADJUSTS as she gets up.


NATALIE


(light & bright)



Busy tests tonight.  We'd better get started!


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF X-RAY PANEL, WITH NORMAL HEAD X-RAYS ON IT


BOROWSKI  (O.S.)



There were no fractures.


(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

CAMERA SHIFTS ROUND TO CLOSE ANGLE, WITH BOROWSKI IN F.G.  There are two large photos in his hand.


BOROWSKI


(continues)



But I took a closer look at the bruises.  Specifically, I shaved his head.


(continues)

He passes out the photos, first to Huff and then White.


BOROWSKI


(continues)



And saw this.

He reaches forward to TAP White's photo.  Huff looks to see what he's pointing at, and then at his own photo.


BOROWSKI



You see the shape?  That's no fist.  Nor a foot.  It was made by a hard, sharp-edged object.  I also found traces of blood in the hair.  Only traces, mind——and it only just broke the skin.  But scalp wounds usually bleed like hell.


HUFF



So he hit his head on the bar or something.


BOROWSKI


(flat)



There'd be traces on that.


WHITE


(stating obvious)



The bar was wiped.  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE——ANGLE UP FROM THE AUTOPSY TABLE (NICK'S P.O.V.)

She has a lab coat on, and is raising a scalpel.


NATALIE



No peeking this time.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK——NATALIE'S P.O.V.

He is once again lying on the autopsy table, with a mask over his eyes.  He lifts the mask with his right hand.


NICK



No, okay.  Sorry——you were right.  Not a pretty sight.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
TWO-SHOT, FROM BEHIND NATALIE ON HER LEFT


NATALIE



's okay.  You didn't quite trust me.  I understand.  But this time...mask on.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NICK


(amused)



Mask on.


(puts mask in place)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——MED. ANGLE

Borowski turns away from the others, and goes back to the desk.  


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


BOROWSKI



If Cole hit his head on the bar——or, for that matter, on a chair or a table or any other similar object——


(continues)

He picks up a report from the desk, and turns round back to the others, leaning against the desk.


BOROWSKI


(continues)



——then I'd expect to find traces of that in the wound.  Bits of varnish, perhaps.


(pauses)

He pauses for effect, but the others just wait.  He straightens, slightly flustered.


BOROWSKI


(continues)



Yes, well——I did.  Only it wasn't varnish.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF SKIN ON NICK'S STOMACH

The scalpel is brought down, and starts a small incision.  The area visible is small, and it should not be clear where on Nick the incision is made.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——CLOSE-UP OF BOROWSKI——HUFF & WHITE'S P.O.V.


BOROWSKI


(continues)



It was paint.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP OF TOP OF INSTRUMENT TRAY

A piece of black oilcloth covers the tray.  NATALIE'S HAND COMES ON SCREEN.  The cover is quietly pulled aside.  Underneath is a coiled tube——attached to the bag that she filled earlier.  Natalie's hand picks up the free end of the tube.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE——ANGLE UP

Looking down intent, as she passes the tube through her left hand.  Her right hand is down (on Nick's body o.s.).


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——RETURN TO MED. ANGLE IN NATALIE'S OFFICE

He holds out the report in his hand.


BOROWSKI



Here's a spectroscopic analysis.  The paint is a kind used on cars.


(pauses)

The investigators do react to this.  But they remain silent.


BOROWSKI


(continues)



You remember we examined the squad car driven by Myers and Wood?


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——From Act Three——INT. POLICE GARAGE——CLOSE ANGLE ON FORENSIC SPECIALISTS EXAMINING THE SQUAD CAR

BOROWSKI  (V.O.)


(continues)



Now that had been wiped all right——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF CAR ROOF

The spot where Myers knocked Cole's head.  A GLOVED HAND is using a tool to scrape under the chrome trim.  


BOROWSKI  (V.O.)


(continues)



——but there were still traces.


(continues)

A tiny fleck is transferred to a test tube, and the tube capped.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——CLOSE-UP OF BOROWSKI——WHITE & HUFF'S P.O.V.


BOROWSKI


(continues)



The blood on the car was Cole's.  The paint on his head was the car's.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE

The two S.I.U. investigators are still, thinking.  Then Huff stirs.


HUFF



Well, it complicates matters, all right.  But it doesn't prove anything.  


(sensible)



We know Cole was struggling like hell.  He could've hit his head by accident.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S STOMACH

The tube runs down through a small incision in Nick's stomach.  It is not, however, clear where on Nick the incision has been put.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

She is holding the bag up, squeezing it.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S FACE

With the mask covering his eyes.  Oblivious to Natalie's activities.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF TUBE RUNNING DOWN THROUGH NICK'S STOMACH

Natalie's hand drops to the bottom of the tube, squeezing it to force the contents into Nick's stomach.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF BOROWSKI


BOROWSKI



But then there's the evidence on the officers' uniforms.  Or, more accurately, on Myers'.  We found a bloodstain——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
QUICK FLASHBACK——CLOSE-UP OF MYERS' UNIFORM JACKET, LYING ON A TABLE

A spray is being directed at it.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
TWO-SHOT OF HUFF & WHITE


BOROWSKI  (O.S.)


(continues)



——which the officer had obviously also tried to clean off.  To the eye, successfully.  Not to the lab.

Huff and White look at each other.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF BOROWSKI


BOROWSKI



But I know what you're going to say.  Cole hit his head by accident.  Myers got some blood on himself.  He cleaned them both up——and never reported it.  He should've of course.  He should've filed an incident report on it.  But he couldn't be bothered, or he didn't want the hassle.  And when Cole died——he lied.  


(offhand, dry)



Because he thought he'd be blamed for murder when it was just an accident.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF HUFF & WHITE


HUFF



Isn't that what the defence would say?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF BOROWSKI

Cynical.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF HUFF & WHITE


WHITE


(crisp)



Dr. Borowski, it is not our job to cover up for the police.  But it's not our job to railroad them, either.  You must admit...it could have happened that way.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——TWO-SHOT OF NATALIE & NICK

She is coiling up the tube.  She puts it, and the empty bag, down on the instrument table, and pulls the oilcloth over them.  Then she looks down at Nick.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF STOMACH——NATALIE'S P.O.V.
(FX)

On Nick's stomach is a red line about an inch long, from the incision.  It fades and disappears.


NATALIE  (O.S.)



You can take the mask off now.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK——ANGLE DOWN

He reaches up, and pushes the mask up.


BOROWSKI  (V.O.)



Nice save.  


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF NICK & NATALIE

Nick sits up, taking off the mask, and swings his legs over the side of the table.


NATALIE



How do you feel?


NICK


(stating obvious)



Fine.  Why?


BOROWSKI  (V.O.)


(continues)



But I haven't finished yet.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
QUICK FLASHBACK——INT. NATALIE'S OFFICE——CLOSE-UP ALONG THE WORK BENCH

Cleared, anonymous.  Cole's jeans are laid out on the counter.  A lab technician in a gown, mask, and gloves is bent over it, inspecting it.


BOROWSKI  (V.O.)


(continues)



There's still Patton Cole's clothing.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF BOROWSKI


BOROWSKI


(continues)



We went over it with a fine-tooth comb.  We found traces of Chinese food on it——both raw and cooked.  Also mouse droppings, a couple of splinters of wood, and dirt.  So I started thinking.  And I looked at the Yellow Pages, and a map of Toronto.  And today we went over the back and side alleys by——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——EXT. ALLEY——LONG SHOT——DAY

Down the alley where Cole was beaten up, boiler-suited forensics specialists are going through the rubbish.


BOROWSKI


(continues)



——every Chinese restaurant within a square mile of that bar.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT OF HUFF & WHITE


HUFF


(dry)



I take it you found something.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. POLICE LOCKER ROOM——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF WOOD'S HANDS BEING HANDCUFFED BEHIND HIM

Wood is in civilian clothes still.


BOROWSKI  (V.O.)

Yes.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
MED. ANGLE

Wood, handcuffed and in civvies, is being taken by a uniformed officer out of the room.  Myers (in f.g.) is being handcuffed.  Other cops, in uniform, look on.  Reese is present, but Huff and White are not.


BOROWSKI  (V.O.)


(continues)



We found the boxes from which the splinters came.  We found the garbage from the restaurant into——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
QUICK FLASHBACK——CLOSE-UP OF COLE IN THE ALLEY——LOW ANGLE

Knocked from f.g. into a heap of garbage, landing on his back.  A bag splits behind him, spilling kitchen refuse.


BOROWSKI  (V.O.)


(continues)



——which Cole fell.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO MED. ANGLE IN LOCKER ROOM

Myers is spun round and marched off after Wood.


BOROWSKI  (V.O.)


(continues)



And we found traces of Cole's blood in the alley.  Not much.  But it doesn't need much.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. REESE'S OFFICE——MED. ANGLE

Borowski is standing by the window to the squad room, explaining everything to Nick (inside the door), and Reese (sitting on the edge of his desk).


BOROWSKI


(continues)



The only bleeding wound on Cole was the head wound caused when he hit the car roof.  So they had to've driven him to the alley——


(interrupted)


NICK


(interrupting)



——after leaving the bar.


BOROWSKI



Exactly.  Instead of taking him straight to the station.

Reese slowly gets to his feet, looking tired and fed up.  He SIGHS regretfully.


BOROWSKI


(brightly)



Sorry, Captain.  But there's no question.


REESE


(heavily)



No.


BOROWSKI



It's all supported by the forensic evidence.  It'll hold up in court. 


(some triumph)



There's no speculation here.  It's hard data.


FADE OUT.


END ACT FIVE


——————————————————————


EPILOGUE
FADE IN:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK'S HAND, TURNING A PAGE OF NATALIE'S NOTEBOOK


NATALIE  (V.O.)


(quiet, intimate)



So...how are you feeling?


DISSOLVE TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
FLASHBACK——INT. NICK'S APARTMENT——CLOSE ANGLE FROM CENTRE OF ROOM TOWARDS THE BACK OF THE COUCH & ARMCHAIR——ANGLE SLIGHTLY DOWN FROM ABOVE

Natalie is sitting at Nick's end of the couch, turned to him, with her right arm on the back of the couch.  Nick is in his armchair, looking at her.


NICK


(faintly puzzled)



Okay.  Same as usual.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE——NICK'S P.O.V.

She nods her head slowly, and taps the arm of the couch with her left hand.


NATALIE



Now that...is very in-teresting.


(fixed look at Nick)



Eight hours ago I put in your stomach some hamburg meat and the better part of an apple.  


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
CLOSE-UP OF NICK  (INTERCUT W/ CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE)

He isn't quite taking it in.


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(continues)



I thought you might smell the food in the room.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues, slight shrug)



So I made sure you saw me with food when you came in.  You thought you were smelling my lunch—— 


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(continues)



——but actually...it was your lunch.


(continues)

Nick looks away and frowns, puzzled.


NATALIE  (O.S.)


(continues, brightly)



Your first meal in centuries.  


(curious)



And yet...you haven't had any indigestion.  


(emphatic)



Let alone thrown it up, the way you told me!


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues)


(quiet, serious)



I assumed...from what you told me about your dietary habits...that your body's digestive glands had probably atrophied.  If not when you became a vampire, then over eight centuries of never being used.  That your body had adapted to just that one source of nourishment——blood.


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Nick is looking at her.


NICK


(stating obvious)



Well, yes!


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(firm)



Well...no.


(continues)

She leans forward slightly, intense.


NATALIE


(continues)



Your digestive system is as human as mine.  There is absolutely no reason why I couldn't get on the phone——

(continues)


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....

She gestures towards the phone.

NATALIE


(continues)



——order a couple of pizzas, and have you eat one of them——


(mildly emphatic)



——right here and now.


(pauses)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Flat disbelief.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues, quiet)



Whatever it is that makes you a vampire——whatever it is that "brings you across", as you put it——this blood-drinking must be a part of it.  But it's NOT physiological.  


(earnest)



The need for blood...it's all in your head.  


(pauses)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE


NATALIE


(continues)



So starting now, that's the first step in your cure.  I want you to——


(pokes finger at him)



——stop drinking blood, start eating food.  Got that?


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO CLOSE-UP OF NICK

Stricken speechless.  He shakes his head in disbelief.


NICK  (V.O.)



For all you said back then, Nat...I still can't eat anything.  


DISSOLVE TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
PRESENT——INT. NATALIE'S APARTMENT——CLOSE ANGLE

CAMERA SLOWLY CLOSES IN TO TWO-SHOT.  Natalie is sitting on the sofa, in her dressing gown.  Nick stands in front of her.  He hands the notebook over, and she takes it.  


NATALIE



That's not quite true, Nick.


NICK


(disparaging)



Oh, well.  Maybe a——


(continues)


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——CLOSE-UP OF NICK

He raises his right arm, making a pinched gesture.


NICK


(continues)



——leetle bit of ground beef. 


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


NATALIE


(teasing)



We'll have you at MacDonald's in no time!


NICK


(dry)



Raw beef.

Natalie throws her arms wide, dropping the notebook on her lap.


NATALIE



Steak tartare!!!


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NICK

He smiles at her fondly.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
INSERT——EXTREME CLOSE-UP OF NATALIE

She twinkles back.


CUT TO:

listnum "WP List 3" \l 1
RETURN TO TWO-SHOT


NATALIE


(serious)



I never promised you a quick cure.


CONTINUED....

CONTINUED....


NICK


(quiet)



I know.


FADE OUT.


THE END


———————————————————————


———————————————


