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SETTING: it is the early to mid 1950s, in an unidentified eastern city such as Boston or New York.

EXT. CITY – DAWN

We open with an establishing shot of the city’s skyline, in silhouette as the sun is still low in the sky.





CUT TO:

INT. CAR – MORNING

JACK REED is driving. He is young and of average build, with a thin mustache, and a generally stern expression. He looks every bit the standard idea of a private detective. We focus mainly on him as he drives through the city, the buildings in the background blurred out of focus. Eventually he comes to a large parking garage and pulls in. It is alive with activity, police officers swarming in the near distance as Jack parks. He gets out of the car and begins to pull out his wallet as he goes over to the nearest policeman.



JACK


(Showing his I.D.)

Jack Reed. Lieutenant Edwards called me.



OFFICER


(Pointing)

Over there.

We follow Jack through the crowd of police, there are camera flashes popping near by, and we pass a chalk outline of a body on the ground. Finally we come to SAM EDWARDS, a large man not far from retirement age, he is dressed in a suit but is disheveled and has a tired slouch. Sam looks up from his note pad to see Jack.



SAM

Jack Reed?


(Jack nods)

Lieutenant Sam Edwards.



JACK


(Shaking Sam’s hand)

What happened?



SAM

A man named Alex Doyle died. He was a good friend of mine.



JACK

How’d he die?



SAM

Likely just a heart attack, he had a history of heart trouble . . . but – well, Doyle was a private detective, and whenever a detective dies I always get a little suspicious.



JACK

Understandable, it’s kind of the nature of the job. Why did you feel the need to call in another private detective?



SAM

I can’t really spare any men at the moment, but I want this looked into further. Just to be sure of no funny business. 



JACK

Of course.



SAM


(Writing on note pad)

Look into all the details if you can, here’s the name and number of his doctor, and the address of his office. (Gives Jack the note) His secretary’s name is Catharine Ellis; she can help you at his office. If you need anything else you can just call me.



JACK

I’ll get right on it.




CUT TO:

INT. OFFICES – MORNING

ANGLE ON DOOR, it is stenciled with the words;

Alex C. Doyle

Private Detective

Discretion Guarantied.

The offices them selves are cluttered, clearly some attempt at organization has been made, but it is a losing battle. Jack is being shown into the offices by a young woman with dark hair. She is CATHARINE ELLIS, petite with soft features, attractive in a no-frills natural way, dressed very professionally, with her hair up, there is something plain but pleasant to her looks.



JACK

I’m very sorry about Mr. Doyle Miss Ellis. How long did you work for him?



CATHARINE

About three years.



JACK

That’s quite a while. Must have gotten along well. (pause) Was he working on anything recently?



CATHARINE

Yes, business has been slow for a while, but was working.



JACK

Could I maybe see some of the recent files?



CATHARINE

Certainly. I have some right here in my desk. 

She begins to look through her desk drawers for the file. As she does so Jack slips a key to the office off of a ring on the desk and pockets it a split second before she looks up again with the folder in hand.



CATHARINE

Alex wasn’t finished with this case yet. You can take it with you if you like. Alex always kept a duplicate file of every current case in his office.



JACK

Thank you very much. Where can I reach you if I have any more questions?

She quickly scribbles her number on a note pad and gives it to Jack.



JACK

Thank you again, and again I’m very sorry.


(she nods)




CUT TO:

INT. ANOTHER OFFICE – AFTERNOON

This time we see past the open door marked ‘Jack Reed’ to see Jack himself sitting at his desk. He opens the file from Doyle’s office and begins to look through the various papers. As he reads to himself he occasionally mutters words out loud.



JACK

Emma . . . Gregory Hurston . . . missing . . .




DISOLVE TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICE – DAY

The room is cluttered, but in an organized chaos kind of way. ALEX DOYLE is sitting at his desk, reading a newspaper. He is tall, with a large build, and is more unique looking than Jack. There is a relaxed air about the way he sits back reading, and he occasionally sips from a mug of coffee. He pauses for a moment to get a cigarette out of his case when the intercom on his desk buzzes.



CATHARINE (O.S.)

There’s an Emma Hurston here to see you. She says it’s urgent.

Doyle looks at an appointment book; the day’s page is empty.



DOYLE

I think I can squeeze her in now before my four o’clock. Send her in.

He puts away the paper and tries to look busy as EMMA HURSTON enters. She is a tall blonde woman, with a slender build and sharper features in contrast to Catharine. She is well dressed, and certainly attractive, but not so natural looking as Catharine either. She has a lost look on her face as she takes a seat opposite Doyle at his desk.



DOYLE

Please sit down. What can I do for Ms. Hurston?



EMMA

I’m frightened Mr. Doyle. My husband has been missing for nearly a month. I-I don’t know what to do. he’s in some kind of trouble, I know it. And now, I-I’m . . .



DOYLE

Tell me everything. (He takes out a notepad)



EMMA

Well, he always traveled for work, he was-is an art dealer. He left on a business trip last month and hasn’t come back. He would always call me when he arrived (MORE) 



EMMA (cont’d)

wherever he was going, but he didn’t this time. About a week after he left I found 

all of his luggage back in our home, but there was no sign of him anywhere. That’s when it started.



DOYLE

What started?



EMMA

Strange men would come around looking for Gregory . . . 



DOYLE

Gregory is your husband?



EMMA

Yes, Gregory Hurston. People are looking for him. They don’t come ask for him anymore, but they still come around. Two days ago I found this in my door.

She hands him a crumpled blank envelope. He takes out the letter and reads it aloud.



DOYLE


(Reading)

“Meet me down the ally Saturday night at ten, you know what to do.” I’m assuming you don’t.



EMMA

Not at all.



DOYLE


(Contemplating the letter)

Typed . . . no signature . . . envelope isn’t even addressed at all.



EMMA

That letter is what finally convinced me to get help. Mr. Doyle I’m frightened, for my husband and myself.



DOYLE

Is there anywhere he might have gone to hide? Or some place where they might know him?



EMMA

I don’t know. He was a heavy drinker and frequented several bars around town, but I’m not sure which ones.



DOYLE

Does he have an office I could go to?

She digs through her purse for a moment and produces a business card. As she does so Doyle pulls a form contract out of his desk, and sets it in front of her with a pen.



DOYLE

I’ll need you to sign this and I can get started.

She gives him the card and then signs the contract. Doyle looks at the card, it reads ‘Hurston Fine Arts.’



EMMA

Thank you Mr. Doyle.

He takes back the contract, gives Emma a carbon copy, and puts the original in an empty folder on his desk.



DOYLE

I’ll be in touch Mrs. Hurston.




CUT TO:

INT. CAB – DAY

Doyle is in the back seat smoking a cigarette and looking through his notepad. Occasionally he glances out the window. The cab finally pulls over.



CAB DRIVER

This is it.

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING – DAY

Doyle gets out of the cab and walks up the steps to the building.

INT. OFFICE BUILDING – DAY

A HALLWAY

Doyle walks down the hall until he come to the one marked ‘Hurston Fine Arts.’ He tries the door but it’s locked. He looks around and finding he is alone pulls out a lock pick and gets the door open.

HURSTON’S OFFICES

Doyle flicks on the lights. The office is plain and tidy. There is only a desk, two file cabinets, and a few chairs. A couple empty painting frames are leaning against the wall behind the desk. The desk top is clear except a telephone, a stapler, and an ashtray.

Doyle begins to go through the desk drawers, but in each finds nothing but normal office supplies, blank paper, bills, etc. there is nothing of any importance in the desk.

He tries to open the file cabinets, but even with the lock pick he can’t. He then turns to the trash can. He empties it on the desk and begins to go through the papers. It looks like another nothing until he finds a small black book among the rubbish. Doyle looks through it and finds it’s an appointment book. He pockets it and moves to the next room.

The other office is largely empty, except for a table of camera equipment. There are chairs and stools in the closet. It almost looks like an amateur portrait studio.

Eventually Doyle gives up and heads for the door.




CUT TO:

INT. CAB – DUSK

Doyle is in the back seat again looking through the appointment book.



DOYLE

Do you know where (insert name of restaurant) is?



CAB DRIVER

Sure do.




CUT TO:

INT. FINE RESTAURANT – NIGHT

Doyle comes in and heads to the reservation desk, where an appropriately snooty looking MAITRE D’ is waiting.



DOYLE

Excuse me, a friend of mine had reservations last week, I was supposed to meet him here but I couldn’t make it. Is there any way you could tell me where I could reach him?



MAITRE D’

I’m afraid I can’t do that sir.



DOYLE


(Slips a fifty across the table)

I’d really appreciate it.



MAITRE D’

On the other hand sir, perhaps I can help.

Maitre d’ begins to turn back pages in the reservation book.



DOYLE

Last Wednesday, for Gregory Hurston.



MAITRE D’

Ah yes, Mr. Hurston, table for two eight o’clock. I’m afraid he never showed up, we had to give his table away. He didn’t leave a telephone number either. I’m sorry.



DOYLE

Well, thank you anyway.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. JACK’S OFFICE – DUSK

Jack has come to the end of the papers in the file, but he notices that some papers were clearly torn from the stapled stack. There is more.




CUT TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICES - NIGHT

Jack lets himself in with his key. The office is dark, with streaks of light coming in through the window from the street lights. He quickly checks Catharine’s desk, but the missing papers aren’t there. He heads for Doyle’s private office.

DOYLE’S PRIVATE OFFICE

Jack begins to search Doyle’s desk and finds his notepad. As he begins to flip through it, he finds where new info begins, and starts to read it intently.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. FINE RESTAURANT – NIGHT

Doyle is finishing his conversation with the Maitre d’.



DOYLE

Well, thank you anyway.

Doyle leaves the restaurant and is followed soon after by a man in an overcoat.




CUT TO:

INT. CAB – NIGHT

As they drive down the street Doyle notices there is a pair of headlights in the rear window of the cab. They turn a corner and the headlights still are behind them.



DOYLE

Pull over at that news stand for a minute.

EXT. NEWS STAND 

The cab pulls over and Doyle steps out. He picks up a news paper, and as he pretends to read the front page glances down the street to see another cab pullover a block behind them. Doyle continues to watch as he pays for the paper, no one gets in or out of the other cab. He returns to his cab.

INT. CAB



DOYLE

We’re being followed – don’t look back. Just drive. Try to lose him if you can, and take me to the office.



CAB DRIVER

Sure thing.

The cab accelerates down the street.




CUT TO:

EXT. DOYLE’S OFFICE BUILDING – NIGHT

The cab drops off Doyle in front of the building. As the cab drives away he takes a cautious look around, and notices rounding the corner, the man in the overcoat walking up the street toward him very slowly. Too slowly.



DOYLE


Damn.

Doyle turns away and walks off down the street. He heads around the block to try and lose his tail. After a little time he looks back and sees no one. He steps into a phone booth, looks up a number in his notepad and makes a call.



DOYLE

. . . Mrs. Hurston? Its Doyle . . . no not yet . . . could you come back to my office for a couple of minutes tomorrow? . . . I just have a few more questions . . . yes, thank you.

EXT. DOYLE’S OFFICE BUILDING 

Doyle walks to the door slowly, warily. He doesn’t see anyone around, takes a sigh of relief and goes in.

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICES 

Doyle walks in to a shock. The office has been torn apart and turned upside down. Papers scattered, a potted plant spilled on the floor, the trash can overturned.



DOYLE

Son of a . . .

He picks up the trash can, and begins to clean up.




CUT TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICE – DAY

The office has been put back ‘in order,’ and Doyle is talking to Emma at his desk.



DOYLE

Your husband’s office, it was very interesting.



EMMA

What?



DOYLE

It was practically empty. He also had a lot of photography equipment. Was he a photographer at all?



EMMA

He enjoyed taking pictures . . .



DOYLE

He must have enjoyed it a lot; he had some expensive cameras there. Are you sure that art was all your husband did for a living?



EMMA

Certain.



DOYLE

Someone followed me back to my office last night, and searched the place.



EMMA

What? Do you know . . .



DOYLE

Now, I take it to mean that at the very least, I’m on the right track with your husband so far. But I need to know if there’s anything you’re not telling me. Anything that might be important, either for finding your husband or for my own safety.



EMMA

I’m telling you everything.



DOYLE

All right. Now, do you have a picture of your husband I could borrow for a while?



EMMA

Yes, of course.




CUT TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Doyle snuffs out a cigarette in the ashtray and begins to get ready to go home, getting his jacket and hat, putting things away in the office. There is a knock at the door. He looks up slowly.



DOYLE

Come in.

A man enters the office.  He is the same man that followed Doyle the previous night, but Doyle doesn’t recognize him. He is not quite as tall as Doyle, and has a powerful build, perhaps a bit stocky, and is dressed in a fine suit, but with a very plain poorly chosen tie.



DOYLE

What can I do for you Mr. -?



MILES

Name’s Miles Gordon. I’m here for my boss. He has a – proposition for you.



DOYLE

And what’s that?



MILES

He wants to talk to you himself. In person.



DOYLE

So he sent someone else?

I don’t think I’m interested.



MILES

I’m here to take you to him.



DOYLE

No. I don’t . . .



MILES 


(Pulling a gun out)

I insist.



DOYLE

Well, when you put it that way.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Jack has come to the end of the notepad. He stares for a moment. He is getting hooked on this case.




CUT TO:

EXT. HOUSE – NIGHT

Jack knocks on the door. After a short wait it is finally answered by Catharine, who appears to have been getting ready for bed. Her hair is down, and her clothing is more relaxed.



CATHARINE

Mr. Reed, what are you doing here?



JACK

I’m sorry to come by so late, I just have a few questions . . .



CATHARINE

Couldn’t they wait until tomorrow?



JACK

I suppose they could . . .

He begins to leave but she stops him.



CATHARINE

Oh, come on in.

INT. CATHARINE’S HOME

It is a small living room area, cramped with furniture, but none the less very neat and organized. Jack sits on a chair in the corner, Catharine walks to a small sofa.



CATHARINE

Can I get you anything?



JACK

No thank you.

Catharine sits down.



JACK

So, I think the file you gave me was missing some pages.



CATHARINE

Sometimes Alex would take pages out of the files to review a case, and they’d get lost. He could be very disorganized.



JACK

You were pretty close to him weren’t you?


(No answer)

What did you know about this case? Did he ever talk to you about his cases?



CATHARINE

Sometimes, sort of like he was thinking out loud. 




DISOLVE TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICE – DAY

Doyle and Emma are finishing their conversation from earlier.



DOYLE

All right. Now, do you have a picture of your husband I could borrow for a while?



EMMA


Yes, of course.

CATHARINE’S DESK

Catharine is typing a letter, when Emma finally leaves Doyle’s office. Catharine picks up a writing pad and pen and goes in to Doyle’s office.

DOYLE’S OFFICE

Doyle is standing going through the top drawer of a file cabinet while Catharine sit on the edge of his desk taking notes.



DOYLE

Put in a call to Sam down at the police station; ask him if they’ve got anything on a Gregory Hurston, do a basic check up. Then call somebody and get all the locks in the office changed.



CATHARINE


(Looking up)

Why? Anything to do with why the office is re-arranged?



DOYLE

Someone broke in last night and tore the place apart.



CATHARINE

Do you know what they were looking for?



DOYLE

No.



CATHARINE

Do you think it has anything to do with this case?



DOYLE

Maybe.




CATHARINE

There’s something funny about the whole thing if you ask me.



DOYLE


(Looks up for the first time)

Why do you say that?



CATHARINE

Take her for example. There’s something not right about her, like she’s . . . hiding something.



DOYLE


(Smiling)

Go on.



CATHARINE

You know she wasn’t wearing a wedding ring today.



DOYLE

I noticed.



CATHARINE

So you think she’s lying to you?

Doyle walks around to sit at his desk.



DOYLE

She probably thinks I wouldn’t help her if I knew the truth.



CATHARINE


(Puts her hand on his)

Would you?



DOYLE

Depending on what the truth is, I might not be able to. Right now . . . I just don’t know enough.




CUT TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Doyle comes in and hangs his coat and hat on a hook. He looks tired, and a little bothered as he pours a cup of coffee. He sits at his desk, resting his head in one hand, holding the coffee in the other. The phone rings.



DOYLE

Hello . . .



EMMA (O.S.)

Doyle! I need you now! Someone broke into my home!



DOYLE


(Sitting up abruptly)

Are they still there?



EMMA

I don’t think so, but he might come back. Please come Doyle, I don’t feel safe.



DOYLE

I’m coming.




CUT TO:

INT. HURSTON’S HOME – NIGHT

It’s a much nicer apartment than Catherine’s, larger and newer, clearly expensive. Emma is dressed in a night gown and silk robe, her hair down as if she was awakened from sleep. She opens the door and Doyle steps in.



EMMA

Thank God you’re here Doyle, I’ve been so scared.



DOYLE 

Do you know who it was that broke in?



EMMA

I’ve never seen him before.



DOYLE

What did he look like?



EMMA

He was tall and thin, with bushy eyebrows. He looked . . . dangerous.

She goes and sits on the sofa. She looks for a second like she expects Doyle to sit as well, but he doesn’t. 



DOYLE

What happened exactly? 



EMMA

I was in bed, I had fallen asleep all ready I think, the next thing I knew there was a man standing over me. I screamed and turned on the lamp. Then he ran away. I called you immediately. I couldn’t think of anyone else.



DOYLE

Standing over you? What was he doing? 



EMMA

I think he was looking for something; this and the next room are all turned upside-down. I don’t think he found it though. I can’t stay here Doyle! I can’t sleep here knowing he might come back.



DOYLE

All right, you better stay in a hotel until this is over. I’ll take you to one tonight. Go pack what you’ll need for the night, I’ll wait here.

Emma darts out of the room. Doyle takes a look around the room. It’s been searched, but not the same as his office, this was more methodical and neat, there’s not all the mess, just things out of place, and drawers open etc. before he can get a good look at the room however Emma returns, in an overcoat and with a small suitcase.



EMMA

I’m ready.



DOYLE

All right, lets go.




CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL ROOM – NIGHT

It’s a cheap room with one bed. Emma sits on the bed. She has an odd air of seductive confidence about her. Doyle sets her bag on a small table in the corner.



DOYLE

Bolt the door, and don’t let anyone but me in. I’ll come back tomorrow after lunch and bring you some more of your clothes.



EMMA

Could you stay here with me tonight?



DOYLE


(Pause)

No, I’d better get some sleep at home.



EMMA

I can’t thank you enough Doyle.

She smirks slightly as he leaves.





CUT TO:

INT. HURSTON’S HOME – MORNING

Doyle is looking through the living room. There’s an overturned ashtray on the coffee table. He picks it up and finds a lipstick stained cigarette butt, and a cigar butt. He sniffs the cigar, and then drops it into the ashtray.

In the bedroom he goes to the closet, it has only men’s clothing in it. He looks around the room and begins to notice that the general décor is pretty masculine. It seems that the whole place is more of a bachelor pad when you really look at it.

He finds a suitcase under the bed, and it’s full of women’s cloths. As he closes the suitcase we hear the door open and close. 

Doyle, carrying the suitcase, moves back toward the entry, and runs into a MAID. She jumps when she sees him.



MAID

Excuse me!

She turns to run out the door, but Doyle catches her.



DOYLE

Wait!



MAID

Don’t hurt me! Take what you want, I don’t have anything! 



DOYLE

I’m not a burglar. I’m a private detective, I was hired to find Mr. Hurston.

He shows her is I.D. and she begins to calm down.



DOYLE

Who are you?



MAID

I’m the maid.



DOYLE

You knew Hurston?



MAID

No, I was sent by a service. I’ve only met him twice.



DOYLE

Do you know where he is?



MAID

No. And I don’t care. He was disgusting.



DOYLE

What?



MAID

First time I came here he tried to get me into bed with him. Said he had “extra” cleaning for me in the bedroom. Eegh!



DOYLE

You’re kidding.



MAID

Not at all. Second time I met him he had a lady friend here. Told me to come back later. I haven’t seen him for a few weeks now.



DOYLE

What did his lady friend look like?



MAID

Tall, thin, blonde. Pretty I guess. She was in a blue dress.



DOYLE

Thank you, you’ve been a help.

INT. STUDY

Doyle is alone again searching. There is a large roll top desk in the study. There is a drawer open and several folders were pulled out of it and are lying empty on the floor. Next to the folders is a metal trashcan full of ashes, the papers from the folders were clearly burned by someone. 

He looks back at the desk; he starts to open it when suddenly there is a noise in the other room. He goes to check it out, nothing. When he comes back to the study there is a tall MAN with bushy eyebrows opening the desk.



DOYLE

Hey!

The man flicks out a small knife, Doyle catches his wrist and they scuffle. Finally the man hits Doyle’s head on the desk top and Doyle falls on the floor unconscious.

INT. STUDY – LATER

Doyle wakes up on the floor and slowly sits up groaning. He looks at the desk, it’s been cleaned out.




CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL ROOM – AFTERNOON

ANGLE ON DOOR there is a loud knock.



DOYLE (O.S.)

It’s me.

Emma answers the door and Doyle comes in with the suitcase. There is a discernable bruise on the side of his head now.

He tosses the suitcase onto the bed.



DOYLE

Here are your clothes.



EMMA


(In mock annoyance)

You’re late.



DOYLE

I ran in to your intruder.

He turns and she notices his bruise. 



EMMA

Oh my . . .



DOYLE

I’d say it doesn’t hurt, but it does. (Pause) I hope I didn’t get this pointlessly.



EMMA

What do you mean?



DOYLE

I mean, I hope there’s some truth in what you’ve been telling me.



EMMA

What?!



DOYLE

Tell me the truth. You’re not Hurston’s wife. You haven’t worn a wedding ring since you came to my office. That suitcase was the only women’s clothing in the whole apartment.  I thought you packed quickly last night, but you had it all packed all ready.

There is an awkward silence as Emma sits down slowly. 



DOYLE

Who are you, what were you doing there?



EMMA

I was moving in to keep up the illusion. When I got there, there was a man going through everything. When he saw me he ran, so I called you.



DOYLE

Who are you really?



EMMA

I’m Gregory’s fiancé. My real name is Lara. Lara Brent.



DOYLE

Why the lie? What is this really about?



EMMA/LARA

I just want to find him.

I thought people would be more willing to help me if they thought I was his wife.



DOYLE

Then why a fake name. Why not Lara Hurston? What aren’t you telling me?

She sits silently, seeming too ashamed to even look at Doyle. Finally he just gets up and walks to the door.



LARA

Are you still going to help me Doyle?



DOYLE

Are you still paying for my help?



LARA

Of course. I need you!

He turns and walks out the door.




CUT TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICE – EVENING

Doyle sits at his desk holding an ice pack to his head. Catharine comes in and sits on the corner of his desk.



CATHARINE

Hard day?



DOYLE

Delightful. I got knocked out by some guy in Hurston’s apartment. And you were right Mrs. Hurston has been lying to me.



CATHARINE

Are you okay?



DOYLE

I’m fine. Her real name is Lara Brent. She’s not married to Hurston.



CATHARINE


(Smiles)

I knew she wasn’t telling the truth.



DOYLE

You’ve been working for me too long, you’re getting better at this than I am.



CATHARINE

Well, I learn from the best.



DOYLE

Oh Sam’s been teaching you has he?



CATHARINE

An Ian Greenwood called for you. He said he wanted to talk to you, but he didn’t leave a number.



DOYLE

I’m not surprised. He’ll call again, or send someone. Don’t worry about it.



CATHARINE

Is this the Ian Greenwood?



DOYLE

Only one I know about.



CATHARINE

I didn’t realize you handled cases like that.



DOYLE

Greenwood is not a man you say no to.

Catharine begins to leave the room.



DOYLE

Will you have dinner with me tonight?



CATHARINE


(Playfully)

No. Not tonight.



DOYLE


(Taking out a cigarette)

When?



CATHARINE

When you stop smoking so much like the doctor told you.



DOYLE

Ouch. You used to say it would be when I wasn’t a drunk anymore. I haven’t touched a drink in two years, doesn’t that get me something?



CATHARINE


(Gives him a peck on the cheek)

There. Now just stop smoking and you get dinner.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. CATHARINE’S HOME – NIGHT

Jack is sitting back in his chair, listening intently. Catharine looks at the clock. It’s 2:00 a.m.



CATHARINE

It’s getting awfully late Mr. Reed.



JACK

I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to . . . 



CATHARINE


(Standing)

I’ll try to find the rest of the file for you.

Jack stands to leave.




CUT TO:

INT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE – DAY

Jack is talking with a DOCTOR. We join them mid conversation.



DOCTOR

 . . . Well I figured this would happen. I kept telling him he had to take better care of himself.



JACK

How so?



DOCTOR

He smoked like a chimney, ate whatever he wanted, and didn’t get much exercise. The only thing I ever got him to do was stop drinking.



JACK

Heavy drinker?



DOCTOR

First rate drunk. That’s what got him kicked off the force.



JACK

He used to be a cop?



DOCTOR

For a few years, yes.



JACK

Anyway, you think it was his heart?



DOCTOR

If it wasn’t a heart attack I’d be very surprised.




CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING – DAY

HALLWAY, Jack picks the lock at one apartment and goes in.

DOYLE’S APARTMENT, it is cluttered mess much like the office, and more cramped than Catharine’s home. Jack begins to go through papers on the kitchen table. There are all sorts of more notes. He comes across a file folder with the name Greenwood on it. He opens it and begins to read.



JACK

So, Doyle was working for Ian Greenwood.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Doyle is talking to Miles Gordon.



MILES 


(Pulling a gun out)

I insist.



DOYLE

Well, when you put it that way.




CUT TO:

INT. CAR – NIGHT

Doyle and Miles are both in the back seat, Miles still holding his gun on Doyle. Doyle looks upset, but sits still.




CUT TO:

INT. GREENWOOD’S MANSION – NIGHT

Miles walks Doyle down the hallway, and into a study.

STUDY, it is large and lavish, with wine red walls and natural wood finish. The room is lined with bookshelves, and in the center of it all sits a large oak desk.



MILES

Sit.

Doyle sits in one of two leather armchairs facing the desk. Miles leaves the room and locks Doyle in. Doyle looks around the room from his chair. Nothing here is cheap, and it all speaks of elegant sophisticated taste. The walls are plastered with paintings; many works of art adorn the room.

The door opens and IAN GREENWOOD walks into the room followed by Miles and one other henchman. Greenwood is a large fat man, around fifty years old or so, his hair is grey and receded some. He walks with a sense of authority. He is dressed in a tuxedo with the jacket over his arm, and we hear the muffled sounds of an elegant party when the door opens. Miles and the henchman go to Doyle while Greenwood fixes himself a drink.



MILES

Up!

Doyle stands and they pat him down for a gun quickly.



MILES

He’s clean boss!

Miles and the henchman leave the room.



GREENWOOD

Would you like a drink Mr. Doyle?



DOYLE

No thank you, I don’t drink.



GREENWOOD

Really? Why on earth not?



DOYLE

Tended to drink too much when I did.



GREENWOOD


(Sits behind the desk)

I applaud a man who knows his vices. But to give them up completely seems a bit . . . extreme. You do smoke don’t you?



DOYLE

Yes, I still smoke.



GREENWOOD

Cigar?



DOYLE 

No thank you.



GREENWOOD

Mr. Doyle, I am Ian Greenwood.  My name, I trust, is not altogether unfamiliar to you?



DOYLE

I know the name. The Greenwood family made it’s fortune during prohibition, though no one is quite sure how.



GREENWOOD

Some savvy business choices, I assure you.



DOYLE

You yourself made quite a fortune on you own, by way of some – unsavory businesses.



GREENWOOD

I am impressed Mr. Doyle. You know more than most. But rest assured my business days are all in the past. I chose the quiet life some time ago.



DOYLE

What do you want from me Mr. Greenwood?



GREENWOOD

Clearly you are not intimidated by the situation. Or is your bluntness to hide your fear? Mr. Doyle, your reputation as a detective precedes you. I have been looking for just the kind of help you can provide. Everyone assures me, you are the man for the job.



DOYLE

I don’t know about that.



GREENWOOD

It is a fact Mr. Doyle. You are the best at what you do. Perhaps that’s why you were hired to find Gregory Hurston. A missing person no one really misses.



DOYLE

How do you know about that?



GREENWOOD

I have my ways. And I have my reasons. I wish to hire you to find Mr. Hurston as well.



DOYLE

Why do you want him?



GREENWOOD

He has something that belongs to me, and I want it. You see Mr. Doyle, my passion is art.



DOYLE

I’ve noticed. Your collection here is quite impressive.



GREENWOOD

Bah, this room is just the tip of the iceberg. I have dedicated my life to amassing my collection. When I’m gone it all goes to various museums around the world, but for now it’s mine, and mine alone. Art is beauty, art edifies, and art will last forever.



DOYLE

My attention span doesn’t however. What’s this got to do with Hurston?



GREENWOOD

Mr. Hurston helped me acquire it all. He has a most invaluable skill a getting what I want. And I promised there would be no questions asked.



DOYLE

Are you saying . . . ?



GREENWOOD

I’m not saying anything Mr. Doyle. I’d guess most of it was bought by legal means. Most of it. I choose not to speculate. I last hired Mr. Hurston to – acquire - a valuable new piece for me. I received word that he had it, but he has not brought it to me. I have grown - impatient.



DOYLE

So what you really want is your artwork. You don’t care about Hurston.



GREENWOOD

If you can recover the piece from him, that will satisfy me. If he no longer has it . . . I want him.



DOYLE

I think that my turning Hurston over to you would not work well. My other client has Hurston’s welfare at heart.



GREENWOOD

No one has Gregory Hurston’s welfare at heart, trust me. I’m prepared to pay you ten thousand dollars in advance, and another ten thousand when you deliver my possession, or Mr. Hurston to me.



DOYLE


(Pauses)

Mr. Greenwood, how could I possibly refuse such an offer?




DISOLVE TO:

INT. DOYLE’S APARTMENT – DAY

Jack has come to the end of the file. He stares at the file for a moment thoughtfully, puts the folder under his arm and continues his search. As he looks through papers he finds a slip of paper that says ‘3rd Street Bank, Tuesday 3:00 James Lydecker.’




CUT TO:

INT. BANK – DAY

Jack walks up to a TELLER at a desk.



JACK

I’m looking for Mr. Lydecker.



TELLER

His office is over there.

JAMES LYDECKER’S OFFICE

Jack walks in to find JAMES LYDECKER sitting at his desk going over loan applications.



JACK

Mr. Lydecker?



LYDECKER


(Looks up surprised)

Yes?



JACK

My name is Jack Reed. I understand you met with Alex Doyle last week.



LYDECKER

Oh, yes, Mr. Doyle.



JACK

What did he talk to you about?




DISOLVE TO:

INT. LYDECKER’S OFFICE – DAY

It’s the previous week, now Doyle is there sitting opposite Lydecker’s desk, Lydecker is standing with ledger in his hand.



LYDECKER

Yes, Mr. Hurston closed out his account here three weeks ago.



DOYLE

Did he give any reason why?



LYDECKER

No, no I’m afraid he didn’t.



DOYLE

About how much money did he have when he closed his account?



LYDECKER

There was about 50,000 dollars in the account when he closed it.



DOYLE

Could I get a look at the records for his account?



LYDECKER

Doyle, I know I owe you a favor, but . . .



DOYLE

You know me. The man is missing, all I’m asking is to see records for an account that’s been closed.

Lydecker stares at Doyle for a minute, finally he relents.



LYDECKER

This doesn’t leave this room.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. LYDECKER’S OFFICE – DAY

Back to Jack and Lydecker. Jack has sat down now, and is looking at Lydecker.



JACK

So what did Doyle find?



LYDECKER

He didn’t tell me, but he wrote down an awful lot. I thought he was copying all the records for a while.



JACK

Was that all that happened?



LYDECKER

Yes, that’s everything.




CUT TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICE – DAY

Jack comes into the office, Catharine is waiting, she holds outs a couple of sheets of paper. 



CATHARINE

I found some more of Alex’s notes. I don’t know where his copy of the file is.



JACK

Thanks.

Jack takes the papers from her and she leaves. He quickly begins to read the notes, absent mindedly slipping into Doyle’s chair.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICE – LATE AFTERNOON

Doyle is going over his notes from the bank. 

ANGLE ON NOTES

The notes show that for the last year Hurston was pulling $10,000 a month from his bank account. 

Doyle pulls back out the letter Emma gave him her first visit. He thinks for a minute. Flashback to Hurston’s searched apartment.



DOYLE


(Quietly to himself)

What was he looking for? 

(Pause) The Money.

Catharine walks into the room just as Doyle says it.



CATHARINE

What?



DOYLE

It makes sense.



CATHARINE

What makes sense?



DOYLE

Blackmail.




CUT TO:

INT. HURSTON’S APARTMENT – DUSK

Doyle is searching the place. He is trying to check places that haven’t been searched yet, under seat cushions, and in the dish cupboards. He begins to pull books of the shelves and look in them. 

He notices that there is a wide gap between the bookcase and the wall. He pulls the bookcase away to reveal a closet door. He goes in to find the closet has been converted into a photo dark room. 

There are photos still hanging from a cord in the room. He looks at them; we do not see the photos only his face growing upset and disgusted. He leaves pushing the bookcase back.




CUT TO:

INT. LARA’S HOTEL ROOM – NIGHT

Lara has just opened the door and Doyle has all ready come into the room. He is noticeably upset; whatever he saw in the photos has really affected him. He walks to the center of the room before finally turning on Lara.



DOYLE

What do you know about your fiancé’s photography?



LARA

What are you talking about?



DOYLE

You said before he loved to take pictures. What of?



LARA 

Oh I don’t know; the usual things.



DOYLE

Not quite. I found that Hurston had a dark room in his apartment. There were some photos in there. What I saw . . . I want the truth, do you know what kind of pictures he took?



LARA

No. What were they?



DOYLE

The pictures I saw were of women, to put it politely, naked women.



LARA

Well he did deal in art.



DOYLE

They weren’t like that. These were definitely pornographic pictures. They involved him

(MORE)



DOYLE (cont’d)

with a number of different women.



LARA

What?



DOYLE

How well did you really know him?



LARA

Too well, I don’t believe this. It’s not true.



DOYLE

It’s true I saw it. He was cheating on you, with a number of women, and photographing it. And from what I’ve heard from other people, I think he kept a lot more from you. For instance, I have reasons to believe that he was being blackmailed.



LARA

What?



DOYLE

It fits, I checked his bank records, and he was pulling money every month, in an amount that just didn’t make sense. Before he disappeared, he closed his bank account of $50,000. Where’s the money? That man who broke into the apartment, he was looking for the money. Even the note you got before you hired me, it all seems to fit.



LARA

I still can’t believe . . .



DOYLE

I want to believe you, but I don’t know if I can. Did you know anything about all this?



LARA

No. No I knew nothing like this. It doesn’t sound like him at all.



DOYLE

Do you have any idea where the $50,000 could be?



LARA

No.



DOYLE

Well that’s the next step I guess, find the money.




DOSOLVE TO:

EXT. STREET – DUSK

Jack is walking down the street very slowly. His face is shows he is in serious thought. 




CUT TO:

INT. JACK’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Jack picks up the phone and dials a number. After a few rings we hear Catharine’s voice on the other end.



CATHARINE (O.S.)

Hello.



JACK

Miss Ellis, Jack Reed.



CATHARINE (O.S.)

Oh, Mr. Reed, what can I . . .



JACK

Miss Ellis, what more do you know about this case?



CATHARINE (O.S.)

I don’t really want to talk about it anymore.



JACK

Please, I need to know.



CATHARINE (O.S.)

Mr. Reed, I promise I’ll find Alex’s copy of the file, I’ll find the rest of his notes, but please . . .



JACK

I know you were close to him, and I realize this must be difficult for you, but I need to know . . .



CATHARINE (O.S.)

Oh, all right! What do you want to know?



JACK 

What happened after . . . ?




DISOLVE TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICES – NIGHT

Catharine is closing up for the night, picking up her things off the desk when Doyle comes in. He looks tired like a heavy weight is on his back. The case is taking it’s toll on him.



CATHARINE

I was just closing up. Are you going to be here long?



DOYLE

No, I probably ought to just head home too.



CATHARINE


(Picking up her coat)

Well, goodnight. 

She begins to leave.



DOYLE

I only had about three smokes today. Is that good enough to walk you home?

Catharine turns to face him, and smiles.




CUT TO:

EXT. STREETS – NIGHT

Doyle and Catharine are walking together talking. We watch as they grow more relaxed throughout the walk.



DOYLE

. . . I don’t know, it’s just getting really . . . I’m starting to wish I’d never gotten involved.



CATHARINE

It’s a little too late for that I think.



DOYLE

I know.

LATER



CATHARINE

 . . . What got you into detective work in the first place?



DOYLE

It was when I saw the movie ‘The Maltese Falcon,’ Bogart was just the best. I thought I wanted to be like that character, Sam Spade, with exciting cases. I quit what I was doing, and joined the police academy.



CATHARINE

Has it been like your dream?



DOYLE

Not at all. But I do love it. Even when they kicked me off the force I couldn’t give it up.

LATER



CATHARINE

. . . I never intended to end up a secretary. I always wanted to be a teacher.



DOYLE

What stopped you?



CATHARINE

I ran out of money for school. I started taking secretary jobs to save money to finish school, but then my father got sick. He needed help, and I never made it back to school.



DOYLE

What’s wrong with your father?



CATHARINE

Nothing now. He died about the time I started to work for you.

LATER

They finally come up outside Catharine’s home.



CATHARINE

Well, here we are. Thank you.



DOYLE

For what? Making you take an hour to walk home. Thank you for letting me.



CATHARINE


(Gives him a peck on the cheek)

See you tomorrow.

Doyle watches her go inside; he stands there for a moment before continuing on toward his home.




CUT TO:

INT. DOYLE’S HOME – NIGHT

Doyle comes into the apartment and hangs his hat by the door. He goes into the kitchen while taking off his jacket, which he then sets on the back of a chair. Suddenly he hears a voice that makes him start.



MILES (O.S.)

I’ve been waiting.



DOYLE


(Turning)

What are you doing here?

Miles Gordon is sitting in Doyle’s living room in the dark, on the one nice chair there.



MILES

I’ve been watching you work. It doesn’t look like you’ve been trying to hard. Greenwood’s not a patient man.



DOYLE

Why did he send you?



MILES

He wants you to speed things up. He wants his moneys worth out of you.



DOYLE

And that’s what he’s getting.



MILES


(Standing up)

It better be. He wants results by next week. Got it?



DOYLE

You can’t put a due date on something like this.



MILES


(Walking up to Doyle)

Sure you can. You’d better deliver, 


(He punches Doyle, knocking him down)

Or that’s just the start of what you’ll get. Understand?



DOYLE


(Wiping blood from his lip)

I understand.

Doyle stands back up, and grabs a glass bottle of the counter. He smashes it over Miles’s head, and knocks him out.

EXT. STREET – NIGHT

Doyle drags Miles’s unconscious body to the curb. Miles is bleeding where Doyle hit him. Doyle leaves him there and goes back inside.




CUT TO:

INT. GREENWOODS HOME – DAY

Doyle is standing in a large sitting room, it is very grand and ornate. Greenwood comes walking in to meet him. There is a hurry to his step, and he appears to be upset.



GREENWOOD

Mr. Doyle.



DOYLE

What’s the idea sending your goon to my apartment?



GREENWOOD

Mr. Doyle, you put my man in the hospital last night.



DOYLE

That’s not half of what I’ll do if I see him again. You said yourself I’m the man for the job, so stop checking up on me and just trust me.



GREENWOOD

Mr. Doyle, most men wouldn’t dare take that tone with me.



DOYLE

What do you want? 



GREENWOOD

I want Gregory Hurston found.

I’m tired of waiting.



DOYLE

I’ll find him! Why are you getting so anxious?



GREENWOOD

I’ve decided to amend our earlier deal. Instead of paying half up front, I am now going to pay you the full 20,000 only when you deliver Gregory Hurston to me.



DOYLE

What about your art piece?



GREENWOOD

I see no point in lying any more. There is no art piece, I want Hurston. He owes me far more than art, and I (MORE)


GREENWOOD (cont’d)

intend to exact his debt from him. (Pause) If you do not deliver him to me, you have no idea the wrath you will incur. 




CUT TO:

INT. HURSTON’S – OFFICE - AFTERNOON

Doyle is going through the office again. He cracks open the file cabinet finally and finds lists of names. Some files list models, others clients. He goes back into the room with the camera equipment, it all makes sense now. As he goes back into the front room, he stops and stares at the desk. He walks over to it and begins opening the drawers. As he opens the bottom drawers he pulls it all the way out, and looks into the empty space.

In the bottom of the drawer is a large envelope. He takes the envelope out and opens it up, inside is a large bundle of cash. He quickly ruffles through it and finds that it is the missing $50,000. he pauses for a moment to think, then puts the money back, and replaces all of the drawers.




CUT TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICES – EVENING

Doyle sits down at his desk, and rests his head in his hands. Catharine comes into the room, goes over and sits on the edge of his desk.



CATHARINE

Another hard day?



DOYLE

This case keeps getting better and better.



CATHARINE

What now?



DOYLE

Hurston was not an art dealer at all. It was all a front to cover his real business . . . 



CATHARINE

What was that?



DOYLE (cont’d) 

And something doesn’t make sense. Hurston was definitely being blackmailed, but I don’t know what for. Clearly he wanted his real business kept secret, but I don’t think there’s anything illegal there. I keep asking myself what else was it? But I’ve got the feeling I don’t really want to know.



CATHARINE

I think you could use a break. How many have you smoked today?



DOYLE

I don’t know. Why?



CATHARINE

Lets go to dinner.

Doyle looks up at her, she smiles at him.




CUT TO:

INT. SMALL RESTURAUNT – NIGHT

It’s a small, local place, a little bigger than a diner. In the near distance we see Doyle and Catharine sitting at a booth, they are chatting and laughing. The remains of dinner are being cleared away by a waitress. We move in closer to them, just as they stand up and head out.




CUT TO:

EXT. STREET – NIGHT

Doyle is walking home, he has a smile on his face, and he is acting more relaxed again. The stress seems to have melted away.




CUT TO:

INT. DOYLE’S HOME – NIGHT

Doyle sits down in his living room. He starts to take out his cigarette case, hesitates, and puts it back in his pocket. The phone rings, and he picks it up, we see his good mood fly away as he talks.



DOYLE

Hello.



LARA (O.S.)

Doyle! He found me again!



DOYLE

What?



LARA (O.S.)

The man from Gregory’s apartment, he found me here at the hotel.



DOYLE

Keep the door bolted! I’ll be there in ten minutes!




CUT TO:

EXT. HOTEL – NIGHT

Doyle runs up to the building, and begins to walk around it. The hotel is really more of a motel, old and dirty outside. As Doyle comes around the back, where the trash dumpster is overflowing, he finally catches sight of the man. Doyle charges right up to him.



DOYLE

Hey, you!



MAN

You again.

The man starts to turn toward Doyle, and pulls out his knife.



DOYLE

I have your money!



MAN

You do?



DOYLE

$50,000. You set the time and the place and I’ll get you the money. But for 50,000 this better be the end of it.

I don’t want to hear about or see you again.



MAN

50,000? (Pauses) All right.




CUT TO:

INT. HURSTON’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Doyle has the bottom drawer pulled out of the desk again; he pulls out the large envelope from earlier, then notices there is another envelope on the bottom. This one lies flat with no bulge. 

He takes it out too, then opens it. Inside he finds more photos. He pulls them out and takes a look at them. We don’t see them again, but Doyle’s face is more upset than ever before. He shoves the photos into his pocket, and runs out of the office.




CUT TO:

INT. HURSTON’S HOME – NIGHT

Doyle storms into the darkroom, and looks up at the pictures on the drying cord. He looks at the photos in his pocket again. His expression tells us they are not the same. 

He re- pockets the photos, and begins to leave, then realizes something, he turns back, and looks through the photos on the line. He stops at one, and grabs it with out taking it off the line for a moment, then runs out of the room.




CUT TO:

INT. JACK’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Jack is still on the phone with Catharine, listening very intently to her story.



CATHARINE (O.S.)

. . . Mr. Reed, that’s really all I know to tell. I’ll find Alex’s copy of the file, and his notes for you. But it’s very late



JACK

I’m sorry, thank you so much for your help.

He hangs up, and sits thinking for a moment.




CUT TO:

INT. DOYLE’S HOME – DAY

Jack is going back through everything. The living room has loads of books in it, on shelves and sitting on the coffee table. Jack begins to go through all the books.

There is a strange noise from the other room, and Jack looks up. Slowly he begins to make his way toward the bedroom. Just as he reaches the door, a large man grabs him from behind. 

They struggle, Jack trying to get free. He pulls an arm free and the large man punches him in the stomach. Jack doubles over and the large man pins his arms behind his back again. Miles Gordon comes in from the bedroom. His head is bandaged and his gun is drawn. Without hesitation he knocks Jack out with his gun.




CUT TO:

INT. GREENWOOD’S STUDY – DAY

Jack is unconscious, propped up in an armchair. Miles waves a bottle under his nose and Jack coughs and sputters awake. Greenwood is sitting opposite Jack.



GREENWOOD

Mr. Reed. I’m sorry my men were so rough with you. Would you like a drink?



JACK

Yeah, I’ll take a scotch if you got it.

Greenwood motions to Miles who goes and begins to fix a couple of drinks.



JACK

What do you want with me Mr. Greenwood?



GREENWOOD

You know who I am?

Miles hands them each a drink, then stands behind Greenwood.



JACK

I figured it out. You must be Miles Gordon. Doyle gave you that didn’t he?


(Motions to bandage)



MILES

Shut up!



GREENWOOD

I’m afraid Miles doesn’t have much of a sense of humor right now. Mr. Reed, I have a few questions for you. What are you doing looking in to Mr. Doyle’s cases?



JACK

I was hired to look into it, to rule out foul play in his death.



GREENWOOD

Mr. Doyle died of a heart attack. The official    coroner’s ruling was made yesterday. What are you still doing?



JACK

I didn’t know there was an official ruling yet, but this last case has just been too interesting to drop.



GREENWOOD

I’d appreciate it if you did. There are details that I barely trusted Doyle with, and I don’t want you prying into them.



JACK

I all ready know a lot. I 

know you want to kill Gregory Hurston. What did he owe you, Money, or some more of your crummy art? What was his life worth to you?



GREENWOOD

I think I like your tone less than Doyle’s.



JACK

So kill me. Did you all ready kill Hurston?



GREENWOOD

You don’t understand what Hurston took from me.



JACK

What is a man’s life worth to a sadistic old man like you? What was it?



GREENWOOD

Gregory Hurston took what was most precious to me in the world. You couldn’t even begin to understand.



JACK

Try me.



GREENWOOD

Doyle understood it before the end. He knew what Hurston had done . . .




DISOLVE TO:

INT. GREENWOOD’S STUDY – NIGHT

Doyle and Greenwood are seated like Jack and Greenwood were. 



DOYLE

I know that Hurston wasn’t really an art dealer; I found what his real business was. 



GREENWOOD

What do you mean?



DOYLE

Do you know about Hurston’s photography?



GREENWOOD


(Coldly)

I don’t know what you’re talking about.

Doyle gets up and walks over to Greenwood’s desk. He picks up a framed picture of Greenwood’s family.



DOYLE

Is this your daughter? It must be, she looks just like your wife. You know Hurston took some photos of your daughter. I don’t think you’d like those very much. They’re not very pretty.



GREENWOOD

Did you see them?



DOYLE

Yes. So you want to kill Hurston because of those photos? I need to know the truth, and all of it.



GREENWOOD

The photos were just the beginning. He abused my daughter. When I found out that he took those photos, I tried to have him arrested. But with her consent, there was nothing the law could do about it. My daughter became convinced she was in love with him, and she believed he loved her. When she became pregnant, I insisted they marry. Then he deserted her. He left her alone, pregnant, and heartbroken. She blamed me, said I drove him away. Between blaming me and accepting that he had left her, she lost it, and . . . she took her own life. I lost my daughter, and my unborn grandchild because of him. I want him found!



DOYLE


(Sitting back down)

I understand. I do.

Doyle takes the envelope of photos out of his pocket, he stares at it for a moment.



DOYLE

I found that Hurston was being blackmailed, but I couldn’t figure why. Even the photos, there’s nothing illegal about them. Then I found these. More photos, but they’re . . . they’re of children. The son of a bitch was photographing children like that.



GREENWOOD

If only I’d known when I first tried to have him arrested. 



DOYLE

Like you said before, he’s a missing person nobody misses. It’s almost better if he’s never found.




DISOLVE TO:

EXT. ALLEY – EVENING

A car comes driving up, stops, and Miles throws Jack out, then drives away. Jack gets up and brushes off his clothes. The ally is empty of people, but full of trash. He sneers after the car speeding away, then heads off toward his office.




CUT TO:

INT. SAM’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Jack and Sam walk into the office from the rest of the police station. Sam is leading the way.



SAM

Right in here.



JACK

Why didn’t you let me know that the coroner had made an official ruling on Doyle’s death?



SAM

Because it doesn’t make a difference.



JACK

What do you mean? I thought I was just hired to make sure there was no foul play in his death, but now the official ruling is natural causes.



SAM


(Sits at his desk)

You were also hired to look into his last case.



JACK

Why? If there’s no reason to think there’s a connection between the case and his death what does it matter?



SAM

Doyle told me a lot about the case, it piqued my interest. And I can’t spare the time to look into it personally. Also, I know what stress could do to Doyle.



JACK


(Sits in a chair across from Sam’s desk)

What do you mean?



SAM

Doyle used to be on the force. He was a good detective, and used to be a good cop, but he couldn’t

(MORE)



SAM (cont’d)

take the stress. That’s what got him drinking.



JACK

His doctor said he drank a lot. He finally gave it up though.



SAM

Yeah, thanks to Catharine.



JACK

What?



SAM

His secretary. She got him to quit drinking. He was too stubborn to admit it, but he did a lot of things for her.



JACK

Special working relationship?



SAM

She hates the work, but she’s worked for him for three years.



JACK

I see. I thought I was getting something like that from her. she’s the only person I’ve talked to that calls him Alex.



SAM

Yes.



JACK

Anyway, I don’t see much point in continuing this investigation.



SAM

Look, I’m gonna pay you out (MORE)



SAM (cont’d)

of my own pocket for this.

Keep it up; I’d like to know how far he got in his case.



JACK

All right.




CUT TO:

INT. JACK’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Jack walks in, looking tired. He goes to his desk and pulls out a pack of cigarettes. He lights one up, and as he takes his first puff he notices a folder on his desk. He picks it up, and finds a note on it. 

The note reads “I found it. This one is complete.” He opens the folder and finds it’s full of the same papers as the first folder. He flips through the papers to find where the story left off. He sits back and begins to read again.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. LARA’S HOTEL ROOM – NIGHT

Lara is sitting on the bed, Doyle on a chair facing her. He looks tired, and weighed down, she looks a little worried, but relaxed.



DOYLE

I’ve learned some things about your fiancé that I think you should know . . .



LARA

Did you pay that man?



DOYLE

What?



LARA

You said earlier that you found the money and you were going to pay that man off.



DOYLE 

No, I haven’t paid him yet. Look, I found some photos that . . .



LARA

You told me about the photos all ready. Why haven’t you paid him yet?



DOYLE

I don’t think you understand, your fiancé was . . . he was a . . .



LARA

I won’t feel safe until I know that you’ve paid that man, and that he won’t come back.



DOYLE

I will pay him. But I think you need to know the truth about Hurston. He wasn’t an art dealer, he dealt in pornography. His home and office are full of photos and records for it all. Some of the photos though, were, uh, they were of under age girls. I’m confident those photos were what he was being blackmailed for. 



LARA

What?



DOYLE

I can’t keep this from the police. When I find Hurston, I will have to turn him in, and those photos.



LARA

I can’t believe it. I can’t believe that Gregory . . .



DOYLE

I’m sorry.



LARA

Pay the blackmail off. I want this over.



DOYLE

If I take the photos to the police now, we could report the blackmail, and have it taken care of without paying him.



LARA

No! No, just pay him. Take care of it the quickest easiest way, tonight!



DOYLE


(Hesitates)

Yes, I’ll take care of it.

Doyle gets up and walks to the door. He hesitates a moment, then leaves.




CUT TO:

EXT. ALLY – NIGHT

It’s a dark and dingy ally, littered with trash. It wouldn’t be surprising to see a drunken bum sleeping somewhere. Doyle walks into the ally, he looks around hesitantly. Finally he hears a voice.



MAN (O.S.)

You got the money?



DOYLE 


(Turning to see Man)

Yes I do. (Pulls out the envelope) But first off, I want some answers.



MAN

I’m not in the answer business.



DOYLE

What have you got on Hurston?



MAN

Enough.



DOYLE

It’s the photos right? How did you even get them? (Pause) How did you get them?



MAN


(Sneers)

Just give me the money!



DOYLE

You don’t even know what I’m talking about do you?



MAN

Give me the money!



DOYLE

You’re not the blackmailer . . . you’re just hired muscle.



MAN

I’m getting sick of this, give me the money. (Pulls out his knife.)



DOYLE


(Tosses Man the envelope)

Who are you working for? 



MAN


(Looking in the envelope)

We’re through now. (Turns and walks away)



DOYLE

Hey! Who hired you?

Man just continues to walk away, Doyle runs after him for a second, then stops and thinks for a moment.




CUT TO:

INT. HURSTON’S HOME – NIGHT

Doyle goes back to the trashcan full of ashes by the desk. He reaches in and pulls a small fragment that survived. It’s definitely a piece of a photo. He drops the fragment back into the trashcan.

Doyle stands in the open door of the darkroom, he is deep in thought. He looks from the darkroom to the rest of the home. He finally goes into the darkroom, and begins to look through the photos again. He pauses at one, it surprises him. He puts it down and walks out. 

ANGLE on photo, all we see is a small portion of the picture, focusing on the girl’s head, but it is clearly identifiable as Lara.




CUT TO:

INT. DOYLE’S OFFICE – DAY

Doyle is sitting at his desk, lost in thought. He looks very upset about everything. He stares off into space, not really doing anything. Catharine pokes her head in.



CATHARINE

There’s . . . are you okay?



DOYLE

I’m fine.



CATHARINE

Sam’s on the phone for you.

She ducks out. Doyle lazily picks up the phone.



DOYLE

Sam?



SAM (O.S.)

You were asking about Gregory Hurston?



DOYLE

Yeah, I was.



SAM (O.S.)

Well, we’ve found him.




CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY – DAY

ANGLE from the ceiling, we look down the hallway. It’s a bright, starkly lit hall; there is a clean hospital like feel to it. We see Doyle finally come walking into the shot. He is walking very slowly, with a heavy shuffle to his step. At the end of the hall he opens a door and we finally see that Doyle is in a morgue.

Doyle walks into a room. There is a corpse on a table in the middle of the room. Sam is standing near the table, along with another police detective who’s going through a small tray of the corpse’s possessions.



SAM

Doyle, good to see you again.



DOYLE

That Hurston?



SAM

Yes. Shot in the head, coroner says he’s been dead for a couple weeks.



DOYLE

Any leads?



SAM

No. Maybe if we’d found him sooner. Why were you looking for him?



DOYLE

For a client.



SAM

Looks like you can close the book on this one.



DOYLE


(Pauses)

Yeah.

The Other Detective comes over to them carrying the tray of Hurston’s things.



DETECTIVE

He still had his wallet with fifty dollars in it. Robbery wasn’t a motive. 

Doyle looks in the tray while Sam ignores it.



DOYLE

From what I know about him there were probably plenty of motives for killing him.



SAM


(To Other Detective)

All right, lets head out.

(To Doyle)

I’ll see you later Doyle. Sorry we don’t have anything more for you.

Sam and the Other Detective leave. Doyle stays behind. He walks closer to the corpse on the table and stares at his face. Doyle looks disgusted as he glares at Gregory Hurston’s pale dead face.




CUT TO:

INT. GREENWOOD’S STUDY – DAY

Ian Greenwood is seated at his desk. Doyle sits across from him, on the other side of the desk. Doyle still looks very upset as he talks to Greenwood.



DOYLE

. . . Hurston was found by the police. They say he’s probably been dead for a few weeks.



GREENWOOD

I’m not sorry, but I am disappointed. I wanted the honor of Hurston’s end.



DOYLE

I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that. Now that the search is over, let’s discuss the matter of payment.



GREENWOOD

What’s to discuss?



DOYLE

You were going to pay me $20,000 . . .



GREENWOOD

Only upon delivery of Gregory Hurston. Those were my exact words if you recall. He is all ready dead, and you cannot deliver him to me. I am a man of my word, and I’m afraid that means you will get nothing. My sincerest thanks for your attempts to deliver Mr. Hurston, and I am sorry this didn’t work out better for the both of us.



DOYLE

I spent a lot of time and effort on this; I’d like at least something for my trouble.



GREENWOOD

As you know Mr. Doyle, 

(MORE) 



GREENWOOD (cont’d)

Hurston caused me all sorts of troubles, for which I am now to receive nothing. I don’t think your troubles can even begin to compare with mine.



DOYLE


(Standing)

Look I . . .

Doyle is suddenly stuck on the head with a gun from behind by Miles Gordon. Miles’s head is bandaged, and he has a look of rage on his face, and a certain perverse satisfaction from striking Doyle. 




CUT TO:

EXT. DOYLE’S OFFICE BUILDING – DUSK

Doyle has been left unconscious by the side of the building. He comes to, and slowly stands up. He rubs the back of his head in pain and looks around to figure out where he is. When he realizes he’s outside his office, he walks to the door and goes in.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. JACK’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Jack finishes reading the file. He has come to the end of it. He sets the folder down on his desk and slowly closes it. He is overwhelmed, and sits there thinking about all he has read and heard. He stares at the folder.




CUT TO:

EXT. CATHARINE’S HOME – DAY

Jack knocks on the door. He waits at the door, awkwardly looking around. Eventually Catharine answers the door. She is surprised to see him.



CATHARINE

Mr. Reed. Didn’t you get the file I took to your office?



JACK

Yes I did. But I think there’s more.



CATHARINE

That one was complete, I checked myself.



JACK

No, I don’t mean the file was missing anything. I think there’s more that happened that didn’t make it into the file before Doyle died.



CATHARINE

What do you mean?



JACK

I have a feeling Doyle had it figured out before he died. And I think it hadn’t all been put in the file yet. I think you know more than you’ve said. I know you don’t want to talk about it, I know it’s difficult for you, but please, anything more you know, please tell me.



CATHARINE


(Fighting back tears)

I don’t know if I . . .I don’t think he would’ve wanted me to talk about it. It’s just . . . I . . . come in.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. LARA’S HOTEL ROOM – NIGHT

We are focused on the door, and there is a knocking. Doyle calls through the door.



DOYLE (O.S.)

It’s me . . . Lara?

Doyle knocks again harder and the door begins to swing open, it wasn’t properly closed. Doyle walks into the room and looks around.



DOYLE

Lara?

He walks around the room, but there is no sign of Lara anywhere. Her suitcase is sitting open on the bed, mostly packed. He pauses and begins to look in it. She has clearly been packing, it’s full of everything. 

He picks up a book out of the suitcase. He opens it and finds in the front cover the hand written inscription “Lara Edwards.” He stares at it for a moment then closes the book. 

As he is putting it back down an envelope slips out from the back cover. He picks it up and opens it; he pauses for a moment looking at the contents. He pulls out several strips of photo negatives, and holds one up to look at it in the light. He exhales loudly. 

The door opens and in walks Lara, she has the money envelope in her hand. She stops suddenly when she sees Doyle. He puts the negatives back in the envelope, and turns to her.



DOYLE

Evening. I was coming to tell you about Hurston. But I think you know just about everything. That envelope looks familiar. (Points) Between these negatives, and that envelope, I’d say you were blackmailing Hurston.



LARA

I . . . I found it, outside.



DOYLE

Do you think I’m stupid? These are the negatives to

(MORE) 



DOYLE (cont’d)

the photos of children.

That’s the blackmail money I paid last night. You posed for some of Hurston’s photographs, you knew about all of this from the start! You were blackmailing Hurston for these photos (Holds up envelope) and you hired that man to help you get the money. But when he couldn’t find it you hired me, and made up some big bull story to get me to hand deliver it to you. Did you kill Hurston too?



LARA

Kill him?



DOYLE

Police found his body yesterday. He was shot in the head a couple weeks ago. Did you kill him, and then realize you didn’t know where his money was?



LARA

I didn’t kill him. 



DOYLE

It doesn’t matter. I think I can prove you were blackmailing him. (He pockets the envelope)



LARA

Doyle, give me back those negatives. 

Doyle begins to walk to the door. 



LARA

Doyle, give me those 

(MORE) 



LARA (cont’d)


(Pulls out a gun)

negatives! I may not have killed Hurston, but I did just kill my man for this money. And I’ll kill you for those negatives if I have to.

Doyle makes a lunge for her, she dodges, and he grabs her hand holding the gun. She tries to pull away, she pushes at him, and as they struggle her arm is twisted down in between the two of them. The gun goes off, we hear the bang, and see her suddenly fall into Doyle’s arms, and the gun falls to the floor. She coughs and sputters. He looks at her shocked. She looks up at him.



LARA

I’m not going to jail Doyle, not for Gregory Hurston.

She begins to slip out of his arms. He gently lays her down on the floor. She coughs a couple more times, and slowly goes completely limp. He watches with a mix of shock and sadness as she stops breathing.

He stands up, almost in a panic. He grabs the envelope of money and runs out of the room.




CUT TO:

INT. HURSTON’S HOME – NIGHT

Doyle rushes in, tosses the money on the table and heads to the darkroom. He grabs a trashcan on the way and goes into the darkroom. 

He dumps the envelope of negatives into the trashcan, then takes the envelope of photos and puts it in the trashcan too. He takes a photo off of the drying line, and lights it on fire with his cigarette lighter, the places it in the trashcan. As the trashcan’s contents burn he begins to take the rest of the photos and put them into the fire in the trashcan too.

LATER Doyle goes into the bathroom with the trashcan. The fire is out now. He dumps the ashes into the toilet.




CUT TO:

INT. LARA’S HOTEL ROOM – NIGHT

Doyle is on the phone.



DOYLE

Sam . . . there’s a woman dead here. You better come quick.

LATER Sam is there now, along with other police. Sam is talking to Doyle while the other police are looking at the rest of the room.



DOYLE

. . . She was Hurston’s fiancé. When I told her that he was dead, she lost it. I tried to stop her, but she shot herself.



SAM

It doesn’t look like a suicide.



DOYLE

Sam, I’m telling you everything. You know me.



SAM

That doesn’t mean I believe you. But I will trust you. Get out of here now and it won’t come back to you.



DOYLE

Are you sure?



SAM

I know you didn’t kill her. That’s enough for me.

Sam looks down at Lara’s body on the floor. His face seems oddly over re-active about it. He looks visibly hurt. Doyle notices this on his way out. Just as he gets to the door the Other Detective calls Sam.



DETECTIVE

Lieutenant Edwards.

Doyle hesitates in the doorway for a moment when he hears the name, then heads out.




CUT TO:

EXT. STREET – NIGHT

Doyle is walking down the street, he is beyond upset. He pulls out a pack of cigarettes and begins to fumble around trying to pull one out. He gets one into his mouth, then stops and throws it away. 

He continues to fumble around with the pack, and finally crushes it in his hand, throws it on the ground, and keeps walking.




CUT TO:

INT. BAR – NIGHT

It’s dark and smoky. Doyle comes in, his tie is loose and crooked, and he is slouching something terrible. He slowly walks over to the bar and takes a seat on a stool. He puts his elbows on the bar and rests his head on his hands. The bar tender comes over to him.



BAR TENDER

Doyle? Haven’t seen you in a long time.



DOYLE

You know what I want.

The bar tender puts a shot glass on the bar and fills it. He leaves the bottle and walks away.

Doyle finally looks up, and takes the glass in his hand. He looks at it for a long time. He begins to lift it, and then puts it back down. He lifts it again almost to his mouth, and then puts it back down again. This time he buries head in his arms for a moment, then slowly looks up at the glass again. He reaches for it, but stops short. He gets up and walks out.




CUT TO:

EXT. CATHARINE’S HOUSE – NIGHT

Doyle knocks on the door. His tie is completely undone now, and he looks very tired. A light behind the door turns on, and then Catharine opens the door. She is in a nightgown and a silk robe. Her hair is down, and though she is not made up, she seems to be glowing with natural beauty. She looks surprised and worried to see Doyle at her door.



CATHARINE

  Alex? What are you doing here?



DOYLE

I . . . everything’s gone to hell. I can’t take it anymore. I went to a bar, I . . .



CATHARINE

You didn’t!



DOYLE

No, I didn’t. I couldn’t. I was going to, but you kept popping into my head. I couldn’t do it, because of you. While the world is falling in around me, you . . . you are like my . . . I love you.



CATHARINE

Alex I . . . I love you too.

They embrace in a kiss. It is sweet and passionate.




FADE TO:

INT. CATHARINE’S BEDROOM – MORNING

We slowly travel through the room up to the bed. Catharine is lying on her stomach, her long dark hair cascading down her bare shoulders. The blankets are pulled up covering her, but her shoulders are visible.

She opens her eyes and smiles. She has woken from the best sleep of her life. She turns and realizes that Doyle is not in bed with her. Her faces changes to a look of disappointment. She props herself up a little on her elbows and pulls the blankets around her as she looks around the room for him.

Doyle enters from the bathroom. He is dressed and is knotting his tie. He seems to be in a rush. Her expression becomes more hurt.



CATHARINE

Where are you going?

He sits on the edge of the bed to put on his shoes.



DOYLE

I’ve had a breakthrough on the case. I’ve got some things to go do.

Catharine begins to feel she has made a mistake, he seems to be fleeing. She starts to slouch back down into the bed while Doyle continues.



DOYLE

Don’t come into the office today, I’m leaving it closed. There’s too much to do. I’d love to take you out tonight if I get everything finished in time. I’ll call later today. I’m sorry I have to run.

He picks up his jacket and puts on his hat. Catharine continues to look upset. Doyle is almost out the door when he turns back and slowly walks over to the bed. He runs his hand through her hair and rests it on her cheek. She relaxes at his touch. He leans in and whispers in absolute sincerity.



DOYLE

I love you!

He kisses her on the forehead, and leaves. She relaxes back onto the bed, and smiles in satisfaction, all her worries have melted away, he loves her.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. CATHARINE’S HOME – DAY

Catharine is sitting on the sofa. She looks like she’s been crying. Jack is on a chair across from her. He has been absorbing every word.



CATHARINE

That was the last time I saw him alive.



JACK

Thank you. I’m so sorry.

Jack gets up to leave. He puts his hand on Catharine’s shoulder for a moment and walks out of the room.




CUT TO:

INT. DOYLE’S HOME – DAY

Jack is going through papers again. He is determined to find the solution to Doyle’s case. He begins to go through the drawers of Doyle’s desk. 

In the top center drawer he finds a small square box. He picks it up and opens it. Inside is a gold diamond engagement ring. Clearly it was meant for Catharine. He looks at it for a moment, closes the box and puts it in his pocket.

He continues to check the drawers, and finds a small pad with a to-do list on it. He looks at it for a minute.



THE LIST READS

Sam’s Daughter?

Morgue – Hurston’s things

9:00 Arlington St. garage.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. LARA’S HOTEL ROOM – NIGHT

Doyle is looking through Lara’s suitcase. He picks up a book out of the suitcase. He opens it and finds in the front cover the hand written inscription “Lara Edwards.” He stares at it for a moment then closes the book. 

LATER Sam looks down at Lara’s body on the floor. His face seems oddly over re-active about it. He looks visibly hurt. Doyle notices this on his way out. Just as he gets to the door the Other Detective calls Sam.



DETECTIVE

Lieutenant Edwards.

Doyle hesitates in the doorway for a moment when he hears the name, then heads out.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. DOYLE’S HOME – DAY

Jack is reading the list still. He looks at the part about the morgue.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. MORGUE – DAY

Doyle is looking through the tray of Hurston’s possessions. He looks up unsettled by something. A morgue attendant is standing near by. 



DOYLE


(Leaving)

Thanks.

Doyle hands the attendant some money on his way out.



ATTENDANT

Thank you.




DISLOVE TO:

INT. DOYLE’S HOME – DAY

Jack is reading the list still. He looks at the last note. It’s a time and the address of the garage where Doyle died. Jack stares at it.




CUT TO:

INT. PARKING GARAGE – AFTERNOON

Jack walks into the garage. He walks around frowning at everything. Nothing is telling him anything. He finally walks over to where a bridge connects the garage to an office building. 

He leans against the wall, and lights a cigarette. He is stumped. He pulls the list out of his pocket and re-reads it. He stares at the note “Sam’s daughter.”




DISOLVE TO:

INT. SAM’S OFFICE – DAY

Sam is sitting at his desk talking to Jack.



SAM

. . . Keep it up; I’d like to know how far he got in his case.




CUT TO:

INT. MORUGE – DAY

Doyle and Sam are talking; the Other Detective comes over to them carrying the tray of Hurston’s things.



DETECTIVE

He still had his wallet with fifty dollars in it. Robbery wasn’t a motive. 

Doyle looks in the tray while Sam ignores it.



DOYLE

From what I know about him there were probably plenty of motives for killing him.




CUT TO:

INT. LARA’S HOTEL ROOM – NIGHT

Sam looks down at Lara’s body on the floor. His face seems oddly over re-active about it. He looks visibly hurt.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. PARKING GARAGE – AFTERNOON

Jack looks shocked. He walks away from the wall thinking. He stops and looks down the length of the garage. 



JACK

Lara was Sam’s daughter. Sam must’ve known about Hurston then.

It all comes together.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. PARKING GARAGE – NIGHT

We are looking down a small bridge from the garage to the office building. There is a man standing on it, shrouded in shadow. We cannot identify him. Doyle walks onto the bridge.



DOYLE

I didn’t think you’d show up. That’s the sort of thing that takes courage.

The man lifts his head out of the shadow and turns toward Doyle. We can now see that it is Sam.



SAM

Don’t patronize me Doyle.



DOYLE

I always thought you were too good a cop to do something like this. I though you were too good a man.



SAM

You’re one to pass judgment! Of all people you are the last . . .



DOYLE

I’ll admit, I almost destroyed myself, but I never did anything like this.



SAM


(Stares over the bridge at the city around him)

I gave the best years of my life to this city, and what do I have to show for it? They chewed me up and spit me out. I’ve got a miniscule pension, a failed marriage, a son I don’t even know where he is, and a daughter . . . look at my daughter. You saw the pictures of her didn’t you? I thought I’d burned them all. He did that to her, he took those pictures, and she let him.



DOYLE

You killed Hurston.



SAM

For what he did to my daughter! And who knows how many other daughters out there. He deserved it!



DOYLE

You killed a man.



SAM

And I’m not at all sorry! I did this world a favor, one more I’ll never be thanked for. I’m only a few years from retirement, and I’ve got (MORE) 



SAM (cont’d)

nothing! Nothing to look forward to retirement for. I thought if I could just destroy what he did, the pictures, what he did to Lara, that I could make it all better again.



DOYLE

It wasn’t just him, it was her too.



SAM

At first I blamed him, then myself, now . . . I don’t know who to blame. She was what she was. There’s nothing I can do.



DOYLE

Did you know that Lara was blackmailing Hurston? 



SAM

What would you want me to do about it? She was daughter, how could I have arrested her?

Doyle just stares at him disappointedly.



SAM

Don’t look at me like that.

Don’t you judge me Doyle, you’re the last person I would let do that.

Sam walks away, and Doyle watches him until he’s gone. 

LATER Doyle is walking through the garage rubbing his arm and shoulder like he’s sore. He slows down as he walks; he goes from sore to intense pain. He grabs at his chest and breathes hard. He slumps over on the ground. His breathing is labored and growing slower.




DISOLVE TO:

INT. PARKING GARAGE – AFTERNOON

Jack stares at his notepad for a while. Then turns and leaves.




CUT TO:

INT. SAM’S OFFICE – EVENING

Sam sits at his desk reading through some papers. He becomes aware that he is not alone; he looks up to see Jack standing in the doorway. Jack looks tired and disappointed.



SAM

What do you want?



JACK

To know why.



SAM

What do you mean?



JACK

Why did you hire me? Why did you want someone to look into Doyle’s last case? You must have know what I’d find out.



SAM

I don’t know what your . . .



JACK

I figured out what Doyle found out. I know the truth.



SAM

Close the door.

Jack steps all the way into the office and closes the door. 



SAM

So you know.



JACK

I know you killed Hurston. (MORE) 



JACK (cont’d)

You burned the photos in his

desk, but you didn’t know he had a darkroom with more. If Doyle hadn’t found it he probably never would have made the connection of you to Hurston.



SAM

Maybe if Lara had hired someone else it wouldn’t have happened like this.



JACK

You’ve had a good career Sam. I hate to see you go down like this.



SAM

Who’s going down like this? I knew Doyle, and I knew he wouldn’t have delayed turning me in if he’d had any 

concrete proof. And I know you wouldn’t be here like this if you had any.




JACK

I could be warning you, as a professional courtesy.



SAM

I might believe that from Doyle, but not quite from you. You’re here hoping I’ll give up, let the guilt force me to confess, and turn myself in. I’m not going to prison for Gregory Hurston.



JACK

I’m gonna make sure you do.



SAM

Oh please, don’t be 

(MORE) 



SAM (cont’d)

melodramatic. If you know everything then you know what Hurston did. He was guilty but the law couldn’t touch him. I did what had to be done.



JACK 

What you did had nothing to do with justice or Hurston’s crimes, you did it for yourself. 



SAM

So I did it for myself. It helped everyone else too. You have to admit, it’s better all around that Hurston’s dead.



JACK

I don’t care who you killed, murder is murder.



SAM

I don’t need a lecture from you. Just remember I have years of upstanding work for the police force on my side and you are a third rate private eye who has no proof, who do you think people are going to believe? If you try to bring me down, it will destroy your career, not mine.

Jack turns and heads to the door.



SAM

What are you going to do?



JACK


(Turns back slowly)

What can I do?

Jack turns and leaves.




CUT TO:

INT. JACK’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Jack is sitting at his desk, looking defeated. He stares at the stack of notes and folders for Doyle’s case sitting on his desk. 

He has the box with the engagement ring from Doyle’s desk in his hands, and he turns it over slowly. He opens the box and looks at the ring for a moment.




CUT TO:

INT. CATHARINE’S HOUSE – MORNING

Catharine is dressed in all black, and is clearly getting ready for a funeral. Jack is standing near the door while Catharine runs around the room doing some last minute prep for the funeral, grabbing her purse, a hat, finishing her make-up and etc.



JACK

I just wanted to thank you again for all of your help. I know how hard it was for you to talk about.



CATHARINE.

Yes.



JACK

I got to the bottom of everything. It was quite a case Doyle was handling. He was quite a detective.



CATHARINE


(Slowing down)

Yes he was.



JACK

I know how you felt about him. I think you ought to know how he felt about you.



CATHARINE


(Quietly)

I know how he felt.



JACK


(Pulling the ring box out of his pocket)

I found this in his home. I’m sure it was meant for you.

He hands her the box and she opens it slowly. She stares for a moment, tears begin to form in her eyes.



JACK

He really loved you.



CATHARINE

I know.




CUT TO:

EXT. STREETS – DAY

Jack is walking down the street, he pulls out of his pocket the list from Doyle’s home, he has circled the word morgue.




CUT TO:

INT. MORUGE – DAY

Jack is walking down a hallway with an attendant. They go through a pair of double doors.

Jack stands at a table. The attendant brings over the tray of Hurston’s things and sets it in front of Jack.



ATTENDANT

This is everything that was found on him when we found the body.



JACK

Thank you.

Jack begins to go through everything, a wallet, a pen, a wristwatch, and a few other common things. Nothing seems out of place.



JACK

Doyle found something, what did he see here?



ATTENDANT

What?

Jack opens and looks through the wallet. Nothing special. He picks up the watch; the band is broken as if it were torn off a wrist.



JACK

Were there any bruises on the body?



ATTENDANT

I’m sorry?



JACK

Was there any sign that Hurston fought with his killer?



ATTENDANT

Yes, there were some bruises on his arms and chest. Whoever his killer was he must have been a bigger man, Hurston was clearly overpowered before he was shot.

Jack turns the watch over in his hands; it just doesn’t seem to fit. The back is engraved, Jack takes a closer look at it, the watch is silver and is engraved with “For Sam, 25 years on the force.”



JACK

This is it.



ATTENDANT

What?



JACK

This watch wasn’t Hurston’s. He must have torn it from his killer.



ATTENDANT

What? Why didn’t the police notice?



JACK

It isn’t out of place at all.

Who would look closer at a watch? (Under his breath) Certainly not a man who doesn’t want anyone to know it’s his.



ATTENDANT

What was that?



JACK


(Quietly, to himself)

He must have not realized Hurston had it until the body was brought in, then it was too late to take it back.



ATTENDANT

What are you talking about?

Jack drops the watch back into the tray and walks out abruptly, leaving the attendant standing there lost.




CUT TO:

EXT. CEMETARY – DAY

Its Doyle’s funeral, a small group of chairs is set up near a coffin. There are a few flowers on the coffin. The turnout is very small. Catharine and Sam sit in the front row, a handful of other police officers and other people are there. Jack walks up from behind the people and takes a seat in the back row of chairs. 

The funeral ends in silence. The coffin is lowered into the grave, but our focus remains on the people. Everyone begins to get up and leave, except Catharine and Jack. We see the tears in Catharine’s eyes. Jack looks at Catharine for a moment; there is sympathy in his eyes. 

Jack turns and watches Sam walking away. Jack stands up and begins to follow Sam from a good distance. Sam is nearing the edge of the cemetery and we see the cars on the street. As we watch Sam, we see several police officers, some in uniform, get out of the cars in front of him. Lead by Sam’s partner, the police walk up to Sam, who stops and stares at them for a while. 

We are too far from them to hear what is said, but we watch as the officers handcuff and arrest Sam. Jack stops, still a bit of a distance away. He watches Sam be forced into the backseat of a police car.

We focus on Jack’s face, he watches with a mix of satisfaction and sadness.



JACK (V.O.)

When I took this case I thought it was just the story of a dead man. I was wrong. It was a story of a broken man.




FADE OUT.

THE END.

