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FADE IN

INT. MOTEL ROOM – DAY
Decent motel room.  Unmade bed. A half empty bottle of white wine, a couple of glasses and a plastic bucket with melting ice stand on the table by window.  Man’s suit and other clothing on chair by bed; shoes on floor.

SHERRI NADINE DUNLAP, 40.  Attractive woman. Good figure.  Appears to be a serious person.  She is fully dressed and drying her hair with a towel as she stares sadly out through motel window.  Beyond, the skies are darkening.

Bathroom door is open.  SHOWER, off-key SINGING.  Water stops and singing changes to a low HUMMING as a MAN emerges from shower, towel about waist.

WILLIAM (BILL) MADIGAN, 40.  Slick.  A little too good-looking to be true.  His WEDDING BAND and his smile FLASH at Sherri as he heads for his clothing.





SHERRI



Hurry up, Bill. It’s going to rain.
Bill goes to the chair and begins dressing.





BILL



So? And how does it feel to be


fucking your next state assemblyman?
Sherri looks from Bill back to window where the first drops of rain spatter the glass.






SHERRI



You haven’t been elected yet.

I hate to drive in the rain.






BILL



Well, go on ahead. I’ll be

right behind you.  I’ll be out 
in a minute. Just take it easy.
Sherri pokes at her hair and picks up her coat and bag.

SHERRI


You know, really - I – I don’t think 
we should keep on with this, Bill. I –





BILL



What?  Guilt?  You? You know 
perfectly well DD’s doing it to you – 
in spades. I’ve told you enough 
times: you should’ve let me follow

through with the divorce. I can get 
you a hellova settlement if you just let me.





SHERRI



Yes.  No – I mean, Yes I suppose 
I do feel guilty. I really don’t 

feel right about it.  Maybe this

was a mistake.  I do like you,

Bill, but just because DD chases 
around behind my back doesn’t mean –






BILL




(Coming closer)



Hey, this isn’t about DD. This is 
about you and me, Baby. You don’t 

have anything to feel bad about.  

So...get going.  I’m right



behind you. As long as we stick

to the old road, nobody’s going

to see us.  Only people who
use it these days are teen-agers 
who want to neck.





SHERRI



But Kaitlyn...she doesn’t cheat on 
you - does she?

BILL

No.  I don’t know.  I don’t think

so.  But...oh, she’s all right. We 
were high school sweethearts – but 
people change.  We’re just not on 
the same page anymore.  If it 

weren’t for the election...  
INT. BEAUTIFUL MASTER BATHROOM – DAY

BILL (Cont’d. VO)



I don’t know...When we got married 
I thought it was going to be – I don’t

know.  Now all she wants to do is play 
homemaker. And when she’s not doing 
the little homemaker she’s playing the

social butterfly.  Right now, that’s a

plus, but...
KAITLYN MADIGAN, 37.  Very attractive brunette.  Good figure.  Wholesome appearance.  

Kaitlyn stands looking VERY DISAPPOINTED at the NEGATIVE results of her home pregnancy test.

LILY ANN WILLIAMS, 60’s.  Very slight black woman with glasses.  
In b.g. Lily Ann passes carrying folded clothing, and sees Kaitlyn. Lily Ann ENTERS bathroom.






LILY ANN



No good news today, Kaitlyn?






KAITLYN



Oh...I wouldn’t mind, but



I’ll be thirty-seven in a few

weeks.  We don’t have forever.






LILY ANN



Well, the world full of beautiful



babies need a good home.






KAITLYN



We’ve talked about that, but...to 
be honest, Lily Ann, sometimes I think 
Bill doesn’t even want...

Lily Ann shifts her load and pats her employer’s hand.  

LILY ANN



Oh men always be that way. Listen, when 
he get a baby in his arms, you’ll see.



KAITLYN

I wish that were true.  To tell

the truth, I think he’s seeing – in fact I’m ...
BACK TO MOTEL ROOM SCENE 
Bill laughs at his situation, but Sherry is not pleased.






BILL



I’ll be right behind you.  Now get!
EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET – DAY

As rain starts falling, two TEEN-AGE WOMEN appear in doorway of small house.  A bicycle leans by the steps.  
BRUNETTE GIRL...

Points to the sky and says something that is DROWNED in rain.  
A flash in the distant sky.  A moment later a FAINT ROLL of THUNDER.
TRACI LEE CLERY, 17.  Traci is blonde, quite athletic and wearing only a light blouse and shorts.  She pulls a light plastic poncho from saddlebag at back of bike and slips it over her head.  She reaches back into saddlebag and takes out a sandwich.  Begins unwrapping it.






GIRL



What’s that?






TRACI



It’s a tuna sandwich.  My mom is 
afraid I’ll stop at a fast food

joint while I’m out.






GIRL



Talk about overprotection!
Traci LAUGHS.  






TRACI


You got that right.  But whatever; 
I like tuna. See you tonight, girl.






GIRL



Be careful along by the river.

Traci LAUGHS and waving, rides off, holding her sandwich close to protect it from the rain. 

EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT – DAY – DARK SKIES, RAIN
Only a few cars in the lot.  Rain is coming down hard now as Sherri runs to her near-new Saturn.  A black BMW is parked nearby. Bill stands by...
MOTEL DOORWAY
While he watches Sherri’s car back up and pull out, he takes out his cell phone and punches numbers.

BILL

Blair?  Hi.  I’m sorry, Baby.  Got tied

up in court all day.  How about tomorrow?

Same motel.  I’ll call you with the room

number.
As Bill winds down the conversation, he pulls the door shut behind him.
EXT. WINDING ROAD – DAY – RAINING HARDER
Sherri’s car moves quickly along the road past homes and small businesses.  More country now.  To her right the river is visible down through fairly thick groves of trees.  To Sherri’s left, the tree-covered hill rises.  Afternoon is waning and rain is pouring hard and LOUD.  
SIGN reads: MORRISTOWN 15 MI.
Bill’s BMW is moving quickly and comes up behind Sherri.  She notes his car in her rear view mirror and is clearly torn.  Coming around a tight curve she glances back again.  

At this moment, as she pulls out of the turn, Sherri comes hard upon Traci, who is riding along, head down. Traci and the bike are both hard to see.  






SHERRI


Oh...!
Sherri swerves sharply right, trying to brake, but her vehicle CLIPS the bike, throwing it ahead into the roadway.  
Traci goes flying over handlebars onto the road as...  

Sherri’s vehicle SLAMS over the slight curbing and down over the embankment where it SLAMS HARD into a tree above the river. The front end of her Saturn is badly twisted and crumpled.  The airbag has deployed and Sherri slumps face down over the wheel as...
Bill BRAKES hard, nearly losing his own vehicle.  He leaps out.  He ignores Traci who lies dazed, perhaps unconscious.  Bill scrambles down the embankment to Sherri’s car.  He does not like getting his expensive suit messed up.  

He struggles but manages to crack Sherri’s bent door.





BILL



Are you all right?





SHERRI



I – oh...I...






BILL



Oh shit!

He looks about him in the heavy rain.  No traffic so far on the roadway.  He looks down at his messed up shoes.





BILL (Cont’d.)



Shit!  Four hundred dollars...
Sherri is coming out of it more now.  She makes an effort to move.





SHERRI



I can’t move, Bill.  I’m trapped.



I think I hit somebody. Call 911.
Again Bill looks about, harassed.






BILL



Shit.  Look, Sherri, I can’t 



call 911.  Think about it.

We’ll be on the ten o’clock 
news tonight. A victim.  We’ve

been drinking...By tomorrow...
Oh, Jesus. How the hell did you...?
He pauses, trying to think.





BILL (Cont’d.)


Look.  Can you reach your phone?






SHERRI



I –

She fumbles with her free right hand.  Feels her bag.





SHERRI (Cont’d.)


I can’t get my bag open.






BILL



Damn!

He climbs down around to the passenger side, dirtying his suit and shoes even more.  He gets the door open.  He digs Sherri’s cell phone out of her bag and places it into her right hand.






BILL (Cont’d.)


Look, I’ll go check on the bike.



In the meantime, you call 911 and 



tell them your car slid on the wet



road and you hit a tree.

(Pulls back as he has another thought)



And you were all alone.  You didn’t

hit anybody.  You didn’t see anybody.

You only ended up  against a tree.  
And that’s it. Got it?  





SHERRI



Bill!  You can’t leave me here

all alone.  What about –
BILL



You’re not paying attention, Sherri.


I’m going up to check on the bike.


Whatever happened, I’ll take



care of it.  Now make the call!

The day is darkening even more now as rain continues to

pound.  Bill turns and begins scrambling back up to the road.





SHERRI



Bill!  You bastard!  You come back here.  
You can’t – don’t leave me now.  Jesus 
Bill...I can’t -
Seeing he is ignoring her, Sherri begins to lose it.





SHERRI (Cont’d.)


You dirty bastard!  Bill! I’ll get 
you for this, you rotten snake.  All



you care about is Bill Madigan. Bill, 
if you go, I swear –

As Bill climbs, Sherri’s voice is SCREAMING OS in b.g., but words are no longer intelligibile. 
Although Bill hears her, it’s obvious that her needs are secondary to his own. Bill works his way back up to the roadway.  
Distant lightening and THUNDER.  The rain continues to beat down on Bill as he runs to Traci.  He kneels and turns her over, surprised to see that she is only a teenage girl.  She is MOANING and barely conscious, but doesn’t appear to be bleeding.  There is no obvious injury.  
Bill POPS the trunk of his car and gets the bike and puts it in.  
He opens the rear door and gathers Traci up.  As he does so, the plastic raincoat falls away and her thighs open suggestively revealing panties beneath the shorts. The edge of her panties reveals a hint of blonde pubic hair. Although she is barely conscious, it looks as if Traci is doing this on purpose. 
Bill hops into the driver’s seat, GUNS the engine, and his BMW disappears around another turn as the FAINT WHINE of SIRENS rises through the rain in the distance.
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM – NIGHT
Sherri lies in bed, hooked up to an IV, etc. Her husband, 
DANIEL (DD) DUNLAP, 44, is at her bedside.  
DD has more flash than style.  He has a bit of a paunch and is balding.
A NURSE ENTERS.  DD appears to be very concerned as Sherri lies unconscious.





NURSE



We’ve given her a sedative.



She’ll be better tomorrow.






DD



Poor thing.  Well, at least, 
thank God, she’s alive.
The nurse EXITS.






DD (Cont’d.)


Goddam it, Sher.  Do you know



what this’s going to do



to our insurance?  Christ!



And what in the hell were you



doing way out there in the



first place?  That’s what I’d


like to know. God damn it -
INT. SMALL ROOM HOSPITAL – DAY – SKY CLEAR
DOCTOR




I’m very sorry, Mr. Dunlap.  Your


wife sustained some very serious



injury.  Her spine...






DD



Her spine?  What do you 

mean by her spine?  

DOCTOR



At this point, Mr. Dunlap, we just



can’t promise anything.  Oh, her



life is not in jeopardy. But...



well, right now we just can’t say



if – and when – she may be able



to walk again.






DD



You mean – you’re telling me

she’s going to be paralyzed?





DOCTOR



I’m sorry, Mr. Dunlap.  She faces



a long uphill road toward recovery.  
We just can’t say at this point.






DD



But then – she may recover 
completely? There’s room for hope?





DOCTOR



In my profession I’ve seen some



pretty amazing recoveries, Mr. Dunlap.



And certainly, there’s always hope.



With therapy, and her will to live,



I hope she can – perhaps eventually –



make a full recovery.
INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY – DAY

DD stands thinking. 





DD



Son of a bitch!
INT. KITCHEN – DAY
 A dark ominous stain on dirty linoleum floor.  A camera FLASHES (OS) 

HUGH RAFFERTY (RAF), 35.  DETECTIVE.  Raf’s BADGE at his belt is CLEARLY VISIBLE.  Raf is a good-looking, masculine type.  He’s holding a CAT that wants down, but Raf restrains him.
RAF



No no, Fido, you know you can’t 
wander around crime scenes. Jesus...

JEFF, 40. Jeff is a husky man wearing jeans and a T shirt. He’s holding a clipboard in one hand and a digital camera in the other.






JEFF


Yeah, Raf. The bastards that did 
this –
(Sucks in breath)

I mean...This is sick.






RAF



I hear you.  Just when you



think you’ve seen it all.

Raf strokes Fido and SIGHS.






RAF (Cont’d.)

Life without possibility of parole 
would be too good for these offenders -  
ANGLE OPENS TO REVEAL ENTIRE ROOM

The kitchen is filthy, stains on floors and walls, cracked tiles on counters, holes in walls, broken kitchen window over sink.  Doors hanging on cabinets and the oven door lies on the floor.  Litter scattered all about.






RAF (Cont’d.)

But hey, look on the bright side,

 

Jeff: They did us a favor.  
When we bring this puppy back to 

life, she’ll be worth six hundred 
thousand.  Maybe a little more.






JEFF


Well, we’ve got our work cut



out for us, Raf.  But...only 



giving me a forty thousand dollar



budget; this isn’t going to



be as easy as the last one.
RAF

You said that the last time, Jeff. In 
fact you always say that.  But somehow 
you always come through.  I –

Raf’s cell phone RINGS.






RAF (Cont’d)



Yeah.  Yeah. Where?  Jesus.  Yeah, 
okay. I’m on my way.

Raf snaps the phone shut.






RAF (Cont’d.)


Looks like my city needs me, Jeff.  
I’ll get back to you later.

Jeff nods.

Raf starts to leave, but turns briefly back.






RAF (Cont’d)



Well, come on man.  We’ve only 
got four weeks to flip this puppy.



(To Fido)



Come on, Partner.  We’ve got



us a homicide to investigate.

EXT. WOODED AREA – DAY

Yellow tape strung around scene.  Photographer is finishing up while crouching uniformed police move about looking for any possible evidence in grass.  Now and then BAGGING small items they find and placing markers. etc. 

A crew from a local TV station is filming as...

ROADWAY

Car pulls up.  Fido is on passenger side looking out the window.  Raf gets out and comes around to get Fido.  He carries Fido as he approaches...
CRIME SCENE
JASON (UNIFORMED COP) 






JASON



Hi Raf.  Looks like you and your 
partner have another nasty one on your hands.

Jason glances toward the barely visible body in b.g. and then consults his NOTEBOOK.)






JASON (Cont’d.)



Okay.  Girl’s bicycle is over near

 
where you pulled up.  Looks as if 
it was struck by a vehicle, but the 
body is over here by the tree.  Her 
head has been smashed. There’s a 
bloody rock there.






RAF



A girl.  Sexual assault?






JASON



M.E. thinks so.  Her shorts



and panties are lying by the body.

Raf holds Fido carefully as he approaches the corpse.
MEDICAL EXAMINER (M.E.), middle-aged man, balding.






RAF



Nice way to start your day.






M.E.


Hi Raf.  Yeah. Victim had her 
driver’s license in a bag on her 
bike.  Traci Lee Clery. 
Seventeen years old.
Oh oh, here comes your boss.

CAPTAIN EDWARD SLOANE, 50.  Beefy tough-looking man. Not a lot of style.  Approaches in a quick no-nonsense way.






RAF



Good morning, Cap.
SLOANE


    
God damn it, Raf.  What have



I told you about dragging that



cat around every place you go?

Raf quickly puts his hand over Fido’s ears.






RAF



Shh!  You know Fido thinks he’s 
a dog, Captain.  And I might add:  
he’s the only partner I’ve got, 



since –

Sloan stifles an involuntary smile at Raf trying to cover Fido’s ears.






SLOANE




Don’t cry on my shoulder, Raf.



I’m hurting too.  And you did have

partners – you and your partners –

you’re like water and electricity.  
Besides, we’ve had major cutbacks 
all over the city.  You know that.



And that still doesn’t excuse



dragging that – that...I think


this is the girl that was 

reported missing last night.






M.E.


Somebody’s going to have to 
notify her family.






SLOANE



And that would be you, Raf.

INT. KITCHEN – DAY

Kitchen is from the thirties.  Green and cream tile, some cracked over the years.  Ancient range, sink, etc.  

On the wall nearby a black Kit Cat clock moves its eyes and wags its tail.  It is around ten AM.

LUCRETIA JOSEPHINE ST. JAMES, 50.  Lucretia is a chubby, BLACK WOMAN.  She wears thick colorful eye shadow and bright red rouge and black lipstick.  All her makeup is thick and gaudy.  
Her heavy hair is platinum blonde and matted, as if she stuffs it beneath her mattress at night. It has a faintly dusty appearance.
Lucretia always wears colorful satiny clothing.  She wears a number of long beads that hang down from her neck over a gaudy old satin robe.  Her hands sticking out from the robe are heavy with bangles and rings and blood red fingernail polish.

Lucretia sits at a small old-fashioned kitchen table with a mug of coffee and a smoking cigarette.  An elaborate fifties pottery ashtray on the table overflows with cigarette butts. 

The DOORBELL RINGS, but Lucretia barely indicates she hears it. A moment later a door SLAMS (OS)and FOOTSTEPS come closer.  

ALYSSA MANNERS, BLACK WOMAN, 70’s, ENTERS.  Alyssa is thin and active for her age.  She is clearly right at home in the house.





ALYSSA



Morning Girl.  Whooh, guess what?



I dreamed I got laid last night. I 
knew right away it was a dream because 
I got laid.

As she talks, Alyssa takes down cup from a rack and pours herself a cup of coffee.  She sits down at the table by Lucretia.






LUCRETIA



I don’t have dreams like that. I do


have some dreams. I had a nasty one 
last night – well, early this morning.

Lucretia snubs out her butt and digs a pack of cigarettes and lighter from her pocket.  
She lights another cigarette as Alyssa helps herself to the pack and lights her own cigarette after Lucretia.  Lucretia quickly stuffs the cigs and lighter back into her pocket.





ALYSSA



Not one of those weird dreams you have, 
was it? I mean, just because you a 
medium, you know you don’t want to 
start believing your own bullshit.






LUCRETIA




Listen, Ally, maybe you don’t believe – 
yes, it was a weird dream.  I mean, I 



don’t know.  I never know. I mean, at the 
time they don’t make no sense – until later when...Well, you know.  Like last night...

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD – NIGHT





LUCRETIA (VO Cont’d.)

I was up on this narrow dirt



road out in the country.  I think it



was something like an old tractor




road or – well, I felt that it was

a road that wasn’t used much.

LUCRETIA’S POV

In b.g. a BLOOD RED MOON RISING.  Lucretia’s hands on bicycle handlebars riding down a narrow dirt road surrounded on either side by corn fields.  Off to right, in the distance, the moonlight catches a SCARECROW rising up above the corn.

Lucretia picks up her pace along the road.






LUCRETIA (VO Cont’d.)



Suddenly I was certain that



the scarecrow had moved.

Now the scarecrow definitely moves forward toward the road.  Moving faster through the cornfield in the red-black night.






LUCRETIA (VO Cont’d.)



Then I’m riding faster, pumping away...
Lucretia’s breath becomes HEAVY, PANTING, more PANICKY now.
The bicycle RATTLES as it bounces along.  The scarecrow is coming closer now RUSTLING through the corn and the bicycle hits a bump on the dirt road Lucretia  (still her POV) goes flying over the handlebars as...

LUCRETIA (VO Cont’d.)
Then I’m down flat on my back, 
trying to - to pull away. But...

Now the Scarecrow looms above her and opens his fly.  As he does so, thick sheaves of straw begin spilling out all over Lucretia and the Scarecrow lowers himself over her...

INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT

Lucretia sits up in bed with a GASP.  She turns on the ornate antique style bedside lamp to reveal...

BEDROOM, a small room stuffed with a dark antique bed, heavy dresser and armoire; overstuffed chair.  In the bedvroom, as  well as THROUGHOUT the house, large velvet paintings like Whoopi Goldberg, Josephine Baker, Elvis, Mohammed Ali, Hattie McDaniel, Maya Angelou, Belafonte, Magic, Butterfly McQueen, , Irma Hall, Cosby, Ellington, etc, etc. hang on the walls in ornate frames.  Lucretia has VERY SKIMPY short frizzled hair and her makeup - still on - is smeared.  

A fat black CAT dozes on Lucretia’s wig in the overstuffed chair.

Lucretia’s bedside table holds a CLOCK, a pack of CIGARETTES, LIGHTER and an overflowing ASHTRAY.  Also a wrinkled HANDKERCHIEF.  Lucretia looks at her bedside clock.  It is four AM.  She takes the handkerchief from the table and wipes beneath her arms and breasts.  After a moment, she SIGHS, turns off the lamp, and lies back down.
A moment later she sits back up, turns on the lamp and sticks a cigarette in her mouth and lights it.
BACK TO SCENE
Lucretia and Alyssa are still at the kitchen table in a cloud of smoke.
LUCRETIA (Cont’d.)


That’s when I woke up.  I – I tried to go back 
to sleep, but - man, it was just to intense...






ALYSSA



Whooh!  Red moon.  Back when I was a 
little girl they used to say that when the



moon comes up red, it mean the scarecrows

gone be walkin’ in the fields that night.




LUCRETIA

The moon...it was red all right.  Where 
you hear that?




ALYSSA

My grandpa, I think.  But I don’t really 
see that coming to pass.  Scarecrows

raping you with bales of hay. Maybe the 
straw mean gallons of cum shooting all 
over you.  I’ve had that happen...more than once.





LUCRETIA



Me too, Girl...but not for a long time.

No, I don’t know.  It was unsettling.  
I never did really get back to sleep.






ALYSSA



Well, you have have some interesting 
dreams, Lucretia.  At least you have 
the gift for that.





LUCRETIA



If we hadn’t been knowin’ each 
other for so long, I’d kick your 
ass on up out of here.  Come ‘round 
here drinking my coffee and 
smokin’ up all my cigarettes...

(Beat)

But I never know when my dreams portend 
something - something real - and when 
they’re just - dreams.

ALYSSA



Wait a minute!  Lord, have mercy! 
There was something on the TV 
this morning about a girl gettin’
herself raped and murdered. You 
don’t think that might have –






LUCRETIA



Raped and murdered?  



ALYSSA

They think the rapist deliberately



come up on that girl’s bike and
ran it off the road just so he 

could rape her.  Last night.
Up on the old river road.  And

then after he raped her, he mashed

her head in with a rock.

LUCRETIA



Oh my God!...
Lucretia nervously digs out another cigarette and fumbles with her lighter. Her last cigarette still smokes in the ashtray.





ALYSSA



That motherfucker, he tore her 
shorts off and he raped her and 
then he mashed her head in.  Or maybe 
he killed her first – some of those 
preverts they like that, that nepophilia 
or whatever they calls it.






LUCRETIA



Necrophilia...

Lucretia gets up from table and paces around the crowded kitchen, puffing away.





ALYSSA
That road’s ‘most abandoned these days.



LUCRETIA

You mean like the road in my dream?
ALYSSA

Oh!

Lucretia sits back down at the table.



LUCRETIA

See, if you don’t watch out you be coming
to me for a reading yet one of these days.  
Since we’re friends, I can offer you a 
ten percent discount.
Lucretia suddenly leans back, fanning her face.






LUCRETIA (Cont’d.)



Whooh, look out girl!  I’m



fixin’ to have a hot flash.

EXT. PLEASANT RESIDENTIAL STREET – DAY
Raf’s car pulls into curb before an older white two story Colonial house.  The house appears to be in good condition and the lawn is well maintained.  A two-seater convertible sits in driveway.

INT. LIVING ROOM – DAY

Sedate and comfortable room.  Well furnished.  Fireplace and nice paintings, etc.
CHRISTOPHER CLERY, 49.  Slightly paunchy, Christopher wears glasses and has the pampered appearance of a man who has worked indoors most of his life.  He wears slacks and a dress shirt.  He nervously paces the carpet as...

The doorbell RINGS

MARIE CLERY, 47. Marie is attractive, if slightly overweight.  She takes care of her appearance.  

From back in the kitchen somewhere, Marie ENTERS. 

ENTRY  

Followed by Marie, Christopher ENTERS the entry and comes forward.

EXT. CLERY HOME – DAY

The door opens and Christopher looks at Raf, standing before the door with Fido in his arms.





RAF



Mr. Clery?  I’m Detective Rafferty.  
I – may I come in for a minute?
INT. CLERY LIVING ROOM – DAY
ABIGAIL MARIE CLERY, (ABBIE) 28.  Abbie is very attractive,
even sexy, if slightly bookish.  She dresses conservatively and doesn’t wear a lot of makeup.  Her hair is soft; not overdone.

The family sits. Raf sits facing them holding Fido.
Raf looks approvingly on Abigail.  But he’s here on sad business.






RAF



I’m sorry to have – I have – It’s –

                                               DISSOLVE TO:

SERIES OF SHOTS MOS showing the faces of his audience as well as Raf’s face as he tries to make this as easy as possible.
Christopher can barely hear this and Marie breaks down and collapses into his lap.  A shaken Abigail kneels at her feet and tries to offer comfort.
LATER 






CHRISTOPHER



And she was – raped?






RAF



Well, we don’t know that for sure,



sir.  We’ll have to wait for



the medical examiner’s report.
MARIE



But how can you be so sure
it was my little –






RAF



She had her ID with her, Ma’am, but 
you’re right.  We do need someone to 
come down and make a positive identification



pending fingerprint results. I know it’s

asking a lot – but if you or –
Abbie rises.






ABBIE



I’ll do it..





(To her parents)



I don’t want you guys



going down to – to –

EXT. CLERY HOUSE – DAY






ABBIE (Cont’d.)



I think I’m better equipped



to handle this than they



are.  We’re – we were both



strong, my sister and I.

With an effort, Abbie lightens her mood.






ABBIE (Cont’d.)



So...do you always carry a cat around 
with  you?  Is that like for protection 
or something?






RAF



Shh!  His name’s Fido.  And he



thinks he’s a dog.






ABBIE





(Softly)



Oh...excuse me.  I didn’t know...
Well, can I follow you in my car?

Raf opens the passanger door of his car.

RAF




Fido!  Get in the car!

Fido obediently hops up into the passanger seat. Abbie marvels at this before getting into her convertible.
INT. STARBUCKS TYPE CAFÉ – DAY

Abbie and Raf are seated at a table by window with coffees before them.

Their POV through window: Abbie’s convertible is parked behind Raf’s car. Fido is sitting up in the driver’s seat.
Abbie looks really down.  Raf reaches across and places his hand on hers.





RAF



That was very brave of you



...Abbie.  To – I know it


had to be very hard. I just wish -






ABBIE



It had to be done.  I - I just don’t 
know how people can be so cruel.

RAF

I’ve wondered about that a lot too. 

People are just - people.

ABBIE

Well, thanks for being there with me.






RAF



Look, I’m sorry we had to meet this way.

(Beat)

But I am glad I had a chance 
to meet you. So...how come you 
aren’t married with three kids?


ABBIE

Oh...still waiting for Mr. Right.



RAF

You mean you’re not even engaged?
ABBIE

No.  Well, not really. I am seeing 
a young man.  He works at the library

too. But it’s not – it’s nothing serious.

Abbie stares into her cup.





RAF


So...how long have you been working
at the library?






ABBIE



Almost five years.  Ever since college.






RAF



But don’t other fields pay better?
I mean, for a college graduate...






ABBIE



Maybe.  I’m the old-fashioned bookish 
type I guess.  I like  books – I like 
being surrounded by books. 

(Beat)
How about you?  Cops aren’t top money 
makers either, from what I gather.






RAF



No...You know, I was just thinking 
about that...sort of.  I mean, we 
have a lot in common, you and I.






ABBIE



We do?






RAF



Absolutely.  Look.

Raf begins totting off on fingers.





RAF (Cont’d.)



We don’t smoke and we don’t drink – well, 
not like fish anyway. We don’t have much 
ambition.  We both like dogs –





(Notes her look)



You said you like dogs.
ABBIE



Yes, but –






RAF



Well, Fido thinks he’s a dog.



That’s close enough for me.



We like coffee.  We like books.





ABBIE



You like books?












RAF



Sure. I read a book now and then.






ABBIE



Like what was the last book



you read?






RAF

Well, I’m reading Rapp’s Homicide Investigation – again. But I like, well, novels.






ABBIE



Do you have a library card? I bet 
you don’t even have a library card.






RAF



Now you’ve really wounded me.  I do – 
well, I did. I used to have a – 
I mean, these days, I just –






ABBIE



You’re just like everybody else:



it’s easier to use the Internet.

Abbie’s mood suddenly darkens as the memory of her sister sweeps back over her.






RAF



Listen...Abbie.  I’m so sorry.


But we’re going to get the



monster that did this.  I promise. 

I’m making it my personal pledge.
ABBIE



Thanks...Raf.  You’ve made it



a lot easier for me. 

She reaches across and squeezes his hand.





ABBIE (Cont’d.)



But nothing’s ever going to bring

Traci back.

Abbie breaks into tears and Raf sits embarrassed and confused.  He can only come around and rub her back while CUSTOMERS wonder what’s going on.

EXT. HOSPITAL ENTRANCE – DAY

An ATTENDANT wheels Sherri out toward a waiting SUV.  DD walks alongside carrying a small bag.  He’s smiling and talking pleasantly MOS to attendant.

INT. SUV – DAY

Sherri sits buckled into the rear seat.





DD




(Over his shoulder)



I think I can get that nurse, 

or whatever he is, into a car 
this afternoon. Soon as I dump 
you I’m going to come back and 
talk to him.

EXT. DUNLAP HOME – DAY

A large Craftsman house with a breezeway connecting the garage to it.  There is a guest room with bath above the garage.

INT. GARAGE APARTMENT – DAY

The room is a mess with teen-age junk: posters, magazines, video stuff galore, a bed that hasn’t been made since the kid graduated from the eighth grade.  A guitar stands in one corner.  Clothes strewn about.  There is a desk with a computer and papers. WINDOWS are open.
NATHAN DUNLAP, 17.  Nathan is a skinny geek-type.  Nathan is sitting before his computer reading email.






NATHAN





(Reading aloud softly)



Dear Brother J, your message



of hope has inspired me to



write to you for your blessing.




(Inaudible mumbling, then...)
the doctors are going to try to



separate my little sisters in






a couple of weeks.  I truly believe



that through your blessed cross
the operation will turn out just 

fine. I’m sorry we can’t afford a 
bigger donation to further your 

work, but even with all the

help we’ve been getting –

Nathan shakes his head.  From a drawer in the desk he pulls out a plastic bagful of small silvered plastic crosses.  He takes out a cross and makes a disgusted face.  He gives the cross a perfunctory kiss.






NATHAN (Cont’d. without feeling)



Amen.

He quickly addresses a small envelope and slips the cross inside.  He slaps a stamp on it just as he hears a CAR
 APPROACHING in driveway.

Nathan approaches the open window.  

NATHAN’S POV

Down below the car stops in the driveway and DD gets out.  He gets the wheelchair out of the trunk and slaps it onto the ground.  
He GRUMBLES as he gets the thing opened up and then OPENS the door for Sherri.  He barely helps get her into the wheelchair.  He SLAMS the car door and wheels Sherri out of sight beneath the breezeway.

Nathan stands at the window for a moment and then goes back to his desk.  He brings up another email.  
NATHAN





(Reading softly)



Dear Brother J, as my prayers are with 
you, I hope yours
will be with me 
during this difficult month. Please 
accept this small token of support.  
My son was involved in a hit-and-run 
accident and the doctors don’t expect 
him to make it, but maybe with your



prayers and God’s help, there may still
 

be a chance.  Please bless –

Nathan makes a grimace.  He picks up another envelope and addresses it.  He pulls another cross from the plastic bag and shoves it into the envelope.  This time he doesn’t even bother to kiss it or say amen.

INT. KITCHEN – DAY

The Dunlap kitchen is spacious, well-appointed, with granite counters, stainless appliances, etc.  One counter is given over to craft materials and pottery pieces, etc.  Nearby stands a small version of a carousel horse on a golden pole, half painted.  

Sherri is sitting in her wheelchair by the breakfast table.  She leans slightly over, sipping coffee through a straw as...

Nathan ENTERS

Nathan goes to frig and gets a can of soda.  He pops the top and takes a sip.






SHERRI



My first day home and you can’t




even say hello?






NATHAN



Hello.






SHERRI



You could’ve come vist me at the



hospital.  That would’ve been nice.

NATHAN



I don’t do hospitals.




(Beat)



So...how long do you have to



ride around in that - thing?






SHERRI

I – I don’t know.  I – Maybe – 
they’re not sure I’ll ever –

Nathan stares at her.  After a moment he takes another swig of pop and EXITS.
INT. HOSPITAL THERAPY ROOM – DAY

A therapist has Sherri hanging from two bars, trying to move forward.  Sherri is really sweating and can’t move.

EXT. FLASHY CAR LOT – DAY

DD and the ATTENDENT (ALBERT) who wheeled Sherri out of the hospital.

They’re standing by a clean, slightly older Chevy Impala.






DD



I know this is an old line, Albert, but 
this baby really was owned by an elderly 
lady. She only backed it out of the



garage once a week to go to the mall.  I knew 
her personally, and that’s the truth.  This 
is one of those deals that come along once 
in a lifetime.  She was getting Alzheimer’s 
and they wouldn’t renew her license. This car 
is practically brand new.  Just look at the upholstery. Albert, if this baby was still in 
the Blue Book you’d be paying a thousand 
smackers more...   






ALBERT



It is really nice, Mr. Dunlap –






DD



DD.
ALBERT



DD...It is really nice.  I mean, I do 
like it, but you know, I told you 
about my troubles before – I mean –

I’m just not sure I have the credit for –



DD

And what did I tell you, Albert?

At Dunlap’s Auto Emporium we can 
work anyway we have to here to 
put our good customers like you

behind the wheel.  We got banks, we
got loan companies, we got credit
unions – we can carry our own paper 
if we need to.  Whatever it takes.




That’s my motto, good buddy:
Whatever it takes.

DD studies Albert’s face for a moment.  






DD



Look, let’s go have a cup



of coffee, Albert, and we’ll 
talk. I don’t want to push you 
into anything.

With his arm about Albert’s shoulder, DD walks him off toward the office, chatting MOS in his most friendly fashion.

INT. DUNLAP LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

Sherri sits in her wheelchair near the fireplace.

DD ENTERS.  He looks tired and disgusted.

Sherri moves her eyes to look at him.

DD glances at her.  He EXITS to the kitchen and (OS) MIXES a drink.  ENTERS the living room again.  When he speaks he doesn’t look at Sherri.

DD



Sold that little pimp an Impala 

today.  The jerk from the hospital.  
Remember? I told you I would.

Albert stares into space for a minute.






DD (Cont’d.)  



You want a drink or something?






SHERRI



Water.






DD



Water!

He EXITS and ENTERS with a glass of water.






Sherri



Straw...






DD



Jesus!

Carrying booze in one hand and water in the other, he EXITS.  RUMMAGING NOISES from kitchen.






DD (Cont’d. OS)



I can’t find any fucking straws.

INT. NATHAN’S ROOM – NIGHT

Nathan is placing another cross into an envelope as he hears a BANGING on his door.  He slips the bag of crosses into a drawer.  

He pads to the door in bare feet and opens it.  DD is standing there with his drink in his hand.






DD



Got any straws up here?  Your mother 
can’t drink her goddam water without a straw.






NATHAN



A straw?

DD



S – T – R – A – W. Look at this 
fucking mess. How can you live 
like this?  I should kick your
skinny little ass out.  I really 

should. Won’t even come down and 
learn to sell cars on weekends.  You 
could make yourself some real money.

But no, you’d rather lay on your ass 
like your mother and spend the old 
man’s money, wouldn’t you.  Maybe I’ll 
get you some craft shit so you can

keep her company.
While DD talks, Nathan casts about, overturning papers and books.  He finds a straw sticking out of an empty McDonald’s soda container.  He wipes it on his T shirt.






NATHAN



Here.

DD snatches the straw out of Nathan’s hand and turns to head down the exterior steps.





DD (OS)



Jesus, what a pigsty!

Nathan quietly pushes the door shut.
INT. HOSPITAL THERAPY ROOM – DAY

Sherri is hanging from the bars again, having a very difficult time.
INT. DUNLAP LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

DD and Sherri arguing MOS.  She in wheelchair and DD storms about with a glass in hand.

INT. APARTMENT BEDROOM – DAY

A decent bedroom in a small apartment.  DD is lying in bed with LINDA a chesty young blonde woman.

LINDA



What are you going to do now that your 
wife’s paralyzed, DD? 





DD



Same thing I did before.  I told you: 

We don’t sleep together.  But I can’t

dump the bitch right now.  Paralyzed. 

I mean, think about it.  Let shit like 
that hit the news and my business would 
go down faster than a cheap whore. And 
business aint’ too hot at the moment anyway.






LINDA



I know, baby, but...

EXT. ROADSIDE – DAY
This is the area where Traci’s body was found.

Raf’s car pulls up and he and Abbie get out.  She’s carrying Fido.

They stand for a moment and look about the scene.





RAF



You can put Fido down now.  The 

scene has been cleared.

Abbie lets Fido down.  He begins snooping about.






ABBIE


Thanks for bringing me, Raf.  I 
just wanted to –






RAF



Believe me, I didn’t want to 

bring you out here. 




(beat)

         
But sure.  I understand.  Don’t



worry, we’re going to –

ABBIE



I know.  I’m sure you’ll catch him, 
but I keep thinking: nothing will



ever bring Traci back.

Abbie walks about a bit, looking.  Raf takes her arm.





RAF



Come on.  You’ve seen enough.

Let’s get out of here.  Now where’s

that damned dog?

He turns to look and hears Fido MEOW from behind him.  He swings abruptly about and bumps gently into Abbie.  For a beat they stare at one another and at the same time they put their arms about each other and kiss, at first tentatively, and then passionately.
Abbie breaks away.

ABBIE
I – I’m sorry Raf.  I mean –






RAF



What?  The boyfriend?





ABBIE



Yes – no.  I don’t know. I just

hardly know you. I don’t know.  I’m 
just not very good at these things.






RAF



What’s to know about me?  I’m a loser cop 
with no ambition who loves dogs - and 
books. Sounds like someone you’d love 
to bring home to your parents.






ABBIE



I’m sure.




(Beat)



I mean, I don’t know if I’m really 
into – I just
feel this might be 
more
serious than I was pre –
RAF



Abbie, that first day, when I took 
you  to – I mean, you didn’t – I -





ABBIE



I – you’re right, Raf.  Well, I couldn’t 
say anything then.  I didn’t even know you.  
I had no idea – maybe you’re right. 
But at the time, I –






RAF



Thought it was nothing.  An innocent –






ABBIE



Friendship...






RAF



See?  Right from the start



I told you we even finished



each other’s sentences.


Abbie hangs her head.





ABBIE



I’m sorry, Raf.  I – I don’t 
know what I think anymore.  It 

isn’t about Daryl.  Daryl

is really a nice guy.  I mean, I

never really took him seriously, but –






RAF



Daryl?  What kind of pussy name 
is Daryl? Okay, you just don’t want 
to hurt him. Hey, he never gave you a 
two hundred dollar engagement ring.






ABBIE



Like some jeweler would give you 
two hundred dollars credit. Oh...
Daryl’s a really nice guy, Raf. He 
loves books.  He writes.  He’s writing

a novel. And – he hasn’t come right
out and said so, but I think



Daryl loves me.
RAF



Yeah?  Just because he loves


books doesn’t mean - Fido loves me too, but 


that doesn’t mean I have to give up 



everything I want just to keep him smiling.






ABBIE



I have to go.

Raf looks resigned and moves toward car. 

Fido MEOWS more loudly now as the pair slowly separate.  Slightly embarrassed, Raf looks about, then sees Fido.






RAF



Fido!  What are you into now?

He goes to where Fido is licking at something near the roadway.  Picks Fido up.






ABBIE



What is it?






RAF



Nothing I guess.  He’s usually a 
pretty good partner.  For a minute 
there I thought maybe he was onto 
something.

(Smells something unpleasant)

Jeeze, partner.  What have you

been into?  You smell like dead

fish.

INT. HOSPITAL THERAPY ROOM = DAY

A FEMALE THERAPIST is working with Sherri.  Sherri is half on her feet, hanging between two bars.  Panting and having a very difficult time.






THERAPIST


There now.  You’re doing just fine
 

Mrs. Dunlap.  I’m amazed at the 
progress you’re making. You’ll be –

SHERRI



Be what?  In a wheelchair for the rest 
of my life?  This isn’t helping.






THERAPIST


It is.  Of course it’s helping. You’ve 
made a lot of progress, Mrs. Dunlap.  
You just wait. Six months from now –

The therapist helps Sherri back into her wheelchair. Sherri looks discouraged and hopeless.
INT. DUNLAP HOME - NIGHT
Sherri is sitting in her wheelchair in the living room, watching TV.  DD comes down the stairs and ENTERS, dragging a suitcase on wheels along.

As she turns her eyes and watches, he stops for a moment, gives her a look, and heads for the front door.

INT. LINDA’S APARTMENT – NIGHT

Linda is lying nearly naked on the couch watching TV when she hears a KEY in the door and it swings inward.  
DD ENTERS dragging his suitcase behind him.






LINDA

DD! I didn’t expect you tonight.

DD



I’ve had it with the bitch.

Linda sits up now, concerned.






LINDA



What – you’re getting a –






DD 



I can’t stay there anymore.



I’m moving in.  We can talk



about the divorce later.

LINDA



Moving in?  Here? You’re


moving in here with me?






DD



No, I thought I’d stay at



a motel out by the airport.



Of course I’m staying here.



I pay the goddam rent don’t I?






LINDA



Sure.  I mean – but –





DD


What?  You got somebody else



coming over?  






LINDA



Of course not.  It’s just –






DD



If I thought you were humping



somebody else on my ticket I’d – 






LINDA



Don’t be ridiculous. 



I’ve got to go to the bathroom.

Linda rises and as she goes by the end table, snags her handbag and EXITS.

DD stands watching her.

EXT. CLERY HOUSE – DAY
Abbie EXITS the house and comes FORWARD to Raf’s car,  sitting at the curb.

INT. CLERY LIVING ROOM – DAY

The Clerys stand looking out the window as Raf and Abbie drive away.
MARIE



I’m not sure I like this.  Seems



to me that detective is  more interested

in Abbie than he is in finding out what



happened to – to Traci.

Christopher puts his arm about Marie.






CHRISTOPHER



I know, I know.  I wonder too –


sometimes.  mean, he’s a pleasant 
enough young man, and it is high time 
Abbie met somebody.  She’s not a 
teenager anymore.  Besides, sometimes I



wonder...






MARIE



Wonder what?






CHRISTOPHER



Well, I mean – when a young woman



is getting on to thirty and doesn’t



show much interest in men, or in 

marriage, it just – it just makes 
you wonder, that’s all.






MARIE



Well, stop wondering.  We’ve got



enough problems.  I just want them 
to catch the monster that took – that 
took our daughter from us.






CHRISTOPHER



Well, Raf’s only one man on the entire 
police force.  I’m sure many others are 
working on this, and they have to wait 
for lab results, you know.  That can

take a long time.






MARIE



I’m tired of waiting for lab results.  
I want to see that man out there beating 
the bushes, not – not chasing around 
trying to impress Abbie.

INT. RAF’S CAR - DAY






RAF



Get in back, Fido.
Raf reaches across and opens passenger door.  Abbie gets in.






ABBIE



Hey.  I’m sorry about yesterday.
Raf shrugs.





ABBIE (Cont’d.)



Any news on – Traci?





RAF



We’ve got no witnesses – so far



anyway.  And no suspects.  We’ve



been checking known sex offenders



but nothing has panned out.






ABBIE



But evidence.  I thought it was



all scientific these days.






RAF



We have evidence.  We found



traces of semen – Traci wasn’t

· sexually active was she?

ABBIE



Of course not!  I’d have known.

RAF



I had to ask.  We hope to get



DNA back from the semen.  And



we found bits of paint transfer



on her bike.  But we don’t



have a vehicle to match. Don’t 


worry; we’ll get there.




(Beat)
You know, you should make up your
mind about who you like.)  
I mean, if you like –



RAF (Cont’d.)
(Makes quote marks with fingers)


Daryl...then fine.  





ABBIE

Raf, I told you, It’s not about Daryl. 
I like Daryl.  I like you too, Raf, 
and I like your little doggie.  It’s
not like I have to decide something

overnight.  I’m not looking for a

- relationship.  I’m not sure I

want to think about things like

that for a long time.



RAF

Okay, that’s fair.  I wasn’t really talking 
about a – relationship anyway.  It’s just - want to go for a ride with me?

EXT.  RAF’S FLIP HOUSE – DAY

Raf pulls car up in front of the flip house.  A couple of LANDSCAPERS are working in the front yard as Raf and Abbie walk up to the entrance.

The exterior of the house is very rough, but has some sample paint squares painted on it and the roof looks new.






RAF



Roof cost six grand.  But I 

got a good deal.  It could’ve


been worse.

He waves to the landscapers.  One of them waves back.
INT. FLIP HOUSE – DAY
The interior doesn’t look much better than at first.  Raf and Abbie pass through a sorry living room into...

KITCHEN

The kitchen has a new tile floor.  The cabinets have been gutted and the walls and ceiling painted.  New cabinets stand about on the floor awaiting installation.
Jeff and a couple of young HELPERS are trying to work one cabinet into place on the back wall.






Jeff
Hi, boss.  I hate to rain on your  parade 
when you’re obviously trying to impress the ladies, but we’re already over budget.  Way 
over – and we’re a week behind schedule to 
boot.  Like that’s unusual.






RAF



What do you mean?  Jesus! What’s the



hold up?  Do I have to sic Fido on you 
guys to get some action around here?

Bill pauses and wipes his brow.  






Jeff


Hey, we found dry rot and mold behind the 
walls here - and in the can.  What do you want?  That wasn’t in the budget – but it should have been.  How can you hope to flip a house when 
you haven’t even checked it out properly?






ABBIE



That’s what you do?  You flip houses? 
And I thought you had no ambition.






RAF



If I had any ambition, I’d get in

here and do the work myself.  
Okay Jeff, I did check the report.
But if we have mold and dry rot, we 
have to fix it.



(To Abbie)


But can you see the potential?


You should have seen this rattrap



a week ago, and when we get done



you won’t recognize it.  A new house.






ABBIE



I didn’t know you had it in



you, Raf.  I’m impressed.
INT. FLIP HOUSE BEDROOM – DAY

Little has been done in this neglected room.  A shade covers the window.  There is a cot with a small nightstand, a chair, a lamp and a TV.






ABBIE



Do they stay here at night?






RAF



They don’t.  Me.  I stay here.






ABBIE



You – live here?






RAF



Hey, the only time I’m home is to catch a 
few z’s.  Why pay two mortgages?  When I flip this house, I’ll just move into the next one.






ABBIE



Cunning...I think.
INT. PANELED OFFICE – DAY

Bill Madigan is seated at conference table opposite well-dressed MAN, 50, harrassed expression.  Documents on table.





BILL



I can’t see why people don’t want 

to be realistic. Time after time 

people - people just like you, Fred –

come in here wanting me to work out 

a settlement for them – but then 

when push comes to shove, they

chicken out.



MAN (FRED)

I know...but –

BILL

Look.  We’re in a war here, Fred. You 
may not realize that at the moment,



but when we sit down with your wife’s 

attorney, man. Hey, you better have 

some serious backup.  And that’s 
where I come in.  If you’ll just –

Bill breaks off as his cell phone CHIMES.






BILL (Cont’d.)



I’d better take this. Attorneys office.

SHERRI



Bill?






BILL




(To Fred)



Can you excuse me for a minute, Fred?



I’ll be right back.

INT. BILL’S PRIVATE OFFICE - DAY

INTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATION






BILL



Sherri?  So...how’re you
feeling?  
You all right?






SHERRI



How am I – how do you think I feel? 
I - Bill – that bicycle – was that –






BILL



Don’t worry.  I told you I’d take 
care of it.  You’re home free. 
Nobody can to connect you to –






SHERRI



But they said it was a girl.  She 
was raped and bludgoned –

BILL



Hold it.  Hold it.  You don’t think I 

had anything to do with that, do you? 

Give me a break.  Jesus.



SHERRI

Bill, you bastard.  I know you.

you horny bastard. You couldn’t keep 
your dirty hands off her, could you?




BILL

I –




SHERRI

Don’t lie to me, Bill. I knew the minute I –




BILL

Okay, so what if I did do – Listen, so 
what? I didn’t intend – I mean, look: 
the little bitch wanted it. Christ, she 
spread ‘em open for me.  Practically 
begged me. Christ, Sherri, I’m only

human, Sherri. All at once it just 
overcame me – I mean, you don’t know, 
Sherri.  And then all of a sudden, she 
realized who I was – from TV, I guess.  
The little bitch thought she was going to blackmail me or something. Anyway, she 
started making threats –



SHERRI

Oh Bill...




BILL

Listen, I did what I had to do – for us. 
I didn’t work as long and as hard as I have 
to let some fucking high school kid come

along and ruin my future for me. No way José.
(Beat)

And remember – you’re in this just as 
deeply as I am, Sherri. Felony hit 
and run.  DUI. Don’t even think about 
opening your big mouth.

SHERRI

Bill...she was only seventeen –




BILL

She was old enough  to – Listen
Sherri, I’m with a client right

now. Don’t worry about it. 

Everything’s under control. I’ll 
keep in touch. You know you shouldn’t 
be calling me here. Anybody could be 
in the office.






SHERRI



I’m sorry, Bill.  But I –






BILL

Listen, you take care of yourself  and get back on your feet. We’ll talk, okay?

Sherri sits there for a moment and finally replaces the phone.  She sits staring at her unfinished small carousel horse mounted on a golden rod.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALL – DAY

STUDENTS coming and going.

LESLIE, high school girl, is standing at her locker fingering something.

Nathan has the locker next to her.  He closes his locker door and sets the combo.  






NATHAN



Hey. 





LESLIE



Hey.






NATHAN



What you doing?





LESLIE



It’s – nothing.  I –

Nathan sees that Leslie’s holding something in her hand.






NATHAN



What’s that? Let’s see?






LESLIE



Oh...you’ll think I’m silly.






NATHAN



No no, I swear.  Come on, show me.

Slowly Leslie opens her hand to reveal one of Nathan’s little crosses.  

Nathan recognizes it but quickly recovers.






NATHAN (Cont’d.)



What’s that?






LESLIE



You won’t laugh?  

Nathan holds up his right hand.






NATHAN



I swear.






LESLIE



It’s my kid sister.  She’s only 
eleven.  She – she has cancer.






NATHAN



Cancer?  I thought only old -

Leslie almost breaks down.






LESLIE



Can you believe it?  Only eleven 
years old, and she’s got cancer.  
I thought that only happened to old people, too.

NATHAN



That’s what I - I don’t know.  
So...what does that thing do?

LESLIE



It’s a cross.  It’s been blessed.
 

I found it on this website.  Nathan,

You should see some of the testimonials.






NATHAN



Testimonials?






LESLIE





Yes, people who’ve been helped 
by Brother J’s blessings.  He’s 

a very gifted man – he lives in

the spirit.  He blessed this cross 
and sent it to me to help Sylvie.






NATHAN



Come on.  How much does he charge?






LESLIE



He doesn’t charge anything,



Nathan.  It’s free.  I mean,



I did send a little 



donation, but I didn’t have to.

Some kids jostle Nathan.






NATHAN



Look, I’ve got to go.  That cross,

I hope it works for your



sister, Leslie.  I – I’ll...

He drifts farther away and EXITS into a nearby room.
INT. KITCHEN, RAF’S FLIP HOUSE – NIGHT – EARLY EVENING

The house looks somewhat better, but still has a long way to go.  Some of the kitchen cabinets are up. A new range stands in the center of the room, as well as a refrigerator.  Raf stands alone holding Fido.  They both look dejected.
                  DISOLVE TO:
INT. DUNLAP KITCHEN – NIGHT

Sherri is sitting in her wheelchair by the kitchen counter as Nathan ENTERS through back door.  Ignoring his mother he walks to frig. and begins rummaging around.  He pulls out some packaged ham and a gallon of milk and a couple of cans of pop.  Slaps them on the counter and looks around.






NATHAN



Isn’t there any fresh bread?






SHERRI



I’ll run down to Safeway


and get some, Nathan.  






NATHAN



You don’t have to get sarcastic.






SHERRI



That sounds great coming from you.

Nathan picks up the milk and swallows a pint.






NATHAN



What do you want me to be all sweet 
and loving?  You and my old man don’t 
give a shit about me.






SHERRI



You know that’s not true, Nathan.






NATHAN



I do?  Well, thanks for telling me.




(Beat)



Look Mom, I’m sorry about your



accident.  I am.
He swallows some more milk. 


It’s just – I got to go.

He gathers up his booty and EXITS.
INT. NATHAN’S ROOM – NIGHT

Nathan sits at his desk before his computer, reading.
NATHAN




(Softly)

My brother’s been in Iraq since –

Nathan continues reading MOS.  He’s snacking on chips.  The plastic bag of crosses lies on his desk.  He stops chewing and stares into space...
                                               DISSOLVE TO:

INT. SCHOOL – DAY

Nathan closes his locker door and sets the combo.  






NATHAN



Hey, what you doing?






LESLIE



It’s – nothing.  I –

Nathan sees she’s holding something in her hand.






NATHAN



What’s that? Let’s see?






LESLIE



Oh...you’ll think I’m silly.






NATHAN



No no, I swear.  Come on, show me.

Slowly Leslie opens her hand to reveal one of Nathan’s little crosses.

BACK TO SCENE - Nathan looks at the computer screen again and...
                                               DISSOLVE TO: 

INT. DUNLAP KITCHEN – NIGHT






NATHAN



Isn’t there any fresh bread?
SHERRI



I’ll run down to Safeway


and get some, Nathan.






NATHAN



You don’t have to get sarcastic.






SHERRI



That sounds great coming from you.

BACK TO SCENE.  After a moment, Nathan suddenly CRIES OUT and grabs up the bag of crosses and hurls it across the room.   He violently sweeps the rest of his junk from his desk and stands with clenched fists before his desk.
INT. CAPTAIN SLOAN’S OFFICE – DAY

Raf ENTERS, with Fido at his side.  He closes the door behind him.

Sloan looks resignedly at Fido.  Shakes his head.






SLOAN



The traces of semen we found in the 
Clery girl’s vagina had some good DNA, 
so when we catch the offender, we’ll 
have something to work with.






RAF



I’m going down and look at that



bicycle again.  I want to see about the
paint transfer when the girl got clipped.






SLOAN



Yeah, but we’re in the same situation with 
that.  We’e got DNA and paint, but no 
suspects and no witnesses. What’s this I 
hear about you renovating a house or 
something? I didn’t know you had a house.






RAF



Oh...I bought an old crackerbox and we’re 
trying to fix it up and sell it.

SLOAN



I don’t want to find out you’re

letting that interfere with your


work.  You’re pain enough already.






RAF



Don’t worry, Cap.  I’m not really



involved.  The funeral’s today.





SLOAN



Yeah.  We’ll have a couple of people


taking photos – just in case.






RAF



I’m going too.  I promised.

EXT. OPEN GRAVESIDE – DAY

A number of FRIENDS
and FAMILY; MINISTER, ETC.  TWO DETECTIVES discreetly taking photos in b.g.

Raf stands close to Abbie, gently massaging her back.  Her parents’ attitude toward Raf are noticibly cold.

EXT. FLIP HOUSE – DAY

A couple of painters are working on the exteriour of the house.  Jeff and Raf stand near the sidewalk.  In b.g. Fido sits in the driver’s seat of Raf’s car.






RAF



Come on.  You can do better than this.  
I rely on you.  I mean, a little over budget 
is – but – hey, this is getting unreal. I can’t –






JEFF



Raf, you’re asking me to cook prime



ribs on a hamburger budget.  I can’t

· I fucking can’t do it.  Look, if

you think you can find somebody else to –

RAF

I don’t want somebody else, Jeff. I

just want you to get this puppy done

so we can move on.  My dad went bust 

in real estate, and I’m not going to

let the same thing happen to  - I –

They continue to rant at one another MOS.

INT. HEADQUARTERS – DAY

EDWARD MOTT, 18, thin, slightly seedy kid.

A CLERK with Edward taps on Captain Sloan’s door.  Sloan looks up at her through the glass panel.

INT. CAPTAIN SLOAN’S OFFICE – DAY






SLOAN



Edward.  May I just call you Edward?






EDWARD



Sure.  I guess so.






SLOAN



So, they tell me you think you



may have some information about



the girl who was killed down by



the river, is that right?






EDWARD



Well...probably it’s nothing.  That’s



why I didn’t come by sooner.  I mean,



I don’t know nothing about these hings.






SLOAN



So what made you come forward now, Edward?






EDWARD



Oh well...my mom, she saw that



some radio station was offering



a five thousand dollar reward



for information leading –

SLOAN



Yes, I think there was something about that.

Sloan turns on a recorder.






SLOAN (Cont’d.)


Well, you just tell me exactly



what you know, Edward.  Try not


to leave anything out.  Even the



slightest detail can be important.





EDWARD



Well, alls I did, I was down at 
the river fishing.

EXT. RIVER’S EDGE – DAY






EDWARD (VO)



I go down there all the time to



fish – I catch a lot of perch and –

Edward is sitting on a rock fishing as it begins to rain.

He hunches down and pulls his jacket up over his head.  He has a makeshift creel and fishing things beside him.  As the wind picks up and the rain increases, he’s forced to rise and gather up his things and take shelter beneath a tree.  The heavily treed wood behind him rises up to the roadway above.






EDWARD (Cont’d. VO)



Finally I realized it wasn’t going to



stop – the rain I mean.  Sometimes 

I do good in the rain, but I was

gettin’ all wet, so I started 



climbing back up the hill.  We just



live half a mile from there, you know.

The climb up to the road isn’t too easy, but Edward

has done this many times and knows his way.

As he nears the roadway, he’s unknowingly only a few

yards from Traci’s body and her bike.  Just as he

breaks through into the clearing at roadside, Bill

Madigan GUNS the engine of his BMW and zooms past Edward and out of sight down the road.  SIRENS in the distance.
BACK TO SCENE






EDWARD



That’s really alls I saw.  I 

heard sirens so I thought maybe

the police were after the guy
in the Beemer, but I thought – well, 
I went on up home, but when I 
mentioned it to my mom, she thought 
it sounded suspicious that the car

gunned its engine up on that wet



road.  Anyway, that’s alls I saw. I don’t 
know if – and then later my mom thought 
it might have something to –





SLOAN



Did you see who was driving?  Was there
 

anything about the car that you could 
identify?  You didn’t catch anything about

the license plate, did you?

Edward looks helplessly at Captain Sloan.






EDWARD



It was just a black Beemer.  I know



a Beemer when I see one.  But I don’t 
know what year it was or anything.

Captain Sloan and Edward continue talking MOS.
INT. RAF’S CAR – DAY
Raf and Abbie are in front.  Fido in back seat. They’re driving down an older residential street.






ABBIE



That was really a nice lunch, Raf.



A really good enchilada.






RAF



Where is it you want me to go?






ABBIE



I’ll show you.  Just keep driving.


I saw a house.
RAF




A house?  What? Did I get you 

started on something?





ABBIE



I heard there was an old house along here.  
It never hurts to take a look.  When I 
saw the ad, I think it spoke to me.



Does that make sense?






RAF



I decline to answer that.






ABBIE



My parents aren’t happy with



the way things are going –



with Traci. They think you’re more



interested in me than in finding



Traci’s killer.

Up ahead on the right a large old Victorian house sits back on its lot.  Looks as if it’s about ready to fall down.  Hasn’t been painted in twenty-five years.  Lawn is a mess with debris, old tires, etc.









RAF



I’m not more interested in 



you than I am in clearing



this case, Abbie.  Believe me,


you can assure them that I’m

· well, not just me; all of

us.  There’s a lot of leg

work going on that you don’t

know about.  We’ve been looking

night and day to find a witness.

We’ve gone over the crime scene many
times, trying to see if there

wasn’t some tiny detail we missed.

And forensics; they’re working

with what they’ve got –



ABBIE

I know you’re doing everything you

can, Raf.  It’s just – oh, that’s it.  
Right over there.
Raf pulls up before the Victorian house. He stops the car and turns to Abbie.






RAF


But your folks are right about one



thing, Abbie.  I am interested in you.  
You know, it’s been a while since I met 
anyone that - I mean, you’re not just
a sex object – not that I have anything 
against sex objects as such.  But if I


want to look at sex objects I can go to 
a topless bar.  But seriously, you’re 
a real person.  Someone I’d like as 
a friend too.  Someone I enjoy being around. 




ABBIE

Around?  Around where exactly?




RAF

Well – maybe around the house.

Flustered, Abbie turns her attention to the house.  She likes it.
Raf looks at the house with disappointment.






RAF


Wow, pretty bad. Well, we’re here now.  
Let’s go take a look.



ABBIE

This could be one beautiful house, Raf. 

They EXIT the car while Fido hops into the driver’s seat.

NEARING THE HOUSE.






ABBIE



Oh...I do like it.  This is some



house, Raf.






RAF



You like it?  How do you know?



You haven’t even been inside.
ABBIE



I just know.  Sure it needs work,



but...

They carefully MOUNT the steps, steps that threaten to collapse as they arrive on front porch.  The windows are broken or missing, the door has been kicked in.  

INT. VICTORIAN HOUSE - ENTRY – DAY

There is an entry with uneven open staircase ascending to second floor.  Broken glass doors lead to parlor on left.
The dining room would be on the right.  
Abbie and Raf glance in to see that the parlor is in great distress.  The fireplace mantle is broken and blackened.
ABBIE’S POV

ABBIE (VO)



Oh...I can see it now, a lovely



parlor with a crackling fire in



the fireplace and -

The living room suddenly changes into what it once was: clean, ornate, well-furnished with an old Steinweg piano and the fireplace is new with a CRACKLING fire.  Low lights flicker warmly.
BACK TO SCENE
Raf takes Abbie by the elbow.






RAF



Come on.

They continue back into KITCHEN.  Used to be a kitchen.  The room has practically been gutted.  Wallpaper peeling and hanging all over the house.  Paint falling from the ceilings.

Abbie’s POV: She sees the kitchen of yesteryear, with a huge range, a heavy table, and all the furnishings.  A tin of flour and a rolling pin on the work table, etc.
BACK TO SCENE





RAF


This is it? 





ABBIE



Can we see upstairs?






RAF



Well...we have to be very careful.

They ENTER foyer and begin ascending the weak staircase.

Abbie nearly falls on a bad step.  Raf grabs her arm.






RAF (Cont’d.)



Careful!

Abbie’s face fairly shines throughout this episode.

EXT. HOUSE – DAY

Abbie and Raf EXIT house and carefully make their way back down toward the car.






ABBIE



I just love it.  But I guess it would 
cost a fortune to fix that one up.






RAF



Fortune is right, Abbie. I’m afraid 
that puppy’s beyond redemption.  I’m 
surprised somebody hasn’t already



torn it down and rebuilt.  This is what 
they call a neighborhood in transition.






ABBIE



Meaning an old neighborhood



that has fallen on bad times and –






RAF



- is coming back.  There we go,



finishig each other’s sentences



again.
INT. CAR – DAY

Raf pulls the car away from the curb.  






RAF


Do you know how much they’re 



asking for the house?





ABBIE


I think they’re only asking



three hundred thousand – and



that’s really for the land.






RAF


Three hundred thousand?  That



doesn’t sound too bad in



today’s market - if you want to 
dump half a million into it.






ABBIE



I could do a lot of things 

myself.  You know, I think I could 
buy that house.  I have a steady job, 
and savings.  Besides, my dad’s



kind of a pussycat.  If push came to 
shove, I bet I could get him to go 
in on it with me.






RAF



I hate to rain on your parade,



Abbie, but you’d just be asking for 
trouble.  If you want to flip a house, 
let’s try to find something more



suitable for you.






ABBIE



I wasn’t thinking about flipping



it – I want to live there.

Raf looks askance at Abbie as...
EXT. STREET – DAY

The car disappears around a turn in the distance.
EXT. ROAD – NIGHT

Lucretia’s POV

The scarecrow picks up her bicycle and tosses it aside.

Out of the corner of her eye Lucretia sees a woman sitting in a wheelchair.  The woman watches as...

The scarecrow suddenly looms above Lucretia wielding a large rock.

INT. LUCRETIA’S BEDROOM – NIGHT
LUCRETIA (VO)



Oh...!

It is black but the room LIGHTS as Lucretia turns on her bedside lamp.  

She is all sweaty.  Her blonde wig lies on the chair partially beneath the cat. 

She sits up in bed and lights a cigarette and then begins wiping beneath her arms and breasts with a handkerchief.






LUCRETIA



Lord have mercy...

INT. RAF’S CAR – NIGHT

Abbie and Raf and Fido.






RAF



I thought we could swing by and



see what progress they made today.

EXT. STREET – NIGHT

Raf’s car pulls up before his flip house.  Raf’s holding a flashlight.  They approach the house.  Raf opens the door for Abbie and Fido.

INT. FLIP HOUSE – NIGHT

They stand in the dark living room.
RAF (Cont’d.)



We have electricity, but the lights



in some of the rooms needs rewiring.

Abbie takes a step forward and suddenly Raf turns.  They come together in a mutual embrace and begin kissing furiously.  As they continue to kiss, Raf begins walking Abbie back toward the bedroom.  

INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT

As they continue to kiss their excitement grows and they begin working at each other’s clothes, as they fall onto Raf’s cot.

They make love in the near blackness of the bedroom, while...






FIDO (OS)



Meow...

INT. POLICE IMPOUND YARD – DAY

Out in the yard beneath an open shed, a CLERK points out Traci’s bicycle to Raf and Fido.

The bike is probably still ridable.






CLERK



There she is Raf.  Just the way 
we got her.





RAF



Yeah.

He bends down and examines the bicycle closely.  Save for a few scratches and perhaps a speck of teal paint on the rear fender, it looks clean.

Fido begins sniffing around the bicycle.  He finds something interesting on it and begins licking.  Raf pulls him back.





RAF (Cont’d.)



Here now, no tampering with evidence.
He pulls Fido to him and suddenly sniffs.






RAF (Cont’d.)



Jeeze...dog’s don’t like dead fish.






CLERK



He’s a dog?






RAF



He thinks he is.  I wonder what



that girl was doing out there in 
the rain anyway. That road’s 
hardly used these days.






CLERK



Yeah.  Gives one pause.  Two
accidents on the same day, and

on the same road. A road that

that nobody uses.






RAF



Two accidents?






CLERK



Yeah, some dame lost control of



her car and ran down off the road.  
She hit a tree and totaled her car.
A nice new Saturn.






RAF



On the same day?  Jeeze, where 



did this happen?






CLERK



I’m not sure.  The car came in



first, I remember that.






RAF



Son of a gun!  I want to examine



that car.  Where is it?






CLERK



Oh it’s gone.  
RAF



Gone?





CLERK



It wasn’t involved in a crime,



Raf.  The insurance company



sent it to the wrecker I think.

INT. INSURANCE OFFICE – DAY

Seen through insurance office window in b.g. Fido is sitting in the driver’s seat of Raf’s car.






AGENT



Here’s the address, Detective.



I don’t think it’ll do you much good.  
It’s been a couple of weeks.

EXT. WRECKING YARD – ATTENDENT leads Raf and Fido through a maze of wrecked vehicles.






ATTENDENT


I’m not sure at all that she’s



still here, Detective.  I mean



they come in and we compact them.





RAF



Well, we can hope.  Let’s keep looking.

Suddenly the attendent stops.  He checks his clipboard and points to a smashed Saturn.






ATTENDENT



By golly, she’s still here.



That’s the car.

Raf approaches cautiously and begins examining the vehicle as carefully as he can.  He let’s Fido down and begins paying particular attention to the front end of the car.  It is badly smashed because of its encounter with the tree, and to the naked eye, it doesn’t show much promise.
RAF



We’re going to have to impound this 
vehicle. It may have been involved 
in a hit-and-run.






ATTENTDENT



A hit-and-run...  Jesus.  Well, be 
my guest.  I just work here.

Sniffing around the front bumper, Fido finds something he likes and begins licking it.






RAF



You animal!  You want people to



think I don’t feed you?  Get back.

As he pulls Fido back he smells something unpleasant.

He sniffs at Fido’s mouth.






RAF



Jeeze!  What’s with you and the



dead fish.




(Beat)



Dead fish...

EXT. CLERY HOME – DAY

Lucretia stands on porch smoking as...

Christopher Clery opens door.  He stares blankly at her.






LUCRETIA



Mr. Clery?  I – my name is



Lucretia St. James.  I’m sorry



to bother you, but I’m here



about – you know, your daughter.






CHRISTOPHER



My daughter?






LUCRETIA



You know, I heard about your troubles and 
I’m really sorry. I just thought – I may 
have some information about your daughter.  I felt like I should come talk to you.
Christopher stares at her, but decides to listen.






CHRISTOPHER



We – we don’t smoke here.

She drops her cigarette and steps on it. Christopher opens the door more widely and steps back.
CHRISTOPHER (Cont’d.)
     
Well...come in, Ms – Saint James.

EXT. REAL ESTATE OFFICE – DAY

Office in a small stripmall; accountants, hair stylists,

fish & chips café, etc.

In b.g. Abbie gets out of her convertible and approaches the real estate office.

INT. REAL ESTATE OFFICE – DAY

Typical small office with a few desks.  A receptionist looks up as Abbie ENTERS.






RECEPTIONIST



Hi, may I help you?

Abbie holds out a paper with writing on it.






ABBIE 


This property.  I was interested 

in looking at it.

Receptionist takes the paper and reads.






RECEPTIONIST



Oh...yes, this place has been on



the market for over a year – and now


everybody’s suddenly interested.



Isn’t that always the way?






ABBIE



You mean someone else is interested?

RECEPTIONIST



I’m sorry, but it just went into escrow.  
Abbie looks very disappointed.





RECEPTIONIST (Cont’d.)




Hey, it ain’t over till it’s over. These 
things fall out of escrow all the time.  
If you’d like to submit a backup offer, 
I think we’d be open.





ABBIE



A backup...?  No...I don’t think



I could really afford it anyway.
It needs a lot of work.






RECEPTIONIST



A lot of work. I could have one of our 
associates show you something you’d 
probably find a lot more suitable.  
Just what sort of –






ABBIE



Thanks, no.  I was just curious



about that old house.  Thanks.
EXT. REAL ESTATE OFFICE – DAY

Abbie closes the door behind her and stands for a moment staring sadly into space.

INT. CLERY HOME – NIGHT

The Clerys are seated at the dining table.  They’re having salad and a spaghetti dish.  Wine and fresh French bread.






CHRISTOPHER



Believe me, I’ve always believed these 
fortune tellers were complete charlatans and –

ABBIE



That reminds me of a story, Dad.



Guy’s wife in North Carolina was telling 
him about a fortune teller she went to. 

The guy said, “I think your fortune teller 
is a charlatan.  His wife said, “No, she

told me she’s from Chapel Hill.
Her mother and father stare at her.






ABBIE (Cont’d.)



It’s a joke!






MARIE



I’m sorry dear.  I’m sorry!

I just don’t feel like –

Abbie jumps up and moves around table to put her arms about her mother.






ABBIE



Oh, I’m sorry Mom.  I’m sorry.



I’m just trying to...but we


can’t – I mean, fortune tellers!






MARIE


Well, your detective friend isn’t doing



anything. Maybe you’ve been seeing too 
much of him.  Seems to your father and

me that he’s spending a lot more time on 
you than he spends looking for Traci’s killer.






ABBIE



That’s not true, Mom!  He’s – he’s


trying.  He really is.

But as she sits back down, Abbie’s face betrays the fact that she wonders if her mother may not be right.

Christopher sips his wine and clears his throat.






CHRISTOPHER



The thing is, I talked to this woman today – 
as your mother says, that detective certainly isn’t showing us anything.
He takes another swallow of wine and sets his glass down.





CHRISTOPHER (Cont’d.)



The thing is – well, this woman claims to 
have clairvoyant dreams, or some –






ABBIE



Dreams?





CHRISTOPHER



Evidently this isn’t the first time.  The 
thing is, lately she’s been having dreams 
that she thinks may bear on our - on Traci...




ABBIE

Dreams.  And you believe this?




MARIE

It isn’t a matter of whether or not we 
believe – we’re grasping at straws now.  
We can’t wait for the police to do 
something.  If this woman...

Abbie stares at them.

Meanwhile, Christopher leans his elbows on the table and begins to talk MOS.

INT. STARBUCK’S TYPE CAFÉ – DAY

Abbie and Raf are seated at a table by window.  In b.g. through window, Fido is sitting in the driver’s seat of Raf’s car.





ABBIE



Did I tell you?  I checked on that 
house yesterday.  The Victorian.






RAF



Oh, the disaster house?

ABBIE



I like it.  Well, I did.  But it’s sold 
already.  After a year on the market.  
Always the same old story.  The minute 

you want something, everybody else wants it too.






RAF



Well, consider yourself lucky, Abbie.  
I’ve flipped several houses, and I can 
tell you: that one would cost more to



put together than you could ever get out of it.

They sip coffee for a moment before Abbie CLEARS her throat and begins talking MOS...

People come and go.  Raf puts his mug back onto the table.






ABBIE



I know it sounds off the wall,


Raf, but – and I’ve always had the

impression that these psychice – most

of them anyway – are phonies.  But –

well, I promised my parents...






RAF



Hey, I’ve watched Psychic Detectives



on TV like everybody else, Abbie,



but this is real life.  I mean...






ABBIE



I said it’s off the wall. But if you’d 
just go by and talk to her, then I can –






RAF



Jeeze, I don’t know what to say to 
her. Please stare into your crystal



ball, lady, and tell me who ki – I’m 
sorry.  I mean, I don’t know, Abbie.  






ABBIE



That was uncalled for. Can’t you just go 
talk to her? I mean, I could go, but you’re

a professional.  I think they’d be much

more satisfied with a professional opinion.

RAF


I didn’t think they considered me a professional.






ABBIE



It’s not that...






RAF



Well, I’m certainly not a professional 
in that line...but, okay.  I’d do 
anything for you.  Sure, I can go



talk to her. 

He reaches across and takes her hand.





RAF (Cont’d.)



But Abbie, don’t hold out a 

lot of hope. I mean...
INT. CAPTAIN SLOAN’S OFFICE – DAY





RAF




Something definitely weird here, Cap.  
The same day Traci Clery was killed, a car 
ran off the road s few miles west of there.  




SLOAN

I seem to remember hearing about

that, but –




RAF

But!  You laugh at my little deputy 
here, Cap, but Fido smelled tuna fish 
on both the bike and on the –




SLOAN

Tuna fish!




RAF

Tuna fish.  Evidently Traci Clery 

was eating a tuna sandwich when 

her bike got clipped.  Got tuna on

the car – the car that went off

the road some five miles away.




SLOAN

Wait...
RAF

Ha!  That was enough for me to
have them check paint exchange

between the bike and the car –

like you know, the Locard Theory?




SLOAN

You mean to tell me there was an
exchange of paint between the

car and the bike, not to mention

a tuna exchange as well?

Raf nods and strokes Fido.






RAF



Fido’s fine police work earned him 



a big Milk Bone.






SLOAN


Milk Bo -! Well, I’ll be damned.  Paint

exchange.  And who was driving the car?  
I don’t remember much about it.






RAF



A Sherri Dunlap.  The car’s registered



to Dunlap’s Auto Emporium.  DD Dunlap 
is Sherri’s husband.






SLOAN



Were they together?






RAF



No.  Sherri Dunlap was alone when



the accident happened.  And her story



ain’t that great – but the



real question is: if Dunlap hit 

Traci Clery’s bike, how did the girl

and her bike get five miles down the road 
before she was assaulted?






SLOAN



If she wasn’t badly injured, she could’ve –

RAF



Yeah. Her bike was bent up. It was ridable, 
but it woulda been a pretty wobbly ride –



five miles in the rain...






SLOAN


Wait a minute.  Just wait a by God minute!  
There was a kid there –





RAF



A witness?






SLOAN



I wouldn’t go that far, but – didn’t I tell 

you?  The kid was fishing down there.
Because of the rain he decided to call 
it a day, and when he got up to the road 
he heard an engine being gunned, and then 
saw a BMW shoot by.  A black BMW.






RAF



And that was near where they



found Traci Clery?






SLOAN



Very near.

Raf strokes Fido and considers this.






RAF



No license or anything?






SLOAN



Nope.  But if you know anybody

who drives a black BMW...






RAF



People in my circle don’t drive BMW’s. 
Well, I’ve got a lead I have to check out.

Sloan rises suddenly.






SLOAN

There’s always the kid.  Maybe he came 
upon the Clery girl and assaulted her.
RAF



Well, he wouldn’t be in a position to 
refuse a DNA test. But I wouldn’t hold
out much hope.  Anyway, I think I’m 
beginning to get a hunch.




SLOAN
You going to tell me about it, or do

I have to guess?




RAF

Well...I’d rather wait until I follow

up on it.  I look foolish enough as

it is.




SLOAN 

Get out of here.  And do me a favor. 

Drop your partner off at the pound.
EXT. RIVER ROAD – DAY
Raf and Fido driving along road with river down to LEFT.

EXT. MOTEL – DAY

Raf gets into his car and drives away.

EXT. ANOTHER MOTEL – DAY

Raf comes out of the office.
EXT. ANOTHER MOTEL – DAY

Raf’s car pulls into the parking lot at the motel where Sherri and Bill had their tryst.

EXT. LUCRETIA’S HOUSE – DAY
Lucretia’s house is a small bungalow on an older street of similar homes. It is a slightly faded white with a dark green trim.  The yard isn’t bad, but it needs help.

Near the uneven sidewalk, a WOODEN SIGN, also slightly faded, and hand painted by a not-quite professional painter, reads:
MADAME LUCRETIA GIFTED PSYCHIC
And in smaller letters beneath that:

WALK-INS WELCOME

Raf’s car comes rolling down the street.

INT. RAF’S CAR – DAY

With Fido peering out the passenger window, Raf slows. He notes an older PARKED SEDAN with an elderly BLACK MAN in passenger seat.  Raf passes on this and stares at Lucretia’s sign.  He slows even more, but then shakes his head.






RAF



What am I doing, Fido?  Jesus!



A gifted psychic...

He shakes his head again and GUNS the engine.  Half a block down the street he SLAMS on the brakes.  He sits still for a moment.





RAF



What’s that you say, Fido? I promised 
Abbie?  I know. I’m well aware of that, 
but – oh, Jesus Christ, all right!  
All right.  I’ll do it.

He spins the car around and heads back up the street.

INT. LUCRETIA’S READING/DINING ROOM – DAY

The front door is in the adjacent living room.  Lucretia’s dining room has been converted into her reading room. Large framed tarot cards painted on black velvet on the dark red walls.
Her round dining table has been covered by a long dark green felt cloth. A seven inch crystal ball on a brass stand sits in the center.

Lucretia is seated at her reading table staring into the crystal ball.  An overflowing ashtray is the only other thing on the table.  A smoking cigarette lies in the ashtray.  Opposite her sits...(MORE)





(Cont’d.)

Lily Ann Williams. She dosn’t like the smoke, but lives with it.  She carefully watches Lucretia’s face for information.





LUCRETIA



I’m beginning to see something -  

someone – a – a man. Yes, a man, He 
knows you.  He miss you since he 
passed – he –

Lucretia also carefully observes Lily Ann without seeming to do so, while she continues her reading.






LUCRETIA (Cont’d.)



I – yes, I think it’s your



dear husband, Mrs. Williams. He –

She stops, noting the consternation on Lily Ann’s face.






LUCRETIA (Cont’d.)



Is it...?







LILY ANN


But my Abner – he been waiting in the car 
for me – oh!  Has something happened to – 





LUCRETIA



Oh wait.  Hold up. No no, Mrs. 

Williams. I see it more clearly now.  
Of course it not your dear Abner. 
Sometimes the images – you know, 
they come in so vaguely at first...




(Watching covertly)


But someone, he wants to talk to



you.  Yes, he a man.  Someone who 
you been knowing a long time ago...

Mrs. Williams is nodding now and Lucretia continues on...






LUCRETIA (Cont’d.)



This man he love you and, and –

She notes a look of sudden recognition on Lily Ann’s face. During the seance she is constantly reading Mrs. Williams’ face and body language.
LUCRETIA (Cont’d.)

And he been trying to reach you. He’s sorry about something.  Yes, that’s it. He’s sorry. He’s sorry. 






LILY ANN



(Beginning very softly)



My Uncle Josua.  My Uncle Josua.



Ask him.






LUCRETIA



Yes.  That’s it.  Yes, he your old Uncle 
Josua.  But what he so sorry about?






LILY ANN


Oh...I – I never before in my 
life talked to nobody about this,

Ms Lucretia. Never.  I don’t know 
how you – oh my dear. 




(Beat)



My Uncle Josua he was like my



daddy to me.  My real daddy


he been gone before I was born.  But 
later on, when I was beginning to you 
know – blossom out – he -  After that



day I moved out the house. I went to live 
with my aunt and I never told a living 
soul.  My Uncle Josua he got hit by a 
truck about six months later.  I had to go 

to his funeral, but my heart surely wasn’t in it.






LUCRETIA



You poor dear.  But now he want you 
to know he sorry and he want you to 
forgive him so he can find his peace.




(To crystal ball)



What’s that?  Oh yes.  

(To Lily Ann)

And he say forgiving him will bring 
peace to you too, my dear.

Lily Ann is in tears now.  Lucretia adjusts her wig with one hand and reaches across the table to squeeze Lily Ann’s hand.  She digs a cigarette from a pocket and lights up.  
LILY ANN


Oh...I do.  I do forgive him.  This 
been laying heavy on my mind for 
all these long years.  But I



believe now I’ll be able to put it 
by and – oh thank you Uncle Josua. 
I know in my heart you wasn’t a bad 
man – maybe just weak.  And the



drinkin’. That was bad.

Lucretia pats her hand and smiles soothingly before rising.

EXT. DUNLAP’S AUTO EMPORIUM – DAY
DD and a VIDEO CREW are in the lot full of shiny cars doing a commercial.

Linda stands nearby holding a clipboard.  She is obviously DD’s secretary or something.






DD



Remember folks, we’ll do what we have



to to put you in the driver’s seat.



Now you come on down today and



any one of our fine associates



will be more than happy to help you.



Remember, we got a hundred ways to



finance you. Credit problems don’t 



mean diddly here.  We can even



carry our own paper, so remember –






DIRECTOR



Cut!



DD, you’re not following the script.



You keep saying “remember” over and –

Linda and a HANDSOME SALESMAN exchange glances.






DD



Shit!





DIRECTOR



Okay, let’s take it from “help you”.
INT. SLOAN’S OFFICE – DAY






SLOAN



You know, you may be smarter


than you look, Raf.  That car

· the Dunlap vehicle, was almost

five miles away from the 

crime scene, but we definitely have 
a match on paint transfer between

the vehicle and the Clery bicycle.





RAF




(Holding Fido)



So that’s the vehicle that clipped



the girl’s bicycle.






SLOAN



That’s it.





RAF



So now the question is, how did the



bicycle get almost five miles down



the road before the girl got raped



and murdered?






SLOAN

You said yourself the bike was still 
ridable.  Rain or not, maybe -





RAF



- and then somebody stopped her and



raped her...That stinks. I can’t

believe from what I’ve seen of 

the family, that the Clery girl would

have ignored a wrecked car with a woman 
in it, and just continue on down the 
road. That kid you told me about – I 
don’t like him for this, but the DNA



test should tell us one way or the other.






SLOAN



Well, you go home and think about



it.  I’ll deal with the DNA.
RAF



Like they say on TV, Cap: But wait –



there’s more.  I just got back from a

ride out past the crime scene – and


the accident scene - and then I drove



on into Paisley. I started checking 



motels.

Raf looks down and strokes Fido.






SLOAN



And –






RAF



And, a Saturn and black BMW were at 

one of the motels on the day of the 

accident.  The clerk particularly remembered 
the BMW, because the guy comes there on a 
pretty regular basis. Registers under the 
name of Mason.  
Now, for some reason he thought he’d 
seen Mason someplace else,

but couldn’t remember when or where.






SLOAN



Okay, Mrs. Dunlap and Mason have been 



meeting at a motel in Paisley.  So



maybe they were both driving back



to town when the accident occurred.






RAF



Right.  So Mason must’ve witnessed



the accident, but –






SLOAN



I can spell it out for myself, Raf.

Raf rises.






RAF



Well, I’ve got something else to check out.
INT. LIVING ROOM/FRONT DOOR – DAY

Lucretia and Lily Ann are at the door.  Lucretia opens the door.

As Lily Ann EXITS, Raf is walking up to the house, carrying Fido in his arms.  He nods to Lily Ann in passing. In b.g. ABNER watches his wife coming toward him.





RAF



Madame Lucretia?




(Flashes buzzer)



I’m Detective Rafferty. I’m –






LUCRETIA



Wait now.  Hold up here.  I took


care of that thing about my license.
  

If this is about – I –






RAF



No, no.  I’m not here about

· what I’m here about is
your – truth is I don’t exactly

know why I’m here. I guess



you had a dream or –






LUCRETIA



A dream...?






RAF



Can we come in and talk?






LUCRETIA



Oh...Oh...

INT. LIVING ROOM – DAY

Raf sits on a couch and Lucretia sits on an overstuffed chair.  Her cat comes in and the two cats begin to gauge each other.






RAF




(Holding Fido close)



He doesn’t get along with cats.
LUCRETIA



Well maybe my Sasha don’t like him either 

What, he think he ain’t no cat?






RAF



Shh.  Please, Fido thinks 



he’s a D-O-G.






LUCRETIA



Oh...well, in that case he don’t 

need a medium;  He need a therapist.






RAF



Yeah, well...I – I fortune

tellers and black cats...  
Got to have a black cat, right?





LUCRETIA



I’m not a fortune teller; I’m a medium. 

And that’s not true – about the cats!




(Beat)


Well, maybe it’s a little bit true.  
But she a good cat. Least if I wanted 
a dog I could pick up a lot better 
specimen than that up in the pound.






RAF


Okay, I guess that makes us even.




(Beat)


Look...Madame Lucretia, medium,
fortune teller, I don’t care

what you call yourself. The thing

is, I understand you sometimes have 
dreams...you see things – I mean, 
there was this girl on a bicycle



that was raped and murdered.






LUCRETIA



Oh...






RAF



And I believe you contacted her family.

Lucretia looks extremely uncomfortable.  She nervously 

digs out a cigarette and lights up, blowing smoke.
Raf wrinkles his nose at the smoke, but let’s it go.





RAF (Cont’d.)



Look.  I’m going to be really up-front 
with you Ma’am.  I can’t honestly say 
I believe in this sh-stuff, and –




LUCRETIA

I figured that part out when you

started bad-mouthin’ my cat -






RAF



Okay, just so I don’t find out



you’re trying to hustle a grieving family...





LUCRETIA



For your information, I ain’t trying 
to hustle nobody.  Is that what they 
think?  You think I’d stoop to something 
like that for – for what? You listen.  
I make a good living here doing – doing



what I do and that’s all. I would never 
play on anybody’s troubles like that.
Lucretia’s face betrays the fact that siddenly she isn’t too sure this is entirely truthful.  But the moment passes.






LUCRETIA (Cont’d.)



Sometimes I dream.  Sometimes these 
dreams turn out to be real.  I don’t know 
why or how, but they do.  Sometimes



they all mixed up in my head, so I 
don’t understand at first what they about exactly, but pretty soon, things begin



to come together and then I see the 
big picture.




(Beat)



Now all I see so far, I see this scarecrow 
attack a girl on a bicycle – well, it wasn’t

a girl; it was me.  And then after,


he – you know – like had his way with me,

he was fixin’ to mash my head in with a 
big rock.  That’s what I saw in my dream.  
I don’t rightly know what it mean, but



LUCRETIA (Cont’d.) 
that girl on the bicycle. It just tell
me I should talk to that girl’s family.

I thought maybe they know what the 
scarecrow mean, but...






RAF



Yeah, a scarecrow...that’s not



a lot of help, Ma’am.






LUCRETIA



I know that.






RAF



All right, Ma’am.  I’ll take your word 
that you’re not pulling any hustle on 
these people.  For now.  But if you
have any more of these dreams, I want 
you to call me first, okay?






LUCRETIA


I will, sir.  I surely will.

Raf hands her his card.






RAF



Come on, Fido!
INT. LIBRARY – DAY

Abbie is standing at the chest-high desk before her computer as DARYL passes.

DARYL, 28, Slender, geekish type.






DARYL



Boy, you sure look radient today...Abbie.

GIRL, 30’s.  An employee.  As she passes by she hears Daryl’s remark.






GIRL



She’s in love.  Can’t you see that?






DARYL



In love?
Abbie opens her mouth to speak, but Girl continues...






GIRL



If I ever saw a girl in love, that’s her.






DARYL




(To Abbie)



You’re...in love?






ABBIE



I – well, maybe, Daryl.  I



don’t know.






DARYL



Oh...

Looking very disappointed, Daryl moves off.  Girl gives Abbie a knowing look.






GIRL



Never mind him; I’ll have whatever you’re having.

INT. FLIP HOUSE – DAY
House looks better.  No workmen in sight.






JEFF



What do you want me to do?  You



don’t want to pay decent wages,



these fuckers put us on the



back burner.  Anytime they’ve



got another job, it comes first.






RAF



You’ve already gone way over the



budget, Jeff.  I told you that.



I’m supposed to be the one who gets 
me into trouble, and you’re supposed to

be the one I pay to get me out, damn 
it. You’re really letting me down


here, Jeff.  Lately I don’t –
JEFF



God damn it, Raf, I can’t squeeze



blood out of a turnip.  I’ve



been telling you – shit.  I’ve



had it, sweating blood for you



when all I get is grief.  If you’re not 
happy with me, you can take this fucking house and flip it right up your ass, that’s 
what you can fucking do!
Jeff turns and STORMS OUT of the room.

RAF

Jeff!  Wait! We’ve still got -
But Jeff is gone.

EXT. VICTORIAN HOUSE – DAY

Abbie’s convertible pulls up before the Victorian house behind Raf’s parked car.

Workmen are busily coming and going and landscapers are working on the front yard.

Recognizing Raf’s vehicle, Abbie sits for a moment staring, doing a slow burn.  She finally gets out of the car.  She walks up the steps to the entrance.

INT. VICTORIAN HOUSE – DAY

In the kitchen, Abbie finds Raf and Fido with some workmen.






RAF



Abbie!  What are you –






ABBIE



You snake!  You knew I wanted this

house and you did your level best to tell 
me what a mess it was.  And before I could even get to the real estate office, you sneaked in



and grabbed it right out from under 

my nose.  Raf, I- I can’t believe this, 

that you’d put a little profit before –  

I mean, I -
Abbie bursts into tears.  She turns and runs toward the door. 






RAF



Abbie, wait!  I –

She stops at the door and turns back...






ABBIE



My parents are right, Mr. Rafferty: 
You’re not a detective.  You’re a - a – 
I don’t know what you are.  You don’t have 
time to get your ass out there and find 
the monster that killed my sister; you’re 
too busy running around stealing my 
house right out from under my nose.  
My God, I – I can’t -

Abbie EXITS.

Raf runs after her.





RAF



Abbie, wait...!
EXT. VICTORIAN HOUSE – DAY

Raf stops helplessly with Fido at his side.  His words are lost as Abbie jumps into her convertible and speeds off.

INT. FLIP HOUSE – BEDROOM – NIGHT

Raf lies back on his cot with Fido and a bottle of beer.

Several empties lie about on the floor by his cot.






RAF



Let’s face it, Fido.  I’ve really



screwed up good this time.  Jeff hates 
me, Abbie’s parents hate me – and Abbie 
hates me.  I’m not even sure I can 
depend on you anymore.  Am I really 
that bad?

As Fido looks inscrutably at him, Raf falls silent and empties his bottle, staring off into space.
INT. FLIP HOUSE – DAY
A NEW CONTRACTOR is on the job.  House looks just about ready.






CONTRACTOR



Well, it’s just about finished, Mr. Rafferty.






RAF



Yeah, but I’m going to take a bath on this one.

EXT. FLIP HOUSE – DAY

Day is gray and rain is falling.

A REAL ESTATE AGENT is placing a SOLD sign on the FOR SALE sign in the front yard.  






RAF



Man, I never dreamed we’d turn this



puppy over in two days – and at that 
price. Wow!





AGENT



Well, you did a great job here, Raf.


It’s like a brand new house. But until 
it closes, you never know.  
You don’t look all that elated.






RAF



Yeah...I’m elated.  It’s just...
EXT. SIDEWALK – NIGHT

With Bill Madigan’s BMW in b.g. Bill walks purposely foward along sidewalk.

INT. DUNLAP LIVING ROOM – NIGHT
Only one lamp is on in the corner of the room.

Bill is standing just inside the door.  He is wearing THIN LEATHER GLOVES.

Sherri sits by the fireplace in her wheelchair.  

Bill bends slightly, squinting at her.
BILL



Hey, you’re looking good, Sherri.






SHERRI



I look like shit.





BILL



Look, if I’d known DD moved out



I’d have come by sooner.  I –






SHERRI


I thought I told you.






BILL



Got anything to drink around here?






SHERRI



In the kitchen.

Bill EXITS into kitchen.  A moment later Bill ENTERS carrying a squat glass of whiskey.  He places it on a low table in the living room and comes near to Sherri.






BILL



We’re bound together now by something



a lot stronger than love, Sherri darling.






SHERRI



Is that all you can say, Bill?  My God,


I can’t believe you – and don’t try



to blame that girl’s death on me.



All I wanted to do was call 911.  If



DD found out, it would serve him right.






BILL



Maybe you had nothing to lose, but I



had plenty.  Do you know what that would



do to my political ambitions?  I might



not even have a practice any longer.



People around here have long memories.
While he’s talking, Bill slips a plastic bag from his jacket pocket as he moves around behind Sherri.  She tries to follow him with her eyes.
BILL



I know this has been bothering you,



Sherri.  That’s why I’m here.  I’m



going to fix that.  No use both of


us having to carry this terrible



burdon around.

Just as Sherri realizes Bill’s intention, he quickly slips the plastic bag down over Sherri’s head and twists it tightly around her neck.  

Sherri’s body jerks but she has only very limited movement.  Only her face really shows her pain and terror as she can no longer breathe.  

EXT. SIDEWALK – NIGHT

Bill walking along.  He slips the plastic bag back into his pocket.  He gets into his BMW and drives away into the night.

INT. NATHAN’S APARTMENT – NIGHT
Nathan is lying back on his bed with earphones on, smoking a joint and listening to his music.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING – NIGHT
Older hallway.  Raf and Fido stand before an apartment door as it opens...






JEFF



Oh...





RAF



Look Jeff.  I know I was – listen,



can I come in for a minute? I still



owe you some money.






JEFF



I wasn’t going to press you.






RAF



Just for a minute, Jeff.
Jeff stands back, allowing Raf and Fido to ENTER.
INT. JEFF’S APARTMENT – NIGHT

Jeff’s apartment is not luxurious, but neat.






JEFF



You want a beer or something?  Or



you on duty?






RAF



No – hey, a beer would be great.

Jeff EXITS into small kitchen and a moment later returs with two bottles of beer.  They men sit down and Jeff

holds up his bottle in a salute before taking a swallow.

Fido begins nosing around.






RAF (Cont’d.)



I know it’s no excuse, Jeff, but



this case, a seventeen-year old



girl being brutalized...and 



worrying about the house –



every one of these flips is



a crap shoot, but I –






JEFF



Well, it’s partly my fault



too, Raf.  I wanted to 



impress you, so I was beating



everybody down so I could



bring it in under budget. I – 






RAF



Hey, if I think you can do



that I’ll give you an even



smaller budget next time –



I mean, I hope there’s 



going to be a –






JEFF



Yeah, I heard about that Victorian over on –






RAF



And she needs your magic touch, Jeff.
Raf breaks off and digs into his inside jacket pocket.  He brings out two checks.






RAF (Cont’d.)



Here, by the way, is the money



I owe you.  And this –

He passes over the two checks.  Jeff’s eyes pop.






JEFF



What’s this?






RAF



Hey, we did so well on that last


house, you deserve a fat bonus.






JEFF



Well...I don’t know what to say.



You didn’t have to –






RAF



You earned it, Jeff.  Now tell me I 
can fire the jerk that’s running that 
job on the new house.  I need you on 

it like since yesterday.


INT. DUNLAP KITCHEN – NIGHT
Sherri sits slumped in her wheelchair. DD stands beside her holding his cell phone.





FEMALE (VO)


Nine one one.  What is your emergency?






DD



It’s my wife.  It’s my wife.  I 

think she’s dead.





FEMALE (VO)


Is she breathing?

DD looks at her but doesn’t touch her.





DD



No.  No, I don’t think so. Just get 
somebody over here. Jesus I -
FEMALE (VO)


All right, sir.  Try to remain



calm.  Someone’s on the way.
Can 
you talk to her? To your wife?
INT. SLOAN’S OFFICE – DAY





RAF



On top of everything else that’s gone



wrong, I – I mean, I was going to go



interview Mrs. Dunlap yesterday, but I –






SLOAN



What’s done is done, Raf.  Just get in



there and bring her old man around.

INT. POLICE INTERROGATION ROOM






RAF


I’m really sorry about –






DD



Yeah, whatever.  Let’s just get 
this over with, okay, so I can –






RAF



Well, the medical examiner says your 
wife was smothered, Mr. Dunlap.  That



makes this a case of murder.

This makes DD sit up and pay attention.






RAF (Cont’d.)



So we have to ask you a few uestions, sir.  
The thing is, we understand you and your 
wife weren’t on the –





DD



What?  That we were on the



outs?  Sure we were.  Listen, this



goes back to before her famous 
accident.  I mean – hey, let’s face 
it, we all make mistakes.  People

change.  We both realized some time 
ago that we weren’t compatible.



DD (Cont’d.)


That’s it.  So okay, we weren’t living



a perfect life together, but...



Hey, it wasn’t like...






RAF



I see..well, sir, less than a year 
ago you took out a two million



dollar insurance policy 



on Mrs. Dunlap, isn’t that so?






DD



Insurance policy?  Yes, sure I



did.  I took out one on



myself too.  My agent thought



it would be a good idea.



So what? I don’t kill people.


I mean, maybe sometimes I’d



like to, but that’s just not an



option. Maybe somebody thought 
she had some money in there. 

Raf ignores this remark and continues... 






RAF



And then, the accident.  I mean,

your wife paralyzed...I



assume that didn’t do much



for your relationship...






DD



What relationship?  I just

told you – look, if you



have to know every fucking
detail, okay: We hadn’t slept



together in over a year.  It



was over. Finito. We each had 
a life and our lives didn’t connect.
INT. CAPTAIN SLOAN’S OFFICE – DAY






RAF




(Holding Fido)



What do you think, Cap?
SLOAN



I think (a) that you should



get rid of the dog, and (b)



the car dealer is dirty as



as the bottom of an oil drain.






RAF



I know all about outlaws and



in-laws, Cap, but something makes



me – there’s the BMW, you –





SLOAN



Listen.  In my long and varied



experience, the obvious answer



is always the best and the right



answer.  The bum killed her because

alive, she was nothing but a drain

on his pocketbook.  Dead she was 

worth two million big ones.



His business is shaky.  He needs 



cash.  And like I say, his wife

was paralyzed.  I read that as not

only no sex, but no more home-cooked

tuna casserole either. Hey, what’s 
the problem here?






RAF



Well, like Dunlap said, the insurance 
was his agent’s idea.  I checked.





SLOAN



Maybe it was, but once the policy



was in place...just think of



the possibilities, Raf.





RAF



Okay, okay, Cap.  And he says they

hadn’t slept together in over a year.

They each had their own lives.




SLOAN

He says...
RAF

Well, anyway, I just wanted



to run it by you.





SLOAN



If you find out anything about the



BMW, I’ll be happy to hear it.

Raf carries Fido over to the door, and opens it.





RAF



Yeah, I’m going to follow up on the 



Beemer, Cap.  But I still don’t see



what any of this has to do with



scarecrows.






SLOAN



Scarecrows?  What the hell do 



scarecrows have to to with



anything?

But Raf is already quietly closing the door behind him.
INT. MADIGAN KITCHEN – DAY
Kaitlyn and Lily Ann.





KAITLYN



I just don’t know what to think, 
Lily Ann.  Everything



I thought was right seems all



topsy-turvy anymore. I –






LILY ANN



I’m so sorry, Kaitlyn.
INT. CLERY HOUSE – NIGHT
Marie is on the phone while Christopher and Abbie sit on  the couch nearby.
INTERCUT TELEPHONE CONVERSATION






MARIE



I’m sorry Raf.  She isn’t here



just now – I’m sorry, but she



doesn’t have any interest in

· I think she thought that by

befriending you, it might cause

you to keep Traci’s murder in

the forefront of your mind, but’

it’s pretty clear to us that

solving Traci’s murder isn’t

high on your agenda.
In b.g. Abbie doesn’t like these remarks.






RAF



I’m sorry, Mrs. Clery.  Abbie



just doesn’t understand how –



I mean, I do have Traci’s case in 
the forefront of my mind.  But
we’re short-handed.  Other cases

come up all the time.  We’re

stretched very thin here.






MARIE



Evidently you aren’t stretched


so thin that you can’t devote



considerable time to your



private real estate business,



young man.






RAF



That’s not true, Mrs. Clery. Traci’s



murder is on my mind night and



day.  We’re kind of at a dead end right 
now, but that isn’t because of a lack 
of interest.  It’s just – we do have 
DNA evidence, and we have paint transfer,

but until we find a match...

BACK TO SCENE

As Marie finishes her conversation with Raf MOS and hangs up, Abbie sits with folded arms.  Marie hangs up.
ABBIE



I just said I didn’t want to 



talk to him – I didn’t tell you



to analyze my reasons for liking



- for liking –

Abbie bursts into tears. She jumps up and RUNS OUT of the room.






CHRISTOPHER



Oh...





MARIE



Well, I’m sorry, but I’m 
absolutely sick of watching this 
man using Traci’s death as an 
excuse to chase after Abbie.  

It’s – it’s despicible!

INT. MADIGAN HOME – DAY
Lily Ann and Kaitlyn.






LILY ANN



Kaitlyn, if you really have to



know.  I mean know, I – Well,

I think you’ll laugh at me, but I 
know this woman. She’s psychic, and –






KAITLYN



Psychic?






LILY ANN



Yes, she’s a medium.  I know, lots 
of people laugh.  And I know there 
are lots of people out there that prey 
on other folks’s superstitions – but 
Kaitlyn, this woman...I tell you, she 
saw things that nobody else could


possibly know.  She knew things





about me that I’ve never before



told to a living soul.

Kaitlyn stares at Lily Ann.
INT. LUCRETIA’S READING ROOM – DAY

Kaitlyn and Lucretia.

Lucretia draws draperies across the door.  The room is fairly dark.  Black light illuminates the Velvet Tarot Card Paintings on the walls.  The lamp above the table is very dim.





LUCRETIA



Here now, Mrs. Madigan.  You



just sit down right here and



make yourself comfortable.






KAITLYN



Thank you.

Kaitlyn sits down at the table.  






LUCRETIA



Sometimes I do better when I



smoke.  Is it going to bother



you if I smoke while we talk?






KAITLYN



I – if it helps, yes.  Go ahead



and smoke.

Lucretia gratefully sits down and lights up.






LUCRETIA



I think the smoke help me to concentrate.

She reaches up and dims the lamp above the table and begins smoking and staring into the crystal ball.  

Kaitlyn’s eyes go from the ball to Lucretia and back. 






LUCRETIA


M-hm, I – I sense this has something



to do with your home life – 



with your husband...yes, your husband.

Kaitlyn watches her closely.

LUCRETIA (Cont’d.)



Yes.  You been having problems with



your husband.  I see you think he



been maybe seeing other women.



Yes, yes.  That’s it.  I beginning



to see this more clearly now.  



What kind of work your husband do,



Mrs. Madigan?






KAITLYN



He’s an attorney.  He handles a lot 




of divorce cases.  I think – no, 

I know – that he’s been seeing -
Lucretia holds up one hand.






LUCRETIA

Now don’t you be telling me nothing, Mrs. Madigan.  You came here for me to tell you something, isn’t that right?






KAITLYN



Yes.  For some time now I’ve



felt that Bill’s been – we’ve


known each other since high school.



But sometimes I think he only wanted



me for a trophy wife. I don’t know -






LUCRETIA



Yes.  I do see this man in a nice suit



talking to women, some beautiful



women - you don’t happen to have a 

picture of your husband, do you?






KAITLYN



Why – yes...

She digs into her handbag and takes out a wallet.  She finds a photo of Bill and passes it across to Lucretia.

Lucretia takes the photo and studies it.  For some reason she shudders, but strives to maintain. 
LUCRETIA



Yes.  I understand now.  Yes.  My,



your husband he a fine looking man.

A very handsome man.  I can see why -



KAITLYN



He never used to be – so handsome, I

mean.  He never used to be such a ladies’ 
man.  Sometimes I think he only married me because of my family’s social position.
Suddenly Kaitlyn breaks off. She laughs at a thought.






KAITLYN (Cont’d.)



You’d never guess it to look at



Bill now, but in high school he



was such a stringbean.  Everybody called



him the scarecrow.  He –

Lucretia nearly loses it.  She digs out another cigarette and lights it while the first one continues to burn in the ashtray.  She COUGHS and WHEEZES.






KAITLYN (Cont’d.)



Are you all right?






LUCRETIA



I – yes I – you say they call your



husband a scarecrow?






KAITLYN 



Not anymore.  He’s changed a lot 
over the years.  What is it?  Is 
something wrong?






LUCRETIA



No, no, I don’t think so.  It’s just

· bicycles; rocks! Oh, this may sound 
crazy, but I - oh, I...
INT. LUCRETIA’S KITCHEN – DAY

A shaken Lucretia takes a bottle of gin from the freezer and sits down, drinking and smoking and looking at Raf’s card which she has laid on the table.
INT. THE MADIGAN BEDROOM – NIGHT

Kaitlyn and Bill are lying in bed watching a big flat screen TV.  They’re watching an HGTV show.






BILL



Isn’t there anything else on?

He grabs up the remote and begins flipping through the channels.






KAITLYN



I – I went to a psychic today.





BILL



You went to a what?  A fortune



teller? You really are losing it.





KAITLYN



Don’t laugh.  I’m serious.  She’s

not a fortune teller.  She’s a 

medium, a psychic.  Lily Ann told me 
about her.  She’s really good.






BILL



Lily Ann told you.  That figures.  






KAITLYN



She told me about us in high school.



About everyone calling you the 



scarecrow.






BILL



She told you, or you told her?

Kaitlyn suddenly considers this, but is not deterred.






KAITLYN



She told me you were seeing other women.





BILL



She told you that? Jesus...Come on,


Katy.  When do I have time for that?
KAITLYN



Well, that’s not exactly what she

said, Bill.  But I 



could tell from her attitude that – 
and there was something about you

and a bicycle and a big rock.  
What could that mean?





BILL



Bicycle – and a rock?





KAITLYN



That’s what she said.  She



didn’t want to talk about it.






BILL



Of course she didn’t.  She didn’t 
have anything to talk about.  Who is

this famous psychic anyway?






KAITLYN



Her name is Madame Lucretia.  Lily 
Ann swears by her, and after today...
She would.  Oh, Crossing Jordan is

on.
INT. LUCRETIA’S HOUSE – DAY – LATE AFTERNOON

Raf pulls to the curb before Lucretia’s house just behind Alyssa’s old beater as Alyssa approaches it, waving a casual good-bye to Lucretia.

Alyssa looks askance at Raf as he gets out of his car and holds the passenger door open for Fido.  She shakes her head as if she’ll never understand men.

Raf notes her, but by now she is getting into her old car and Raf heads up the steps toward Lucretia, who stands waiting in her open doorway.

INT. LUCRETIA’S READING ROOM – DAY – LATE AFTERNOON

Fido wanders around, looking at Lucretia’s cat, Sasha.

From her expression, this makes Lucretia uncomfortable.

RAF



So...did you have another – vision



or something?

Lucretia lights a cigarette and pats at her matted hair.






LUCRETIA



You say you wanted me to call you if 
anything came up.  Well – something came up.






RAF



Okay.






LUCRETIA



Well, I don’t make no guarantees,



but, well...it was like this:



You know, I told you ‘bout



my dream, the scarecrow and all?

Raf nods.






LUCRETIA (Cont’d.)



Lady come to see me today and while



we talking, she show me a picture



of her husband.  Fine looking man.






RAF



And...?






LUCRETIA



Well, I told her, I said, my, he’s



a fine looking man – and then she say to 
me:  Now he is, but in high school he was 
so tall and skinny, everybody call him 



the scarecrow.

She sits back, blowing out smoke while she observes the effect of this on Raf.






RAF



That’s it?

LUCRETIA



What do you want?  You told me



to call you if anything come up,



and that’s what came up.  I called



you, didn’t I?






RAF



Yeah, okay.  Thanks.  So...this guy,



the scarecrow, can you give me



a name?
INT. CAPTAIN SLOAN’S OFFICE – DAY






RAF



Look Cap, I know this may sound



a little off the wall, but this



woman called me today and one



of her clients – 






SLOAN



Clients?






RAF



Well...she’s a psychic.  And –






SLOAN



A fortune teller...oh boy...well, go on.





RAF



She says she’s a medium.  But yeah,

anyway...well, this woman is married 

to a lawyer, William Madigan.

SLOAN

Madigan, the dude who’s running for

state assembly? He’s married to a
fortune teller?
RAF

Yes.  No, I mean, the medium’s not
married to him.  Madigan’s wife consulted 
the medium and – well, some of the things that were said didn’t add up, so I  checked him out.  He’s pretty big, especially in divorce cases.  He also has a reputation as quite the lady killer.
SLOAN



Yeah, and...?





RAF
Mr. Madigan drives a black BMW.

Fido!  Hold still.






SLOAN



A black BMW.






RAF



A black BMW, and I get the

impression that William Madigan,



a married man, chases after women.  
I figure one of those women could 
be Sherri Dunlap. A black BMW is
a frequent visitor to a motel over

in Paisley.






SLOAN



Sherri Dunlap - the woman in



the accident.






RAF



Right.  Word is Dunlap played 
around too.  So...I know Dunlap
looks good for her murder, but

now I’m thinking hard on Madigan.






SLOAN



And –






RAF



A few months ago, Mrs. Dunlap



consulted William Madigan about a divorce.  
But she never proceeded.






SLOAN



Okay, so Mrs. Dunlap, involved in



an accident, is acquainted with Mr.



Madigan who drives a black BMW, and 



Mrs. Dunlap’s car hits Traci Clery’s



bike.
RAF



Exactly.  I was thinking that maybe



Madigan was following Mrs. Dunlap back

to town.  She came around the bend and 
hit Traci
Clery.  Madigan couldn’t be 
seen associated with Mrs. Dunlap, but



he probably felt obligated to help

her change the scene to a one vehicle

accident.  So he took the girl farther 
down the road and dumped her.






SLOAN



And we can’t ask Mrs. Dunlap



because her old man whacked her.



So, if Madigan did do that – who 

raped the girl? Madigan?






RAF



I wouldn’t say no.  It’s not like



we have cars racing down that

road day and night.  There is the 
kid though.





SLOAN



We took a sample of the kid’s DNA 

and he came back clean.  I thought I



told you.






RAF



No, I don’t think you did, Cap.  

But I’d sure like to get a sample



from Madigan.






SLOAN



Well, we could politely ask him,



but if I know my lawyers, it would 

simply go against his grain to
submit to anything like that, guilty 

or not.  I don’t think he’d be 

handing out any DNA samples.






RAF



Well, I may be able to bring back



something.  I’m going to go see



the fortune teller.
SLOAN



She’s going to tell you? The


scarecrow lady.





RAF



You may well, laugh, Cap.  I 



gave her my card before and she



wants to see me now.





SLOAN



Ask her if she has the lottery



numbers for this week, would you?
INT. NATHAN’S APARTMENT – NIGHT

Nathan has fallen forward on his desk.  A picture of his mother in happier times stands by his computer.  He is sobbing as his hand fumbles at the picture.

INT. RAF’S CAR – DAY
Raf and Fido sit in his car on a city street.  Raf punches numbers in his cell phone.

INTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATION






RAF



Abbie – Abbie, will you please



listen?

INT. LIBRARY – DAY

Abbie digs her ringing cell phone from the pocket of her skirt.





ABBIE



I’m at work, Raf. And unless you’ve 

got some real news about my sister, 

I don’t want to hear whatever you’ve



got to say.






RAF



I do.  I mean, I think I may have something. 
Can I meet you?  We have to go talk to someone.
ABBIE



Like who?






RAF



That medium you sent me to.  I think she 
may have something – we both should hear.






ABBIE



Raf, you’ve already proven yourself 



unreliable, to say the least.  Not to

mention greedy. If this is another 
one of your smart ideas –






RAF



I swear, Abbie.  I swear.

EXT. LUCRETIA’S HOUSE – DAY
Alyssa’s old car pulls into the curb and after a moment, Alyssa manages to get out.  She slams the door and heads up to the house.  She RINGS, but only hesitates a beat before letting herself in.





ALYSSA (OS)



Lucretia!  Hey, Lucretia!
INT. LUCRETIA’S KITCHEN – DAY






ALYSSA


Damn!  Where are you, girl?




(Beat)



Well –

She checks the coffeepot and finds that there’s still some warm coffee.  She pours herself a cup and then opens Lucretia’s refrigerator where she finds a carton of cigarettes.  She takes out a pack and proceeds to open it.

A MOMENT LATER...
Alyssa seated at the kitchen table smoking and sipping... 

DOORBELL RINGS
ALYSSA (Cont’d.)



Damn!  Now I gotta be the maid too.

She gets laboriously up and EXITS.
EXT. PUBLIC LIBRARY – DAY

Raf and Fido are waiting outside the library as Abbie descends the steps.






RAF



I’m so glad you agreed to see me, Abbie.



About that house –






ABBIE



I don’t want to hear your stories,

Raf. Just take me to Lucretia’s  

house so we can find out what she 

has to say.

Raf wants to say more, but decides to clam up and he guns the engine and they drive away.

EXT. LUCRETIA’S HOUSE – DAY

Alyssa opens the door to Bill Madigan, wearing his gloves.  His car is not in sight.  She glances past him and sees no one.





ALYSSA


Well, you ain’t from the Jehovah’s



Witness Program, I guess.  Can I



help you?

Bill casually and firmly pushes her back into the room and closes the door behind him.
INT. LUCRETIA’S LIVING ROOM – DAY

Bill stands over Alyssa, his hands about her throat.  As Alyssa’s body goes limp, Bill hears the FRONT DOOR.

He quickly drags Alyssa out of the way into the reading/dining room and conceals himself just inside the doorway as...
Front door opens and Lucretia ENTERS dragging a small shopping cart thingie.  She closes the door.






LUCRETIA




 (Loudly)



If I catch you up in here smokin’ all 



my cigarettes Alyssa, we gonna



have to have a talk!

At that moment she ENTERS the reading/dining room where she bumps right into Bill, who now realizes that he killed the wrong person.






LUCRETIA (Cont’d.)



Whoa, hold up.
Now, turning, she catches a glimpse of Alyssa’s body out of the corner of her eye.






LUCRETIA (Cont’d.)



Oh...






BILL



So you’re the famous fortune teller.

 

I don’t know what kind of bullshit 

you think you know, lady, or where you 
got it, but from now on, it’s going to 

be our little secret, just between

you and me –
EXT. LUCRETIA’S HOUSE – DAY
Raf’s car approaches, stopping behind Alyssa’s.  He gets out.  On her side, Abbie gets out and Fido jumps with her.  All three walk up toward the front door.
INT. LUCRETIA’S READING/DINING ROOM – DAY
Bill grabs Lucretia about the throat and begins bearing down.

Lucretia’s wig flies off in the struggle as she kicks and flails her arms, but Bill is relentless, but...
Bill hears DOORBELL.  Relaxes his hold for a fraction of a second and...






LUCRETIA



Help!  Help!

Just as quickly Bill bears down on her again but...






ABBIE



Did you hear that?  I’d swear



I heard someone cry help.






RAF



Jesus!

He grabs the knob and the door swings inward.

They burst into the reading room with Fido at their heels.
Seeing Bill, Raf unlatches his holster.






RAF



Stop right there!

But before Raf can draw his weapon, Bill drops Lucretia, leaping onto Raf.  
Abbie jumps back.  As the men struggle, Abbie drops to her knees and tries to offer comfort to Lucretia.

The men struggle mightily, each trying to strike out at the other.  Sometimes getting in a blow, sometimes missing.  They go to the floor HARD, slamming into furniture, rolling  and struggling while...






ABBIE




(To Lucretia)



Are you all right?
Lucretia begins to regain her composure.  She feels at her throat.






LUCRETIA



I – oh...my throat hurt!

Meanwhile, Fido and Sasha sit calmly nearby, watching.
Abbie leaps back to her feet to help, but she can’t get near the struggling men.  Now they get back on their feet and Bill SLAMS Raf hard against a wall.  

Raf ducks a savage blow that LANDS against the wall and then comes in with an uppercut that staggers Bill but doesn’t stop him.  

The men continue to fight and now Bill kick’s Raf’s feet out from under him.  Raf CRASHES back to the floor with Bill right on top of him.  In the struggle Bill manages to get his hand on Raf’s automatic and comes up with it.  He pulls back the hammer and has his finger on the trigger.  

The pistol EXPLODES as...
WHAMMO!  With all her force Abbie brings Lucretia’s crystal ball down THUNK on Bill’s head.  His shot goes into the ceiling.  Bill jerks back for a beat and then crashes limply on top of Raf.






RAF



Th - thank you, Abbie.

He turns his head slightly to see Fido.






RAF (Cont’d.)




(To Fido)



Some partner you turned out to be.



You’ll never get another Milk Bone



from me, Buster.
By now Lucretia is back on her feet, rubbing at her throat.

She bends down over Alyssa, cradling Alyssa’s head in her lap.  Tears form in her eyes as she looks at Bill Madigan.





LUCRETIA



My crystal ball tell me that you 
gonna have some seriously bad days 
in your future, Mister. Go tryin’ to
strangle my best friend.

EXT. STREET – DAY
Raf’s car.
INT. RAF’S CAR – DAY

Raf, Abbie and Fido.






ABBIE



I still don’t follow what was going on,



Raf.






RAF



Well, I told you how this Madigan and 
a woman were meeting for nooners.  She 

was on her way home with him following 

in his car when she hit your sister’s 
bike in the rain.  






ABBIE



Yes, and he moved Traci – but why?






RAF



Because the creep was running for 



state assemblyman.  He didn’t want



any bad publicity – but once he got



Traci and her bike in his car, he



decided he might as well –






ABBIE



He raped her.






RAF



...Yeah.  I think she must have 



recognized him, so he figured he
· I don’t know.  Who knows what gets 


into people like that.  Anyway, he

decided he had to kill her to protect

his so-called reputation.




ABBIE



And then –





RAF



Then he decided to kill his girlfriend



too.  He probably was afraid she was

going to break down and talk.  He must’ve seen her as a weak link.  And we almost nailed her husband for that.  He really looked good for it.
ABBIE



And then he decided Lucretia knew



more than she should, so she had



to go too.





RAF



That’s the trouble with these things,



Abbie:  There’s no end.  Guy like 



that could go on killing half the 



population before he finally felt



safe.  Maybe guys like that never



feel really safe.

Abbie shudders.  Suddenly she realizes they’re heading for the Victorian house.





ABBIE



Raf!  I don’t need to –






RAF



Just bear with me for a second, will you?

Raf parks in front of the Victorian.  It has been painted, 

the roof looks good, the landscaping is finished.  Jeff is standing on the stoop.

Raf hops out and comes around, opening the passenger door.

Fido hops out as Abbie reluctantly gets out.






RAF



There’s something here I really have



to show you.

Suspicious, Abbie follows him up the steps.






RAF


How goes it, Jeff?






JEFF



I think you’ll be pleased.

INT. VICTORIAN HOUSE – DAY

Abbie and Raf and FidO ENTER followed by Jeff.

The entry is like new.  The parlor looks just the way Abbie had envisioned it, even to a crackling fire in the fireplace and an antique grand piano.

Abbie GASPS






ABBIE



You’re – you’re going to flip this – 
all furnished this way?






RAF



Flip it?  I thought you wanted to



live in it.  I didn’t tell you


I bought it because I wanted 



it to be a big surprise, but –






ABBIE



The operative word is shock, Raf. Not surprise. 
But you didn’t do this for me.






RAF



I gotta tell you, I’m suffering from

serious financial whiplash over this, but

I figure that if – well, if you don’t like 

it, I’ll have to sell it at a big loss.  
But that would be a felony.
ABBIE

That would be a felony.  I’ve heard

what happens to cops in prison.  I - 



you’re saying this house some kind of 
bribe? Is this your convoluted way 
of asking me to –






RAF



Well, only if your parents – and Fido – approve.






ABBIE



I can’t believe it.  You really did this 
for me? You weren’t just trying to steal 
my  out of sheer greed?





RAF



I told you the truth, Abbie.  This was never

a flip.  No way.  It couldn’t be. We’d 
never be sell this puppy at a profit.
ABBIE



I don’t ever want to sell it, Raf.

She draws closer and Raf envelopes her in his arms.






RAF




(To Jeff)



Cover Fido’s eyes, will you, Jeff?



And cover yours too!

INT. VICTORIAN HOUSE – LIVING ROOM – NIGHT
Abbie and Raf and Fido are sitting on the Victorian couch watching a small TV on a stand by the fireplace.

A bottle of wine stands on the tea table before the couch and they’re holding glasses in their hands.

A PROFESSIONAL ANNOUNCER with EDWARD MOTT, the kid who saw the BMW.






ANNOUNCER



This is a first for KQCR.  As



many of our viewers know, KQCR



was the first – and only - 



station to offer a five-thousand


dollar reward for information leading



to the capture of the person or



persons responsible for the death



of Traci Clery.  Ms. Clery you



will remember was found brutally



raped and murdered on a deserted



road by the river just three weeks



ago today.

Announcer places his hand on Edward’s shoulder.






ANNOUNCER (Cont’d.)



Well, thanks to the quick actions of


Edward Mott here, police were able



to locate and arrest prominent



local attorney and canditate for the

state assembly, William Madigan.
Announcer holds out a large check.
ANNOUNCER (Cont’d.)



So tell us, Edward, how was it that



you were able to pinpoint the murderer?





EDWARD



Well, I didn’t really do nothing.



I just...






ANNOUNCER



I know you’re modest, Edward.

(To camera)

Edward pretends he had very little

to do with the capture of Mrs.

Madigan, but here at KQCR,

we call him a hero.

(To Edward)

Well Edward, the management

and staff here at KQCR want



to present you with this check



in the amount of five thousand



dollars – as promised – for your



invaluable contribution to the 
solution of this case.
Edward stares at the check.






EDWARD



Wow, tight!






ABBIE



See, and I thought you solved the



case.






RAF



Well, Edward did help.  He spotted



Madigan’s BMW speeding away that



day.  That had me keeping an eye



out for BMW’s.

They place their glasses on the tea table.






ABBIE



I’m sorry I gave you such a hard



time about Traci, Raf, but –

RAF



Hey, it’s more than understandable.



A loss like that...






ABBIE



And I’m sorry I didn’t give you a 
chance to explain about the house.






RAF



You should be.  Well, you can spend 
the rest of your life paying for it.






ABBIE



How am I supposed to pay for it?






RAF



By putting up with me – and my dog.






ABBIE



That’s asking a lot, Raf.  But –



we’ll see...

They embrace.

FADE OUT






THE END
