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VANISHED

FADE IN:

EXT. ESTABLISHING SHOT - MACOMBER ESTATE - NIGHT (RAIN)

November 12, 1998.  Built on a hillside, the sprawling 8,000-square-foot mansion has a sweeping view of Los Angeles.  Spanish-colonial in style, it has gracefully arched windows, wrought-iron balconies, thick adobe walls.  A red-tiled Spanish roof.  In the paved, circular courtyard out front, water cascades from a baroque, marble fountain, in f.g.

It’s almost midnight.  What had started out as a soft, gentle rain had now turned into a deluge.  Fierce, angry gusts of wind drench the foliage; race up and down the paved driveway.  A wooden shutter SLAMS intermittently against a window.  Even though there are lights inside the house, the place has a certain bleak, sinister aura about it.  All at once, almost as if on cue, the wind and rain subside somewhat and we hear the sound of gunfire SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12a loud, single SHOT reverberates from inside the mansion.  Suddenly, a jagged Y-shaped streak of lightning lights up the sky SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12this followed by a rumbling ROLL of THUNDER.  Now, all that can be heard is the steady, unrelenting downpour of the RAIN.










DISSOLVE TO:

INT. UBS TELEVISION STUDIO - DAY

7:00 a.m.  We are in the NEWS ROOM.  CLOSE on TV monitor.  A handsome NEWS REPORTER has just begun the early morning news report.  We can see him LIVE in b.g.






NEWS REPORTER






In other news, multi-millionaire, Paul Macomber, 68, was



found dead last night at his Angeles Vista Drive home,



the victim of a self-inflicted gunshot wound.  CEO of



Macomber & Kane, located in Century City, Macomber



had been diagnosed with pancreatic cancer and was



despondent.  He was predeceased by his first wife,



Lizbeth in 1994.  His present wife, Anne was visiting with



friends in Santa Barbara at the time of the incident.



Macomber is survived by his loving wife, two sons, Derrick,



40, Benjamin 38, and a stepdaughter, Karen, 28.  In 1970,



he established the law offices of Macomber & Kane, the 



prestigious firm involved in many groundbreaking verdicts,



such as the $5 million medical malpractice verdict with



Seaview Hospital in Long Beach, California.  Funeral



arrangements for Macomber are still pending.

   (SUPERIMPOSE OVER SCREEN)





SIX MONTHS LATER














INT. RUSSO’S OFFICE - DETECTIVE BUREAU (HOLLYWOOD STATION) - DAY

Tough-talking.  Suspicious.  Confrontational.  Tenacious.  Unapologetic.  All the qualifications of a cop, and CAPTAIN FRANK RUSSO has them all.  One of our paid paranoids SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12a cop who senses a conspiracy on a cloudy day.  Close to 60, overweight, he’s an aggressive man, fiercely loyal to the police department.  He’s scanning a pile of arrest reports when suddenly there’s a light TAPPING on the door.  The door opens and DETECTIVE JOE KELLERMANN sticks his head in.  He’s 40ish, tall, muscularly built, good looking.  He always comes across as the cerebral tough guy.






KELLERMANN






You got a minute, Captain?






RUSSO



Yeah.  What’s up, Joe?


Kellermann moves into the office, closing the door behind him.  He takes a seat opposite Russo.




             
RUSSO




(grimaces)




Can’t never seem to catch up on this goddamned



paperwork.  What you got?






KELLERMANN



The name, Macomber ring a bell with you, Cap?






RUSSO



Yeah.  Yeah.  He was that millionaire-lawyer, who



blew his brains out, five or six months ago.  Right?






KELLERMANN



That’s right.






RUSSO



What about him, Joe?  I thought that whole incident was



covered SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12put to bed.  It was ruled a suicide.  Everything



cut and dried.  End of story SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



You’re right, it was.




(pauses)



Rodriguez and I have been talkin’ to Macomber’s



stepdaughter for the last ten minutes.  She has some



important information that I think you should hear.






RUSSO



You said, Macomber’s stepdaughter?






KELLERMANN



Yeah.  His second wife’s daughter.






RUSSO



Correct me if I’m wrong.  He had two sons by the first wife.



Isn’t that right?






KELLERMANN



Right.






RUSSO



The old memory ain’t as good as it used to be.  First wife



died of Alzheimer’s.  Am I correct on that?






KELLERMANN



That’s correct.






RUSSO



The second wife was a good-lookin’ divorcee, as I recall.






KELLERMANN



Right.  It’s the second wife I think you should know about SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



How so?






KELLERMANN



Apparently, she went on a trip to Europe about two 



weeks ago SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and she’s missing.  She walked out of



her hotel and vanished.  Nobody’s seen her since.

Russo begins to rise from his desk.






RUSSO



What’s the stepdaughter’s name, Joe?






KELLERMANN



Karen.  Karen Macomber.






RUSSO




(his eyes narrowing)



Karen Macomber.  She’s that investigative reporter.



For UBS News, right?






KELLERMANN




(smiles)



And a nice-lookin’ broad, if you ask me SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



Yeah.  They’re all nice-lookin’ broads, as far as you’re



concerned, Kellermann!  Where have you got her?






KELLERMANN



Conference Room 2B.  She’s in there, talkin’ with



Rodriguez.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM 2B - (HOLLYWOOD STATION) - DAY

Located on the second floor of the building, it’s a long, narrow room facing east; the towering Capital Records Building can be seen in the distance.  When Russo and Kellermann enter, they find KAREN MACOMBER seated at one end of a large, boat-shaped, conference table.  DETECTIVE MICHAEL RODRIGUEZ is sitting facing her.  Rodriguez is about 30, a product of the East L.A. barrio.  He’s dark, sensual, handsome, with hair the color of a blackbird.  He’d been raised in a two-bedroom house on South Soto Street SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12he’d always wanted to be a cop.






KELLERMANN



Captain Russo SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I’d like you to meet Karen Macomber.






RUSSO



Very nice to meet you, ma’am.






KAREN



Nice meeting you, Captain.

Russo seats himself at the head of the conference table.  Karen Macomber is tall, svelte, strikingly attractive.  She wears her hair in a tight chignon, her makeup is meticulously flawless.  She wears a beige linen pant suit, white stiletto heels.  The gold jewelry is real.






KELLERMANN



Would you like a cup of coffee, Ms. Macomber?






KAREN



Yes.  I’d love some coffee, if it isn’t too much trouble.






KELLERMANN



No trouble at all.  How do you take it?  Cream, sugar?






KAREN



Black’s fine.

He crosses to a long, built-in cabinet at one end of the room; pours coffee into two Styrofoam cups.  He turns to face the detectives.






KELLERMANN



Captain Russo?  Rodriguez?  More coffee?






DETECTIVES




(almost in unison)



No.  We’re fine.

Kellermann returns to the conference table, where he sits opposite Ms. Macomber.






KELLERMANN



I was giving Captain Russo a quick run-down on



what we talked about, ma’am.

Russo leans forward, his elbows hugging the table; his eyes are fastened on Karen.






RUSSO



First off, my condolences on the death of your



stepfather, Ms. Macomber.






KAREN



Thank you.






RUSSO



Also, I’d like to congratulate you for your fine work



at UBS.






KAREN




(smiles)



Thank you, again.






RUSSO



Now, I’d like to get right down to the business



at hand, here, ma’am.  Detective Kellermann was



telling me your mother SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12that would be Anne



Macomber, right?






KAREN



That’s right.






RUSSO



He was telling me your mother went on a trip to



Europe, about two weeks ago, and has reportedly



gone missing.  Is that correct, ma’am?






KAREN



That’s correct.

Russo reaches over and grabs a yellow legal pad lying on the table.  He begins to jot down notes.






RUSSO



Now, where in Europe specifically, was Mrs.



Macomber visiting?






KAREN



She flew into Paris, where she visited with her



stepson Ben and his wife, Danielle for a few days.



Then, the three of them drove down to the south of



France SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12the Riviera.  Monte Carlo, to be exact.






RUSSO



I see.  So, naturally they checked into a hotel in



Monte Carlo?






KAREN



That’s right.






RUSSO



The name of the hotel, ma’am?






KAREN



It was the Hotel Intercontinentale.






RUSSO



And, when was your mother reported as missing?






KAREN



That would be late, last night.  My stepbrother, Ben



called me from the hotel.  He told me he and his wife



had spent all day Wednesday, with Mother.  They had



dinner at the hotel, then a few drinks.  They parted



company around ten o’clock.  Mother returned to her



room SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



I see.  And?






KAREN



The concierge told Ben he had seen Mother leaving the



hotel about ten minutes before midnight.






RUSSO



That would be the same night, of course.






KAREN



Yes.






RUSSO



The concierge was sure it was Mrs. Macomber?






KAREN



Ben questioned the man and he said he was positive



it was Madame Macomber, as he put it.






RUSSO



Was she alone?






KAREN



Yes.  She was.






RUSSO



And, apparently, that was the last time your mother



has been seen?






KAREN



Yes.  The next morning Ben and his wife were to meet



with Anne for breakfast.  She didn’t show up.  They



checked her room.  Her bed hadn’t been slept in.






RUSSO



To your knowledge, did Ben Macomber notify the



local police?






KAREN



Yes, he did.  He told me he’d spoken with a Lt. Andre



Joubert, a detective with the Monte Carlo Police.






RUSSO



And Detective Joubert most likely put out a missing



persons report? SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12or the equivalent?






KAREN



According to Ben, yes, he did.






RUSSO



So far, there has been no sign of her?






KAREN



No.






RUSSO



Have you spoken with this Detective Joubert, ma’am?






KAREN



No.  I haven’t.






RUSSO



Exactly, when was the last time you spoke with your



mother, ma’am?






KAREN



That would be Wednesday night SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12the night she went



missing.  She called me from the hotel.






RUSSO



What time was that?






KAREN



About 10:30 p.m.  Monte Carlo time.






RUSSO



How did she seem to you?






KAREN



Very happy.  Excited.  She’d spent the day with Ben



and Danielle, sightseeing.  They went up to see the



Grimaldi palace.






RUSSO




(after a pause)



I’m not telling you this to alarm you ma’am, but



I have been told there has been a rash of robberies



and burglaries in France and Italy.  The victims,



mostly tourists.  I understand the perpetrators are



a small fringe element of Algerian nationals.






KAREN



I see.

At this moment, Kellermann suddenly speaks up.






KELLERMANN



Ms. Macomber, would you say that your mother



leaving the hotel around midnight, alone, would



be pretty unusual for her?






KAREN



Oh, yes.  That was something Mother would



ordinarily never do.




(her eyes begin to well




 up with tears)



I’m afraid something has happened to her.  



She’s in a foreign city, a foreign country SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


she doesn’t speak French.  I just don’t know



what to think!  I’m terribly worried about



her, Detective!

Russo, who is busily making notes on the legal pad, glances up.






RUSSO



Ms. Macomber, when was the last time you saw



your mother?






KAREN



That would be Tuesday morning, May 4th.  I drove



her to LAX.  She had an eleven o’clock flight on



Air France, directly to Paris.






RUSSO



What was her demeanor like that day, ma’am?






KAREN



Oh, she was very happy.  She was very excited



about going to France.  She’s never been there



before.






RUSSO



She wasn’t depressed, dejected?  Anything like



that?  After all, she had recently lost her husband SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KAREN



No.  She had accepted Paul’s death.  Of course, she



had been very compassionate SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12she felt sorry for



the suffering he’d been through.  His doctor had



informed him what he had diagnosed SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12the pancreatic



cancer, and told him he had thirty days to get his



affairs in order.




(pauses)



Well, Captain Russo, you know the rest SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO




(his eyes narrowing)



Reiterating, ma’am, you were saying Mrs. Macomber



had a direct flight to Paris?






KAREN



Yes.  That’s right.






RUSSO



And, she visited with Paul Macomber’s son, Ben and



his wife, Danielle?  I presume his wife is a French



citizen?






KAREN



That’s right.






RUSSO



Later, the three of them drove down to Monaco.






KAREN



Right.






RUSSO




(a beat)



When was the last time you saw Ben Macomber,



Karen?  Do you mind if I call you Karen?






KAREN



Please do.  That would be at my stepfather’s



funeral.  He and Danielle came here for the



funeral SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



I see.  And what about Derrick?  The other son?



Your stepbrother?






KAREN



He was also at the funeral.






RUSSO



Does he live here in L.A.?






KAREN



Yes.  He does.  But, I rarely see Derrick.

There is a long moment of silence.  Suddenly, Karen has a distant look in her eyes.  Russo catches the look.






RUSSO



Is there something bothering you, ma’am?






KAREN




(eyeing him closely)



You know, I really want to be as honest with you



as I possibly can.  I want you to know the facts SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



We would appreciate any information, you can give



us, ma’am.






KAREN



I think it’s important for you to know that Paul



Macomber’s estate was in the vicinity of $45 million.



That does not include the house on Angeles Vista,



which was recently assessed at $5.5 million.  The



point I want to make here, Captain Russo, is that



the entire estate was left to my mother.  Derrick



and Ben were left completely out of Macomber’s



will.

A frown gathers around Russo’s eyes.






RUSSO



Uh-huh.  I see.






KAREN



However, there was a stipulation.  The Macomber



estate would be equally divided between the two



sons, only after my mother, Anne’s, death.

Russo and Kellermann exchange a quick, furtive glance.






KAREN




(her eyes hardening)



In essence, Detective, as I see it, Paul Macomber



signed my mother’s death warrant.










WIPE TO:

LATER

Kellermann, Rodriguez and Karen Macomber are seated at the conference table.  All at once the door opens and Captain Russo ENTERS.






RUSSO



Looks like we’re in luck SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12



(as he sits)



Fortunately for us, there’s been a last-minute



cancellation on Air France, Flight 525 for



tomorrow night.




(glancing at Karen)



Ms. Macomber, I’m sending Detective Kellermann



with you to Paris.  You told us you had reservations



at the Hotel Plaza Etoile.  My secretary has arranged



for Kellermann to stay at that same hotel.






KAREN



Very good, Captain Russo.






RUSSO



You also mentioned you were planning to meet with



Ben Macomber and his wife, when you arrived in



Paris.  Right, Ms. Macomber?






KAREN



Yes.  That’s right.






RUSSO



I think that’s a good idea.




(throwing Kellermann a




 quick glance)



A good place to start your investigation, Joe.






KELLERMANN



Yeah.  I agree.






RUSSO




(his eyes narrowing)



Karen SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Ben Macomber and his wife were with



your mother the day she disappeared.  Right up



until 10:00 p.m. SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12two hours before she went



missing.  I think they should be questioned



further for information.






KAREN



Of course.






RUSSO



My secretary has made arrangements for the



flight from Paris to Nice.  It’s a little-over-an-hour



flight.  Joe, you will pick up a rental car in Nice SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


and drive to Monte Carlo SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12about an hour’s drive.



You will stay at the Hotel Intercontinentale, the 



same hotel where Anne Macomber stayed.  My



secretary, Linda Myers has made all the travel



arrangements.




(smiles)



I keep telling her if she ever gets bored with this



job, she can always open up her own travel agency.



Linda’s good!






KELLERMANN



You got that right.  She’s damned good.






RUSSO



And while you and Ms. Macomber are in Europe,



Joe SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I’m gonna put Derrick Macomber under



surveillance.  Detective Rodriguez will be conducting



the surveillance SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KAREN




(a little surprised)



But, why Derrick?  He’s about 10,000 miles from



Monaco SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



That’s true, but interestingly enough, Linda checked



with AT&T and there have been four long distance



calls made from Derrick to Ben Macomber in the



past week.  That bothers me.  Also, Karen SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and I don’t



wanna sound blunt about this, but Derrick has motive SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


a $25 million motive.

CLOSE SHOT - TELEVISION SCREEN

We see the same male News Reporter we saw in the earlier NEWS BROADCAST.  He speaks succinctly, authoritatively.






NEWS REPORTER



Anne Macomber, 48, widow of recently deceased



millionaire, Paul Macomber, has been reported as



missing.  Mrs. Macomber was last seen as she left



the Hotel Intercontinentale, in Monte Carlo, around



midnight on Wednesday, May 12th.  She had driven



to the Riviera location, having spent a few days with



her stepson, Ben Macomber, and his actress-wife,



Danielle Beaumaris, in Paris.  Intercontinentale



employees have reported that Mrs. Macomber exited



the hotel alone.  Housekeepers have confirmed her 



bed had never been slept in.  Detective Lt. Andre



Joubert, with the Monte Carlo Police is heading the



investigation.  Captain Frank Russo of LAPD’s



Hollywood Division, has sent Detective Joe



Kellermann to assist Joubert.  Kellermann and Anne



Macomber’s daughter, Karen, 28, a news reporter for



UBS-TV News, left for Europe on an Air France



jetliner, late Saturday night.










DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. HIGH ANGLE SHOT - PARIS - DUSK

It’s a sweeping VIEW of the city.  SUPERIMPOSE: PARIS, on SCREEN.

EXT. LANDING STRIP - CHARLES DE GAULLE INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT - (PARIS) - DUSK

The huge Air France, Boeing 747, Flight No. 525 descends over the airstrip, smoothly touches down, and comes in for a perfect landing.  The high-pitched SCREAM of the jet engines is shrill, deafening.

EXT. FRONT ENTRANCE - AIR FRANCE TERMINAL - CHARLES DE GAULLE AIRPORT - (PARIS) - DUSK

Kellermann and Karen emerge from the terminal and are greeted by BEN MACOMBER and DANIELLE.  Ms. BEAUMARIS, looking actressy as she is prone to do, wears a wide-brimmed hat.  Oversized, dark glasses.  She gives Karen a hug after which Karen makes the introductions.






KAREN



Danielle SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Ben, I’d like you to meet Detective



Kellermann, with the Los Angeles Police SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12
Danielle is quite taken with “the handsome detective from America.”






DANIELLE




(extending her hand;




 theatrical)



A pleasure to meet you, Detective Kellermann.




(turning toward Ben)



And SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12this is my husband, Ben Macomber.






BEN



Nice meeting you, Detective.






DANIELLE




(indicating)



My car is parked just across the street SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





BEN




(as they begin to move 




 toward car)



Have you been to Paris before, Detective?






KELLERMANN



No.  No, I haven’t.






DANIELLE



 SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and what about you, Karen?  You have been to



Paris, I am sure SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KAREN



No.  I haven’t.

They have now reached Danielle’s elegant, black Jaguar sedan parked at the curb.  Ben unlocks the trunk and begins to stow the luggage.






DANIELLE



Well, in that case I must give you a quick tour of the



city.  Or, are you exhausted from the long flight?



I certainly know how that is SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



I think we’d love to have a personalized tour of the



city.  Wouldn’t you say so, Karen?






KAREN



Yes.  I think that would be lovely.






DANIELLE



Okay.  Then, that’s exactly what we will do.

They enter the luxurious car, Danielle sliding in behind the wheel.  Soon, the Jaguar eases into the fast-moving traffic, and disappears from view.

EXT./INT. SERIES OF SHOTS - (PARIS) - DUSK

We FOLLOW the Jaguar as it travels to:

A.  The Arc de Triomphe (Place d’Etoile) leading into SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12
B.  The wide and bustling Champs Elysees

C.  The medieval Notre Dame Cathedral.

D.  Dome des Invalides (Napoleon’s tomb.)

E.  The Eiffel Tower.

F.  Danielle crosses the Seine, on the ornate Alexander Bridge to:

G.  The Place de la Concorde with its gushing fountains; the Louvre Museum in b.g.

INT. L’AUBERGE RESTAURANT - (PARIS) - NIGHT

An expensive and beautifully-decorated restaurant, overlooking the Eiffel Tower.  The MAITRE D’  immediately recognizes Ms. Beaumaris.






MAITRE D’




(with an effusive flourish)



Oh, Madame Beaumaris!  It is such a pleasure



to see you again.  You look perfectly



wonderful!






DANIELLE



Thank you, Maurice!  You are too kind!

The Maitre d’ leads the party to a table with a sweeping view of the river and the city.










WIPE TO:

THE SAME SCENE - LATER

Dinner is over.  The four are lingering over coffee and aperitifs.  Danielle is watching Kellermann over the rim of her champagne glass.






DANIELLE



Well SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12how do you like our beautiful Paris, Detective?






KELLERMANN



Oh.  Just as you said, it’s a beautiful city.






DANIELLE



I am so sorry that you have to leave for Monte Carlo



so soon.  There is so much more of Paris to see.



I would love to show it to you.  It is possible to



delay your trip, Detective?  Just one day?






KELLERMANN



No.  I’m sorry, we can’t do that.  We have plane



reservations SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12hotel reservations.




(smiles)



That wouldn’t be a good idea.






DANIELLE



I am sorry.

Ben Macomber, who had become relatively quiet during the dinner, suddenly speaks up.






BEN



I take it, you’ll be talking with this Lt. Joubert, in



Monte Carlo.  Right, Detective?






KELLERMANN



Yes.  I will.  Speaking of Joubert, I understand you



contacted him, soon after Anne Macomber went



missing.  Isn’t that correct?






BEN



That’s correct.






KELLERMANN



I need to ask you a few questions pertaining to the



last day you were with Mrs. Macomber SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





BEN



I’m here to help in any way I can, Detective.






KELLERMANN



It’s my understanding that Mrs. Macomber visited



a few days with you and your wife, here in Paris.



Right?






BEN



That’s right.






KELLERMANN



She stayed at the Hotel Plaza Etoile SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I believe?






BEN



Yes.  That’s right.






KELLERMANN



Then, the three of you drove to the Riviera.



To Monte Carlo.






BEN



Correct.






KELLERMANN



Where did you stay in Monte Carlo, sir?  What



was the name of the hotel?






BEN



The Intercontinentale.






KELLERMANN



You had separate rooms at the hotel?






BEN



Yes.






KELLERMANN



Tell me about the day SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12or the night, I should say,



that Anne disappeared SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






BEN



We were out sightseeing that whole day.  We had



lunch at the yacht harbor.  We drove up to the



Grimaldi Palace.  We saw the cathedral where



Princess Grace was buried.  We returned to the



hotel.  Had a late dinner.  Later, we had drinks in



the hotel bar.






KELLERMANN



Did you notice anything unusual that day?  Did



anything unusual catch your eye?






BEN



No.  Nothing that I was aware of.






KELLERMANN



You were having drinks in the bar.  Then, what



happened?






BEN



Anne said she was a little tired and she left for 



her room.






KELLERMANN



Approximately, what time was that?






BEN



About ten o’clock SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12somewhere around there.






KAREN




(cutting in)



Mother called me around ten-thirty, that night.






KELLERMANN



What time did you and your wife return to your



room, Mr. Macomber?






BEN



We stayed in the bar for awhile longer.  Had a



night-cap.  We were in our room at about eleven-



fifteen.






KELLERMANN



Uh-huh.  The next morning the concierge told you



he had seen Anne Macomber leaving the hotel just



before midnight.  Isn’t that correct?






BEN



That’s correct.






KELLERMANN



Did you see Mrs. Macomber after she’d left the bar



that night?






BEN




(his face stiffening)



No.  I did not, Detective.  I think you are getting SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





DANIELLE




(cutting him off)



You know, Detective.  I don’t think I like the



innuendo, I am hearing here!






KELLERMANN



These are routine questions we need to ask, ma’am.



Did either of you leave your hotel room after eleven-



fifteen?






DANIELLE




(her voice loud, abrupt)



No, Detective.  We did not!






KELLERMANN



You’re sure of that?






DANIELLE



Yes.  Yes.  Very sure!






KELLERMANN




(pauses)



Mr. Macomber, when you spoke with the concierge



the next morning, was he positive that it was Anne



he saw, leaving the hotel?






BEN



Yes.  He was absolutely positive, it was ‘Madame’



Macomber.






KELLERMANN



Did she get into a car?  Just walk away?  What?






BEN



He didn’t say.

Kellermann glances at Danielle.  He notices she’s taken on a none-too-subtle transformation.  The easy, Gallic charm has vanished.  Now, she appears impatient, restless; her gaze is penetrating, cold.






KELLERMANN



Mrs. Macomber SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12in your own personal opinion SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


why do you think Anne would take it upon



herself to walk out of the hotel, alone SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12at midnight?






DANIELLE




(her voice low, throaty)



Detective Kellermann SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I really have no idea!

EXT./INT. JAGUAR - (PARIS) - NIGHT

A short time later.  Danielle is driving Karen and Detective Kellermann to their hotel, the Plaza Etoile, near the Arc de Triomphe.  The atmosphere is tense, edgy; Danielle is clearly agitated; there is silence for most of the trip.

EXT. HOTEL PLAZA ETOILE - (PARIS) - NIGHT

The gleaming Jaguar pulls to a stop beneath the hotel’s porte-cochere.  While Danielle remains inside the car, the others EXIT.  Ben removes their luggage.  After a quick, cursory farewell, he slides inside, and the car speeds off into the night.

EXT. MACOMBER APT. - PLACE DES VOSGES - (PARIS) - NIGHT

One of the city’s historic and most magnificent squares.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MACOMBER APT. - PLACE DES VOSGES - (PARIS) - NIGHT

Macomber can tell by Danielle’s quick and abrupt movements that she is still perturbed.  Once inside the apartment, she heads straight for the bar and pours herself a stiff drink.  Her hand is shaking slightly, as she takes a large gulp of the scotch.






BEN




(eyeing her closely)



I don’t know why you are so upset about this,



Danielle.  Kellermann is just doing his job SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





DANIELLE




(her eyes flashing)



Just doing his job, huh?  But why all the questions?



All these questions, involving you and me?






BEN




(shrugs)



That’s what detectives do, Danielle.  It’s all part of



their investigation.






DANIELLE



Well, I didn’t like it!  I felt like I was being treated



as if I were a common criminal!




(mimicking Kellermann)



“You never left the room after 11:15?  You never



saw Anne Macomber later that night?”




(pauses; her eyes narrowing)



But then, I forget SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Kellermann is an American SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





BEN




(glowering)



Oh, not that again!






DANIELLE




(ignoring him)



And SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12aren’t all of you Americans arrogant?



Arrogant, to say the least.  You like to throw



your weight around?  You like to show off



your wealth?   You like to show how important



you are?  Especially, in a foreign country!






BEN



Now, Danielle, you know that isn’t true!






DANIELLE




(sneering)



Isn’t true, huh?  You should take the blinders off,



Ben!  You should look around.  See what is



happening!  It is no wonder the Americans are



ignored SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12ridiculed SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12jeered-at, behind their backs!






BEN




(his voice rising)



We’ve been all over this before, Danielle.  What do



you say, we just drop it!






DANIELLE




(pauses; takes another gulp




 of her drink)



And SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12there is something else that has been bothering



me SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





BEN




(a hint of annoyance)



Oh?  And what’s that?






DANIELLE



All these long distance calls you have been making



to California SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





BEN



I don’t know why that should be bothering you,



Danielle.  After all, he’s my brother, for god’s sake.



Why shouldn’t I be talking to him?






DANIELLE




(a small smile)



But SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12five telephone calls since Anne Macomber



disappeared?  Before that, as you may remember,



it was a call about once in every six months.






BEN



So SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






DANIELLE



And what is so interesting about this, is that these



calls were made, whenever I was away.  Whenever



I was gone SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





BEN



What are you talking about?






DANIELLE




(shrugs)



I am at the beauty salon SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I am at the studio working



on my new film SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I am out shopping.  You are



telling me that it is all coincidental, Ben?






BEN




(nonchalantly)



Yes.  I guess it is.






DANIELLE




(another sip of the scotch)



Maybe there is something going on, that you and



Derrick would rather have me not know SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





BEN




(shaking his head)



I dunno what that could be.






DANIELLE



I wonder what Kellermann would have to say



about all these phone calls SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?

There was a trace of annoyance in his voice.






BEN



So SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12we’re back to Kellermann again, are we?






DANIELLE



I don’t know how good he is as a detective SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but



you have to admit SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12he is a very attractive man.






BEN



I won’t argue that point.






DANIELLE




(a beat)



I would like to ask you a question, Ben?






BEN



What’s that?






DANIELLE



Your gut feeling SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12what do you think really happened



to Anne Macomber?






BEN



I really have no idea SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I don’t have a clue.






DANIELLE



Uh-huh.  By the way, I have been talking with my



attorney about the authenticity of your father’s will SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





BEN



And SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






DANIELLE



He is not that familiar with American laws pertaining



to estates, wills, benefactors, et cetera SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but, he said



he was going to look into it.




(half-smile)



Of course, you realize that because your father’s



inheritance depends solely on Anne Macomber’s



death SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






BEN



Yeah.  Yeah.  I know SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





DANIELLE



 SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and her disappearance makes you the prime suspect.



You do realize that?

He doesn’t answer and she believes she’s hit a nerve.  She decides to change the subject.






DANIELLE



About Kellermann SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12do you think he has something



going on SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12with Karen Macomber?




(lasciviously)



You know SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12a little SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






BEN




(cutting her off)



I wouldn’t know, Danielle.






DANIELLE



They are leaving for Monte Carlo tomorrow?






BEN



That’s the plan.






DANIELLE



I would like to see him again SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





BEN



Why?  What do you mean?






DANIELLE



I would like to see him in Monte Carlo.  There are



a few things I would like to discuss with him.



I think it might help him with the case SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





BEN



A few things?  Like what, for instance?






DANIELLE



For instance, that strange-looking man we saw that



day, in Portofino SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





BEN



What man are your talking about?






DANIELLE



You remember!  You even commented about him,



yourself.  We were having lunch at that outdoor



café by the harbor SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12he kept staring at us.  Even,



Anne made a comment.  She wondered who he



was SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and why he was staring.










DISSOLVE TO:

EXT./INT. SERIES OF SHOTS - COTE D’AZURE - DAY

The half-hour drive from the Nice-Cote d’Azure International Airport along the coast to Monaco has to be one of the most spectaculary-scenic trips on the planet.  Climbing from the azure-blue of the Mediterranean, Monte Carlo, an exquisite emerald in a setting of craggy rocks, rises to mist-laden mountain tops and an indigo sky.  A shimmering white city clinging to a hillside, seemingly about to plunge into the sea.

Kellermann spins the rented Renault Scenic around the sharply-curved, sometimes dangerous, narrow roads, as Karen marvels at the harbor with its exquisite collection of gleaming white-hulled yachts.  Further out, are a couple of cruise ships.

EXT. HOTEL INTERCONTINENTALE - (MONTE CARLO) - DAY

A short block from the famous Monte Carlo Grand Casino.  Like the casino, the Intercontinentale, built in the early 1920s, is a sprawling white structure with vaulted arcades, astonishing rococo turrets, green copper cupolas.  At the entrance to the hotel is a circular marble fountain; water cascades down from a larger-than-life-sized statue of Neptune, holding his trident.

We see Kellermann’s rented Renault pull up and stop beneath the hotel’s porte-cochere.  They EXIT the car, open the trunk as a uniformed Valet approaches and briskly picks up their luggage.  They FOLLOW, as he leads them into the hotel lobby.

INT. LOBBY - HOTEL INTERCONTINENTALE - (MONTE CARLO) - DAY

The hotel’s main reception lobby is an elegant combination of white marble and gold leaf; dominated by a huge, Austrian, crystal chandelier.  Kellermann and Karen cross to the ornately-carved registration desk.  The CONCIERGE is an attractive woman about 30.






KELLERMANN



Good afternoon, ma’am.




(showing her his ID)



I am Detective Kellermann with the Los Angeles



Police Department.




(indicating)



Ms. Karen Macomber.  I believe we have



reservations for tonight SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?

The concierge quickly checks the names on a nearby computer.






CONCIERGE



Yes.  Yes, Detective.  That will be Room No.



515.  Ms. Macomber’s room will be No. 516,



directly across the corridor.  I hope you will



enjoy your stay here at the Intercontinentale SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



I’m sure we will.




(pauses)



I do have a question, ma’am.  Can you tell me



the directions to the Monte Carlo Police



Headquarters?






CONCIERGE



Of course.  Of course.  It is just ten minutes from



here on Rue Avignon.  Near the yacht harbor.



Very easy to find.  1520 Rue Avignon.






KELLERMANN



Thank you, ma’am.

EXT. POLICE HEADQUARTERS - (MONTE CARLO) - DAY

A three-storied, gray, limestone building on Rue Avignon, a small, side-street near the

Port Hercule yacht harbor.

INT. DETECTIVE JOUBERT’S OFFICE - POLICE HEADQUARTERS - (MONTE CARLO) - DAY

DETECTIVE ANDRE JOUBERT’S office, on the building’s third floor is small, dark, sparsely-furnished.  The bare essentials.  Open Venetian blinds overlook Rue Avignon.  Kellermann and Karen are seated facing Joubert who sits at his desk.  Joubert, somewhere in his 50s, is five-foot-ten inches tall.  He’s overweight, stocky.  His hair is dyed a little too black; he wears black-framed glasses, a pencil-thin mustache.  He is an incessant smoker; he has an aura of noisy, finger-tapping impatience. 






JOUBERT




(smiling)



You know, I have always wanted to go to America.



I have heard so many good things about New York,



Chicago and Los Angeles.  I would imagine



Hollywood is a very exciting place.  The Sunset Strip,



the Hollywood Bowl.  Are the streets paved with 



gold SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12like they say they are SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






KELLERMANN




(grinning, as he shakes his head)



No, Lt. Joubert.  No way.






JOUBERT




(tossing Karen a curious glance)



Turning to a more serious business, Mademoiselle



Macomber, we are doing everything we possibly



can to find SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12to locate your mother.  My English



is a little course SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I hope you will forgive me.



Your stepbrother supplied us with a recent



photograph SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12a photograph he took of Madame



Macomber in Portofino, I believe.  We have been



circulating this photo.  It has been shown on



television.  But, unfortunately, at least so far,



there has been no information, as to her



whereabouts SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KAREN



I understand.






JOUBERT



Also, we have contacted your offices in Los



Angeles.  A Captain Russo, I believe SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






KELLERMANN



That’s correct.






JOUBERT



Captain Russo has checked and there has been no



credit card activity involving Madame Macomber.



Her last credit card purchase, with the Bank of



America, was made when she checked in at the



Intercontinentale.  That would be Friday, May 7,



five days before she went missing.  There has been



no telephone activity since May 12, the night Ben



Macomber reported her as missing.






KAREN



Mother called me that night, Lieutenant SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





JOUBERT



Approximately, what time was that?  Do you recall?






KAREN



About ten-thirty.






JOUBERT



Yes.  I checked with the hotel.  Apparently, that



was the last telephone call Madame Macomber



made.




(pauses, lighting up a cigarette)



Referring to that telephone call SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12how did your



mother seem to you, ma’am?  Was she upset



about anything?  Did she seem SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12what do the



Americans say? SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12‘uptight’ about anything?






KAREN



No.  No.  Mother was fine.  She sounded



perfectly normal.






KELLERMANN




(breaking in)



I got a question, Lieutenant.  Has there been any



ransom demands?  Anything like that?






JOUBERT



No.  Nothing like that at all.

There is a long pause as Joubert draws in on his cigarette, then exhales.






JOUBERT



But, I will tell you this SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and I am not telling you



this to alarm you SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but a middle-aged German



couple, from Munich actually, were visiting the



yacht harbor.  Let me see, that was about two



weeks ago.  They had finished dinner and were



walking along the promenade, when the husband



decided he needed to use the SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12what do you say?



 SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12the rest room facilities.  Anyway, while he was



separated from his wife, she was suddenly grabbed



from the rear and dragged into a nearby alleyway,



where she was assaulted and robbed.  It was very



dark so the woman could not give us a vivid



description of her attacker.  Only, that the man



was dark-skinned, possibly Arabic.  You have



probably heard we have been having recent



problems with a small group of Algerians.




(pauses)



This has caused a drop in the tourist trade.



Both here in Monte Carlo and in France.



Monte Carlo has always been a magnet for



the rich, the elite.  The English and Germans



like Monaco for its warm climate SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12300 days



of sunshine.  However, at the present time



the tourists are apprehensive about visiting us.






KAREN



That’s very understandable.

Suddenly, Joubert reaches across the desk and picks up a manila folder.  He opens it, revealing several colored photographs.






JOUBERT



I mentioned previously, that Ben Macomber had



supplied us with a photograph he took of your



mother in Portofino.  We had a blow-up made of



the photo and it is the one we have been using on



television.  We are hoping that someone will



recognize Madame Macomber, and contact us.




(snuffing out his cigarette)



But, there is something very intriguing about this



photograph as well as the three others Ben



Macomber took, as he is absent from the photos.



The photographs were taken at a small restaurant



called, Marciano’s in Portofino.  I know it well.



They have an outdoor terrace.  I recognized



Danielle Beaumaris immediately.  She is a 



beautiful and exciting woman.  But, more about



her later SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12
Joubert slides the three or four photo blow-ups across the desk.






JOUBERT



What is intriguing to me and I mean no offense,



ma’am SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12is not your mother, or Beaumaris SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but



the man sitting at the table in the background.



He is in each one of the photographs and appears



to be staring at your mother and the actress.



Would you agree with that statement?

Both Karen and Kellermann pick up the photo blow-ups and examine them.






KELLERMANN



Yeah.  Yes.  I would have to agree with you.






JOUBERT



And, upon careful examination of the



photographs, my guess is the man is an



American.  Why do I say that?  Because of



the clothes he is wearing and also the fact that



there is a pack of Marlboro cigarettes lying



on the table in front of him.




(a beat)



I realize it is a long-shot, Detective SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but have



either of you ever seen this man before?

They answer in unison; their answer is “No.”  Kellermann studies the photographs for a few seconds more.






KELLERMANN



May I keep this, Lt. Joubert?






JOUBERT



Yes.  Of course.  Of course.  Take as many of them



as you like.  I have duplicates SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



Thank you.

As he slides the photo into his breast pocket, he glances at Joubert with a small smile.






KELLERMANN



You said, Lieutenant, that you thought Danielle



Beaumaris was a beautiful and exciting woman.



But then, you said, “more about her later.”



What did you mean by that, Lt. Joubert?






JOUBERT




(grins reluctantly)



Well SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12unquestionably, she is a beautiful and well-



known actress in my country and in France.  But,



with most celebrities SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12in your country was well SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


the tabloid magazines can be very vicious.  They



can be very cruel.  Before Danielle married Ben



Macomber, she was quoted in a Parisian magazine,



as saying:  “I am tired of living the boring and



bourgeois existence.  I will continue to make films,



of course SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but quite frankly speaking, my goal,



my intention right now, is to marry.  To marry SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12with



one stipulation.  The man has got to be rich SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and I



mean, incredibly rich.  Otherwise, I am not interested!”




(smiles)



Your Captain Russo, has informed me that Ben



Macomber, what do the Americans say?  “Fits



the bill!”  Mr. Macomber, I am told, is the heir



to a cool $25 million.

EXT. SEAFOOD RESTAURANT - (MONTE CARLO) - DUSK

Later.  At Lieutenant Joubert’s recommendation, Karen and Kellermann have found a small, seafood restaurant overlooking the yacht harbor.  It’s an unpretentious, gray, clapboard  building facing the boardwalk.

INT. SEAFOOD RESTAURANT - DUSK

They are enjoying a delicious seafood dinner with a white wine.






KAREN



I was quite impressed with Lt. Joubert, weren’t you?






KELLERMANN



Yeah.  I was.  He seems to be doing a good job.



Very conscientious.




(pauses)



Karen, I got a question SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KAREN



Oh.  What’s that?






KELLERMANN



Just curious SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but, how was the breakup between



your mother and her now, ex-husband?






KAREN



They were divorced all of eleven years ago.



I was seventeen.  I was in a private L.A. girl’s



school.  I never saw much of my father even then.



He’d just decided he wanted out of the marriage.



It was amicable, friendly.  He returned to New York



and we never saw him again.






KELLERMANN



So SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12you’ve completely lost touch with your father?






KAREN



Yes.  To tell you the truth, it’s like he never existed.






KELLERMANN



I’m sorry.






KAREN




(shrugs)



Well SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12what’s the old cliché? SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12life goes on.

There is a long moment of silence, as they both gaze out of the huge windows overlooking the harbor.

EXT. PORT HERCULE YACHT HARBOR - DUSK

THEIR POV.  The sunlight dances on the water like glittering diamonds.  Below them is a fleet of sleek, glistening, white yachts; their brass fittings gleaming in the fading light.  Dusk has fallen and the rocky breakwater with its parasol pines is SILHOUETTED against the vivid sunset of ripe apricot and gold.










DISSOLVE TO;

INT. LOBBY - HOTEL INTERCONTINENTALE - (MONTE CARLO) - NIGHT

Kellermann and Karen enter the opulent reception lobby and begin to cross toward the registration desk.  The DESK CLERK is a young, handsome man about 30.  Once again, Kellermann flips his ID. 






KELLERMANN



Good evening, sir.  I am Detective Kellermann



with the Los Angeles Police.




(glancing at Karen)



This is Karen Macomber, the daughter of Anne



Macomber who went missing on Wednesday night.






DESK CLERK



I am very glad to meet you.






KELLERMANN



I understand you were on duty at the desk, the night 



she disappeared SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






DESK CLERK



That is correct.






KELLERMANN



I need to ask you a few questions about that night, sir.






DESK CLERK



Whatever I can do to help.






KELLERMANN



My understanding is that you saw Anne Macomber



leaving the hotel?






DESK CLERK



Yes, sir.






KELLERMANN



Approximately, what time was that SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12do you recall?






DESK CLERK



It was 11:50.  Close to midnight.






KELLERMANN



Did she leave the hotel, alone?






DESK CLERK



Yes, she did.






KELLERMANN



Did she have you call a taxi for her, sir?






DESK CLERK



No.  She did not.






KELLERMANN



Did you see her enter a taxi or a vehicle of any kind?






DESK CLERK



To be honest, Detective SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I thought it strange she



would be leaving the hotel SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12alone SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12at that late at



night.  I watched her walk down the stairs of the 



porte-cochere to the curb.  She appeared to be 



waiting for someone SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



And?






DESK CLERK



I had suddenly received a telephone call here at the



desk, so naturally I came back to take care of it.






KELLERMANN



So SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12the last time you actually saw Mrs. Macomber,



she was waiting at the curb.  Alone.






DESK CLERK



That is correct, Detective.






KELLERMANN



What was she wearing SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12do you recall?






DESK CLERK



Well, she had changed her clothes.






KELLERMANN



What do you mean?






DESK CLERK



I had seen her earlier that evening, entering the



dining room with Mr. Macomber and Ms.



Beaumaris.  She was wearing a black-and-white



pant suit SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



Uh-huh.  And?






DESK CLERK



When I saw her leaving the hotel, later SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12she was



wearing a black cocktail dress and she carried a



white mink stole.  She looked very glamorous.

Kellermann and Karen exchange a quick, furtive look.  Suddenly, he reaches inside his breast pocket and extracts the colored photograph Joubert had given him.  He lays it down on the desk in front of the concierge.






KELLERMANN



Sir, I’d like you to take a look at this photograph.



I’m interested in the gentleman seated in the



background SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





DESK CLERK




(as he examines photo)



Uh-huh.






KELLERMANN



I’m curious, sir SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12have you ever seen this man before?






DESK CLERK




(quick to answer)



Yes!  Yes!  He was a guest here at the hotel.  He is



from Los Angeles!






KELLERMANN




(stunned)



Los Angeles?






DESK CLERK



That’s right, sir.






KELLERMANN




(after a pause)



Does this man have a name?






DESK CLERK



Yes.  His name is Jacob Laszlo.  He checked into



the hotel on Monday, May the 10th.






KELLERMANN




(glancing at Karen)



That would be two days before Anne went missing.




(turns back to desk clerk)



Do you have an address for Mr. Laszlo?

He reaches for a nearby registration guest-book and flips it open.






DESK CLERK



Let me see SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12yes SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12here it is.  Jacob Laszlo, 725



North Serrano Avenue, Los Angeles.






KELLERMANN



Tell me sir SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12did you ever see Mrs. Macomber and



this Laszlo, together?






DESK CLERK



No.  I never did.






KELLERMANN



So, you don’t think they knew each other?






DESK CLERK




(shakes his head)



No.  I don’t believe so.






KELLERMANN




(a beat)



Sir SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12did you ever see Jacob Laszo in the company



of Ben Macomber?  Or, for that matter, Danielle



Beaumaris?






DESK CLERK



No.  I didn’t.  I never saw Mr. Laszlo with anyone.



He was always alone.






KELLERMANN



When was the last time you saw him?






DESK CLERK



He checked out of the hotel, early this morning.

A look of frustration filters across Kellermann’s face.






KELLERMANN



Thank you very much, sir.  You’ve been very



helpful.  I really appreciate your cooperation.






DESK CLERK



No problem.  You are very welcome, Detective.

INT. KELLERMANN’S ROOM - HOTEL INTERCONTINENTALE - NIGHT

Kellermann’s room is large, spacious.  There is a wide, bay window which overlooks the boat harbor.  He removes his blazer, unloosens his tie, and sitting on the bed, immediately picks up the telephone receiver and dials.






KELLERMANN



I’d like to make a long distance call to Los



Angeles, California.  The number is 213-720-



7772.

There is a slight pause, then:






RUSSO




(filtered throughout)



Captain Russo, here SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



Hello Frank SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12it’s me, Kellermann!






RUSSO



Hi-ya, Joe.  I see you’re still with the livin’!



I’ve been expectin’ to hear from you!



What’s goin’ on, Joe?  You makin’ any progress



over there?






KELLERMANN



I gotta be honest with you, Cap.  We’re comin’ up



with a lot of dead ends SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



What you got so far?  How did things go in Paris?



You meet with Macomber and his wife?






KELLERMANN



Yeah.  We did.  Nothing important to report from



there.






RUSSO



So, you’re callin’ from the hotel.  What time is it



there in Monte Carlo?






KELLERMANN



A little after 10:00 p.m.






RUSSO



Did you get a-hold of this Detective Joubert?






KELLERMANN



Yes, we did.






RUSSO



And SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






KELLERMANN



A nice guy.  Very cooperative.  He’s doing his best



to locate Anne Macomber.






RUSSO



Anything solid on her disappearance?






KELLERMANN



Only that we think she left the hotel with plans



to meet with someone SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



So, she wasn’t mugged or picked up off the



street?  Nuthin’ like that?






KELLERMANN



As far as we can tell, no, she wasn’t.  As I said,



she appeared to be waiting for someone, here at



the  hotel.  We don’t have a clue as to who that



person was.






RUSSO



What about ransom?  Has there been any ransom



calls?  Anything like that?






KELLERMANN



No.  Nothing like that at all.




(pauses)



But, there is something bothering me, Frank SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



Yeah?  And what’s that?






KELLERMANN



This is pure speculation, Cap SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but I think someone



might have been stalking Anne Macomber SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO




(his voice rising)



Stalking her?






KELLERMANN



Long story short, we think he might have followed



her to Portofino SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12across the border SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Italy.






RUSSO



Yeah?  And?






KELLERMANN



The man was registered here at the hotel.  He’s



from L.A. SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



What’s this guy’s name?






KELLERMANN



Name is Jacob Laszlo.  His address is 725 North



Serrano Avenue, Los Angeles.






RUSSO



You got any kind of a description on this guy, Joe?






KELLERMANN



Best I can do is from a photograph, Ben Macomber



took in Portofino.  Laszlo was sitting in the



background SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



Gimme what you got, Joe!






KELLERMANN



Dude looks to be in his mid-forties.  White.  Five-



eleven.  Heavy-set.  I’d say 200 pounds, easy.






RUSSO



Where is Laszlo, now?






KELLERMANN



He checked out of the hotel this morning.  My gut



tells me he’s headin’ back to L.A.






RUSSO



So, you never actually saw this Jacob Laszlo?






KELLERMANN



No.  I didn’t.  But, I want you to do me a favor,



Frank.  I’d like you to check this guy out.



I wanna know if there’s any connection between



him and Derrick Macomber.  I’d like to know who



this Laszlo guy is SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and what he’s all about.



What the hell was he doing driving 125 miles to



Portofino SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12to spy on Anne Macomber?  Will you



do that, Frank?  Will you have Rodriguez put a 



tail on this guy?  I think you should drag this



man in and ask him a few questions.  Okay,



Frank?






RUSSO



Okay.  You got it, Joe.  We’ll get right on it.






KELLERMANN



Call me here at the hotel if you find out anything.



Will you do that, Cap?






RUSSO



Will do.  In the meantime, you get some sleep SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


some shut-eye.  Okay?






KELLERMANN



Yeah, I’ll do that.  Talk to you later.  ‘Bye Frank!




(hangs up the phone)










FADE TO BLACK

FADE IN:

INT. KELLERMANN’S ROOM - HOTEL INTERCONTINENTALE - DAY

It’s shortly after seven-thirty the following morning when Kellermann is awakened by the JARRING RING of the telephone.  Groggily, he rolls over and picks up the receiver.






KELLERMANN



Yeah.  Kellermann, here SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12
He hears the nicotine-soaked RASP of Lieutenant Joubert.  INTERCUT WITH JOUBERT AT HIS DESK.






JOUBERT



Detective Kellermann SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Detective Kellermann SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


forgive me for calling you at this early hour SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



That’s okay, Joubert.  That’s okay.






JOUBERT



There has been a new development concerning



Madame Macomber, and I wanted to call you



immediately.

The words seem to quickly clear Kellermann’s head.






KELLERMANN



A new development?






JOUBERT



Yes.  And quite frankly, the news is not good.






KELLERMANN



What are you trying to say, Lieutenant?






JOUBERT



I received a telephone call five minutes ago from



a man SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12a stranger.  He refused to give me his name.



He informed me that indeed, Madame Macomber was



dead.  He said, if I followed his instructions, he would



tell me exactly where her body is located.  For this



information, he wants 1000 Euros.  In small bills.



He said, I would receive further instructions, by going



to the mauseleum at Vista sur Mer Cemetery SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



My God, I can’t believe you are telling me this SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12what



else?






JOUBERT



With your permission, I would like to pick you up in an



hour.  We will drive out to the cemetery.  It is not far.



Twenty minutes from your hotel.  I have already



arranged for the 1000 Euros.  Is that agreeable with



you, Detective?






KELLERMANN



Yes.  Of course.






JOUBERT



Also SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12at this point, I do not think we should involve



Mademoiselle Macomber.  At least, not for now.



However, I would appreciate it if you would call her



and tell her that you and I have some business to



discuss.  No details.  Agreed, Detective Kellermann?






KELLERMANN



Agreed.






JOUBERT



I will pick you up at your hotel at eight-thirty.  Okay,



Detective?






KELLERMANN



Okay.  I’ll be waiting for you.

EXT. PORTE-COCHERE - HOTEL INTERCONTINENTALE - DAY

At precisely eight-thirty, Joubert pulls his unmarked sedan to the curb of the Intercontinentale driveway, and Kellermann slides inside.

EXT./INT SERIES OF SHOTS - JOUBERT’S CAR - (MONTE CARLO) - DAY

Soon they are driving east toward the cemetery.  They are being followed by two Uniformed Officers in a police patrol car.






KELLERMANN




(still in a state of shock)



About this man that called you, Lt. Joubert SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12can you



tell me anything about him?






JOUBERT



Unfortunately, the conversation was very brief.



Certainly, there was no time to trace the call.



The man sounded like a man in his twenties.



It is sometimes difficult to judge.






KELLERMANN



By any chance did he have an American accent?






JOUBERT



As I mentioned, Detective, the man said so little SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


the conversation so brief SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12that I could not really



determine, if he had an accent.






KELLERMANN




(pauses)



Speaking about American accents, Lt. Joubert SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12you



were one-hundred-per-cent correct, in identifying the



man in the photos taken in Portofino.






JOUBERT



Oh, really?  How do you know that, Detective?






KELLERMANN



I showed the photograph you’d given me to the concierge



at the  hotel.






JOUBERT



I see.  And SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






KELLERMANN



He recognized the man right away.  He was a guest 



at the Intercontinentale.  Coincidentally, the man



is from Los Angeles.






JOUBERT




(a frown gathering around




 his eyes)



Los Angeles, you said?






KELLERMANN



Yes.  His name is Jacob Laszlo.  I spoke with Captain



Russo last night and he is going to check Laszlo out SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





JOUBERT



Interesting.  Where is Laszlo now, do you know?






KELLERMANN



I wish I could answer that question.  All I know is,



that he checked out of the hotel, yesterday morning.






JOUBERT




(narrowly)



Do you know if Laszlo was ever seen in the company



of Madame Macomber?






KELLERMANN



No.  The concierge stated that he’d never seen Laszlo



with Anne Macomber SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12or Ben Macomber and his wife.






JOUBERT



So, we can assume that Madame Macomber did not know



Laszlo?






KELLERMANN




(nods)



Yes.  To my knowledge, that’s correct.

Joubert is silent for a long moment.






JOUBERT



I think the coincidence here, Detective SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12is that your man,



Laszlo is here in Monte Carlo, the same time that Anne



Macomber disappeared.




(smiles ruefully)



Under these circumstances, I wonder SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12is it really a



coincidence at all?

EXT. VISTA SUR MER CEMETERY - (MONTE CARLO) - DAY

When Kellermann and Joubert arrive at the cemetery, with its arched sign in bronze: Cemetaire Vista sur Mer, they immediately notice that the headstones and the tall, Italian cypress trees are shrouded in a thick, gray mist.  Once inside the gate, Joubert pulls the unmarked vehicle to a stop.  The two police officers are a short distance behind.  The detective pulls the two-way out from beneath the dashboard.






JOUBERT



Doucette, this is J-40.  We are going in.  I want you



to park here, near the gate.  Park in an inconspicuous



location.  I will give you additional instructions.



Comprendez?






DOUCETTE




(filtered)



Ten-four, Lieutenant.  You got it!

Joubert takes a sharp right turn and proceeds to drive along a narrow, curved road, canopied with evergreen trees.  Soon, the mauseleum looms up in the distance.

EXT. MAUSELEUM - CEMETERY - (MONTE CARLO) - DAY

Built on a slight rise, the building is fronted with four, white, marble columns.  The detective pulls the car to a stop near the entrance and kills the engine.

INT. JOUBERT’S CAR - CEMETERY - DAY






JOUBERT




(a long, side-long glance)



Well SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I don’t know where the hell we are going



with this.  It is a situation that personally, I do not



like.  My instructions are to enter the mauseleum



and look for a crypt under the name of ‘Deladier.’




(starts to exit the car)



Games like this I do not respond to SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but, I have no



choice.  I must find Madame Macomber!

INT. MAUSELEUM - CEMETERY - DAY

The interior of the mauseleum is deserted.  It’s a long, narrow room with a triple-tier of marble-faced crypts built into the wall.  The opposite wall is a mirror-image.  The floor is a wide expanse of polished, white marble.  As the two men begin to search for the Deladier crypt, their footsteps ECHO throughout the cold, barren interior.  About half-way along one wall, Kellermann sees a small, glass vial attached to the crypt’s façade.  Inside, is a single red rose.  CLOSER.  Propped next to the rose, is a sealed envelope.  The name DELADIER is carved in the white marble






KELLERMANN




(glancing over his shoulder)



Lt. Joubert SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12over here SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I’ve found what we’re



looking for.

Joubert crosses toward him pulling on a pair of latex gloves as he does so.  He reaches for the envelope and gingerly tears it open.  Inside, is a crudely-written, typewritten note.






JOUBERT




(reads the note aloud)



“Joubert.  Go to the Jewish section.  You will see



a grave marked, Isaac Kessler.  You will see a 



bronze urn.  Put the money inside and exit the



cemetery.  I will call you at your office at 12:00



noon, exactly.  I will tell you what you need to know.”

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

The Jewish section of the cemetery is a relatively small area, within walking distance of the mauseleum.The detectives move toward a tall, gray, granite headstone, embellished with the Star of David in burnished gold.  Beneath this, the name: KESSLER.  

EXT. KESSLER GRAVESITE  - DAY

There is indeed a large, bronze urn located at the head of the gravesite.  Joubert extracts a brown envelope containing the money from his breast pocket, and reluctantly places it inside.  He replaces the lid, which is adorned with a gold replica of the monorah.

EXT./INT. JOUBERT’S CAR - MAUSELEUM - DAY

They return to the mauseleum, enter the unmarked, and Joubert immediately picks up the two-way radio.






JOUBERT



Sgt. Doucette.  J-40.  The drop has been made.



The name, Kessler, in the Jew section.  He wants



me to return to the station.  We will drive out.



Pretend to leave.  You and your partner will go



to the site and wait for subject to show up.



Do you understand, Doucette?






DOUCETTE




(filtered)



Right, Detective.  Ten-four SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and out!

EXT. CEMETERY - (MONTE CARLO) - DAY

The trees and underbrush stand immobile in the gray, half-light.  A thick bank of fog has swept in from the sea, completely obliterating the nearby mauseleum.  It seems almost like an apparition, when suddenly a figure of a MAN appears, silhouetted against the fingers of drifting mist.  For a long moment, he stands gazing at the fog-shrouded graveyard.  The man’s name is EMILE GASPARD; he is about twenty-five years old.  His hair is long, dirty-blond, greasy.  He has a three-day stubble of beard.  His face is rough, acne-scarred.  He wears a hooded jacket; torn, soiled jeans.  Satisfied that the cemetery is deserted, he begins to walk slowly toward the Kessler gravesite.

Upon reaching it, he hesitates and looks surreptitiously around.  A small smile gathers around his eyes as he looks down and sees the bronze urn.  He crouches down and lifts the lid of the heavy receptacle.  Nonchalantly, he throws the lid down onto the graveled gravesite, and reaches for the money.  He stands up and impatiently tears the envelope open.  He is riffling through the assorted bills, when all at once he feels the cold steel of a Glock automatic, pressed against the back of his neck.






DOUCETTE



Hold it right there, sir!  Don’t make a move!

Gaspard freezes, dropping the money on the ground.  Moments later, Doucette’s PARTNER appears and quickly makes a body search.  He finds no weapon but he does discover a letter inside the perpetrator’s pocket.The letter is simply addressed: JOUBERT.  Sgt. Doucette reaches for the radio attached to his belt and notifies the detective.






DOUCETTE



Lt. Joubert.  Subject has been apprehended.  We are



at the Kessler gravesite.






JOUBERT




(filtered)



Stay right where you are, Doucette.  We are less



than five minutes away!

EXT. MAUSELEUM - CEMETERY - DAY

Once again, Joubert pulls the car to a stop in front of the mauseleum.  He and Kellermann quickly EXIT and begin to make their way to the gravesite.  As they approach, they notice Gaspard’s hands are cuffed behind his back.  Doucette hands Joubert the money as well as the letter.  The detective walks up to Gaspard.  They are standing eye-to-eye, nose-to-nose.






JOUBERT




(his dark eyes flashing)



What is your name?






GASPARD



My name is Emile Gaspard.






JOUBERT



Okay, Emile Gaspard.  What have you got to



say for yourself?






GASPARD




(repeating himself)



My name is Emile Gaspard.






JOUBERT



Yes!  I understand that!




(his voice rising)



What happened to Madame Macomber?






GASPARD




(again, calmly)



My name is Emile Gaspard.

Suddenly, Joubert backhands the suspect harshly across the face.






JOUBERT



You goddamned idiot!  You are a goddamned



retard!

Exasperated, Joubert tears the letter open.  His eyes narrow as he reads the typewritten note aloud: 






JOUBERT



“Joubert:  I know you are looking for Anne Macomber.



You will find her body in a deserted warehouse on



Rue Cambon, near the waterfront.  Look for a dumpster



at the rear of the building.   There, you will find



Madame Macomber.”




(to Doucette; a quick glance)



I know where the warehouse is on Rue Cambon.



Detective Kellermann and I will go there, immediately.



In the meantime, take Gaspard in and hold him.  I will



deal with this cockroach later.

Joubert and Kellermann watch as the two police officers begin to lead Gaspard away.

EXT./INT. JOUBERT’S CAR - RUE CAMBON - (MONTE CARLO) - DAY

It is shortly before noon when Joubert turns into Rue Cambon.  The sun is warm now and has dissipated the early-morning fog.  Rue Cambon runs parallel to the yacht harbor.  At the end of the street, where there is a cul-de-sac, stands a tarnished, relic of a building that has been deserted for months.  There is a rear loading platform and a sign above it in dim, faded lettering: Bergerac et fils -- Importes.
EXT. WAREHOUSE - RUE CAMBON - DAY

The detectives EXIT the car and begin to cross toward the weathered and dilapidated warehouse.  They notice that the windows are broken but barred.  A rear door is locked and solidly closed.  They decide to move to the front of the building, which faces the harbor.  Adjacent to the front door is another barred window, its glass shattered.  Kellermann reaches inside and after some difficulty, manages to unlock the door.  He pushes it open and he and Joubert enter.

INT. WAREHOUSE - RUE CAMBON - DAY

The huge warehouse is empty and shrouded with deep shadows; the only source of light coming through the dusty, broken windows.  Trash and empty cartons are strewn across the concrete floor.  Joubert WINCES suddenly, when a couple of large wharf rats, escape from a wooden box nearby, and skitter across the floor.  In the dusky light, the detectives can make out a small office area at the rear of the building.  CLOSER.  As they approach, the once, glass-enclosed office is a shambles.  Broken glass and refuse litter the floor.  In the dark corner of the room is a large, gray, two-wheeled dumpster.  Both men move warily toward the trash container and peer inside.  Except for a small amount of refuse and some old newspapers, the dumpster is empty.  After that, the detectives make a quick and thorough search of the entire warehouse, including a musty and foul-smelling shower room.  They can find no trace of Anne Macomber.

INT. MONACO PRISON - DAY

The dozen or more prison cells and numerous interrogation rooms are located in the bowels of the vast Monaco Prison.  As Kellermann follows Lt. Joubert down the stone, spiral stairway, it’s like a scene right out of Dumas’ The Count of Monte Cristo.
INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - MONACO PRISON - DAY

Emile Gaspard is cuffed to a chair in the dank, windowless room, deep in the recesses of the cellar floor.  The room is barren, austere.  A battered wooden table and two or three chairs.  There is a dim, yellow overhead light.  Joubert crosses toward Gaspard, releases the handcuffs and takes the chair opposite.  Kellermann stands with folded arms, nearby, his back leaning against the door.  Joubert leans forward, his arms hugging the table.  His look is fierce, intense.






JOUBERT



What the fuck do you think this is, Gaspard?  A game?



A goddamned joke?






GASPARD



What do you want from me?






JOUBERT




(his voice rising)



I want to know SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12where is Anne Macomber?





GASPARD



I don’t know.

Suddenly, Jouberts grabs the suspect roughly by the collar and pulls his face toward him.  Once again, they are nose-to-nose.






JOUBERT



I will ask you again, Gaspard!  What did you do with



Anne Macomber?






GASPARD



I don’t know what you are talking about!






JOUBERT




(shoving Gaspard back into




  his chair)



Don’t play that ‘stupid’ game with me!






GASPARD



I don’t know what you SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






JOUBERT




(his eyes flaring)



Is she dead or alive?






GASPARD



I don’t know.






JOUBERT



What do you mean, you don’t know?






GASPARD



Like I just told you, I don’t know.  I don’t have any



idea where she is SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





JOUBERT



You are a liar, Gaspard!  You are a goddamned liar!






GASPARD



I am telling you the truth!

All at once, Joubert leans back in his chair.  A small, contemptuous smile filters across his face.






JOUBERT




(sneering)



You know, Gaspard.  I am not going anywhere.



I have all the time in the world.  We can sit here



all night long, if you want SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12you and me.




(a beat)



But, we do not have to do this.  All you have to do



is tell me what you did with Anne Macomber SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





GASPARD



I keep telling you, I did nothing!  I don’t know anything



about that woman!






JOUBERT




(slamming his fist against the 




 table)



You SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12are SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12a SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12goddamned SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12liar!




(pauses)



I’ll tell you what, Gaspard.  I have to relieve myself SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


I need to take a piss!




(turning to Kellermann)



And, while I am doing that, maybe Detective Kellermann,



here SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12can get the truth out of you!




(rising)



Take a seat, Detective Kellermann.  See if you can get the



truth out of this lying cockroach!

Joubert leaves the room and Kellermann takes the chair opposite Gaspard.  There is a long moment of silence.  When Kellermann speaks, his voice is low, reassuring.






KELLERMANN



We have been checking your records, Mr. Gaspard.



You were arrested for petty burglary and possession 



of a controlled substance SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12specifically, cocaine SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





GASPARD



Petty burglary?  My English is not too good.



What it means?  Petty burglary?






KELLERMANN



You were arrested for breaking into a woman’s



apartment in Paris, last year.  You stole money and



some fake jewelry SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





GASPARD



Yes sir, that is true.  I don’t deny that.






KELLERMANN



Now, what about Madame Macomber?






GASPARD



Like I tried to tell Detective Joubert, I don’t know



anything about her.  I don’t have any idea where



she is.




(his voice lowering, almost to




 a whisper)



Believe me, Detective SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I was in it for the money.



I knew the woman was missing.  It has been all over



the TV and the newspapers.  I saw the whole thing



as a chance to score.  I needed the money, so I took it.




(pauses)



Trust me, Detective SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I don’t know what happened to



Madame Macomber SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN




(eyeing him curiously)



You know what, Gaspard?  My gut tell me you’re



telling me the truth.  I believe you.

INT. VERSAILLES ROOM - INTERCONTINENTALE HOTEL - (MONTE CARLO) - NIGHT

The elegant Versailles Room, looks like a miniature of the Versailles Palace, on the outskirts of Paris.  Basically, pale beige and gold, there are mirrored walls, huge crystal chandeliers, etched glass panels, marble floors.  The dining room-bar combination, set at two levels, has a magnificent view of the glimmering lights and the harbor.  Kellermann and Karen are seated in a small, circular banquette in a corner of the bar.  The light is subdued, dusky.  Karen takes a sip of her drink, then glances up at the detective.






KAREN



Well, Detective Kellermann SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12did you and Joubert get



everything sorted out in your meeting this morning?






KELLERMANN



Yeah, we did.




(pauses)



You know, Karen SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I wanna be totally up-front with you.



I don’t want any secrets SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KAREN



I appreciate that.




(smiles)



This sounds a little ominous.






KELLERMANN



As a matter of fact it is.  Joubert got a call this morning



from some guy who said he knew where your mother was SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KAREN



Oh, my God!  Really?






KELLERMANN



The two of us went on a wild goose chase.  He wanted



1000 Euros.






KAREN




(brightening)



Tell me!  Tell me!  What happened?






KELLERMANN



The whole thing was a hoax, Karen.  The man said, we’d



find your SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12



(hesitates)



 SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12your mother’s body in an abandoned warehouse near



the harbor.






KAREN



My mother’s body?






KELLERMANN



That’s why Joubert didn’t want you in on it SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KAREN



I can’t believe this.  Where is this man, now?



What happened to him?






KELLERMANN



He’s in the Monaco jail.  He’s facing charges of



perjury and obstructing a police investigation.






KAREN



So, he doesn’t know where Mother is?






KELLERMANN



No.  He’s a druggie, Karen.  He was in it strictly



for the money.  A young guy SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12somewhere in his



twenties SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KAREN



I’d say that was a pretty cruel hoax, if you want my



opinion.  How could anyone do such a thing?






KELLERMANN



I agree with you completely.  I gotta hand it to Joubert.



He wanted to spare you any possible grief.






KAREN



Well SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I’m thankful for that.




(a questioning glance)



What’s your honest feeling, Detective.  Do you think



I’ll ever see my mother again?






KELLERMANN




(shaking his head)



We can’t give up on this thing, Karen.  We know now,



that when she left the hotel, she was all dressed up.



She definitely was planning to meet with someone.



I’m gonna check the local cab companies.




(pauses)



Also SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Joubert has three or four informants SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12snitches,



really SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12who prowl the waterfront bars in the seedy



parts of town.  I never thought there were any seedy



parts of town SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12in Monte Carlo SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KAREN



Does Lt. Joubert have a theory of any kind?






KELLERMANN



As he says, whenever money is involved SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12anything



can happen.  He’s still a little concerned about the



Algerians.




(a beat)



We’ve probably been over this before SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but to your



knowledge, was Anne ever threatened by anyone?



Any problems with anybody?






KAREN



No.  None that I was aware of.






KELLERMANN



In our initial talks back in L.A. SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12you stated you rarely



saw Derrick after Mr. Macomber’s funeral.  In fact,



you said he was a no-show at the reception that



followed.  True?






KAREN



Yes.  That’s right.






KELLERMANN



Specifically, how often did you see him?






KAREN



I would say two or three times in the six-month period



after the funeral.  What is very vivid in my mind,



is the last time, we saw Derrick SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



Oh.  Why is that?






KAREN



He stopped by unexpectedly one afternoon at the house



on Angeles Vista.  He told Anne, his father had always



told him, the very expensive Rolex, Paul wore, would



someday be his.  He told Anne, he’d “stopped by to



collect.”  I remember, those were his exact words.






KELLERMANN



I don’t suppose I need to ask you what his demeanor



was like that day SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






KAREN



He was very rude.  Sullen.  Mother, of course, gave



him the watch.  He turned on his heels and left,



without saying a word to either one of us.




(a long pause)



I don’t think it was any great surprise that day,



when Zachary Kane read my stepfather’s will SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



What do you mean?






KAREN



Paul Macomber had ‘written-off’ his two sons long



before that.  Especially, when it came to Derrick.






KELLERMANN



I see.






KAREN



Derrick was a loser.  He was skidding along without



any ambition, no plans, no goals in life and this



bothered Paul very much.  For Derrick, it was fast



cars, fast women, Santa Anita, Vegas SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12living life



in the fast lane, always wanting money, a hand-out.



He’d maxed out a half dozen credit cards.  He



couldn’t make the rent.  His Ferrari was repossessed.



Paul never heard from Derrick until he found out



he was dying.  Then he’d stop by every other day.



It was, “What do you need, Dad?  What can I do



to help?  Just ask SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I’m here to help you!”



To be perfectly blunt, Paul was fed-up with both



his sons.  Cutting them out of the will was a quick



and easy decision. It was no wonder he made mother



the prime beneficiary of his estate.






KELLERMANN



Uh-huh.  I understand.




(pauses)



We’re working on a theory about a possible connection



between Derrick and this SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Jacob Laszlo.  I spoke



with Captain Russo last night, and I gave him a 



head’s-up on Laszlo.  Russo is gonna check this



guy out.






KAREN



I see.






KELLERMANN



Joubert thinks that Laszlo being in Monte Carlo the



same time Anne went missing SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12is too much of a



coincidence.

Karen pauses as she takes another sip of her wine.






KAREN



Have you always wanted to be in law enforcement SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


a cop, Detective?






KELLERMANN



Yeah.  My Dad retired from the NYPD.  His old man



was a cop before that.  I guess it’s somewhere in the



genes SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12the blood.  I’ve always loved the LAPD but,



I gotta tell you SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12it played hell with my marriage SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KAREN



Oh.  How so?






KELLERMANN



The bottom line SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12my ex-wife never liked the fact



that I was a cop, in the first place.  But, I



considered myself a good cop and the job was more



important to me than anything else.  This in itself,



became the source  of many a heated argument 



between the two of us.






KAREN



I think I can understand where you’re coming from.






KELLERMANN



She hated the fact that I was constantly on call.  24-7.



Someone had been robbed and killed in a convenience



store hold-up; a baby’s corpse had been found in a trash



dumpster; someone had been shot in a drive-by shooting.



It was always an emergency situation.  I had to be there.



All part of the drill.






KAREN



Awhile ago, you said, my-ex-wife, Detective?






KELLERMANN



Yeah.  We eventually split.  I found out she was



‘makin’-it’ with an ex-partner of mine.






KAREN



Oh.  I’m sorry.  Any children?






KELLERMANN



Yeah.  A boy, Danny.  Nine years old.  The ex hated



living in California.  She’d always wanted to go back



to Columbus, Ohio, to be where her friends and



relatives were SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and, as she said, where people were



‘real.’  Danny spends his summer vacations with me



but that’s not enough.  I gotta admit it.  I miss the



kid, terribly.

INT. KELLERMANN’S ROOM - HOTEL INTERCONTINENTALE - NIGHT

It’s later that same night when Kellermann lets himself into his hotel room.  It has been a long and exhausting day and seemingly nothing has been accomplished.  He feels tired, but more than that, frustrated.  He flips on the television set and is a little surprised to discover a favorite movie of his playing: L.A. Confidential.  It’s a tough, brutal and fast-moving story about corruption within the LAPD, in the 1950s.  He’s seen the film at least two or three times, but now, he falls into a chair, and is amused in watching it with English sub-titles and spoken in French.  All at once, he is interrupted by a light TAPPING on the door.  Somewhat puzzled, he gets up, LOWERS the TV, crosses to the door and opens it.  Danielle Beaumaris is standing in the doorway.






KELLERMANN



Ms. Beaumaris!  This is a surprise!

She smiles languidly.  Her voice is low, throaty.






DANIELLE



Hello, again, Detective Kellermann.  It is a little



late and I hope I am not bothering you!






KELLERMANN



No!  No!  Of course not.  Please SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12come in!

He watches as she walks assuredly into the room.  She is wearing a leopard coat and matching hat.  She carries a large, leather handbag.






KELLERMANN



I had no idea you were in Monte Carlo SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





DANIELLE



Yes.  My husband and I arrived here, this afternoon.




(removes her coat and throws




  it down on the bed)



We drove from Paris early yesterday SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12we spent the



night in Lyons.




(pauses)



How do you like Monte Carlo, Detective?






KELLERMANN



It’s really a beautiful place.  I haven’t had much of a



chance to see it.  I’ve been spending a lot of time



with Lt. Joubert SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





DANIELLE



Of course.  How is the case going, Detective?  Have



you and Joubert made any progress?  Has there been



any sign of Madame Macomber?






KELLERMANN



No.  Unfortunately, not.  It’s like she just vanished into



thin air.






DANIELLE



Uh-huh.  I understand.

Kellermann’s eyes slide over her body as she lights up a cigarette.  She is wearing a low-cut, white, jersey dress which barely covers her breasts; they are firm, voluptuous.  She is wearing white, stiletto heels.






KELLERMANN



What brings you to Monte Carlo, Ms. Beaumaris?



I mean SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12beside the beautiful scenery?






DANIELLE



Please, Detective SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12call me Danielle.




(pauses again)



As a matter of fact, Lt. Joubert telephoned my



husband and me and requested we come to Monte



Carlo, if it all possible.  He wanted to ask us a few



questions concerning Anne Macomber’s



disappearance.






KELLERMANN




Uh-huh.  I see.

Suddenly, Danielle reaches over and picks up her over-sized handbag from the nightstand.






DANIELLE




(smiling)



Detective Kellermann SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12since you are new to France,



I have a surprise for you.  I want to introduce you to



our famous cognac from the Romanee Conti vineyards



in Burgundy.  It is truly an exquisite cognac.

She opens the handbag and takes out the bottle of cognac.  She hands it to him.






DANIELLE



If you will do the honors SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12
Kellermann quickly opens the bottle and pours the brandy into two crystal glasses.  She holds up her drink in a toast.






DANIELLE



Welcome to sunny Monte Carlo, Detective!






KELLERMANN



Thank you.




(takes a sip of the cognac)



It’s a little unfortunate that I have to be here SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


under the present circumstances.






DANIELLE



Yes.  Of course.




(a deep drag on her cigarette)



I realize you are here on business SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12that you have 



a job to do SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but perhaps you will find the time



to tour the city.  There are many places to see in



Monte Carlo.  I would be happy to show them to you SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



I’d like that.






DANIELLE



Are you into gambling, Detective?






KELLERMANN



Yeah.  But, I usually manage to lose.






DANIELLE



The Grand Casino is very popular with the Americans.






KELLERMANN



So, I understand.






DANIELLE



The Prince’s Palace is also very popular.  It has a



wonderful historical background.






KELLERMANN



So, I hear.

The film, L.A. Confidential is now over and has been replaced with French, orchestral MUSIC.  Although the VOLUME has been turned down LOW, Danielle catches the melodic strains of La Vie en Rose.






DANIELLE



Oh, Detective!  Do you hear that?  La Vie en Rose SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


it is one of my favorite songs!  Please SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12will you



turn it up?

Kellermann turns up the volume and Danielle immediately rises and begins to sway with the MUSIC.  Slowly, she moves toward him.






DANIELLE



Would you like to dance, Detective?




(coyly)



 SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12or am I being too forward? 

He doesn’t answer.  He gets up and takes her in his arms.  In the amber, half-light, they dance.  Once again his eyes slide over her.  They kiss and hungrily she pulls him toward her.  She can feel his semi-erection brushing up against her and she sighs with pleasure.  His hands travel over her body.  She’s on fire.  CLOSE ON Danielle’s face.  She bites 

her lip in expectation.

Now he has eased her toward the bed.  They are both naked.

Soon they are hungrily kissing, making love.  Words fall almost incoherently out of her mouth.






DANIELLE




(breathless)



Yes SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12yes SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12faster, baby SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12faster!

Their lovemaking continues.  Intense.  Passionate.  Almost savage.  Soon, they lay still SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12seemingly exhausted, but intensely gratified.  Danielle watches passively as a strand of periwinkle smoke circles lazily and rises toward the ceiling.  Then, raising herself on one arm, she turns to face Kellermann.






DANIELLE




(low, confidential)



You know, Detective, frankly speaking, compared



to you, my husband is a flop, a complete wash-out!



You have what it takes SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and you know how to use it!




(smiles lasciviously)



And whoever said, “size does not matter?”



They are a fool!  They are an idiot!




(pauses)



And speaking of my husband, Ben Macomber SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12there



are a few things that have been bothering me.



A few things I do not understand SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



Oh?  Things like what?






DANIELLE



My husband and Derrick Macomber have never 



been very close.  You know SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12a telephone call,



maybe every six months, or so SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



Yeah?






DANIELLE



Interestingly enough, there have been at least four



or five long distance calls made to Derrick SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12after



Wednesday, May 12th, the night Anne Macomber



disappeared.  By the way, my husband and I



returned to Paris on Friday, May 14th.  Lt. Joubert



said he was taking over the investigation.






KELLERMANN



Yes.  And SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






DANIELLE



Some might say it was coincidental, but all of



the telephone calls were made, when I was out



of the apartment.  As if they had something to



hide.  I thought, what is going on here?  Why



all the secrets?  I brought this to my husband’s



attention but he just scoffed SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12he just ignored me.






KELLERMANN



How did you know about these long distance calls?






DANIELLE



I came home unexpectedly one afternoon.  He was



in the bedroom and I overheard the conversation.



I knew he was talking to Derrick.  I was curious.



I contacted the telephone company a few days later.



I was told there had been four additional calls made



to California SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12to Derrick, specifically, during that



weekend.






KELLERMANN



That’s very interesting.






DANIELLE



And, there is something else, Detective.  The day before



Madame Macomber went missing, the three of us drove



to Portofino for the day.  It was truly a beautiful



afternoon.  Portofino is very charming.  Anne and I did



some shopping and we had lunch at a very nice Italian



restaurant, very near the boat harbor.






KELLERMANN



And SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






DANIELLE



We were sitting at an outside table on the patio enjoying



our lunch, when suddenly we noticed a man SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12a stranger



 SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12who kept staring at us.  He was sitting at a nearby table



 SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12alone.  Anne was very much aware that he was watching



us.  She even made a comment about it.  I had no idea who



the man was, and said to my husband, “Who is that man,



Ben?  Do you know?”  He became a little agitated.  He 



shook his head and said, “Danielle SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I have no idea who



the man is!  Why would I?”






KELLERMANN



Did you ever see this man again?






DANIELLE




(a small smile)



That is the interesting part, Detective.  After we had



finished having our lunch, Anne wanted to return to



a little boutique, where she had seen a beautiful,



Italian leather handbag.  Ben becomes very bored



when it comes to shopping.  He wanted to see the



waterfront.  We decided we would meet back at



Marciano’s at promptly five o’clock.  Anne and I



arrived at the restaurant a few minutes earlier than



that.  We were shocked to find my husband in the



bar, engaged in a very serious conversation with the



man we had seen earlier.  The stranger SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



Uh-huh.  And then SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






DANIELLE



I grabbed Anne’s arm  I said, “Let’s wait a minute, dear.”



They seemed very animated SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12very intimate.  Certainly



not strangers by any means.  But then, suddenly Ben



glanced at his watch.  He said something to the man.



They quickly shook hands and the man immediately



left the bar.  When I questioned my husband about this



man later, he was vague, obscure.  He said the man was 



a tourist from London.  He said it was a casual



conversation, that meant nothing.




(a beat)



But, do you know what, Detective?  I did not believe



him.  I did not believe him SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12not for a goddamned minute!










DISSOLVE TO:

(SUPERIMPOSE OVER SCREEN)

LOS ANGELES, CALIF.

EXT. LAPD - HOLLYWOOD STATION - DAY (ESTABLISHING)

The building seems to glisten in the early morning sunlight.

INT. RUSSO’S OFFICE - DETECTIVE BUREAU - (HOLLYWOOD STATION) - DAY

Captain Russo, on the telephone, is on the listening end of one of his wife’s interminable monologues.  Usually a litany of complaints.  Detective Rodriguez sits at the desk gazing at him; he has a slightly amused look on his face.






RUSSO




(getting antsy, impatient)



Lissen, honey SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I know exactly what you’re talkin’



about SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I couldn’t agree with you more!



But, right now, I gotta get off the phone.  I got a



meeting with the Chief down at Parker Center in



less than an hour SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12



(hesitates)



Yeah, I know, I know, honey SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12she’s bad news!



She can be a pain in the ass!  No question about it.



Lissen, honey, I’ll see you around seven.  Okay?



‘Bye!

Slowly, he hangs up the receiver, glancing at Rodriguez at the same time.






RUSSO



The wife dumping on the daughter-in-law!  It happens



all the time.  Want some free advice, Rodriguez?  



Don’t get married!






RODRIGUEZ



I wasn’t planning on it, Captain Russo.  At least,



not this week!






RUSSO



But, getting serious here, Mike SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I know you and



McShane have had your problems in the past.



Let’s face it, Brad McShane is a hard-ass, he’s a



know-it-all, he’s an ego-maniac.  They didn’t



shove him off on me from Hollenbeck, for no



good reason.




(pauses)



I need you two guys to work together.  It’s



temporary, Mike, I promise.  It’s just until Joe



Kellermann gets back from Monte Carlo.






RODRIGUEZ



How are things going in Monte Carlo?






RUSSO



I spoke with Kellermann and to be honest, not good.



He figures he’s spinnin’ his wheels.  But, we’ll talk



more about that when McShane gets in here.  He’s



on his way up, as we speak.

Moments later, BRAD McSHANE enters, carrying a cup of coffee in a ceramic mug.  Lean, six-foot-tall, he has a touch of arrogance; the perfect Hollywood stud walk; that lazy, horny hip-swaying thrust of his crotch.  He slides into a chair opposite Russo.  Russo eyes the two detectives for a micro-second and then he speaks.






RUSSO



I wanna bring you guys up to speed on what’s goin’ 



on with the Macomber case.  I spoke with Kellermann



and frankly speakin’ SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12he’s run into a lot of dead ends.



If there was a crime committed here, we have no body,



no physical evidence, no eyewitnesses and no murder



weapon.  I’d say we were battin’ zero.




(pauses; lights up a cigar)



As I see it, the only possible lead we got here is this guy,



Jacob Laszlo.  Kellermann thinks he might have been



stalkin’ Anne Macomber.  We know Laszlo is back in



L.A.  What else do we know about this Jacob Laszlo?






RODRIGUEZ



We’ve been checkin’ this guy out.  He runs a half-assed



private investigative firm, out of an office on Hollywood



Boulevard SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



Huh!  If this guy is a private eye, I sure as hell ain’t never



heard of him!






RODRIGUEZ



Looks like a pretty sleazy operation, Captain.  Strictly a



one-man office.  I doubt if he’s SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





McSHANE




(cutting him off)



I managed to snag the secretary for a few drinks, after she



got off work, Cap.  She told me all I wanted to know SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


maybe even stuff I didn’t wanna know.






RUSSO



Yeah?  Such as?






McSHANE



She hates Laszlo’s guts.  That’s just for starters.






RUSSO



What else?






McSHANE



It’s amazing the amount of crap a woman will come



up with, if she hates the boss.  Laszlo was born and



raised in the Italian section of Brooklyn SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Bay Ridge.



The old man was a dockworker.  Jake went through



a lot of dead-end jobs SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12eventually moved to L.A.  



Out here, he horsed around SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12worked as a bartender,



a bouncer.  Nuthin’ permanent.  Then, according to



Nicole SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12she’s the secretary SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12he finally scraped enough



cash together to open the agency.  To hear her tell it,



she sweats it out every Friday SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12wondering if her



paycheck is gonna bounce!






RUSSO




(smirks)



Sounds like an enterprising business.  It doesn’t sound



like a man who could go running off to the French



Riviera.  Correct me if I’m wrong.  You guys stated



you stopped by Laszlo’s office yesterday afternoon.



And he wasn’t there.  Right?






McSHANE



That’s right, Captain.  The secretary told me he was out



on a ‘surveillance’ job.  Some broad figured her husband



was out screwin’ around SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12cheatin’ on her, and she wanted



proof.






RUSSO



Uh-huh.  You might have to set up an appointment, but



I want you to stop by his office again.  I want you to have



a little chat with this guy.  See what he’s all about SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





McSHANE



Okay, Captain.  We’ll do that.  We’ll get right on it.

Russo is quick to notice that Brad McShane has taken complete control of the conversation.  Occassionally, he exchanges a brief, knowing glance with Rodriguez.






RUSSO



As I mentioned, Detective Kellermann has told me



he believes Laszlo was possibly stalkin’ Anne



Macomber in Monte Carlo and Portofino.  Laszlo



was stayin’ at the same hotel as Mrs. Macomber.



Kellermann also states there was a connection made



between Laszlo and Ben Macomber.  I think we 



gotta focus on Laszlo SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12as well as Derrick Macomber.



My gut tells me, these three assholes have something



goin’ on, between them.  The bottom line SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I figure



Derrick hired Laszlo to take Anne Macomber out.



She’s the only thing standin’ in the way of the 



Macomber brothers splittin’ fifty-million-dollars.

EXT. THE IVAR BUILDING (HOLLYWOOD BLVD.) - DAY

A tired, old, ten-storied office building; a relic of the 1920s.

INT. THE IVAR BUILDING - 7TH FLOOR CORRIDOR - DAY

We see Rodriguez and McShane step off the elevator and make their way to Suite No. 703.  CLOSE ON door.  Hand-painted on the translucent glass door panel: Laszlo and Associates:  Investigations.  Confidential.  Discreet.

INT. LASZLO’S OUTER OFFICE - IVAR BUILDING - DAY

As the detectives ENTER, they find NICOLE KOLEVA primping in front of a large mirror, applying lip gloss.  Nicole is 40ish, a little over the hill.  Good legs.  She wears a skin-tight, black dress, barely concealing her firm, fully-endowed breasts.  She is heavily made-up and wears thick, false eyelashes.  CLOSE ON McShane.  He smiles to himself:  Only in Hollywood.






NICOLE




(smiles as she dispatches mirror)



Well SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Detectives McShane and Rodriguez.  So nice



to see you again.  Mr. Laszlo is waiting to see you.

She picks up telephone receiver, dials an extension, then:






NICOLE



Your two o’clock appointment is here, Mr. Laszlo SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12
Seconds later she hangs up.  Rises from her desk.






NICOLE




(loftily)



Mr. Laszlo will see you now.

She crosses to an inner door and opens it.  McShane is quietly amused.  It’s as if he and Rodriguez are suddenly permitted an audience with the Pope, the President, or some important dignitary SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12certainly not a nickel-and-dimer PI holed up in some sleazy office on Hollywood Blvd.  They ENTER.

INT. LASZLO’S OFFICE - IVAR BLDG. - (HOLLYWOOD) - DAY

In an effort to be “hip,” the office walls are silver; the furniture, worn, black Naugahyde; a mouldy zebra-skin lies on the floor.  Behind JACOB LASZLO, is a huge framed theatrical poster:  Bogart and Bacall in The Big Sleep.  Laszlo, in his mid-40s, is almost handsome.  His thinning, curly, black hair, is slicked back in a 50s pompadour.  He wears huge, yellow-tinted, aviator-styled glasses; his silk shirt unbuttoned almost to the navel; an assortment of gold chains; a flashy diamond ring on his pinkie.  He eyes the two detectives warily as they sit down opposite him.






LASZLO



How can I be of service to you, Detectives?






McSHANE




(flipping his ID)



I’d like to get right to the bottom line here, Mr. Laszlo SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





LASZLO



Oh?  And what’s that?






McSHANE



Detective Rodriguez and I are working on the Anne



Macomber case.  I’m sure you are familiar with it SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





LASZLO



Yeah, yeah, of course!  I’d have to be livin’ in a 



friggin’ cave if I didn’t know about Anne Macomber



bein’ missing.






McSHANE



That’s what we’re here to talk about.  Interestingly



enough, your name has come up several times in



our investigation SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





LASZLO



I don’t see that I could be of any help to you.






McSHANE



I understand you were in Monte Carlo during the



week that Anne Macomber went missing.  Isn’t



that true, Mr. Laszlo?






LASZLO



Yeah.  That’s true.






McSHANE



You stayed at the Intercontinentale SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12the same hotel



as Mrs. Macomber.  Right?






LASZLO




(nods)



That’s right.






RODRIGUEZ




(suddenly interrupting)



What exactly were you doing in Monte Carlo, Mr.



Laszlo?






LASZLO



Who wouldn’t want to spend a week on the French



Riviera, Detective?  It’s a beautiful place.






RODRIGUEZ



Uh-huh.  I’m sure it is.  But SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12we got too much of a 



coincidence here, Mr. Laszlo SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12you being in Monte



Carlo the same time she disappeared.






LASZLO




(after a pause)



To be perfectly frank, Detective, I was doing a job.



I was hired to be there.






RODRIGUEZ




(not convinced)



Who hired you, Mr. Laszlo?






LASZLO



At this point, I’d really prefer not to say.






RODRIGUEZ



Okay.  You were hired to do what?






LASZLO



I was hired to protect Mrs. Macomber.  Keep an



eye on her.






RODRIGUEZ



Where were you on the night of May 12th?  That 



was the night Mrs. Macomber disappeared.






LASZLO




(slow and direct)



I had followed Anne Macomber and her stepson and



his French wife to Portofino, the day before she went



missing SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RODRIGUEZ



And SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






LASZLO



The three of them went back to Monte Carlo.  I stayed



in Portofino.  In fact, I stayed at a hotel in Portofino



that night and the following night.  That would be the



night of May 12th SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12as you just said, the night she



disappeared SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RODRIGUEZ




(still skeptical)



What was the name of the hotel in Portofino, Mr. Laszlo?



We’re gonna need to check that out.






LASZLO



It was the Villa Contessa, Detective SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12a dump, right near



the waterfront SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12



(smirks)



To be honest, I’d met a very beautiful woman.  A hooker



to be sure SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but I’d never seen such a beauty!






RODRIGUEZ




(unimpressed)



You got a name for this hooker, Laszlo?






LASZLO



Yeah.  Her name was Gina Giordano.  They call her Gigi,



for short.  My God, what a beauty!






RODRIGUEZ



Uh-huh.  So, you admit seeing Ben Macomber in



Portofino.  Let me ask you a question, Mr Laszlo SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


did you ever actually speak to Ben Macomber?






LASZLO



For me, it was basically an undercover operation,



Detective.  To answer your question, no SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I never



spoke with any of them.






RODRIGUEZ



What do you know about Ben?  Or for that matter,



Derrick Macomber?






LASZLO




(shrugs)



I know who they are.  I read the newspapers, Detective.






RODRIGUEZ



So, you’ve never met Ben or Derrick Macomber?






LASZLO




(shaking his head)



No.  No way.  I haven’t.






RODRIGUEZ



Uh-huh.  And you refuse to give us the name of this



person who hired you?






LASZLO




(smiling a little)



Mainly because I fucked up.  I was hired to protect



Anne Macomber.  She vanishes, disappears SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and where



am I?  Shackin’-up with a whore in Portofino, for



Chris’sakes!




(a beat)



The man who hired me was Zachary Kane, Detective.



Do you know who he is?






RODRIGUEZ



Yeah.  I know who he is.






LASZLO



 SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and I would really appreciate it, if that never



got back to him.




(smirks)



Know what I mean?  We on the same page here,



Detectives?

Rodriguez and McShane exchange a quick, narrow look.






RODRIGUEZ



Yeah, Laszlo.  I think we are.

EXT. LAPD - HOLLYWOOD STATION - DUSK

About 7:30 that same evening.

INT. RUSSO’S OFFICE - DETECTIVE BUREAU - (HOLLYWOOD STATION) - DUSK

Russo is seated at his cluttered desk.  He glances up at Rodriguez and McShane who sit facing him.






RUSSO



Okay SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12so, where are we with Jacob Laszlo?






McSHANE



You want my opinion SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I wouldn’t trust the son



of a bitch around the corner.  I think the guy’s a



sleaze-ball.  He’s a friggin’ liar!






RUSSO



What do you think, Mike?






RODRIGUEZ



Yeah.  I’d have to agree.






RUSSO



Well SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12did Laszlo have a reasonable explanation



for what he was doin’ in Monte Carlo?






RODRIGUEZ



He told us he was hired to protect Anne Macomber SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



Hired, by who?






RODRIGUEZ



Zachary Kane.






RUSSO



Zachary Kane?  You’re talkin’ about that big-shot



lawyer out in Century City?






RODRIGUEZ



That’s the one.  We checked Laszlo out.  We



contacted Zachary Kane.  He told us, he’s never



heard of Jacob Laszlo!






RUSSO




(shaking his head)



Goddammit SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I can’t believe this shit!  What else



you got on Laszlo?






McSHANE



We checked his bank statements, Captain.  He made



a cash deposit of $5000, a week before he left for



Monte Carlo.  The plane fare and hotel bill were put



on a Visa credit card.






RUSSO



Uh-huh.  Does Laszlo have an explanation for where



he was, the night  the Macomber woman went missing?






McSHANE




(a cynical sneer)



He claims he was shackin’-up with a prostitute in



Portofino that night.  A hotel called the Villa Contessa.



Should be easy to verify.






RUSSO



Yeah.  I’ll mention that to Kellermann.  He can check it



out.  By the way, do you see any kind of a connection



between Laszlo and the Macomber brothers?






RODRIGUEZ



He claims he doesn’t know them SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12says he’s never met



them SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO




(flinches)



Well, he’s a liar.  Kellermann assured me that



Laszlo and Ben Macomber were in a lively



discussion at a Portofino restaurant.  Now, what



have we got on Derrick Macomber?






RODRIGUEZ



We’ve been checkin’ Derrick out.  We tracked him



to the Mercedes-Benz dealership in Beverly Hills.



We found out he had made a deposit on a new Benz.



Top of the line.  Asking price: somewhere around



$100,000.  We also found out SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





McSHANE




(cutting him off)



We found out Derrick has moved into the house on



Angeles Vista.  As a matter of fact, there’s a big “For



Sale” sign, out front.  I checked with a realtor buddy



of mine on Sunset SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Derrick is lookin’ to buy a



$2 million condo on the beach at Malibu.






RUSSO




(after a long beat)



Derrick Macomber sure as hell ain’t wastin’ any time,



is he?

INT./EXT. LASZLO’S BMW - SUNSET STRIP - (WEST HOLLYWOOD) - NIGHT (RAIN)

A heavy, tropical rain has swept in off the coast of Mexico.  We see Laszlo as he makes his way west on Sunset Boulevard.  He passes a string of hotels, restaurants, bars and a multitude of spectacular, neon-lit billboards.

EXT. ESCOBAR’S - SUNSET STRIP - NIGHT (RAIN)

Escobar’s, spelled out in swirling red neon, casts a crimson sheen on the wet pavement.  Laszlo pulls his vintage BMW to a stop in the small, adjacent parking lot.  Trying to shield himself from the rain, he makes a run for the bar’s front entrance, and ENTERS.

INT. ESCOBAR’S - SUNSET STRIP - NIGHT (RAIN)

Juan Escobar’s favorite color is red, and it shows.  Red leather upholstered booths.  Red carpeting.  Magenta table lamps.  Authentic bullfight posters he’d picked up in Tijuana.  Laszlo passes a full bar to his right; straight ahead SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12large windows overlooking the city SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12a sea of dazzling lights as far as the eye can see.  Soft Latin-jazz spills out of the juke, OVER.

Laszlo makes his way to a darkened booth at the rear of the place.  Sitting alone, nursing a bourbon-and-soda, we see DERRICK MACOMBER.  He’s 50ish, five-foot-ten, weighing a little over two-hundred-pounds.  Definitely overweight, he looks like an athlete gone to seed.  Laszlo slides into the booth, opposite.






DERRICK



Great night for ducks, eh?






LASZLO



Yeah, shit!  I hate the friggin’ rain.

Suddenly, an attractive, dark-haired Latina WAITRESS approaches the booth.






WAITRESS



Good evening.  What would you like to drink, sir?






LASZLO




(checking her out)



Let’s make it a Heinekin SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12what was your name again,



honey?






WAITRESS



Uh SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Marisol.






LASZLO



Yeah.  That’s right.  A pretty name.  How could I forget



that?  Marisol.  Bring my friend, Mr. Macomber here, 



another drink, also SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12will you, honey?


               


WAITRESS



Of course.




(quickly leaves)

Macomber’s demeanor has turned dark.  He isn’t in the mood for Jake Laszlo’s witless antics.






DERRICK



So, what’s going on, Laszlo?






LASZLO


            For starters, I had a couple of cops stop by the office.



Askin’ a lot of questions SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





DERRICK



Yeah?  A lot of questions about what?






LASZLO



They wanted to know what I was doing in Monte Carlo.






DERRICK



Last time I checked SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12this was a free country.  Legal



to go anywhere you want.  What’d you tell them?






LASZLO



Told them I was hired to do a job.






DERRICK




(his eyes narrowing)



Hired to do a job?






LASZLO



Yeah.  I told them Zack Kane had hired me to protect



Anne Macomber SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12watch out for her SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





DERRICK



Do you think the cops bought it?






LASZLO



Yeah.  I think they did.  They also wanted to know where



I was SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12the night she disappeared.






DERRICK



Uh-huh.  And what did you tell them?






LASZLO



Told them I was shacked-up with a hooker in Portofino.






DERRICK



Portofino?






LASZLO



It’s a small seaside resort across the border in Italy.



Over a hundred miles away from the crime scene.






DERRICK



Were you in Portofino, Laszlo?






LASZLO



 Naw.  Hell no.  Of course not.  I used that as my



alibi.






DERRICK



Think they believed you?






LASZLO



Yeah.

The cocktail waitress suddenly appears and serves them their drinks.  Macomber waits for her to leave.  They continue speaking in hushed tones.






DERRICK



I know they don’t allow weapons on an international



flight.  What did you do?  Pick up a gun in Monte



Carlo?






LASZLO




(smugly)



I didn’t use a gun.






DERRICK




(getting impatient)



Okay, Laszlo, let’s get to the point.  What the hell



happened?  Anne was seen walking out of the hotel.



It was close to midnight.  Tell me exactly what



happened.  You picked her up, and then, what?






LASZLO




(shrugs)



It was all very simple.  I picked her up in my rental



car SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12we stopped at a bar SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12had a few drinks.  She



wanted to drive around the city for awhile SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12you



know, see the sights.  Which we did.  We ended



up at the yacht harbor.  Then, she surprised the



hell out of me.  Said she wanted me to rent a boat SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12


go for a ride in a freakin’ boat SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12if you can believe



that!

A look of doubt filters across Macomber’s face.






DERRICK



Now, wait a minute, Laszlo SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I happen to know Anne



Macomber is petrified of the water.  She would never



go out on a goddamned boat SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12she never learned 



to swim!  Why do I think you’re handing me a



load of shit!






LASZLO




(lowering his voice)



Well, I don’t give a damn what you say SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12we rented



this rowboat and went out into the harbor.  It was



dark as hell out there.  She was a little tipsy.  She’d



had too much to drink SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





DERRICK



Yeah.  And?






LASZLO



For a minute or so, she turned away from me SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12she



was looking out at a cruise ship.  I picked up an oar



and I hit her with it.  Once, over the head.  It was



very quick.  She didn’t know what hit her.  Knocked



her out SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





DERRICK



And then, what?






LASZLO



Like I said, she was unconscious.  I picked her up and



dumped her overboard.  I watched her sink into the



water.  That was the last I saw of her.

There is a long pause.  A look of skepticism gathers around Macomber’s eyes.  He reaches inside his breast pocket and takes out a brown envelope.  He tosses it down in front of Laszlo.






DERRICK



Here’s the second five grand, Laszlo.  But, I got a



problem.  I gotta have some proof.  We agreed on



$20,000 but how do I know if you’re not screwin’



me?  I got the payoff, the ten grand, but I gotta



have proof.  None of this is gonna work unless



we have a body.  A death certificate.  I gotta have



proof positive that she’s dead!






LASZLO



Her body is bound to float to the surface SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12wash up



on shore SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





DERRICK




(his eyes flashing)



Hell, Laszlo SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12it’s been over a week now and that



hasn’t happened!  I gotta have solid proof that Anne



Macomber is dead.






LASZLO



Shit!  She’s gotta show up, sooner or later!






DERRICK



I spoke with Ben a little over an hour ago SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and there’s



still no sign of her.






LASZLO



Speaking of Ben SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I talked with him in Portofino.



I also talked with him in the men’s room at the



Intercontinentale.  You want my opinion, Derrick?



 SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12the wife SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Danielle could be a problem.  I think



she’s bad news.  She’s stickin’ her nose in where it



don’t belong.  She’s been questioning the long distance



calls between you and Ben.  For my money SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12she’s an



aggressive, ballsy broad SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and she could be trouble.



I’m just givin’ you a head’s up.






DERRICK




(still skeptical)



Yeah.  Thanks.

INT. RUSSO’S OFFICE - DETECTIVE BUREAU - (HOLLYWOOD STATION) - DAY

Russo at his desk, facing McShane and Rodriguez.  He’s a little agitated.






RUSSO



I can’t believe this.  You’re telling me you went 



to the Koleva broad’s place for dinner?






McSHANE



Yeah.  I did.






RUSSO



Well, I hope to hell it was worth it!






McSHANE




(cocky)



Oh, it was worth it, all right SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



What did you find out?  Anything we can use?






McSHANE



For starters, I found out Laszlo and Derrick 



Macomber are old buddies from way back.



And Laszlo had the guts to tell me they’d never



met SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12what a crock!






RUSSO



What else?






McSHANE



She told me Macomber was being sued for a



business deal that went sour.






RUSSO



Sued, by who?






McSHANE



A guy named Jay Berkowitz.  He and Macomber



opened up a coffee shop on Ventura Boulevard.



The place went bust.  Berkowitz is suing for the



300 grand he’d invested.  Macomber hired Laszlo



to rough the guy up.  Threatening phone calls in



the middle of the night, damage to his SUV.  He 



even managed to wiretap Berkowitz’s phone.






RUSSO



So, what I’m getting from all this is that Derrick



Macomber was on the hot seat.  He needed cash.



To keep the wolves away from the door, he



probably borrowed money, using the house on



Angeles Vista as collateral.






RODRIGUEZ



That would be my guess.  By the way, I re-checked



Laszlo’s bank statements.  He made another $10,000



deposit yesterday morning.






RUSSO



That figures.  You know, all the pieces fit.  First



off, we got motivation.  Macomber was desperate



for money.  And to get that money, all he had to 



do was make Anne Macomber disappear.  He hires



this douche-bag Jake Laszlo, to take care of her.



Paid him the twenty grand.




(pauses)



The only problem here is that we don’t have any



evidence.  I gotta have something solid SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12something



real SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12or else I’ll never get an indictment.  Hell SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12up



to this point we don’t even know if Anne Macomber



is dead or alive SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





McSHANE



You got that right.






RUSSO




(tossing McShane a quick look)



I’d like you and Rodriguez to stop by the Angeles



Vista house.  I wanna haul Derrick Macomber’s



ass in here to answer a few questions.  I think it’s



about time we had a little chat.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM 2B - (HOLLYWOOD STATION) - DAY

It’s about 2:00 p.m., that same day.  Derrick Macomber is seated at the conference table.  Russo ENTERS, joins him, and sits opposite.






RUSSO



I’m gonna get right to the point here, Mr. Macomber.



Did you in fact have anything to do with Anne



Macomber’s disappearance?






DERRICK



No.  No way.






RUSSO



To be more specific, did you hire Jake Laszlo to



abduct your stepmother?






DERRICK



No.  I did not.






RUSSO



Do you admit knowing Jacob Laszlo?






DERRICK



Yeah.  Of course I do.  Laszlo and I have had a few



business dealings in the past.  Nothing illegal about



that, is there, Russo?






RUSSO




(ignoring the question)



I understand Laszlo was in Monte Carlo during the



last three weeks.  Am I correct on that, Mr. Macomber?






DERRICK



Yeah.  He told me that.  Yeah.






RUSSO



What was he doing in Monte Carlo?






DERRICK



He told me he was working for Zachary Kane.  A



surveillance job.  Keeping an eye on my stepmother,



is what he told me.






RUSSO



Mr. Macomber, did you ever consider offering a



reward for information on Anne’s disappearance?






DERRICK



No.  I didn’t.  I should have, I guess.  But no, I didn’t.






RUSSO



Uh-huh.  Getting back to Jacob Laszlo, we have learned



that he made three bank deposits totaling $20,000 in the



past month.  You have any thoughts about that, sir?






DERRICK




(shrugs)



No.  I have no idea.  I don’t know anything about Laszlo’s



personal business affairs or his finances SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12
Russo leans back in his chair.  When he continues, his voice is calm, perfectly controlled.






RUSSO



I’ll tell you where I’m comin’ from, Mr. Macomber.



It’s common knowledge that when Paul Macomber



died, he left a $50 million inheritance to his



second wife, Anne Macomber.  The inheritance



would be equally divided between you and your



brother, Ben, in the event of her death.  Anne 



Macomber goes missing in Monte Carlo.  This



half-assed PI, Jacob Laszlo shows up in Monaco



the same week she disappears.  In the meantime,



three deposits, totaling $20,000, are deposited in



Laszlo’s bank account SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





DERRICK




(hotly)



You think I hired Laszlo to kill my stepmother, Russo?



I’d like to see you prove it!  It’s a nice theory, but



where’s the evidence?  First of all, you don’t have



a body.  You have no evidence that a crime has even



been committed.  You have no murder weapon.  You



have no witnesses.  What you are saying, Russo SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12is



100-per-cent speculation.  You’re on a fishing expedition!



I’d like to see you prove any of it!






RUSSO




(imperturbed)



Do me a favor, Mr. Macomber.  Stay in town.  Stay in L.A.



I’d like you to be available, 24-7.  You got that, Mr.



Macomber?






DERRICK




(sneers)



Yeah.  I got it.  I got it, all right!

INT. RUSSO’S OFFICE - HOLLYWOOD STATION - DAY

A short time later.  Russo is on a long distance call to KELLERMANN in Monte Carlo.






RUSSO



I wanna bring you up to speed on what we got so



far, Joe SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and frankly speakin’ it’s nothing too



substantial, nothing to brag about SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12




KELLERMANN’S VOICE




I’m listening, Frank.






RUSSO

                       We’ve checked out Jacob Laszlo.  He runs a half-



assed PI firm out of Hollywood.  Strictly a scumbag



operation SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12
INTERCUT WITH KELLERMANN IN HIS HOTEL ROOM (NIGHT):






KELLERMANN



Yeah.  And?






RUSSO



He claims he was in Monte Carlo on a surveillance



job.  Primarily to ‘protect’ Anne Macomber.  A



friggin’ lie, Joe.  We checked and there is a 



definite connection between Laszlo and Derrick



Macomber.






KELLERMANN



That doesn’t surprise me.  What else do we know about



Jacob Laszlo?






RUSSO



We found out Laszlo has made three, separate bank



deposits totaling $20,000 in the past three or four weeks.



I figure it’s blood money.  Blood money, to pay off the



hit.  Laszlo is definitely our prime suspect.  All the 



pieces fit, Joe, but proving he ‘took care’ of Anne



Macomber ain’t gonna be that easy SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



No.  Probably not.






RUSSO



Laszlo claims that on the night of May 12th, he was with



a hooker in Portofino.  We found out the woman’s name



is Gina Giordano.  Quite a looker, I hear.  Goes by the 



name of Gigi.  Works out of a hotel called the Villa



Contessa, near the waterfront SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12  






KELLERMANN



The Villa Contessa.






RUSSO



I need you to drive over to Portofino and have a talk



with this broad, Joe.  My gut feeling is that Laszlo



needed an alibi for his whereabouts on the night of



the 12th.  It makes sense that Laszlo paid the 



prostitute off.  I’d like to blow his alibi out of the



water!






KELLERMANN



Okay.  I’ll get right on it.






RUSSO



Lissen, Joe, from where I sit, the case is going



nowhere.  It’s in the dumpster.  I think our best



lead in solving this thing, is Laszlo.  We gotta



concentrate on his whereabouts for the night of



May 12th.  If he said he was in Portofino that night,



we gotta prove it.  Twenty bucks tells me Laszlo 



paid the hooker off to cover his alibi.  Will you do



that, Joe?






KELLERMANN



Yeah, Frank.  Karen Macomber and I will head out



for Portofino, first thing in the morning.  Okay?






RUSSO



Okay.  And get back to me as soon as you can.  ASAP.



Will you do that?






KELLERMANN



Right, Cap.  Talk to you later.








           SLOW 
DISSOLVE TO:

SUPERIMPOSE OVER SCREEN:

MONTE CARLO

EXT. FULL SHOT - INTERCONTINENTALE HOTEL - (ESTABLISHING) - DAY

Bright.  Sunny.  We see Kellermann’s rented Renault as it passes the sparkling Neptune fountain and proceeds along the wide, curved driveway, into Place du Casino.  TRACKING the car as it passes the Monte Carlo Grand Casino.

EXT./INT. COAST HIGHWAY - (SERIES OF SHOTS) - DAY

This is the 2-hour road trip Kellermann and Karen are making from Monte Carlo to Portofino.  At times the road is curved and steep, offering magnificent VIEWS of the Mediterranean.

INT./EXT. KELLERMANN’S RENAULT - ITALIAN BORDER - DAY

There are a half-dozen cars waiting in line for inspection.  The inspections move fast and Kellermann pulls up to a pair of uniformed Officers, where they check their passports.  Karen is quietly admiring the darkly-handsome officers, dressed in smart, pale-blue uniforms with heavily braided caps.  Dark shades.  Their passports are in order and the two “Americanos” move on into Italy.  To the right of the roadway is a large, elaborate sign, written in four languages:  Welcome to Italy.  They CONTINUE along the rugged coastline.

EXT./INT. THE RENAULT - OUTSKIRTS OF PORTOFINO - (SERIES OF SHOTS) - DAY

Kellermann pulls up to a curbside stop, where a sidewalk VENDOR, an old man with a gnarled, leathery face is hawking Italian ices from a small rickety cart.






KELLERMANN



Two strawberry ices, please!  Can you tell us, Signor.



We are looking for a hotel.  The Villa Contessa.  Do you



know where it is?






VENDOR




(brightly)



Yes!  Yes!  The Villa Contessa!  You have come to right



place!  You go to Portofino SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12the harbor!  Look for Piazza



Bellini!  You find Villa Contessa there!  Okay?  Okay?






KELLERMANN



Okay!  Grazie, Signor.  Thank you!

EXT. PIAZZA BELLINI - (PORTOFINO) - DAY

Typical of many Italian cities and towns; centered with a baroquely-carved, marble fountain.  Immediately adjacent, the Villa Contessa.  A former Renaissance mansion, renovated into a small, intimately-styled hotel.  Kellermann pulls up and parks.  They cross to the hotel’s vaulted arcade and ENTER the lobby.

INT. LOBBY - VILLA CONTESSA - (PORTOFINO) - DAY

We see an enormous crystal chandelier, perhaps the only remnant from the former mansion’s 19th Century glory days.  Black marble columns.  Black marble floor.  Ornate Moorish furnishings.  The place is elegant in a faded, dilapidated way SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12a building in search of its forgotten past.

Kellermann and Karen are greeted by a large, heavy-set, black WOMAN.  She weighs at least 200 pounds.  Her hair is dyed a fiery red; she wears large, hoop earrings; her mouth a slash of crimson.  She stares curiously at the visitors for a few seconds, then says with a laugh:






WOMAN



Before you’se say anything at all…before you’se



open your mouths, I’m bettin’ y’all is Americans!



Am I right?  Am I right about dat?






KELLERMANN




(smiles; flipping his ID)



You’re right!  I’m Detective Kellermann with the



Los Angeles Police.  This is Karen Macomber,



also from Los Angeles.






WOMAN




(grabs Kellermann’s hand)



Hi!  So nice to meet a fellow-American.  My name is



Ruby Deveraux.  New Orleans, born and bred.  I manage



the place.  Folks around here calls me Madame Ruby SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12



(glancing at Karen)



Very nice to meet you.






KAREN



It’s very nice to meet you.






RUBY



The detective here, introduced you as Karen Macomber.



Does dat mean you is related to Anne Macomber?



The woman who went missin’ in Monte Carlo?






KAREN



Yes.  Anne Macomber is my mother.






RUBY



Oh, I’se sorry.  Pardon me for mouthing off.  I’se sure



you and Detective Kellermann is here for a good reason.



You gots more to do than chit-chat with an old, fat,



Creole broad like me SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12!






KELLERMANN



As a matter of fact Ms. Deveraux, we are in the process of



investigating Anne Macomber’s disappearance.  You may



be able to help us.






RUBY



I’ll do what I can, Detective.






KELLERMANN



We’re looking for a woman named Gina Giordano.  We were



told we might find her here at the Contessa.






RUBY



Y’all have come to the right place, sir.  Just take a look inside



the bar, behind you.  Look for the most beautiful woman in



the room.  That’d be Gina Giordano.  We calls her “Gigi” 



for short.

INT. BAR - VILLA CONTESSA - (PORTOFINO) - DAY

Business is brisk.  Mostly foreign tourists.  GINA GIORDANO is seated alone near a window where the light is fading.  She truly looks beautiful.  She’s sipping a Brandy Alexander.  A trio of haughty Englishwomen throw quick, askew glances in her direction; reflecting their suspicions as to what she does for a living.  Kellermann and Karen approach her table.






KELLERMANN




(low, almost confidential)



Ms. Gina Giordano?






GINA




(taken by surprise)



Yes.  That’s right.






KELLERMANN




(flashing his ID)



I am Detective Joe Kellermann with the Los Angeles Police.



This is Karen Macomber.  We are investigating her mother,



Anne Macomber’s disappearance and we’d like to ask you



a few questions.  May we sit down?






GINA



Please do.






KELLERMANN




(as they seat themselves)



You are familiar with the Anne Macomber case?



She went missing in Monte Carlo.






GINA



Yes.  Of course.  I am very sorry about what happened



to your mother.






KAREN



Thank you.

Once again, Kellermann extracts the photograph of Laszlo from inside his chest pocket.  He passes it to Ms. Giordano.






KELLERMANN



Do you recognize the man in this photo, ma’am?






GINA




(smiling slightly)



Yes.  I do.






KELLERMANN



His name is Jacob Laszlo.  He’s from California.  Los



Angeles, to be specific.






GINA



So, he told me.






KELLERMANN



My information is that he was in Portofino on Tuesday,



May the 11th, the day before Mrs. Macomber disappeared.



Would you verify that statement, ma’am?






GINA



Yes.  Yes, he was.  I saw him here in the bar that night.



He was alone.  I was with a client.






KELLERMANN



Uh-huh.  Now, this is very important, ma’am.  What about



the following night?  That would be the night of Wednesday,



May 12th.  Did you see Laszlo, that night?






GINA



Yes.  As a matter of fact, we met in the bar around eleven



o’clock that night.  We had a few drinks.  Laszlo



invited me up to his room.  He was registered here



at the hotel.






KELLERMANN




(perplexed)



You’re sure it was Wednesday night, May 12th?  Not



Tuesday, the night before?






GINA



No.  It was Wednesday.  Don’t ask me how I remember,



but I am positive it was Wednesday.




(pauses; smiles)



I stayed all night with him.  Laszlo was, what to you say



in America?  A clod!  A fathead!  But, it was well worth it.



Laszlo paid me handsomely.

INT. LOBBY - VILLA CONTESSA - DUSK

Kellermann walks over to the registration desk and leans in CLOSE to Ruby Deveraux.






KELLERMANN



Ms. Deveraux SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I spoke with Gina Giordano.  A beauty, by



the way.  But, I have this nagging question in my mind.



She told us she spent the night of May 12th with Jacob Laszlo,



here in his room at the hotel.  Can you verify that for me?






RUBY



Of course!  Of course!




(quickly opens guest book)



Lemme see.  Jacob Laszlo.  Yes.  His name is right here.



Two nights.  May 11th and 12th.  I can do better than dat!

She opens a side drawer and pulls out a small wad of credit card receipts.  Deftly, she shuffles through them.






RUBY



Laszlo!  Laszlo!  Yeah, here it is!  Two nights.  May 11th


and 12th.  The charge, Detective SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12220 Euros.




(smiles)



Satisfied?






KELLERMANN



Yeah.  Yeah, Ms. Deveraux.  That’s not what I wanted to



hear, but yeah.  Thanks again for your help.  I really



appreciate it.






RUBY



You is welcome, Detective Kellermann.  Anytime.










DISSOLVE TO:

INT./EXT. SERIES OF SHOTS - KELLERMANN’S CAR - (ITALIAN COUNTRYSIDE) - DUSK

A picturesque landscape of rolling hills and pink, burnt-orange sky.  The sea is always visible in the distance.






KELLERMANN




(an edge of frustration in his voice)



Well, Karen SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I would never call today a good day.



By no means was this a good day.

She remains silent.






KELLERMANN



It looks like Jake Laszlo is off the hook.  We can forget



about him being our prime suspect.  So, it means we are



back to square-one.  I might have believed Giordano was



covering his ass, giving him an alibi, for a price.  But I



would never suspect Ruby Deveraux of doing the same thing.



And besides, she showed me the American Express credit



card receipts, for Chris’sakes!  How much proof do we need?






KAREN




(after a long pause; tearfully)



I know I’ve asked you this before, Detective SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but do you



think they’ll ever find my mother?






KELLERMANN



I gotta be honest with you, Karen.  I really don’t know.




(pauses)



I really don’t know what to say.

EXT. INTERCONTINENTALE HOTEL - (MONTE CARLO) - NIGHT

We see Kellermann’s Renault turn off Place du Casino, and enter the hotel’s long, curved driveway.  He pulls up under the porte-cochere and stops.  He and Karen EXIT the car as a Valet takes over.  They ENTER the glittering entrance to the hotel.

INT. KELLERMANN’S ROOM - INTERCONTINENTALE HOTEL - NIGHT

The TELEPHONE is RINGING, as he enters the room.  He crosses and quickly picks up the receiver.






KELLERMANN



Kellermann, here.






JOUBERT




(filtered throughout)



Detective Joubert speaking.  You arrived from Portofino



with the bearer of good news, may I presume?  In



Captain Russo’s words, “You shot Jacob Laszlo’s alibi



out of the water?”






KELLERMANN



I wish I could say that was true.  But, unfortunately,



Laszlo has a rock-solid alibi.  I have solid proof that



he was in Portofino, on both nights in question.



May 11th and 12th.  That tells me Jacob Laszlo can be



eliminated as our prime suspect.






JOUBERT



I am sorry.  Be that as it may, Detective Kellermann, a



new development in the case has arisen SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



Oh.  And what’s that, Lt. Joubert?






JOUBERT



I would like you to meet with me at my office at precisely



seven-thirty tomorrow night.  I will fill you in with all the



details.  And, oh, it is imperative that you bring



Mademoiselle Macomber with you.  Do you forsee any



problem with that?






KELLERMANN



No.  No problem at all.  Karen Macomber and I will be at



your office promptly at seven-thirty.  We’ll see you then, 



Lieutenant.






JOUBERT



Tres bonne.  Goodnight, Kellermann.

Joubert clicks off.  Kellermann has no sooner hung up when he dials again.  Then:






KELLERMANN



Operator, I would like to make a long distance call



to Los Angeles, California.  The number is 213-720-7772.

There is a long pause and suddenly Russo is on the line.






RUSSO



Yeah.  Russo here SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



Frank SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12it’s Kellermann.

INTERCUT WITH RUSSO AT HIS HPD OFFICE.






RUSSO



Well, whaddya know?  What’s up?






KELLERMANN



You sittin’ down?






RUSSO



Yeah.  Gimme some good news!






KELLERMANN



We struck out with Jake Laszlo.






RUSSO



You gotta be shittin’ me!






KELLERMANN



No.  Not this time.  We checked out the hotel in Portofino.



Laszlo was there.  No question about it.






RUSSO



You’re sure about that?






KELLERMANN



Yeah.  We spoke with Gina Giordano.  She spent the night



with him.






RUSSO



You got solid proof on that?






KELLERMANN



Yeah.






RUSSO



It wasn’t a payoff?






KELLERMANN



The hotel manager showed me his credit card receipts.



We gotta rule Laszlo out, Frank.






RUSSO



Son of a bitch!  There’s no sign of Anne Macomber at all?



Nobody has seen her?






KELLERMANN



That’s right.  For what it’s worth, the Monaco Police



have offered a reward of 35,000 Euros for any info leading



to her whereabouts.




(pauses)



By the way, Frank, I just got a call from Joubert.  He was



telling me there’s been a new development in the case.



I don’t know what he means by that.  Karen and I are to



meet with him at his office tomorrow night.






RUSSO



I wonder what that’s all about SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



I dunno SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but I’ll clue you in as soon as I know something.



Okay, Frank?






RUSSO



Okay.  I’ll let you go.  Get back to me on this, Joe.  Keep me



in the loop.  Will you do that?






KELLERMANN



Sure thing, Cap.






RUSSO



By the way, what time is it there in Monte Carlo?






KELLERMANN



It’s just after midnight.






RUSSO



Time for your beauty-sleep.  Talk to you later.  Goodnight.






KELLERMANN



‘Night, Frank.

EXT. POLICE HEADQUARTERS - (MONTE CARLO) - DUSK - (RAIN)

Kellermann’s Renault pulls up and stops in front of the building.  He and Karen get out and quickly ENTER the building’s marble-faced lobby. They head for the ELEVATORS.

INT. JOUBERT’S OFFICE - POLICE HEADQUARTERS - (MONTE CARLO) - DUSK - (RAIN)

Joubert is seated at his desk.  Kellermann and Karen sit facing him.  He takes a deep drag on his cigarette, then blows a stream of blue smoke into the atmosphere above him.  






JOUBERT



There is no question in my mind.  I am as disappointed



as you are, that things fell apart in Portofino.  If Laszlo



had perjured himself and said he was at the hotel, when



in fact he wasn’t SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12it might have given us something to



go on.  As you just said, Detective Kellermann, it brings



us back to square-one.

As Joubert CONTINUES, he slowly opens a drawer in the desk and takes out a legal-sized, white envelope.  He holds it in his hand temporarily.






JOUBERT



As Detective Kellermann knows, we are in a business of



thieves, liars, blackmailers, wife-beaters, murderers, and



the list goes on.  It may be a ruse, an imposture, but I



received this letter yesterday from a man named Larry



Aaronoff.  Does the name mean anything to you?

They answer in unison:  “No.”  He retrieves the letter.






JOUBERT



I would like to read the letter to you.  “5/26/99.  Dear



Detective Joubert:  Please allow me to introduce myself.



My name is Larry Aaronoff.  I have some important



information regarding the missing American woman,



Anne Macomber, which I think you and Detective



Kellermann will be very interested in.  I would very



much like to meet with you.  It is important that Karen



Macomber also be present.  Meet me at the Café



Metropole, on Rue Lafayette, at 9:00 P.M., Thursday,



May 27.  I will be seated at the rear of the café.  I will



be wearing a red beret.  I hope you will not disappoint



me.  Sincerely, Larry Aaronoff.”




(as he passes the letter to Kellermann)



M’sieur Aaronoff might very well be flimflamming



his way into obtaining the 35,000 Euros, reward money.



But, as I see it, we most certainly will have to follow



through on this SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



Of course.  Of course.






JOUBERT



The letter intrigues me when Aaronoff states,  “It is



imperative that Mademoiselle Macomber also be



present.”  But, we will find out soon enough, what



he means by that.  It is now 8:45.  The Café Metropole



is five minutes from here on Lafayette.  It is in an old



section of the city.  The streets are very narrow and



winding.  I would like you and Mademoiselle



Macomber to follow me, Detective.  Okay?






KELLERMANN



We’ll be right behind you, Lieutenant.






JOUBERT



Then, shall we go?

INT./EXT. SERIES OF SHOTS - RUE LAFAYETTE - (MONTE CARLO) - NIGHT - (RAIN)

Kellermann follows Joubert’s unmarked police vehicle as he drives along the dark, narrow, lightly-trafficked, tree-lined street.

EXT. CAFÉ METROPOLE - (MONTE CARLO) - NIGHT - (RAIN)

The café/bar serves as the ground floor to a 150-year-old, four-story apartment building with a stone façade.  As Joubert and Kellermann pull up and park, the Metropole’s gaudy, red and blue neon is reflected in the wet cobblestone street.

INT. CAFÉ METROPOLE - NIGHT - (RAIN)

As they enter.  The smoke-filled café is long and narrow with an Expresso counter adjacent to street entrance.  A row of ceiling fans waft the blue haze in every direction.  JAZZ MUSIC OVER.  Joubert leads the way through the crowd to a small table at REAR, where LARRY AARONOFF is seated.  In his mid-40’s, Aaronoff, is fat, definitely overweight, pale; an unattractive man.






JOUBERT



M’sieur Aaronoff SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12my intuition tells me you are an



Americain SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





AARONOFF



Your intuition is correct, Detective Joubert.  I am from



New York City.






JOUBERT



Permit me to introduce Detective Kellermann and Karen



Macomber.




(shake hands as they sit)



What brings you to the Sunny Riviera?




(glancing toward street)



It is not supposed to rain in Monte Carlo.






AARONOFF



I decided to get out of New York for awhile.  I’ve always



wanted to see Paris and the French Riviera.






JOUBERT



How long have you been in Monte Carlo?






AARONOFF



A little over three weeks now.  We left New York on



Sunday, May 2nd.






JOUBERT



You said, we?






AARONOFF



Yes.  I am with a friend.






JOUBERT



What do you do in New York?






AARONOFF



I have a very boring job.  A claims adjuster for an insurance



company.  In mid-town Manhattan.






JOUBERT



We have investigated a number of leads in the Macomber



case and unfortunately have gotten nowhere.  You can



surely understand my skepticism when I received your



letter SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






AARONOFF



Of course I can.




(pauses)



But, in this case, I believe I can lead you to the man who



knows  of Anne Macomber’s whereabouts.






JOUBERT



That is a very provocative statement, M’sieur Aaronoff.



But SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12how do we know if SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






AARONOFF




(cutting him off)



I can certainly understand your skepticism, Lieutenant.



But, I happen to have something in my possession that



I’m sure will allay your suspicions.






JOUBERT



And, what is that, sir?

Aaronoff smiles slightly as he reaches into the chest pocket of his coat and takes out a small, black, velvet bag.  Almost with a magician’s deft maneuver, he spills the contents of the bag onto the table.  It is a dazzling, $5,000 string of diamonds and a square-cut, ten-karat diamond ring.






KAREN




(stunned, electrified)



My God!  It’s Mother’s jewelry!






JOUBERT




(after a long pause)



M’sieur Aaronoff, I must ask you the obvious question.



Where did you get this jewelry?






AARONOFF



The jewelry was given to me by a young man named



Rick Romano.






JOUBERT



A few minutes ago you said,  “We left New York on



Sunday, May 2nd.  You said he was a friend.  Would



the man in question be Rick Romano?






AARONOFF



Yes. That’s correct.






JOUBERT



What is your relationship to M’sieur Romano, sir?




(smiles)



Is it more than just a friend?






AARONOFF



All right, Lieutenant.  We’ve been living together in



a Soho loft for the last three years.




(suddenly turning petulant)



We were staying at the Elysee Hotel here in Monaco,



until I returned two nights ago and he’d cleared out!



He’d bailed!  It’s called, being dumped, Detective!






JOUBERT



I understand.






AARONOFF



A couple of nights before that, he told me he’d met



someone.  An American film producer.  I didn’t pay



that much attention to him.  He was always bragging



about the people he knew SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN




(leaning in close)



What else can you tell us about Rick Romano?






AARONOFF



I can tell you this.  He’s 27-years-old.  He’s as handsome



as any movie star.  Women stop dead in their tracks when



they see him.






KELLERMANN



What else?






AARONOFF



What else?  Romano is a callous, self-centered, son of a



bitch!  He’s egotistical, doesn’t give a shit about anyone



but himself SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





JOUBERT



Let us get back to the jewelry, sir.  How did it



come to end up in your possession?






AARONOFF



Romano gave the jewelry to me, one night before



he left.  He said he wanted me to get rid of it.



Hock it!  That’s when I decided to contact you,



Detective.






JOUBERT



I see.  Would you be willing to testify in court that



Romano in fact gave you the jewelry and asked you



to take it to a pawnbroker?






AARONOFF



Yes.  I would.  And there’s something else SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Romano



told me he took a white, mink stole belonging to your



mother, Karen, and sold it to a furrier near the Monte



Carlo Casino.






KAREN




(shocked; disbelieving)



My God!






JOUBERT



Where is Anne Macomber, M’sieur Aaronoff?  Do you know?






AARONOFF



No.  I don’t know.






JOUBERT



Do you have any idea where we can find Rick Romano?






AARONOFF



Yes.  He’s working as a bartender, under the table of course,



at a gay bar called Club Carnivale.  It’s on Rue Montpellier,



not far from here.






JOUBERT



Yes.  I know where it is.




(glancing at Kellermann)



We will need to question, M’sieur Romano.






AARONOFF



By the way, Lieutenant Joubert, am I being premature



in asking about the reward money?






JOUBERT



At this point, I would say yes.  We are looking for



closure here, M’sieur Aaronoff.




(turning to Karen)



I am afraid, Mademoiselle, I will have to take the



jewelry in SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12for photographing and evidentiary



procedure.






KAREN



Of course, Detective.  I understand.






JOUBERT



My advice to you right now, Mademoiselle, is for you



to return to your hotel.  Detective Kellermann and I



will leave immediately for Club Carnivale.  We need



to speak with M’sieur Romano.




(to Aaronoff)



M’sieur Aaronoff, you said you were staying at the



Elysee Hotel.  I will get in touch with you as soon as I



have any information.






AARONOFF



Thank you, Lieutenant.

Joubert picks up the necklace and the diamond ring and carefully slips them inside the velvet bag.  He opens his blazer and places the jewelry inside his chest pocket.  He throws Kellermann a tight glance.






JOUBERT



Well, Detective Kellermann, are you up to facing the



crowd at Club Carnivale?






KELLERMANN



Let’s do it, Joubert!

INT. CLUB CARNIVALE - (MONTE CARLO) - NIGHT - (RAIN)

A glitter dome, walled with mirrors.  Big.  Cavernous.  A la Travolta’s Saturday Night Fever, a glass floor has been installed; flashing lights beneath it.  The DISCO MUSIC is loud, enervating; a heavy, rhythmic, salsa beat,  A white-hot spotlight bounces off a revolving, mirrored ball, showering the dancers below with fragments of diamonds.  And, in the shadowy corners amid seductive glances of anticipation, drugs and carnal desires, the gropings and the hot kisses.

CLOSER.  BAR AREA.  We see RICK ROMANO, 6’-1” tall, a lithe, muscular body; an inflated male ego and staggering good looks.  The focus of many admiring glances from the all-male patrons seated at the bar.  Romano has just placed a half-dozen, freshly-made Margaritas on a silver tray.  A muscle-bound Waiter, clad only in white shorts, picks it up and disappears into the crowd.  Romano turns and looks at his reflection in the bar mirror.  Suddenly, his adrenaline shoots up.  He’s spotted Joubert as he makes his way through the dancing revelers.  He’s heading straight for the bar.  Romano watches him for a micro-second.  Instinctively, he knows this is trouble.  Without hesitation, he bolts through a side door leading to the club’s rear entrance.  Joubert has seen this and quickly gives chase.

INT. REAR HALLWAY - CLUB CARNIVALE - NIGHT - (RAIN)

We see Joubert running down the deserted hallway.  He crashes through the rear door.

EXT. REAR PARKING LOT/ALLEY - CLUB CARNIVALE - NIGHT - (RAIN)

From Joubert’s POV.  Romano has already jumped into his black Mercedes convertible and with tires squealing, is driving away.  Joubert runs down the darkened alley, following him.

INT./EXT. PATROL CAR - CLUB CARNIVALE - NIGHT - (RAIN)

Anticipating that Romano might make a run for it, Kellermann’s vehicle is positioned at the head of the alley; the motor running.  Suddenly, we see Romano’s car come barreling out in front of him.  He takes a sharp left on Rue Montpellier.  Moments later, Joubert leaps inside the patrol car.  Kellermann spins a tight U-turn, and begins to follow the fleeing Mercedes.

INT./EXT. ROMANO’S CAR - NIGHT - (RAIN)

He leans in toward the wheel.  His jaw is firmly set, determined.  His eyes peer into the darkness ahead.  Now, the wail of a police SIREN is screaming in his ears.  The rain-soaked streets are narrow, dark and the Mercedes careens wildly as he turns sharply SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12narrowly missing a group of Pedestrians, who quickly run for cover.

INT./EXT. KELLERMANN’S CAR - NIGHT - (RAIN)

He slams down hard on the gas pedal, following, not far behind.  Determined not to lose him.  He’s closing the gap.  His POV, out the windshield.  Romano, taking a chance, races through a red light at a major intersection.  There is a barrage of squealing BRAKES, and angry car HORNS.  Suddenly, a cab juts out in front of Kellermann.  Driving wildly, he cuts into the oncoming traffic lane.  Another SCREECH of tires and a BLAST of car horns.  He spins around the cab.  Romano is gaining on him.

EXT./INT. SERIES OF SHOTS - ROMANO’S MERCEDES - MONTE CARLO STREETS - NIGHT - (RAIN)

Because of the rugged terrain, many of the streets are winding and steep.  Romano is rushing down a long, sloping incline, swerving dangerously around blind, hairpin curves on the way down.  Soon, he has reached the road bordering the waterfront.

Recklessly, he zigzags through the slow-moving traffic.  At times, he’s moving at 80-miles-per.  He glances up into the rear-view mirror.  He can see the flashing red lights of the police vehicle, not far behind.

The wild chase continues until all at once, Romano finds himself in trouble.  Suddenly, a city bus is seen exiting a side street.  He slams on the brakes but loses control of the car.  The Benz hit’s a stretch of rain-soaked pavement, that is as slick and  smooth as glass.  In a wild, awkward maneuver, the vehicle spins around twice, jumps the curb, and SLAMS into the trunk of a palm tree, with a loud, resounding CRASH.

EXT. CRASH SITE - NIGHT - (RAIN)

Kellermann hits the brakes and the unmarked SCREECHS to a stop.  He and Joubert leap from inside the car and move toward the Mercedes, weapons drawn.  Romano is dazed, but not hurt.






JOUBERT




(yelling)



Get out of the car!  Get out of the car!

Slowly, Romano complies and starts to exit the convertible.






JOUBERT



Now, get on the ground!  Face down!  Get on the ground,



Romano!

Once again, Romano follows Joubert’s orders.  Kellermann moves in and quickly cuffs the suspect.  Two squad cars have arrived by this time.  Joubert leans into the senior POLICE OFFICER, who is driving.






JOUBERT



Sergeant, I would like you to arrange for the Mercedes



to be taken to the police yard for processing SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12you



know the drill.






POLICE OFFICER







Of course, Lt. Joubert.  Of course.

Kellermann assists Romano in getting to his feet.  He leads him toward the unmarked vehicle.  As he is about to enter the rear seat, Joubert walks up to him and sneers:






JOUBERT



Where the fuck do you think you were going, M’sieur



Romano?  This is not the Grand Prix, for Chris’sake!

Romano says nothing, but quietly climbs into the rear of the car.









SLOW DISSOLVE TO:

ESTABLISHING SHOT OF MONACO PRISON - DAY

A tall, hulking, formidable-looking building with a gray, limestone façade.

INT.  MONACO PRISON - INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

A dark, windowless room, deep in the bowels of the prison.  Barren.  Austere.  Claustrophobic.  Romano is seated, facing Joubert and Kellermann.






JOUBERT



Okay, M’sieur Romano, I assume you know what this



is all about SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ROMANO



Say what?






JOUBERT



I assume you know why we brought you here?






ROMANO



No.  I don’t.  You tell me!






JOUBERT



Where were you on Wednesday night.  The night of May 12th.



Between the hours of 11:00 P.M. and 1:00 A.M.?






ROMANO



I don’t remember.






JOUBERT



Why don’t we get right to the point here.  Where is



Anne Macomber, Romano?






ROMANO



I don’t know where Anne Macomber is.  I swear to



Christ, I don’t know!






JOUBERT



Uh-huh.  Did you ever meet Anne Macomber?






ROMANO



No.  I never met her.






JOUBERT



You are aware who Anne Macomber is, I presume.






ROMANO



Yeah.  Of course.  It’s been all over the news.



Television.  Newspapers.  Of course, I know who 



she is SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN




(suddenly interjecting)



For your information, Mr. Romano, we’ve contacted



the NYPD.  You have an interesting rap sheet.  Two



counts of breaking-and-entering.  Aggravated assault



on a former girlfriend.  Two arrests for writing bad checks.






ROMANO



So SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12what’s your point?






KELLERMANN



You’re carrying a lot of personal baggage here, Romano.



It don’t look good.

All at once, Romano’s voice lowers.  He throws Kellermann a tight glance.






ROMANO



You gotta help me, Detective Kellermann.  You gotta get



me outta here.  I don’t wanna rot in this fuckin’ Monaco



prison SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



I can’t help you, Rick.  Not unless you decide to cooperate



with Lt. Joubert.






ROMANO



And do what?






KELLERMANN



Tell him what he wants to know.






ROMANO




(back to Joubert)



I’m not your guy!






JOUBERT



Who is my guy?






ROMANO



You can think whatever you want, but I had nothing



to do with Anne Macomber’s disappearance SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12
Joubert leans in close.  He nails Romano with a cold, accusatory look.






JOUBERT



What if I told you I don’t believe a fucking word you



have said in here today.  What would you say to that?






ROMANO



I’d say, why don’t you bite my ass, Lt. Joubert!

Suddenly, without warning, Joubert hauls off and slugs Romano hard across the face with the back of his hand.






JOUBERT



You don’t talk to me, that way, you scumbag!






ROMANO




(smiling a little)



Is this about the time you haul out the rubber hose,



Joubert?  Or better yet, tie me to the “rack?”



You know SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12the old torture routine?






JOUBERT




(flaring)



You think this is a goddamned joke?






ROMANO



You guys are blowin’ smoke,  You can’t prove nothing.



And you know it!  If you think you can railroad me into



a confession, here SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12you’re full of shit!

Suddenly, Joubert rises from the table, crosses to the door.  He TAPS lightly and the door opens.  A Prison Guard stands in the doorway.






JOUBERT




(snarling)



Get this maggot out of here!

The guard quickly and deftly handcuffs Romano and escorts him out of the room.  Joubert SLAMS the door closed, behind them.  As he returns to the table, a damp smile flickers across his face.






JOUBERT



What do they call it in America, Kellermann?  It is



called “stonewalling,” I believe.  Unfortunately, we



got nowhere with M’sieur Romano.  He admitted



nothing.  But, all is not lost.  I do have a back-up plan.  



I always try to have a back-up plan, Detective.  There



is another way to get to Romano SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and it will include



the services of our American friend, Larry Aaronoff.




(pauses)



You may have noticed that in my interrogation of



Romano, I purposely never mentioned Aaronoff’s name.



Nor, did I mention Anne Macomber’s jewelry.  With



35,000 Euros in the offing, I believe the proposition I



have to offer Aaronoff, will be very difficult for him



to resist.

EXT. HOTEL ELYSEE - (MONTE CARLO) - DUSK

The Elysee on Rue St. Michelle is seedy, time-ravaged and mutilated by a heavy marquee.  A sign, Hotel Elysee, in flickering neon letters.

INT. LOBBY - HOTEL ELYSEE - (MONTE CARLO) - DUSK

 Kellermann and Joubert approach the DESK CLERK, an old codger in his late 70s; tall, incredibly thin, with a two-day stubble of gray beard.






DESK CLERK



Gentlemen SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12what can I do to help you?






JOUBERT




(flipping his ID)



Detective Joubert with the Monaco Police.  And my



colleague, Detective Kellermann from Los Angeles SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





DESK CLERK



Oh.  The police SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






JOUBERT



I have a question for you, sir.  We are looking for a man



named Larry Aaronoff.  An American.  Do you have a



man by that name registered here at the hotel?






DESK CLERK



Oui.  Yes, we do.  You will find M’sieur Aaronoff in Room



No. 210.  His room is right at the top of the stairs.






JOUBERT



Merci.

INT. AARONOFF’S ROOM - HOTEL ELYSEE - DUSK

The room is dark, gloomy.  The weather-beaten furniture, a collection of mismatched pieces SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12worn residue from years gone by.  The windows are open and the SOUND of TRAFFIC, floats up from the street below.  Aaronoff, looking disheveled and half-dressed, leans against the bed headboard.  Kellermann and Joubert sit facing him.






JOUBERT



I would like to get right to it, M’sieur Aaronoff.  We



arrested Rick Romano last night, after we left the Café



Metropole.

Aaronoff looks away briefly and the detectives fail to see the ghost of a smirk filter across his face.






AARONOFF



You arrested him on what charges?






JOUBERT



Evading arrest and reckless driving.  We clocked him at



speeds of over 80-miles-per-hour.  He ended up wrapping



his Mercedes around a palm tree.  The car was totaled SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





AARONOFF



Was he hurt?






JOUBERT



No.  He came out of it without a scratch.  He was very lucky.






AARONOFF



Where is Romano, now?






KELLERMANN



He’s coolin’ his heels at the Monaco Prison.






JOUBERT



We interrogated Romano this afternoon, and quite



frankly, we got nowhere.  When I questioned him as



to Anne Macomber’s whereabouts, he swore he didn’t



know.  In fact he denies ever meeting Madame



Macomber.  Of course, we know that is a lie!






AARONOFF



Of course.






JOUBERT



You know, M’sieur Aaronoff SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12the fact that Romano was



in possession of the jewelry, does not, frankly speaking,



give us a strong case.  We truly need something more.



I would like to ask you a question, M’sieur Aaronoff SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





AARONOFF



I’m listening.






JOUBERT



Would you be willing to go to the prison and pay him a



visit?  You would be wired, of course.  We would want you



to gain his confidence.  We would want you to try and get



him to admit he knew Anne Macomber.  And with any luck



at all, Madame Macomber’s whereabouts.  Would you be



willing to do that, sir?






AARONOFF



But, you forget, Detective Joubert, Romano gave me the heave-



ho.  He dumped me!  He would never agree to seeing me SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





JOUBERT



I disagree, sir.  At this moment, Romano needs money if he is



to be released from prison.  His bond is set for 20,000 Euros.



It is important that your name was never mentioned in our



interrogation.  Nor was the jewelry ever mentioned.




(pauses)



I don’t believe he would refuse to see you.  Romano is in a



desperate situation.






AARONOFF



Perhaps, you’re right.






JOUBERT




(draws in on his cigarette, exhales)



Let us talk hypothetically here, for a moment.  You



call Romano on the telephone.  You tell him you want



to meet with him.  You tell him you are sure you have



a buyer for the diamond jewelry.  You are sure you can



come up with the 20,000 Euros.






AARONOFF



Well SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





JOUBERT



I might remind you, M’sieur Aaronoff, that you will



receive the 35,000 Euros reward money, if Romano is



convicted of abducting Madame Macomber.  I would



certainly give this serious consideration, if I were you, sir.






AARONOFF




(pauses momentarily)



Okay, Detective, I’ll do it.  I’ll talk to Romano.



What do I do now?

Joubert doesn’t answer.  He rises, crosses to the night table and picks up the telephone receiver.  He dials and after a slight pause:






JOUBERT



Would you please connect me with the Monaco Prison.

There is another pause and Joubert hands the receiver to Aaronoff.






JOUBERT



Tell them, you would like to speak with M’sieur Rick Romano.

INT. VISITOR’S CENTER - MONACO PRISON - DAY

A stark, barren room with barred windows.  There is a double row of wooden cubicles facing each other.  A Prison Guard is stationed just inside the visitor room’s entrance.  Aaronoff is seated in one of the cubicles.  CLOSER.  He is quietly ruminating SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12in essence he is apprehensively questioning his decision to cooperate with the police.  Suddenly, a door opens and a uniformed Guard escorts Romano to the cubicle opposite Aaronoff.  Even dressed in blue prison denims, Romano looks strikingly handsome.  He tosses Aaronoff a small smile.






ROMANO



Well, Larry.  I see you made it okay SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





AARONOFF



Yeah.  How are you, Rick?  Are they treating you all right?






ROMANO



I’m okay.  I’ll survive, I suppose.






AARONOFF



I read about the accident in the Journale.  The main thing



is, you weren’t hurt.  They had a picture of the Mercedes



in the paper.  The car’s a mess SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ROMANO



You got that right.






AARONOFF



I read, bond has been set at 20,000 Euros.






ROMANO



Yeah.  That’s what I understand.




(pauses)



Larry, you gotta get me outta here!






AARONOFF



Like I told you on the phone, I think I’ve found somebody



who’s interested in the jewelry.






ROMANO




(his voice rising)



Whaddya mean, “interested?”  Does it look like a done-deal,



or what?






AARONOFF



Some guy wants to buy both pieces.  A present for his wife.



He’s staying at the Intercontinentale.






ROMANO



An American?






AARONOFF



Yeah.  Says he’s from Chicago.






ROMANO



What kind of money are we talkin’ about?






AARONOFF



He’s talking $15,000, U.S.  I’m pretty sure I can get



the rest SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ROMANO



I hope so.  I gotta get my ass out of here!






AARONOFF




(after a pause)



You know, I’m curious, Rick.  How come you had the



diamond jewelry?  You must have met Anne Macomber,



somewhere along the way.  I doubt if you would have



stolen it from her SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ROMANO



Of course not.  We dated.






AARONOFF



You dated Anne Macomber?






ROMANO



Yeah.  I did.  Is that so hard to believe?






AARONOFF



When was that, Rick?






ROMANO



The infamous, Wednesday, May 12th.






AARONOFF



That still doesn’t explain how you got hold of the jewelry SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ROMANO



Who knows what goes on in a woman’s mind?  She just



wanted to sell it.  Get rid of it.  Same as the mink stole.



She told me she was tired of wearing it.  Too ostentatious,



I guess.  I dunno.  She told me to take it to a furrier near



the Casino SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and sell it.  Which I did.






AARONOFF



Uh-huh.  I see.  Where did you first meet Anne Macomber?






ROMANO



We met one afternoon at Starbucks, of all places.  About



a block from the Intercontinentale.  We struck up a



conversation SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and it went on from there.






AARONOFF



And you made a date for Wednesday night, May 12th?”






ROMANO



That’s right.






AARONOFF



She went missing around midnight.  Is that when you



picked her up?






ROMANO



Right.






AARONOFF



What happened after that?  After you picked her up?

Suddenly, Romano’s voice drops almost to a whisper.






ROMANO



Larry, I can’t tell you any more than that.  Not now.



It wouldn’t surprise me if they had this fuckin’ place



bugged.  They could be listening to every word we’re



sayin’.  You know what I’m talkin’ about, Larry?






AARONOFF



Yeah.  Yeah.  I guess you’re right.

INT. MONACO PRISON - INTERROGATION ROOM - DUSK

Kellermann and Joubert are seated at the interview table.  There is a light TAPPING on the door.  The door opens and a Guard escorts Romano into the room.  The cuffs are removed and Romano is seated opposite the detectives.  The guard quickly exits.






JOUBERT




(as he lights up a cigarette)



Alas, we meet again, M’sieur Romano.






ROMANO



What do you want from me?






JOUBERT




(his voice hot, venomous)



I am tired of fucking around with you, Romano.



So, I am going to lay it right on the line.  The



entire conversation you had with M’sieur



Aaronoff this afternoon, was recorded.

Romano stares at the detective.  He says nothing.  Joubert pulls a small portable TAPE RECORDER, lying on the table, toward them.






JOUBERT



I certainly do not plan to bore you by playing the entire



conversation, but there is an excerpt, covering important



details, which I would like to bring to your attention SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ROMANO



Go ahead.  The suspense is killing me.

Joubert flips the “play button.”  All at once, they are listening to the following TAPED CONVERSATION:






AARONOFF



You know, I’m curious, Rick.  How come you had the



diamond jewelry?  You must have met Anne Macomber



somewhere along the way.  I doubt if you would have



stolen it from her SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ROMANO



Of course not.  We dated.






AARONOFF



You dated Anne Macomber?






ROMANO



Yeah.  Is that so hard to believe?






AARONOFF



When was that, Rick?






ROMANO



The infamous, Wednesday, May, 12th.

Suddenly, Joubert presses the “fast-forward” button. The taped conversation CONTINUES:






AARONOFF



And you made a date for Wednesday night, May the 12th?






ROMANO



That’s right.






AARONOFF



She went missing around midnight.  Is that when you picked



her up?






ROMANO



Right.






AARONOFF



What happened after that?  After you picked her up?






ROMANO



Larry, I can’t tell you any more than that.  Not now.

Joubert reaches over and KILLS the recorder.






JOUBERT



It gets worse, Romano.  The necklace and the diamond



ring have been turned over to the police SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ROMANO




(his eyes flashing)



You’re telling me that faggot, Aaronoff, set me up?






JOUBERT



The jewelry has been identified as definitely belonging



to Madame Macomber.  Karen Macomber, her daughter,



has attested to that.




(a slight pause)



M’sieur Romano, we have surveillance tape that identifies



you as entering Tiberio Furriers on Place du Casino with a



large garment bag.  The tape shows you opening the bag



and laying a white, mink stole on the glass counter.



Also, ID’d, as belonging to Anne Macomber.  Also, Romano,



having processed the rented Mercedes, we have a positive



match for Madame Macomber’s fingerprints found inside



the car.  We also compared a hair sample found inside



the car to hair we found in a hairbrush in Madame



Macomber’s hotel room.  Once again, Romano, a DNA,



positive match.

All at once, Romano has a change of attitude.  He suddenly seems exposed, vulnerable.  He turns to face Kellermann.






ROMANO



What should I do, Detective Kellermann?






KELLERMANN



My advice to you right now, Romano, is to cooperate with



Lt. Joubert.  You’ve got work with us.  Tell us exactly



what happened after you picked up Anne Macomber at



the hotel.  Are you willing to do that, Romano?






ROMANO




(a slow response)



Yeah.  I guess I don’t have any choice SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12
Kellermann reaches over and punches the “record” button on the tape recorder.






KELLERMANN



Tell us what we want to know, Romano SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and I can promise



you, Detective Joubert will recommend leniency.  As I see



it, you are in a position to help yourself, Rick.  My



recommendation is to go for it.










FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT./INT.  ROMANO’S MERCEDES - (MONTE CARLO) - DAY

A typically-beautiful, clear, sunny day.  With the Mercedes convertible top down, and wearing dark, aviator-type shades, Rick Romano looks like a Hollywood movie star, as he swings the car into  Place du Casino.  He passes the Hotel de Paris on one side, the Casino on the other.  He passes the Intercontinentale Hotel, with Neptune and its huge, gushing fountain, and continues a block north, where he pulls into the parking lot of the local Starbucks.

EXT. SUNLIT TERRACE - STARBUCKS - (MONTE CARLO) - DAY

The place is crowded, busy.  A combination of students and tourists.  Romano has found a table on the open terrace.  He is sipping his latte and reading Michael Connelly’s latest paperback, when suddenly he glances up.  His POV.  We see ANNE MACOMBER emerge from inside the coffee shop.  She is very attractive.  In her mid-40s, she is well-groomed, well manicured, the clothes are expensive, the jewelry is real.  She hesitates momentarily as she scans the terrace.  She spots a vacant table across from Romano and seats herself.  There is a long pause.  Romano is trying to think of an intelligent opening line.  His trepidation is suddenly broken when she turns toward him, smiling:






ANNE



Monte Carlo is such a lovely place SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I think I could



stay here forever.






ROMANO




(nodding)



Yeah.  I couldn’t agree with you more.






ANNE



Have you been here very long?  I’m assuming you’re



a wide-eyed tourist, just like me SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ROMANO



I’ve been here for almost two weeks, now.






ANNE



Do I detect a New York accent?






ROMANO



That bad, huh?  Yeah.  I’m from New York City.  



Born and bred.  And you?






ANNE



California.






ROMANO



San Francisco?  You look like you might be from



San Francisco.






ANNE



Afraid not.  Los Angeles.






ROMANO




(after a pause)



Listen.  Would you mind terribly, if I joined you



at your table?






ANNE



No.  Not at all.

He picks up his latte and the paperback novel, and slides into the chair opposite her.






ROMANO



You sure you don’t mind?  You know the rep 



New Yorkers have SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12bold, brassy, obnoxious.



They usually come on, like a freakin’ freight train SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ANNE




(laughs; suddenly reaches out her hand)



Hi.  I’m Anne Macomber.






ROMANO



I’m Rick Romano.  Nice to meet you.






ANNE



You look like an actor, Mr. Romano.  Have you ever



tried acting?






ROMANO



Yeah.  I gave it a shot.  Got a walk-on in a couple of



Broadway shows.  I don’t need to tell you, it’s a tough



business.  It’s all about connections and who you know.






ANNE



Yes.  I’m sure that’s true.






ROMANO



Did you come directly to Monte Carlo?  Or, are you one



of those lucky people, who are taking the Grand Tour?



You know, Paris, Rome, Venice?






ANNE



My stepson and his wife live in Paris.  I visited with them



for a few days.  We drove down here together.






ROMANO



You’re staying at the Intercontinetale?






ANNE



Yes.  As a matter of fact, I am.






ROMANO



I take it, you’ve seen all the tourist traps in Monte Carlo?






ANNE



Well, not really.  My stepson has promised to SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ROMANO



I’d be happy to show you around SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ANNE



That’s very nice of you.






ROMANO



I promise, I’ll be a perfect gentleman.






ANNE



I’m sure you would be.  But, we have plans for



tomorrow.  We’re planning to drive over to Portofino



for the day.






ROMANO



Uh-huh.  I see.  And what about the day after that?



Wednesday?






ANNE



My stepson has promised us a tour of the city.  



The Prince’s Palace.  The Cathedral.  The Casino.



Lunch at the yacht harbor.






ROMANO



Looks like I hit a foul ball.  Ah SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12rejection.






ANNE



I’m sorry.






ROMANO



I don’t wanna sound like some irksome ass SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but, I



do have an idea SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ANNE



What’s that?






ROMANO



I’ve been invited to a party, on Wednesday night.



Martin Westheimer, he’s one of those hot-shot 



Hollyood producers.  You’ve probably heard of him SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






ANNE



Yes.  I have.






ROMANO



Anyway, he’s throwing a big party on his yacht.



Westheimer really knows how to throw a party!



Would you like to come with me?  I guarantee,



you won’t be disappointed.






ANNE




(pauses for a long moment)



Well SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






ROMANO



Please?  I don’t think I could take rejection twice



in a row!






ANNE



Well SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I guess so.  It sounds very nice.






ROMANO



I gotta work Wednesday night.  I’m a bartender.



Can I pick you up at your hotel, say, around midnight?






ANNE



Sounds fine.






ROMANO



Okay.  The Intercontinentale.  Wednesday night.



Twelve o’clock, sharp SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ANNE



I’ll be waiting for you.

EXT. DRIVEWAY - INTERCONTINENTALE HOTEL - THE MERCEDES - NIGHT

It’s twelve midnight exactly.  We see Romano turn off Place du Casino and start up the long, curved driveway.

ROMANO’S POV, out the windshield.  We see Anne standing expectantly under the porte-cochere.  She is wearing an elegant, black cocktail dress, a diamond necklace, a white fur stole and a small, white evening bag.  “Jeez SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12she looks great,” Romano whispers to himself.  He pulls up beside her and she quickly slides into the car.  He moves away.

EXT./INT. SERIES OF SHOTS - FROM INTERCONTINENTALE TO PORT HERCULE YACHT HARBOR - NIGHT

Traffic is light.  Romano drives at a moderate speed.  Anne marvels at the neon signs and flashing lights.  We see glimpses of the harbor, BELOW.

EXT. PROMENADE - YACHT HARBOR - (MONTE CARLO) - NIGHT

We see Romano and Anne, as they approach and BOARD Martin Westheimer’s 120-foot-long luxury yacht, the Columbia.

EXT. OPEN DECK - THE COLUMBIA - NIGHT

Westheimer’s party is in full swing.  A seven-piece band provides the loud, invigorating, pop and disco MUSIC.  The open dance floor is crowded with guests, including a few Hollywood celebrities.  On a slightly-pathetic note, FRANKIE DeMARCO, a once, big-time, pop singer of the 50s, now on a down-slide, and washed-up, is singing SOLO.

MARTIN WESTHEIMER is overweight, loud and loquacious.  He smokes custom-made, Havana cigars; sports a flashy diamond ring on his pinkie.  He’s at a table, holding court before a posse of admirers (mostly young women) when Romano introduces him to Anne.  He is impressed and gallantly kisses her hand.  This small embarrassing moment is salvaged, when suddenly the band begins to play.  It’s a solo, saxophone rendition of Unchained Melody, and Romano asks Anne to dance.






ANNE



It’s a beautiful party, Rick SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and Westheimer’s yacht is



magnificent.






ROMANO



Yeah.  This boat is like a floating palace.






ANNE



And, Mr. Westheimer is quite the man, isn’t he?



The women seem to adore him.






ROMANO



He gets his share of the ladies, all right.

They have just returned to their table, when Westheimer asks Anne to dance.  The MUSIC is slow and bluesy and gives them a chance to talk.






ANNE



It’s really a lovely party, Mr. Westheimer SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12and the yacht



is a dream.






WESTHEIMER



Please.  Call me Martin.  And may I call you, Anne?






ANNE



Of course.  You know, Martin, I’ve been wanting



to ask you a question SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





WESTHEIMER



What’s that?






ANNE



Are you familiar with Danielle Beaumaris’work?






WESTHEIMER



Danielle Beaumaris?  Of course!  Of course!  As a matter



of fact I met Ms. Beaumaris in Cannes, last year.  You



know, the film festival.  She’s a charming actress, and



very talented.  Why?  Do you know her?






ANNE



Yes.  She’s married to my stepson.






WESTHEIMER



Interesting.  And they live in Paris.  Right?






ANNE



That’s right.

There is a moment of silence.  When Anne glances up at Westheimer, she notices an odd look of apprehension gather around his eyes.  He seems distracted, disconcerted.






WESTHEIMER



How long have you known Rick Romano?






ANNE



Oh!  We just met yesterday.  Quite by chance, really.



We were having coffee together at a Starbucks.



He graciously invited me to your party SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





WESTHEIMER




(still edgy, uncertain)



Oh.  I see.

Later, when Anne joins Romano at their table, she immediately asks him to show her where the nearest rest room is.  The rest room in question is located at the end of a long corridor off the ship’s main salon.

INT. REST ROOM - THE COLUMBIA - NIGHT

As she repairs her makeup, glosses her lips, she is thinking about Martin Westheimer.  She’s thinking about his strange look when he’d asked the question:  “How long have you known Rick Romano?”  The tone of his voice was oddly challenging; she is bewildered.

EXT. DECK - THE COLUMBIA - NIGHT

Anne’s bewilderment suddenly vanishes, a few minutes later, when she steps out onto the open deck.  HER POV.  In the shadowy darkness, she recognizes the hulking figure of Westheimer, his back turned toward her.  Tightly pressed up against the side of a lifeboat, is Romano.  Both of Westheimer’s hands are cradling Romano’s neck.  For a moment Anne is paralyzed. She freezes.  She HEARS Romano whisper in a low, intimate VOICE:






ROMANO



It’s all right, Martin.  It’s nothing.  Believe me, it’s



nothing.  She’s just some woman I met having coffee.



It doesn’t mean a goddamned thing.  Believe me,



Martin SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12she means nothing.  Nothing at all!

Still unnoticed, Anne quietly RETREATS into the salon corridor and disappears.

EXT. THE COLUMBIA -  PROMENADE - YACHT HARBOR - NIGHT

It’s close to 2:00 A.M., when Romano and Anne step off the Columbia.  The air is cool, refreshing, as they walk back to the Mercedes.  Once inside the car, he throws her a quick, side-long glance.






ROMANO




(playfully)



I know it’s kind of late, Mrs. Macomber SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12but I’d like you



to see the most beautiful place in Monte Carlo.






ANNE



Oh, really?






ROMANO



It’s called Baie Emeraude.  Have you ever heard of it?






ANNE



No.  I haven’t.






ROMANO



It’s on the water, about ten minutes from here.



I’d love to show it to you.






ANNE



Ten minutes from here?






ROMANO



Yeah.






ANNE



Well SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






ROMANO



Please?  I’ll have you back at your hotel by three



o’clock at the very latest.  I promise.






ANNE




(smiles)



Well SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12what have I got to lose, besides a little sleep?

Romano starts the motor and they are off.

EXT./INT. ROMANO’S CAR - BAIE EMERAUDE - (MONTE CARLO) - NIGHT

Baie Emeraude is a narrow estuary of sandy beach.  It’s in a remote, secluded area, hidden by brush and towering trees.  To the left, a spectacular, four-hundred-foot wall of stone granite, rises out of the sea.  To the right, a jungle of royal palms.  Romano pulls the car into a small parking area overlooking the beach and cuts the motor.  There is a long moment of silence as they sit looking out over the water.

THEIR POV.  There is a full moon and the landscape is washed in a soft amber glow.  The lights of Port Hercule glimmer in the distance.  There is no sound except for the waves LAPPING along the shoreline and the soft RUSTLE of palm trees.  They GAZE UP SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12the cobalt blue sky is pierced by a million stars, and beyond these, the dazzle of a million constellations.






ANNE



You were perfectly right, Rick.  This place is



beautiful.  Absolutely gorgeous.






ROMANO



And during the day the water is the most beautiful



shade of emerald green you have ever seen.  I’ve



come out here swimming a few times.  It’s great



for swimming SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ANNE



Oddly enough, I never learned to swim.  Don’t ask



me why, I just never learned SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12
He turns and looks at her with a curious glance.  She catches the look.






ANNE



What SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12?






ROMANO



You know SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12I remember reading a story in the New York



Tribune, about six or seven months ago, about a



millionaire lawyer out in California who committed



suicide.  Shot himself in the head.  As I remember it,



the old guy left his $50 million fortune to his wife.




(his face tightening)



And here’s the kicker SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12apparently, he had two grown



sons by his first wife, and he cut them out of the will.



Left the poor bastards high and dry.  Without a dime!



I figure Macomber’s a pretty unusual name.  You



wouldn’t happen to be related to these people, would you?






ANNE



Paul Macomber, the “old guy,” as you refer to him, was



my husband.






ROMANO



Oh, my God!  I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ANNE



That’s all right.  A legitimate mistake, I suppose.

Not leaving well enough alone, Romano blunders further.






ROMANO



So, this really happened?  He cut the two sons out of



their inheritance?






ANNE



That’s right.






ROMANO



And I remember reading that the two brothers, who were



low-life losers, by the way, would get the money, only



after the death of SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12



(pauses)



Shit!  I think I’ve said enough!




(covering his face with his hands)



Shut your goddamned mouth, Rick Romano!




(then, glancing at her)



I’m sorry.  I apologize.






ANNE




(brittle)



Apologies accepted.






ROMANO



You sure?






ANNE



Yes.  I’m sure.

He opens the glove compartment and takes out a silver flask of liquor.  Quickly, removing the cap, he hands it to her.






ROMANO



Would you like a drink?  It’s bourbon.






ANNE



No, thank you.  I’m fine.






ROMANO



You sure?






ANNE



You sure?  This is kind of a little game you like to play,



isn’t it?

He says nothing and takes a swig of the liquor.  The air has suddenly turned somewhat tense between them.  There is a noticeable change in Anne’s demeanor.  She has become a little on the defensive side.  Testy.






ANNE



Your Martin Westheimer is an interesting man SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ROMANO



My Martin Westheimer?  Yeah.  Martin’s a kick.






ANNE



I might as well be totally honest with you, Rick.



When I left the ladies room, I saw you and Westheimer



out on the deck.






ROMANO




(unperturbed)



Whatever you heard out there was pure bullshit.



I’m referring to you, of course.






ANNE



You mean, “Believe me, it’s nothing.  She’s just some



woman I met having coffee.  It doesn’t mean a 



goddamned thing.”  Is that what you mean, Rick?






ROMANO



I’m sorry I said those things.




(pauses; turns deadly serious)



But, you know it, and I know it.  You gotta play the game SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ANNE



What game are you talking about?






ROMANO



I’m going back to the States with Westheimer.  We’re



leaving next week.  Our first stop, Barcelona, Spain.



Then, Lauderdale, the Canal, Acapulco and SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12 L.A.






ANNE



Hmmm.  Sounds like a nice trip.






ROMANO



Frankly speaking, between you and me, I can’t stand



Westheimer.  He’s gross.  He’s a repulsive man.



I cringe every time he touches me.




(his eyes brightening)



But, Martin can do a lot of things for me.  He can open



doors.  He knows a lot of important people in Hollywood.



He knows everybody.  Agents.  Producers.  He thinks he



can get me into the movies.  There’s nothing wrong with



that, is there?






ANNE



No.  Of course not.






ROMANO




(another large gulp of the bourbon)



But, let’s be honest, Anne.  You don’t approve, do you?



I can tell.  You don’t approve SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





ANNE

                        What difference does it make SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12whether I approve or



not?  You have your life to lead.  I have mine.  If this



career is that important to you, why not?






ROMANO



This “career” as you call it, means everything to me.



All my life, I have wanted to be an actor.  I have always



wanted to be the center of attention, I guess.  I just



didn’t wanna be a nobody.  I wouldn’t expect you to



understand that SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12
Suddenly, Anne hikes the mink stole close around her shoulders.






ANNE



I think we’d better leave now.






ROMANO



Why?  We just got here.






ANNE



It’s getting chilly.  I’d like to go back to the hotel, now.

Once again, he takes a large swig of the bourbon and then begins to move closer to her.






ANNE



Let’s go, Rick.






ROMANO



I dunno why you’re in such of a hurry SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12
He grabs her and begins to kiss her.  She is shocked.  She pushes him away.






ANNE



What are you doing?  What are you doing, Rick?






ROMANO



Come on, Anne SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12let’s not kid ourselves.  You want it 



as much as I do!  You can’t bullshit me!

He grabs her roughly once more and tries to kiss her mouth.  Angry now, she pushes him away.  She SLAPS him hard across the face.






ANNE



I want you to take me to my hotel SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12so you can



get back to your Martin Westheimer SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12!






ROMANO




(the words sting.  Like a whip)



You bitch!




(snarls)



Don’t gimme that Westheimer shit!

He strikes her fiercely across the face with the back of his hand.  Her head snaps back.  He throws the metal flask to the floor and lunges toward her.  Savagely, he grabs her dress at the bodice and with a violent, brutal yank, rips it open, exposing her breasts.  Mortified, she struggles to push him away, but he keeps assaulting her.  Tenacious.  Relentless.

Finally, she manages to open the car door.  She literally falls onto the ground.  Scrambling to her feet, she runs down the short incline to the beach.  Now, she is running across the sand.  She is no match for Romano.  In a matter of seconds he has caught up to her.  He grabs her around the neck.  Frantically, she tries to break away from him.  She does, and quick, cobra-like, he once again grabs her, and pulls her down onto the sand.  Now, she is lying on her back.  He is straddling her.  She looks up at him, her head rocking back and forth.  She is screaming at him:






ANNE



You are a nothing, Rick!  You are a sorry excuse for



a man!  You are disgusting!  Go back to your Martin



Westheimer!  You two deserve each other!

Caught in a grip of fury, Romano grabs her around the neck, and using all of his strength, begins to strangle her.  She resists ferociously, and it is then that he picks up a piece of nearby driftwood, and shoves it down over her throat.  She begins to gasp for breath.  He presses down even harder, harder SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12 and suddenly, she isn’t breathing anymore.  Anne Macomber is dead.









  SLOW DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MONACO PRISON - INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

Joubert and Kellermann gaze at Romano in stunned silence.  Finally:






JOUBERT



Tell me, M’sieur Romano, what happened next?



What happened, after you had killed Madame



Macomber?






ROMANO



I knew I had to get rid of the body.  I had to hide it.



Baie Emeraude is a quiet place, usually deserted.



I decided to dig a deep hole in the sand.  Which,



I did.  I removed the diamond necklace and her ring,



and then, I buried her.






JOUBERT



I see.  I have just one more question for you M’sieur



Romano.  If we drove out to Baie Emeraude, tomorrow



morning, could you indicate for us, precisely where



Madame Macomber is buried?






ROMANO



Yes.  Of course, I can.

EXT. BAIE EMERAUDE - (MONTE CARLO) - DAY

We see a cordon of three police vehicles slowly making its way down the narrow and winding road, leading to Baie Emeraude.  In the sparkling sunlight, the water in the bay is a brilliant, emerald-green.  Kellermann and Joubert are seated inside the leading, unmarked sedan.  Romano, handcuffed, sits in the rear.  The police car is followed by a CORONER’S wagon, and behind that, a third vehicle, containing FORENSICS personnel.  The vehicles pull up and stop at the small parking area, overlooking the beach.  As the Forensics Staff begins to unload their equipment, the two detectives exit the unmarked.  Kellermann unlocks the rear door, and Romano, with some difficulty, as his hands are cuffed, manages to get out of the car.  The three men walk down the short incline, to the beach.

EXT. GRAVESITE - DAY

Romano takes the lead position as they begin to cross the sand toward the gravesite.  Romano knows exactly where the gravesite is located.  It is about twenty feet away from the trunk of a large palm tree.  Joubert pulls on a pair of latex gloves.  He’s spotted a thick, two-foot-long, piece of bleached driftwood lying in the sand.  Gingerly, he picks it up.  He turns to face Romano.






JOUBERT



M’sieur Romano, is this the piece of driftwood you were



referring to?






ROMANO



Yes.  It is.






JOUBERT




(passes the driftwood to FORENSICS MAN)



Let’s have this bagged for evidence SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





FORENSICS MAN



Yes, sir.  Of course.

Soon, the Coroner’s People have erected a small canopy over the site.  Two Burly Assistants begin to carefully dig into the sand.  Within a few minutes, there is evidence of Anne Macomber’s decomposed body.

EXT. REAR PARKING LOT - MONACO PRISON - DAY

It’s almost noon when Joubert’s car rolls into the parking lot.  The detectives, with Romano, still in handcuffs, enter the building.

INT. REAR STAIRWAY - MONACO PRISON - DAY

With Romano in the lead (his hands are cuffed in FRONT of him) Joubert and Kellermann, climb the stone, spiral stairway.

INT. MAIN FLOOR - RECEPTION AREA - MONACO PRISON - DAY

As they enter.  There is a lot of activity.  Noise.  Confusion.  Civilian Employees, Police Types, Lawyers, heading out for lunch.  Suddenly, everyone’s attention is directed to a MAN who is being brought in, just after he’s been arrested.  CLOSER.  The man, dirty, disheveled, in his 40s is obviously drunk.  He is loud, obstreperous; he keeps YELLING at the DEPUTY, who is trying to control him.  It is at the precise moment when the uniformed deputy SLAMS the prisoner against the wall, that Romano quickly moves forward, and GRABS the officer’s .45 automatic out of his holster.  He backs away a few steps.






JOUBERT



DROP THE GUN, ROMANO!  DROP THE GUN!

In a move that is instant and almost surrealistic, Romano leans forward, presses the gun tightly against his forehead and pulls the trigger.  There is a single, loud BLAST of the gun and he falls into a heap on the floor.  Rick Romano is dead.

INT. KELLERMANN’S ROOM - HOTEL INTERCONTINENTALE - DAY

Kellermann has just entered.  Tired, sluggish, he takes off his jacket and tosses it down on the bed.  He falls into a nearby lounge chair, picks up the telephone receiver, and quickly dials a number.  Then:






KELLERMANN



Operator, I wonder if you could help me, please.  I’d like



to make a long distance call to Los Angeles, California.



The number is 213 720-7772 SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





OPERATOR




(filtered)



One moment please, sir.

INTERCUT WITH RUSSO AT HIS HPD OFFICE






RUSSO



Yeah.  This is Captain Russo, here SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





KELLERMANN



Frank, it’s me SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Kellermann.






RUSSO



I figure it’s about time I heard from you, Kellermann.



What’s going on?






KELLERMANN



I got some good news and some bad news for you, Cap.






RUSSO



Okay.  Lemme have the bad news first.






KELLERMANN



Anne Macomber has been found.






RUSSO



Yeah.  And?






KELLERMANN



She’s dead, Frank.






RUSSO




(a long pause)



Aw, shit!  I’m really sorry to hear that.  What happened?






KELLERMANN



It’s a long story.  I’m gonna fill you in on all the details



when I see you.  We got a lucky break.  An informant



came to us with Anne Macomber’s jewelry.  Joubert



and I took it from there.  Joubert’s really a good man.






RUSSO



What about the suspect?  Was he arrested?






KELLERMANN



Yes.  He was.  He made a full confession.




(after a beat)



After IDing Mrs. Macomber’s body, we brought him back



to the Monaco Prison SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



And?






KELLERMANN



There was a big hullabaloo in reception.  A deputy was



trying to subdue a drunk and the suspect grabbed for



his gun SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12





RUSSO



And?






KELLERMANN



The guy shot himself.  A young American from New York.






RUSSO



Uh-huh.  I see.  How is Karen Macomber taking all of this?






KELLERMANN



We had lunch together this afternoon.  I explained to her,



how it all went down.  She was devastated.




(pauses)



By the way, Frank SYMBOL 8212 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12Karen has decided to have her mother



buried here in Monte Carlo.  I think it’s a good idea.



Anne really loved it here, so I understand.






RUSSO



Okay, Joe.  When do you think you’ll be coming back?






KELLERMANN



They are having a small, private funeral service, tomorrow



afternoon.  Karen and I have booked plane tickets for



tomorrow night.  Air France from Nice to Paris.  We



have a direct flight from Paris to L.A. 





RUSSO




(after a brief pause)



You did a good job over there, Kellermann.  I gotta



hand it to you.  I’m lookin’ forward to seeing you



back in the office.  Okay?






KELLERMANN



Okay, Frank.  I’ll see you soon.

Slowly, he hangs up the telephone, and we SYMBOL 8230 \f "Times New Roman" \s 12









FADE TO BLACK






THE END


