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( THE CREDITS ROLL TO Soul Coughing’s “Screenwriter’s Blues”. IT IS 5 A.M. IN LOS ANGELES, 1997. A 1963 CADILLAC CONVERTIBLE DRIVES NORTH ON THE SAN DIEGO FREEWAY. BEHIND THE WHEEL IS ELIZABETH ROMANO, AN ATTRACTIVE WOMAN IN HER LATE TWENTIES/EARLY THIRTIES. SHE IS WEARING A BUSINESS SUIT, SUNGLASSES, AND HER HAIR IS PULLED BACK INTO A TIGHT PONYTAIL. WHILE THE TITLES APPEAR ON-SCREEN, THE CAMERA FOLLOWS THE CADILLAC THROUGH UNUSUALLY LIGHT TRAFFIC. DESTINATION: WEST LOS ANGELES.

( EXTERIOR: CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

(  ELIZABETH PULLS-UP TO THE FRONT OF THE HOTEL, EXITS THE CAR AND IS GREETED BY A HOTEL EMPLOYEE. THE TRUNK IS OPENED, TWO BAGS ARE REMOVED AND TAKEN INSIDE. AFTER A BRIEF CONVERSATION WITH THE VALET, ELIZABETH ENTERS THE HOTEL. 

( INTERIOR: GUEST ROOM, CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

(  FROM INSIDE THE DARKENED ROOM THE SOUND OF THE DOOR BEING UNLOCKED IS HEARD. THE DOOR OPENS AND THE HOTEL EMPLOYEE ENTERS THE ROOM WITH ELIZABETH CLOSELY BEHIND HIM. THE EMPLOYEE SETS THE BAGS IN AN APPROPRIATE PLACE AND BEGINS TO LEAVE. ELIZABETH TIPS HIM, THEY EXCHANGE PLEASANTRIES, AND HE EXITS. SHE SITS IN A TIRED FASHION ON THE BED FOR A FEW MOMENTS, RUBBING HER FACE WITH BOTH HANDS. AFTER A VERY AUDIBLE EXHALE, SHE RISES FROM THE BED, WALKS TO THE TELEPHONE AND DIALS A LONG DISTANCE NUMBER.

ELIZABETH

(INTO THE PHONE)



(TIRED) Mom? Hi, it’s me. Yea, I just got in. (PAUSE) 



Oh, don’t ask. It was a nightmare. (PAUSE) I guess it




really wasn’t that bad. I’m just tired. (PAUSE) I’m going 



over to see his old boss this morning. I suppose



that’s the best place to start, I don’t know. (PAUSE,

THEN SLIGHTLY ANNOYED) Ma, I just told you

what was the matter: I’m really tired. (A PAUSE, THEN 

GENTLY) I didn’t mean to snap at you; I’m sorry. But

I am going to hang-up now, okay? (PAUSE, THEN

SINCERELY) I love you, too. Goodbye.

( ELIZABETH GENTLY CRADLES THE PHONE ON THE RECEIVER. SHE STARES WITH GLAZED EYES AT THE FLOOR FOR A FEW SECONDS, THEN RAISES HER HANDS TO HER FACE AND DROPS BACKWARD ONTO THE BED IN AN EXHAUSTED FASHION. 

ELIZABETH



(TIRED AND EXASPERATED) Oh, God!

(  SHE REMAINS ON THE BED IN THIS POSITION AS THE SCENE SLOWLY FADES TO BLACK. 

( INTERIOR: GUEST ROOM, CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

( LATER THAT MORNING. ELIZABETH IS SEATED ON THE BED, WEARING A ROBE. SHE IS EATING A BOWL OF CEREAL AND DRINKING A CUP OF COFFEE. THE Los Angeles Times IS SPREAD OUT ON THE BED AND THE TELEVISION IS ON. THE STORY BEING REPORTED ON TV CONCERNS THREE AFRICAN-AMERICAN MEN WHO WERE ARRESTED AFTER BEING DETAINED BY POLICE IN BEVERLY HILLS.

( INTERIOR: SHOWER, ELIZABETH’S GUEST ROOM

( ELIZABETH IS TAKING HER MORNING SHOWER. HER MIND DRIFTS BACK TO WHEN SHE WAS A YOUNG GIRL: SOME NEIGHBORHOOD BOYS ARE HASSLING HER. ONE OF THE BOYS PUSHES HER SLIGHTLY. FROM THE FRONT DOOR OF THEIR HOUSE, ELIZABETH’S OLDER BROTHER, JOHNNY APPEARS. HE COMES QUICKLY TO HER AID, THREATENING THE BOYS SHOULD THEY BOTHER HIS SISTER AGAIN. AS THE BOYS BACK DOWN, THE RECOLLECTION SLOWLY FADES. ELIZABETH REMAINS IN THE SHOWER, NEARLY MOTIONLESS. WITH THE WATER STREAMING DOWN ON HER, THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

( WITH Soul Coughing’s “Blue Eyed Devil” PLAYING OVER THE IMAGE, ELIZABETH EXITS THE HOTEL AND WALKS TOWARD THE CENTURY CITY TWIN TOWERS. SHE ENTERS THE TOWER ON THE RIGHT.

( INTERIOR: SALES OFFICE/ TELEVISION NETWORK 

( ELIZABETH ENTERS THE OFFICE AND IS GREETED BY THE RECEPTIONIST; AN ATTRACTIVE, YOUNG HISPANIC WOMAN.   

RECEPTIONIST

May I help you?

ELIZABETH

Elizabeth Romano to see Raymond George.

RECEPTIONIST

Are you related to John Romano by any chance?

ELIZABETH

Yes, I’m his sister.

RECEPTIONIST

How is he? He never comes around to see us any-

more! Is he still in L.A.?

ELIZABETH



Good question. We’re not really sure.

RECEPTIONIST



Well, if you see him tell him that Christine is really mad



at him, and that he’d better call me. Okay?

ELIZABETH



(SLIGHTLY PATRONIZING) Okay, Christine, I will.

RECEPTIONIST



Good!

( THERE IS AN AWKWARD MOMENT OF SILENCE.

ELIZABETH

So, is Raymond here?

RECEPTIONIST

Oh yea, I forgot! I am so zoned today! 

· ELIZABETH SMILES TIGHTLY AT HER, BUT SAYS NOTHING. THE RECEPTIONIST PICKS-UP THE PHONE AND INTERCOMS RAYMOND’S OFFICE TO ANNOUNCE ELIZABETH. AFTER A BRIEF CONVERSATION, SHE HANGS-UP THE PHONE.

RECEPTIONIST



His office is all the way in the back.

ELIZABETH



(IN A DRY MANNER) Thank you.

RECEPTIONIST

(CALLING AFTER ELIZABETH) It was nice meeting you!

(TO HERSELF) Bitch. What is her damage?

( INTERIOR: RAYMOND GEORGE’S OFFICE

( RAYMOND RISES TO GREET ELIZABETH. HE IS A TALL, FIT, OVERDRESSED MAN, WORKING HARD TO AFFECT A “LAID BACK” L.A. STYLE. HE ACTS AS IF HE WERE SLIGHTLY STONED.

RAYMOND



(EXTENDING HIS HAND) Elaine, nice to meet you.

ELIZABETH



(SHAKING HIS HAND) It’s Elizabeth. Nice to meet you, 

too. Thank you for seeing me.

RAYMOND



Elizabeth, of course. (CHUCKLES QUIETLY TO HIM-



SELF) Have a seat, please. 

( ELIZABETH TAKES A SEAT IN FRONT OF HIS DESK. RAYMOND WALKS SLOWLY AROUND THE DESK TO SEAT HIMSELF, STOPPING TO PICK-UP A MINIATURE BASKETBALL, WHICH HE TOSSES TOWARD A HOOP AT THE OTHER END OF THE OFFICE. THE SHOT MISSES BADLY.

RAYMOND

Oooh! Almost had it! (HE SITS) So, how is John? We

never see him anymore.

ELIZABETH



(UNCOMFORTABLE) Well, that’s…kind of the reason



I’m here.

RAYMOND



I don’t follow.

ELIZABETH



We, uh, my family, hasn’t heard from Johnny for almost



four months.

RAYMOND



No shit?

ELIZABETH



(PUT OFF BY THE GRAMMAR) No shit.

RAYMOND



(DISTRACTED, LOOKING THROUGH SOME DOCU-



MENTS ON HIS DESK) Is that unusual for John?

ELIZABETH



Well, yes, it’s very…

( THE TELEPHONE RINGS

RAYMOND



Excuse me for a second. (PICKS-UP THE PHONE)



Raymond George. (CHUCKLES QUIETLY) Well,



hello. (PAUSE) Of course I didn’t forget you. Not



after last night. (HE SHOOTS A LOOK AT ELIZABETH



WHO STARES BACK AT HIM IMPATIENTLY)

RAYMOND



Can I call you back? There’s someone in my office.



(PAUSE) Of course I have the number. (PAUSE)



Okay, let me call you back. (PAUSE) Okay. Ciao.



(HE HANGS-UP THE PHONE, CHUCKLES



AGAIN, THEN ADDRESSES ELIZABETH) Now I



remember John telling me about you. You’re a



private investigator or something? That’s very sexy.

ELIZABETH



Actually, I’m a Corporate Insurance Fraud Investigator.



I always wanted to be a Private Investigator; then I saw



V.I. Warshawski and it put me off the idea forever.

RAYMOND



(NOT GETTING THE REFERENCE) Well, it’s still


very sexy.

ELIZABETH



(CURTLY) Thank you…I guess. Could we get back to



Johnny, please.

RAYMOND



Oh, right, right, John. Where is he now?

ELIZABETH



Well, we don’t know. That’s why…

( THE PHONE RINGS AGAIN.

RAYMOND



Excuse me, let me get…

ELIZABETH



(QUIETLY, BUT VERY FORCEFULLY) No, please,



don’t pick-up the phone.

RAYMOND



Well, I have to…

ELIZABETH



(EMPHATICALLY) No. (THE PHONE STOPS RINGING



AND SHE COMPOSES HERSELF) Mr. George…

RAYMOND



Raymond, please.

ELIZABETH



Raymond. I’ve flown out here because my family is



very concerned about my brother. We haven’t heard



from him, we don’t know where he is, we don’t know



if he is all right. We didn’t even know that he had quit



this job until we called and were told he had left three


months ago. I don’t mean to be rude, but I am not out



here on vacation. I am very worried about Johnny.



This is very uncharacteristic of him to disappear like



this. (PAUSE) Now, I need five minutes of your time,



to see if there is any information that you can give 

me that might help me find him. Please.

RAYMOND



(MORE SERIOUS) What can I do for you?

ELIZABETH



I just want to know anything that you think might be



be important, that could give me a little insight.

RAYMOND



(TRYING TO THINK) I don’t know…I mean, we all



loved John. He was a good guy, he did good work,



he was passionate about his job; maybe a little too



passionate.

ELIZABETH



What does that mean?

RAYMOND



He’d get wound pretty tight. I mean, there’s a lot of



pressure in this job and…he didn’t tolerate fools



lightly, let’s put it that way.

ELIZABETH



Did he say why he was quitting?

RAYMOND



Look, Elizabeth: there was something about John



that just didn’t quite fit in. We all knew that he wasn’t



cut-out for this kind of work. I mean, here’s a single



guy living in Los Angeles, making six figures, work-



ing for a television network and he never seemed



happy…never seemed satisfied. The day he came in



to my office to tell me that he was quitting, I remem-



ber thinking two things: One, here was a guy leaving



a job that most people would cut off their right arm



to have; and two, in the four years that I knew him,



I had never seen him that content.

ELIZABETH



Did he say where he was going, or what he was go-



ing to do?

RAYMOND



I don’t think he knew what he was going to do. He

came by the office a couple of times to say hello, but



I don’t think anybody’s seen him lately. You’re welcome



to ask around.

ELIZABETH



Maybe I will. (SHE RISES) Well, Raymond, thank you



for your time. Sorry if I’m a little edgy.

RAYMOND



(RISES AND WALKS AROUND THE DESK TO HER)



Here’s my card. Give me a call if there’s anything I can



do. Where are you staying?

ELIZABETH



Right here at the Century Plaza.

RAYMOND



Close by. Maybe I could come by for a drink after work?



You’re very attractive.

ELIZABETH



(BARELY ABLE TO CONCEAL HER DISTASTE FOR



THE IDEA) No, I don’t think so.

( RAYMOND SHRUGS SLIGHTLY AND CHUCKLES. THEY SHAKE HANDS AND ELIZABETH OPENS THE OFFICE DOOR.

( EXTERIOR: HALLWAY JUST OUTSIDE RAYMOND’S OFFICE
RAYMOND



You know what was really funny about your brother?



The things that we would take personally, he would



never take personally and the things that he would



take personally we would never even think about

taking personally. Does that make any sense?

ELIZABETH



Yes. In an odd sort of way, it does. (SHE SHAKES



HIS HAND AGAIN) Well, thank you again. Maybe



I’ll be in touch.

RAYMOND



I hope you will. (CALLING AFTER HER) And good



luck finding John.

( AS ELIZABETH WALKS DOWN THE SHORT HALLWAY TO THE OFFICE EXIT, SHE PASSES A NUMBER OF SMALLER OFFICES. THE FIRST OFFICE SHE GLANCES INTO REVEALS A YOUNG ACCOUNT EXECUTIVE BEHIND A DESK BURIED IN PAPERWORK. HE IS ON THE TELEPHONE.

ACCOUNT EXECUTIVE



(VERY STRESSED) I know! I’ll try to get it to you as



soon as I can! I understand, Marilyn. I’ll try to get it



done by C.O.B. today…

( ELIZABETH CONTINUES WALKING THROUGH THE HALLWAY. SHE PASSES ANOTHER OFFICE: A FEMALE ACCOUNT EXECUTIVE IN HER THIRTIES IS SITTING IN A CHAIR. HOVERING OVER HER IS A FEMALE ACCOUNT EXECUTIVE IN HER MID-FIFTIES, SPEAKING IN A THICK NEW YORK DIALECT AND GESTURING IN A VERY ANIMATED FASHION.

N.Y. ACCOUNT EXECUTIVE



You have no idea, Mindy: I’ve been keeping tabs



on everyone’s vacation and sick days. There are



people in this office getting away with murder…

( THE LAST OFFICE THAT ELIZABETH PASSES IS DARKLY LIT. BEHIND A COMPULSIVELY ORGANIZED DESK SITS A MALE ACCOUNT EXECUTIVE IN HIS LATE THIRTIES. HIS REDDENED FACE IS BURIED IN HIS HANDS AND HE IS MUMBLING TO HIMSELF. 

( AS ELIZABETH NEARS THE EXIT SHE PASSES THE RECEPTION DESK. THE RECEPTIONIST IS ON THE PHONE WITH A PERSONAL CALL. ELIZABETH GIVES THE RECEPTIONIST A SLIGHT WAVE, WHICH IS DELIBERATELY IGNORED. ELIZABETH NOTICES THE SNUB, SMIRKS AT THE GESTURE, AND EXITS THE OFFICE. AS THE DOOR LATCHES SHUT THE SCENE CUTS TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: SANTA MONICA BOULEVARD, CENTURY CITY

( WITH Soul Coughing’s “City Of Motors” ACCOMPANYING THE IMAGES, ELIZABETH DRIVES THE CADILLAC CONVERTIBLE OUT OF THE CENTURY CITY PARKING GARAGE AND THEN EASTBOUND ON SANTA MONICA BOULEVARD. THE TOP IS DOWN ON THE AUTO AND THE SUN IS SHINING BRIGHTLY. WHEN SHE REACHES THE SANTA MONICA/WILSHIRE INTERSECTION, ELIZABETH STEERS THE CAR ONTO WILSHIRE AND CONTINUES EASTBOUND. DURING THE RIDE SHE OBSERVES THE FOLLOWING IMAGES: AN L.A.P.D. HELICOPTER FLIES OVERHEAD CONTINUOUSLY. AT ONE POINT, ELIZABETH SNEAKS AN EXTENDED LOOK AT THE CHOPPER ABOVE, BUT HER ATTENTION IS QUICKLY RETURNED TO THE ROAD BY THE SOUND OF SCREECHING BRAKES AND IMPACTING METAL. AN EXPENSIVE FOREIGN CAR HAS RUN A RED LIGHT AND COLLIDED WITH ANOTHER EQUALLY EXPENSIVE AUTO AT A BEVERLY HILLS INTERSECTION.

( NEAR WILSHIRE & LaBREA, ELIZABETH NOTICES AN L.A.P.D. SQUAD CAR THAT HAS PULLED-OVER A LATE MODEL TOYOTA FILLED WITH THREE OR FOUR HISPANIC MEN. A LARGE GROUP OF HISPANIC MEN & WOMEN WAITING AT THE BUS STOP WATCH THE SCENE IN SILENCE. ELIZABETH CONTINUES DRIVING UNTIL SHE IS A FEW BLOCKS SHY OF THE WILSHIRE BLVD/WESTERN AVENUE INTERSECTION. SHE TURNS LEFT, OFF OF WILSHIRE, AND DRIVES TO AN APARTMENT BUILDING BETWEEN WILSHIRE AND SIXTH STREET IN “KOREA TOWN”. ELIZABETH PULLS THE CADILLAC TO THE CURB AND TURNS OFF THE IGNITION.

( INTERIOR: APARTMENT BUILDING, “KOREA TOWN”

( A WHITE APARTMENT DOOR MARKED #111 SWINGS OPEN. FROM THE HALLWAY, ELIZABETH ENTERS THE APARTMENT WITH THE BUILDING MANAGER, MR. LEE, AND BEGINS TO LOOK AROUND. 

MR. LEE



This is best apartment in building.

ELIZABETH



And why is that?

MR. LEE



Best value for dollar. Your brother good businessman.

ELIZABETH



How long ago did you say Johnny left?

MR. LEE



Six month ago, maybe seven.

ELIZABETH



Six months. Still haven’t rented-out the best apart-



ment in the building?

MR. LEE



Rentals down. These fucking Koreans too scared to

live in their own neighborhood: too many blacks.

ELIZABETH



My brother didn’t leave a forwarding address?

MR. LEE



He was in big hurry.

ELIZABETH



What do you mean?

MR. LEE



Leave in one night. Leave clothes, personal items.



Never came back for deposit. (PAUSE) Where do



you come from?

ELIZABETH



Me? I live in Chicago.

MR. LEE



That’s a good city. Lots of Koreans there. Who did



you rent car from?

ELIZABETH



Uh, Avis…at the airport.

MR. LEE



(WITH AN DISAPPROVING FACIAL EXPRESSION)



They’re no good. You should rent from Korean rental



car on Sixth Street. Best deal. Number one.

ELIZABETH



(SLIGHTLY AMUSED) Well, I’m kind of locked-in to



this rental now. Mr. Lee, could I just look around for



a while? 

MR. LEE



Just make sure the door is locked when you leave. 



(BEGINS TO EXIT, THEN STOPS) Your brother was



good guy. We went out sometime. He baby sit for



my daughters, Stacey & Grace. They love him. So



did my wife, I think. She divorced me. (PONDERING



THE THOUGHT, THEN) Okay, you lock-up, okay?



Nice meeting you.

ELIZABETH



It was nice meeting you, too, Mr. Lee. Thank you.

MR. LEE



You tell John to come back and get deposit.

ELIZABETH



I will. Thanks again. 

( MR. LEE EXITS THE APARTMENT, LEAVING THE DOOR SLIGHTLY AJAR. ELIZABETH WALKS SLOWLY AROUND THE ROOM. THE PLACE IS EMPTY, WITH THE EXCEPTION OF A BROWN PAPER GROCERY BAG, STUFFED WITH CRUMPLED PAPERS, IN THE MIDDLE OF THE KITCHEN; AND A CARDBOARD BOX IN THE CORNER OF THE MAIN ROOM. ELIZABETH NOTICES THE GROCERY BAG FIRST. SHE BEGINS TO SIFT THROUGH THE CONTENTS: THERE ARE VARIOUS UNPAID CREDIT CARD & UTILITY BILLS WITH HER BROTHER’S NAME ON THEM. MOST ARE OVERDUE BY AT LEAST THREE MONTHS, SOME LONGER. ASIDE FROM THESE, THE ONLY OTHER NOTABLE ITEMS IN THE BAG ARE A DOZEN (OR SO) CRUMPLED PIECES OF WHITE 8( x 11 PAPER. ELIZABETH SMOOTHES A FEW OF THE SHEETS OUT. EACH CONTAINS A SINGLE IMAGE DOWNLOADED FROM THE INTERNET. EACH IMAGE IS SEXUAL IN CONTENT, AND EVERY WOMAN DEPICTED IS EITHER ASIAN, HISPANIC, OR AFRICAN-AMERICAN. THE EXPLICIT NATURE OF THE IMAGES RANGES FROM SIMPLE NUDE PHOTOGRAPHY TO BONDAGE. ELIZABETH IS SLIGHTLY THROWN BY THIS DISCOVERY. SHE CRUMPLES EACH OF THE SHEETS BACK INTO A BALL AND REPLACES THEM IN THE BAG.

( ELIZABETH THEN MOVES TO THE BOX IN THE CORNER OF THE MAIN ROOM. SHE FOLDS BACK THE CARDBOARD FLAPS OF THE BOX AND BEGINS TO EXAMINE THE CONTENTS. AMONG THE ITEMS ARE TWO AWARD PLAQUES FROM THE NETWORK, CITING HER BROTHER AS THE TOP ACCOUNT EXECUTIVE IN TWO DIFFERENT YEARS; THERE IS ALSO A COPY OF Barry Lopez’s BOOK, “Arctic Dreams”, A MINIATURE Green Bay Packers HELMET, A FOLDED MAP OF ITALY, AND A BUNDLE OF PHOTOGRAPHS BOUND TOGETHER WITH A RUBBER BAND. ELIZABETH UNDOES THE RUBBER BAND AND PERUSES THE PHOTOS.

( SOME OF THE PHOTOS ARE FROM COMPANY FUNCTIONS, AND DEPICT ELIZABETH’S BROTHER POSING WITH VARIOUS TELEVISION CELEBRITIES; THERE IS A SERIES OF PICTURES WITH ELIZABETH’S BROTHER AND VARIOUS WOMEN, MOSTLY ASIAN & HISPANIC; TOWARD THE BOTTOM OF THE SMALL PILE ARE FAMILY PHOTOS. ELIZABETH SORTS SLOWLY THROUGH THESE, PAUSING TO LET THE MEMORIES AND SENTIMENT FILTER THROUGH. WITH A LUMP IN HER THROAT, SHE REPLACES THE RUBBER BAND AROUND THE PHOTOGRAPHS AND RETURNS THEM TO THE BOX. 

( AFTER A VISUAL SCAN OF THE REMAINING CONTENTS, ELIZABETH REACHES DEEP INTO THE BOX AND PULLS OUT A SMALL PORCELAIN PIG. THIS TRIGGERS A MEMORY OF SHE AND HER BROTHER AT A PETTING ZOO WHEN ELIZABETH WAS PERHAPS 5 OR 6 YEARS-OLD. HER OLDER BROTHER IS HOLDING HER HAND, HELPING HER PET A VERY LARGE PIG THAT SHE WANTS TO TOUCH, BUT IS AFRAID TO. ELIZABETH’S BROTHER SPEAKS SOOTHINGLY TO HER, HELPING HER OVERCOME HER FEAR. SHE EVENTUALLY TOUCHES THE ANIMAL, LETTING OUT A SMALL YELP OF CHILDISH EXHILARATION, MUCH TO HER BROTHER’S DELIGHT. AS THE YOUNG ELIZABETH CONFIDENTLY STROKES THE SIDE OF THE PIG, THE MEMORY FADES BACK TO THE PRESENT. A MELANCHOLY SMILE CROSSES ELIZABETH’S FACE AS SHE REPLACES THE PIECE OF PORCELAIN AND CLOSES THE BOX.

( STILL KNEELING DOWN ON THE FLOOR NEAR THE BOX, ELIZABETH IS STARTLED BY THE SOUND OF THE FRONT DOOR CREAKING FARTHER OPEN. SHE WHEELS AROUND TO SEE A YOUNG KOREAN-AMERICAN MAN (DENNIS) STANDING IN THE DOORWAY.

DENNIS



(INNOCENTLY) Hi, I’m Dennis.

ELIZABETH



(ANGRY) Hi, Dennis! Don’t people knock in L.A.?

DENNIS



(SHRUGS) Uh, nobody lives here. Are you moving in? 



Hope so.

ELIZABETH



(ANNOYED) No, I’m not. And if I had been thinking 



about it, I wouldn’t be anymore.

DENNIS



Are you Johnny Romano’s sister?

ELIZABETH



(SUSPICIOUSLY) How did you know that?

DENNIS



You look like him, and he told me about you. He said



you were a babe, but you were kind of a bitch. You’re



a cop, right?

ELIZABETH



So you know Johnny…

DENNIS



We used to hang-out every now and then.

ELIZABETH



Do you know where he is?

DENNIS



Not really.

ELIZABETH



Do you have any idea where I can find him?

DENNIS



The first place I’d try is Chan Dara.

ELIZABETH



What’s Chan Dara?

DENNIS



It’s this awesome Thai restaurant in West L.A. --- Johnny



loves to go there.

ELIZABETH



Why?

DENNIS



The Asian girls, sis. He loves them. (WHISPERING 



PLAYFULLY) He’s got the Yellow Fever.

( THE SCENE CUTS TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: APARTMENT BUILDING, “KOREA TOWN”

( ELIZABETH EXITS THE FRONT DOOR OF THE APARTMENT BUILDING AND CROSSES THE STREET TOWARD HER PARKED CAR. A SMALL GROUP OF YOUNG HISPANIC MEN ARE STANDING NEAR THE CAR, CONVERSING IN SPANISH. 

( AS ELIZABETH APPROACHES THE CADILLAC THE MEN CHECK HER OUT AND SEEMINGLY BEGIN TO TALK ABOUT HER, ALTHOUGH SHE CANNOT BE SURE. A FEW OF THE MEN MAKE A HISSING SOUND AT HER, AND SOME OF THE OTHERS LAUGH AT THIS. AS ELIZABETH ENTERS THE CAR SHE SHOOTS THE MEN AN ANNOYED LOOK AND FIRES THE IGNITION. WITH SOME DIFFICULTY, SHE NEGOTIATES A U-TURN AND HEADS BACK TOWARD WILSHIRE BOULEVARD. SHE TURNS RIGHT AND PROCEEDS WESTBOUND. THE FOLLOWING IMAGES ARE ACCOMPANIED BY Soul Coughing’s “Is Chicago, Is Not Chicago”. 

( AS SHE DRIVES TOWARD WEST L.A., ELIZABETH OBSERVES THE BEST & WORST OF WHAT LOS ANGELES HAS TO OFFER: NEAR WILSHIRE & LaCIENEGA A HOMELESS MAN PUSHES A SHOPPING CART FILLED WITH SURVIVAL ITEMS; FURTHER WEST, AN ATTRACTIVE COUPLE, TANNED, PHYSICALLY FIT, AND WEARING DESIGNER CLOTHES, STANDS IN FRONT OF AN EXOTIC SPORTS CAR DEALERSHIP, HOLDING HANDS; WHEN THE CAR IN FRONT OF ELIZABETH SLOWS TO A NEAR HALT, SHE GENTLY TAPS THE HORN. THE DRIVER OF THE VEHICLE IMMEDIATELY RAISES HIS RIGHT HAND AND EXTENDS HIS MIDDLE FINGER. ELIZABETH COCKS HER EYEBROW IN MILD SURPRISE. 

( SHE PASSES THROUGH BEVERLY HILLS AGAIN, THE IMAGE STRAIGHT FROM A CHAMBER OF COMMERCE PAMPHLET: BEAUTIFUL, STYLISH PEOPLE STROLLING THROUGH THE STREETS UNDER A GLORIOUS SKY. FOR THE REST OF THE DRIVE THE IMAGES ALTERNATE BETWEEN THE PLEASANT AND UNPLEASANT: A POLICE HELICOPTER CIRCLES OVERHEAD; TWO DRIVERS SHOUT OBSCENITIES AT EACH OTHER AS THEY ARE DRIVING; THE TWIN TOWERS OF CENTURY CITY GLINT IN THE AFTERNOON SUNLIGHT; TRAFFIC SLOWS TIME-AND-AGAIN FOR NO APPARENT REASON; YOUNG, BEAUTIFUL PEOPLE DOT THE SCENERY; THE LUSH GREENERY OF A GOLF COURSE OFFSETS A THREE-CAR COLLISION; AT A STOP LIGHT, A POLICE CAR PULLS-UP NEXT TO ELIZABETH’S CAR. A YOUNG, WHITE L.A. POLICE OFFICER WEARING SUNGLASSES STARES DIRECTLY AT ELIZABETH FOR THE DURATION OF THE RED LIGHT, SLIGHTLY UNNERVING HER. EVENTUALLY, SHE PARKS THE CADILLAC IN FRONT OF THE CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL AND WALKS INSIDE.

( INTERIOR: LOBBY, CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

( ELIZABETH WALKS THROUGH THE LOBBY TOWARD THE ELEVATORS. A WELL-GROOMED MAN DRESSED IN AN EXPENSIVE SUIT WATCHES HER FROM THE MOMENT SHE ENTERS THE FRONT DOOR, SUBTLY EYEING HER UP-AND-DOWN. 

( HE VISUALLY FOLLOWS HER THROUGH THE LOBBY TO THE ELEVATOR BANK. WAITING FOR AN ELEVATOR, ELIZABETH SNEAKS A GLANCE AT THE MAN, WHO AVERTS HER GAZE. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, AN ELEVATOR ARRIVES AND ELIZABETH BOARDS IT.

( INTERIOR: HOTEL ROOM, CENTURY PLAZA

( ELIZABETH ENTERS HER ROOM AND TURNS ON A LIGHT. THE TELEVISION IS ON, WHICH STRIKES HER AS ODD. SHE TAKES OFF HER SUIT JACKET, LAYS IT NEATLY ON THE BED, AND MOVES TOWARD THE TV TO TURN IT OFF. THERE IS A STORY ON ESPN ABOUT THE 30TH ANNIVERSARY OF THE NEW YORK JETS’ UPSET WIN OVER THE BALTIMORE COLTS IN SUPER BOWL III. IN THE MIDDLE OF JOE NAMATH’S FAMOUS GUARANTEE OF VICTORY, ELIZABETH TURNS THE TELEVISION OFF. SHE MAKES HERSELF A VODKA & SODA FROM THE “WET BAR” AND SITS ON THE BED IN A TIRED FASHION.

ELIZABETH



(QUIETLY) Johnny, where are you?

( ELIZABETH TAKES A SIP OF THE DRINK AND LAYS IT ON THE SIDE OF THE BED. SHE LAYS BACK ON THE BED AND CLOSES HER EYES. AN INDISCERNIBLE AMOUNT OF TIME PASSES. THE TELEPHONE RINGS, JOLTING ELIZABETH OUT OF A DEEP SLEEP. SHE TAKES A MOMENT TO CLEAR HER HEAD, THEN REACHES FOR THE PHONE.

ELIZABETH



Yes?

( THERE IS A MOMENT OF SILENCE FROM THE OTHER END OF THE LINE, THEN A DISCONNECTION. ANNOYED AT HAVING BEEN AWAKENED FOR THIS, ELIZABETH LETS OUT A SMALL “Ugh!” AND GROGGILY SITS UP, CHECKING HER WATCH. GRABBING A PEN, SHE GETS AN OUTSIDE LINE ON THE TELEPHONE AND DIALS DIRECTORY ASSISTANCE.

ELIZABETH



Chan Dara on Pico Boulevard, please?

( INTERIOR: CHAN DARA RESTAURANT

( AROUND 7 P.M. - THE STYLISH THAI RESTAURANT WITH A NEON-LINED BAR IS ONLY FAIRLY BUSY AS ELIZABETH ENTERS. NONETHELESS, THE ENERGY LEVEL IS HIGH. THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING Soul Coughing’s “Supra Genius”. PATRONS AND STAFF ARE FASHIONABLY DRESSED, ESPECIALLY THE INORDINATE NUMBER OF YOUNG ASIAN WOMEN AT THE BAR. THIS IS NOT A “MEAT MARKET”, JUST AN ENVIRONMENT WHERE THE RESTAURANT STAFF IS FAMILIAR AND THE WOMEN CAN COME WITHOUT BEING HASSLED. AS ELIZABETH IS LOOKING AROUND, A BEAUTIFUL THAI WOMAN, ACTING AS HOSTESS, GREETS HER. THEY EXCHANGE A FEW WORDS AND ELIZABETH EVENTUALLY MAKES HER WAY TO THE BAR.

( BEHIND THE BAR ARE TWO BARTENDERS: EDDY, A HANDSOME EURASIAN MAN IN HIS MID-TWENTIES, AND JASMINE, AN ENERGETIC, SEXY VIETNAMESE WOMAN IN HER EARLY TWENTIES. AS ELIZABETH SITS DOWN AT THE BAR EDDY GREETS HER WARMLY. THERE IS AN IMMEDIATE, UNDERSTATED, MUTUAL ATTRACTION. 

EDDY



Hi. Can I get you something to drink?

ELIZABETH



Yes…um, could I get an Absolut and soda, please?

( EDDY MIXES THE DRINK IN FRONT OF HER.

ELIZABETH



Kind of quiet, huh?

EDDY



It’ll pick up in a couple hours. You came at the right



time.

ELIZABETH



Get a lot of regulars here?

EDDY



Yea. Almost everybody at the bar’s a regular. (MAKING



A SMALL JOKE) Kind of sad, huh? (THEY SHARE A 



QUIET LAUGH) My name’s Eddy.

ELIZABETH



I’m Elizabeth.

EDDY



Nice to meet you Elizabeth. (TAKING A CLOSER 



LOOK) You definitely haven’t been here before. I’d



remember you.

ELIZABETH



Good call. This is my first time. (PAUSE) Actually,



I’m trying to find somebody.

EDDY



(JOKINGLY) Aren’t  we all.

ELIZABETH



(SLIGHTLY EMBARRASSED, BUT LIKING HIS STYLE) 



Well, that way, too, but, um, I’m trying to find my brother. 



Someone told me he’s a regular here.

EDDY



Who’s your brother?

ELIZABETH



Johnny. Johnny Romano.

EDDY



Oh sure! I know Johnny. Great guy.

ELIZABETH



(SLIGHTLY DESPERATE) Have you seen him?

EDDY



(THINKING ABOUT IT) Not lately. Why? Is he



all right?

ELIZABETH



Well, I don’t know. He’s been missing since…

( ELIZABETH’S SENTENCE IS INTERRUPTED BY THE OTHER BARTENDER, JASMINE, WHO APPROACHES EDDY WITH A COCKTAIL SHAKER IN HER HAND.

JASMINE



Come on, Eddy: We’re doing “Sex On The Beach” at



the end of the bar!

EDDY



(IN A BIG BROTHERLY FASHION) I’ll be right there.



You guys go ahead.

JASMINE



(GESTURING WITH THE SHAKER TO ELIZABETH)



Want some? They’re good!

ELIZABETH



(NOT SURE, LOOKING TO EDDY) Um…

EDDY



“Sex On The Beach” is one of her signature drinks.



Kind of sweet, but they’re pretty good. Jasmine, this is



Johnny Romano’s sister, Elizabeth.

JASMINE



Johnny! Where is that naughty boy?

( A GROUP OF YOUNG, ATTRACTIVE ASIAN WOMEN CALL OUT TO JASMINE FROM THE END OF THE BAR: THEY WANT THEIR “SEX ON THE BEACH”. 

JASMINE



Okay, I’m coming! Hold your horses! (TO ELIZABETH, 



POURING HER A DRINK FROM THE SHAKER) 



Jeez, my public is so demanding!

( JASMINE RETURNS TO THE GROUP AND SERVES THEM THEIR DRINKS.

ELIZABETH



(AMUSED AT JASMINE’S ENERGY) Is she always



like this?

EDDY



Always. She’s got one gear. (PAUSE) That’s strange



about Johnny. Did you go to the police?

ELIZABETH



Almost immediately…

EDDY



…and they said that almost 3( million people disappear



in this country every year. And most of them want it



that way.

( BEFORE ELIZABETH CAN RESPOND TO THIS, EDDY IS BECKONED BY ANOTHER PATRON AT THE BAR. HE EXCUSES HIMSELF AND ATTENDS TO THE CUSTOMER. ELIZABETH SIPS HER “SEX ON THE BEACH” AND IS SURPRISED BY ITS GOOD TASTE. SHE TAKES A LARGER SWALLOW AND BEGINS TO LOOK AROUND THE RESTAURANT/BAR. AMONG THE BAR PATRONS ARE TWO CAUCASIAN MEN DRESSED IN BUSINESS SUITS; ONE IN HIS EARLY THIRTIES, THE OTHER QUITE A BIT OLDER. BOTH ARE DRINKING A COCKTAIL AND STARING AT ELIZABETH, ALMOST LEERING. ALREADY FEELING THE EFFECTS OF HER POTENT DRINK, ELIZABETH QUICKLY AVERTS HER EYES. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, EDDY RETURNS.

EDDY



You’ve probably thought of this already, but you’ve 



checked the pool place on Santa Monica, right? 

ELIZABETH



No. What pool place?

EDDY



You’re brother always comes in with this guy named



Tommy, and I know that they like to shoot pool at



this place right over here, on Santa Monica.

ELIZABETH



(TAKING A NOTEPAD FROM HER JACKET POCKET)



Do you know the name of this place?

EDDY



No, but I know where it is. I could take you over there.



(STUDYING HER CLOSELY) Do you feel okay?

ELIZABETH



(LIGHT HEADED) Uh, yea. Um, if you could give me



a general idea of where it is I’ll go over there tomorrow. 



Whew! I think I’m getting drunk.

EDDY



(CHUCKLES) Sex On The Beach. They’re pretty potent. 



Let’s get you something to eat.

ELIZABETH



No, that’s okay. I’ll just go back to the hotel.

EDDY



Please, hang-out for a while. (SHE HEDGES) Keep



me company at the bar?

ELIZABETH



(MULLS IT OVER FOR JUST A MOMENT) All right.



(LAUGHS A LITTLE) Actually, this is kind of nice.



It’s the first time I’ve relaxed since I got here. 

EDDY



Great! I’ll get a menu.

ELIZABETH



And ask Jasmine to come over with the shaker, will



you?

( ELIZABETH LOOKS DOWN AT HER EMPTY GLASS, THEN SNEAKS A LOOK AT THE TWO MEN WHO WERE WATCHING HER. THEY ARE INVOLVED IN A VERY SERIOUS CONVERSATION WITH EACH OTHER. AS ELIZABETH IS ABOUT TO LOOK AWAY, THE OLDER OF THE TWO MEN SHOOTS AN EXTENDED GLANCE AT HER WHILE IN MID-SENTENCE. THIS TIME, ELIZABETH STARES BACK AT HIM RESOLUTELY, REFUSING TO TURN AWAY FIRST. STILL SPEAKING, THE OLDER MAN MEETS HER STARE FOR A FEW MOMENTS, THEN LOOKS AWAY. ELIZABETH CONTINUES TO GLARE FOR A FEW MORE SECONDS, THEN RETURNS HER GAZE TO THE BOTTOM OF HER EMPTY GLASS. THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK. 

( INTERIOR: CHAN DARA RESTAURANT

( TWO HOURS LATER. AS EDDY PREDICTED, THE PLACE IS BUSIER NOW. ELIZABETH IS IN THE SAME SPOT, AN EMPTY PLATE SITTING IN FRONT OF HER, AS WELL AS A SHAKER FULL OF “SEX ON THE BEACH”. THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING Soul Coughing’s “Moon Sammy”. JASMINE IS OPPOSITE ELIZABETH, ALSO DRINKING FROM THE SHAKER. ALTHOUGH IT IS BUSY, JASMINE IS ABLE TO FILL THE DRINK ORDERS AND CARRY-ON A CONVERSATION WITH ELIZABETH ALMOST EFFORTLESSLY. ELIZABETH IS ABOUT HALF-DRUNK, HER SPEECH SLOWER BUT NOT SLURRED. 

ELIZABETH



…I mean, yes, he had a lot of responsibility in the



family, yes, he had to handle a lot of the dirty jobs,



yes, he was the one we all turned to when we couldn’t



go to our parents…but I have to do that, too! Who do



you think they sent out here to find him?


JASMINE



You!

ELIZABETH



(EMPHATICALLY) Me! And you don’t  see me dis-



appearing, do you?

JASMINE



Women are stronger than men, no question.

ELIZABETH



(TAKING A DRINK) You said a mouthful, sister.

( A YOUNG MALE BAR PATRON CALLS TO JASMINE FROM THE OTHER END OF BAR. 

JASMINE



(HER VOICE ALMOST A PARODY) Coming, honey!



(TO ELIZABETH) These people work me like a plow



horse. (AS SHE MOVES TO THE END OF THE BAR)



Watch the shaker, Liz!

( AS ELIZABETH HELPS HERSELF TO MORE FROM THE SHAKER, A YOUNG MALE (PROBABLY A UCLA STUDENT) APPROACHES HER FROM BEHIND. HE HAS HAD A FEW BEERS, AND AS HE SPEAKS TO ELIZABETH HIS FACE IS ALMOST TOUCHING HERS. SHE IS LESS THAN THRILLED ABOUT THIS. 

KID



My friends and I were watching you and we think you’re



really hot. Can I buy you a drink?

ELIZABETH



(QUIETLY, BUT FIRMLY) Go away.

KID



(WALKING AWAY FROM HER) Bitch.

( EDDY APPROACHES FROM ANOTHER SECTION OF THE BAR.

EDDY



Everything all right?

ELIZABETH



(STARTING TO RUN OUT OF GAS) Nothing I can’t 



handle, but thanks. I think I’m gonna get going.

EDDY



(DISAPPOINTED) Oh, too bad. It’s going to start



slowing down pretty soon. Stay for one more?

ELIZABETH



(PULLING MONEY FROM HER BAG) No, Eddy, I can’t.



 I’m sorry.

EDDY



Put your money away, this one’s on us. (PRE-EMPTING



HER PROTESTATIONS) Don’t worry about it. It’s my



pleasure. Really. (WRITING ON A BUSINESS CARD)



Listen, I know you’re pre-occupied right now, but I’d



really like to see you again; outside of this place. You



can’t see from over there, but I have feet and legs, all



the lower extremities. (EMBARRASSED) I didn’t mean



anything by that…

ELIZABETH



(AMUSED BY HIS SHYNESS) I know…

EDDY



I just mean that I’d like to see you again…

ELIZABETH



(TAKING THE BUSINESS CARD) I’d like that, too,



if it works out. (HANDING HIM $20) At least accept



this for you and Jasmine…for the kitty.

EDDY



Thanks. Are you all right getting back to the hotel? 



(AS SHE IS NODDING YES, A WAITRESS CALLS 



EDDY) Aaah! Call me, okay?

ELIZABETH



I’ll see what I can do…

( AS EDDY WALKS AWAY TO FILL THE DRINK ORDER, ELIZABETH STANDS UP. SHE WOBBLES A LITTLE, BUT GETS HER BEARINGS. LOOKING TOWARD THE OPPOSITE END OF THE BAR, SHE CALLS OUT.

ELIZABETH



Good night, Jasmine!

( JASMINE IS ENTERTAINING A GROUP OF UCLA BOYS. SHE TURNS TOWARD ELIZABETH AND GIVES A HEARTY WAVE, THEN BLOWS HER A KISS.

JASMINE



Goodbye, Little Sister! Come back and see us, okay?!

( JASMINE RETURNS TO HER AUDIENCE AS ELIZABETH MAKES HER WAY THROUGH THE CROWD TOWARD THE EXIT. SHE GLANCES ONE LAST TIME AT THE TWO BUSINESSMEN. THE YOUNGER ONE SEES HER LEAVING, SAYS SOMETHING TO HIS PARTNER, AND RISES FROM HIS SEAT, MAKING HIS WAY TOWARD ELIZABETH. NOTICING THIS, ELIZABETH PUSHES MORE VIGOROUSLY THROUGH THE CROWD. SHE EXITS THE RESTAURANT, NOT LOOKING BACK.

( EXTERIOR: PICO BLVD., JUST OUTSIDE THE RESTAURANT 

( HER PACE QUICKENED, ELIZABETH WALKS TOWARD THE CAR, PARKED A COUPLE OF BLOCKS AWAY. SHE IS UNNERVED BY THE THOUGHT OF THE MAN FOLLOWING HER, BUT ATTEMPTS TO EXUDE AN AIR OF POISE AND CONFIDENCE AS SHE WALKS DOWN THE PEDESTRIAN-LESS STREET. A FEW CARS PASS BY ON PICO, AND ELIZABETH PUTS SOME DISTANCE BETWEEN HERSELF AND THE RESTAURANT, RELAXING JUST A LITTLE: THE CADILLAC IS NOW IN PLAIN SIGHT. SHE AFFECTS A CASUAL GLANCE BACKWARD TOWARD THE RESTAURANT. THE MAN HAS EXITED THE ESTABLISHMENT AND, INDEED, IS FOLLOWING HER. ELIZABETH AGAIN PICKS UP HER PACE, REACHING HER PARKED CAR. NOT LOOKING UP, SHE FUMBLES SLIGHTLY WITH THE KEYS BUT OPENS THE DOOR. QUICKLY ENTERING THE CAR, SHE STARTS IT, ENGAGES THE AUTOMATIC TRANSMISSION, AND JERKS THE VEHICLE AWAY FROM THE CURB, EASTBOUND ON PICO TOWARD THE HOTEL. ONLY THEN DOES SHE GLANCE INTO THE REAR VIEW MIRROR, WHERE SHE SEES THE MAN COMING TO A HALT ONLY A FEW FEET AWAY FROM WHERE THE CAR WAS PARKED. AN EXHALE OF RELIEF ESCAPES FROM HER MOUTH AS THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: SANTA MONICA BLVD., WEST LOS ANGELES

( LATE AFTERNOON, THE NEXT DAY. ELIZABETH IS DRIVING WESTBOUND TOWARD THE BILLIARD PLACE. SHE IS HUNG-OVER FROM THE NIGHT BEFORE. LATE AFTERNOON TRAFFIC IS BUMPER-TO-BUMPER, THE MOVEMENT BARELY PERCEPTIBLE. DRIVERS JOCKEY IN AND OUT OF LANES RANDOMLY, RAISING THE IRRITATION LEVEL AMONG THE ALREADY IRATE. HORNS ARE BLOWN, OBSCENITIES EXCHANGED AS PART OF THE DAILY MIGRATION TOWARD THE SAN DIEGO FREEWAY. ELIZABETH SITS IN THE CADILLAC WITH A SLIGHT FROWN OF ANNOYANCE, HEAD RESTING AGAINST HER LEFT ARM, WHICH IS PROPPED ON THE DRIVER’S SIDE DOOR. AMID THESE SOUNDS AND IMAGES, THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK. 

( EXTERIOR: BILLIARD PLACE, SANTA MONICA BLVD. 

( AN HOUR LATER. THE CADILLAC IS PARKED IN FRONT OF THE BILLIARD PLACE/RESTAURANT.

( INTERIOR: BILLIARD PLACE 

( ELIZABETH HAS JUST ENTERED THROUGH THE FRONT DOOR. SHE WALKS TO THE BAR AND SITS DOWN WEARILY. TAKING HER SUNGLASSES OFF, SHE RUBS HER EYES AND FOREHEAD, TRYING TO SHAKE THE LINGERING EFFECTS OF “SEX ON THE BEACH”. THE PLACE IS MODERATELY UPSCALE, TAILORED FOR THE WEST L.A./UCLA CROWD. THE BARTENDER APPROACHES. HE IS TYPICAL FOR THIS TYPE OF PLACE: COOKIE-CUTTER SIZE, SHAPE, AND DEMEANOR; GOOD-LOOKING IN A TYPICAL WAY. HE IS FRIENDLY, BUT NOT TOO BRIGHT.

BARTENDER



Hi. How can I help you?

ELIZABETH



(IN AN ANNOYED TONE) Well, you can start by call-



ing the City and telling them to install some left-turn



arrows at some of their busiest intersections. No won- 



der it takes so goddamn long to get around.

BARTENDER



(WAY OVER HIS HEAD) I’m sorry…can I…

ELIZABETH



(TERSELY) A tall glass of mineral water, please.



(AS HE GOES TO GET IT) And a Bloody Mary!

( THE BARTENDER COMES BACK WITH BOTH DRINKS. ELIZABETH IMMEDIATELY SWALLOWS TWO ASPIRIN AND WASHES THEM DOWN WITH THE WATER.

BARTENDER



(TRYING TO BE CLEVER) Bloody Mary at four in



the afternoon, huh?

ELIZABETH



(STARING A HOLE THROUGH HIM) I’m a health



nut.

( INTIMIDATED, THE YOUNG MAN BEGINS TO WALK AWAY. ELIZABETH BECKONS HIM BACK.

ELIZABETH



Hey wait! (COLLECTING HERSELF) I’m sorry. I’m 



being a real bitch. (PRODUCING A PHOTO OF



HER BROTHER) Do you know this guy?

BARTENDER



I’ve seen him, I don’t know his name. He comes in



with Tommy Cascio all the time.

ELIZABETH



(PERKING UP) Tommy.

BARTENDER



Yea, Tommy’s here all the time.

ELIZABETH



Do you know how I can find Tommy?

BARTENDER



Are you a cop?

ELIZABETH



(CLOSING HER EYES & RUBBING HER TEMPLES)



No, but I play one on TV.

BARTENDER



(EXCITED) You do?

ELIZABETH



(STILL RUBBING HER TEMPLES) No. (PAUSE)



Look, can you just tell me where to find Tommy?

BARTENDER



He’ll probably be here in a couple of hours.

ELIZABETH



Great. (GATHERING HER THINGS) I’ll be over in



that booth. When he comes in, point him out to me,



okay?

BARTENDER



(PLAYING TOUGH) What’s in it for me?

ELIZABETH



(EXASPERATED) A big, wet one right on the mouth.

BARTENDER



(EXCITED) Really?

ELIZABETH



(LEANING IN, THEN QUIETLY) No.

( AS ELIZABETH MAKES HER WAY TO THE OTHER SIDE OF THE ROOM, THE SCENE CROSS-FADES: IT IS AN HOUR LATER. SHE IS SITTING IN A BOOTH, DRINKING BOTTLED WATER. THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING Soul Coughing’s “Janine”. THERE IS AN OPEN FILE FOLDER ON THE TABLE, AND ELIZABETH IS STUDYING THE CONTENTS. SHE CROSS-CHECKS HER NOTES & LEADS, LOOKING FOR ANYTHING THAT MIGHT MAKE HER SEARCH MORE SUCCESSFUL. SHE PICKS UP A PIECE OF PAPER FROM THE PILE. IT IS A LETTER FROM HER BROTHER, THE LAST COMMUNICATION FROM HIM, ALREADY 8 MONTHS-OLD. CERTAIN PASSAGES JUMP OUT AT HER. WORDS LIKE “DISCONTENTED”, “DISSATISFIED”, AND “CONFUSED” DOT THE PAGES. HER THOUGHTS DRIFT BACK: ELIZABETH AND HER BROTHER ARE SITTING IN A LIVING ROOM, DISCUSSING HER PLANS TO MARRY. SHE IS AFRAID OF MAKING THE WRONG DECISION, BUT HER BROTHER REASSURES HER, ENCOURAGING HER TO TRUST HER INSTINCTS. THEY EMBRACE. THE IMAGE BEGINS TO FADE AS JOHNNY ASSURES ELIZABETH THAT HER HAPPINESS IS HIS CHIEF CONCERN. RETURNING TO THE PRESENT, ELIZABETH GLANCES AT THE LETTER A LITTLE WHILE LONGER, THEN RETURNS IT TO THE PILE.

( THE SCENE CROSS-FADES AGAIN: ANOTHER HOUR HAS PASSED AND ELIZABETH IS SHOOTING POOL BY HERSELF. THE PLACE HAS FILLED-UP A BIT, WITH PATRONS SCATTERED THROUGHOUT THE LARGE ESTABLISHMENT. ELIZABETH IS DRINKING A BEER NOW. ON THE SOUND SYSTEM IS Soul Coughing’s “Sugar Free Jazz”.

( A MAN APPROACHES ELIZABETH. HE IS GOOD LOOKING, IN HIS LATE TWENTIES, WITH AN EASY SMILE AND GAIT. DRINKING HIS BEER FROM THE BOTTLE, HE WAITS AS ELIZABETH LINES UP A DIFFICULT SHOT ON THE POOL TABLE, THEN SINKS THE BALL IN THE POCKET.

TOMMY



Nice shot.

ELIZABETH



(GUARDED) Thanks.

TOMMY



Heard you were looking for me.

ELIZABETH



Who are you?

TOMMY



Who are you?

ELIZABETH



Do me a favor, okay? Leave me alone.

TOMMY



Are you Johnny Romano’s sister?

ELIZABETH



(TAKEN OFF GUARD) Are you Tommy?

TOMMY



(POINTEDLY) Are you Johnny Romano’s sister?

ELIZABETH



(EQUALLY POINTED) Yes, I am.

TOMMY



(SIZES HER UP, THEN BREAKS INTO A GRIN)



Tommy Cascio.

ELIZABETH



(EXCITED, PUTTING DOWN HER CUE STICK)



Great! Can we sit down? I need to talk to you.

TOMMY



(NOT CHANGING HIS DEMEANOR) No, no, just



keep playing pool. Act like I’m chatting you up.

ELIZABETH



I’d really rather not. This is kind of urgent.

TOMMY



I know it is. It’s very urgent. You have no idea how



urgent it is. Just keep playing pool. (ELIZABETH



REGARDS HIM QUIZZICALLY) Indulge me.

( ELIZABETH CONTINUES TO SHOOT POOL AS THE CONVERSATION PROGRESSES. 

TOMMY



What’s your name?

ELIZABETH



Elizabeth.

TOMMY



Are you a football fan, Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH



(SHRUGS) I used to love the Forty Niners, but that



was mostly Joe Montana.

TOMMY



(SAVORING THE THOUGHT) Aaah, Montagna. 



The best ever. (PAUSE) Do you know what your



brother was working on?

ELIZABETH



What do you mean?

TOMMY



He was working on a screenplay. Do you know what



it was about?

ELIZABETH



I didn’t even know my brother could write.

( TOMMY SETS HIS BEER DOWN AND APPROACHES ELIZABETH WITH A HAND EXTENDED.

TOMMY



May I?

ELIZABETH



(HANDING HIM THE CUE) Be my guest.

( THERE ARE FIVE BALLS REMAINING ON THE TABLE. TOMMY EXPERTLY “RUNS” THE TABLE IN JUST A FEW SECONDS. HE SETS THE CUE STICK ON THE TABLE AND GESTURES TOWARD A BOOTH.

TOMMY



Shall we?

( WITH TOMMY CASUALLY LOOKING OVER HIS SHOULDER, HE AND ELIZABETH MAKE THEIR WAY TO A BOOTH AND SIT DOWN ON OPPOSITE SIDES OF THE TABLE.

ELIZABETH



Do you know where Johnny is?

TOMMY



Nobody knows where Johnny is.

ELIZABETH



Meaning what?

TOMMY



Meaning that nobody knows where your brother is.



He just dropped off the face of the earth.

ELIZABETH



Nobody just drops off the face of the earth. That’s 



a cliché. 

TOMMY



So is saying that no one drops off the face of the



earth.

ELIZABETH


(PREPARING TO LEAVE) Well, I can see that this



was a colossal waste of time…

( AS ELIZABETH STANDS TO EXIT THE BOOTH, TOMMY REACHES OUT AND GRABS HER WRIST. THIS FREEZES HER. TOMMY SPEAKS QUIETLY, BUT FORCEFULLY TO HER.

TOMMY



You’re not getting it. Your brother is in a lot of trouble.



(RELEASES HIS HOLD ON HER) Please, sit down.



At least hear me out.

( ELIZABETH SITS DOWN, EYEING TOMMY WITH A COMBINATION OF SUSPICION AND CONCERN.

TOMMY



(CALMER, HE LOOKS OVER HIS SHOULDER)



Johnny was writing a screenplay about how Super



Bowl III was fixed.

ELIZABETH



That’s dangerous?

TOMMY



It is if it’s true. (PAUSE) And it’s probably not the only



professional football game that’s ever been fixed. 



Just the biggest.

ELIZABETH



This is a little hard to swallow.

TOMMY



(MORE URGENTLY) Look, I can’t get into it now.



But Johnny was really into it. He was researching



the hell out of it, and he was coming-up with a lot of 



information. The kind of information that makes the



wrong people very nervous; especially when you 



have network television connections, like Johnny. 

ELIZABETH



I find all of this to be just a little fantastic. First of all,



we’re just talking about football…

TOMMY



(ANNOYED) We’re talking about big business, and 



a lot of money. Billions of dollars. Is it really so far



out of the realm of believability to think that some-



thing as powerful as television, and the advertising 



industry, and professional sports, and the gambling



people wouldn’t act to protect their product against



a serious threat? I don’t think you have to be a



sports fan to understand the ramifications here. 

ELIZABETH



What do you do for a living, Tommy?

TOMMY



(SHEEPISHLY) I’m a writer… (ELIZABETH’S MOUTH



CURLS INTO A SMALL FROWN) …and I make a



little book on the side. That’s how I know Johnny.

ELIZABETH



Johnny gambles?

TOMMY



I don’t think he’s got a problem but yea, he bets



pretty regularly.

ELIZABETH



Well, now this really doesn’t make any sense to me:



If we follow your logic, you’re one of the gambling 



people that my brother should be worried about.

TOMMY



(SLIGHTLY AMUSED) Johnny told me you were a



tough chick. 

ELIZABETH



I’m not laughing. And don’t call me a chick.

TOMMY



(SINCERELY) I’m sorry. (PAUSE) Look, Johnny’s



like a brother to me, and I’m worried about him.



I’m the one who gave him the idea for the story.

ELIZABETH



You?

TOMMY



(LOOKING OVER HIS SHOULDER) Where do you



think your brother got the information? I’m the mole.



(HUMBLED) Johnny is writing the story that I’ve al-



ways wanted to write…that I never had the balls to 



write. You know your brother: (HOLDING HIS HANDS



ABOUT 12 INCHES APART) He’s got them like this.

( ELIZABETH GATHERS HER THINGS AND STANDS UP.

ELIZABETH



You know what I think, Tommy? I think you’re a nice



guy with an over-active imagination. Here’s my card.



The hotel phone number is on the back. If you think



of anything that might be helpful, please give me a



call.

TOMMY



Well, I’m sorry you feel that way. Here’s my card. If



there’s anything I can do…

ELIZABETH



(TAKING THE CARD) Thanks.

( TOMMY CALLS OUT TO ELIZABETH AS SHE IS WALKING AWAY.

TOMMY



Elizabeth! (SHE STOPS, TURNS AROUND) If you 



want to find your brother, this is the trail.

( ELIZABETH GIVES HIM A WAN SMILE AND A SMALL WAVE OF THE HAND, THEN TURNS AND WALKS AWAY. TOMMY SITS IN THE BOOTH WATCHING HER EXIT, OCCASIONALLY SNEAKING A GLANCE OVER HIS SHOULDER. THE SCENE CUTS QUICKLY TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: BILLIARD PLACE, SANTA MONICA BLVD. 

( ELIZABETH EXITS THE BUILDING. IT IS AROUND 9 P.M. THE CADILLAC’S ALARM HAS BEEN TRIPPED, AND IT HOWLS THROUGH THE OTHERWISE QUIET EVENING. SHE STANDS ON THE SIDEWALK, TRYING TO FIND THE CORRECT BUTTON ON HER RENT-A-CAR KEY CHAIN TO DISARM THE DEVICE. AFTER SOME TRIAL-AND-ERROR, THE ALARM IS DE-ACTIVATED. BEFORE CROSSING TO THE DRIVER’S SIDE OF THE CAR, ELIZABETH LOOKS IN BOTH DIRECTIONS: WITH THE EXCEPTION OF A YOUNG COUPLE ENTERING A RESTAURANT A FEW DOORS AWAY, THERE IS NO ONE ON THE STREET. 

( SATISFIED OF HER SAFETY, ELIZABETH MOVES TO THE DRIVER’S SIDE OF THE CAR. AS SHE GRABS THE DOOR HANDLE TO ENTER THE CAR, SHE PULLS HER HAND BACK VIOLENTLY, AS THOUGH SHE’S BEEN SHOCKED. ELIZABETH LOOKS DOWN AT HER HAND, WHICH IS COATED WITH AN OILY, GELATINOUS SUBSTANCE. SHE NOTICES THAT THE DOOR HANDLE, AND THE AREA SURROUNDING IT, HAS BEEN SMEARED WITH THE UNIDENTIFIED SUBSTANCE. MAKING A FACE AND SOUND OF REPULSION, SHE PRODUCES A HANDKERCHIEF AND BEGINS TO CLEAN HERSELF AND THE CAR. AS SHE WIPES, THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK. 

( EXTERIOR: POOL SIDE, CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

( WEARING A SWIMSUIT AND SUNGLASSES, ELIZABETH IS LYING ON HER BACK, SUNBATHING. SHE IS SPEAKING INTO A CELLULAR PHONE. A SMALL NUMBER OF GUESTS AND PATRONS ARE SCATTERED AROUND THE POOL, BUT ELIZABETH HAS DISTANCED HERSELF FROM THEM. 

ELIZABETH

(INTO THE CELLULAR PHONE)



Ma, I know he gives you the sad face, but you can



only feed him once a day. Please. (PAUSE, THEN



SHE ROLLS HER EYES) Ma, if you’re going to feed



him sausage from the dinner table, at least take him 



out for a walk, okay? It’ll do you some good, too. 



(PAUSE) Okay. (PAUSE) Honestly, I don’t know.



I’m lost. (PAUSE) Right now? I’m sitting at the pool



at the hotel. (PAUSE, A LITTLE DEFENSIVELY) Be-



cause I’m out of ideas, and I’m trying to think of where



I can go next…and because I look like a ghost walking



around with all of these people and their permanent 



sun tans.

( A SAUDI ARABIAN MAN DRESSED IN CASUAL, EXPENSIVE, DESIGNER CLOTHES WALKS DELIBERATELY CLOSE TO ELIZABETH. AS HE PASSES, HIS EYES TRAVEL UP AND DOWN HER BODY SEVERAL TIMES. STILL TALKING INTO THE PHONE, ELIZABETH GLARES AT THE MAN. 

ELIZABETH

(INTO THE PHONE)



Believe me, I don’t want to be here any longer than



I have to. This place is creepy. (PAUSE) I just want



to find him. I need to make sure he’s okay. (PAUSE)



I’m being careful. (PAUSE) I love you, too. Bye. 



(SHE STARTS TO DISCONNECT, THEN) And take



Charlie for a…(REALIZING THE CONNECTION IS 



BROKEN) Aaah!

( ELIZABETH SETS THE PHONE DOWN AND CLOSES HER EYES, SOAKING UP THE SUN. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, SHE RAISES HER HEAD AND LOOKS AROUND. THE SAUDI ARABIAN MAN HAS BEEN STANDING THERE, WATCHING HER. HE QUICKLY MOVES INSIDE THE LOBBY WHEN ELIZABETH NOTICES HIM. ATTEMPTING TO SHAKE OFF AN UNEASY FEELING, SHE LAYS BACK DOWN, CLOSING HER EYES. THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK. 

( INTERIOR: ELIZABETH’S ROOM, CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

( A FEW HOURS LATER. FRESH FROM A SHOWER, ELIZABETH SITS ON THE BED. FILES AND PAPERWORK ARE SPREAD OUT BEFORE HER, THE TELEVISION IS ON (BUT THE SOUND IS MUTED), AND SHE SPEAKS INTO THE TELEPHONE.

ELIZABETH

(INTO THE PHONE)



…you know, the usual stuff: credit card trails, cross-



reference the Social Security number, variations on



the name. Oh, and Katy, anything from California



DMV? (PAUSE) No, that’s the old address. (PAUSE)



You know, I’ve thought of that, too. He seemed to



know a lot of people, but he didn’t seem to have any



friends. You know what I mean? 

( ELIZABETH NOTICES ANOTHER STORY ON TELEVISION REGARDING SUPER BOWL III. SHE PAYS CLOSER ATTENTION, REACHING FOR THE REMOTE CONTROL AS SHE SPEAKS.

ELIZABETH

(INTO THE PHONE)



Well, let me know if anything turns up, okay? You’ve



got the number here. (PAUSE) Oh, put the rest of that



stuff in my in-box. If anyone else handles it, they’ll just 



mess it up. (PAUSE) Thanks, Katy. Bye.

( ELIZABETH HANGS-UP THE PHONE AND INCREASES THE TELEVISION VOLUME WITH THE REMOTE CONTROL. THE ANNOUNCERS ARE DISCUSSING THE IMPROBABLE UPSET OF THE BALTIMORE COLTS, THREE TOUCHDOWN FAVORITES. JOE NAMATH’S POOLSIDE GUARANTEE OF VICTORY IS ACCOMPANIED BY INFORMATION THAT NAMATH WAS FORCED TO RETIRE FROM THE GAME A FEW YEARS LATER, DUE TO A GAMBLING SCANDAL. BUT THE INFORMATION IS PRESENTED SIMPLY AS A PARENTHETICAL FOOTNOTE, RATHER THAN A TIE-IN TO THE JETS VICTORY. 

( IMAGES OF THE COLTS’ ALL-PRO TIGHT END, JOHN MACKEY, FLASH ACROSS THE SCREEN. NORMALLY SURE-HANDED, HE DROPS PASS-AFTER-EASY-PASS. THE COLTS’ QUARTERBACK, EARL MORRALL, SCRAMBLES FROM SIDELINE-TO-SIDELINE,  SOMEHOW MISSING A WIDE-OPEN RECEIVER (JIMMY ORR), WHO STANDS IN THE END ZONE, JUMPING UP & DOWN AND WAVING HIS ARMS IN A FRANTIC ATTEMPT TO GET MORRALL’S ATTENTION. ELIZABETH WATCHES NOW WITH HEIGHTENED INTEREST. AS THE IMAGE OF NAMATH TROTTING OFF THE FIELD, WAVING HIS INDEX FINGER IN THE AIR, FLASHES ACROSS THE SCREEN, ELIZABETH BEGINS TO SEARCH THROUGH THE SMALL PILE OF DOCUMENTS BEFORE HER. SHE PULLS A BUSINESS CARD FROM THE PACK AND REACHES FOR THE PHONE. SHE DIALS A NUMBER FROM THE CARD AND AFTER A FEW RINGS, A MALE VOICE ANSWERS.

MALE VOICE

(THROUGH THE PHONE)



Yea?

ELIZABETH



I want to talk about Super Bowl Three.

( THE SCENE CUTS QUICKLY TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: PARKING LOT, CHAN DARA RESTAURANT

( AROUND 8 P.M. – ELIZABETH SITS IN THE CADILLAC. THE CAR IS PARKED IN A CORNER OF THE POORLY LIGHTED LOT. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, SHE NOTICES TOMMY CASCIO STANDING ON THE OTHER SIDE OF PICO BOULEVARD. HE WAITS FOR TRAFFIC TO CLEAR, THEN CROSSES THE STREET, WALKING DIRECTLY TOWARD THE CADILLAC. WHEN HE GETS TO THE CAR TOMMY VAULTS HIMSELF OVER THE UNOPENED DOOR AND LANDS IN THE FRONT PASSENGER SEAT. HE NONCHALANTLY LOOKS AROUND THE INTERIOR, NODDING HIS APPROVAL.

TOMMY



Nice car.

ELIZABETH



(UNIMPRESSED) The doors open and everything.



(PAUSE) Tell me about Super Bowl Three.

TOMMY



Before I tell you anything, we have to agree on some



ground rules.

ELIZABETH



Such as?

( OUT OF THE CORNER OF HIS EYE, TOMMY NOTICES A BLACK LEXUS SPORTS SEDAN PULLING INTO THE PARKING LOT. TWO MEN GET OUT AND BEGIN WALKING TOWARD THE CADILLAC. ELIZABETH DOES NOT NOTICE THEM.

TOMMY



Start the car.

ELIZABETH



No way.

TOMMY



(REMAINING CALM) Elizabeth, start the car. These



guys are coming for us.

ELIZABETH



What guys…

( ELIZABETH LOOKS OVER AT THE TWO MEN. THEY ARE ABOUT HALFWAY BETWEEN THEIR CAR AND THE CADILLAC. AS SOON AS SHE SEES THEM, ELIZABETH KNOWS THAT TOMMY IS TELLING THE TRUTH. SHE CASUALLY REACHES DOWN AND FIRES THE IGNITION. SHE MOVES TO ENGAGE THE AUTOMATIC TRANSMISSION. 

TOMMY



(STILL CALM) No, wait. Let them get a little closer.

( AS THE MEN GET WITHIN A FEW FEET OF THE CADILLAC, ONE OF THEM SPEAKS.

MAN #1



Tommy…got a minute?

TOMMY



Sorry, fellas: going out to dinner with my girlfriend.

( WITH Soul Coughing’s “Casiotone Nation” ACCOMPANYING THE IMAGES, ELIZABETH ENGAGES THE TRANSMISSION AND ACCELERATES TOWARD THE EXIT OF THE PARKING LOT, SCATTERING THE TWO MEN. SHE PULLS BLINDLY INTO TRAFFIC AND PROCEEDS WEST ON PICO BOULEVARD. THE TWO MEN LOOK AT EACH OTHER WITH MORE OF AN EXPRESSION OF MINOR ANNOYANCE THAN ANYTHING ELSE. THEY TROT BACK TO THE LEXUS, FIRE THE IGNITION, AND GIVE CHASE.

THE PURSUIT BEGINS AT FAIRLY LOW SPEED: TRAFFIC IS RELATIVELY HEAVY. UNCOMFORTABLE WITH THE LARGE CADILLAC, ELIZABETH PICKS HER WAY THROUGH THE LANES AND AROUND SLOWER VEHICLES. THE LEXUS MAINTAINS A SAFE DISTANCE, VISUALLY ABLE TO FOLLOW THE CADILLAC, BUT CAREFUL NOT TO FORCE A HIGH-SPEED SITUATION. TOMMY CONTINUES TO LOOK OVER HIS SHOULDER NERVOUSLY.

( TRAFFIC THINS OUT SIGNIFICANTLY AS THE TWO CARS REACH THE “BOULEVARD SECTION” OF PICO. AT TOMMY’S URGING, ELIZABETH NERVOUSLY STEPS DOWN ON THE ACCELERATOR. SEEING THIS, THE DRIVER OF THE LEXUS FOLLOWS SUIT AND THE CHASE ESCALATES INTO THE 75-80 MPH RANGE FOR A FEW MINUTES.

ELIZABETH PUSHES THE BIG CAR THROUGH THE SOFT CURVES COMPETENTLY, BUT THE SUPERIOR SPEED AND HANDLING OF THE LEXUS IS MORE THAN A MATCH FOR HER DRIVING. SENSING THAT IT IS SAFE TO DO SO, THE DRIVER OF THE LEXUS ACCELERATES THE VEHICLE SO THAT THE TWO CARS ARE NOW RUNNING SIDE-BY-SIDE. PANICKED BY THE EASE OF THIS MANEUVER, ELIZABETH LABORS TO GET MORE FROM THE CADILLAC, BUT CANNOT.

AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, THE TINTED PASSENGER’S SIDE WINDOW OF THE LEXUS SLIDES DOWN, CLOSEST TO ELIZABETH. THE MAN IN THE SEAT ADDRESSES HER IN A CALM FASHION.

MAN #2



Excuse me, Miss. (SHE DOES NOT ACKNOWLEDGE



HIM) Miss!

( ELIZABETH LOOKS OVER AT HIM. THE MAN SHOWS HER AN L.A.P.D. OFFICER’S BADGE. ELIZABETH’S EYES NEARLY BULGE OUT OF HER HEAD.

MAN #2



(STILL CALM) Pull over.

TOMMY



Don’t do it!

ELIZABETH



(VERY ANNOYED) Shut up, Tommy!

( ELIZABETH PULLS THE CAR TO THE CURB, ENGAGES PARK, AND TURNS OFF THE IGNITION. TOMMY LETS OUT AN “UGH!”, BUT SAYS NOTHING ELSE. THE TWO MEN GET OUT OF THE CAR.

ELIZABETH



Officer, I’m so sorry, I didn’t know…

MAN #2



No problem. Just stay in your seat with your hands on



the wheel. Get out of the car, Tommy, you crap hound.

( TOMMY EXITS THE CADILLAC, STAYING CLOSE TO THE DOOR. MAN #1 WALKS OVER TO TOMMY, STANDING MENACINGLY CLOSE TO HIM.

MAN #1



Okay, give.

TOMMY



I don’t have it, Davey.

MAN #1



Don’t use my fucking name! (TAKES A DEEP BREATH)



Give. Three grand, let’s go.

TOMMY



I don’t have it. I’ll have it for you tomorrow. Here’s



fifty dollars, take it. It’s all I’ve got.

MAN #1



Don’t insult me. You take Southwest Texas State and



35. You lose, and you’re not ready to pay. (POINTING



TO ELIZABETH) I ask her, I bet she knows that 



Nebraska covers every time. Right, honey?

( ELIZABETH REMAINS MOTIONLESS, SAYING NOTHING.

MAN #1



See? She’s smart. She doesn’t open her mouth. You,



on the other hand, are stupid. You make stupid bets,



you make stupid book. (PAUSE) You have my three



large tomorrow or I’ll break your thumbs, understand?



(GIVES HIM A SLAP IN THE FACE) Go on, get back



in the car. (TO ELIZABETH, ALMOST POLITELY)



By the way, you look very nice tonight. 

( THE TWO MEN GET BACK IN THE LEXUS. THE MAN WITH THE POLICEMAN’S BADGE STARES AT ELIZABETH & TOMMY FROM HIS SEAT, BUT SAYS NOTHING. AS THE LEXUS ACCELERATES AWAY FROM THE SCENE,  A VERY ANNOYED LOOK CROSSES ELIZABETH’S FACE.

TOMMY



(TRYING TO LIGHTEN THINGS UP) Well, I’ve still



got fifty bucks. How about some Thai food?



(ELIZABETH TURNS SLOWLY TOWARD HIM,



STILL HOLDING THE SAME EXPRESSION) You



want to hear about Super Bowl Three, right?

 ( AFTER A FEW UNCOMFORTABLE MOMENTS, ELIZABETH TURNS THE IGNITION ON THE CADILLAC, ENGAGES “DRIVE”, AND PULLS AWAY FROM THE CURB, EVENTUALLY U-TURNING THE BIG CAR BACK TOWARD WEST LOS ANGELES. AS THE VEHICLE DRIVES AWAY, THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: ELIZABETH’S ROOM, CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

( ELIZABETH AND TOMMY ARE IN THE ROOM, EATING THAI FOOD FROM THE DELIVERY CONTAINERS. TOMMY SITS IN A CHAIR,  CLOSEST TO THE FOOD, AND ELIZABETH SITS ON THE BED. 

TOMMY



We could’ve gone out to dinner.

ELIZABETH



Well, I’m not real comfortable with the idea of high



speed chases and corrupt cops…

TOMMY



You mean, back there in the parking lot? That was



just…

ELIZABETH



(SHUTTING HIM UP) Whatever, Tommy.

( AN AWKWARD SILENCE ENSUES. EVENTUALLY, TOMMY SETS DOWN HIS CONTAINER OF FOOD ON THE TABLE.

TOMMY



Think about it for a second: You have this guy, Pete



Rozelle, he’s commissioner of the National Football



League, but his roots are in the advertising industry.



That’s how he comes to be commissioner of the NFL.



He wants to take football to the next level, wants to



generate more money; not just for the owners, but



for television and the advertising industry. 

TOMMY



He sees the enormous profit potential, he’s wired



in to all the elements. All he needs is an idea. Bang!



The Super Bowl. Settle the question of who’s the



best league, the NFL or the AFL. He makes his pitch



to the league executives: television ratings, television



revenue. He makes his pitch to the television people:



monster viewership, monster advertising revenue. He



makes his pitch to the ad agencies: big numbers,



guaranteed sponsors. Everybody gets on board. The



Dream is a reality. But two things go wrong: Super 



Bowl one and Super Bowl Two.



Green Bay crushes the competition both times. Af-



ter Super Bowl Two, the whispers start: viewership



is down, ad agencies don’t want to pay the exorbitant



rates. The networks are having a hard time getting



advertisers for Super Bowl Three. Green Bay? Oak-



land? Kansas City? These are small-market towns.



The Dream is in serious trouble. A lot of people  



stand to lose a lot of money unless The Dream can 



be resurrected.



Miraculously, a team from New York, the largest



television market in the country, home to all of the



major advertising agencies, a team from New York



makes it to the Super Bowl in its most troubled



year. Coincidence? Maybe. By design? (HE SHRUGS)



There is renewed interest from advertisers, the ad



agencies are hyping the game again, and the net-



work commercial rates are climbing. The Dream is



alive. But there’s still a problem.



Even though the New York Jets are playing, it’s still



going to be a blow-out. The Colts are twenty-one



point favorites. Advertisers want to be in the first



half of the game before everybody starts turning it



off. Ad agencies won’t pay the network rates unless



they are guaranteed a first-half slot. Money is being



lost.

TOMMY



And what about the gamblers? We haven’t even 



talked about them. Do you know how much money



The Boys take in every year on sports gambling?



Let’s put it this way: They’re not making a living



protecting little magazine stands in Little Italy.



You’re talking about hundreds of millions of dollars



every year. Do they keep all of that? Maybe. Do



they pay some out to so-called legitimate operations?



(HE SHRUGS) I don’t know. But ask yourself this:



Why does the NFL require teams to publish injury



reports every week, under the threat of huge financial



penalties, when the whole spirit of competition dic-



tates that you reveal nothing to your opponent until



you take the field. Who are those injury reports 



really for? The gamblers, of course.



Now, the bookies for Super Bowl Three can’t get



any action. Only the amateurs are taking the Jets



and twenty-one. Nobody’s making any money.



All of sudden, a few days before the game, Joe



Namath, the Jets quarterback…

ELIZABETH



…guarantees a victory. I just saw that.

TOMMY



People go nuts. The action goes through the roof.



Suddenly, the bookies are taking the Jets and



twenty-one. Was Namath in on it? Most people



don’t think so. But maybe one of these guys that



he hangs-out with in the New York night clubs



comes to him one night and says, “Joe we need



your help…” and so he makes this outrageous



prediction. 

TOMMY



You know the rest of the story: a couple of holding



calls here and there, a few dropped passes…

ELIZABETH



The tight end.

TOMMY



(DELIGHTED BY HER KNOWLEDGE) Yea, the



tight end! Throw in some questionable play calling



by the starting quarterback, and that’s the ball game.



Jets win, 16-7. Close game, goes down to the very



end, people watch right up until the final gun. Check



the Nielson numbers. Everybody’s happy: the TV



networks, the ad agencies, the sponsors, the bookies,



the team owners. Pete Rozelle’s a hero again. 



(PAUSE) End of story.

ELIZABETH



(SHAKING HER HEAD SLOWLY) It’s almost too



much to comprehend.

TOMMY



You’re in the fraud business, what’s your gut tell you?



Oh, and here’s one other thing: the Jets didn’t beat



another team with a winning record for three seasons


after that. 

ELIZABETH



(AFTER A LONG SILENCE) Do you think they did



something to Johnny?

TOMMY



Look, all I’m saying is don’t underestimate these



people. They’re like the CIA. They can kill you and



no one would ever know it. Maybe it’s a car crash,



or maybe they put something in your water and



eighteen months later you’re dead from cancer.



Stranger things have happened.

( THEY SIT IN SILENCE FOR A LONG TIME. THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL BAR

( A FEW HOURS LATER. ELIZABETH IS SITTING AT THE BAR ALONE, HAVING A COCKTAIL. HER THOUGHTS DRIFT BACK A FEW YEARS, TO A FAMILY GATHERING AT CHRISTMAS TIME. THERE IS MUCH LAUGHTER AND GOOD-NATURED KIDDING, AND THE WINE FLOWS FREELY. ELIZABETH AND HER BROTHER, JOHNNY, STAND NEXT TO EACH OTHER, ENJOYING THE MOMENT. AS THE IMAGE BEGINS TO FADE, ELIZABETH REALIZES THAT THE BARTENDER, A FEMALE, IS ADDRESSING HER.

ELIZABETH



I’m sorry?

BARTENDER



The gentleman at the end of the bar would like to



buy you a drink.

( ELIZABETH LOOKS OVER AT THE MAN. HE IS IN HIS THIRTIES, NICE LOOKING, AND DRESSED IN A SUIT. HE SMILES SHYLY AT ELIZABETH. SHE RETURNS A SMALL SMILE, THEN ADDRESSES THE BARTENDER.

ELIZABETH



Please thank him for me, but I’ve had enough. I’m



going up to my room.

( AS ELIZABETH GATHERS HER THINGS AND SIGNS-OFF ON THE CHECK, THE BARTENDER WALKS OVER TO THE MAN. THEY SPEAK BRIEFLY. ELIZABETH SNEAKS A LOOK IN THE DIRECTION OF THE CONVERSATION. THE MAN MAKES EYE CONTACT WITH HER, SMILES, AND RAISES HIS GLASS IN A GESTURE OF “NO HARD FEELINGS”. ELIZABETH AGAIN RETURNS THE SMILE, RAISES HER GLASS EVER-SO-SLIGHTLY, AND FINISHES HER COCKTAIL. SHE THANKS THE BARTENDER AND EXITS THE ROOM. THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK. 

( EXTERIOR: A BEACH, NEAR MALIBU

( LATE AFTERNOON. ELIZABETH AND JASMINE ARE SITTING ON A BLANKET, FACING THE WATER. OFF TO ONE SIDE IS A PICNIC BASKET (WITH MOST OF ITS CONTENTS CONSUMED) AND A SLIGHTLY CONCEALED BOTTLE OF WHITE WINE. 

ELIZABETH



I feel a little guilty being here.

JASMINE



No, it’s good that you called. Sounded like you needed



someone to talk to, but I think Eddy was crushed that



you didn’t call for him.

ELIZABETH



I know, but going out on a date just doesn’t seem



really appropriate right now.

JASMINE



Well, you know men: they always want to put the



pedal to the metal.

ELIZABETH



So, what do you think about all this stuff? Do you



think it could be true? 

JASMINE



What? That the Dark Forces of Professional Football



have killed your brother?

ELIZABETH



(DEFLATED) When you really think about it, I guess



it does sound a little fantastic.

JASMINE



Tommy’s like everyone else in L.A. --- They’ve seen 



too many movies. You’re a smart chick. What do you



think?

ELIZABETH



I don’t know what to think anymore, Jazz. Honestly?



None of this makes any sense to me. I mean, here’s



a guy, my brother: never misses a birthday in our



family, home every Christmas. He’s always been



such a huge, important part of our lives. And now he



just disappears without a trace, without a lead? Not



even a phone call or a letter. How does that happen?



I’m an investigator, goddamnit, and I’m stuck on



Square One. (PAUSE, THEN QUIETLY) He handled



our father’s funeral arrangements, okay?

JASMINE



(AFTER A LONG PAUSE) You know, Johnny used



to come in a lot, to the restaurant, I mean. Used to



bring in a lot of clients. He was always very charming.



But after everyone would leave, he’d stay. And he’d



drink, alone at the bar. I like your brother, he’s a



great guy…

ELIZABETH



He is a great guy…

JASMINE



But he always seemed kind of sad to me. That’s just 



my impression, I could be wrong.
(PAUSE) He told  



me this story once about how, in his business, when 



there’s an airline crash, all the airline companies pull



their commercials off the air for three days.



Some advertising agency that Johnny called-on had  



one of the big airlines as a client, I can’t remember 



which one. Anyway, he had signed a huge deal with





them to advertise on his network. It was worth a lot of




money to him. So, he’s in Cancun, on vacation, and 



he hears that a plane has crashed and that the 300 



people on board are all dead. He said that the first 



thing he thought of was all of the airline commercials 



that would be cancelled that week, and how much 



money it was going to cost him. And when he realized



that that was the way he was thinking, it made him



sick. (PAUSE) He used to say that it was hard to go



home, because when he looked in the mirror he saw



a guy who put dog food commercials on TV for a



living. (PAUSE) He didn’t like what he was doing, he



didn’t like the people he was working with. But it



really wasn’t about the job. It was about him. He was



sad. (PAUSE) Even when we had sex, it was sad.

ELIZABETH



You and Johnny…

JASMINE



We slept together once. It was sweet…but sad.

ELIZABETH



I’m finding-out all this stuff…

JASMINE



We think we know someone really well. Our lover,



a friend, a sister, a brother.
 But we all have a part of



our life that’s a secret. Most of us need to keep it



that way. Makes us feel alive, or something. Maybe



Johnny just needed to drop out. “A protest against



what he had surrendered his life to.”

ELIZABETH



(QUIETLY) What do I do? Where do I look?

JASMINE



(GENTLY) Maybe you don’t look anywhere. Maybe



he doesn’t want to be found.

ELIZABETH



Do you know that for sure?

JASMINE



(SHAKING HER HEAD) Not for sure.

( ELIZABETH IS QUIETLY OVERCOME WITH EMOTION. SHE BEGINS TO CRY SOFTLY. JASMINE REACHES OUT AND HOLDS HER HAND.

JASMINE



(GENTLY) I could be wrong. (PAUSE) Why don’t 



you come with me to work? We’ll drink “Sex On The



Beach” and talk about men.

ELIZABETH



(SUBDUED) I think I’ll sit here for a while.

JASMINE



I understand. (SHE RISES) You know, Johnny used 



to talk about your family all the time: how proud he



was of you, how much he respected you. He loves



all of you. That much I know for sure.

( JASMINE AND ELIZABETH EXCHANGE QUIET SMILES, THEN JASMINE BENDS DOWN AND KISSES ELIZABETH ON THE TOP OF THE HEAD.

JASMINE



It’ll be okay, little sister. He’ll turn up.

( JASMINE EXITS. ELIZABETH LOOKS OUT OVER THE OCEAN. AFTER A WHILE, THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: SANTA MONICA BOULEVARD

( ELIZABETH IS DRIVING THE CADILLAC EASTBOUND TOWARD THE CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL, RETURNING FROM THE BEACH. AMID HONKING HORNS AND 6 P.M. WEEKDAY TRAFFIC, SHE LISTENS TO THE RADIO. THE RADIO MAN IS REPORTING ANOTHER FREEWAY SHOOTING BY AN ENRAGED MOTORIST. 

( INTERIOR: LOBBY, CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

( ELIZABETH ENTERS THE LOBBY AND APPROACHES THE FRONT DESK. SHE IS GREETED BY A HOTEL ATTENDANT.

ATTENDANT



May I help you?

ELIZABETH



Yes, I’m expecting a package from my office in 



Chicago and I’m wondering if it’s arrived. The



last name is Romano, room twelve thirty-four.

ATTENDANT



Let me check for you.

( THE ATTENDANT LEAVES FOR A FEW MOMENTS, THEN RETURNS WITH AN OVERNIGHT PACKAGE AND A SMALL PIECE OF PAPER. THE ATTENDANT HANDS THE PACKAGE TO ELIZABETH, WHO IS ALREADY LOADED-DOWN WITH ITEMS FROM THE BEACH.

ATTENDANT



Arrived this afternoon. There is also a telephone



message from a Mr. Cascio…

ELIZABETH



Really?

ATTENDANT



According to the note from our operator, he insisted on



not leaving a voice message.

ELIZABETH



That’s about right. Can you read it to me?

ATTENDANT



There is a name and address of a club downtown,



with the message: “Johnny will be here tonight.”

ELIZABETH



Could you slide that into the pile somewhere?

ATTENDANT



Of course.

( THE ATTENDANT LEANS ACROSS THE COUNTER AND SLIPS THE MESSAGE BETWEEN ELIZABETH’S FINGERS.

ATTENDANT



Would you like someone to take those items up to



your room?

ELIZABETH



No, I’m fine. Thank you.

ATTENDANT



Have a pleasant evening.

( ELIZABETH WALKS TOWARD THE ELEVATORS, SCANNING THE LOBBY FOR ANYONE WHO MAY BE WATCHING HER. SHE ENTERS AN EMPTY ELEVATOR. AS THE DOORS CLOSE, THE SCENE CUTS QUICKLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: ELIZABETH’S ROOM, CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

( ELIZABETH ENTERS THE ROOM AND PLACES HER ITEMS ON ONE OF THE CHAIRS. SHE TAKES A LONG LOOK AT THE MESSAGE FROM TOMMY, THEN SETS IT DOWN ON THE DESK. GRABBING THE OVERNIGHT PACKAGE, ELIZABETH SITS ON THE BED, PUTS ON HER GLASSES, OPENS THE PACKAGE AND GLANCES INSIDE. SHE SLIDES THE CONTENTS OUT, ONTO THE BED, AND BEGINS TO SIFT THROUGH THE DOZENS OF DOCUMENTS. 

THE PAPERWORK PRIMARILY CONSISTS OF PHOTOCOPIES OF HER BROTHER’S MOST RECENT CREDIT CARD AND UTILITY BILLS. THERE ARE ALSO THE RESULTS OF A DMV TRACE, AS WELL AS CREDIT REPORTS ACQUIRED FROM TRW AND SIMILAR COMPANIES. A HAND- WRITTEN NOTE READS “NO FORWARDING NOTICE TO POST OFFICE. SORRY.” THE NOTE IS SIGNED BY ELIZABETH’S ASSISTANT, KATY. 

ELIZABETH BEGINS TO STUDY THE VARIOUS DOCUMENTS, LOOKING FOR CLUES. SHE DISCARDS THE CREDIT CARD AND UTILITY BILLS, HAVING SEEN THEM BEFORE. AFTER GLANCING THROUGH A FEW CREDIT REPORTS, SHE PICKS UP THE TRW DOCUMENT. A CURSORY EXAMINATION REVEALS NOTHING OUT OF THE ORDINARY, BUT AS ELIZABETH BEGINS TO SET THE REPORT ASIDE, AN ENTRY CATCHES HER EYE: LISTED IS AN INQUIRY FROM THE NATIONAL FOOTBALL LEAGUE. SHE STARES AT THE REPORT FOR A LONG TIME, THEN PLACES IT IN A SEPARATE PILE.

AFTER DISCARDING A FEW MORE PIECES OF PAPER, ELIZABETH COMES ACROSS HER BROTHER’S CELLULAR PHONE INVOICES. THE ADDRESS HAS BEEN CHANGED TWICE: FROM THE NETWORK’S ADDRESS IN CENTURY CITY TO HIS APARTMENT IN KOREA TOWN TO A NEW ADDRESS IN BURBANK.  DELIGHTED BY THE DISCOVERY, SHE SETS THE INVOICE ON TOP OF THE TRW/NFL DOCUMENT.

ELIZABETH WALKS OVER TO THE DESK AND PICKS UP THE TELEPHONE MESSAGE FROM TOMMY. SHE LOOKS AT IT FOR A FEW MOMENTS, THEN SETS IT DOWN AND WALKS INTO THE BATHROOM, WHERE SHE TURNS ON THE SHOWER. THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK. 

( EXTERIOR: PICO BOULEVARD, EAST BOUND

( THE FOLLOWING IMAGES ARE ACCOMPANIED BY Soul Coughing’s “Mr. Bitterness”, AND TAKE PLACE IN A NEARLY SLOW-MOTION SEQUENCE: IT IS AROUND 11 P.M. THE SAME NIGHT. ELIZABETH IS IN THE CADILLAC, DRIVING EASTBOUND ON PICO BOULEVARD TOWARD THE DOWNTOWN CLUB IN TOMMY’S MESSAGE. SHE IS MADE-UP AND DRESSED FOR THE CLUB SCENE; GLASSES ARE OFF, MAKE-UP IS DARK, AND HER HAIR IS A LITTLE WILD. SHE WEARS A BLOUSE THAT REVEALS A LITTLE CLEAVAGE, AND A TIGHT PAIR OF BLACK, POLYESTER-TYPE PANTS. AS SHE PASSES THROUGH SOME OF THE DARKER AREAS OF EAST PICO, ELIZABETH ONCE AGAIN OBSERVES THE VAST DIFFERENCE IN WEALTH AND LIVING CONDITIONS THAT ARE SEPARATED BY JUST A FEW CITY BLOCKS.

( INTERIOR: NIGHT CLUB, DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES

( ELIZABETH ENTERS THE CROWDED CLUB. THERE IS A DARK, SEXUAL FEEL TO THE PLACE; EDGY, BUT NOT MENACING. AS SHE MOVES TOWARD THE BAR, ELIZABETH COMES BETWEEN AN ATTRACTIVE COUPLE. TURNING SIDEWAYS TO MOVE PAST THEM, SHE FINDS HERSELF FACING THE YOUNG MAN. THEIR BODIES PUSH AGAINST EACH OTHER AS THE MAN’S DATE LEANS INTO ELIZABETH FROM BEHIND, ALMOST AS IF TO KISS ELIZABETH ON THE NECK. IT IS A QUICK TRANSACTION, AND AS SHE MAKES HER WAY TO THE BAR ELIZABETH REALIZES THAT SHE WAS EXCITED BY THE CONTACT. SHE ORDERS A CHILLED SHOT OF Absolut FROM THE BARTENDER, DRINKS IT IN ONE SWALLOW, AND ORDERS ANOTHER. 

STILL IN SLOW MOTION, A SERIES OF MONTAGE-LIKE IMAGES SHOW ELIZABETH ASKING VARIOUS PEOPLE IF THEY KNOW EITHER TOMMY OR JOHNNY, BUT WITH NO SUCCESS. AFTER ORDERING ANOTHER SHOT, SHE SITS AT THE BAR, FACING THE CROWD. A YOUNG MAN WALKS UP TO THE BAR TO ORDER A DRINK. WHEN HE LEANS IN TO PLACE HIS ORDER HE IS VERY CLOSE TO ELIZABETH. THEY REMAIN LIKE THIS FOR A FEW MOMENTS. AGAIN, ELIZABETH IS MILDLY EXCITED BY THE CONTACT, BUT BECOMES SELF-CONSCIOUS WHEN SHE REALIZES THAT SHE IS STRADDLING THE BAR STOOL AND THE MAN’S PELVIS IS BETWEEN HER LEGS, ONLY A FEW INCHES FROM TOUCHING HER. 

( BOTH EMBARRASSED AND EXCITED, SHE WAITS-OUT THE DRINK ORDER FROM THE MAN. AS HE PULLS AWAY FROM THE BAR, THE MAN’S FACE COMES VERY CLOSE TO ELIZABETH’S. SMILING, HE APOLOGIZES TO HER FOR HIS PROXIMITY, THEN WALKS AWAY. 

FEELING LIGHT-HEADED, BUT RELAXED, ELIZABETH MOVES TOWARD THE BATHROOM. SHE IS INTERCEPTED BY AN ATTRACTIVE YOUNG WOMAN WHO WANTS TO DANCE. INITIALLY, ELIZABETH DECLINES; BUT THE WOMAN IS VERY SENSUAL, MOVING CLOSER TO ELIZABETH AND PLACING HER ARMS ON ELIZABETH’S SHOULDERS. ENJOYING THE SENSATION, THEY DANCE CLOSELY FOR A FEW MOMENTS, THEN ELIZABETH MOVES AWAY TOWARD THE BATHROOM.

MORE IMAGES FOLLOW, MOSTLY OF ELIZABETH ASKING ABOUT HER BROTHER. THIS BECOMES MORE OF A CLUMSY EFFORT AS SHE CONTINUES TO DRINK. WHEN IT BECOMES OBVIOUS TO HER THAT NEITHER JOHNNY OR TOMMY ARE IN THE CLUB, SHE ABANDONS HER SEARCH ALTOGETHER AND, FEELING A LITTLE GUILTY, GIVES WAY TO THE RELAXATION THAT SHE IS EXPERIENCING.

AT ONE POINT, SHE IS DANCING WITH AN ATTRACTIVE YOUNG MAN. AS SHE BEGINS TO WALK AWAY, HE PULLS HER GENTLY BACK TO HIM AND THEY KISS HEAVILY FOR AN EXTENDED PERIOD OF TIME. A LITTLE BREATHLESS, ELIZABETH PULLS AWAY AND, EVENTUALLY, HEADS FOR THE EXIT. THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

( RETURNING FROM THE CLUB, ELIZABETH BRINGS THE CADILLAC TO A SLIGHTLY ASKEW HALT IN FRONT OF THE HOTEL. AS SHE OPENS THE DOOR TO EXIT THE CAR, HER POCKET-BOOK FALLS TO THE PAVEMENT. THIS GOES UNNOTICED BY BOTH ELIZABETH AND THE VALET. SELF-CONSCIOUS THAT SHE HAS BEEN DRINKING, ELIZABETH MAKES A DELIBERATE EFFORT TO WALK UPRIGHT AND IN A STRAIGHT LINE AS SHE ENTERS THE HOTEL. 

( INTERIOR: LOBBY, CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

( THE LOBBY IS NEARLY DESERTED. ELIZABETH WALKS A FAIRLY STRAIGHT LINE TO THE ELEVATORS AND ENTERS AN EMPTY ONE. AS THE DOORS BEGIN TO CLOSE, A MAN, DRESSED IN AN EXPENSIVE SUIT, ENTERS. IT IS THE SAME MAN WHO OFFERED TO BUY HER A DRINK IN THE HOTEL BAR. ELIZABETH, OFF TO ONE SIDE OF THE ELEVATOR AND FEELING THE FULL EFFECTS OF HER DRINKING, DOES NOT LOOK UP AT HIM. THE MAN RUNS HIS EYES UP AND DOWN ELIZABETH’S BODY, THEN ADDRESSES HER IN A FRIENDLY, CORDIAL MANNER.

THE MAN



Go out tonight?

( HEAD DOWN, ELIZABETH GIVES THE MAN AN ANNOYED LOOK.

THE MAN



We met the other night, at the bar downstairs.

ELIZABETH



(RECOGNIZES HIM, BUT REMAINS RESTRAINED)



Oh, yes. Hi.

THE MAN



Have a good time tonight?

ELIZABETH



Think I had too good a time.

THE MAN



Well, that’s the problem with vodka: even the good



stuff will get to you.

( INITIALLY, THE REMARK GOES UNNOTICED. BUT WHEN ELIZABETH REALIZES THAT THE MAN KNOWS WHAT SHE HAS BEEN DRINKING, IT MAKES HER NERVOUS. WITH HER PERCEPTION CLOUDED BY THE ALCOHOL, SHE ASSURES HERSELF THAT SHE IS BEING PARANOID. THE REST OF THE ELEVATOR RIDE TAKES PLACE IN AN UNCOMFORTABLE SILENCE. 

AFTER WHAT SEEMS LIKE AN ETERNITY, THE ELEVATOR REACHES THE TWELFTH FLOOR. THE DOORS OPEN AND ELIZABETH EXITS. SO DOES THE MAN.

ELIZABETH



(GUARDED) Is your room on this floor?

THE MAN



(STILL CORDIAL) No, I just wanted to walk you to 



your room.

ELIZABETH



That won’t be necessary, thank you.

THE MAN



I insist.

ELIZABETH



(FIRMLY) Well, I insist that you don’t.

THE MAN



(SMILING BROADLY) Too late. Here we are.

( ELIZABETH AND THE MAN ARE, INDEED, STANDING AT THE DOOR TO HER ROOM. SPOOKED BY HIS KNOWLEDGE OF HER ROOM NUMBER, ELIZABETH TRIES TO REMAIN CALM.

ELIZABETH



Well, thank you. Goodnight.

( THE MAN PRODUCES A HAND GUN FROM UNDERNEATH HIS SUIT JACKET AND PUSHES IT GENTLY AGAINST ELIZABETH’S ARM. HIS OVERALL DEMEANOR IS VERY CALM, VERY PROFESSIONAL.

THE MAN



Open the door. (SHE HESITATES) Open the door,



or I’ll blow your brains out.

(  ELIZABETH UNLOCKS THE DOOR AND OPENS IT. THE MAN HOLDS HER BY THE ARM, LOOKS OVER HIS SHOULDER, THEN FIRMLY PUSHES ELIZABETH IN TO THE ROOM.

( INTERIOR: ELIZABETH’S ROOM, CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

( THE MAN GUIDES ELIZABETH STRAIGHT TO THE BED, MAKING HER LAY FACE DOWN. HE PUSHES HER LEGS OPEN AND PARTIALLY CLIMBS ONTO THE BED, KEEPING ONE LEG ON THE FLOOR. HE PLACES HIS KNEE FIRMLY BETWEEN ELIZABETH’S LEGS, TIGHT AGAINST HER CROTCH AND HOLDS THE GUN BETWEEN HER SHOULDER BLADES. REACHING FOR A TERRYCLOTH ROBE, WHICH IS ON THE BED, HE EXTRICATES THE BELT, PUTS DOWN THE GUN, AND TIES ELIZABETH’S HANDS BEHIND HER BACK.

THE MAN



Los Angeles is a weird town. Isn’t it, Elizabeth?

( THE MAN GETS UP FROM THE BED, HOLSTERS THE WEAPON, AND STARTS TO LOOK AROUND. AS SOON AS HE DOES THIS, ELIZABETH BRINGS HER LEGS TOGETHER. THE MAN WALKS BACK OVER TO THE BED AND PUSHES THEM OPEN. HE BEGINS TO LOOK THROUGH HER DOCUMENTS.

THE MAN



Yea, it’s a strange place. You really have to be careful



about what kind of questions you ask.

( THE MAN CONTINUES TO SORT THROUGH ELIZABETH’S DOCUMENTS, CAREFULLY REPLACING EACH ONE AFTER HE’S STUDIED THEM. SATISFIED THAT HE HAS SEEN EVERYTHING PERTINENT, HE WALKS BACK OVER TO THE BED AND FORCEFULLY PLACES HIS HAND BETWEEN ELIZABETH’S LEGS. THIS ELICITS A SOUND OF SHOCK AND FEAR FROM HER, WHICH PLEASES HIM SLIGHTLY. HE MOVES HIS HAND UP AND DOWN HER CROTCH AS HE SPEAKS TO HER.

THE MAN



(ALMOST WHISPERING) We think it’s time for you



to go back to Chicago. Your brother is fine. Go home.

( BECOMING AROUSED, THE MAN INCREASES THE MOVEMENT AND PRESSURE BETWEEN ELIZABETH’S LEGS. SUDDENLY, THERE IS A KNOCK AT THE DOOR, AND A YOUNG MAN’S VOICE IS HEARD FROM THE OTHER SIDE.

VALET



Ms. Romano? It’s the valet. You dropped your purse



downstairs.

( CALMLY, THE MAN GRABS A HANDFUL OF ELIZABETH’S HAIR AND SLOWLY PULLS HER HEAD BACK. HE LEANS FORWARD, HOLDS AN INDEX FINGER TO HIS MOUTH, AND WHISPERS IN HER EAR.

THE MAN



Shhh…. 

( THE MAN RISES FROM THE BED AND QUIETLY MAKES HIS WAY TO THE DOOR ADJOINING THE NEXT ROOM. THE VALET KNOCKS AGAIN.

VALET



Ms. Romano?

( THE MAN PRODUCES A SMALL KIT BAG FROM ANOTHER POCKET. HE QUIETLY UNZIPS IT, SELECTS THE PROPER INSTRUMENT, AND PICKS THE LOCK TO THE DOOR, ALLOWING HIM INTO THE ADJOINING ROOM. WHEN ELIZABETH HEARS THE DOOR CLOSE, SHE CALLS-OUT TO THE VALET IN A PANICKED VOICE.

ELIZABETH



I’m here! I’m here! I’m in trouble! Please let yourself in! 

( AS THE VALET UNLOCKS THE DOOR AND ENTERS THE ROOM, HE SEES ELIZABETH AND MOVES TOWARD HER. AS HE IS UNTYING HER, THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: ELIZABETH’S ROOM, CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

( ELIZABETH’S VOICE IS HEARD OVER A BLACK SCREEN. AS SHE CONTINUES THE CONVERSATION, THE IMAGE FADES IN TO HER ROOM. IT IS LATER THAT MORNING. ELIZABETH IS SITTING ON THE BED, SPEAKING INTO THE TELEPHONE.

ELIZABETH

(INTO THE PHONE)



…so, anyway, that’s the new room number, in case 



you need to reach me. (PAUSE) No, I’m all right.



(PAUSE) The cops? They acted like it was my



fault! (PAUSE) Well, they took a description, and



they took my brother’s Missing Persons Report



again. And I told them about the screenplay and



everything… (PAUSE) What do you think? They



looked at me like I was crazy. I was hysterical.



Anyway… (PAUSE) No, I’m not going to leave, at



least not until I check-out that Burbank address on 



his cellular phone invoice. I’m close. I don’t know 



to what, but I’m close. 



The people at the hotel have been great. They’re



picking-up the tab for everything, they’re escorting



me to my room…I’ll be fine. (PAUSE) I will. And



Katy? Thank you for helping me with all this. 



You’ve been a great friend. (PAUSE) I’ll see



you soon. 

( ELIZABETH HANGS UP THE TELEPHONE. SHE RESTS HER HEAD IN HER HANDS, MESSAGING HER EYES. SHE SPEAKS QUIETLY, SOUNDING EXHAUSTED.

ELIZABETH



I’ll call mom later…

( WITH ELIZABETH SITTING ON THE BED, RUBBING HER EYES, THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: HOLLYWOOD FREEWAY

( THE FOLLOWING IMAGES ARE ACCOMPANIED BY Soul Coughing’s “Bus To Beelzebub”: IT IS EARLY AFTERNOON. ELIZABETH IS EASTBOUND ON THE FREEWAY, HEADING TOWARD BURBANK. THE CADILLAC’S TOP IS DOWN. IT IS ANOTHER BEAUTIFUL DAY IN LOS ANGELES. POLICE HELICOPTERS CONSTANTLY FLY OVERHEAD. AT ONE POINT, ELIZABETH GLANCES OVER TO THE RIGHT SHOULDER OF THE FREEWAY, BRIEFLY OBSERVING A CALIFORNIA HIGHWAY PATROLMAN WHO HAS PULLED A MOTORIST OFF THE ROAD AND IS ISSUING A CITATION. FARTHER ALONG THE ROUTE IS A THREE-CAR “FENDER BENDER”. ALL THREE DRIVERS ARE OUT OF THEIR CARS, ARGUING. SEVERAL TIMES DURING THE COMMUTE, ELIZABETH WITNESSES A VARIETY OF DANGEROUS DRIVING MANEUVERS, INCLUDING ONE MOTORIST WHO EXITS THE FREEWAY BY CUTTING ACROSS ALL LANES OF TRAFFIC FROM HIS INITIAL POSITION IN THE FAR LEFT LANE. AS ELIZABETH POINTS THE CADILLAC TOWARD THE BURBANK EXIT, THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: A STUDIO APARTMENT, BURBANK

( THE SMALL, POORLY FURNISHED APARTMENT IS EMPTY. THERE ARE PARTIALLY UNPACKED BOXES CONTAINING PERSONAL ITEMS DISTRIBUTED THROUGHOUT THE ROOM. FROM INSIDE THE APARTMENT, THE SOUND OF THE DOOR BEING UNLOCKED IS HEARD. WHEN THE DOOR OPENS, ELIZABETH IS STANDING THERE WITH THE BUILDING MANAGER (WHO HAS A CONCERNED LOOK ON HIS FACE, BUT SAYS NOTHING). WHEN ELIZABETH STEPS INSIDE, THE BUILDING MANAGER CLOSES THE DOOR, LEAVING HER ALONE. 

SHE WALKS SLOWLY TOWARD A SMALL, CHEAP WOODEN TABLE LOCATED OFF TO THE SIDE OF THE ROOM. STACKED ON ONE SECTION OF THE TABLE, IN AN ORDERLY PILE, ARE VARIOUS FILM INDUSTRY DIRECTORIES; SOME LISTING NAMES AND ADDRESSES OF AGENTS, OTHERS DEALING STRICTLY WITH PRODUCERS. THERE IS AN INTERNET PRINT-OUT OF FILM STUDIOS AND ADDRESSES STACKED ON ANOTHER DIRECTORY CONTAINING THE SAME TYPE OF INFORMATION. THE Hollywood Reporter Blue Book, AS WELL AS THE L.A. 411 FILM/TV RESOURCE BOOK, COMPLETE THE STACK. 

( ON ANOTHER SECTION OF THE TABLE IS A BLACK VINYL THREE-RING BINDER CONTAINING A ONE-INCH THICK DOCUMENT. UNDERNEATH THE BINDER ARE A NUMBER OF CORRESPONDENCES ADDRESSED TO ELIZABETH’S BROTHER. ELIZABETH PICKS-UP THE BINDER AND FOLDS BACK THE FRONT COVER. IT IS A SCREENPLAY, WRITTEN BY JOHNNY, ENTITLED “THE GUARANTEE: The True Story Of How Super Bowl III Was Rigged”. SHE QUICKLY THUMBS THROUGH THE MANUSCRIPT, THEN SETS IT DOWN ON THE TABLE. 

ELIZABETH PICKS-UP THE CORRESPONDENCES AND BEGINS TO SORT THROUGH THEM. THEY ARE FROM VARIOUS FILM STUDIOS, AGENTS AND PRODUCERS. GIVE OR TAKE A FEW CATCH PHRASES, ALL THE LETTERS STATE ESSENTIALLY THE SAME THING: THAT THEY ARE NOT INTERESTED IN JOHNNY’S SCRIPT. ALTHOUGH MOST OF THE LETTERS COMPLIMENT HER BROTHER’S WRITING, WORDS LIKE “UNBELIEVABLE”, “FAR FETCHED” AND “A MAJOR LEGAL HEADACHE” DOT THE PAGES. ONE STUDIO, HOWEVER, EXPRESSES INTEREST IN THE SCRIPT, AND A NUMBER OF CORRESPONDENCES FOLLOW. THESE ARE STAPLED TOGETHER IN CHRONOLOGICAL ORDER. FOR REASONS THAT ARE NOT CLEARLY STATED, THE STUDIO’S INTEREST IN THE PROJECT WANES, AND THEY EVENTUALLY “TAKE A PASS” ON GETTING INVOLVED. WHEN ELIZABETH FINISHES EXAMINING THE LETTERS, SHE CAREFULLY REPLACES THEM UNDERNEATH THE SCREENPLAY, AS SHE FOUND THEM.

( IN ANOTHER AREA OF THE SMALL APARTMENT ARE THREE LARGE, UNOPENED CARDBOARD BOXES, STACKED ON TOP OF EACH OTHER. LAYING ON THE TOP BOX IS A GREEN VINYL THREE-RING BINDER. ELIZABETH WALKS OVER TO THE STACK OF BOXES, PICKS UP THE BINDER AND OPENS IT. INSIDE ARE JOURNAL ENTRIES FROM HER BROTHER, NEATLY TYPED AND FORMATTED FROM A COMPUTER. THE EARLIEST ENTRY IS OVER TWO YEARS OLD. THE LAST PAGE, THE LATEST ENTRY, IS LESS THAN A WEEK OLD. IT READS AS FOLLOWS: 

JOURNAL ENTRY



Got the last of the rejection letters today. After feigning



interest in the script for nearly two months, the studio



decided to “take a pass”. Did the League get to them,



or did the script just not make it up the normal chain 



of command? I’m so punchy at this point that I don’t



know what to think. 

JOURNAL ENTRY

Am I paranoid? Or just another in a long line of



self-delusional people who live in this city and



think they have Real Talent? Aside from being run



over by a truck with the NFL logo on it, I guess I’ll



never know. Have to distance myself from Tommy



Cascio. He’s clouding my head. Have to distance



myself from everyone.



Of course, the question begs: What am I really


doing? Writing a screenplay, living like a squatter.



Haven’t paid a bill in six months. Why? Hard to



believe that at this time last year I was making



six figures and driving a BMW. As Brando says



in Apocalypse Now, it seems a thousand centuries



ago.



My life has been such an embarrassing failure.



One failed attempt after another to find some type



of happiness, some kind of contentment. I look at



my brothers and sister; kind, capable, intelligent 



human beings, each one of them. Their aspirations



seem so realistic, they manage their problems so



well. There are moments of real joy in their lives.



When my father died, I envisioned myself as the



one to guide the family through whatever difficulties



would arise, to take care of my mother. What a 



joke. Guidance? I can barely take care of myself.



I think of Ingrid; what a strong, wonderful partner



she was. But I couldn’t be bothered with anything



so mundane as a normal relationship. My goals



were much higher, my aspirations too grandiose.



What an arrogant, pathetic person I’ve become.



I’m so tired. I’m even tired of keeping this journal.



A person with real integrity, someone who felt as



tired as I do now, would probably commit suicide.



This is not said for dramatic effect. It’s The Truth.



But I lack integrity. The Truth is (despite other





people’s perceptions of me) is that I’m a coward.

JOURNAL ENTRY




So I am going to do what every coward does when



faced with adversity: I’m going to run away.



There is a little town on the west coast of Italy. A



beautiful and serene place, where the lifestyle is 



ridiculously uncomplicated and I don’t know the



names of any of the Players. I suspect that people’s



expectations of you are low there. Maybe I can



sweep floors in the bakery during the day, and have



the evenings to write the little stories that no one



but me cares about. Maybe there’ll be a woman



involved.



I think of my family often, and take solace in the



notion that the memories of our years together are



sweeter than anything that I could provide now.



With that, I close this volume.

( WHILE ELIZABETH READS THE JOURNAL, SHE IS OVERCOME WITH EMOTION, AND BEGINS TO CRY SOFTLY. AS SHE REACHES THE LAST FEW LINES OF THE ENTRY, HER THOUGHTS DRIFT BACK TO MOMENTS LOCKED AWAY IN HER MEMORY; THOUGHTS PRECIOUS AND IMPORTANT. THEY PRESENT THEMSELVES LIKE OLD PHOTOGRAPHS AND HOME MOVIES:

ELIZABETH IS PERHAPS NO MORE THAN FIVE YEARS-OLD, WEARING A PINK DRESS, HOLDING HANDS WITH JOHNNY, THEY WALK DOWN A SIDEWALK IN THEIR OLD NEIGHBORHOOD; NOW IT IS JOHNNY’S FOURTEENTH BIRTHDAY, AND THE FAMILY GATHERS TO CELEBRATE; THE FRONT DOOR TO THE ROMANO’S OLD HOUSE OPENS, AND A GOLDEN RETRIEVER PUPPY, WITH A BOW TIED AROUND HIS NECK, SITS PROUDLY BEFORE THEM. THE CHILDREN SQUEAL WITH DELIGHT AT THE ARRIVAL OF THEIR FIRST DOG.

NOW IN THEIR TEENS, JOHNNY MEDIATES AN ARGUMENT BETWEEN ELIZABETH AND ANOTHER OF THEIR BROTHERS; IN THE SUMMER TWILIGHT, JOHNNY AND ELIZABETH SIT ON THE FRONT “STOOP” OF THE FAMILY’S SMALL HOUSE, TALKING QUIETLY AND SHARING AN OCCASIONAL JOKE; THERE IS DINNER WITH THE FAMILY, BOISTEROUS AND FULL OF LOVE.

( AT CHRISTMAS TIME, JOHNNY AND ELIZABETH, DRESSED AS STEVE LAWRENCE & EDIE GORMET, LIP-SYNC “Let It Snow”, TO THE DELIGHT OF THE FAMILY; NOW YOUNG ADULTS, THEY SIT AT A BAR WITH FRIENDS, DRINKING AND LAUGHING; THERE IS AN IMAGE OF JOHNNY ON CRUTCHES, TRYING TO NEGOTIATE AN ICY SIDEWALK AS ELIZABETH HELPS HIM; FINALLY, THERE IS THEIR FATHER’S FUNERAL. JOHNNY AND ELIZABETH COMFORT EACH OTHER, BOTH EMOTIONALLY DEVASTATED BY THE LOSS. AGAINST THIS DARK BACKGROUND, THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: CHAN DARA RESTAURANT, PICO BOULEVARD

( THE FOLLOWING DAY, AROUND 4 P.M. – FROM THE PARKING LOT, WE SEE ELIZABETH STANDING IN FRONT OF THE RESTAURANT, SAYING GOODBYE TO EDDY AND JASMINE. AFTER GIVING EACH OF THEM A LONG, EMOTIONAL EMBRACE, ELIZABETH TURNS AND BEGINS TO WALK TOWARD THE CADILLAC, WHICH IS PARKED IN THE LOT. AS SHE GETS TO THE CAR, SHE LOOKS UP AT EDDY & JASMINE AND GIVES THEM A SMALL, MELANCHOLY WAVE GOODBYE. THEY RECIPROCATE THE GESTURE. 

( EXTERIOR: CAR RENTAL OFFICE, L.A. AIRPORT

( ELIZABETH IS STANDING NEXT TO THE CADILLAC, SIGNING-OFF ON HER RENTAL WITH AN EMPLOYEE. THEY COMPLETE THE TRANSACTION AND EXCHANGE A FEW PLEASANTRIES. ELIZABETH THEN PICKS UP HER BAGS AND BEGINS TO WALK TOWARD THE AIRPORT SHUTTLE.

( INTERIOR: LOS ANGELES INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT

( ELIZABETH IS AT THE BOARDING GATE. SHE RECEIVES HER SEAT ASSIGNMENT AND MOVES TOWARD THE BOARDING RAMP. FROM THE WAITING AREA, WE SEE ELIZABETH WALK DOWN THE RAMP ONTO THE PLANE. SHE IS ALONE.

( INTERIOR: A COMMERCIAL JET AIRCRAFT

( ELIZABETH TAKES HER SEAT IN THE PLANE, NEXT TO THE WINDOW. LOOKING TIRED AND DAZED, SHE RESTS HER HEAD ON HER HAND AND STARES OUT THE WINDOW. THE SCENE FADES VERY SLOWLY TO BLACK, AND THE TITLES ROLL TO Soul Coughing’s “True Dreams Of Wichita”.

THE END
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