FADE IN:
EXT. amusement park - BLACKPOOL, ENGLAND - EVENING
It's the height of summer at the seaside resort in England's West Lancashire. TOURISTS parade up and down the boardwalk.
Insert: BLACKPOOL, ENGLAND - AUGUST 1920.
ANDY, age 12, and his older brother, BERTIE, 16, come into view. Bertie points to something O.S., excitedly.
BERTIE
Andy, look!
Andy turns in that direction and becomes immediately frightened. He shakes his head and cries:
Andy
Oh, Bertie, no!
BERTIE
C'mon, Nancy Boy.
The determined Bertie grabs his younger brother's arm and:
EXT. ENTRANCE - FERRIS WHEEL - CONTINUOUS
Bertie pays for two rides at a ticket stand, then drags the protesting Andy toward:
EXT. FERRIS WHEEL - CONTINUOUS
An open seat for the next ride up the wheel. THE OPERATOR adjusts the protective wooden bar across their middles and locks them in. Swoosh! Up they go!
EXT. SEAT - FERRIS WHEEL - CONTINUOUS
As they move quickly up to the top of the wheel, Andy's bangs flutter in the wind. The boy is already feeling queasy, we suspect he's going to lose his fish 'n chips any moment now. Down they dive, back to the bottom.
Tight on Bertie, enjoying every thrilling moment of the ride.
Up they go again. Though, this time, their seat stops abruptly at the very top. The sound of an amusement-park calliope seems strangely far away. In the distance, a full moon shimmers on the ocean.
Close on Andy in silent agony, gripping the protective bar tightly with white knuckles. For Andy, it seems an eternity waiting for the wheel to start rotating again. He wants to get this ride over with!
Bertie looks over at his little brother, sees the terror in his eyes and jeers. Just the slightest movement of the seat terrifies Andy even more. Laughing derisively, Bertie gets an idea. He begins to rock the seat back and forth, back and forth, pushing it out even further into the night air.
Tight on Andy, fighting back tears.
Bertie rocks the seat to and fro even more violently. Suddenly there's the sound of snapping wood. The seat becomes unhinged from its supports on Bertie's side. The seat tilts and:
Bertie slides out of the seat, screaming all the way down to his death below.
Terrified, Andy holds on for dear life at his end, while:
EXT. BOARDWALK - CONTINUOUS
People hear about the tragedy and rush toward:
EXT. FERRIS WHEEL - CONTINUOUS
Andy clings tightly to his side of the seat, legs flailing in mid-air. He looks down at:
EXT. ENTRANCE - FERRIS WHEEL (ANDY'S POV) - CONTINUOUS
Horrified spectators pointing up at the helpless boy above.
EXT. FERRIS WHEEL - CONTINUOUS
Andy begins to lose his grip.
Tight on Andy, as he open his mouth to scream and:
EXT. RAILWAY YARD - LOS ANGELES - MORNING
The sound of a shrill whistle blasts the air as a passenger train moves into the busy railroad yard.
Insert: LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA - MARCH 1940.
INT. RAILWAY CAFE - UNION STATION - EARLY AFTERNOON
Tight on a menu: RAILWAY CAFE.
Close on A TOURIST, a man from somewhere in Europe, as he drops the menu and announces to us in halting English:
Tourist
I am two fried eggs.
MAN (O.S.)
(clipped British accent)
Of course, sir.
Pulling back to reveal a waiter, ANDREW PRESTON, tall, dashingly handsome, reminiscent of Cary Grant, 30-ish, taking the menu from the Tourist, who sits alone in a booth. Andrew's uniform consists of a crisp white shirt with the name "Andrew" embroidered in black stitching on the pocket, black bow tie with matching pants. In the B.G., we can see the cafe is packed with DINERS.
As he heads for the kitchen with the order, Andrew passes a fellow waiter, HARRY, pleasant features, 40-ish, also a Brit, who has heard the exchange and can't resist cracking:
Harry
The customer's always right.
At the same time, Harry slaps a check down on A DINER's table. Andrew winks at Harry and says under his breath:
ANDREW
Turn 'em and burn 'em.
EXT. PLATFORM - UNION STATION - CONTINUOUS
A train from the East has just arrived. PASSENGERS with luggage are disembarking. One of them is A BEAUTIFUL BLOND, early 20s, wearing a stylish suit, a jaunty hat with a feather, pearls, white gloves, but teeter/tottering on what appear to be her first open-toed heels. She is loaded down with a large suitcase, an overnight case, a camera bag and a big purse. There doesn't appear to be an available redcap in sight. So she proceeds to the exit ramp -- and disappears uncertainly down it.
INT. KITCHEN - RAILWAY CAFE - CONTINUOUS
Andrew sails past THE CANTANKEROUS CHEF, who is slicing rare roast beef with a particularly nasty-looking carving knife.
Andrew
Oh, Pierre. What a carve up!
THE CHEF
Come a little closer, mon ami. I'll show you what I can really do with this knife.
ANDREW
Not with my sausage you don't.
INT. MAIN CONCOURSE - UNION STATION - CONTINUOUS
With all that baggage, the Blond makes her awkward way across the busy terminal, bumping into other PASSENGERS, etc.
Ahead, the Blond almost collides with A WOMAN ambling along. Nearby, a shoeshine stand radio is tuned to a news station:
NEWSCASTER
On the lighter side of the news, the Prince of Zanaria visited the Barricini Chocolate factory in Long Island City, New York, today. The "sweet prince," as he is fondly known throughout the world, sampled a record number of quality chocolates on the assembly line. So much so that bystanders lost exact count of the prince's incredible intake of candy. His Highness will also be visiting other confectionaries and cola companies in such cities as Atlanta, Kansas City and Los Angeles on his current tour of the United States...
In striking contrast to the frivolousness of this story, the Blond finally swerves around the woman and passes a newsstand, where a tabloid features the headline: HITLER CONFERS WITH MUSSOLINI AT BRENNER PASS.
INT. KITCHEN - RAILWAY CAFE - CONTINUOUS
Now, Andrew argues with ANOTHER WAITER, whose height, coloring, age are similar to Andrew's. The stitching on this waiter's shirt pocket identifies him as "Brad."
ANDREW
You little shit.
Brad
That was not your tip, it was mine.
ANDREW
Bloody liar!
By swinging doors leading to the dining room, we can see the checker, HAZEL, rouged and ripe, 30-ish, on guard on a high stool, doing a count of the plates of food as WAITERS go into the restaurant to deliver their orders. At the same time, Hazel is aware of the heated confrontation going on nearby.
Tight on Hazel, concerned. She looks around for help, sees someone O.S. and calls out:
HAZEL
Mr. Tweetle!
Andrew and Brad have almost come to blows. Harry appears and pulls them apart.
HARRY
Stop it, you two.
BRAD
Accused me of stealing his tip from Table 10.
ANDREW
The bugger bloody well did.
HARRY
You're both going to get the sack, if you don't quit this constant squabbling of yours.
MaN (O.S.)
What's going on over here?
MR. TWEETLE, the restaurant manager, tiny and tyrannical, 40-ish, joins the party.
Harry
Nothing, Mr. Tweetle.
Mr. tweetle
Wherever you are, Andrew, there seems to be trouble brewing. Why couldn't you be more like Brad here? Always early for work. Stays late, if need be. Ever- gracious and courteous to our patrons. The ideal waiter.
Brad flashes a smug, satisfied smile. Andrew wants to slug Brad, but Harry grips his friend's arm tightly.
INT. HOSTESS STATION - RAILWAY CAFE - later
The Blond, struggling with all that gear, enters the crowded cafe, as THE HOSTESS leads SOME DINERS to a booth.
The Blond loses her hold on the overnight case. It crashes to the floor beside an empty table. Just then an unconcerned Andrew saunters by, noting her predicament but not stopping to be of any assistance.
The blond
(calling after him)
Couldn't you give a girl a hand...?
ANDREW
(over his shoulder)
Applause, applause.
Andrew keeps going. The Blond fumes. Instant hatred.
INT. COUNTER - RAILWAY CAFE - mOMENTS LATER
The Blond discovers an empty seat at the crowded counter. But also finds that Andrew is her waiter.
THE BLOND
Oh no. Not you again.
ANDREW
The feeling's mutual.
They glare at each other. Andrew extends a menu to the Blond, but she doesn't take it. Instead, she remarks:
THE BLOND
Must take an awful lot of negative energy to be that cold and callous.
ANDREW
It wasn't my table.
THE BLOND
Good service, it's a dying art.
ANDREW
Look, "madam," in case you hadn't noticed, this isn't the Waldorf-Astoria. So what'll it be?
THE BLOND
French fries. And a Coke.
Andrew nods, goes off to get the order. The Blond turns and notes A DINER sitting one seat over, his nose in a newspaper. The headline reads: GOOD NIGHT, "SWEET PRINCE." Accompanied by a large photo of the rotund, turbaned prince gleefully sampling a box of Barricini Chocolates.
Suddenly Andrew is back. He plunks a platter of French fries down in front of the Blond.
ANDREW
Ketchup? Mustard?
The BLOND
Both. And don't forget the Coke.
As Andrew slams the bottles down on the counter:
ANDREW
Wouldn't dream of it, "love."
Andrew saunters away. The Blond shakes her head in disgust.
INT. COUNTER - RAILWAY CAFE - LATER
Tight on a swirl of ketchup mixed with mustard on a platter. Pulling back to reveal the Blond dipping a fry into the mixture and sampling it.
ANDREW (O.S.)
You're a regular Picasso.
Startled, the Blond looks up and sees Andrew standing there, smirking. She retorts:
The BLOND
What would you know about fine art?
ANDREW
(under his breath)
Cheeky cow!
The Blond hears that, sticks her tongue out at Andrew.
A REDHEAD, vibrant and vivacious, 20-ish, in a smart suit with pearls and white gloves, rushes up to the Blond.
THE Redhead
Sorry I'm late!
THE BLOND
It's okay, haven't been here long.
THE REDHEAD
Got stuck in traffic.
THE BLOND
Don't worry about it.
The Blond rises, the women embrace.
Andrew leaves the check, walks away. But not before shooting daggers at the Blond. The Redhead notes the interaction between the two. "Red" finds Andrew very attractive.
The redhead
Who is that?
THE BLOND
A tall drink of cold water.
THE REDHEAD
Well, pour me a glass. He's cute.
THE BLOND
Not if you knew him like I did.
THE REDHEAD
Making friends already? And I thought you were the quiet type.
The Redhead grabs the check, to make amends for being late. Automatically, the Blond reaches into her purse to get some change for Andrew's tip. Looking further down the counter at:
Andrew, a snide expression on his face, pouring a java refill for ANOTHER DINER.
The Blond thinks better of the tip, flashing an "I'll show him" expression, snapping her purse shut.
The Redhead helps the Blond with her luggage. They launch into catch-up chatter, as they hurry off.
EXT. ENTRANCE - UNION STATION - LATER
At the curb, the Blond stows her luggage in the back seat of the Redhead's dark blue four-door sedan. A TALL MAN, well-dressed, his back to the camera, approaches the women with TWO SMALL CHILDREN, a boy and a girl. The Blond breaks into a smile of recognition -- and introduces the man to the Redhead. Through gestures, the Redhead offers the man and his charges a lift. The man hesitates. The two women insist. He accepts, piling into the back seat with the kids.
INT. COUNTER - RAILWAY CAFE - CONTINUOUS
Andrew discovers that the Blond has stiffed him. He fumes. Then, sees through a nearby picture window:
EXT. ENTRANCE - UNION STATION (ANDREW'S POV) - CONTINUOUS
A dark-blue sedan taking off from the curb, the Blond is in the passenger seat.
INT. COUNTER - RAILWAY CAFE - CONTINUOUS
Tight on Andrew, as he curls his lip and says:
ANDREW
Cheerio -- you bitch!
MR. TWEETLE (O.S.)
Andrew.
Startled, Andrew turns and sees:
Mr. Tweetle coming up to him.
ANDREW
Yes, Mr. Tweetle...?
MR. TWEETle
Go down to the wine cellar and bring up a bottle of our '38 cabernet sauvignon.
Andrew reacts with a sickly expression -- and nods.
INT. STAIRS TO WINE CELLAR - KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER
With trepidation, Andrew stands at the top of a steep staircase and looks down into:
What appears to be a deep, dark abyss.
There is the sound of an amusement park calliope playing eerily off in the distance. It's all in Andrew's head.
Andrew breaks into a cold sweat and makes a tentative move toward the steps. We realize Andrew is Andy twenty years later, still haunted by the horrors of that long ago night.
EXT. MULHOLLAND DRIVE - DUSK
Later that day. The dark-blue sedan speeds along Mulholland's twisting roads, overlooking twinkly Los Angeles.
INT. SEDAN - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
The Redhead is at the wheel, the Blond in the passenger seat. Their passengers in the back seat have been dropped off. The radio is blasting operatic music. They join soprano voices for an impromptu rendition of the "Flower Duet" from LAKME.
Beside the Blond on the passenger seat is the camera bag, her big purse on the floor. From the back seat, she retrieves the overnight case to get something, as the Redhead says:
THE REDHEAD
Before the auditions, I'll give you a li'l guided tour of L.A.
As the Blond opens the overnight bag:
THE BLOND
Oh, that'd be grand.
The Redhead realizes there's something wrong with the car.
THE REDHEAD
Damn!
THE BLOND
What's the matter...?
THE REDHEAD
The brakes. They're not working.
EXT. MULHOLLAND DRIVE - CONTINUOUS
The sedan attempts to safely maneuver the treacherous twists and turns of Mulholland and:
INT. SEDAN - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
At the wheel, the Redhead tries to stop the car, but she can't. She loses control and:
EXT. MULHOLLAND DRIVE - CONTINUOUS
The sedan goes sailing over a cliff!
INT. SEDAN - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
The women are screaming. The Blond's door swings open. She is thrown out and:
EXT. CLIFFSIDE - CONTINUOUS
The Blond lies in some shrubbery, unconscious. Nearby are the camera bag and open overnight suitcase, the things in it scattered about. Meantime, below:
EXT. BOTTOM OF RAVINE - CONTINUOUS
The sedan explodes. The Redhead is a goner!
INT. RAILWAY CAFE - UNION STATION - LATE AFTERNOON
The next day. Tight on Andrew, as he asks:
ANDREW
Will you follow me?
HARRY (O.S.)
Right-o.
Pulling back to reveal Andrew with plates of hot food lining his outstretched arm. As a safety measure, Harry follows Andrew through the crowded cafe.
At a booth, THREE DINERS sit, awaiting a late lunch. Andrew serves the correct dishes to the threesome. All seems in order, as he says with slight bow:
ANDREW
Enjoy your lunch.
Harry exits. As he turns away from the booth, Andrew hears:
WOMAN (O.S.)
Oh, waiter...
Andrew looks around and sees:
A MARRIED COUPLE FROM PASADENA, well-heeled and well-oiled, 50-ish, perusing menus at a nearby table, empty Martini glasses before them. The Woman is wearing a French frock, low in the back.
ANDREW (O.S.)
Yes, madam...?
As Andrew reaches the table, the Woman indicates with a certain haughty/boozy air that the knife in her setup has water spots on it.
WOMAN
May I have another knife, please? That one is dirty.
ANDREW
Certainly, madam.
Andrew removes the offending knife -- and reaches for a clean one from a nearby service station. But the knife slips from his hand and goes down the back of the Woman's dress. The coldness of the knife makes her shriek. Regaining her haughty/boozy air, she asks accusingly:
WOMAN
Young man, did you do that on purpose?
ANDREW
Madam, it was an accident. I'm very sorry.
WOMAN
No, I don't think you are.
The Man, sympathetic to Andrew's plight, tries to save the day by suggesting:
MAN
Waiter, get her another cocktail -- quick.
Angry, she slams her menu down on the table with great force.
WOMAN
Well, shame on me!
The Man and Woman, obviously long-time marrieds, begin to quarrel. Loudly, bitterly. Andrew looks on, helplessly.
Mr. Tweetle has heard the commotion and comes over.
MR. TWEETlE
Andrew, what's going on...?
Everyone is talking at once. The Woman is indignant, while Andrew tries to explain his side of the story. He reaches for another knife from the service area to demonstrate what just occurred. The knife slips out of Andrew's hand -- and goes down the Woman's back for a second time. Another shriek!
Int. KITCHEN - RAILWAY CAFE - lATER
As Andrew and Harry come through the swinging doors:
HARRY
Wonder you didn't get canned right then and there.
ANDREW
Smoothed things over, didn't I?
HARRY
Oh, you're a regular "smoothie."
Andrew glances over at Hazel on her stool. She has the afternoon newspaper open. On the front page is a large picture of the Blond, unconscious on a hospital stretcher.
Insert: The newspaper headline reads: AMNESIA VICTIM -- DO YOU KNOW THIS GIRL?
Andrew grabs the paper right out of the stunned Hazel's hands, as she protests:
Hazel
Hey! Buy your own paper!
ANDREW
Sorry, love. Give it back in a sec...
Andrew looks down at the picture of the Blond on the front page and then turns to a startled Harry:
ANDREW
It's her!
INT. WAITERS' LOCKER ROOM - RAILWAY CAFE - LATER
Panning a dingy room with a long line of broken-down wall lockers. On some of the locker doors are freshly laundered white shirts on hangers. Each shirt has the pocket stitching identifying the waiter's name on it.
The locker room appears to be empty but in our travels the sound of a hushed conversation in progress fades in. Discovering and holding on Andrew and Harry, still in their waiter's uniforms, in the midst of whispered words.
As Harry's voice starts to rise in anger:
HarRY
Andrew, you are the most selfish prick in the whole bleedin' world!
ANDREW
(looking around nervously)
Keep your voice down!
Harry lowers his voice again and says:
HARRY
The car was destroyed, the other girl's body burned beyond recognition. The coppers have nothing to go on. So the poor darling's in a dreadful spot.
ANDREW
Dash it all, I can't afford to go to the authorities.
HARRY
I know that. But she needs your help. For God's sake, man. Out of common decency, you simply must step forward.
Andrew looks dubious, but:
INT. CORRIDOR - COUNTY GENERAL HOSPITAL - EVENING
Andrew, still in his waiter's uniform, is walking down a corridor, flanked by two detectives in plainclothes: LIEUT. RILEY MC KEE, ruggedly handsome by-the-book cop who can't quite conceal a sensitive nature, 30-ish, and McKee's partner, JEFF BRINKLEY, sharp features with a pointed personality to go with them, same age.
ANDREW
It was a four-door sedan, Lieut. McKee. Dark blue, I'd say.
Riley
Didn't get the license, did you?
ANDREW
No, but it was a California plate.
Jeff
Was she driving?
ANDREW
No, the other girl...the redhead... was at the wheel. She...the blond, that is...was sitting in the passenger seat.
RILEY
English?
ANDREW
Beg pardon?
RILEY
Noticed your accent. You're English.
ANDREW
Oh yes, quite right.
RILEY
From London?
ANDREW
(not able to hide his unease)
No. West Lancashire, actually. On the coast.
RILEY
(smiles)
Does that make you uncomfortable, my asking?
ANDREW
Oh no, not a'tall.
JEFF
You're here with Britain at war?
ANDREW
Well, I have a work visa -- but I'm on call with the military at home.
Jeff nods casually, but trades a meaningful look with Riley.
RILEY
Mr. Preston, we're going to get you together with a police sketch artist.
ANDREW
What for?
RILEY
The redhead. We want you to describe her to the artist. A picture of her might help us get a lead on the identity of both girls.
ANDREW
Oh, I see. Right-o.
Riley and Jeff indicate a closed door to Andrew just up ahead. The three men stop.
The door to ROOM 1010 opens. DR. RHINELANDER, blessed with a gentle bedside manner, 50-ish, exits the room, closing the door softly behind him. Riley greets him with:
RILEY
Doctor. How's our Jane Doe doing?
Rhinelander
Pretty good, Lieutenant -- all things considered.
RILEY
Dr. Rhinelander, this is Andrew Preston. Told you about him.
Andrew and the doctor shake hands.
RHINELANDER
How do you do, Mr. Preston.
ANDREW
Doctor, hello. Is it true she has amnesia? Thought that only happened in the movies.
RHINELANDER
Oh no. It's for real. Mental blackouts like this can be caused by the trauma of a car crash. Though, in the young lady's case, we suspect she's suffering from a temporary loss of memory.
RILEY
We thought if you talked to Jane you might help her remember things.
ANDREW
Me? Look here, I just came over to tell you what I knew about her. And I have. Isn't that enough?
RILEY
No, it isn't. Why would you have any objection to talking to her?
ANDREW
Well...because we took an immediate dislike to each other at the cafe.
RHINELANDER
But that just might trigger the kind of remembrance she needs to regain her memory.
(beat)
Won't you at least go in -- and try talking to her?
Andrew hesitates, then nods his agreement.
INT. JANE DOE'S HOSPITAL ROOM - CONTINUOUS
The door to the shadow-filled room opens. A tentative Andrew stands there in the doorway. He looks in and sees:
A bedside lamp reveals JANE DOE, his blond adversary from Union Station, bandaged for cuts, sitting up in bed, alert.
Tight on Jane, seeing Andrew, flashing a winsome smile.
Jane
Hi.
ANDREW (O.S.)
Uh...hello.
JANE
Won't you come in, please?
Andrew nods, comes further into the room. Jane gestures to the chair beside the bed. Andrew sits down.
JANE
Understand we met in a restaurant at Union Station, Mr. Preston.
ANDREW
Yes, we did, Miss...Doe. That sounds rather silly, doesn't it? May I call you Jane?
JANE
Please. And you're Andrew.
ANDREW
Splendid.
Dr. Rhinelander has entered the room, unobtrusively. He leans against a wall in a shadowy corner, observing.
Riley and Jeff stand in the open doorway, listening as well.
Jane sees the detectives and greets them with:
JANE
Hello, Riley. Jeff.
Riley and Jeff both nod, smiling.
Jane returns her attention to Andrew:
JANE
But afraid I don't remember anything about meeting you.
ANDREW
That's what the doctor said.
JANE
This is really awkward, isn't it? I'm sorry. Y'know, you don't have to stay. I'll be all right. Really, I will.
ANDREW
No, no. I want to stay. I want to help, if I can.
JANE
Thank you, thank you very much. Well, tell me. What was it like, our meeting?
Without realizing it, Andrew is relaxing. He is charmed by Jane's genuine warmth and loveliness. He chuckles and says:
ANDREW
Right off the bat, we clashed. I was quite the boor. Insufferable. The world's worst waiter. So in return, you stiffed me.
JANE
Hmmmm?
ANDREW
No tip.
JANE
Oh. How rude.
ANDREW
I was the rude one, actually.
Andrew and Jane share a gentle laugh.
INT. CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS
Riley and Jeff step back into the hallway.
RILEY
Well, what do you know? "The Limey" likes her, after all.
JEFF
I think you do too.
Riley looks sharply at Jeff, who flashes a devilish grin.
INT. JANE DOE'S HOSPITAL ROOM - CONTINUOUS
Andrew and Jane talk further, while Dr. Rhinelander continues to observe:
JaNE
In New York, a lot of waiters...
ANDREW
...oh, you're from New York...
JANE
(shrugs)
...maybe...well, anyway, a lot of actors eke out a living as waiters in New York...are you an actor?
ANDREW
Yes, I confess I am. Well, perhaps we should say a "would-be" one.
JANE
You're very good-looking.
ANDREW
Thanks, but good looks are a dime a dozen in this town. I've been trying to get an interview with the casting director at Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Pictures for six months.
JANE
Do you have an agent?
ANDREW
No.
JANE
That's tough. 'Cause I'd bet you'd be wonderful playing opposite Garbo or Shearer or Crawford.
ANDREW
Really? That's been my dream. A seven-year contract at MGM.
(encouraged by her, really getting into it now)
I'm very good at accents too. French. German. American. All kinds of American dialects.
(giving her a sample of his Southern accent)
Would you care for a mint julep, li'l lady?
Jane laughs.
ANDREW
That kind of stuff amuses the "Rough and Tumble Gang."
JaNE
Who are they?
ANDREW
Oh, that's what I call the other waiters and the behind-the-scenes staff at the cafe. We've all led rather wild, colorful lives.
JANE
You're funny.
ANDREW
As in "ha-ha" funny -- or "funny- farm" funny?
JANE
You seem so...nice.
ANDREW
Appearances can be deceiving.
Jane nods, lowering her eyes demurely. He can't stop staring at her. There's an obvious attraction growing between them.
INT. MAIN LOBBY - COUNTY GENERAL HOSPITAL - LATER
Andrew, Riley and Jeff head for the revolving door.
ANDREW
She's really a good kid. Odd, that.
RILEY
Why?
ANDREW
Well, she's completely different from the person I met yesterday.
RILEY
Maybe getting to know her tonight, you've changed too.
JEFF
(under his breath)
Bet you'd like to get to "know" her better, also.
Riley glares at Jeff, who just shrugs.
Andrew stops abruptly when he sees:
Through a picture window, THE PRESS, reporters and photogs, out on the street, just waiting to pounce.
Tight on Andrew, turning pale.
ANDREW
Oh, no reporters.
Close on Riley, reacting.
RILEY
Okay. This way, Mr. Preston.
EXT. SIDE ENTRANCE - COUNTY GENERAL HOSPITAL - MOMENTS LATER
Andrew, Riley, Jeff slip out a side door. All's quiet on the Western front, until a series of flashbulbs go off. Startled, Andrew hides his face with his hands.
EXT. ADJACENT ALLEY - CONTINUOUS
A dark coupe is parked in the shadows.
INT. COUPE - CONTINUOUS
At the wheel, a man we will come to know as MORLOCK, bald, sturdily-built, 40-ish, sits, watching the action unfold.
EXT. SIDE ENTRANCE - CONTINUOUS
Fighting off the media onslaught, Riley and Jeff push Andrew into the back seat of a waiting squad car, getting in after him. The door slams shut on the swarm of press. Then:
EXT. ADJACENT alley - CONTINUOUS
The squad car takes off down the alley, passing the coupe.
INT. POLICE CAR - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
Tight on Andrew, catching his breath after the press assault.
Flanking him, Riley and Jeff exchange glances.
INT. HOLLYWOOD POLICE STATION - LATER
Close on a sketch of the Redhead. Pulling back to reveal Andrew sitting to the side of Riley's desk in a busy precinct station, studying the drawing carefully. As he puts the drawing down, Andrew turns to Riley seated; Jeff, standing:
ANDREW
Yes, this is quite a good likeness.
RILEY
Okay.
(to Jeff)
Tell Chet thanks. And get cracking on this.
JEFF
Will do.
As Jeff hurries off with the sketch, Riley turns his attention to a series of objects on his desk: Jane's camera bag, a Kodak camera, etc.
RILEY
These were the things we found at the scene of the crash.
ANDREW
Oh.
Riley holds up the camera bag.
RILEY
This, for instance. Inside was a camera. Dusted it for prints. Jane's not "registered" with the FBI.
ANDREW
Well, that's comforting.
RILEY
Also a roll of black-and-white film ready for developing. Which we're doing right now. Waiting for the results from the police photo lab.
Andrew points to something O.S.
ANDREW
And what's that?
Riley holds up a leaflet.
RILEY
Train schedule. Route from Kansas City to Los Angeles. No ticket, though. That was probably in her purse, which was destroyed in the crash. So we can't tell if she traveled coach or in a compartment.
ANDREW
Oh. Can't the railroad line help?
RILEY
(indicates list on his desk)
They've furnished us with a list of the passengers in the compartments, but if she went coach, we're plain out of luck.
(beat)
And you're sure the girls didn't discuss Jane's trip at all while you were in listening distance?
ANDREW
No, not that I can recall.
RILEY
(nods)
Well, we're checking with the K.C. railroad station to see if any of their personnel -- redcaps and the like -- remember seeing Jane. Plus the porters who were on the K.C. to L.A. run.
Andrew nods.
RILEY
Then, over here...
Riley rises, indicating a nearby table. Andrew follows.
RILEY
This stuff was in her overnight case...
Panning the table with assorted toiletries, undies, silk stockings, etc.
RILEY (O.S.)
Nothing unusual. Except for this.
Riley holds some rolled-up sheets. Unrolling them and:
Insert: Sheet music for an aria from TURANDOT.
RILEY (O.S.)
(mispronounces it)
TURANDOT. What the hell is that?
Amused, Andrew looks at Riley and explains:
ANDREW
An opera. Puccini. Do you think Jane is a classical singer? Or maybe a pianist, an accompanist?
RILEY
Don't know. But this is the damnedest case I've ever run up against.
Man (O.S.)
Maybe this might be of help...
Andrew and Riley turn to the next desk and see:
FRANK FRY, a big, beefy detective, 50-ish, feet up on his desk, reading the afternoon paper. He hands over a section of the paper to:
Riley, with Andrew looking on.
RILEY
What's this?
FRANK (O.S.)
Amusement section. Read the story at the top of the page.
RILEY
Okay.
Riley sits down. Andrew stands, reading over his shoulder:
Insert: Headline announces: OPERA HOPEFULS TRILL AT WILSHIRE-EBELL TRYOUTS.
Riley reads the story aloud:
RILEY
Talented young classical singers from around the country will converge at the Wilshire-Ebell Theatre for auditions this weekend. They will be vying for a permanent spot in the chorus of L.A.'s most prestigious opera company...
Andrew trades a look with Riley.
ANDREW
Could be what brought her here.
RILEY
Yeah. We'll check it out.
(calls over to -- )
Frank. Thanks for this!
Frank nods in the B.G., as Riley tosses the newspaper on a tall pile of notes and file folders regarding Jane's case.
INT. ANDREW'S HOTEL ROOM - DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES - LATER
In a small, seedy room, Andrew sits up in bed, still wearing his waiter's uniform. He smokes a cigarette -- and stares at the picture of Jane in the afternoon newspaper. She continues to be very much on his mind.
INT. KITCHEN - RILEY'S APARTMENT - HOLLYWOOD - CONTINUOUS
In modest digs, Riley sits at a kitchen table, eating a homemade sandwich and sipping a glass of milk. A black-and-white cat is licking moo juice from a saucer on the table too. Propped against a milk bottle is the same afternoon paper with Jane's picture, which Riley studies carefully.
EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS
The dark coupe is parked across the street from County General Hospital.
INT. COUPE - CONTINUOUS
Morlock sits at the wheel, obviously on a stakeout. He's sipping coffee from a container. He reaches over for half of a sandwich in an open wax-paper wrapper on the seat. Beside it: a picture postcard of the Perisphere and Trylon, symbols of the 1939/40 New York World's Fair, a battered road map -- and a .45 automatic.
Through the driver's window, Morlock chomps on the sandwich and looks up at:
EXT. county general HOSPITAL - CONTINUOUS
Panning up to a 10th floor window, shade down, closing in on:
INT. JANE DOE'S HOSPITAL ROOM - CONTINUOUS
The room is in darkness. Jane is sleeping -- but it is definitely not a restful sleep.
NIGHTMARE SEQUENCE BEGINS
INT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT
Jane is alone and lost, wandering through a huge warehouse space. There are towering stacks of luggage creating a bewildering maze of aisles.
On her strange trek, Jane encounters:
A MAN, a smiling stranger, tall, suave, 40-ish, well-dressed, who extends a friendly hand to her, but the hand turns into a claw that rakes across her hand, drawing blood.
Jane races away from the Man, only to meet up with:
TWO SMALL CHILDREN, an adorable boy, 5, and girl, 4, who appear from the shadows, but on a second look, we see they are demonic DWARVES dressed in children's clothing. They come toward Jane in a menacing manner and:
Jane runs from them and finds herself face to face with:
A SOCIETY MATRON, 50-ish, fashionably attired, wearing a fur piece across her shoulders. But it's really a Pekingese, who growls threateningly at Jane, baring razor-sharp canines.
Jane darts away from them and:
AN ELDERLY COUPLE, a man and woman in their 70s, step from the shadows. He holds a camera, snaps a picture of Jane. The woman smiles sweetly but it quickly morphs into a cruel sneer. The Man's camera turns into a machine gun, which he begins firing directly at:
Jane, who flees in terror.
Suddenly there's a great rumble, as if an earthquake is in progress. Jane is thrown to the floor. She looks up, sees:
Luggage, like huge boulders, toppling down toward her and:
NIGHTMARE SEQUENCE ENDS
INT. JANE DOE'S HOSPITAL ROOM - CONTINUOUS
Jane wakes up, screaming.
INT. DINING ROOM - LYLE BAYLEY'S HOME - MORNING
The next day. LYLE BAYLEY, the urbane gentleman featured in Jane's nightmare last night, sits at a long formal dining-room table in a mansion just off Mulholland Drive. Lyle is perusing a front-page story in the morning paper.
Insert: Newspaper headline reads: JANE DOE'S MYSTERY MAN. In the photo accompanying the story, Andrew has blocked his face with his hands, but the name "Andrew" is clearly seen on his shirt pocket.
Lyle reads an excerpt from the story aloud:
LYLE
A police informant has leaked the name of the man who identified Jane Doe. He is Andrew Preston, a waiter who works in a restaurant somewhere in downtown Los Angeles.
(smirks)
Well, we know exactly what eatery that is, don't we?
As Lyle looks up from the paper and across the table to:
Lyle
I wonder if our sweet, innocent Jane Doe has remembered anything -- and shared it with her new-found confidante, Mr. Preston.
Morlock -- and THURLOW, a muscular man with a prominent crescent-shaped scar on his cheek, 30-ish, seated.
MORLOCK
If she'd talked, wouldn't Preston have already shared that information with the cops?
Lyle's housekeeper, POLLY, slender, poker-faced, 30-ish, appears from the kitchen with a silver coffee pot. She goes about pouring cups for Lyle, Morlock and Thurlow.
LYLE
Maybe the gentleman has his own reasons for keeping quiet, Morlock. Perhaps he sees an opportunity here to blackmail us, for example. If that were the case, he wouldn't be telling the police anything.
Thurlow
Then, shouldn't we be paying a call on Preston...?
LYLE
We will, Thurlow. This afternoon.
INT. JANE DOE'S HOSPITAL ROOM - CONTINUOUS
Jane is sitting up in a bed, an unfinished breakfast tray before her. She has the morning paper opened to page three.
Insert: The police sketch artist's rendering of the Redhead with the headline: JANE DOE'S FRIEND -- DO YOU KNOW HER?
Jane puts down the paper.
JANE
Andrew said we appeared to be very good friends. Terrible not to even remember the poor girl's name...
She looks over at:
Dr. Rhinelander, at the window. He nods with sympathy.
INT. corridor - COUNTY GENERAL HOSPITAL - LATER
Andrew and Riley stride down a hallway.
ANDREW
Haven't been able to get Jane out of my mind.
RILEY
Know what you mean.
ANDREW
How is she?
RiLEY
Well, the role of film from her camera's been developed. We're about to show Jane the pictures...
INT. SOLARIUM - COUNTY GENERAL HOSPITAL - LATER
Andrew, Riley and Dr. Rhinelander watch as:
Jane, in a wheel chair, goes through a batch of black-and-white 8x10 prints lying on a card table before her.
Insert: A photograph of the main concourse of a large railroad station decorated with iron rafters.
RILEY (O.S.)
That's been identified as Union Station in Kansas City. Which ties in with the train schedule we found in your camera bag. Passengers from New York had a three-hour stop-over in K.C., while additional passengers joined the train there.
Jane examines the photo carefully. Then, shakes her head:
JANE
Sorry, I don't remember anything about this place.
She turns to the next photograph:
Insert: Photograph of an elderly couple seated on stools at a chili stand.
JANE (O.S.)
Oh, these old people were in that crazy dream of mine last night.
Jane hands the photo to Riley, who looks at it carefully. Andrew and Dr. Rhineland check it out too.
She turns to the next picture.
Insert: Photograph of the society matron sitting on a wooden bench, a Pekingese resting in her lap. The woman smokes a continental cigarette encased in a long ivory holder.
JANE (O.S.)
And this woman was in the dream too. With her little dog.
Jane hands the photo to Riley, Andrew and Dr. Rhinelander to look at. Then she picks up the next picture.
Insert: Photograph of Lyle Bayley with the two Children posed at a newsstand. A newspaper headline can be clearly read: "SWEET PRINCE" VISITS K.C. SOON.
JANE (O.S.)
The gentleman with the two children...they were all in the dream too.
RILEY (O.S.)
That guy looks awfully familiar. We'll check him out.
Jane hands the photograph to Riley, who shares it with Andrew and Dr. Rhinelander. They all study it.
RhineLANDER
Nice composition. You may be a photographer, Jane.
JANE
You think, Doctor?
ANDREW
Well, at least, that headline about the prince tells us these photos were taken recently.
Riley nods.
Close on Jane, who remains nonplussed.
INT. CORRIDOR - COUNTY GENERAL HOSPITAL - LATER
Dr. Rhinelander confers with Andrew and Riley.
RHINELANDER
There's nothing more I can do for Jane here. She's ready to be released from the hospital.
ANDREW
But where will she go?
RHINELANDER
I'd like to recommend that she be transferred to a psychiatric institution.
RILEY
You mean, an asylum?
RHINELANDER
No, no, nothing like that. This is a wonderful facility run by a colleague of mine. Dr. Inez Wymore. Maybe she can help Jane's journey along what Inez calls "the long, dark tunnel" to the light of day -- and the full recovery of Jane's memory.
EXT. DRIVEWAY - WYMORE INSTITUTE - PASADENA - LATE MORNING
The same day. A police car sails up a sweeping driveway toward a two-story Tudor-style mansion.
EXT. suburban STREET - CONTINUOUS
The dark coupe has tailed the police car at a discreet distance. The car pulls up to the curb on a deserted residential street and stops.
EXT. C0UPE - CONTINUOUS
At the wheel, Morlock turns off the ignition and watches:
INT. MUSIC ROOM - WYMORE INSTITUTE - LATER
Andrew and Jane sit on a sofa, waiting for the head psychiatrist to make an introductory appearance.
ANDREW
Nervous?
JaNE
Just a little, I guess.
ANDREW
Well, don't be. Dr. Wymore comes highly recommended.
JANE
That's what everybody says.
Jane gets up from the sofa abruptly. She goes over to a Steinway and sits down on the piano bench. She plays with the keys idly. Andrew joins her.
ANDREW
I wonder if you are a musician.
Jane shrugs and continues to tinkle the ivories.
ANDREW
Let's see if you can play something...
Andrew looks through the sheet music resting on the rack above the keys. He finds a song and laughs.
ANDREW
Well, this is certainly appropriate.
Insert: Sheet music for a song called REMEMBER ME.
Jane smiles, opens the sheet music and begins to play the tune. She hums along for a bit and then starts to sing the lyrics. She has a lovely soprano voice.
At the end of the song, Andrew applauds enthusiastically.
ANDREW
You are a singer! A wonderful one at that.
DR. INEZ WYMORE, attractive, graced with an air of warmth and sophistication, 40-ish, stands in the doorway observing the Andrew/Jane interaction. Riley is with the psychiatrist. He's envious of the emotional connection that has grown between Andrew and Jane. He carries Jane's overnight case -- and a manila envelope.
INT. MUSIC ROOM - WYMORE INSTITUTE - lATER
Andrew, Jane, Riley and Inez are seated at a card table. Inez watches as Jane sifts through the contents of the overnight case over and over again. Finally, Jane slumps back in her chair and says:
JANE
I'm sorry, Doctor. Nothing strikes a chord with me.
Inez
(smiles)
But, look, there's another musical reference.
Inez makes a notation on a pad, as Riley adds:
RILEY
We haven't heard back yet from those people holding the opera auditions at the Wilshire-Ebell. But it seems like a good lead.
BETH, pretty and perky, 20-ish, Inez's assistant, brings in a tray of tea things and places it on the card table.
INEZ
Thank you, Beth.
Beth
You're welcome, Doctor.
Beth exits.
As Inez pours the first cup of tea, Jane reacts to the aroma.
ANDREW
Earl Grey?
INEZ
Yes. My personal favorite.
ANDREW
Mine too.
JANE
I'm remembering something.
All eyes turn quickly to Jane as:
FLASHBACK BEGINS
INT. LIVING ROOM - LYLE BAYLEY'S HOME - AFTERNOON
On a Persian rug, the Boy and Girl from Jane's dream are playing with an Erector set version of the 1939/40 World's Fair's Parachute Jump. Pulling further back to reveal:
Lyle entertains Jane and the Redhead, seated on a plush sofa in the living room. He pours tea from a silver service on the coffee table in front of him, serving cups to the women.
Jane suddenly jumps, almost spilling her cup of tea. The Redhead does the exact same thing a moment later.
They look down and see:
The Boy is now under the coffee table. He has just tickled their exposed toes in those open-toed shoes, announcing with great glee:
boy
Tickletoes!
Jane and the Redhead laugh.
EXT. ENTRANCE - LYLE BAYLEY'S HOME - DUSK
Jane and the Redhead get into the sedan, Lyle waves good-bye. The car heads down a steep driveway.
INT. SEDAN - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
Jane and the Redhead are singing that duet from LAKME, courtesy of a blaring radio. Suddenly the brakes fail and:
EXT. MULHOLLAND DRIVE - CONTINUOUS
The sedan plunges over a cliff.
FLASHBACK ENDS
INT. MUSIC ROOM - WYMORE INSTITUTE - CONTINUOUS
Jane shudders, reliving those recent harrowing events. Andrew comforts her. Riley, who has also been taking notes on a pad, jumps up and comes around to join Andrew with her.
RILEY
(to Jane)
While you were inside having a nice cup of tea, the brakes of your friend's car were being tampered with. That's the reason the car went over Mulholland.
Jane gasps. Inez looks up from her note-taking, concerned.
Riley returns to the card table, retrieves the manila envelope, brings out one of Jane's Kansas City photographs and shows it to Jane. Andrew takes a look too.
Insert: Photo of Lyle Bayley and the Kids at the newsstand.
RILEY (O.S.)
'Member I told you I thought this gentleman looked familiar, Jane?
Andrew and Jane look from the photo to Riley:
JANE
Yes.
RILEY
Well, we did some digging. Guy's name is Lyle Bayley. Extremely wealthy with big homes here, in Texas and New York. Has dabbled successfully in all sorts of businesses on the international level. Rumored to have ties to the underworld, but nothing's ever been proven.
(beat)
He had a compartment on Jane's train from Kansas City. Name was right there on the passenger list.
Jane reacts.
ANDREW
But why would he want to kill Jane?
RILEY
Oh, we're going to look into that, don't you worry. We'll be paying Bayley a visit shortly. He has an estate just off...Mulholland Drive.
Andrew and Jane exchange looks.
EXT. DRIVEWAY - WYMORE INSTITUte - LATER
Jane escorts Andrew down the winding driveway to the street.
JANE
How many buses are you taking to get to work?
ANDREW
Just three.
JANE
(laughs)
"Just three." Oh, Andrew. Was it really worth coming all the way out here to the boonies to see me?
ANDREW
'Course, it was. You just made a tremendous breakthrough. Glad I was there to share it with you.
JANE
You have been so incredibly supportive. Riley McKee too.
ANDREW
(not unaware that Riley is attracted to her as well)
Yes, he has.
EXT. suburban STREET - CONTINUOUS
Andrew and Jane approach a bus stop on the corner.
INT. COUPE - CONTINUOUS
At the wheel, Morlock is watching them, as:
EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS
A municipal bus suddenly pulls up in front of Andrew and Jane at the curb, the door swooshes open.
JANE
Say "Hi" to the "Rough and Tumble Gang" for me.
ANDREW
Okay, I'll do that.
Impulsively, Andrew gives Jane a light kiss on the lips. She's delighted.
As he gets aboard, Andrew turns back and says:
ANDREW
See you in the morning!
Jane smiles, nods enthusiastically. The bus door swooshes close, the vehicle takes off. Jane waves good-bye.
Now, she's alone on the street.
INT. COUPE - CONTINUOUS
Morlock sees his perfect opportunity. He opens the door stealthily, puts a foot down on the road and:
EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS
A wistful Jane follows the bus' progress down the street. A shadow appears on her back and:
MAN (O.S.)
Jane...
Jane is startled. She turns around to find:
Riley, standing there. He's smiling at her.
RILEY
Lunch is ready.
Jane nods. Riley gently takes her arm, and they begin walking back up the driveway.
INT. COUPE - CONTINUOUS
His plan foiled, a furious Morlock gets back behind the wheel, slamming the door shut.
INT. DINING ROOM - WYMORE INSTITUTE - LATER
Riley is lunching on rack of lamb with Jane, Inez and Beth at a quiet corner table. In the B.G., we can see OTHER PATIENTS having their meals at separate tables.
WOMAN (O.S.)
More peas, Lieutenant?
Pulling back to reveal Polly, a newly hired food server in the institute's dining room. She is offering Riley seconds from a large bowl of peas.
RILEY
Oh no, thanks.
Polly nods, leaving the bowl on the table. Stepping away, Polly fusses at a nearby sideboard so she can listen to the conversation in progress at Jane's table.
BETH
(to Jane)
How was the lamb?
JANE
Delicious.
INEZ
You know, you're making remarkable progress, Jane.
JANE
Am I?
INEZ
Oh yes. I think you're coming to the end of that long, dark tunnel.
Riley smiles encouragingly.
Polly goes through a door leading to the kitchen.
Just then Jeff rushes into the dining room -- and joins the group at Jane's table. Sitting down, he flashes a triumphant smile, as he announces:
JEFF
Riley, our hunch was right. "The Limey" is an illegal immigrant.
Jane is startled.
RILEY
Okay. What about Immigration?
JEFF
They're going to pick him up at the Railway Cafe this afternoon.
RILEY
Good.
JaNE
What's "good" about it?!? Andrew only came forward to help me -- and now you're going to have him arrested?
RILEY
It's the law.
JANE
Well, the law isn't always right.
RILEY
Have you fallen for this guy?
Jane goes immediately on the defensive with:
JANE
No! How could I? We've just met. I don't know anything about him.
RILEY
Exactly.
Riley turns to Jeff and asks:
RILEY
What about Bayley?
JEFF
Got the search warrant. Our men should be there just about now...
INT. LIVING ROOM - LYLE BAYLEY'S HOME - CONTINUOUS
DETECTIVE #1, a plainclothesman, surveys the empty room. The furniture has been covered with white cloths. DETECTIVE #2 enters from the hall, followed by A SQUAD OF COPS.
Detective #1
Anything?
Detective #2
Nobody home. Looks like they've cleared out for good.
DETECTIVE #1
Well, dust for fingerprints. From the cellar to the attic.
Detective #2 nods.
INT. DINING ROOM - WYMORE INSTITUTE - CONTINUOUS
Riley whispers with Jeff at the table. Inez watches Jane, whose brain is a-swirl with conflicting emotions. Then:
INEZ
You all right, Jane?
Jane hesitates. Then, puts a hand up to her forehead, says:
JaNE
Actually, I don't feel too well...
INEZ
Perhaps you should go up to your room and lie down for a while.
Jane nods and gets up from the table. The two men rise.
RILEY
Yes, get some rest.
Jane hurries away.
At the doorway to the hall, a furtive Jane looks back at:
The foursome, heads together, talking about Andrew.
Tight on Jane, she knows what she has to do.
INT. KITCHEN - WYMORE INSTITUTE - CONTINUOUS
In an alcove, Polly talks in whispered tones on a wall phone:
Polly
(into phone)
She's starting to remember things. Having tea up on Mulholland. You and the children...
INT. SWIMMING POOL - spa - CONTINUOUS
Lyle, wearing a white terry-cloth bathrobe with WHISPERING SPRINGS stitched on the pocket, hangs up. He looks grim.
INT. DINING ROOM - WYMORE INSTITUTE - LATER
Riley, Jeff, Inez and Beth are finishing up apple pie and coffee. In fact, Jeff's plate is clean.
RILEY
(to Jeff)
Good thing your mother's up in Mendocino. She wouldn't approve of you packing away all that pie.
JEFF
(to Inez)
Mom's very serious about our health and the food we eat. She takes vitamins by the case plus daily doses of wheat germ and molasses.
Inez smiles politely. Beth looks at her watch and says:
BETH
Better get back and make those phone calls you wanted, Doctor.
INEZ
Good. And then look in on Jane, will you, please?
Beth nods, gets up from the table and exits.
Tight on Riley, concerned.
RILEY
Dr. Wymore...this situation with Preston...well, Jane seemed very upset by the news. Think that could impede her memory coming back?
Close on Inez, studying Riley.
INEZ
I don't know, Riley. There's definitely a strong connection between them. You are aware of that, aren't you?
Feeling great discomfort, Riley looks away from Inez, nods.
INEZ
But it's also quite evident that you are attracted to Jane as well.
With Jeff present, Riley is made to feel even more uncomfortable. Jeff looks down at his empty plate, fighting hard to suppress a grin. Riley manages to protest:
RILEY
Please, Doctor. I'm a professional.
INEZ
Of course, you are. But...
BeTH (O.S.)
Dr. Wymore...!
Riley, Jeff, Inez turn to see a visibly upset Beth rushing back to them at the table.
INT. KITCHEN - RAILWAY CAFE - CONTINUOUS
At the time clock adjacent to the exit door, Brad punches his card, arriving early for work. Crossing the kitchen, where:
The cantankerous Chef is carving a roast.
Brad swerves past A MALE DISHWASHER, his back to us, toiling at a big sink filled with dirty dishes. The Dishwasher looks up casually from his work and notes Brad's progress. The Dishwasher turns to face us: It is Thurlow, the man with the prominent crescent-shaped scar on his cheek.
INT. MEN'S LOCKER ROOM - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS
Harry is on a five-minute break, sitting on a wooden bench, smoking a cigarette, holding a butt can. Brad enters.
HARRY
Brad.
BRAD
Hi, Harry.
HARRY
(checking his watch)
Trying to break your own speed record for being ahead of time?
BRAD
(chuckles)
Yeah, I'll be early for my own funeral.
Harry puts his cig out in the can, rises from the bench.
HARRY
Better get back on the floor.
BRAD
Okay. See you out there.
Harry exits, as Brad reaches his locker. But there is no freshly ironed white shirt awaiting him. He checks inside the locker. Nothing. What to do? He looks around and sees something O.S. He smiles.
INT. BETH'S OUTER OFFICE - WYMORE INSTITUTE - CONTINUOUS
Beth stands at her work station, holding a note. Riley, Jeff, Inez are grouped on the other side of the desk.
BETH
Stole my handbag -- and left this!
Beth hands the note to Riley, who reads:
Insert: A quickly scrawled note in a feminine hand: Beth, sorry to do this to you. This is my IOU. Jane.
BETH (O.S.)
Genuine imitation alligator. Birth-day gift from my Johnny.
Riley scowls, shows the note to Jeff, who passes it on to Inez. Meantime, Beth further wails:
BETH
Car keys were in my bag too. How am I going to get home tonight?
Riley trades looks with Jeff, then asks:
RILEY
Beth, where is your car parked?
BETH
Right out there...
Beth goes to a nearby window and points to:
EXT. PARKING LOT - WYMORE INSTITUTE - CONTINUOUS
There is an empty space between two parked vehicles.
BETH (O.S.)
Oh no!
INT. BETH'S OUTER OFFICE - CONTINUOUS
As Riley turns to face Inez:
RILEY
She's gone to warn him. I was afraid of this.
Inez nods, worried.
RILEY
(to Inez)
We'll be in touch.
(to Jeff)
Get the car particulars from Beth. Then, meet me at Union Station.
Jeff nods. Riley races from the room.
As Beth turns to Inez for a sympathetic ear:
BETH
We've only got one car. Johnny's going to kill me!
INT. CORRIDOR - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS
Brad, wearing Andrew's white shirt, exits a door marked MEN'S LOCKER ROOM and:
EXT. downtown STREET - CONTINUOUS
Andrew gets off a municipal bus at the stop directly in front of Union Station.
INT. ANOTHER CORRIDOR - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS
In a passageway, Brad bumps into "the Dishwasher" -- Thurlow.
BRAD
"Scuse me.
Tight on Brad, noting the crescent-shaped scar on:
Thurlow's cheek, the Man's face a blank.
Wearing gloves, Thurlow produces one of the Chef's carving knives. Which he proceeds to plunge deep into Brad's chest.
INT. POLICE CAR - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
At the wheel, Riley checks his watch, then steps on the gas.
EXT. PARKING LOT - UNION STATION - CONTINUOUS
Driving Beth's roadster, Jane pulls into a space on the lot. She gets out of the car, carrying a faux alligator handbag.
INT. EXIT DOOR - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS
Andrew comes through the door -- and the dying Brad, the carving knife still protruding from his chest, suddenly falls into Andrew's arms. Andrew is shocked. Brad's blood-stained hand touches Andrew's chest, making a bloody impression on Andrew's shirt. Brad's final words:
BRAD
Man...with half-moon scar...did it.
INT. HOSTESS STATION - RAILWAY CAFE -CONTINUOUS
Jane enters the cafe. She looks around for Andrew.
At a nearby table, A DINER, an older gentleman, lights up a pipe. The pungent smell of tobacco reaches:
Jane, who reacts, but then she remembers she has a mission.
INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS
Andrew lays Brad down as gently as possible on the floor. Andrew frowns when he notes that Brad is wearing his shirt.
Hazel comes upon this grisly scene -- and screams shrilly.
INT. RAILWAY CAFE - CONTINUOUS
Jane hears the commotion emanating from the kitchen area. She pushes through the swinging doors and:
INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS
Jane is horrified to see the Grand Guignol tableau. Stunned, Andrew kneels beside the body of Brad, the carving knife still protruding from his chest.
Seeing Jane, the dazed Andrew rises on wobbly legs and weaves toward her, revealing his shirt with the bloody handprint.
ANDREW
I didn't do this...
Coming out of her own shock, Jane looks at Andrew for one long moment -- then nods. Somehow she believes him.
Nearby, Harry tries to comfort the hysterical Hazel. The Chef and OTHER KITCHEN EMPLOYEES look on with disbelief.
EXT. ENTRANCE - UNION STATION - CONTINUOUS
A car containing agents from Immigration pulls up.
INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS
Jane grabs Andrew's arm with great urgency and says:
JANE
We've got to get out of here!
Harry points in the direction of the exit door.
HARRY
That way. Hurry!
Andrew and Jane rush toward the door just as:
EXT. ENTRANCE - UNION STATION - mOMENTS LATER
A police car pulls up behind Immigration's car at the curb. Riley gets out. Two squad cars follow, COPS piling out and:
EXT. ENTRANCE - PARKING LOT - UNION STATION - CONTINUOUS
At the wheel of the roadster, Jane pays the parking fee to THE ATTENDANT on duty in a booth; Andrew sits in the shotgun seat, body bent forward, as if he was re-tying his shoelaces. Business concluded, the roadster sails out of the lot, without being detected.
EXT. PARKING LOT - HOLLYWOOD SOUVENIR SHOP - LATER
The roadster is parked in a space some distance from the entrance. Andrew sits in the passenger seat, arms folded across his chest, trying to hide the tell-tale blood stains on his shirt. Jane rushes out of the shop, carrying a large brown paper bag. She jumps behind the wheel and:
EXT. ROADSTER - MOVING - LATER
Jane is at the wheel, wearing sunglasses and a scarf with the word HOLLYWOOD decorating it; Andrew, in the passenger seat, is buttoning up a Hawaiian print shirt. He stashes his bloodied shirt inside the glove compartment. They are in the midst of a heated argument:
JANE
You helped me. Now it's my turn.
ANDREW
It's not too late for you to.....
JANE
Oh, but it is. I stole Beth's handbag -- not to mention, her car. I believe that's called "aiding and abetting." So I'm a fugitive from justice too.
ANDREW
Oh my God, what have I gotten you into?
JANE
I'm sorry, but isn't it the other way around?
ANDREW
Balderdash!
JANE
(ignoring him)
When I came into the cafe earlier, I caught a whiff of a gentleman's pipe tobacco. It triggered another memory...
FLASHBACK BEGINS
INT. MAIN CONCOURSE - UNION STATION - KANSAS CITY - AFTERNOON
Lyle lights a pipe, passing the chili stand, where we hold on the camera-toting Jane, snapping a pic of MR. AND MRS. BETHUNE, the elderly couple from her dream, posed on stools.
JANE
Great shot, Mr. and Mrs. Bethune!
MRS. BEThune
So sweet of you, dear. You meet the nicest people on the train.
Mr. Bethune nudges his wife's elbow, saying with a wee wink:
Mr. bethune
Time to get back on board for our nap, my love.
Mrs. Bethune smiles benignly and nods. Then, to Jane:
MRS. BEThune
We'll be sure to look you up while you're in Los Angeles.
JANE
Why, that'd be grand.
MRS. BEThune
Must have you out to our place in the Valley for a barbecue. Cookouts are such fun.
JANE
Oh, thank you, Mrs. Bethune.
The couple lead Jane back to their gate -- and waiting train.
INT. PASSAGEWAY - PULLMAN CAR - MOVING - LATER
Exiting Compartment B, Jane is surprised to see:
The Bethunes not napping, but standing at one of the passageway windows. He is snapping pics of the terrain as it whizzes past them. They don't catch Jane observing them.
The Society Matron with the "fur piece" watches from another window further down the passageway. She takes a deep drag on the continental cigarette in that long ivory holder of hers.
Jane moves to a window and notes several visual clues passing by along the railroad route:
EXT. ADJACENT TO RAILROAD TRACKS - CONTINUOUS
A FRECKLE-FACED BOY, about 8, sits on a wooden fence, waving as the train goes by.
A large outdoor billboard with a smiling movie starlet in a one-piece bathing suit, holding a bottle of Royal Crown Cola.
A graveyard of abandoned ice-boxes.
INT. PASSAGEWAY - PULLMAN CAR - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
Jane turns away from the window when she hears:
BOY (O.S.)
Left, right, left, right...
The two Children from Jane's nightmare march down the passageway, as the boy calls cadence.
Jane is amused by their antics. Suddenly Lyle appears at her side, smoking his pipe. Startled, Jane manages to cover:
JANE
Army brats -- or AWOL from a military academy?
LYLE
The former. My sister's husband is in the service. I'm bringing Sammy and Suzette back to L.A. for a brief vacation.
JaNE
That's nice of you.
Just then the train goes under a huge bridge. There's semi-darkness, but Jane hears the constant click of a camera. Mr. Bethune continues to take shots of the bridge's underpinnings. Back in daylight, Jane doesn't hide her curiosity and remarks to Lyle:
JaNE
Why would he do that?
LYLE
(shrugs)
Everybody has their own peculiarities.
JANE
That's one way of looking at it.
Jane looks back at Mr. Bethune. He has stopped taking pics. The couple seems unaware of Jane's interest in them.
FLASHBACK ENDS
EXT. STREET - CULVER CITY - CONTINUOUS
The roadster is heading toward the ocean.
INT. CORRIDOR - HOLLYWOOD POLICE STATION - LATER
Jeff opens a frosted-glass door marked INTERROGATION ROOM. He enters and:
INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - CONTINUOUS
Under bright lights in a darkened room, Harry is being grilled by Riley.
HARRY
...Yes, it was Andrew's dirty little secret. Last April he crossed the Canadian border into Detroit. Came out to L.A. by Greyhound. Stayed with me and the wife...she's American...at first. Then, found digs at that hotel.
INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - lATER
Riley is now questioning Hazel. Jeff listens in.
HAZEL
...That new dishwasher just started work today. But he took a powder right around the time we found Brad. I don't know. Maybe all that blood spooked him.
INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - LATER
Now, Mr. Tweetle is being interrogated by Jeff. Riley observes, as the cafe manager comments:
MR. TWEETLE
...No, I have no idea why he was wearing Andrew's shirt. You don't think it's possible that Andrew didn't kill Brad, that someone else killed him, thinking he was Andrew? But that's crazy, isn't it?
Jeff doesn't answer, but trades looks with Riley.
EXT. PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY - AFTERNOON
The roadster is heading North.
EXT. ROADSTER - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
Jane continues to drive, Andrew watches the passing scenery.
JANE
One thing I don't understand, Andrew.
ANDREW
Oh, what's that?
JANE
You're an undocumented worker. You obviously conned your way into a job at the cafe. But without the necessary papers, how could you possibly think you could ever sign a seven-year contract with MGM?
ANDREW
The studio is very powerful. If they wanted me badly enough, they could have made "arrangements," smoothed everything over.
JANE
That's crazy.
ANDREW
Maybe, maybe not.
Jane looks down at the dashboard, then turns to Andrew:
JANE
Uh-oh. Almost out of gas.
ANDREW
Filling station right up ahead. Let me off at the intersection.
She reacts with a quizzical look, but nods.
EXT. GASOLINE STATION/MARKET - malibu - LATER
An old radio rests on the open sill of a market adjacent to the filling station, as we hear:
NEWSCASTER (O.S.)
...Police have issued an All Points Bulletin for suspected murderer and illegal immigrant, Andrew Preston, and his alleged accomplice, an amnesiac named Jane Doe, who made headlines recently when the car she was in crashed over a cliff on Mullholland Drive...
Oblivious to the droning voice of the Newscaster, AN ATTENDANT is finishing up washing the roadster's windshield. Jane remains behind the wheel, but Andrew is nowhere in sight. Jane is on edge; she is very much aware of what the Newscaster is reporting. Suddenly the Attendant asks:
Attendant
Check under the hood, ma'am?
Jane almost jumps out of her skin, but tries to play it cool:
JANE
Next time, thanks.
He nods and goes off to finish up with the fuel pump. Meantime, she listens as the Newscaster further reveals:
NEWSCASTER (O.S.)
...The fugitives were last seen in a stolen roadster, this year's model, tan in color, the license plate number is ...
Andrew appears from the men's room, sauntering casually over to Jane at the wheel. For the benefit of the Attendant, he asks in his best Midwestern accent:
ANDREW
How far you goin', lady?
Jane is startled for a moment, but quickly catches on to what Andrew is doing and gets with the program.
JANE
Oh...uhhhh...Laguna. Why?
ANDREW
How 'bout a lift? Happy to do some of the drivin' in exchange for a ride down the coast.
Jane frowns, thinks about it for a moment. Then:
JANE
Guess it'd be all right.
ANDREW
Gee, thanks, lady.
Andrew moves around to the passenger side and gets in.
At the next pump, A HEFTY WOMAN gets out of the passenger side of a pick-up. A HEFTY MAN is at the wheel.
WOMAN
(monotone country drawl)
Lee-roy, do you wanna Coke?
MAN
Yeah.
WOMAN
What kind do ya want, a Pepsi?
The Man shrugs. Passing a news rack with an afternoon paper with the headline: HITLER AIMS AT NORWAY AND DENMARK, the Woman goes inside the market to buy the sodas.
Meantime, Jane is finishing up her transaction with the Attendant. He hands her back some change.
ATTENDANT
Have a good day, ma'am.
JANE
You too.
A sudden noise startles Jane. She turns to see:
A yapping miniature poodle poking its head out the open passenger window of Leroy's pick-up, carrying on loudly.
Tight on Jane, reacting to the dog.
FLASHBACK BEGINS
INT. JANE'S COMPARTMENT - PULLMAN CAR - EARLY MORNING
Jane is asleep in her berth. A dog yapping in the next compartment awakens her. It's the Society Matron's pooch. Where are we, Jane seems to be wondering. Groggily, she turns to the window and pulls up the shade to see:
EXT. TRAIN STATION - BARSTOW - CONTINUOUS
The train has made its scheduled stop in Barstow. The Bethunes, carrying luggage, have gotten off the train and head toward a waiting station wagon clearly marked WHISPERING SPRINGS on the side door.
INT. JANE'S COMPARTMENT - CONTINUOUS
Jane is wide awake now, puzzled by the couple's departure at this stop. The train starts up again. Jane looks back at the station wagon, as it drives off into town.
Mrs. Bethune (V.O.)
We'll be sure to look you up while you're in Los Angeles.
FLASHBACK ENDS
EXT. ROADSTER - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
At the wheel, Jane looks over at Andrew and says:
JANE
Mrs. Bethune out-and-out lied to me about living in L.A. Why?
ANDREW
Haven't the foggiest.
JANE
And why was Mr. B taking pics of that bridge in the dark like that?
Andrew shrugs.
JANE
I suspect the Bethunes are tied in with Lyle Bayley.
ANDREW
But you can't be certain of that.
JANE
Well, we're going to find out.
ANDREW
How?
JANE
I think the answers are in Barstow.
EXT. TRAIN STATION - BARSTOW - EARLY EVENING
Andrew and Jane walk along the platform. They pass a weathered outdoor poster for HIS GIRL FRIDAY, a Howard Hawks movie starring Cary Grant and Rosalind Russell.
ANDREW
This may be a wild goose chase, but at least it got us out of the clutches of the police in L.A.
Jane sees something O.S. and points:
JANE
Look!
Tight on an another outdoor poster, this one for WHISPERING SPRINGS, A EUROPEAN-STYLE SPA FOR WOMEN. Pulling back to reveal Andrew and Jane studying the poster, as she murmurs:
JANE
Whispering Springs, that was the name of the place on the station wagon that picked up the Bethunes.
They exchange meaningful looks. A beat. Then, she removes the sunglasses and inquires of him in a Southern drawl:
JaNE
Sugar, think I need a mud facial?
Andrew inspects her face, answering in a similar accent:
ANDREW
In the worst possible way, sweetheart.
Jane nods. They turn back to the car, but:
EXT. PARKING LOT - BARSTOW STATION - CONTINUOUS
A HIGHWAY PATROL OFFICER is off his motorcycle and circling the roadster. He double checks the license plate and comes in closer.
EXT. TRAIN STATION - BARSTOW - CONTINUOUS
Andrew and Jane clutch each other's arm, as they watch:
EXT. PARKING LOT - BARSTOW STATION - CONTINUOUS
The Motorcycle Officer leans in and opens the glove compartment. Andrew's bloodied shirt falls out.
EXT. TRAIN STATION - BARSTOW - CONTINUOUS
Without another word, Andrew and Jane head in the opposite direction and:
EXT. ENTRANCE - WHISPERING SPRINGS - LATER
A dilapidated taxi pulls up under a fancy canopied entrance to a rambling two-story building. There is just one car in the client parking area, a sedan parked at the curb. Andrew and Jane get out of the cab. He pays THE DRIVER, and the taxi takes off.
INT. RECEPTION AREA - WHISPERING SPRINGS - CONTINUOUS
Andrew and Jane enter a Moderne reception room, crossing a Persian rug to:
The reception desk, flanked by two standing torches. THE RECEPTIONIST, glamorous/haughty, 20-ish, wearing a Grecian-style gown, looks up, as Andrew and Jane approach her desk.
Receptionist
Good evening. Do you have an appointment?
Andrew, still very much into that Southern drawl, says:
ANDREW
No. But we were hopin' we could both get massages tonight.
Andrew notes a lone set of car keys on a wall rack directly behind the receptionist. They must belong to the sedan parked outside.
RECEPTIONIST
I'm sorry, sir, but this facility is strictly for women.
ANDREW
My wife's the one who really aches all over. Been drivin' for days.
Removing her scarf, Jane nods eagerly and adds:
JANE
Yeah, for days and days.
Man (O.S.)
I don't think that's what really ails the lady.
Startled, Andrew and Jane turn to see:
INT. MAIN DOOR - WHISPERING SPRINGS - CONTINUOUS
Lyle, smiling sardonically, standing in an open doorway.
LYLE
(to receptionist)
Thank you, Gloria. I'll take care of these guests...personally.
(to Andrew and Jane)
Won't you please come in, "Mr. and Mrs. Preston?"
INT. CORRIDOR - WHISPERING SPRINGS - CONTINUOUS
Lyle leads Andrew and Jane down a shadowy hallway, soothing music plays softly over a p.a. system.
LYLE
What an unexpected pleasure to see you again, "Jane."
JANE
Oh, I'm sure.
They pass AN ATTENDANT in a toga coming out of a room marked BEAUTY SUPPLIES. He carries several bottles of body oils.
LYLE
Also, how convenient for all concerned that you dropped in on such a quiet night. Only one client on the premises.
Through an open door, A MATURE WOMAN is seen face down on a massage table, being pummeled by A MASSEUR in a toga.
ANDREW
The lady likes it rough.
Andrew notes a fire alarm box on the wall as OTHER MALE ATTENDANTS in togas walk by with towels, etc.
LYLE
(to Jane)
Obviously, you are remembering more and more about your train trip.
JANE
That's right. I saw the Bethunes get off at Barstow.
LYLE
How careless of them. That will go on their permanent record cards.
Lyle stops before a closed door, opens it and:
INT. ROCK ROOM - WHISPERING SPRINGS - CONTINUOUS
Andrew and Jane enter; Lyle, behind them. They see:
A bubbling spring erupting from the top of a two-story high rock formation, which the facility has been built around. (There's also a fire exit door up there.) The water cascades down a series of craggy tiers to a pool at the bottom.
Lyle escorts Andrew and Jane around the edge of the pool.
LYLE
When the miners were panning for gold up here in the 1880s, they discovered these warm springs. A soak did wonders for worn backs and tired muscles.
Lyle opens another door and:
INT. MASSAGE ROOM - WHISPERING SPRINGS - cONTINUOUS
Andrew, Jane and Lyle enter an empty room with a massage table. On the walls are blowups of black-and-white pictures taken of the underpinnings of the Westside Bridge in K.C.
Tight on Jane, realizing what these shots are of.
JANE
Mr. Bethune's snapshots.
MAN (O.S.)
Flattered you recognized them.
Startled, Andrew and Jane turn to see:
Mr. and Mrs. Bethune standing in the open doorway. They wear servants' uniforms, hers is accented with a lace apron.
Jane curls her lip at them, commenting:
JANE
Well, hello, Mr. and Mrs. B. You're so far from the Valley -- and your barbecue pit.
Mrs. B reacts with a sour expression.
Lyle ignores Jane, pointing with a certain pride to another wall, where there are enlarged diagrams of the bridge's center girders, red arrows pointing upwards:
LYLE
Our team of men and women, expert climbers, will scale the bridge's girders from the base to the top, appearing on the bridge just as the motorcade makes its way to the center of the span. That's when we'll get the "sweet" Prince of Zanaria.
Andrew and Jane are stunned.
Suddenly Lyle turns to Mrs. B and announces:
LYLE
Two more for dinner, Mrs. Bethune.
MRS. BETHUNE
Yes, sir.
ANDREW
Really, don't go to any bother.
Mrs. B withdraws a Luger from beneath her lace apron -- and points it directly at Andrew and Jane.
Andrew adds with a disarming shrug:
ANDREW
Well, when you put it that way.
INT. DINING ROOM - WHISPERING SPRINGS - LATER
Andrew and Jane are seated next to each other at a formal dining table. Their host, Lyle, is at the head of the table.
Morlock is on guard, his trusty .45 in his coat pocket.
A MALE SERVANT, seen only from the waist down, appears beside Andrew with a silver tray containing carved roast beef.
LYLE (O.S.)
That beef is from my cattle ranch in Texas. Do hope you enjoy it.
A reluctant Andrew takes a slice, then looks up and sees:
Thurlow, that crescent-shaped scar prominent on his cheek.
Andrew reacts, looking at:
Jane, who also sees the tell-tale scar -- and gasps.
Lyle, clearly enjoying this game of cat-and-mouse, is pleased by their reactions -- and smiles.
LYLE
Somehow you both realize that Thurlow is the man who killed Brad.
ANDREW
The scar is a dead giveaway.
LYLE
Yes. Well, I was quite distressed when that mistake occurred -- until you went on the run from the police -- and walked right into, shall we say, my little "lair" tonight.
By now, Jane has helped herself to a slice of beef from the silver tray. Thurlow exits.
Neither Andrew or Jane touches their food, but Lyle cuts into the meat with great gusto, sampling a forkful.
LYLE
Mmmmm, so tender. You two really should take a bite.
Suzette appears, pulling a wagon full of dolls.
Suddenly Jane jumps in her chair. She looks down at:
Sammy, grinning devilishly, as he pokes his head up from under the linen tablecloth and announces:
SAMMY
Tickletoes!
Jane and Andrew both turn to look at Lyle.
JANE
That child has a foot fetish.
AnDREW
Maybe we should get him an appointment with Dr. Wymore.
LYLE
Nonsense. The lad just has a playful nature -- and a keen appreciation for the toes of attractive young women.
In the B.G., Sammy joins Suzette to play with the dolls.
JANE
(eyeing the children)
They're not really your sister's kids, are they? And you probably don't even have a sister.
LYLE
Correct on both counts. But we belong to a much larger "family."
Andrew looks over at Suzette, who is pulling the eyes out of one of her girl dolls, then he turns back to Lyle:
ANDREW
Who are these little devils, Hitler's children?
LYLE
Please don't insult them. They are not the laboratory offspring of that glorified paperhanger.
(beat)
Sammy and Suzette will play their own important part in the grand scheme of things.
ANDREW
That's pretty cryptic. So what exactly is this cloak-and-dagger operation you're running here?
LYLE
Do you know what a cabal is?
ANDREW
Think so. It's a group of con-spirators -- people with an agenda against a government -- or someone of great authority.
LYLE
That would be Hitler, in our case.
JANE
Well, that's plenty okay with us.
LYLE
But not for the reasons you may think, Jane. Our organization has its own plans to dominate the world. But we need to destroy Hitler and his minions first.
Andrew and Jane trade looks, "This man is certifiable!"
LYLE
In order to proceed with our plot against Hitler, though, we need cold, hard cash. Lots of it.
ANDREW
But how would the assassination of the prince help that cause?
LYLE
Oh, Andrew, I am disappointed. You're not keeping up with things. We're not going to kill the prince. On the contrary. We're going to abduct him for a -- well, not a king's ransom, but certainly a princely one. Millions of dollars can buy a lot of weaponry to aid us in the defeat of Hitler.
Andrew and Jane are silent. Lyle chuckles, then asks:
LYLE
Have I stunned you both?
ANDREW
That'd be one word for it.
JANE
Flabbergasted, might be another.
LYLE
But we're not stopping there. We've planned a series of wildly audacious abductions to fill our coffers with all that necessary cash. After Kansas City, we hit New York in quick succession.
Lyle shares a nasty laugh with Morlock.
LYLE
Then, we'll be ready to make our military strike against Hitler.
ANDREW
Won't Adolf be surprised.
LYLE
Oh, the entire world will be astonished. With our secret army in place, we expect to accomplish our goal very soon.
Poker-faced Polly, in a maid's uniform, clears the plates. Jane reacts, recognizing her as the server at the institute.
ANDREW
"Secret army?"
LYLE
Yes, a vast volunteer army consisting of seemingly "ordinary folks" just like the Bethunes from Peoria, Illinois -- and Morlock from Albany, New York -- and Polly here from Sarasota, Florida.
Polly finally smiles. It's a scary smile. She exits.
LYLE
These are people from all walks of life. Milkmen, waitresses, garage mechanics. Trust me, they're everywhere -- and they fervently believe in our cause. They're armed and deadly, ready to help us create this powerful new world of the not-so-distant future.
INT. SWIMMING POOL - WHISPERING SPRINGS - LATER
Smoking his pipe, Lyle escorts Andrew and Jane into a large room featuring an indoor swimming pool. At the shallow end of the pool, Sammy and Suzette can be seen in swimsuits, preparing to go in. They are chaperoned by Mrs. Bethune, who helps Suzette don a bathing cap.
Andrew turns to Lyle and comments:
ANDREW
Of course, you've given us the whole lowdown 'cause we're expendable. Jane and I, we aren't leaving this place alive, are we?
LYLE
Now, you've got it, Andrew. I knew you would!
Lyle stops at a worktable cluttered with things. Andrew and Jane follow suit and note the objects on the table:
Insert: Panning shot of a snow globe, towels, children's toys, a Cary Grant coloring book, drawings of a gyroplane.
ANDREW (O.S.)
Since we won't be a threat to your organization for very much longer, I'm curious about something. Where do you plan to strike in New York?
Flashing that sardonic smile, Lyle picks up the snow globe, turns it upside down, gives it a little shake, then places it back on the table, upright.
Insert: Inside the globe, snowflakes fall on the Perisphere and Trylon, symbols of the 1939/40's New York World's Fair.
Andrew and Jane trade startled glances, as he asks:
ANDREW
The World's Fair?
They both turn back to Lyle at the table. He picks up one of the gyroplane drawings, studies it with an amused expression.
LYLE
That's right.
Andrew and Jane ease toward the pool, the Kids, Mrs. B.
JANE
No penny ante stuff for you.
Lyle drops the sketch and exchanges a cruel laugh with Morlock and Thurlow, who have entered the room.
LYLE
(to his cohorts)
Strictly "cash and carry," eh wot?
Andrew seizes the moment, shoving Mrs. B into the shallow end of the pool, turning to the Kids and:
ANDREW
(singing a line from TEA FOR TWO)
"A boy for you..."
With lightning speed, Andrew picks up Sammy -- and tosses him at Jane. She catches the Boy in her arms, but reacts -- the kid is heavy! And he begins to struggle immediately.
ANDREW
(continuing the song)
"...and a girl for me..."
With that, Andrew scoops Suzette up into his arms.
Holding the wriggling Children as shields, Andrew and Jane begin to back away from Lyle, Morlock and Thurlow, who have come in for the kill.
ANDREW
(continuing the song)
"Can't you see how happy we could be?"
Lyle and his Thugs are advancing slowly on Andrew, Jane and the Kids, as they reach an exit door.
ANDREW
(to Jane)
Hey, you're the singer.
JANE
Oh, is this a duet?
ANDREW
Well, it's certainly not a solo!
Suddenly Suzette bites deeply into Andrew's arm. He yowls in pain -- and drops the Girl to the floor! He opens the exit door, as Jane shouts:
JANE
Here, catch!
Jane tosses Sammy at Lyle, who catches him but the weight of the Boy sends him reeling backwards. He crashes into Morlock and Thurlow behind him, as they fall in a domino effect.
INT. CORRIDOR - WHISPERING SPRINGS - CONTINUOUS
On the other side, Andrew locks the door, then barricades it with a nearby couch.
As he and Jane tear down the hall, Andrew checks his arm:
ANDREW
Might you have an antidote for snake venom on you, by any chance?
JANE
Sorry, no!
Around a corner, they come to a grinding halt when they meet up with Mr. Bethune, pointing a Luger at them.
ANDREW
What do you and your wife have, matching Lugers?
Mr. B gestures with the weapon for them to return the way they came.
JANE
I was taught to respect my elders, but you, sir, are the exception to that rule.
As she turns to go back, Jane suddenly pushes her open hand roughly into Mr. B's face. Joining in, Andrew slaps the Luger out of the old man's hand -- and it clatters to the floor. Jane reaches down and picks up the weapon, while Andrew opens a door to a nearby massage room and shoves Mr. B in, locking the door behind him.
ANDREW
And I was taught never to cry "Fire!" in a public place. However, in this instance...
Andrew breaks the glass of a nearby fire alarm box. A warning siren goes off.
Almost immediately, a team of toga-ed Attendants appear in the hall, rushing hysterically past Andrew and Jane.
Int. Another corridor - whispering springs - cONTINUOUS
Andrew and Jane see the Masseur and Female Client, wrapped in a sheet, running towards them. Jane hides the Luger behind her. As the Lady and the Masseur run by, he warns:
Masseur
You're going the wrong way!
ANDREW
(under his breath)
That's what you think.
When the Lady and the Masseur have disappeared around a corner, Jane hands the Luger to Andrew and says:
JANE
Ever use one of these things?
ANDREW
Yes, my sordid past does include some experience with firearms.
Andrew opens a nearby door and:
INT. ROCK ROOM - WHISPERING SPRINGS - CONTINUOUS
Entering, Jane indicates to Andrew:
The fire exit door at the top of the two-story tier of rocks.
Without another word, Jane starts to climb up the slippery rocks. Andrew follows, but with definite trepidation, tucking the Luger into his belt.
Tight on Andrew, being careful not to look down, yet breaking into a heavy sweat.
Just as Andrew and Jane safely reach the second tier:
A wall panel slides open below. Lyle enters, accompanied by Thurlow, brandishing a .45, plus some Attendants.
LYLE
(to Thurlow)
I always believe in contingency plans. And look what we have here.
Above, Jane pulls herself up to the third tier, but Andrew hesitates.
Tight on Lyle, noting Andrew's hesitancy, realizing he has a fear of heights.
Close on Jane, aware of Andrew's difficulty too.
Using all of his will power, Andrew grips a crag and forces himself to reach that next tier.
Looking back, Jane sees Lyle and Thurlow with the gun. The girl can't help it -- she screams.
Andrew makes the mistake of looking down, sees Lyle, Thurlow, the Attendants, but becomes dizzy, almost loses his balance.
Lyle turns to Thurlow and barks an order:
LYLE
Kill him!
Thurlow dutifully takes dead aim at Andrew, but:
Andrew has removed the Luger from his belt and fires first.
Thurlow is mortally hit, falls into the pool with the .45.
On the fourth tier, Jane slips on a wet rock, almost falls backwards to the pool below, Andrew grabs her just in time.
Lyle and the Attendants lunge forward, as:
Andrew and Jane reach the exit door, open it and go through.
INT. FIRE STAIRS - WHISPERING SPRINGS - CONTINUOUS
Andrew and Jane scramble down the steps. He's already got a plan in mind:
ANDREW
When we get downstairs...
INT. CORRIDOR - WHISPERING SPRINGS - CONTINUOUS
Lyle runs down a hall, followed by Attendants.
INT. BEAUTY SUPPLIES CLOSET - CONTINUOUS
Andrew frantically searches the well-stocked shelves, while Jane looks on, bewildered.
JaNE
What are we looking for?
ANDREW
My checkered past also includes some knowledge of beauty salons.
Suddenly Andrew sees a large-economy-size bottle of something. Grabbing it from the shelf, he says:
ANDREW
Here it is.
A puzzled Jane looks down at the label on the bottle:
JANE
Nail polish remover?
ANDREW
It's got acetone in it.
JANE
Oh, I'm so glad for you. What?!?
Andrew takes Jane's arm and hurries her to the door:
ANDREW
C'mon! I'll tell you what's next on our schedule...
INT. ANOTHER CORRIDOR - WHISPERING SPRINGS - CONTINUOUS
Morlock and more Attendants race down another hall toward:
INT. RECEPTION AREA - WHISPERING SPRINGS - CONTINUOUS
Andrew and Jane reach the reception desk. The Receptionist is gone. While Andrew reaches across the desk and grabs the car keys from the rack, Jane pours the flammable contents of the bottle on the Persian rug near the main door to the spa.
INT. MAIN DOOR - WHISPERING SPRINGS - CONTINUOUS
Lyle, Morlock, the Attendants collide in the doorway.
INT. RECEPTION AREA - WHISPERING SPRINGS - CONTINUOUS
Jane now has the Luger trained on Lyle and Company, while Andrew quips:
ANDREW
Bayley, I made a five-cent bet with Jane that you'd say, "Guards, seize them!" at some point in the game. Guess I lose.
With that, Andrew tips over the two standing torches. The rug quickly ignites, the hungry flames blocking the way for Lyle and his Goons to get at Andrew and Jane.
JANE
Now you've got a real fire on your hands, boys!
Andrew and Jane escape out the front door and:
EXT. ENTRANCE - WHISPERING SPRINGS - MOMENTS LATER
The stolen sedan tears away from the curb and:
INT. sedan - MOVING - LATER
Jane is driving, Andrew is in the passenger seat, still badly shaken by his vertigo-induced ordeal at the spa. He's just told her about the Ferris wheel incident of his youth.
JANE
Your brother! How horrible.
ANDREW
Somehow they got me down from there that night. But I've had a fear of heights ever since. Seems to get worse, the older I get.
JANE
Andrew, I am so sorry.
ANDREW
It's okay. But it did change me. Nothing went right after that. Dad abandoned us. Mum was a char. There wasn't much money. Left school to go to work. Depended on my looks to get by in all sorts of seedy endeavors. Should be in the British Army right now, but I'm over here. So I didn't turn out to be a very nice person. That's who you met at the cafe the other day. The fellow with the "fish and chip" on his shoulder, as ol' Harry used to call me.
(changing the subject)
So what are we going to do about this kidnapping plot?
JANE
Go to the authorities.
ANDREW
If we turn ourselves in and tell our story, they may not believe us. All we'll have done is landed in the clink. And I'll be facing murder charges -- and deportation. Meantime, Bayley and his "secret army" will have struck.
JANE
Think Riley would help us?
ANDREW
Maybe, maybe not.
(beat)
Got a nickel?
INT. TELEPHONE BOOTH - HIGHWAY - LATER
Andrew is on a pay phone, the door is open, Jane stands there listening, as:
ANDREW
(into phone)
...and demand this huge ransom.
INT. HOLLYWOOD POLICE STATION (INTERCUT W/ANDREW AND JANE) - CONTINUOUS
Riley sits at his desk, talking on the phone with Andrew. Jeff stands above Riley, listening.
RILEY
(into phone)
I don't know, Andrew. Sounds pretty farfetched to me.
Jeff scribbles something on a yellow legal pad. He holds up the pad for Riley to see. It reads: KEEP HIM TALKING! Riley nods. Jeff rushes off to trace Andrew's call.
ANDREW
But it's the God's honest truth! That's why Bayley wants us dead.
Riley reacts to Bayley's name.
RILEY
I don't think you knocked off Brad. You were the target. It was a case of mistaken identity. Brad was at the wrong place at the wrong time -- wearing the wrong shirt.
ANDREW
Poor wretch.
RILEY
Bayley must've arranged the hit. Come in. I'll help you prove it.
ANDREW
Just before you have me deported.
RILEY
You broke the law.
(beat)
Is Jane there with you?
ANDREW
Yes.
RILEY
Put her on.
ANDREW
No. I'm talking for both of us.
RILEY
Andrew, I swear if anything happens to her, I will hunt you down, I won't rest until I kill you.
ANDREW
No need to threaten me, Riley. Jane's safe. Neither one of us wants her in harm's way.
RILEY
Then, give yourselves up. Now!
ANDREW
Not until this thing with the prince is settled.
(beat)
Find Lyle Bayley.
RILEY
You were at his spa in Barstow.
ANDREW
Oh, yes. Just got out of there by the skin of our teeth.
RILEY
Well, the place is deserted now. There'd been some kind of fire.
ANDREW
That was my doing. Add arson to the list of charges against me. And we absconded with yet another car.
RILEY
Where are you?
ANDREW
I'm not going to tell you that!
(checks his watch)
I know you're tracing this call. So my time's up!
Andrew slams down the receiver.
INT. HOLLYWOOD POLICE STATION - CONTINUOUS
Riley hangs up at his end, as Jeff rushes back to the desk with a questioning look. Riley shakes his head in disgust.
RILEY
They're headed for Kansas City.
JEFF
That girl's gonna give you a bleeding ulcer. You know my mother's big on this medical stuff. She says...
RILEY
Stow it, Jeff.
JEFF
Okay, be that way. You've got a visitor. Mrs. Vandamm.
RILEY
Who's that?
Jeff gestures to Riley to follow him. Rising from his desk:
INT. RECEPTION AREA - HOLLYWOOD POLICE STATION - CONTINUOUS
Riley and Jeff appear in the open doorway and see:
MRS. VANDAMM, the society matron from Jane's train trip, ivory cigarette holder clenched tightly between her teeth, sitting impatiently on a wooden bench, accompanied by her Pekingese. The dog growls at the O.S. Riley and Jeff.
JEFF (O.S.)
She was away in Santa Barbara. Just got back to San Marino, saw Jane's picture in the paper and came down to identify her...
Riley adjusts his tie, affixes a fake smile to his face and steps forward, saying:
RILEY
Mrs. Vandamm...
EXT. HIGHWAY - LATER
The sedan travels East on a heavily-populated highway.
INT. SEDAN - MOVING - cONTINUOUS
Andrew has taken over the wheel, Jane leans her head against his shoulder.
JANE
Think Riley believed you?
ANDREW
Hard to tell.
JANE
What are we going to do?
ANDREW
Try to put the skids to the abduction.
JANE
How can the two of us do that?
ANDREW
I don't know. Create a diversion. Something! Stop their plan from becoming a reality.
EXT. HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS
Visibility is crystal clear, but without warning, a fog bank emerges, stretching across the highway in both directions. Andrew/Jane's car is swallowed up into a wall of fog.
INT. SEDAN - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
Andrew leans forward, peers through the windshield at zero visibility, saying:
ANDREW
Uh-oh. We've hit one of those tule fog banks.
JANE
What's that?
ANDREW
Read about 'em in the papers. Gets foggy up this way during the winter months. Very dangerous. Trick is to slow down, but people don't.
JANE
Well, you'd better do just that.
Andrew nods, puts the brakes on, when he sees:
EXT. HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS
In the fog, the brake lights of the car in front of them up close and personal.
ANDREW (O.S.)
Everything's come to a standstill.
Almost immediately Andrew/Jane's sedan is struck by another vehicle from behind. Then again. And again! Shoving their sedan roughly into the car in front of them, crushing the hood like an accordion, cracking the windshield.
INT. SEDAN - CONTINUOUS
Andrew's head has hit the steering wheel. Blood gushes from a small wound. Holding tight to the dashboard, Jane is not hurt, but concerned for Andrew:
JANE
You okay?
Andrew nods. Then, Jane spots something O.S. from the driver's window and points in horror at:
EXT. HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS
Through the blanket of fog, a big-rig semi has appeared from the opposite direction. It is headed for the stalled cars.
INT. SEDAN - CONTINUOUS
Jane screams at the top of her lungs. Andrew rattles the driver's door, but it's stuck. Jane tries the passenger's door but it's jammed too. Andrew yells at her:
ANDREW
Open the window!
Jane starts to unroll the window and:
INT. TRUCK - moving - CONTINUOUS
Panic-stricken, A TRUCKER grips the wheel with white knuckles, seeing the stalled cars bearing down on him.
INT. SEDAN - CONTINUOUS
Jane wiggles out the open window, but Andrew gets stuck in his move across the passenger seat and:
EXT. HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS
At the last moment, the Trucker veers his semi off into a ditch along the highway, wrecking the vehicle but avoiding the cars in his path.
INT. SEDAN - CONTINUOUS
Andrew crawls through the open window and:
EXT. HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS
Andrew falls into Jane's arms. They embrace, rejoicing at their narrow escape. Then, she has a flash of memory, bursts into tears and calls out a name:
JANE
Glenna...Glenna...
ANDREW
Who...?
JANE
...poor Glenna...oh my God...
ANDREW
(finally getting it)
...your friend...in the car?
Jane nods, brushing tears from her cheeks. Andrew hugs her tightly.
ANDREW
Remember anything else...?
JANE
No...no...just her name!
All of a sudden there's an explosion at the rear of the fog-shrouded pileup. Andrew and Jane back away in fear, seeing:
An amalgam of flames, black smoke, fog in the distance.
Out of the fog, a bloodied, dazed MAN, his business suit burned and in tatters, stumbles into view.
MAN
(to himself)
Where's my briefcase? Need that briefcase. Was right there on the seat beside me. Don't know what hit the car. All I heard was bam, bam, bam behind me...
The Man disappears back into the mist.
More INJURED PEOPLE stagger out of the fog, past Andrew and Jane. It looks like a scene from a war movie. Andrew and Jane feel helpless to do anything.
Suddenly a flashlight cuts through the fog -- and A HIGHWAY PATROL OFFICER appears. Andrew and Jane both forget about possibly being apprehended and rush up to him:
JANE
Oh, these poor people...
ANDREW
Yes. Can we help, officer?
Highway patrol officer
Ambulances are on their way, folks. Best for you to get off the highway. Safer that way.
(pointing)
There are some auto courts over in that direction. Might find a vacancy.
EXT. ENTRANCE - DAVE'S AUTO COURT - LATER
In the fog, we can hardly make out a lighted outdoor sign that reads: DAVE'S AUTO COURT -- REASONABLE RATES
WOMAN (O.S.)
Lucky you! Unit 10 is available...
INT. FRONT DESK - DAVE'S AUTO COURT - cONTINUOUS
Jane applies a bandage to the injury on Andrew's forehead. There's a first-aid kit on the counter. Utilizing his Midwestern accent, he says with a newlywed's adoring smile:
ANDREW
Thank you, darlin'.
While Andrew signs the register, Jane engages THE DESK CLERK, a mother hen-type, 50-ish, behind the counter in a chat. Jane matches Andrew's accent, saying:
JaNE
Isn't it awful? This is our wedding night.
DESK CLERK
Oh, that's too bad, dearie. But at least you're safe and sound. That's a killer fog out there.
JaNE
I know, but we were supposed to be having a fancy lobster dinner in San Francisco right now.
DESK CLERK
Well, there's a li'l market right next door. Each unit has its own kitchen. Maybe you can whip up some special dish for your new hubby tonight.
(winks broadly)
Somethin' he'll never forget.
INT. MARKET - LATER
While Andrew pays A CLERK for groceries at the counter in the B.G., Jane studies the newspapers at a newsstand by the front door. The late edition of an afternoon paper catches her attention. She grabs a copy and:
Insert: A bold headline reads: TWO FLEE BLOODY MURDER. Accompanying the news story is the original Jane Doe picture plus the one of Andrew hiding his face from the photogs outside the hospital.
Jane turns to find Andrew standing at her side. He is reading the story and whispers hoarsely:
ANDREW
Aw, they're holding Harry as a material witness. Poor bloke.
Jane trades a sympathetic look with Andrew. Then, sees another story further down on the front page and gasps:
JANE
Oh!
They both read:
Insert: The headline reads: "SWEET PRINCE" ARRIVES IN K.C. IN TWO DAYS, accompanied by a picture of the turbaned prince.
Andrew turns to Jane and says:
ANDREW
Let's hope this bloody fog lifts by tomorrow morning so we can get out of here.
Jane nods, understanding the imperativeness of the situation.
EXT. DAVE'S AUTO COURT - MOMENTS LATER
Through the swirling fog, Andrew (carrying two sacks of groceries) and Jane suddenly appear. They stop in front of Unit 8, where none of the windows are lit. They see at the side of the darkened bungalow:
Clothes seemingly abandoned on a clothesline.
JANE (O.S.)
Someone forgot to bring in the wash.
Andrew and Jane move on to the other end of the bungalow, where a car is parked. The driver's window is open. Andrew can't resist looking inside and sees:
A key dangling in the ignition.
ANDREW (O.S.)
And their car key.
Andrew and Jane trade a meaningful look.
JANE
Folks in Unit 8 seem mighty distracted.
ANDREW
Maybe it's their wedding night too.
From a semi-opened window in the bungalow comes the sound of A WOMAN's sexual moans, followed by a long, loud orgiastic scream that reverberates eerily through the foggy night.
Jane is mortified, so Andrew, suppressing a smile, hustles her away to:
INT. KITCHEN - BUNGALOW - LATER
Close on two hamburgers sizzling in an old frying pan on a small stove. Pulling back to reveal a functional kitchen -- and Jane in a frilly apron (courtesy of the auto court), as she flips the burgers over in the pan. Amused, Andrew leans in the doorway, observing her at work.
JANE
Not a very good cook.
ANDREW
Oh? And how do you know that?
JANE
(shrugs)
Just do. But I make a darn good burger. The secret is all in the seasoning. My dad taught me that.
Jane grabs a box of kitchen matches on the range, scoots past Andrew in the doorway and:
INT. LIVING ROOM - BUNGALOW - CONTINUOUS
A cozy room with a worn sofa and matching chair. There's a tiny dining table set up with candles, open containers of cole slaw and potato salad, a plate of sliced bread, bottles of ketchup and mustard, china plates, paper napkins, silverware. Jane goes to the table and lights the candles with a kitchen match. Andrew has followed her.
ANDREW
Set a very pretty table.
JANE
Thank you.
Jane turns and finds Andrew standing directly behind her. To him, she is irresistible. He wants to kiss her desperately. She is very attracted to him too. But hears herself say:
JANE
I'll...bring...in dinner.
Jane skirts around Andrew and goes back into the kitchen.
INT. LIVING ROOM - BUNGALOW - LATER
Andrew is finishing up the burger on his plate; Jane, sans apron, pushes a forkful of meat around in a swirl of mustard and ketchup on hers.
ANDREW
That was great.
JANE
Glad you enjoyed it.
ANDREW
(eyes her plate)
Those Picasso swirls, when did you start doing that?
JANE
(laughs quietly)
When I was a little girl, I thought ketchup was too sweet. I preferred the tang of mustard on my burgers and fries, but this one time I experimented with both condiments -- and created my own sauce for dipping. Been doing it ever since.
ANDREW
Realize you just remembered something else from the past?
JANE
(nods)
And you drew that out of me.
Andrew smiles.
JANE
I think you missed your calling, Andrew. Forget acting, you should go into psychiatry.
They share a small laugh.
ANDREW
Like some music?
JANE
That'd be nice.
Andrew gets up and moves to a small radio on a side table, turns it on. Big-band dance music begins playing. The song ends -- and the next number begins. It's REMEMBER ME.
ANDREW
How about that? Our song.
Jane smiles and nods. Andrew extends his hand to her. She accepts it, rising from the table. Andrew takes Jane in his arms, and they dance gracefully around the room. After a few turns on the floor, she comments:
JANE
You're a wonderful dancer.
ANDREW
From my days as a gigolo in London.
JANE
You're kidding.
ANDREW
'Fraid not.
JANE
Oh, I don't think I want to know too much about that.
ANDREW
Warned you, I've led a colorful life.
JANE
If our current predicament is any example of that, yes, I would imagine you have.
They stop dancing, staring deep into each other's eyes. Their faces are very close to one another's, as he says:
ANDREW
Wanted to do this all evening...
Andrew leans forward and kisses Jane warmly. When they break from the kiss, Jane admits:
JANE
So have I...
Encouraged by her admission, Andrew kisses Jane again, even more passionately now and:
INT. BEDROOM - BUNGALOW - LATER
The room is in darkness, but a light in the living room reveals Andrew and Jane in the throes of making love in bed.
EXT. BUNGALOW COURT - EARLY MORNING
The next morning, the fog has lifted. The clothesline adjacent to Unit 8 is bare. Panning clear across the bungalow to the other side, where we see:
Jane sits behind the wheel of Unit 8's car, yawning. The car is in neutral, Jane's job is to steer. Andrew is behind the car, pushing it silently away from the bungalow and:
EXT. ENTRANCE - DAVE'S AUTO COURT - MOMENTS LATER
Andrew can now be seen behind the wheel, Jane in the passenger seat. (They have new disguises, courtesy of the apparel "borrowed " from Unit 8's clothesline.) The car stops at the entrance, before making its move to the highway.
INT. CAR - cONTINUOUS
Andrew and Jane gasp when they see in the cold light of day:
EXT. HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS
Eight cars, two trucks and a bus crumpled in a massive heap, surrounded by countless shards of glass and scattered car parts. Just a sampling of the devastation created by the chain-reaction crash. Then:
Andrew/Jane's car turns left and moves out on to the highway, cautiously weaving its way through the wreckage, heading in the opposite direction.
INT. CAR - MOVING - LATER
Andrew continues to drive, Jane turns away from the window to avoid seeing ongoing evidence of the tule fog's deadly damage, as they ride by.
ANDREW
I've lost count. Just how many autos have we stolen so far?
JANE
(shrugs)
I'm the one with amnesia.
ANDREW
Well, one thing's for certain. The papers are going to dub us the "Bonnie and Clyde of car thieves."
JANE
(winces)
Funny boy.
ANDREW
Hey, you told me I was!
EXT. HIGHWAY - LATER
Andrew/Jane's car races across the Arizona state border.
ANDREW (V.O.)
Don't have much time to get to the train station.
INT. HOLLYWOOD POLICE STATION - LATE MORNING
Riley is standing by his desk, shaking hands goodbye with A PORTER, still wearing his railway uniform.
RILEY
Really appreciate you're coming in, Mr. Gibbons.
Porter
You're most welcome, sir.
The Porter exits. At the next desk, Jeff finishes up a phone conversation, hangs up and comes over to Riley with a pad.
JEFF
So...?
RILEY
Porter on the K.C. to L.A. run positively identified the girl in Compartment B. Corroborating Mrs. Vandamm's account. Girl's name...
(picks up passenger list on his desk, reads)
Margaret Dwyer.
JEFF
(nods)
And the opera company finally returned my calls. There were two "no shows" for the auditions.
(consults his pad)
Glenna Madison and...Margaret Dwyer.
Riley nods, excitedly. The pieces of the "Jane Doe" puzzle are starting to fall into place.
EXT. TRAIN STATION - FLAGSTAFF - CONTINUOUS
Andrew has paid for a ticket at a window. He turns to see:
Jane at the newsstand, looking at the morning papers.
Andrew joins her at the stand. She holds up a tabloid with a big picture of Andrew, looking movie-star handsome with a dazzling smile. The headline reads KILLER ON THE LOOSE.
JANE
(sotto voce)
For a killer, you're very photogenic.
ANDREW
(matching her tone)
Oh, thank you. I think. Riley has paid a visit to my hotel room. Found my composites.
JANE
Well, you wanted to be famous.
ANDREW
Famous, yes, but not infamous.
Jane puts down the paper, walks away from Andrew. He follows at a safe distance. It is obvious they are now traveling separately. They join PASSENGERS heading for:
Ext. gate - track 10 - CONTINUOUS
TWO PLAINCLOTHES DETECTIVES stand on the alert behind A RAILWAY GUARD on duty at the gate.
Jane engages A GROUP OF OLDER LADIES in conversation, asking them a question, as they pass the two Detectives. She appears to be a member of the group.
Ahead of Andrew, A PORTLY MAN stumbles and drops one of his suitcases. Andrew jumps forward and picks up the valise, walking along beside the Man as if he were a friend of his. Andrew passes by the Detectives without notice.
INT. COACH CAR - LATER
The car is crowded with PASSENGERS, children run up and down the aisles, etc. Andrew and Jane have found separate seats not far from each other. He has an aisle seat; up ahead, she has one by a window. The train begins to move and:
EXT. RAILROAD TRACKS - LATER
The passenger train comes around a bend, speeds toward us -- and races by.
INT. COACH CAR - CONTINUOUS
In an aisle seat, A MAN is hidden behind an open newspaper, the front page of the main section clearly seen. There's an enlargement of Andrew's black-and-white glossy with the bold headline: HAVE YOU SEEN THIS MAN? Andrew's face suddenly appears from around the open newspaper, checking on Jane's whereabouts. Though disguised, he spies his own likeness on the front page -- and does a perfect double take. Then:
A PULLMAN CONDUCTOR checks Andrew's ticket placed on the back of the seat in front of him without comment.
While: Jane, hair hidden under a babushka, peruses a movie mag with Cary Grant's picture clearly visible on the cover.
WOMAN (O.S.)
Like him?
Startled, Jane drops the mag and turns to:
A WOMAN, bleached blond and pleasingly plump, 40-ish, in the aisle seat. A two-pound box of chocolates rests on her lap.
WOMAN
Cary Grant. You like him?
The Woman offers the box of chocolates to Jane, who takes a confection. Smiling her thanks, she bites into the candy.
JANE
Oh yes. Very much so.
WOMAN
Yeah, he's tall, dark and dreamy all right. See him in that newspaper movie with Rosalind Russell? It was funny. But they talked too fast.
JANE
No, I haven't seen it.
WOMAN
He's going with that Woolworth heiress again.
JANE
Hutton. Barbara Hutton.
WOMAN
Yeah, he'll probably marry her. Y'know, people joke and call 'em "Cash and Cary."
Jane reacts to "Cash and Cary," remembering Lyle and his Thugs chortling over that same phrase. Meantime:
The Woman checks Jane's wedding finger.
WOMAN
Not married?
JANE
Me? Uh-uh.
WOMAN
Well, whatever you do, honey, don't ever marry a railroad man.
JANE
No?
WOMAN
(shakes her head)
He'll have a broad at every whistle stop. I should know. I was married to a Santa Fe engineer for 20 years.
Jane looks over her shoulder, tries to get the attention of:
Andrew, who has put down his newspaper. He sees that:
Jane is signaling him. She needs to talk, it's imperative.
INT. DINING CAR - MOVING - LATER
Andrew is seated across a table from Jane, their luncheon entrees set before them, untouched. They're both incredulous, but still manage to talk in hushed tones.
ANDREW
They're going to kidnap Cary Grant?
JANE
Or maybe Barbara Hutton. After all, she's the "million dollar baby in the five-and-ten cent store."
ANDREW
She lives in the East, that right?
JANE
New York City, I guess. She's got a young son. From a previous marriage to some Danish count.
ANDREW
An heiress. Well, that's the kind of money Bayley was talking about.
JANE
But what would she be doing ming-ling with the hoi polloi at the World's Fair, for heaven's sakes?
ANDREW
We'll see. First, though, we've got K.C. to deal with.
Andrew and Jane are interrupted by A STEWARD, who brings over A MIDDLE-AGED COUPLE to join them at the table. They all smile politely, as Jane launches into a Southern accent expressly for the benefit of their new luncheon companions:
JANE
I was just telling this kind gentleman that you meet the nicest people on the train.
(to Andrew)
I'm sorry. What is your name again?
EXT. DESERT HIGHWAY - AFTERNOON
A sleek limousine speeds East on the highway.
INT. BACK SEAT - LIMOUSINE - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
Lyle and Morlock have diagrams spread across their laps.
LYLE
Every delicious aspect of the Westside Bridge operation has been timed to the split second.
MORLOCK
What about Preston and the girl?
LYLE
I have no doubt we'll be meeting up with the runaways again in K.C.
MORLOCK
You have a contingency plan?
LYLE
Don't I always? Not to worry.
We'll take care of them then.
INT. Living room - cottage - LATE AFTERNOON
MINERVA MADISON, dainty as a doily, slightly addled, 70-ish, is talking on the phone at a desk, before her is a newspaper clipping, an open envelope and notepaper.
Minerva
(into phone)
...yes, Lieutenant, my name is Minerva Madison. Live up in Santa Rosa. An old acquaintance from church, who moved down to Los Angeles, mailed me this drawing that was in your papers. This picture -- well, it looks an awful lot like my niece, Glenna. So I got kind of concerned -- and decided to call this number.
INT. HOLLYWOOD POLICE STATION (INTERCUT W/MINERVA) - CONTINUOUS
Riley is seated at his desk, listening intently.
RILEY
(into phone)
Glad you did. Tell me. Your niece, she's a classical singer?
MINERVA
Why, for land's sake, yes. Has a beautiful soprano voice. Sang in the choir at her church in Los Gatos. Drove down to Los Angeles the other day to meet a girlfriend of hers and go to some opera auditions down there.
RILEY
I see. Where do Glenna's parents reside?
MINERVA
No, they're both deceased. I'm her only living relative.
RILEY
Oh. I'm sorry, Miss Madison. But afraid I've got some bad news...
EXT. RAILROAD TRACKS - NIGHT
The passenger train speeds through the darkness.
EXT. OBSERVATION PLATFORM - MOVING - cONTINUOUS
Andrew is alone out on the platform, finishing up a cigarette. He is deep in thought, as:
FLASHBACK BEGINS
INT. BEDROOM - BUNGALOW - NIGHT
Andrew and Jane share a passionate kiss in the dark.
FLASHBACK ENDS
EXT. OBSERVATION PLATFORM - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
Andrew tosses his cigarette over the rail to the fast receding tracks and:
INT. OBSERVATION CAR - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
The car is empty, it's very late. Andrew sees A PULLMAN CONDUCTOR, stern-faced, and his equally pickle-pussed ASSISTANT approaching. He becomes apprehensive.
As he passes the Men, Andrew decides to smile at them. They return the greeting with cool nods.
Once past them, Andrew heaves a sigh of relief.
INT. COACH CAR - MOVING - LATER
In the darkened car, Andrew stands in the aisle, looks at:
A sleeping Jane curled up in her seat, her head resting on a tiny white pillow, a blanket up around her shoulders.
Tight on Andrew, smiling tenderly at Jane.
INT. HOLLYWOOD POLICE STATION - NIGHT
The office is deserted. Riley puts on his suit jacket, preparing to leave, luggage on the desk. Jeff watches him.
RILEY
The captain okayed my three-week "vacation."
JEFF
Why are you going to K.C.?
RILEY
'Cause I need to.
JEFF
Let the Feds take it from here.
RILEY
Can't.
JEFF
All because you've got it really bad for this girl.
RILEY
Jeff...
JEFF
C'mon. Dames, they're like buses. There'll be another one in 10 minutes.
Riley decks Jeff, who crashes into a desk. Riley grabs the luggage, turns on his heel, exits. Jeff feels his jaw.
EXT. RAILROAD TRACKS - EARLY MORNING
The passenger train speeds along the tracks.
INT. COACH CAR - moving - CONTINUOUS
Jane's traveling companion, the Woman with the bleached blond hair, looks across Jane to the window, remarking:
WOMAN
Kansas City is the next stop.
JANE
You've taken this trip many times, haven't you?
WOMAN
Too many times, honey.
Jane looks back over her seat and catches Andrew's eye. He realizes what's up.
Andrew rises from his seat and stretches. He leans on the seat across the aisle and bends down to watch the scenery whizzing by.
Just then the train goes under a huge bridge, blanketing the coach car in semi-darkness.
From her window seat, Jane looks up at the bridge's underpinnings. Then, the bridge is quickly gone, the car is bathed in daylight again.
Tight shots of Andrew and Jane, as they observe:
EXT. RAILROAD TRACKS (INTERCUT WITH ANDREW/JANE) - CONTINUOUS
Storm clouds on the horizon. In reverse order, we see:
A graveyard of abandoned ice-boxes.
A large outdoor billboard with a smiling movie starlet in a one-piece bathing suit, holding a bottle of Royal Crown Cola.
A freckle-faced Boy, about 8, sits on a wooden fence, waving as the train goes by.
INT. COACH CAR - CONTINUOUS
Jane looks over her shoulder and trades glances with Andrew. Everything in her recall has been validated. He gives a slight nod.
Jane looks back at the window. Raindrops have begun to hit the glass.
Int. Main concourse - union station - kansas city - morning
Moving separately at a steady clip, Andrew and Jane cross the crowded concourse. They both note UNIFORMED POLICEMEN monitoring the passing parade of PASSENGERS.
Andrew and Jane reach the front entrance and see through the glass doors:
It is pouring.
They realize their clothes are inadequate to take on the elements, they will be drenched in a matter of seconds.
Andrew looks around, sees something O.S. He starts walking away from the front doors, Jane follows his lead. They remain careful to appear to be apart from one another, as they head for:
The chili stand. Andrew reaches it first. Jane moves around to the other side. Then, to her great discomfort, she notes that she's situated herself directly to the left of an off-duty COP, who is savoring a bowl of chili. AN ATTENDANT takes A CUSTOMER'S order. A radio is in use on the counter.
Andrew and Jane both hear:
RADIO ANNOUNCER
...due to the torrential rains, the Prince of Zanaria's motorcade will not be crossing over the Westside Bridge this morning to visit The Plaza and other local spots of interest. Instead, they will proceed directly to the Royal Crown Cola bottling plant for a tour of the facilities...
Andrew signals discreetly to Jane. She nods and slips away from the off-duty Cop. Andrew spies a large black umbrella leaning against the stand. Its owner, A MAN, is looking the opposite way. Andrew swipes the umbrella -- and departs.
INT. TERMINAL - kansas city municipal airport - cONTINUOUS
Riley, hat and raincoat soaked, shakes hands with a straight-arrow FBI type, SCOTTY FERGUSON, 30-ish. In the B.G., a picture window reveals an air field drenched with rain.
Ferguson
How was your flight?
RILEY
Pretty bumpy.
Ferguson
(nods)
Got your baggage claim, Lieutenant?
Riley nods. He and Ferguson move to a side door and:
EXT. ENTRANCE - union STATION - kansas city - cONTINUOUS
Under a protective canopy, Andrew hails a cab in the downpour. He opens the door -- and Jane appears from THE CROWD . She jumps into the cab, he follows, slamming the door behind him. The cab takes off.
EXT. STREET - INDUSTRIAL AREA - LATER
It's still pouring. The cab stops on a corner. Andrew gets out, opens the umbrella, pays THE CABBIE -- and then Jane exits the cab. They see across the street:
EXT. ENTRANCE - ROYAL CROWN COLA BOTTLING PLANT - CONTINUOUS
A fleet of unmanned RC Cola trucks (used for in-town delivery) lined up in an artful display on the street.
Nearby, umbrella-ed DIGNITARIES, PRESS PEOPLE, SPECTATORS wait expectantly at the curb in the driving rain.
A sleek limousine containing the prince has just arrived. The limo door opens. Flashbulbs begin popping.
EXT. STREET - INDUSTRIAL AREA - CONTINUOUS
The cab speeds away, as Andrew and Jane move toward:
EXT. ENTRANCE - ROYAL CROWN COLA BOTTLING PLANT - CONTINUOUS
Overhead, we can see Andrew/Jane's umbrella fighting its way through a sea of similar black umbrellas in the downpour.
EXT. EMPLOYEES' ENTRANCE - CONTINUOUS
Andrew and Jane slip through a door to:
INT. EMPLOYEES' AREA - CONTINUOUS
There is no one around. Everyone has gone to catch a glimpse of the visiting prince, even the guard on duty.
Andrew and Jane note:
The entrances to the men's and women's locker rooms.
INT. CORRIDOR - BOTTLING PLANT - LATER
Andrew and Jane hurry along a hallway. He is now wearing a driver's pristine white uniform with matching cap. She, in an assembly-line worker's ensemble, which resembles a waitress' uniform with puffed sleeves. Approaching a door:
INT. ASSEMBLY LINE - BOTTLING PLANT - CONTINUOUS
Andrew and Jane enter, observing:
A WALL OF EMPLOYEES in uniforms on the fringe of the madding crowd, craning necks to catch sight of their exotic guest. Among them: Polly in an assembly-line worker's uniform.
Andrew and Jane catch a glimpse of Polly in the crowd.
ANDREW
(sotto voce)
How many of these people are members of Lyle's secret army, do you suppose?
JANE
(matching his tone)
Not too many, I hope.
Then, Andrew and Jane see ahead:
A MOVING MOB OF PEOPLE surrounding THE PRINCE AND HIS ENTOURAGE led by a public-relations REPRESENTATIVE for RC Cola. The Prince, resplendent in turban and robe, thoroughly enjoying all the attention from the crowd, watches intently as the empty bottles are filled with cola, capped -- and then sped along the assembly line.
Andrew and Jane then note:
A catwalk above the assembly line. There are TWO GUARDS on duty, looking down on the spectacle. One of them is Morlock.
They trade concerned glances, reacting to Morlock's presence.
In a corner, A RADIO REPORTER talks into a microphone, describing the action for the listeners at home:
RADIO REPORTER
His Highness definitely has a sweet tooth, folks. He loves his chocolates -- and his colas. So you'd better believe, he's having a "royal" good time here today at the Royal Crown Cola plant...
Riley, Ferguson, A TEAM OF FBI AGENTS enter from the lobby.
In a business suit, Lyle, a hypodermic needle held tightly to his side, works his way through the jostling crowd toward:
The beaming Prince, who samples a bottle of RC Cola.
Andrew spots Lyle, tenses up. He indicates to Jane that it's time to set in motion their attempt to stop the abduction. They have obviously discussed a plan of action. So:
Jane screams loudly -- and falls to the floor in a faint.
INDIVIDUAL FACES IN THE CROWD turn to:
Andrew, as he points to Jane's body on the ground.
AnDREW
Give her air, folks!
The mob has quickly turned its attention from the Prince -- and moves toward the woman who has fainted.
RADIO reportER (O.S.)
Apparently, a woman has fainted from all the excitement...
From their vantage point, Riley, Ferguson, the FBI men can't see what's happening. They follow the crowd, as:
Lyle fights against the surge heading toward Jane, it's an uphill battle for him. Then, he sees:
Andrew in the crowd, A GUARD at the plant at his side.
Guard
Stand back, everybody!
The Guard is knocked over by the crowd in their eagerness to see what has happened to the woman who fainted.
Lyle is pushed forward with the momentum, passing Andrew en route. Their eyes meet for a moment. Andrew lunges forward, but the crowd separates him from Lyle, as:
A GROUP OF EMPLOYEES stand huddled over Jane's body.
MALE Employee
(joking)
Is there a doctor in the house?
MAN (O.S.)
I'm a doctor!
Lyle breaks through the crowd, kneels down beside Jane, takes her pulse. Polly appears, playing a concerned bystander.
POLLY
Anything I can do, Doctor?
LYLE
I need to get her out of here.
Polly nods -- and turns to the crowd.
POLLY
Make room for the doctor!
While the crowd's attention is focused on Polly, Lyle lifts the hypo from his side, heading it toward -- Jane.
Tight on Jane, eyes fluttering open, just in time to see:
Lyle jabbing her arm with the hypo.
Jane attempts to scream for help, but in a moment, she's out like a light.
Meantime, Andrew is elbowing his way through the crowd.
Riley catches sight of Andrew, indicating the fugitive's presence to Ferguson, the other FBI agents.
A FEMALE EMPLOYEE, furiously snapping gum, is totally bored by all the goings on -- until she gets a load of Riley. Al- most swallows her gum. What a doll. Starts to follow him!
Now, Lyle is carrying the unconscious Jane through the throng. Ahead, Polly forces people to make room, shouting:
POLLY
Out of the way, people!
In the distance, Andrew sees Jane, Lyle, Polly leaving the area. Feeling helpless, he turns and sees ANOTHER PLANT GUARD standing nearby. Andrew rushes up to him and yells:
ANDREW
Guard! You've got to help me!
The Guard gives Andrew a cool appraisal and responds:
GUARD
Nobody's going to help you here, Preston. You're through.
Andrew stiffens, realizing this Guard is a member of Lyle's secret army. Suddenly Andrew's clenched fist thrusts forward, knocking the Guard out cold. He steps over the fallen body.
While: Riley, Ferguson, etc. search for Andrew in the crowd.
Andrew emerges from the melee, looks up, horrified to see:
INT. CATWALK - BOTTLING PLANT - CONTINUOUS
Lyle carrying Jane, crossing the catwalk, Polly behind him.
Midway, Morlock slugs the other Guard from behind. The Guard falls unconscious from the catwalk. People scream below.
Lyle hands Jane's body to Morlock, who races with Polly to:
The open door to the roof, the rain coming down hard.
INT. Stairs TO CATWALK - BOTTLING PLANT - CONTINUOUS
Andrew climbs the rungs as quickly as he can.
INT. ASSEMBLY LINE - BOTTLING PLANT - CONTINUOUS
Riley, Ferguson, etc. fight their way through the confusion.
The Female Employee is in steady pursuit of Riley. She gets an idea! Zeroing in on him, she murmurs under her breath:
Female employee
Well hell, here goes nothin'.
Suddenly she screams, swoons -- and falls into a startled Riley's arms, causing a new furor in the crowd.
RADIO reportER (O.S.)
Ladies and gentlemen, there seems to be an epidemic of fainting women here at the bottling plant today...
INT. CATWALK - BOTTLING PLANT - CONTINUOUS
Andrew is at the start of the catwalk. He tries not to look down, but can't help himself. He sees:
INT. ASSEMBLY LINE - BOTTLING PLANT (ANDREW'S POV) - CONTINUOUS
The galvanized crowd milling around the Guard's body far below, it seems like they are a million miles away.
INT. CATWALK - BOTTLING PLANT - CONTINUOUS
Andrew, sweating bullets, feeling dizzy, proceeds inch by inch along the catwalk. Up ahead, he sees:
A gloating Lyle, posed at the other end of the catwalk.
INT. ASSEMBLY LINE - BOTTLING PLANT - CONTINUOUS
Female Employee removed from the scene, Riley looks up, sees:
INT. CATWALK - BOTTLING PLANT - CONTINUOUS
In agony, Andrew inching slowly toward -- Lyle, who chortles:
LYLE
Having a little trouble, old man? Thought you might.
With that, Lyle disappears through the open roof door.
Meantime, Andrew somehow manages to get across the catwalk.
EXT. ROOF - BOTTLING PLANT - CONTINUOUS
Andrew stumbles on to the roof, only to find it deserted. The rain continues to beat down. Andrew rushes to the roof's edge -- and with some difficulty, looks over the side and sees the line of RC Cola trucks directly below.
EXT. STREET - INDUSTRIAL AREA - (ANDREW'S POV) - CONTINUOUS
One of the RC Cola trucks tears down the wet street.
INT. ROYAL CROWN COLA TRUCK - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
Lyle is at the wheel; Jane, unconscious next to him.
EXT. ROOF - BOTTLING PLANT - CONTINUOUS
Instinctively, Andrew knows that Jane and Lyle are in that truck. He is devastated.
RILEY (O.S.)
Andrew...
Startled, Andrew whirls around to see:
Riley, Ferguson, the FBI agents with guns drawn, in the door.
Andrew is frozen in place, drenched by the rain, but manages:
ANDREW
Bayley has Jane!
Getting soaked as well, Riley, Ferguson, the FBI agents slowly advance on Andrew.
RILEY
And you swore that no harm would come to her.
Desperate, guilt-ridden, Andrew is beside himself.
ANDREW
We stopped Bayley and his gang from getting the prince, but dear God, I never meant for this to happen!
To keep Andrew occupied, Riley talks calmly as he walks.
RILEY
We know who Jane really is. Her name is Margaret Dwyer. Single. No romantic attachments. Born and raised in Long Beach, New York. Photographer employed by a fan magazine in Manhattan -- with aspirations to be an opera singer. Parents are very worried about her.
Suddenly Andrew is alert, seeing Riley and the others coming in closer and closer to nab him.
ANDREW
I know what you're doing, Riley. But I'm not coming in. Not until I get Jane back safely. Bayley intends to kidnap Barbara Hutton next. At the World's Fair!
With that, Andrew leaps over the edge of the roof.
Riley, Ferguson, the FBI agents rush forward.
EXT. STREET - INDUSTRIAL AREA - CONTINUOUS
Andrew has struck the top of one of the trucks. Wincing with pain, he turns on his side, rolls off to the pavement below.
EXT. ROOF - BOTTLING PLANT - CONTINUOUS
One of the FBI agents spots Andrew down on the street and aims his gun at him, but Riley warns:
RILEY
Don't shoot!
EXT. STREET - INDUSTRIAL AREA - CONTINUOUS
Andrew staggers away in the rain and:
INT. LOBBY - BOTTLING PLANT - LATER
The bewildered Prince stands alone with his entourage -- and the equally baffled P.R. Representative from RC Cola. In the B.G., some FBI agents stand guard.
Prince
Where are all those lovely people?
REPRESENTATIVE
I don't know, your Highness.
The Prince shrugs, sees that his bottle is empty -- and hands it to the rep.
PRINCE
I'll have another.
INT. TELEPHONE BOOTH - MAIN TERMINAL - KANSAS CITY MUNICIPAL AIRPORT - LATE AFTERNOON
At the open door, Riley can be seen talking on a pay phone. Ferguson leans against a nearby pillar, waiting.
INT. HOLLYWOOD POLICE STATION (INTERCUT W/RILEY) - CONTINUOUS
At his desk, Frank is on the other end of the line.
FRANK
(into phone)
...Jeff's on emergency leave. Up in Mendocino. Mother's having surgery. Gastrointestinal problems.
RILEY
Oh, I had no idea.
FRANK
Said he'd check in for messages.
RILEY
Okay. Tell him I'm booked on a flight to New York late tonight.
FRANK
All right.
RILEY
The FBI in the tri-state area have been alerted. They'll be meeting me at the airport in the morning.
Ext. RailROAD TRACKS - night
A freight train is headed East. It's stopped raining.
INT. BOXCAR - CONTINUOUS
Andrew stands in the open door of a seemingly deserted boxcar. All he can do is think about:
FLASHBACK BEGINS
INT. LIVING ROOM - BUNGALOW - NIGHT
Andrew and Jane dancing around the room to REMEMBER ME.
FLASHBACK ENDS
Tight on Andrew, lost in thought. A train whistle suddenly brings him out of his reverie.
MAN (O.S.)
Ain't that one of the lonesomest sounds in the whole world, mister?
Startled, Andrew turns to see:
AN OLD HOBO crouched in the shadows with his little dog.
Close on Andrew, reacting.
ANDREW
Yeah, it is.
Andrew turns to the horizon, thinking about what has to be done when he gets to New York.
EXT. SKY - EARLY MORNING
As dawn approaches, a private plane heads East through fluffy white clouds.
INT. COMPARTMENT - PLANE - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
MARGARET DWYER is upright in a seat, blond hair in disarray, a prominent shiner under one eye. She's put up quite a struggle not to get on this flight. Her hands are tied in front of her. She looks with contempt across the aisle at:
Lyle, in whispered conference with Morlock. He looks up, sees the hateful expression on her face -- and is amused.
LYLE
Now, Margaret, please don't be petulant. We'll be landing in New York before you know it.
EXT. NEW YORK SKYLINE (CIRCA 194O) - STOCK FOOTAGE - DAY
INT. "E" TRAIN - MOVING - EARLY AFTERNOON
Andrew stands with PASSENGERS in a crowded subway car on the IND line, headed for:
EXT. FLUSHING MEADOWS STATION - LATER
Andrew and the other passengers get off the subway car. Ahead, he sees:
UNIFORMED COPS at the subway entrance, watching the passengers go through the turnstiles.
Andrew looks around and spots:
A YOUNG MOTHER alone, struggling with TWO SMALL CHILDREN.
Andrew leaps to the rescue, sounding a bit like THE LONE RANGER on the radio:
ANDREW
Here, ma'am, let me help you.
Andrew picks up one of the Kids, whisks the laughing Child over the turnstile, goes through himself with the Mother and other Child right behind. The "family" hurries past the unsuspecting Guards without notice.
EXT. LONG ISLAND EXPRESSWAY - CONTINUOUS
An unmarked car whizzes along the expressway.
INT. CAR - MOVING - CONTINUOUS
At the wheel is another straight-arrow FBI type, GUY HAINES, 30-ish; sitting beside him is Riley.
RILEY
So where's that actor?
HAINES
Cary Grant's in Hollywood, starting work on a new picture.
RILEY
What about the Hutton woman?
HAiNES
Well, the lady's notoriously press shy. So it's not a well-known fact that she does take her four-year-old son, Lance Reventlow, out to the World's Fair.
RILEY
How could Preston possibly have known that? Unless...
HAINES
...he found out from Bayley.
RILEY
Where is Miss Hutton now?
HAINES
She and the child are headed for Flushing Meadows at this very moment. Under surveillance.
RILEY
What if it's the boy they're really after?
HAINES
Ever since the Lindbergh case, we're prepared for anything.
Riley nods, anxiously checking the passing scene from the passenger window, as he asks:
RILEY
We almost there?
HAINES
Another ten minutes.
EXT. MAIN THOROUGHFARE - WORLD'S FAIR - LATER
Andrew stands in awe of the various sights.
There are individual shots of:
The Perisphere and Trylon.
The Parachute Jump, the ride in full operation.
General Electric's House of Tomorrow.
EXT. ENTRANCE - WORLD'S FAIR - CONTINUOUS
Riley, accompanied by Haines, FBI AGENTS, has arrived.
HAINES
We've got every entrance and exit covered. Preston's not leaving here without us.
Riley nods, eager and apprehensive all at the same time.
ANOTHER AGENT appears and whispers something to Haines. He nods and turns to Riley:
HAINES
Miss Hutton and the boy, they're on the grounds.
EXT. AVENUE - WORLD'S FAIR - CONTINUOUS
BARBARA HUTTON, soignee, reed-thin, about 28, strolls along the avenue with LANCE REVENTLOW, a lively blond boy of 4, who holds the hand of MISS MARCH, an English nanny, 40. In the B.G., TWO FBI AGENTS tail them discreetly.
Then, Miss Hutton stops at the gate to a private children's playground for VIP-types and turns to the nanny:
Miss hutton
Miss March, please take Lance in.
MISS MARCH
Yes, Miss Hutton.
MISS HUTTON
I'll join you later.
Miss March nods, she knows the drill. Opening the gate, the nanny escorts Lance into the playground, while Miss Hutton heads for a ritzy cocktail lounge nearby and:
The two FBI agents split up. One follows Miss Hutton, the other stays to guard the boy and the nanny in the park.
EXT. ANOTHER AVENUE - WORLD'S FAIR - CONTINUOUS
In his search for Margaret and the kidnapping site, Andrew walks past a night club called The Blue Grotto and:
INT. DRESSING ROOM - THE BLUE GROTTO - CONTINUOUS
A beautiful Margaret, wearing a sequined evening gown, hair stylishly coiffed, sits before a dressing table. She stares blankly at her reflection, rigid as a mannequin. Behind her, Polly suddenly appears in the mirror -- and inspects Margaret's makeup.
POLLY
Need more powder under your right eye. Can still see that shiner.
Margaret
I don't care.
Polly ignores that, turning Margaret's cheek so she can apply the powder herself. Margaret winces at the touch of the powder puff to her eye.
POLLY
Well, Mr. Bayley cares. This is a command performance. He wants you to look perfect for your night-club singing debut.
MARGARET
Why is he doing this?
POLLY
For his own amusement, what else? At times, he has a very perverse sense of humor.
Polly notes a tray of food at Margaret's elbow on the dressing table and comments:
POLLY
You didn't eat anything.
Margaret doesn't reply. Polly gestures for Margaret to rise. She does so, reluctantly.
EXT. ANOTHER AVENUE - WORLD'S FAIR - CONTINUOUS
Andrew stops short when he sees:
Riley, Haines, the FBI agents heading in his direction.
Andrew hides behind a kiosk, as they stride past.
RILEY
What's the word on Bayley?
Haines
Seems to have abandoned the ranch in Texas. Hasn't been near his mansion on Park Avenue yet. Got agents watching it night and day.
When they're out of sight, Andrew steps from behind the kiosk -- and doubles back up the avenue.
EXT. TERRACE - COCKTAIL LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS
Miss Hutton sits alone at a table, smoking and sipping a Martini. A couple of tables back is her FBI tail, observing the lady behind sunglasses.
EXT. ENTRANCE - VIP CHILDREN'S PLAYGROUND - CONTINUOUS
Their backs to us, ANOTHER NANNY, older, with her two charges, A BOY, 5, AND A GIRL, 4, enter the playground.
EXT. PLAYGROUND - CONTINUOUS
Miss March pushes Lance, happy as a lark, on a swing.
EXT. TERRACE - COCKTAIL LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS
Miss Hutton sips her cocktail, satisfied that all is well.
INT. BACKSTAGE - THE BLUE GROTTO - CONTINUOUS
Polly is manacling Margaret's hands in front of her with policeman's cuffs, while Lyle looks on, amused.
LYLE
That's perfect. Now, the boa...
Nodding, Polly adorns Margaret's wrists with a sequined boa to match her gown, deftly hiding the unsightly manacles.
MaRGARET
And once I get in front of that microphone, what makes you think I won't scream bloody murder?
LYLE
Because it's my night club. And all the employees -- from the bartender to the bandleader and his boys -- are members of our organization.
Margaret can't hide her disappointment. Lyle peeks through a curtain for a moment, then turns back to her:
LYLE
Besides, it's too early for our regular pub crawlers. The place is empty. So nobody's coming to your rescue, my dear, darling Margaret.
EXT. AVENUE - WORLD'S FAIR - CONTINUOUS
Andrew retraces his steps down the avenue.
INT. BANDSTAND - THE BLUE GROTTO - CONTINUOUS
Margaret confers briefly with THE BANDLEADER about what she's going to sing. He gives the word to THE BAND. Then, she walks stiffly to the microphone -- and awaits the downbeat.
INT. RING SIDE - THE BLUE GROTTO - CONTINUOUS
Lyle sits alone at table number one, sipping a smart cocktail. In the B.G., we can see the night club is deserted. A BARTENDER works a cocktail shaker at the bar.
INT. BANDSTAND - THE BLUE GROTTO - CONTINUOUS
Tight on Margaret, as she begins to sing REMEMBER ME. It evokes emotional memories of her time with Andrew.
EXT. AVENUE - WORLD'S FAIR - CONTINUOUS
TWO UNIFORMED COPS pass Andrew, who hides his face in a World's Fair brochure. Behind him is a loud speaker, Margaret can be heard singing.
INT. BANDSTAND - THE BLUE GROTTO - CONTINUOUS
Margaret, eyes filled with tears, is finishing up the song.
INT. RING SIDE - THE BLUE GROTTO - CONTINUOUS
Lyle is stirred by Margaret's loveliness, her singing.
EXT. AVENUE - WORLD'S FAIR - CONTINUOUS
As the song comes to a conclusion, Andrew suddenly realizes he has been listening to Margaret singing REMEMBER ME. He turns around and sees the loudspeaker, concluding it belongs to the neighboring night club. He rushes toward:
INT. THE BLUE GROTTO - CONTINUOUS
Andrew enters the night club. Lyle is gone from table number one. The Band still plays, but the Singer has vanished too.
He steps up to the bar, inquiring in a New York accent:
ANDREW
What happened to the thrush?
BARTENDER
Changing for her next number.
ANDREW
What's her name?
BARTENDER
Search me, buddy. Why?
ANDREW
Well, I heard her singing on the loudspeaker outside. Got a great set of pipes.
BARTENDER
Yeah, with a chest to match. Don't worry, she'll be back. Meantime, wanna wet your whistle?
ANDREW
Yeah, give me a beer.
The Bartender moves down the bar to get the beer. In the mirror behind the bar, Andrew sees:
Morlock hurrying by.
Andrew lowers his head, reaching for some peanuts in a nearby dish. He notes in the mirror:
Morlock goes through some curtains left of the bandstand.
The Bartender returns with Andrew's beer in a Pilsner glass. Andrew takes a sip. A COUPLE comes in, sits down at the bar. They're regulars. The Bartender welcomes them warmly.
Andrew throws some money on the counter, sidles off toward:
The curtains leading to the backstage area. Andrew looks around cautiously before entering and:
Int. BaCKSTAGE CORRIDOR - THE BLUE GROTTO - cONTINUOUS
The hallway is deserted. Andrew notes a dressing room door.
INT. DRESSING ROOM - THE BLUE GROTTO - CONTINUOUS
The door bursts open, Andrew stands there expectantly. The room is empty now, but there's been a scuffle. A chair is overturned, as well as a small table.
Andrew sees something on the dressing table.
Insert: A food tray. There's a china plate with an uneaten hamburger and fries on it. There's also a tell-tale Picasso swirl of mustard and ketchup on the plate.
Tight on Andrew, reacting. This confirms for him that Margaret was the singer -- she was in this room not long ago!
Andrew hurries out the door and:
INT. TUNNEL - cONTINUOUS
Below the night club, Morlock hustles the still-manacled Margaret along a shadowy passageway.
MORLOCK
Mr. Bayley seems to have really taken a shine to you.
MARGARET
Some girls might consider that a fate worse than death.
MORLOCK
Apparently, you fly on to Bermuda with us after we finish here.
MARGARET
What, a member of the royal family going to be abducted next?
MORLOCK
Something like that. In the meantime, I'm to stash you up here.
Morlock stops at a spiral staircase, indicating for Margaret to start climbing the steps toward a trap door. She obeys.
EXT. TERRACE - COCKTAIL LOUNGE - LATER
Miss Hutton stubs her cigarette out in an ashtray. It's two Martinis later, time to go to the playground. She gets up from the table. In the B.G., the FBI agent rises too.
EXT. AVENUE - WORLD'S FAIR - CONTINUOUS
Desperate, Andrew stops at a juncture, not knowing which way to go. Ahead, he sees the playground. Instinct sends him to:
EXT. PLAYGROUND FENCE - CONTINUOUS
Looking through the bars, Andrew sees:
EXT. PLAYGROUND - CONTINUOUS
A ROW OF NANNIES sitting on a bench, gossiping about their charges and families. Suddenly the farthest Nanny on the bench jumps, followed by the next, all the way down the row.
EXT. PLAYGROUND FENCE - CONTINUOUS
A startled Andrew reacts, he realizes what's happening.
EXT. PLAYGROUND - CONTINUOUS
Sammy crawls along underneath the bench, smiling devilishly.
SAMMY
Tickletoes!
EXT. ENTRANCE - VIP CHILDREN'S PLAYGROUND - CONTINUOUS
Andrew dashes toward the gate and:
EXT. AVENUE - WORLD'S FAIR - CONTINUOUS
Riley, Haines, the FBI agents see Andrew in the distance and head for the playground too.
EXT. ANOTHER AVENUE - WORLD'S FAIR - CONTINUOUS
Lyle, in priest's garb, checks his watch, passing an outdoor sign for THE OLD-TIME VAUDEVILLE THEATRE. He walks toward:
EXT. PLAYGROUND - CONTINUOUS
In a sand pit, Sammy joins Suzette, creating a distraction, throwing sand at some of THE OTHER CHILDREN, causing them to cry. A fight breaks out between Sammy and another Boy.
There's a rush of Nannies to the aid of their charges.
Meantime, Lance is clammering up the steps of a slide. At the top, he looks down at:
Miss March, smiling, awaiting him at the end of the slide.
Lance waves at her, sits, then zooms down the slide to:
Mrs. Bethune, standing in place of Miss March. In the B.G., the drugged nanny is taken away by TWO FAUX NANNIES.
Polly, in a nun's habit, engages the FBI agent in chat, deliberating blocking his view of what's transpiring.
Mrs. Bethune is about to place a chloroformed hanky over the surprised Lance's face, when suddenly:
Andrew grabs the stunned Mrs. B's wrist roughly, forcing her to drop the hanky to the ground. Shoving the old woman aside, he swoops Lance up into the safety of his arms.
Lyle has entered the playground, sees what has just happened. Riley, Haines, the FBI agents race by him toward Andrew. With that, Lyle turns on his heel and leaves.
INT. SHACK - CONTINUOUS
The manacled Margaret sits in a chair across from Morlock, standing and smoking a cigarette in a darkened shack. Shafts of daylight peeping through a boarded-up window reveal a place loaded with assorted equipment. Outside, in the distance, the sound of A WOMAN's terrified scream fades in. Then, moments later, followed by ANOTHER WOMAN'S scream in a similar manner.
MaRGARET
What is this place?
MORLOCK
You'll find out.
EXT. PLAYGROUND - MOMENTS LATER
Andrew hands Lance over to a grateful Miss Hutton, who hugs the boy dearly. Riley and Haines look on.
INT. SHACK - LATER
A door at street level opens. The daylight blinds Margaret for a moment. Then, she realizes that Lyle has entered the shack, slamming the door behind him. Now, she sees that he is dressed as a priest.
MaRGARET
You've found religion, all is saved.
Furious, Lyle yanks off the white collar, says to Morlock:
LyLE
It's Preston again. He's ruined everything. Everything!
Margaret breathes a sigh of relief.
Lyle angrily pounds a table with his fist. Then, turns to Margaret and makes a terrifying pronouncement:
LYLE
Before we leave here, I promise you that Preston pays -- with his life.
Tight on Margaret, frightened.
EXT. PLAYGROUND - LATER
Semi-conscious, Miss March sits upright on a bench, being checked by A DOCTOR. Close by, Miss Hutton consoles Lance.
Mrs. Bethune, the two faux Nannies, all handcuffed, are escorted out of the playground by FBI agents. Sammy and Suzette are in custody too.
A CROWD hovers outside the playground's fence, watching as:
Polly, also handcuffed, is questioned by Riley and Haines.
HAINES
Where's Bayley?
RILEY
Cooperate with us, and you could get off with a lighter sentence.
POLLY
On kidnapping charges. Yeah, sure.
Nearby, Andrew is detained by FBI agents. He can't stand it a moment longer and lunges toward Polly, wanting to grab her by the throat, but demanding instead:
ANDREW
Where the hell is Margaret?
Polly sneers contemptuously, making a definite reference to Andrew's fear of heights, when she retorts:
POLLY
Why don't you take a ride on the Parachute Jump -- and see if you can find her yourself?
ANDREW
You miserable bitch!
The defiant Polly is led away by an FBI agent, while Andrew turns to Riley and Haines to plead his case.
ANDREW
I'm ready to go back now and serve my country. It's the proper thing to do. My brother would have ap-proved. But don't take me in yet. Please. We've got to get Margaret away from that madman first!
Riley and Haines trade uncertain glances.
EXT. AVENUE - WORLD'S FAIR - DUSK
It's still wintertime, so it's getting dark early. Andrew, Riley, Haines, the FBI agents walk along the street, searching for clues to Margaret's whereabouts. Lights are coming on all over the fairgrounds.
Tight on Andrew, reacting, it all seems hopeless.
INT. SHACK - CONTINUOUS
Lyle checks his watch and says to Morlock:
LYLE
Time.
Morlock nods. Lyle grabs Margaret by the arm, pulling her roughly to her feet. Morlock opens the door and:
EXT. PARACHUTE JUMP - CONTINUOUS
Margaret, Lyle, Morlock exit a shack immediately adjacent to the Parachute Jump. She is stunned to see where they are. In the B.G.,two riders, A SCREAMING WOMAN AND HER DATE, land.
Lyle leads the manhandled Margaret toward the entrance.
LYLE
You'll be my lovely Lorelei -- and help me lure Preston to his doom.
Margaret reacts, horrified.
EXT. ENTRANCE - PARACHUTE JUMP - EARLY EVENING
Lyle deliberately stands there with Margaret in full view of everyone, daring them to be seen by Andrew.
A STREAM OF PASSERS-BY take little notice of the couple.
Tight on Margaret, desperate. All these people going by, yet she feels helpless. Suddenly she realizes that she can do something. She screams at top decibel, adding:
MaRGARET
Help me! Somebody please, help me!
Lyle thinks fast, reaching for a white cloth in his pocket. He gags the protesting Margaret, all the while smiling, announcing in a loud voice to the crowd going by:
LYLE
Ladies and gentlemen, that's just a small sample of the exciting melodrama you'll see tonight at the Old-time Vaudeville Theatre. The show starts at eight o'clock, folks. See you there!
MEMBERS OF THE CROWD are amused, they laugh and keep walking.
EXT. AVENUE - WORLD'S FAIR - CONTINUOUS
Andrew spots Margaret with Lyle. He nudges Riley and shouts:
ANDREW
There she is!
Andrew sprints ahead, followed by Riley, Haines, the FBI agents toward:
EXT. ENTRANCE - PARACHUTE JUMP - CONTINUOUS
Andrew reaches the entrance just in time to see:
Margaret and Lyle, already in a conveyance, slowly going up to the top of the 250-foot tower.
Andrew gulps, but he knows what he has to do.
EXT. PARACHUTE JUMP - CONTINUOUS
Andrew leaps into the seat for the next ascension, AN ATTENDANT buckles him in. Andrew starts to go slowly up.
Below, Morlock has been nabbed by the FBI agents. Riley and Haines watch Andrew's assent.
Tight on Andrew, his face breaking out in a cold sweat, becoming dizzy, in absolute agony as he goes up and up.
Far below, the fairgrounds glitter with light. The wind whistles. There's a full moon. For Andrew, it's horribly reminiscent of that tragic night long ago in Blackpool.
Andrew looks up to see if he can get a gander of Margaret and Lyle ahead of him, but he can't.
Andrew's conveyance hits the top of the structure, a huge parachute suddenly flares open up above him -- and he plummets toward earth below.
Close on Andrew, feeling the rush of the downward draft, his heart racing faster than the ride, certain he's going to die before he gets back down!
The parachute ride lands with a terrific jolt, THREE ATTENDANTS are there to assist with the cables, then the seat drops again just a bit more for extra dramatic effect.
Riley and Haines reach the thoroughly shaken Andrew, as he gets out of the seat and says:
ANDREW
They're still up there!
RILEY
Yeah, we know.
With Haines' approval, Andrew and Riley consult with AN ATTENDANT, who gestures wildly, pointing upwards. They get into a different conveyance, are belted -- up they go!
As they slowly ascend to the top of the tower, Andrew looks over at Riley. Even Riley looks a little green around the gills. Andrew actually cracks a small smile.
EXT. ROOF - PARACHUTE JUMP - CONTINUOUS
Andrew and Riley reach the roof, as the wind howls fiercely around them. They find the manacled Margaret, her mouth still gagged; glad to see them, yet frightened. Beside her is Lyle, who greets them with one of his sardonic smiles.
LYLE
Hello, Preston. McKee. Isn't the view spectacular?
Andrew plays the part of the braggadocio, even if his heart isn't really in the role.
ANDREW
Quite right, old man. It's super.
Lyle's sardonic smile fades fast.
LYLE
You disappoint me, Preston. And
you've cost us millions with your constant interference. But this is the last time, I promise you.
Andrew and Riley inch closer toward Margaret and Lyle.
ANDREW
Maybe, maybe not. I know this isn't fair, Bayley, but it is two against one up here.
Close on Margaret, whimpering, warning them with her eyes.
Andrew and Riley are even closer to Margaret and Lyle now.
LYLE
Oh, we're not alone, gentlemen.
Lyle gestures for Andrew and Riley to turn around. They do.
Jeff Brinkley, Riley's detective partner, stands there, pointing a revolver at them.
Andrew and Riley are shocked. Jeff smirks.
LYLE (O.S.)
Remember what I told you, Preston? Our secret army comes from every walk of life. Even members of the police department are represented.
RILEY
(to Jeff, sarcastically)
So you've left dear ol' Mom in the lurch. What about her surgery?
JEFF
Been dead for years. That was all a cover.
RILEY
You bastard!
Tight on a triumphant Lyle, smiling as he says:
LYLE
How do you think I was always able to keep one step ahead of you, McKee? From Mulholland Drive to Barstow to Kansas City to here.
The sound of rotary blades fades in. Lyle checks his watch.
LYLE
Perfect timing.
Lyle looks up. Andrew, Jane, Riley, Jeff follow his gaze.
A gyroplane (an early version of today's helicopter) hovers above, coming slowly down toward the roof.
Astonished, Andrew turns to Riley and asks:
ANDREW
What the hell is that?
RILEY
Gyroplane. French invention.
THE PILOT in the gyroplane drops down a rope ladder to:
Lyle, who hustles a resistant Margaret toward it.
LYLE
And I have my own prototype. It was meant to spirit away young Master Reventlow and myself. But I firmly believe in contingency plans. Now my fellow passenger will be Margaret. We'll fly up into the clouds -- and watch you both die!
As he pressures Margaret to put a foot on the first rung of the ladder, Lyle turns back to Jeff and orders:
LYLE
Dispose of them. Preston, first!
Jeff takes dead aim at Andrew.
Andrew is at wit's end, while Lyle returns his attention to Margaret, forcing her to the next rung.
Close on Riley, who goes a little crazy.
RILEY
Nothing worse than a dirty cop.
Without thinking, Riley lunges at Jeff. They fight over the gun, Jeff's revolver goes off.
The stray bullet hits Lyle in the back. He crumples to the platform, dead.
Up in the gyroplane, the Pilot panics. He starts to take off. Terrified, Margaret has a death grip on the third rung of the ladder. Andrew rushes to her rescue, as:
Girl and ladder veer toward the rim of the tower.
ANDREW (O.S.)
Let go of the ladder!
Margaret loosens her grip. Andrew grabs Margaret's legs at the last possible moment, pulling her down. They collapse together in a heap on the platform. In the B.G., the gyroplane takes off into the night.
Getting to their feet, Andrew removes Margaret's gag and embraces her. Then, they see:
Riley struggling with Jeff, as they move perilously close to the edge. Suddenly they go over the side and:
Margaret screams. She and Andrew rush to the edge and see:
Jeff plunging to his death, while Riley holds on for dear life to a rafter just below them.
Margaret turns to Andrew:
MarGARET
Help him!
ANDREW
Yes, of course. But I can't possibly look down.
MARGARET
Just talk to me. Don't think about where we are...what we're doing...
As they reach down to hoist Riley back up, they try to chat, as if they're not dealing with a life-or-death situation:
ANDREW
Margaret.
MaRGARET
Yes...?
ANDREW
Lovely name. It quite suits you.
MArGARET
Margaret, but never Maggie.
ANDREW
Duly noted.
Andrew loses his grip on Riley's arm, the cop slips back, legs dangling in mid-air. But the conversation goes on:
MARGARET
Though, my dad was allowed to call me Peg when I was a girl.
ANDREW
Another little bit from your past.
MARGARET
See what you do to me.
Andrew and Margaret's eyes lock in a look of love.
Below, an understandably concerned Riley calls up to them:
RILEY
Hey, you two, remember me?
Andrew/Margaret laugh at the song reference, put more oomph into their rescue efforts, lifting Riley up to safety and:
Back on the platform, the out-of-breath Riley manages to smile his thanks to his saviors. Andrew remarks to Margaret:
ANDREW
You know, I seem to have conquered my fear of heights this evening.
Rather cocky, Andrew looks over the edge, but immediately gets dizzy, legs buckling under him. Margaret and Riley quickly prop him up. Andrew grins sheepishly and says:
ANDREW
Just kidding.
MARGARET
Funny boy!
INT. IMMIGRATION OFFICE - DAY
In his inner sanctum, AN IMMIGRATION OFFICIAL sits across from Andrew and Jane at a conference table.
Immigration official
Mr. Preston, you'll be escorted to the pier by two of our men. We've booked passage for you on the Normandie.
ANDREW
At least it's not the Titanic.
IMMIGRATION OFFICIAL
It sets sail for Southampton tomorrow afternoon.
MaRGARET
And I'll follow you over to England as soon as I can.
The Immigration Official leaves the table, giving them some privacy. Andrew clasps Margaret's hands in his, looking deeply into her eyes, as he asks in his most serious tones:
ANDREW
Sure you want to do this, darling?
MARGARET
With all my heart.
ANDREW
Things are pretty bleak over there.
MaRGARET
Oh, I know. But I'll be with you -- or as close to you as I can possibly be -- with you being in the service and all. But that's the only thing that matters.
ANDREW
Your mum and dad can't be very happy about this decision.
MARGARET
They'll get used to the idea.
ANDREW
The one bright spot was that cable from the J. Arthur Rank people. They want to talk to me about an acting contract after I fulfill my military obligation. I'm famous, even in dear ol' Blighty.
MARGARET
(teasing)
Or infamous. Can't decide which.
ANDREW
(teasing right back)
Cheeky cow!
Margaret sticks her tongue out at him, the first time she's done that since they clashed at the Railway Cafe counter.
Tight on Andrew, suddenly realizing she's recalled their first encounter at Union Station. She's got her memory back.
ANDREW
You remember everything, don't you?
Close on Margaret, as she gives him a gentle nod.
Andrew's face lights up like the proverbial Christmas tree, matched only by the incandescence of Margaret's smile. He grabs her in his arms, kissing her warmly, passionately.
FADE OUT
THE END