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The SOUND of FLAGS FLAPPING, the SEA, then a LOUDSPEAKER
CRACKLING to LIFE.

STEWARD'S VOICE
On behalf of the Norse Irish Line,
we're pleased to announce the
Dining Cabin is now serving lunch.

FADE IN:
EXT. OBSERVATION DECK, NORSE IRISH FERRY -- DAY

A dozen people are taking air on the ferry’s observation
deck. Some sit on benches, others stand at the rail looking
out across the grey sea. A coastline fades in the distance.

A man, PAUL (30s), is sitting apart staring at nothing.

STEWARD'S VOICE
If you’d like lunch, tea, or some-
thing a la carte, we are located
aft of the Observation Deck.

A WOMAN (40s) is working a crossword opposite him. She looks
up from her puzzle discreetly.

WOMAN'S POV: Paul is a good-looking man, but he’s wearing an
odd, vacant expression. His boots and pantlegs are spattered
with dried mud and he looks as if he hasn’t slept.

His eyes visibly begin to cloud with tears.

STEWARD’S VOICE (CONT'D) (cont'd)
We're expecting calm seas and light
rain on our crossing today putting
us just on schedule for a seven o’
clock arrival at Pier Head. We'll
update you again just as soon as
we'’'ve crossed into English waters.

BEHIND THEM: Further down the deck, people can be seen coming
up from below decks and heading toward the Dining Cabin.

Paul now begins to sob. He’'s an imposing-looking man,
muscular, and his crying attracts attention. His distress is
apparent, yet no one seems to know how to respond. Some seem
embarrassed by this public display, others wary.

It begins to sprinkle rain. The woman heads for the Dining
Lounge, holding the crossword over her head. Others collect
their things, but Paul himself makes no effort to get up. He
sits in the drizzle, shaking with sobs.



INT. BELOW-DECKS CORRIDOR, NORSE IRISH FERRY -- SAME

An Irish MOTHER and FATHER (40s), SON (13), and DAUGHTER (10)
make their way with a half-dozen others up a long corridor
toward an ascending stairway, talking as they go.

SON
—-—-you can’t just take new tiles
whenever you want. That’s cheating.

MOTHER
Your father was nice enough to sit
down and play that game with you--

SON
He read me the rules!

FATHER
I'm going to throw that bloody
thing overboard if you don’t shut
your mouth about it.

The son looks at them both, disgusted. They begin climbing.

MOTHER
(to her daughter)
It looks like rain, sweets. You can
try out your new umbrella.

EXT. OBSERVATION DECK, NORSE IRISH FERRY —-- SAME

As the family comes up into the drizzle, the daughter opens
her UMBRELLA. It’s huge and she has trouble at first holding
it level.

She sees two OLD WOMEN (80s) coming slowly up the stairs
behind them and moves to shield them from the rain. The first
old woman looks up warily, but the other smiles.

The father and son move toward the Dining Cabin, but the
mother, amused and touched by her daughter’s generosity,
finds a space under an overhang to watch. Her daughter helps
several others who thank her playfully. Then she looks out
across the deck.

DAUGHTER'’S POV: Paul sitting alone in the rain.
She dashes toward him. Her mother sees this and calls out.

MOTHER
Gretta-—-



But her daughter does not hear, so she stays where she is,
out of the rain, watching her daughter closely.

The girl walks the last few yards up to Paul. When she holds
the umbrella over him, the SOUND of RAIN PATTERING ON NYLON
makes him looks up.

MOTHER'S POV: The girl holding the umbrella for the man.

One or two people have paused in the door of the Dining Cabin
to watch this unfold. The man and girl seem to be talking.

ONLOOKER #1
Your daughter’s adorable.
(beat)
I was just like that at her age.

The mother turns and offers a polite smile. Her husband has
appeared again, looking for her. One of the onlookers GASPS.
She turmns.

MOTHER'S POV: The umbrella has been knocked to the ground and
Paul has pulled her daughter into a sudden, hard embrace.

Her husband runs past her, out into the rain.

FATHER
You there! LET HER GO!

The mother watches as her husband pounds down the deck and
yanks their daughter away. He then hauls Paul up and throws
him down onto the deck. Then, with his daughter in his arms,
he grabs the umbrella and stalks back toward the cabin.

ONLOOKER #2
That's generous. I'd’ve busted that
man’'s face.

The girl is scared now, and begins crying herself. The mother
steps out into the rain and reaches for her.

FADE TO BLACK:
The CREDITS play over the SOUND of a RADIO TRANSMISSION.

DISPATCHER'S VOICE
This is Merseyside dispatch, go on
with your transmission, over.

MASTER OF SHIP’'S VOICE
This is the Ship Master of motor
vessel Norse Irish SeaStar, Whiskey
Bravo Lima Four Four Four.

(MORE)



MASTER OF SHIP'S VOICE (cont'd)
Inbound for Pier Head, Liverpool.
(beat)
I'm radioing a complaint of a
suspicious person filed by a
passenger.

DISPATCHER'S VOICE
I'll patch you through to Canning
Place. Stand by. Over and out.

A long beat.

DESK SERGEANT'S VOICE
Desk Sergeant Merseyside Police. Go
on with your complaint, Sir.

The following TEXT appears:

WEDNESDAY
EXT. DISEMBARKATION RAMP, PIER HEAD, LIVERPOOL -- DUSK
Crowds of passengers come jostling off the ferry down a
covered disembarkation ramp. Two bored-looking MERSEYSIDE
POLICE OFFICERS, as well as a FERRY SECURITY GUARD, stand
waiting at the end of the ramp as people file past.

OFFICER #1
You following the Premiership?

OFFICER #2
I saw last week’s Blackburn match.

OFFICER #1
That Riedle’s a sorry waste.

The ferry guard points discreetly up the ramp.

FERRY GUARD
That’s him.

OFFICER #1
Thanks much.

The guard heads off as the officers watch Paul come down the
ramp toward them. When Paul sees them, he doesn’t hesitate,
but keeps moving. They fall in beside him.

OFFICER #1 (cont’d)
Excuse me.

Paul stops, but says nothing.



OFFICER #1 (cont’d)
We need to talk to you a moment.
Mind stepping over here with us.

Paul looks from one to the other, then follows.

OFFICER #1 (cont’d)
We understand there was a bit of a
problem on board today.

Paul says nothing. Officer #2 glances at his partner.

OFFICER #1 (cont’d)
A problem with you and a child, a
little girl?
(beat)
Do you know what I'm referring to?

PAUL
Yes. I'm sorry about that. I said
so to the parents. They filed a
charge--is that what this is?

OFFICER #1
No, just a complaint. We’'re wantin’
to make sure everything’s okay.

PAUL
Everything’s fine. I appreciate
your concern, but it’s not needed.

He takes a step as if to go.
OFFICER #2
What did you think you were doing
there, with that girl, so?
Paul turns back and speaks to Officer #1.
PAUL
I need to go. I have my car on the

ferry down below--

OFFICER #2
I'd be happy to fetch your car.

Paul does not even look at Officer #2 now.

PAUL
I don’t think so. May I go?

OFFICER #1
Yeah, go on.



They watch Paul walk away. Officer #2 looks expectantly at
Officer #1, who says:

OFFICER #1 (CONT'D) (cont'd)
Follow him and run his plates.

EXT. EXIT ROAD, PIER HEAD, LIVERPOOL —-- NIGHT

A police car is idling at a bend in the lane that exits the
ferry lots. When Paul drives up the officers wave him to the
side with their flashlights.

Officer #1 approaches the car and shines his flashlight along
the mud-spattered car. Paul rolls his window down.

OFFICER #1
License and registration.

Paul offers his license.

OFFICER #1 (cont’d)
And registration.

Paul does not move.

OFFICER #1 (cont’d)
This car isn’t registered to you is
it, Mr. Hargreaves?
(beat)
Would you mind steppin’ out?

Paul unclips his seat belt and steps out of the car.

OFFICER #1 (cont’d)
Sir, we know this car isn’t yours,
so, why don’t you tell us how
you’'ve come to be driving it today.

Paul simply looks down at his feet.

OFFICER #1 (cont’d)
(with a hint of force)
I'1l ask you once more. Do you know
the driver of this car?

PAUL
Yes.

OFFICER #1
And how'’ve you come to be driving
it?



PAUL
It’s a friend’s who’s on holiday.
She lent it to me while she’s gone.

OFFICER #1
An Irish girl?

PAUL
She lives here.

OFFICER #1

But you took her car to Ireland? I
don’t understand.

(a beat)
If we wanted to get a hold of--

(looks at his notepad)
Susan Banks, do you know how we
could?

PAUL
(with eerie calm)
I told you she’s on holiday. I
don’t exactly know where.

OFFICER #1
Do you mind if we look inside?

A beat.

PAUL
Yes.

The officers look at one another and without discussion,
Officer #1 walks to his car and takes up the CB.

OFFICER #1
This is car B7 with a request for
permission to search. Over.

EXT. EXIT ROAD, PIER HEAD, LIVERPOOL -- LATER

Paul and the other officer stand back as Officer #1 removes
the keys from the ignition and leans into the back seat with
his flashlight. Nothing. He then walks around and opens the
boot. He stares down at what he sees.

OFFICER #1's POV: a muddy shovel, muddy blankets, muddy work
gloves, a muddy umbrella, a pair of muddy women’s shoes, a
paper sack of clothing with a woman’s brassiere lying on top,
a muddy set of finger marks on it, and a large muddy stone.

Sprinkles of rain glint in the beam of the officer’s light.



OFFICER #1
(to Paul)
You’d better come with us.

The following MONTAGE of Liverpool at night:

1. The lights of Pier Head and the Port of Liverpool beside
the Liver Building. It is now raining.

2. St. John’'s Garden from William Brown Street. The rain is
driving all the evening walkers out.

3. The columns of St. George’s Hall dark with rain.

4., Theatergoers emerging from the Everyman Theatre and
lifting their umbrellas.

EXT. EVERYMAN THEATRE -- NIGHT

Two of the emerging theatergoers, JUDITH and CLIVE (50s-60s)
huddle under one umbrella and begin walking up the street.
They lean into one another to stay dry.

They reach a car and Judith quickly unlocks it, slips in, and
rolls down her window.

CLIVE
Feel like a stop at the White Star?

JUDITH
Not tonight, Clive.

Clive smiles and leans in for a kiss.

CLIVE
Follow me home, then?

JUDITH
Thanks, but I'm all done in. And
I've some reading.
(wearily)
Legal. I'd just keep you up.

CLIVE
Is everything all right, Jude?

Judith looks up at him for a moment, then nods.
JUDITH

Go on, get out of the wet. I’'1l1l
call you tomorrow.



He offers another smile and then withdraws into the rain.
Judith rolls up the window and checks her watch.

INT. JUDITH'S CAR -- LATER

Judith is driving through the rain and then pulls off to a
kerbside spot and parks.

EXT. UNITED POWERS -- SAME

Judith gets out of her car and rushes toward the entrance of
a stately looking pub. She steps around a man helping a woman
down the front steps.

INT. ENTRY, UNITED POWERS -- SAME

The pub inside is busy. Drinkers hang over the bar and sit
laughing at the tables and booths. Judith scans the pub. A
young woman, ELLEN (26), waves her over to a booth.

Judith flops her coat into the corner and sits down heavily.

ELLEN
Where’'s Clive?

JUDITH
He couldn’t make it, dear. He said
he was all done in.

ELLEN
Oh.

They regard one another for a moment.

JUDITH
You’'re relieved. Just a bit.

ELLEN
I don’'t know him well, yet, mum.

JUDITH
He'’s not brand new, you know. He's
an old friend.

A walter comes.

WAITER
What’1ll it be, ladies?

JUDITH
Whiskey and soda, right away.



ELLEN
Cider, please.

The waiter goes.

JUDITH
Thanks for calling. I haven’t seen
you since Bartell’s. How'’s classes?

ELLEN
Fine. How's work?

JUDITH
I'm still on leave.
A beat.
ELLEN
Okay, so--how’s that going?
JUDITH
I thought you didn’t want to hear
about it.
ELLEN
Well, I know it’s going on. And
what I'm imagining is probably
worse, so you may as well tell me.
A beat.

JUDITH
All right, for starters, I can't
decide whose solicitor I like less,
your father’s or mine. And
paperwork. I feel like I’'m getting
a study-at-home law degree. We're
making our lists now, you know?

ELLEN
Dividing up stuff?

JUDITH
Yes. Ancillary relief, they call
it. I can’t figure out what’s so
ancillary about it. It's like a
bloody farm auction at the house.
Since I'm there, I get to tag
everything--your father’s
solicitor’s brilliant idea. A
yellow tag means it’s on his list.
They're all over the house. There’s
one on the fucking andirons.
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ELLEN
And how’s he doing? Dad? I haven't
talked to him in a week. He doesn’t
always return my calls.
Embarrassed, I guess.

JUDITH
How's anyone bloody doing?
(beat)
It's the worst thing that's
happened to any of us.

A long beat.

ELLEN
I doubt, given your profession,
that’s a surprise to you.

JUDITH
My “profession.” That makes me
sound like a whore, doesn’t it?

ELLEN
(genuinely sad)
I take it back--this is worse than
I imagined.

JUDITH

I'm just tired. When I'm tired like
this, you just have to put up with
me.

(beat)
I do have one question for you if
you think you can stand to talk
about this for two more minutes.

ELLEN
What is 1it?

Judith roots through her handbag and pulls out a sheet of
paper in a plastic bag.

JUDITH
Could you take a look at this and
tell me what it is? You know I'm
not a book girl.

Judith hands it over. Ellen looks at it.

ELLEN
Where’d you find this?



JUDITH
An old briefcase of your father’s,
from two or three years ago. I told
my solicitor I would try to find
out what it was.

ELLEN
Your solicitor? It’s a poem, mum.

JUDITH
I know that. Is it a--love poem or
something?

ELLEN
Why're you giving this to me?

JUDITH

You take literature, I thought--
ELLEN

It’'s Yeats.
JUDITH

But what’s it about?

ELLEN
It’s about someone in mourning,
about love being done. A death.

Judith shrugs this off.

ELLEN (cont’d)
Are you disappointed?

JUDITH
What do you mean?

ELLEN
That it’s not more incriminating?

Judith does not answer this.

ELLEN (cont’d)
(looking at the poem)
Here’s a bright spot for your
solicitor: this line’s about
someone’s breast. Of course, it’s
an image of nursing, but he can
work around that, right?

JUDITH
Don’'t be cheeky.
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Ellen tosses the paper back to her mother.

JUDITH (CONT’'D) (cont'd)
I'm taking it in tomorrow morning,
just in case.

ELLEN
In?

JUDITH
To work. For fingerprints, dear.

Ellen exhales disgustedly.

JUDITH (CONT'’D)
I know something’s going on, Ellen.
I know it. There’s been a car
parked at his new place quite a
lot. I have the license number.
(beat)
You find this disappointing do you?

ELLEN
(almost pleading)
Yes.

JUDITH

Look, despite what you may think,
your father’s not always the nice
bloke you think he is. I’'ve never
met anyone as arrogant, or slippery
for that matter. If he was screwing
around on me I want it out there
and on the record. This is serious.

A BURST of LAUGHTER and light applause comes from some remote
corner of the pub. Neither of them looks in its direction.

ELLEN
I guess I don't have to tell you
why you want that, do I, Mum?

A beat.

JUDITH
That's bullshit. If he fucked
around while we were married, he
should have to wear it to court,
like anyone else.

ELLEN
Like you.
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Elsewhere in the pub, the barman calls:

BARMAN
Last Orders!

Judith meets her daughter’s look without hesitation or,
apparently, embarrassment.

JUDITH
Damned right.

INT. ENTRYWAY, JUDITH'S HOME —-- LATER

The SOUND of KEYS as Judith enters her dark house. She comes
in and stands there for a moment looking into the dim living
room. Small yellow tags hang here and there. It is SILENT.
She climbs the stairs.

INT. BEDROOM, JUDITH’'S HOME -- SAME

Judith turns on a lamp. She sets her bag on the bed, flips on
the TV, and begins to undress. The evening news is on.

NEWS ANNOUNCER'S VOICE

—-corpse of a badly decomposed
woman discovered there by amateur
divers late last week. Now that the
woman'’s been identified, residents
around Coniston Water can lay the
mystery to rest.

(beat)
In the U.S., another scandal in the
Clinton administration--

In her bra and slip she brushes her teeth, then closes the
bathroom door to get at the nightgown hung on the other side.

NEWS ANNOUNCER'S VOICE (cont’d)
Mike Espy, Agriculture Secretary
from 1993 to 1994, was charged last
night with accepting £21,700 worth
of gifts, lying to investigators,
interfering with witnesses, and
altering documents during the
investigation. Prosecutors say Mr.
Espy, a sports fan, accepted, among
other things, tickets to football,
basketball, and tennis matches from
several companies he was
regulating.

Judith takes a BOTTLE OF PRESCRIPTION ANTIDEPRESSANTS from
the medicine cabinet and takes one.
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Then she comes out and climbs into bed. She draws her handbag
toward her and pulls out a clipboard loaded with legal forms.

NEWS ANNOUNCER'S VOICE (cont’d)
In British news tonight, Diana,
Princess of Wales, faced criticism
over comments she allegedly made to
a French newspaper regarding the
former Conservative Government's
policy on land mines--

Judith changes the channel to another station.

WEATHER ANNOUNCER'’S VOICE
—--There will be a dramatic shift in
the next ten hours or so. The
coolness the rain brought will end
and look for sunny days ahead with
possible record highs in the low
30s. This could well be the last
hurrah of summer for Liverpool.

Judith turns off the TV and the room is suddenly emptier. She
looks at the legal documents and then tiredly unclips them.

JUDITH
Hurrah.

CUT TO:
The following TEXT appears:

THURSDAY
EXT. KERBSIDE, CANNING PLACE -- MORNING

Judith crosses Canning Street toward a massive Romanesque
hall with “MERSEYSIDE POLICE” done over the entrance.

INT. CENTRAL OFFICE, CANNING PLACE -- SAME

Judith heads through a large room ranged with two dozen desks
at which officers and detectives work. One of them sees her.

OFFICER #3
G’'morning Inspector.

JUDITH
(a tone of warning)
I'm not here.

She passes, but does not notice, a flyer with the heading:
“CHESS PLAYERS COME FORWARD ASAP.”



l6.

INT. JUDITH'S OFFICE, CANNING PLACE -- SAME

Judith enters her office with a handful of mail and shuts the
door behind her. The words “CHIEF INSPECTOR” can been seen in
reverse painted on the glass. She dials the phone.

JUDITH
Hal, it’s Judith. Anything?

A beat. She checks a notepad on her desk.

JUDITH (cont’d)
Yes, that’s the plate.

As she listens, her demeanor hardens. She’s genuinely pissed.

JUDITH (cont’d)
Jan Williams. A woman, then?
(beat)
Address?

She writes this down.

JUDITH (cont’d)
Can you get age?

There is a knock at the door. A man, DETECTIVE SUPERINTENDENT
LOOMIS (50s), enters. Judith motions him in.

JUDITH (cont’d)
(into the phone)
I'll get back to you about this.

She puts the phone down.

JUDITH (cont’d)
(without composure)
I'm not here, John.

LOOMIS
How much do you know?

JUDITH
About what?

INT. CORRIDOR, CANNING PLACE -- SAME

They walk down a corridor lined with chalkboards listing duty
rosters and shift rotations.

LOOMIS
They brought him in last night for
questioning.

(MORE)
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LOOMIS (cont'd)
We thought it was going to be a
simple matter of finding the owner
of the car and confirming his
statement.

They pass another “Chess” flyer posted on a bulletin board.
This time Judith regards it briefly as they pass.

LOOMIS (cont’d)
But so far, no luck. We're still
trying to locate the woman’s kin.

They come to a conference room and go in.
INT. CONFERENCE ROOM, CANNING PLACE —-- SAME

Inside the room is a conference table surrounded by chairs.
There is a VIDEO MONITOR at the far end of the table.

JUDITH
John, this seems routine.

Loomis motions Judith to sit.

LOOMIS
The man’s name is Paul Hargreaves.
White male, age 35. He wouldn't
speak once they brought him in,
except to determine how long we
could hold him. Then he declined a
legal advisor. Everyone assumed he
was just being difficult, but with
what they found in the car, and the
incident on the ferry, Mike signed
off to keep him the full twenty-
four just in case.

JUDITH
I really have to stop you here,
John. This sounds like something
for Geoff or Clark, surely. You
know I'm not available for this.

Loomis moves to the video monitor and turns it on: a tape
from a ceiling-level security camera. It shows Paul sitting
at a deposition table while two detectives stand by. Behind
Paul is a LARGE ONE-WAY MIRROR. The SOUND is TURNED DOWN.

LOOMIS
Carl got him up early and went at
him pretty hard with questions. At
about nine o’clock, this happened--



JUDITH
John. You’re ignoring what I'm
saying.

Loomis looks at her, unruffled, serious.

LOOMIS
Watch the tape, Judith.

Loomis turns the SOUND UP.
ON THE VIDEO MONITOR:

DETECTIVE #1
(a little condescendingly)
You think you’ve worked it all out?
You’'re the first person who’s sat
tight like this? Vow of silence,
all that? It tells us a lot more
than you’d think.

Paul does not respond, but is clearly tired, agitated.

DETECTIVE #1 (cont’d)

I can go over this with you all day
if you like, we’ve got time. All
you’'ve got to do is nod. That'’s not
so hard. Now--

(a sigh)
Did you hurt her. In any way.

(then, with a smirk)
Things went too far, maybe. Roughed
her up a little, got excited, got
her out of her clothes--

PAUL
(done with this)
Shut your mouth.

INT. DEPOSITION ROOM, CANNING PLACE -- DAY
Paul looks larger, more imposing than on the tape.

DETECTIVE #1
Well. Brother Paul speaks.

PAUL
(very angry)
You don’t what you’re talking
about.

DETECTIVE #1
Fill me in, then.
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PAUL
No.
(beat)
You don’t deserve it.

DETECTIVE #1
Then how about my friend here? Or
is there someone else you think’s
worthy enough?
(beat)
We can go and fetch him--

PAUL
Why are you PLAYING at this?

Paul is clearly trying to hold his anger down.

DETECTIVE #1
Well, it’s up to you, Hargreaves.
Are you going to tell us where you
fucked and/or killed and/or buried
this woman or are you going to keep
wasting our time?

Suddenly, without warning, Paul shoots up to a standing
position, knocking his chair back with a hard SLAP.

DETECTIVE #2
Ho!

The detectives tense in place, but neither goes for Paul.

DETECTIVE #1
Good fucking morning, then. What’s
next, fella, handsprings?

PAUL
You want to play games?! That's
what you’d like?
Paul whirls around to look at the one-way mirror.

INT. OBSERVATION ROOM, CANNING PLACE -- SAME

Paul can be seen through the one-way mirror addressing some
shadowy figures inside.

PAUL
That’'s what you’d like? Is it?

A beat. He'’s thinking.
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PAUL (cont’d)
Fine.

BACK TO VIDEO:

On the table in front of them is a clipboard and a BLACK
MAGIC MARKER. Paul grabs the marker and turns back to the one-
way mirror. As the detectives watch, Paul begins drawing.

Only a corner of what he’s doing can be seen on the tape, but
it looks like a map of some sort.

When he’s done, he throws the marker back on the table, and
addresses the detectives in a truly inscrutable tone.

PAUL (CONT'D)
Fine. Let'’s play.

Loomis turns off the video monitor. A beat.

JUDITH
Very buff. I particularly like the
condescending use of and/or.

LOOMIS
Judith, please.

JUDITH
(shaking her head)
Well, you can’t charge him on that.
He’'s not confessing anything.

LOOMIS
Gordon says no charges. We can’t
even confirm the woman’s missing
yet. And we’'ve got two false arrest
cases lined up in court from spring
could break press any day. We're on
a tight rein.

JUDITH
Court extension?

LOOMIS
We’'re sending it over now. With
this tape, it’s not going to be a
problem. They’ll give it to us.

JUDITH
John, tell me why I'm here.

Loomis puts his hands on the table, opened wide.



LOOMIS
It’s not entirely standard. This
Hargreaves won't talk to Carl or
Trent anymore. He says they’'re
biased--which is true. For some
reason they really want to break
this guy. I pulled them off this
morning. But he won’t talk to me,
either. I asked him who he would
talk to and he said he’d like some
people to choose from. Playing off
Carl’s invitation, apparently.

Judith produces a clipped laugh.

JUDITH
You're joking.

LOOMIS
It’s simple, Judith: If we want

him, we’ve got to keep him talking.

JUDITH
This already sounds like a lot of
trouble and you don’t even have a
missing person.

LOOMIS

He grabbed a child on a ferry and
was driving a car that isn’t his
with the owner’s muddy brassiere
stuffed in the trunk. Now this.

(beat)
We want to send in a few people
this afternoon.

JUDITH
Meaning me.

LOOMIS
I would like you to go in and talk
to him just in case you strike him
the right way. I told him I’'d send
in anyone I had available.

JUDITH
Jesus John, this sounds like a
bloody audition for Cats.

LOOMIS
Even with the court extension, we
can only hold him until Saturday
night. That’s only two more days.

21.
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JUDITH
You're taking him seriously, then.
John, he could be mucking with you.

John pulls a copy of Paul’s complete drawing out of his
briefcase and slide is over to Judith.

LOOMIS

No one hopes this woman turns up
more than I do, but until she does,
I have to take this seriously. You
know that.

(beat)
I want to get him talking to you or
one of the detectives, and soon. Be
ready to go in after lunch. I’1l1l
come find you.

Judith sighs. She gestures to the drawing.

JUDITH
A chessboard?

Loomis shrugs.
CUT TO:
INT. STUDY, RODGER KNUDSON'’'S HOUSE -- DAY

RODGER KNUDSON (rhymes with Hudson, but is mispronounced as
NUDE-son) (50s) is sitting at his computer in his bathrobe.
He runs on a kind of low-grade nervous energy. Even in his
own home, he does not seem entirely at ease.

His study is stacked with books; COMPUTER MANUALS, books on
CHESS THEORY, and a whole range of MYSTERY NOVELS and CRIME
THRILLERS; Patricia Cornwall, James Patterson North, Ellery
Queen, etc. Rodger’s HOME COMPUTER is magnificent.

On his screen is a wide image of the SPICE GIRLS in nighties.
The scrolls back and forth across it, pausing at each girl.
After a moment, a BELL SOUND TINKS and a COMPUTER VOICE says:

COMPUTER VOICE
Black pawn J3 to I3. White’s move.

Rodger opens another window revealing a chess board, laid out
mid-game. The top reads “WORLD-WIDE CHESS NETWORK” and the
bottom reads: “CURRENT OPPONENT: LadySol26 from Changsha,
CHINA” Next to this is a small thumbnail image of the woman
he’s playing; a sternly lovely Asian woman (30s).

Rodger studies the screen.
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RODGER
I'll have you in four, China.

He is considering his countermove when the telephone beside
him rings. He picks it up.

RODGER (cont’d)
Morning.

BUCK’'S VOICE
Rodger, Buck. You call in sick?

RODGER
Yes. It’s nothing; congestion--

BUCK'S VOICE
—-You’'d better get down here fast.

RODGER
I'm-- Why? Is the server down?

INT. OUTER OFFICE, CANNING PLACE -- SAME
Buck is sitting in one of the desks in the outer office. As
he speaks, he is watching a group of people gathering around
one of the detectives.
BUCK

No, nothing like that. But trust

me. You’ll want to be here.
INT. STUDY, RODGER’'S HOUSE -- SAME

Rodger is already closing down his computer.

BUCK’'S VOICE
And bring a chessboard.

RODGER
What?

But Buck has rung off.

INT. CENTRAL OFFICE, CANNING PLACE -- LATER

Rodger comes in with a wooden chess box under his arm. He's
dressed rather dandily for a man his age. He immediately sees

one of the flyers, takes it, and goes to the nearest person.

RODGER
What’'s going on?

A WORKER (50s) glances over his shoulder.
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WORKER
They're looking for people who know
how to play chess.

RODGER
Why?

WORKER
They've got Kasparov in for
soliciting, how the hell should I
know?

Rodger crosses the room and heads down a corridor where the
higher-ranking officers keep their offices.

INT. CORRIDOR, CANNING PLACE -- SAME

He arrives at the open door to Detective Hanover'’'s office.
HANOVER (40s) and another man are inside talking.

RODGER
Excuse me.

No one hears him, so he raises his voice, a hair too much.

RODGER (CONT’'D) (cont'd)
Excuse me.

Both men look.

RODGER (CONT'D) (cont'd)
You’'re looking for a player?

He holds up, and then shakes, his chess case with a flourish.

RODGER (CONT'D) (cont'd)
I'm your man.

INT. JUDITH'S OFFICE, CANNING PLACE -- SAME

Judith is completely absorbed in a phone conversation. An
uneaten lunch plate sits on her desk, pushed aside.

JUDITH
Answer the question, damn it.
(beat)
Well you’re not saying “no” either,
are you?
(beat)

Don’t take that tack. This is
between you and me.
(beat)
Clive is a known quantity.
(MORE)
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JUDITH (cont'd)

(beat)
Listen, we’re not just talking
about bloody assets anymore. We're
talking about who gets to lie and
who doesn’t.

(beat)
No, I sued you for divorce because
our marriage was over--

(beat)
Look, I'm telling you: if you’'re
not going be straight with me about
this, if I have to, I’'ll pick over
every colleague you have, every
office helper, every neighbor to
get the truth here. I will. Do you
understand me, I will.

(beat)
You start calling it that and I
promise you’'re in for a fuckload of
trouble, Ken.

Judith slams down the phone, considers this a moment, and
then quickly picks it up again and dials.

JUDITH (cont’d)
Richard Harrow, please. It’s Judith
Emlyn.
(long beat)
You said call anytime, Richard. You
shouldn’t have said it if you
didn’t mean it.
(beat)
Kenneth’s barking harassment.
(beat)
If I call you back in an hour,
you’ll hear it from his solicitor
first. Is that how you want it?
(beat)
If you put me on hold--
(to herself)
Jackass.

Judith looks up and sees Loomis down the corridor coming her
way. She looks cornered, pissed. She slams down the phone.

JUDITH (cont’d)
Fuck this.

He arrives at her door an pokes his head in.

LOOMIS
Ready?

With a glare, Judith leads the way. Loomis shakes his head.
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INT. DEPOSITION ROOM, CANNING PLACE -- SAME

Paul is sitting at the same table as in the video. He looks
more alert now, and more calm. The drawing is behind him. A
GUARD stands silently in the corner.

Judith enters. She nods to the guard, but does not step
further into the room or acknowledge the drawing on the
glass.

PAUL
Are you another detective?

JUDITH
No. Inspector.

PAUL
Congratulations.

JUDITH
Mr. Hargreaves, I'll be frank. I'm
not here because I'm at all
involved with, or interested in,
your case.

Paul nods.

JUDITH (CONT'D)
I'm actually supposed to be on
leave now. But I had the misfortune
of coming in to collect my mail on
the wrong morning. And when your
superior officer makes a request
like this, it’s difficult to say
no, for a number of reasons.

PAUL
Would you like to sit down?

JUDITH

I would like to sit down, but in my
home, with a whiskey, and some
quiet music playing.

(beat)
Mr. Hargreaves, I don’t want to
establish rapport with you. I don’t
particularly like what I’'ve heard
about you.

PAUL
And what is that?

Judith gestures to the drawing, still not looking at it.
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JUDITH
That you play games.

PAUL
(thoughtfully)
When pushed far enough, yes-—-

JUDITH

(ignoring this)
You'’ve been taken into custody on
suspicion. You refuse to speak in
your defense. You’'ve refused the
help of a legal advisor, except to
clarify that we cannot keep you
here for long. And instead of
reading a book or passing your time
some other way, you’ve decided to
play a game with a lot of people
who have little time to spare.
There are all sorts of awful things
happening in this city right now, I
assure you, and instead of helping
fix some of those things, a number
of good public servants are now
sitting out there in the hallway
because you wanted to play a game.

(beat)
Well, I don’t like your game, Mr.
Hargreaves, and I’'ve no desire to
play it.

Paul nods.

PAUL
Thanks for your candor.

Judith nods and steps out of the room. Paul watches her go,
thinking.

INT. LOOMIS’ OFFICER, CANNING PLACE -- DAY

Loomis is sitting at his desk. Judith has just come in.

LOOMIS
He picked you.

JUDITH
What?!

LOOMIS

He picked you. And we found someone
to help us with the drawing, a
chess expert, Mr.--

(MORE)



LOOMIS (cont'd)
(looks at clipboard)
--Knudson. (mispronounced)

JUDITH
Fuck.

LOOMIS
You know what I'm about to say.

JUDITH
John, please. I'm in the middle of
an awful time. You know that.
Between court appointments,
meetings with my solicitor--
(she sets her jaw)
I can’t do this. I can’t. Not now.

LOOMIS
We both knew this was a possibility
when you agreed to go in there.
Although, if I know you like T
think I do, you went in and tried
to freeze him out. But he’s picked
you, and now you’'re our plan.

JUDITH
(quietly)
I wish you wouldn’t do this.

LOOMIS
I regret the timing. I do. But
you’'re going to give this 100%. You
may not like the terms, but there’s
a pressing concern here as well as
a professional obligation I’'m sure
I don’'t need to remind you of.

He waits until Judith offers a small nod.

LOOMIS (cont’d)

You’ll be granted extended leave
time to make up for this, and I'm
not asking you to take this case
should it open up. All I'm asking
you to do is help us charge him. If
we can’'t come up with enough to do
that, we’ve got to let him go
Saturday. That'’s not even two days.

(beat)
Call your solicitor and tell him
there’s been a delay.

JUDITH
It’s not that easy.

28.
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LOOMIS
We’ll meet back here in ten and you
can meet Mr.--

JUDITH
(flatly)
--Knudson. (mispronounced)

LOOMIS
You know him?

JUDITH
Not at all.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM, CANNING PLACE -- LATER

Loomis is sitting on one side of the conference table with
Detectives Hanover and Geoff Rothwell. Judith and Rodger are
sitting on the other.

LOOMIS

We'’'ve located the woman’s mother.
Only living relation. She’s aged in
a home in Parkgate. She confirmed
Susan’s supposed to be on holiday,
an extended one in fact, expected
to last nearly a year. Something
she saved for. We’'re getting her
bank info now. Her mother saw her
Tuesday and Susan told her she was
leaving England the next morning to
start her trip in Ireland, which is
where Hargreaves was coming from.
Mrs. Banks doesn’t expect to hear
from Susan for several more days.

(beat)
When I mentioned that we’d picked
up someone driving her daughter’s
car, she guessed it was Hargreaves.
From what she said, Hargreaves and
Susan knew each other pretty well.
They met in art college and got
back in touch about a year or so
ago. Mrs. Banks made it very clear
she’d never believe Hargreaves
would harm her daughter.

JUDITH
Why not wait? See if she pops up?

LOOMIS
We’'re checking all airlines, ferry
companies, car agencies.

(MORE)



LOOMIS (cont'd)
Everything we can think of. So far
her name hasn’t turned up at all.
She’s just gone. We’'re putting out
bulletins to all constabularies
this afternoon.

JUDITH
How about abroad?
LOOMIS
We’'re posting on all services.

(beat)
Meanwhile, we’ve got to get this
Hargreaves to say something
incriminating enough to charge him
if indeed he’s done something
Wrong.

(beat)
As far as the investigation goes,
Judith, interview him as often as
you’'d like. If you ask a pertinent
question, he says he’ll answer it.
Any guess you have as to how all
the evidence we have fits he’ll
hear, and if it’s reasonably close,
he says he’ll confirm it.

JUDITH
That’s ridiculous.

LOOMIS

Of course it is. Look, I don’t care
how you do this. Just get him to
acknowledge something’s wrong.
Maybe Susan Banks will turn up, but
I'm doubtful, given what Hargreaves
pulled this morning.

(beat)
Goeff’s on this case full time now.
Use him.

(turning toward Rodger)
Mr. Knudson-- (mispronounced)

RODGER
—-Knudson.

LOOMIS
Of course. Let us know what
questions or suggestions you have
and we’'ll follow up on them as
quickly as we can.

Rodger nods, clearly excited by all of this.

30.
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LOOMIS (CONT'D)
There’s no off-duty until Sunday.
Use all the time you can. We're
sending out the usual canvassers.
They’'1ll catch most of the details.

JUDITH
I'm not going back in there until
I’'ve done a search on his
residence. Maybe hers, too.

LOOMIS
Fine. Mr. Knudson?
RODGER
Some time in the room with that
drawing.
LOOMIS
All right, then. I guess it’s our
move.
INT. PAUL’'S CELL, CANNING PLACE -- SAME

Paul is sitting on his cot listening to the SOUNDS the other
prisoners are making. One is clearly DRUNK.

DRUNK
They’'re teetotallers, ya know? Must
be. They ask you and they ask you.
Well I'm not a bloody alarm clock,
I'm a drunk. What the hell d’'they
think makes me tick?!

Paul takes a breath and steadies himself.

SINGING begins down the cells. The SOUND of DISTANT SLAMMING.
INT. DEPOSITION ROOM, CANNING PLACE -- SAME

Rodger enters and moves to the table. He opens his chess box

and lays out the board and pieces inside. Then he sits at the
table facing Paul’s drawing. He studies it for a few moments

and then begins playing through various sequences of moves.

Rodger smiles a little, getting into the game. The drawing
is now fully visible.

FADE TO BLACK.
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EXT. SCHOOL LANE -- DAY

The SOUND of a car HONKING in a thriving, though gloomy, part
of Liverpool where tiny art galleries, used bookstores, and
cafes have taken over. A street fair is in progress. School
Lane is blocked. Hundreds of people are out for it.

On the outskirts of this commotion, Judith approaches an old
walk-up. She knocks, the door opens, a chat, she goes in.

INT. LANDLADY'S FLAT, 19 SCHOOL LANE -- SAME

Judith stands just inside a landlady’s flat. MUSIC from the
fair can still be heard. The LANDLADY (45) is searching for a
set of keys. She’s very heavy, Scouse through and through.

LANDLADY
You’'re sure he’s not in trouble?

JUDITH
Yes, ma’am.

LANDLADY
What would I do if ya told me he
was in some kind of trouble? I'd
hate to have to explain that sort
of thing to neighbors. They get
somethin’ like that on ya--

Judith glances around the house. It is not unlike her own; no
photographs, a dusty vase, a lone umbrella in the stand.

JUDITH
You live here alone, then?

LANDLADY
I told ya I’'ve tenants, didn’t I?

An awkward beat. They study each other. Judith looks away.

JUDITH
And when was that? That Mr.
Hargreaves moved in?

LANDLADY
Four or five years ago. ‘93 it was.
I know, ‘cause that’s the year I
went in for me knee.

She holds up a keyring.

LANDLADY (CONT'D)
Here then. I’'1l1l take ya up.
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JUDITH
You don’'t need to--

LANDLADY
(as if greatly put out)
It’s all right.

EXT. STAIRWAY, 19 SCHOOL LANE, LIVERPOOL -- SAME

Judith follows the landlady slowly up a long iron stairway to
a separate entry on the second floor of the building.

JUDITH
We haven’t been able to locate Mr.
Hargreaves'’ place of employment. Do
you have any idea where he works?

LANDLADY

Machine shop. In Bootle. I can give
ya the number. I think he teaches
art classes, too, somewhere about.

(beat)
I give him this place quite cheap.
I could arrange a good bit more. Me
neighbors all do. This block’s in
fashion now, what with Quiggins
there, but I want quiet. You see
these kids with their loud music
always shoutin’, always calling
attention. I didn’t want someone
like that over me head at night.

JUDITH
Did he have a lot of friends?
Anyone stop by you can remember?

LANDLADY
None I remember meetin’. I try not
to get involved with me tenants
lives, or them in mine. Nothin’
good comes a that.

They arrive at the top and the landlady lets them in.
INT. PAUL’'S FLAT, 19 SCHOOL LANE -- SAME

The flat is quite small. The kitchen, living room, bath, and
bedroom are all bunched together around the tiny entry.

LANDLADY
Hell’s this?
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They take a step into the living room. The walls are COVERED
with FACES--all roughly the same size, of all races and ages—-
carefully cut from magazines and held up with tailor’s pins.
Otherwise the room is bare except for a couch, a few stacks

of books neatly lined along the wall, and an iron fireplace.

LANDLADY (cont’d)
He asked me a bit back could he
hang some things up? Fine, I said.
I'd no idea.

JUDITH
Just this summer?

LANDLADY
Yeah. I’'d no idea.

They look around at all the faces. There must be over ninety.
LANDLADY (CONT’D)
I couldn’t sit in a room like this.
I feel positively watched.
INT. LIVING ROOM, PAUL'S FLAT -- SAME

The Landlady has gone and Judith is walking around. The
following MONTAGE around Paul’s flat:

1. The BOOKS piled in the living room are all from the
library. Philosophy, collections of short stories, poetry.

2. The kitchen is neat and looks unused except for two
glasses, long dried, on a towel on the counter.

3. The bedroom is equally spare: a bed, a small table, a
chair. A SUITCASE and DUFFLE lie open and empty on the bed.

4. In the bedroom: more FACES. Judith takes them all in.
5. In the bathroom is the happiest FACE of all--a grinning
old man taped up on the mirror where one’s reflection would

normally show.

JUDITH
Equal opportunity freakshow.

EXT. SCHOOL STREET, LIVERPOOL -- LATER
Judith is walking on the fringes of the street fair talking
into her cell phone. People are LAUGHING and SINGING, and as

diverse a collection of faces as the one inside Paul’s flat.

Intercut as needed:



JUDITH
You’ll have to shout. I should have
called you inside. There’s a bloody
carnival on here.

GEOFF
Nothing new here. Mr. Knudson’s
been in with the drawing for three
hours. He says he’s letting it
solve itself right in front of him,
so I...guess that'’s good.

JUDITH
What an idiot.

GEOFF
So what’s next?

Judith considers this a moment.

JUDITH
Susan Banks wasn’t seeing anyone?

GEOFF
Not that we know of.

JUDITH
Were they involved, do you think?
She and Mr. Hargreaves? 0ld friends
back in touch. Something like that.
Did she break it off? Was there
someone else?

GEOFF
Her co-workers haven'’t mentioned
anyone. We'’'re canvassing neighbors
now.

JUDITH

No one they knew about.

(beat)
We can’t get medical until she’s
officially missing, but-- Geoff, we
need to find out somehow if she was
on birth control, or even pregnant,
maybe. Who knows? People go on long
trips for a lot of reasons.

GEOFF
You just said “was.”

JUDITH
What?

35.



GEOFF
I said you just said “was.” Past
tense.

Judith considers this a moment as well.

JUDITH
What does that tell you.
(beat)
Arrange for a deposition room with
Hargreaves. I'm on my way now.

INT. DEPOSITION ROOM, CANNING PLACE -- LATER
Paul is sitting at the table when Judith arrives.

GUARD
Where would you like me, Inspector?

JUDITH
Hall’'s fine.

The guard exits and Judith takes a seat.

PAUL
I'm sorry.

This takes Judith off-guard for a second.

JUDITH
A confession already, Mr.
Hargreaves? Isn’t this cake.

PAUL
You know what I mean. I know you
didn’t want this.

They regard one another for a moment.

JUDITH

Well, you obviously thought it was
necessary this way. Now you’ve got
me.

(beat)
You will have to remind me about
the protocols here. They frankly
didn’t make much sense the first
time around.

Paul looks slightly embarras