VANISHED
by
Josh Berman

/f*v

Revised Network Draft
December 16, 2005

"VANISHED"
TEASER
FADE IN:
EXT. DOWNTOWN ATLANTA - EVENING
A STATIC, DESATURATED SKYLINE. Then, as if blood is pumped
into the city's veins, the CITYSCAPE pulsates, turning
VIBRANT. HUES DEEPEN. SHAPES SHARPEN. THE CITY IS ALIVE.
A BEAT. And then -THE CAMERA TAKES OFF. HEADING NORTHEAST, WE SOAR OVER: THE
GEORGIA DOME -- 8,300 tons of reinforced steel; PHILLIPS
ARENA with its stylized "ATLANTA" sign; and the BANK OF
AMERICA PLAZA, crowned with a GLASS PYRAMID.
SUDDENLY, we freeze in mid-air, hovering above the sprouting
Peachtree skyscrapers. LIFE DRAINS. COLORS MUTE. SHAPES
BLUR. It's as if the CAMERA is fighting to maintain focus.
It's unnerving.
But then, just as quickly -VIBRANCY and VELOCITY return. We FLY over the 95 Freeway,
choked with rush hour traffic; the Ansely Golf Club, and
Memorial Park. Finally, we arrive at —
jf*V

EXT. BUCKHEAD SUBURB - EVENING - CONTINUOUS
Beverly Hills of Atlanta with the grandeur of the South.
Georgian and Neoclassice on multi-acre lots. We HONE in on
EXT. COLLINS ESTATE - CONTINUOUS
A MAGNIFICENT PALLADIAN fronted by a manicured lawn of lush
St. Augustine grass. Once again, CAMERA SLOWS. COLOR and
CLARITY DRAIN. A BEAT. Then -VIBRANCY and VELOCITY return. CAMERA CAREENS over the lawn
and towards the estate's massive limestone columns, where it
finds a tucked-away SURVEILLANCE CAMERA, trained on the
FRONT ENTRANCE.
We meet up with CAMERA'S EYE, robotically chirping as its
onyx lens automatically adjusts focus. WE PUSH THROUGH -S/FX -- THE LENS
Passing into the camera's delicate inner-circuits, out the
back of its casing, and through the taut wire, which takes
us INSIDE the estate's walls.
We ROLLER COASTER along the double-helix twist of cable and
into the wiry mass of the NETWORK SERVER.
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Then, we FOLLOW one thin tendril as it breaks front the weave
and snakes up, up and OUT. INTO -REVERSE ANGLE:
INT. COLLINS ESTATE - 2ND FLOOR - SARA'S STUDY - CONTINUOUS
FLAT SCREEN MONITORS, on the wall, display four video
images, one from each of four exterior SURVEILLANCE CAMERAS,
including the one trained on the FRONT ENTRANCE.
PAN from the monitors to -- SARA COLLINS, 30, a natural
beauty with wide eyes and a heartbreaking smile. She sits
at a mahogany rolltop desk, a stack of papers in front of
her. Phone in one hand, red marker in the other -SARA COLLINS
That shouldn't be a problem...
Okay, it won't be a problem...
course...

Of

As Sara speaks, she's simultaneously grading second grade
spelling tests. CAMERA PANS DOWN TO her desktop.
INSERT - A SPELLING TEST
/—^

NAME: Traci L. GRADE;2. TEACHER: Mrs. Collins. A child's
handwriting: "CAT", "MOUSE", "BIRD'', "DAWG". A red "X"
crosses out "DAWG". Next to the word, Sara scripts "DOG".
SARA COLLINS
...I understand.
A BEEP, indicating an open door, draws Sara's attention to
one.of the monitors. She watches as her husband, SENATOR
JEFFREY COLLINS, 40, wearing a perfectly tailored Hugo Boss
suit, enters the REAR DOOR.
SARA COLLINS
...Jeffrey's home. Gotta go.
Sara hangs up. She opens the desk drawer and grabs a
decorative 'gift envelope'. She exits into -INT. COLLINS ESTATE - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS
TRACK Sara as she walks toward a stairwell. The walls are
decked with photos of Jeffrey and her two stepchildren -Marcy and Max. She briefly pauses at her WEDDING PHOTO.
Then, from up ahead, she hears noise coming from a bathroom.
She heads over to --
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INT. COLLINS ESTATE - GUEST BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS
NINA, mid 20s, a housekeeper, is scrubbing the sink.
sees Sara's reflection in the mirror.

Nina

NINA
Ma' am?
SARA
Nina, this bathroom can wait.
Richard can't.
NINA
(confused)
My husband?
Sara hands Nina the envelope.
SARA
Happy Birthday. Dinner for two at
Vivian's. Reservations at 8.
NINA
Thank you!
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SARA
Order the souffle. And come in
late tomorrow.
With that, Sara continues down the hall.
INT. COLLINS ESTATE - PARLOR - MOMENTS LATER
Elegantly decorated with turn-of-the-century antiques.
Another bank of SURVEILLANCE MONITORS on the wall. As Sara
descends the stairs, she finds Jeffrey pouring a scotch.
SARA
(re: scotch)
Rough day?
JEFFREY
I've had better.
Jeffrey crosses to Sara and gives her a kiss.
SARA
Hon, can we talk a minute?
JEFFREY
We can talk all night. But right
now, you need to close your eyes.
SARA .
(confused)
What?
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JEFFREY
Trust me.
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Sara smiles and closes her eyes. Jeffrey reaches into his
coat pocket. CAMERA SWINGS BEHIND JEFFREY'S BACK SO we
can't see what he's pulling out.
JEFFREY
Okay.
SARA'S POV - Jeffrey holds up a dazzling diamond necklace.
SARA
(tears up)
Oh, I... it's beautiful.
JEFFREY
Now don't you cry.
(teases)
I promise they're not conflict
diamonds.
SARA
(smiles)
Thank you. But... why?
JEFFREY
I' m proud of you. For your work
with "Children First". And since
they're honoring you tomorrow, I
figured I'd honor you tonight. You
know how I like to be first.
(beat)
Now, there was something you wanted
to tell me.
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SARA
It•s not important.
JEFFREY
Come on.
SARA
I was just going to say... how much
I love you.
Jeffrey knows there's more to it, but he doesn't push.
Instead, he holds up the necklace.
JEFFREY
Turn around.
Sara turns, and with both of them facing the CAMERA, Jeffrey
clasps the necklace around Sara's neck.
SUDDENLY, the SCENE SLOWS. COLORS BLUR and DESATURATE.
Again, it's unnerving. A BEAT, then --

^
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Just as quickly, VITALITY returns. And as the CAMERA PUSHES
IN TIGHT on SARA. MATCH CUT TO:
INT. RITZ-CARLTON - BALLROOM - NIGHT
A LARGE PHOTO Of SARA COLLINS on an EASEL at the PODIUM.
CAPTION READS: CHILDREN FIRST HONORS SARA COLLINS.
PULL BACK to NANCY, mid 30s, fastidious, the Gala's
organizer. She adjusts the photo, which flanks a banner:
Preschool education for every child in Georgia.
TRACK Nancy as she traverses the ballroom, which boasts
crystal chandeliers, gold drapery, and double crown molding.
It's packed with Georgia's elite, dressed in their finery.
Security Officers, in dark suits, are posted at each
entrance. They communicate via earpieces and lapel micB.
Nancy heads toward Sara's table, which includes: Sara,
wearing the diamond necklace and an elegant black gown;
Jeffrey; J.T. MASON, Jeffrey's Chief of Staff, early 50s,
attractive but unctuous; and several of Sara's co-workers
from Children First. Two seats are empty.
Nancy, perpetually nervous and excitable, approaches --
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NANCY
(to Jeffrey)
Hello, Senator.
JEFFREY
Nancy.
NANCY
(to Sara)
Welcoming remarks at seven. You
ready?
Sara eyes a large clock which reads: 6:50.
SARA
How ready do I have to be to say
hello, thanks for coming, enjoy the
chicken?
NANCY
Not chicken. Game hen. Organic.
SARA
I'll be fine. Nancy, try to have a
good time tonight. For me?
Nancy is suddenly distracted.

Excitedly, she utters --
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NANCY
Congressman Leonard just arrived.
I want him on our Board.
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As Nancy jets off, she crosses with MAX COLLINS, 17, as
dashing and carefree as a young JFK, Jr. He takes his seat -MAX
Sorry I'm late.
JEFFREY
Where's your sister?
MAX
Like I keep tabs on Marcy?
(to J.T.)
Hey, Chief.
J.T. MASON
Max.
MAX
(to Sara, re:
diamonds)
Nice ice.
SARA
(smiles warmly)
Thanks for coming tonight.

^^^
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MAX
Wouldn't've missed it.
A tap on Sara's shoulder. She turns to find MRS. JAVIT, 30,
with her daughter, BECKY, 7, one of Sara's students.
Becky.

SARA
Mrs. Javit.

MRS. JAVIT
Thank you again for inviting us
tonight. It was very generous.
(then)
Becky...
Mrs. Javit eyes her daughter•, who's hidden her right hand
behind her back -BECKY
(as if rehearsed)
Thank you for all your charity
work, Mrs. Collins.
Becky thrusts out her hand, holding a macaroni necklace,
painted silver.
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BECKY
It's a necklace.
SARA
It's lovely. Thank you.
BECKY
Put it on.
MRS. JAVIT
Becky, she's already wearing -Sara eyes Jeffrey.

He knows what she's thinking --

JEFFREY
It'll look terrific with your
dress.
Sara smiles warmly. She unclasps the diamond necklace and
hands it to Jeffrey, who places it in his tuxedo pocket. As
Sara ties the necklace around her neck -BECKY
I made it from real macaroni, but
you can't eat it 'cuz of the paint.
SARA
Good to know.
BECKY
Bye.
As Becky skips off with her mother, a CONCIERGE, late 20s,
goatee, approaches.
CONCIERGE
Mrs. Collins, you have a call on
the House Phone.
SARA
Who is it?
CONCIERGE
She didn't say. But it sounded
urgent.
JEFFREY
Probably Marcy. I'll take it.
Jeffrey stands. At that precise moment, ROBERT RUBIA, late
40s, distinguished and imposing, approaches the Senator -ROBERT RUBIA
Excuse me, Senator. I'm Robert
Rubia with the D.O.J. May I have a
word?
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JEFFREY
I'm sorry, but -SARA
I'll take the call.
ROBERT RUBIA
(to Sara)
Mrs. Collins, your work is

inspirational.

My wife and I

bought tickets tonight, in your
honor.
SARA
We appreciate your support.
(to the table)
Excuse me.
The Concierge helps Sara out of her chair and escorts her to
the Lobby. (Note: Jeffrey's view of his departing wife is
'innocently' blocked by Rubia's body.)
JEFFREY
What can I do for you, Mr. Rubia?
ROBERT RUBIA
The Supreme Court. With the
confirmation hearing three days
off, I was hoping to -JEFFREY
I'm sorry, but I'm not discussing
Senate business tonight.
ROBERT RUBIA
(pushes ahead)
With all due respect, the media is
suggesting you're leaning against
the President's pick.
JEFFREY
How does this concern the
Department of Justice?
ROBERT RUBIA
(ignoring the query)
If you're angling for something,
just tell the President what it'll
take to secure your support -JEFFREY
The President?

"^
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ROBERT RUBIA
(nods; threatening)
...But if you're seriously planning
to impede the nomination -(stops himself)
Well, I've taken enough of your
time. Enjoy the evening.
As Rubia heads off, CAMERA settles on Jeffrey -- unnerved.
TIME CUT TO:
INT. RITZ-CARLTON - BALLROOM - FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER
TIGHT on the clock -- 7:10PM. Nancy approaches Jeffrey.
NANCY
Senator, don't mean to be a nervous
Nancy, but where's Sara?
JEFFREY
Did you check the house phone?
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NANCY
Yeah, twice. She's not there,
(off Jeffrey)
She's not in the lady's room, and
she's not answering her cell.
Jeffrey's already on feet. Dogged by J.T., we TRACK him
exiting the BALLROOM. J.T. motions a SECURITY OFFICER, who
joins them -INT. RITZ-CARLTON - LOBBY - CONTINUOUS
J.T. sees the BANK of THREE HOUSE PHONES and calls Jeffrey's
attention to it.
J.T. MASON
Senator -Jeffrey approaches. Only one of the phones is being used -by a MALE TEEN. Jeffrey tries to get the Teen's attention,
but when the Teen ignores him, Jeffrey DISCONNECTS the call.
MALE TEEN
What the hell?
He's face to face with the Senator, J.T., and the Security
Officer, who opens his coat to reveal he's strapped. Teen
quickly becomes compliant.
JEFFREY
Have you seen a woman -- blonde,
thirty, black dress?
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MALE TEEN
(shakes his head)
Sorry, Man.
JEFFREY
How long have you been here?
the phone.
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On

MALE TEEN
'Bout half an hour, fighting with
my girl. And now she thinks I
dissed her -J.T. MASON
Has anyone else been talking on
these phones?
MALE TEEN
Not that I noticed. Why?
Jeffrey's turned his back on the Teen. Concerned, he heads
over to the nearby Concierge Station. Calls out -JEFFREY
Are those your only house phones?
Yes, sir.

CONCIERGE #2
But if you need a line --

JEFFREY
I'm looking for my wife.
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CONCIERGE #2
I haven't seen Mrs. Collins since
you both arrived.
JEFFREY
Where's the other Concierge... with
the goatee.
CONCIERGE #2
It's just me and Kristy tonight.
He regards a FEMALE CONCIERGE, assisting a guest.
CONCIERGE #2
...And, sir, facial hair is against
hotel policy.
Jeffrey's anxiety escalates.
J.T. MASON
Let's check with the front desk.
On the move, J.T. instructs the Security Officer -J.T. MASON
Radio security. Have 'em fan out
and start looking.

-—N
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SECURITY OFFICER
Yes, sir.
They continue through the lobby. To their right -- windows
abut the hotel's 'side entrance'. Something outside catches
Jeffrey's attention. He breaks away and heads toward an
EMERGENCY EXIT.
J.T. MASON
Where're you going?
Jeffrey doesn't respond. TRACK Jeffrey as he PUSHES out the
"EMERGENCY EXIT", triggering an ALARM1 Jeffrey's unfazed by
the HIGH PITCHED BEEPS.
EXT. RITZ-CARLTON - SIDE ENTRANCE - CONTINUOUS
Jeffrey emerges. It's desolate. No people. No cars. He
races to the curb. As he gets closer, we now see what's
caught his attention -- THE SILVER MACARONI NECKLACE.
His heart sinking, Jeffrey picks it up. He looks in both
directions. Desperation and fear sweep over him. As he
vainly looks for any sign of his wife, we CRANE OUT -Suddenly, the CAMERA SLOWS. VITALITY DRAINS from the
CITYSCAPE. However, unlike the prior instances of
DESATURATION, vibrancy does not return. RATHER, the shot
CONTINUES to BLUR and FADE until it burns WHITE and HOT.
Jeffrey's world has literally -- VANISHED.
FADE OUT.
END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE
FADE IN:
EXT. STATE PARK - NIGHT (SIX MONTHS AGO)
Remote and eery. TRACK FBI SPECIAL AGENT GRAHAM KELTON, mid
30s, briefcase in hand, as he walks through thick underbrush
until he approaches -A BENCH, where JOHNNY MARTIN, 12, is seated, scared to
death. He's flanked by a Man, pointing a .22 at him.
Several yards away, on a fire access road, a CAR IDLES.
MAN
It's about time.
KELTON
Hey, Johnny. I'm Graham.
Everything's going to be okay.
MAN
(re: briefcase)
Open it.
Kelton opens the briefcase to reveal densely-packed bricks
of $100's. The Man points Kelton toward the car -MAN
Put it in the backseat.
Kelton complies. The Man backs away from the boy and toward
the car, now training his weapon on Kelton. CAMERA finds
Kelton's RIGHT HAND. Kelton slowly extends his index finger
into the air -- 'a signal'. PULL WAY BACK TO -A TREETOP, 1/4 mile away. A SHARPSHOOTER, in a ghillie
suit, peering through his rifle's telescopic lens, affixed
with night optic vision, receives the 'signal'. As a 'cross
hair' OVERLAPS THE SCENE -BACK TO KELTON
In that moment, Kelton spots the Man's remote DEADMAN SWITCH
in his left hand. Kelton turns to the boy and sees, under
the child's coat, he's strapped with explosives. In sheer
panic, Kelton turns back toward the sharpshooter and tries
to stop him. It's too late.
KELTON
No!
A bullet ZIPS by Kelton and SINKS into the Man's forehead.
SLO-MO -- Man falls to the ground. DEADMAN SWITCH RELEASES.
Instinctively, Kelton rushes toward the helpless boy, but --
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REVERSE ANGLE -- the force of the explosion propels Kelton
backward. And as KELTON is SPATTERED WITH THE CHILD'S BLOOD -OVERLAP: A CHILD'S SCREAMS -- "DADDY! DADDY 1"
INT.

HOLY SPIRIT CATHOLIC CHURCH - NIGHT

We realize we were in a FLASHBACK. Kelton, sitting in an
empty pew, opens his eyes to see a large, painted WOODEN
CROSS, suspended over the alter. As it comes into focus,
his attention's suddenly diverted to -LISA KELTON, 7, in her first communion dress, racing toward
him. In the b.g., several other children, along with FATHER
MOYER, late 40s, descend from the alter.
LISA
(angry)
...Daddy! You fell asleep.
KELTON
Just resting my eyes.
LISA
Did you hear me sing "Ava

Maria"?

KELTON
(nods)
Like an angel.
LISA
Really, 'cuz I sung "On Eagles
Wings".
(off Kelton)
Just don't 'rest your eyes' on
Sunday, 'kay?
KELTON
Promise.
As Kelton smiles, Father Moyer approaches him -KELTON
Father.
FATHER MOYER
It's been a while since I've seen
you in a pew.
KELTON
(decisively)
Six months.
/my
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FATHER MOYER
Graham, when you feel you're ready
to talk --

14.
KELTON
(interrupting)
I've already talked, extensively.
(off Father Moyer)
Bureau requires 'traumatic
incident' counseling.
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Just then, Kelton's cell phone rings.
KELTON
Excuse me.
(into phone)
Agent Kelton.
INTERCUT WITH:
INT. FBI, AFO (ATLANTA FIELD OFFICE) - CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS
FBI SUPERVISOR KYLE TYNER, early 40s, speaks into his
wireless Jabra BT500 —
It's Tyner.
is missing,

SUPERVISOR TYNER
Senator Collins' wife
presumed kidnapped.

In front of his daughter, Kelton tries not to react.
KELTON
I'll drop Lisa at her mother's. I
can be at the Bureau in twenty.
Lisa hears her name, looks to her father.
SUPERVISOR TYNER
Report directly to the crime scene.
The Ritz-Carlton. Agent Andrews is
en route. Police Chief's on scene.
We've asserted jurisdiction.
Avoiding eye contact with the priest, Kelton grabs Lisa's
hand and ushers her toward the exit.
KELTON
You can brief me in the car.
INT. JUDY NASH'S PENTHOUSE - SAME TIME
GRUNTS and GROANS, the sounds of sex, as we PAN ACROSS a
mantle with three prominently displayed News Emmys:
Outstanding Investigative Journalism
-- JUDY NASH, WCN.
CAMERA settles on JUDY NASH, early 30s, and ADAM PUTNUM,
early 20s, in bed. Adam is the 'groaner'. He's on top.
He's focused, intense and eager to please. Judy instructs

yr*^flV

15
j^ffl^y

JUDY NASH
...Kiss my neck. To the left.
Babe, my left. You know the spot.
As Adam complies, Judy's hands clench. She's in control, as
always. Throughout the above, Judy's focused on something
over Adam's shoulder. Suddenly, her face lights up. FOLLOW
her POV TO —
INSERT - PLASMA SCREEN TELEVISION
WCN (WORLD CABLE NEWS) on MUTE.

The on-screen SCROLL:

COLLINS1 WIFE, ABDUCTED FROM ATLANTA

SEN.

RITZ-CARLTON.

JUDY NASH
Get off.
ADAM
What?
JUDY NASH
Get off me!
She pushes him off. Then, in one fluid motion, she grabs
the bedside phone. Dials.
JUDY NASH
(into the phone)
It's Judy... I want the Collins
story... I don't need a vacation;
I need an onion... I'm on my way.
Judy slams down the phone. •
ADAM
An onion?
JUDY NASH
Every layer's a story and every
story leads. Put on your pants.
ADAM
But we're not done.
JUDY NASH
You can finish in the van, let's
move.
Off Judy, sex is fun, but work is her climax

--

EXT. RITZ-CARLTON - NIGHT - ESTABLISHING
Law enforcement vehicles choke the entrance. Blue and red
barlights crisscross the scene. Uniformed Officers unfurl
CRIME SCENE TAPE to hold back the press and lookie-loos.
CAMERA FINDS Kelton as he PUSHES INTO --

16.
INT. RITZ-CARLTON - LOBBY - NIGHT
Ordered chaos. Hotel gueBts are herded like cattle, their
movement curtailed by a path made with CRIME SCENE TAPE.
Uniforms keep them in check.
The POLICE CHIEF, who's been speaking with several Uniforms,
sees Kelton. He breaks away. A familiarity between them -POLICE CHIEF
Kelton.
Chief.

KELTON
Where's the Senator?

POLICE CHIEF
Conference room with an 'Agent
Andrews'.
Good.

KELTON
Show me the way.

As they start walking, Kelton asks —
KELTON
Have tonight's guests been
detained?
POLICE CHIEF
(nods)
510 in total. Secured in vacant
hotel rooms. Officers are taking
statements. Forensics are
gathering vitals and prints.
Kelton eyes an OFFICER as he removes a surveillance camera
from behind the concierge post.
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KELTON
I want all surveillance sent to the
Bureau Crime Lab.
POLICE CHIEF
Of course.
KELTON
(instructs protocol)
Establish a call center. Release
the 800 number, A-sap. Collect
cameras, including video, that
may've photographed tonight's
event. Divide all available
officers and CSIs into two units.
Have Unit 1 search the hotel
interior. I've requested the
blueprints. Unit 2 should start on
the perimeter and spiral out.
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POLICE CHIEF
How far?
KELTON
'Til they find something probative
or hit the Atlantic.
(continues)
Identify every hotel employee, past
and present. Get that list to the
Agency as soon as possible.
POLICE CHIEF
Anything else?
KELTON
You tell me.
Police Chief stops by a conference room door.
entering, he informs --

Before

POLICE CHIEF
Sara Collins may not be our only
missing person.
(off Kelton)
The Senator can't account for his
; daughter Marcy's whereabouts.
jjjfWSN

Kelton digests the information. The Police Chief opens the
door for Kelton, who pushes into -INT. RITZ-CARLTON - CONFERENCE ROOM - NIGHT
Max and J.T. are seated. With his back to the door,
Jeffrey, anxious and upset, argues with AGENT LYNN ANDREWS,
30, strong, sexy, and a tomboy at heart.
JEFFREY
...I can't just 'stay put', Agent
Andrews. My wife and daughter are
missing, I have to do something...
KELTON
You can help us do our job.
JEFFREY
Who the hell are you?
KELTON
Special Agent Graham Kelton, in
charge of this investigation.
JEFFREY
Right now, this is the Bureau's
only case. Got it?
Kelton's not intimidated by the Senator --
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KELTON
If that's a threat, it's a felony.
If it's a question, I don't have
the time. Tell me about Marcy.
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A tense beat. Andrews cannot conceal her surprise at
Kelton's audacity to confront a U.S. Senator. Jeffrey
considers a terse response, but -JEFFREY
She never showed tonight.
MAX
I've been calling her cell.
to voicemail.

Goes

KELTON
Agent Andrews, please provide news
outlets with photos of both Sara
and Marcy. Issue an APB on Marcy's
vehicle and get a 2703-D order for
the Senator's phones: home, cell,
office, here and D.C.
ANDREWS
Tap and trace. Done.
As she heads for the door, Kelton continues -KELTON
An evidence response team's headed
to the Senator's home. You'll
supervise. Limit access to
immediate family. No other law
enforcement, friends, or staff.
ANDREWS
I'll keep you posted.
As Andrews exits, the Police Chief, holding a digital
camera, enters. He addresses Kelton -POLICE CHIEF
(re: camera)
A guest snapped a photo of
Congressman Leonard with his wife,
check out the b.g.
Kelton, along with Jeffrey, approaches.

They eye --

INSERT - LCD SCREENt DIGITAL IMAGE
Congressman Leonard with his arm around his wife. In the
b.g. -- Sara1a escorted from the BALLROOM by the CONCIERGE.
The Police Chief manipulates the camera's controls, ZOOMING
IN on -- SARA AND THE CONCIERGE -- FULL SCREEN.
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19.
POLICE CHIEF
Hotel Manager cannot identify the
individual with Mrs. Collins.
JEFFREY
Damn it.
Kelton turns to Jeffrey, Max, and J.T. -KELTON
Can any of you remember -- did this
man touch anything?
(off their looks)
In the ballroom? When he came to
your table?
A beat, then -MAX
He helped Sara out of her chair.
HARD CUT TO:
INT. RITZ-CARLTON - BALLROOM - NIGHT
TIGHT on the back of Sara Collins' chair, where she was
seated at the Gala.
MAX (O.S.)
His hand would've been about here.
PULL BACK to find Max, pointing to a spot on the chair.
He's joined by Kelton, Jeffrey, J.T. and the Police Chief.
Every entrance is now 'taped off•.
JEFFREY
You gonna dust for prints?
Kelton doesn't respond. (NOTE: He often ignores questions.
He's not being rude. He's just focused.) He surveys his
surroundings. On the OTHER SIDE of the yellow tape, he sees
a CLEANING WOMAN placing a plastic liner into a trash can.
KELTON
Get me a trash bag.
JEFFREY
What?
KELTON
Can't risk smudging with powder.
J.T. MASON
(shrugs)
I'll grab one.
*/mv

20.
KELTON
(to Police Chief)
How many super-glue pellets in a
CSI field kit?
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POLICE CHIEF
If I recall correctly, four.
KELTON
I need twenty.
POLICE CHIEF
Give me a minute.
TIME CUT TO:
INT. RITZ-CARLTON - BALLROOM - MOMENTS LATER
TIGHT on the chair, covered by a clear plastic garbage bag.
S/FX -- INSIDE THE BAG, twenty SUPER GLUE PELLETS release
their sticky GHOST-LIKE VAPORS. Fingerprint ridges begin to
MATERIALIZE all over the chair.
As the fumes dissipate, Kelton removes the bag. REVEAL -several fingerprints on the back of the chair and a single
handprint, exactly where Max had indicated.
<**%.

POLICE CHIEF
Nice work.
Jeffrey reaches into his pocket.
card and hands it to Kelton.

He pulls out a business

JEFFREY
My private cell. Any leads,
anything you need, call me.
Off Jeffrey, gaining faith in Kelton.
INT. RITZ-CARLTON - PARKING LOT - MOMENTS LATER
CAMERA PANS from the ENTRANCE, where hordes of media vans
and reporters have converged TO the SIDE PARKING LOT, which
is quiet. We find Judy and Adam, camera over his shoulder,
meandering through the lot. Judy looks from car to car.
ADAM
You gonna tell me why we're not at
the entrance with everyone else?
JUDY NASH
We're getting an exclusive with the
Agent in Charge.
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21,
ADAM
In the parking lot?
JUDY NASH
He'll slip out a side exit to avoid
the press. We'll be waiting by his
car -Judy stops next to a black SUV with a SEMPER FI sticker.
She peers inside and spots a police scanner on the dash and
a box of power bars, several wrappers on the floor.
JUDY NASH
A nondescript black SUV with a
Semper Fi sticker. We found it.
ADAM
Come on...
JUDY NASH
Police scanner on the dash. Power
bars. He doesn't know when he'll
eat again.
ADAM
I'll give you law enforcement, but
it could be any Barney Fife's.
/!(~v

JUDY NASH
(re: dual antennas)
Only FBI has UHF and VHF
frequencies.
Stepping out of the shadows -Judy Nash.

KELTON
Always a pleasure.

JUDY NASH
(not thrilled)
Agent Kelton.
(to Adam; re: camera)
Adam.
Adam readies his camera.
KELTON
Not a chance.
JUDY NASH
You're looking for two missing
women. If you want the public's
help, they better love 'em. Give
me a sound bite.
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KELTON
If you want ratings, you'll make
the public love them. You can do
that without me.
JUDY NASH
You recall the last time you
refused to talk with me...
Off Kelton, stunned at Judy's gall -JUDY NASH
About six months ago.
Martin. Boom.

Johnny

KELTON
(a beat, then)
Ms. Nash, if you think a 'sound
bite' would've saved that boy's
life, then your exaggerated sense
of self-importance is even greater
than I had thought.
As Kelton pushes past her, his cell phone rings.
KELTON
Kelton... Are you sure?

On my way.

Kelton gets into his SUV and drives off.

Judy turns to Adam --

JUDY NASH
Let's tag him.
As she races toward their nearby news van, Adam dogs her -ADAM
It's against policy to 'paparazzi'
law enforcement.
JUDY NASH
It's also against policy to screw a
co-worker. You want to play by the
book or you want to score?
Adam smiles. They get into the van and gun it.
EXT. CINDERBLOCK HOUSE - REAR ALLEYWAY - NIGHT
A beat-up Toyota pulls to a stop. From behind, we WATCH as
a YOUNG MAN, muscular, emerges. Ecko sweats. Air Force
Ones. He lets himself into the low rent house through the
rear door, entering into -INT. CINDERBLOCK HOUSE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS
Still shot from behind, the Young Man strips off his shirt
tossing it into an old WASHING MACHINE.

23
He walks through the dark, shit-hole of a house, toward -INT. CINDERBLOCK HOUSE - BEDROOM - SECONDS LATER
He quietly enters to find MARCY COLLINS, 19, in bed, faceup. Her eyes are closed. Is she dead?
The Young Man
approaches. As he stands over her, we see his face for the
first time. He's handsome, intense, and, at the moment,
frightening. He reaches out and touches her shoulder.
MARCY
(eyes still closed)
You're three hours late.
Her eyes open. She's not dead. Not in jeopardy. She's
just pissed at her boyfriend, BEN WILSON, 25, who's late.
BEN
Sorry, Marcy. Somethin' unexpected
came up.
Ben notices a duffel bag, on the floor.
packed suitcases.)

(Nearby, several

BEN
That all you brought?
MARCY
Any more and 'the family
asked questions.

would've

BEN
That's my girl, always thinking.
MARCY
(annoyed)
Damn it, Ben. You call an hour
before Sara's stupid gala, say we
have to leave town tonight, and
then you're M.I.A. I need to know
what's going on?
BEN
Soon as we get to Vegas -(then)
You brought the money, right?
MARCY
(eyes the duffel)
What do you think?
Ben seems relieved.

Marcy looks unhappy.

BEN
Don't give me that face. Come on,
Marce, tell me you love me.
(off her silence)
If you can't drop it on me here,
how you gonna say it at the chapel?

24.
Marcy brightens up, pulls Ben toward her, kisses him hard. .
I do.
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MARCY
I do. I do.

BEN
(satisfied)
We have to go, now.
Marcy unbuttons her blouse.
MARCY
Few more minutes won't kill us.
Ben yields to her affection, slipping a hand beneath her
blouse. As she lays back down and he crawls on top of her -CAMERA PULLS OUT of the BEDROOM and CREEPS toward the front
door. CAMERA settles, TENSION mounts, then -- BANG!!!
INT. CINDERBLOCK HOUSE - ENTRYWAY - CONTINUOUS
FBI SWAT ram the front door. A phalanx of UNIFORMED AGENTS,
wielding guns, SNAKE into the house, spreading out. STAY
with TWO AGENTS as they RUSH INTO -INT. CINDERBLOCK HOUSE - BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS
Against Marcy's screaming protests, the AGENTS pull a
struggling Ben, in boxers, out of bed and THROW HIM against
a wall, cuffing him.
Whoa.
man.

BEN
Whoa. Whoa!

)

Slow down,

SWAT AGENT
Ms. Collins, you okay?
MARCY
What the hell is going on?
HARD CUT TO:
EXT. CINDERBLOCK HOUSE - NIGHT
TIGHT on Jeffrey, upset and confused -JEFFREY
...I was worried. You weren't
answering your cell. Thank God
you're okay.
Jeffrey reaches out to Marcy, who pushes him away. (In the
b.g., Uniforms keep back the lookie-loos, including Judy and
Adam, camera on his shoulder.) Kelton approaches --

"^
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MARCY
Because I turned off my phone, you
called in the troops?
KELTON
(intervening)
An officer spotted your car.
was my decision to use SWAT.

It

MARCY
(sarcastic)
That makes me feel much better.
Jeffrey's trying to make sense of the situation.
JEFFREY
Marcy, just tell me -- what are you
doing here?
Marcy regards Ben, nearby.
and flanked by SWAT.

Still in his boxers, he's cuffed

MARCY
Hanging out... with my boyfriend.
Marcy crosses to Ben, grabs him by the arm, and pulls him
toward her father. Kelton nods to the Agents, who permit
Marcy to 'take' Ben.
MARCY
Ben meet my dad.
BEN
(re: cuffs)
Sir, I'd shake your hand, but -JEFFREY
Please uncuff this man.
Kelton nods to an Agent, who complies.
MARCY
Dad, you can't call the FBI 'cuz I
miss a family event. I'm 19.
JEFFREY
I didn't call because of you.
MARCY
Then why?
Jeffrey realizes Marcy doesn't know about Sara.
approaches -AGENT
Kelton, Tyner wants you at the
Bureau.

An Agent

26.
As Kelton nods and heads toward his vehicle, CAMERA RACKS
FOCUS TO -- Judy and Adam.
JUDY NASH
You get all that?
ADAM
Too far for sound, but great tape.
JUDY NASH
Call Mel. Tell him I'm snagging an
exclusive.
ADAM
With who?
JUDY NASH
(focusing on Ben)
The kid.
(off Adam)
The Senator's gonna have a firewall
around his camp. He's our 'in'.
ADAM
And how're you gonna convince him
to talk?
JUDY NASH
I have a way with younger men.
Off Judy, watching Ben enter his house and slam the door.
INT. FBI, AFO - A/V LAB - NIGHT
A wall of monitors display hotel surveillance from various
angles. An A/V TECH, flanked by Kelton and Tyner, points -•
A/V TECH
Sara and the Senator arrived at
6:16.
ANGLE ON MONITOR #1 - Sara and Jeffrey, followed by J.T.,
traverse the lobby. CHYRON: 6:16PM and counting.
A/V TECH
Few minutes later, they entered the
ballroom.
ANGLE ON MONITOR #2 - Sara and Jeffrey enter the ballroom.
CHYRON: 6:19PM and counting.
KELTON
Where's the footage of Sara exiting
the hotel?

j^W»y
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A/V TECH
Side entrance camera was off its
axis. No usable footage from 6:45
on.
SUPERVISOR TYNER
Kidnapper must've tampered with it.
Just then, a FINGERPRINT TECH enters, excitedly -FINGERPRINT TECH
I got a hit.
HARD CUT TO:
INT. FBI, AFO - FINGERPRINT LAB - MOMENTS LATER
TIGHT on an I-AFIS monitor displaying a mug shot of the
'concierge'. As we PULL BACK to include Kelton and Tyner -FINGERPRINT TECH
Fingerprints match a 'Mark Valera'.
In the system for a B & E in '02.

-^

KELTON
You cross reference with the DMV?
FINGERPRINT TECH
Guy drives a '98 Taurus. Georgia
plates.
SUPERVISOR TYNER
I'll issue a BOLO.
Just then, Kelton's cell phone rings.
KELTON
Kelton.
INTERCUT WITH:
INT. COLLINS ESTATE - MASTER BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS
ANDREWS
(on Nextel)
It's Andrews. You free to talk?
KELTON
What's up?

r

Andrews stands over a waste basket.

Gloved, she's unwrapped

a HOME PREGNANCY TEST from a wad of toilet

paper.

28.
ANDREWS
I just found a home pregnancy test.
(beat)
Sara Collins is pregnant.

/
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FADE OUT.
END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO
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FADE IN:

EXT. COLLINS ESTATE - NIGHT
An FBI FLAT BED TOW, hauling a BMW 645 COUPE, WIPES FRAME to
REVEAL -- Kelton, walking up the driveway, on his cell.
KELTON
...Full b.g.c. on Mark Valera.
Every place he's lived, names of
relatives, friends, teachers, and
the girl who took his virginity -nothing's insignificant...
INTERCUT WITH:
TIGHT ON - SURVEILLANCE MONITOR - SAME TIME
As he walks toward the house, we see Kelton approaching.
hangs up his cell and enterB

He

INT. COLLINS ESTATE - CONTINUOUS
On the way to the kitchen, he walks through the living room
where Marcy, feet up, watches TV -- news on WCN. Marcy
bristles as Kelton passes by.
ANGLE ON - TELEVISION
Outside Ben Wilson's house. We see THE FOOTAGE shot by Adam -Marcy pulling a 'cuffed' Ben toward Jeffrey.
JUDY NASH (V.O.)
...Apparently, it was all one giant
misunderstanding.
TV SCREEN SPLITS -- ANCHOR on one SIDE, JUDY NASH on the
OTHER. Sara's photo in the LOWER RIGHT HAND CORNER.
ANCHOR (ON TV)
Any new information on Sara
Collins?
JUDY NASH (ON TV)
Not yet. The family and FBI aren't
talking and no statements have...
UNDER THE ABOVE, Kelton passes into the adjoining kitchen -INT. COLLINS ESTATE - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS
Andrews addresses four JUNIOR AGENTS.

30.
(On the counter, a computer's hooked up to a phone. On the
screen - - a VOICE ANALYZER and a GPS-like TRACKING DEVICE.

An Agent remains posted
investigation.)

by this

phone throughout

^
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ANDREWS
(finishing up)
...Be reachable by HT and stay in
code. Update every half hour.
Junior Agents take off. Andrews turns to Kelton.
ANDREWS
We've cleared all common areas,
Sara's study, master bedroom and
bath.
(re: Junior Agents)
They're gridding the perimeter.
KELTON
Who ordered the Beamer tow?
ANDREWS
I did. It's Sara's. Figured you'd
want it processed on our turf.
Marcy approaches and interrupts -MARCY
Can I get out of here?
ANDREWS
For security reasons, we'd like you
to stay put.
Marcy rolls her eyes. Then, from an adjacent room, Max
enters with a STACK OF PHOTOS. He hands them to Andrews.
MAX
I went through every album. Here's
what I could find of Sara. Let me
know if I can do anything else.
MARCY
(re: Max, sarcastic)
Give the Boy Scout a merit badge.
MAX
Come on, Marcy. Sara's missing and
you're acting like a -Max realizes he's under the gaze of the Agents.
himself. Marcy goads him -MARCY
Like a what? Like a 'spoiled
brat'? A 'bitch'?

He stifles

""^

31,
-^
i^

Max looks away, embarrassed by Marcy1s indifference and
hostility. As the Agents exchange a look, Marcy scoffs and
heads back to the sofa. Kelton turns to Andrews -KELTON
Where's the Senator?
ANDREWS
Putting together a list. Everyone
who's been in this house over the
past year.
His study.

MAX
End of the hall.

INT. COLLINS ESTATE - JEFFREY'S STUDY - MOMENTS LATER
TIGHT on Jeffrey, stunned, behind his massive desk -JEFFREY
...Sara's pregnant?
PULL BACK to include Kelton, across from him.
KELTON
You didn't know?
Jeffrey shakes his head 'no'. He chokes back his emotions,
but his eyes fill with tears.
JEFFREY
She's wanted a baby so badly. We
both did. We've been trying...
(muster8 a smile)
Well, honestly, since our
honeymoon.
KELTON
Any reason she'd keep it from you?
JEFFREY
(shakeB his head)
The one benefit of a bad first
marriage is learning from your
mistakes. We don't keep secrets.
She was probably waiting for the
right moment.
(desperate)
God, please, tell me you're going
to find her. That she's okay.
Kelton doesn't offer assurance. Jeffrey's left on edge.
-^
^

KELTON
(pushing ahead)
We've I.D.'ed the concierge as Mark
Valera. That mean anything to you?

32.
He desperately wants to help, but the name's not familiar.
No.

JEFFREY
Are you sure he abducted her?

KELTON
We're not sure of anything. If we
jump to conclusions or narrow our
focus too quickly, we could miss
crucial evidence.
JEFFREY
What about the 800 number.
calls?

Any

KELTON
About 200 an hour. Some from
crackpots looking for attention.
Others from well-meaning citizens
who see your wife in every woman
they pass. We'll track every lead.
JEFFREY
I'd like to offer a reward.
KELTON
I can issue a bulletin, soon as
we're done here.
JEFFREY
I'll hold a press conference, make
the announcement personally.
KELTON
('no')
It's protocol to wait at least 24
hours before going public.
JEFFREY
We're talking about Sara.
care about your protocol.

I don't

KELTON
(ratchets it up)
Senator, I know you're accustomed
to giving orders. But if you hope
to find her alive, you'll respect
our methods.
JEFFREY
(dubious)
Blind faith in the FBI. Now why
does that make me nervous?

^^
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KELTON
(honest)
Faith makes me nervous. So blind
faith must be terrifying.
Kelton*s response resonates with Jeffrey. The tension
subsides and Kelton returns to the case, explaining —
KELTON
The purpose of a press conference
is to communicate with the
kidnapper. Ideally, we'll know
their demands before you talk to
the press, and we can help tailor
your statement.
Off Jeffrey's understanding, Kelton pushes forward -KELTON
In cases like these, husbands often
have a gut instinct. Anyone you
think we should investigate?
JEFFREY
I'm a politician. A successful
business man. I have enemies, but
I don't believe they'd resort to
kidnapping.
KELTON
Anyone hate you?
JEFFREY
Easy. My ex-wife. But Jessica's
somewhere in Europe living la vida
loca on my dime.
KELTON
(a beat, then)
I'11 need some one-on-one with
Marcy and Max.
JEFFREY
My family and resources are at your
disposal. Just find my wife.
Off Jeffrey's earnest plea —
INT. SPORTS BAR - NIGHT
Music blares. ON A PLASMA -- Falcons' highlights from an
earlier game. It's late. Crowds have dispersed. Ben
Wilson enters. He spots Judy Nash, who waves him over.
JUDY NASH
Thanks for coming, Ben.

34.
Ben looks Judy up and down. Startling her, he FLICKS OPEN
HER JACKET, pats her down — looking for a wire.

/-
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JUDY NASH
Like I said on the phone - - n o
cameras. No wire.
BEN
I shouldn't be here.
JUDY NASH
Senator's wife and daughter went
missing. Marcy was found at your
house. The press is talking about
you. This is your chance to make
sure my facts are straight.
BEN
(somewhat reluctant)
Go ahead.
JUDY NASH
Tell me about your relationship
with Marcy?
BEN
On the phone, you said you wanted
to 'fact check' me. I'm not
talking about Marcy.
JUDY NASH
(pushing ahead)
SWAT surrounded your house. You
were cuffed. The Senator clearly
didn't know about the two of you.
Why hadn't Marcy told him?
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BEN
(hopping up)
I'm out of here.
Judy grabs him by the arm.

She tries another tact.

JUDY NASH
A source says you were once
arrested for cocaine possession -BEN
That's bullshit.
JUDY NASH
I heard the rumor. You've
dispelled it. That's why we're
talking.

-*^
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BEN

(a deliberate lie)
Look, I don't know why Marcy didn't
tell her father 'bout us. Okay?
JUDY NASH
Do you know why she missed her
stepmother's event?
BEN
No idea.
JUDY NASH
Were you two together all evening?
BEN
From before dinner 'til 5-0 rammed
my door down.
JUDY NASH
Had you ever met Sara Collins?
For a split second, Ben hesitates. Then, quickly -BEN
No.
Judy doesn't buy it.
JUDY NASH
Any thoughts on what might've
happened to her?
BEN
We're done here.
Ben stands and heads for the exit. As he does, CAMERA pulls
back to REVEAL Adam, sitting near Judy. He's been listening -ADAM
Cocaine possession?
JUDY NASH
Sometimes you gotta lie to find the
truth.
ADAM
You think you got the truth?
JUDY NASH
Barely scratched the surface.
INT. COLLINS ESTATE - MAX'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
TIGHT on Max.
intently.

Slowly PULL BACK to include Kelton, listening

