









V.O. (male, belonging to the Detective):


Once you wouldn’t have caught me dead in a place like this, but now I practically was dead so all assumptions were off.  My career was finished, my girlfriend dumped me, and it looked like I wouldn’t be able to pay rent this coming month.  Life’s a bitch, you know?  And then you’re screwed, and boy was I ever.  I got fucked over in my last assignment.  This doll-faced beauty needed me to trail her husband. . . (see notes)(








The bar is long and narrow with a door at one end and a stage at the other—chairs and tables are on the right side and the bad and stools are on the left.  There are some dark framed pictures hanging on the walls.  2 examples being: a rainy night with a couple walking away from one another and a dark room with a man seated behind a heavy oak desk with half his face is shadow.  It’s really kind of a creepy bar.  


The camera should come in the door and travel smoothly down the length of the bar to focus on the jazz blues band playing on the stage.  There is a drummer, guitarist, trumpet, violin, and piano.  Credits should be rolling and should have started when the camera first started its progress down the bar. There is a couple sitting at the front of the bar at one of the tables, they are religiously downing shots like no tomorrow and not speaking at all.  In the far corner of the bar counter there are 2 men.  And in the corner table by the stage there is a single man nursing a gin and tonic.  In the middle of the bar on a stool there is a single woman. The camera should now after watching the band, turn 180 degrees and travel back down the bar, stopping halfway there when it encounters a cloud of smoke.  Turn towards the bar and be engulfed in smoke…


((at this point the VO stops and the smoke dissolves into mist to show a wholly different setting.  The office of the detective with him seated behind his desk.  The lighting is low key but bright enough to see details such as the desk, the stale coffee in paper cups, pens and folders on the desk. A gun in its holster resting by his hand.  A reading lamp with a green shade.  A blotter, a nameplate that reads, Detective Henry Mitchell.  Other assorted office paraphernalia.  There is a light knock on the door.  And in walks a striking blonde with long legs.  You can see that Henry is resisting the urge to whistle appreciatively as he purses his lips.  











There follows a dizzying flash of images in rapid succession.  We see Henry and Marina leaving 





H: “Come in.”











Marina: “I need your help.”


H: “Oh yeah?  What do you need it for?”


M: “My husband is cheating on me and I need YOU to get me proof of it.”


H: “So you can sue him for all he’s worth, of course.  I like your thinking.”


M: (slight hesitancy) Yes, that’s right.  Will you help me?”





the office together.  They get into a cab.  It pulls up in front of a gigantic house. Henry gets out.  Breaks in thru a window..  He is inside the house at a desk in a library rifling thru papers (there’s a huge painting of Marina behind the desk looking luscious, half nude, and watching him.)  Henry stealthily leaving by the front door with some papers clutched in his hand. Henry back at the office behind his desk looking over some pictures and papers.  A close up off one picture on the top of Marina being passionately kissed by another man while she looks directly at the camera.  Henry closes it all in a file with “Marina” written on it in black marker, he looks very depressed but with the beginnings of anger showing in his eyes and clenched fist.  Marina walking into the office.  Marina being shown the file.  Marina looking hurt and confused holding the pictures while Henry yells at her. Marina looking seductive and vicious while she says something to Henry who is now slouching down in his chair with his hands over his eyes.  Marina leaving the office turning back with one hand on the door to toss her hair over one shoulder and glare back at him.  Door slamming noise.  And the pictures dissolve into smoke again to be the smoke back in the bar and within the smoke the viewer can start to glimpse a female face, first eyes, then nose, then mouth.  Title of the movie appears.  Whatever it is.  And the camera goes thru the smoke to take in the full beauty of the woman’s face, with its full pouting red lips, flawless skin, and long shiny hair artfully arranged in that careless windblown look. She is wearing a tight black sheath with a plunging neckline and stiletto heels, which looks very uncomfortable, but she pulls it off effortlessly.





She blows a puff of smoke to the side and then smiles in profile so sexily that it hurts to look at her.





She raises her hand to call over the bartender.  He appears with alacrity.


He makes her drink.


Jimmy presents a face of feigned bafflement, which causes Margot to laugh throatily.





VO: (Henry) But enough about me.  What you’re really interested in is her.  And so am I.  I’ve been watching her for the last hour and she hasn’t moved, hasn’t drunk, and only spoke 3 words to the bartender, “Leave off, Jimmy.”  Cryptic, ain’t she?  You’ve got to appreciate someone who’s got so much internal angst that they don’t even twitch for a whole hour.








VO: What’s her deal, that’s what I want to know.














Jimmy: “What’ll you have, Margot?”


Margot: “Whiskey sour please Jimmy.”





Margot: “Go ahead and ask it Jimmy.”





Margot: “I can see it’s eating away at you, Jimmy.  Just ask me what you’ve for to ask.”


Jimmy: “Well, I was wondering what you were doing down here this time of night?  The boss won’t be at all pleased.”


Margot: (pleasantly, almost in an ordinary tone of voice) “Fuck the boss, Jimmy.”








VO: Something was definitely in the wind here .  Who is the boss?  And why is Jimmy so afraid of him?





Jimmy: “You’ve got to watch what you say around here, Margot.”


Margot: “I don’t care anymore, Jimmy.





Margot: (glumly) “Did I tell you that I’m in love?”


Jimmy: “No.  And you didn’t tell me just now neither.”


Margot: “Too late, Jimmy.  It’s too late for all of us.”





VO: I could tell this chick was in some serious shit.  At the same I had to admit I was jealous of whoever she was in love with.  And I hadn’t even spoken to her yet.  Probably I should have heeded that sign and resolved to avoid all further contact with her.  But she was right.  It was too late for me too.


























Jimmy does not, however, take this comment as lightly as she is.  In fact he drops a glass that smashes on the floor, and looks at her in fear.  Quickly he takes stock of the bar’s other patrons to see who is and is not listening.  The man in the corner (Henry) is still watching the woman, and Jimmy eyes him nervously.








Margot shoots down all the whiskey sour and leans in like she’s telling a confidence.











Margot’s smile curls upwards like a cat that just ate the canary.





The music swells and sultry female vocals join the band to produce an aurally mesmerizing sound of vocals soaring around and entwining with the instruments that creates a blend of sensual atmosphere to make even the hearing impaired weep.  Everyone sits back for a few seconds to listen to her voice.  Even the solemn couple pause in their wholehearted attempts to drink themselves in to the grave.  The camera pans out to reveal the whole scene, showing in particular (or at least it should be noted) the way in which Margot watches the singer.  The singer who is completely lost to her own music.  Margot is in love with the singer. They make eye contact and hold it.





Henry gets up from his table and heads to the bar, ostensibly to get another drink, he passes between Margot and the singer on his way and breaks the eye connection between them that has developed. He doesn’t notice.  He pulls out a stool at the bar and sits down on it.


Jimmy makes him a new drink. And wipes down the counter a little.  The front door opens and 2 gangsters walk in.  They are arguing violently.





VO: (continues) Yeah, my goose was cooked and wanting to pull the gander into the fire with me.








Henry: (to Jimmy) “Another one.”


Henry: “Thanks.”





G1:  “The boss is going to sic that shit-faced guard dog of his on us if we don’t find her soon.”


G2:  “I’m telling you to keep your mouth shut.”


G1:  “And I’m ignoring you ain’t I?”


G2:  “You fucking no good worthless piece of trash. I don’t know why the boss keeps you on but I am going to beat the shit out of you if you don’t start showing me some respect.”


G1:  “Oh yeah?  I’d like to see you try.”




















Jimmy: “Hey!  Not in the bar, fellas!”





Margot: “You imbeciles.  How dare you behave like this.  What are you doing here?  





They do not pay attention to anything going on in the bar or at the reactions they are getting.  Margot is looking at them with something akin to horror.  So is Jimmy.  Henry is watching Margot look at them and tensing up to fight them if they try anything with her. The couple at the table are staring around at the raised voices in a drunken stupor.  The two guys in the back seem alert but are attempting to ignore the conversation.  The singer quietly and quickly leaves the stage and exits thru a rear door for employees only.





With G1’s last words, G2 is tested to the limit of his patience and he swings at him with fists flying.  They begin to fight in earnest.  Jimmy and Margot exchange a quick look.  And Jimmy calls out to them.  Margot looking utterly furious at this point yells at them and walks over to them pulling back on G1’s arm as he is about to swing to make her point.


He has still not noticed that it is the boss’ wife and so he just shoves her to the ground and in the next moment picks up a chair and smashes it over G2’s head.  G2 has realized it’s Margot and had stopped fighting, so the chair to the head caught him off guard.  Henry has jumped off his stool when Margot got up, but couldn’t stop her from going forward. Now however he tries to help her up and G1 turns to see what is going on behind him.  Seeing his charge on the ground and a strange male bending over her he immediately punches Henry, who sprawls out backwards on the ground.  





Outside, police sirens sound as if they’re coming closer and closer.  G1 and G2 both look at Margot and she gestures at them to leave.  They shamble out of the bar with G1 partially supporting G2.  





Henry stands up again and offers his hand to Margot.


She accepts his hand and he pulls her to her feet, but once there he tugs a little harder to unbalance her so that she falls into his arms.  It’s a very classic looking move, as if he’s done it many times.





Henry: “Are you all right?”


Margot: “I think so.  Yes, I’m fine.  Thank you for trying to help.”








Henry: “What was all that about?  Weren’t they here for you? Why did they leave like that?”


Margot: “It’s a long story.”





Henry: “I’ve got time.”





Margot: “All right.  Can I buy you a drink?”

















Margot hesitates and before answering looks and sees that the singer has disappeared.  Her eyes betray her for a second as she looks sad, but then a calculating gleam come into them before they settle down to look shy and innocently raised to look into Henry’s eyes.  


Henry looks a little taken aback by her gaze as well as a little entranced and stupefied.  He merely nods.











Fade out.





VO: Yeah.  It was already too late for me.





Very interesting use of Microsoft Word - I had never considered the Text Box before (   


I was surprised and intrigued to see that you designate the opening credits.  


Is the painting of Marina an intertextual reference to the painting in Laura?


You obviously have a photographic mind, and it translates quite well to paper (   The level of descriptive detail is absolutely  amazing, and certainly helps to comprehend the position of various elements of the bar and its patrons in relation to each other.  


However, the flashback concerning Marina seems a little out of sorts compared with the rest.  There is not really enough explanation here as to how the flashback fits in with the main action of the scene.  Some more explanation (likely in the voiceover) would be very helpful here.  


Also, perhaps a stronger hint of the motivation of the film can be added.  As presented here, there is certainly an illicit romantic element, and Margot is obviously a gangster's wife who has run off, but is there a stronger motivation for the film? a crime or a mystery that the detective must solve?  


Just out of curiosity, is this to take place in "Anytown," or did you envisage someplace in particular?  If a particular city, perhaps one of the things the camera passes early in the scene is a city- or county-issued liquor license.  


Very good start (   





Grade: 93 (A)








