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FADE IN
EXT. DAY. A STREET IN PARIS 1968

A long tracking shot down the pavement of a street in Paris.  The camera is at ground level.  

A number of people are sitting or lying on the pavement, some with their backs to a brick wall.  

We see a young girl student, 17 or 18 years old, sitting, her face expressionless, looking into the distance.  Next to her is a young man of about the same age.  There is a small gash on his face.  He is holding a handkerchief to it.  Next to him are two female students.  One is holding the other, who is crying uncontrollably.  An elderly man, a professor in his 60s, holds a bandage to his face.  It is soaked in blood.  He is shocked and traumatised.  Another female student sits with her back to the wall.  She is being attended to by a medic who is bandaging her head.  We can see bruises on her arm where she has been hit violently.  A girl and boy sit with tears streaming down their faces from tear gas, their eyes swollen and sore.  Two male students lie unconscious on the pavement.  Another young male is slumped against the wall, his left arm in a sling; his head bandaged.  Blood is soaking through it.  Next to him is a body lying flat against the pavement, covered with a white sheet.  Another body is next to him.  It is a policeman, his head and upper body covered with a jacket.  Three other bodies are seen, all covered with white sheets.  

The camera stops at the feet of a person standing at the end of the line.  The camera rises slowly and we see the face of a young man aged about 18.  It is expressionless, traumatised, as he surveys the carnage. CU on the young man’s face. On his forehead is a scar from a previous time.

Dissolve to:

INT. A CHAPEL – NEW YORK EARLY FALL 2005 – DAY

CU on the same face, nearly forty years later.  It has the same expression, as the person sits in silence looking ahead of him.
He is JACK REES, in his early 60s, dressed in a dark suit, flanked by a younger man, his son, MIKE, aged 25 on one side and a young woman, his daughter, EMMA, aged 27, on the other. Both are dressed in dark clothing.  They hold each other’s hands.
The camera moves slowly down the aisle past a number of people sitting in the pews, heads bowed in prayer and contemplation. Quiet organ music is playing. 

Sitting apart from the others on the back row is a man in a dark suit, holding a trilby hat in his hand.  He is clearly not taking part in the ceremony, merely observing what is happening.

The camera rises to reveal a coffin on a stand at the front of the church.  The PRIEST closes a prayer book and pushes a button below the lectern and the coffin begins its final journey behind plush red curtains towards the furnace that will consume it. 

The curtains close behind the coffin.  The priest comes down to Jack and says a few comforting words to him and his family.

Cut to:

EXT. A STREET IN THE SUBURBS OF PARIS – DAY (2005)

A gang of six youths, all boys aged about 17 or 18, wearing track suits and hoodies, are walking along a side street.  It is in one of the dismal, grey, featureless suburbs of Paris, bordered by high rise flats and bleak, concrete public areas.  It is a scene of desolation and deprivation.  The boys are of North African origin.

They approach one of the several police cars that are parked around the estate.  CU on one of the youths as he reveals a bottle hidden under his jacket.  He pulls his hood over his head.  They walk towards one of the cars. The police officers are sitting in it, smoking and laughing.  

The youth with the bottle throws it underneath a parked police car as he passes.  It is a petrol bomb.  AN EXPLOSION and the car bursts into flames.  The officers inside get out in a panic and run away from their burning car. The youths have run off by now. 

The officers give chase.  Sirens are heard as other local police cars join in.  GUN SHOTS and SHOUTED COMMANDS to stop are heard in the distance.

The youths split up and run in different directions into the faceless caverns of the estate.  The police don’t stand a chance of finding them.

Cut to:
EXT. N.Y.OUTSIDE THE CHAPEL – DAY

The occupants of the chapel are standing outside waiting for Jack, Mike and Emma to join them.  They emerge, with the priest.  Several people come up to Jack, shake his hand, put their arms round his shoulder and speak comforting words to him.  They gradually disperse, leaving Jack and his children alone.  

The man in the dark suit is the last to leave.  He has been standing aside, observing Jack closely from a distance.  He, too, goes.  He walks towards a black, unmarked police car and drives off.  Jack looks at him leave, his face severe.

JACK

What’s that bastard doing here?

(shouts to him)

WHAT ARE YOU DOING, YOU SON OF A BITCH!

People turn and look at him, embarrassed.  They gradually disperse.
MIKE

Come on, dad.  Not now. 

Jack, Mike and Emma walk towards a stretched limo funeral car.  They get in and it drives off, slowly making its way out of the crematorium grounds and onto a highway. It drives off into the distance.

INSIDE THE CAR 

Jack sits in the middle flanked by Mike and Emma.  Emma is looking out of the darkened window; Mike is looking forwards.  Jack sits impassively.

JACK

(turning to Emma)
What time do you have to be back at the hospital, honey?

Emma

(she holds his hand reassuringly)
It’s okay, dad.  

Jack nods and remains impassive, looking straight ahead.

Cut to:
INT. JACK’S HOUSE IN THE SUBURBS – DAY

It is a well furnished, moderately sized suburban house in the NY area, with an expanse of lawn at the front and a small yard at the back. A long driveway leads to a double garage at the side of the house.  Inside the furniture is conservative, but obviously of good quality. However, the chaotic state of the place now shows a man who has given up trying to be neat and who has perhaps fallen on hard times.

Mike is at the drinks’ cabinet, pouring three whiskeys. Emma starts to tidy up the house, throwing away old food cartons, half empty glasses of beer, and tidying up newspapers strewn about the place.  

INSERT: one of the newspapers. The headline reads: ‘Three die in Paris riots’. 

Mike hands a glass to Emma and one to his father.  He raises his glass to propose a toast.

MIKE

To Mum.

EMMA AND JACK

To Mum.

JACK

She wouldn’t have wanted a big fuss, would she?  People never know what to say, do they?

It’s better this way.

emma

Nobody blames you, dad.

jack

(viciously)
Why was that bastard at the funeral, then?  

I hate the sonsabitches.   

mike

Dad, you’ve got to let it go. The Coroner said it was ... suicide.  Let the cops think what they like.

jack

They’ll never leave me alone.

Cut to:
EXT. DAY - A STREET IN PARIS

A taxi pulls up outside a 19TH century, three-storey apartment block in the city.  A woman gets out.  She is in her early 60s, well dressed, chic, attractive, a woman of means and leisure.  She is MADELEINE DU PRÉ.

The taxi driver opens the boot and takes out a number of parcels.  Madeleine has been doing some serious shopping.  She presses the code on the key pad at the large wooden entrance door and goes in.  The taxi driver follows her, carrying the parcels.  

She reaches her apartment, pays the driver and enters.  It is a well furnished, large Parisian apartment.  On one wall we can see a library of books.  Paintings and photographs adorn the walls.  There are a number of photographs that show Madeleine at various stages of her life, from childhood onwards.

Others show Madeleine with her husband on their wedding day.  Various ones show her at awards’ ceremonies, clutching certificates and trophies that she has been presented with.  

These trophies, in the shape of movie cameras, are on a shelf.

The room has several large, ornate, mirrors that give the room a spacious feel, and allow Madeleine to see herself wherever she is in the room. As she passes them, she frequently adjusts her hair or checks her makeup.

A large TV is in the corner by the window, through which we can see the skyline of Paris.  

She throws the parcels on a leather covered settee and goes to the kitchen.  One falls on the floor.  She leaves it lying there. She prepares a cup of coffee and a slice of cake for herself.

While the coffee is brewing, she goes into another room – her study.  A laptop is on a large desk.  The screen is empty.  She wanders over to the window and opens it.  Police sirens can be heard in the distance.  

On her desk are some photos: Madeleine with a man about her age at her wedding; three students from the 60s (Madeleine and two young men dressed in the style of 60’s students holding a red flag aloft).  Written on the bottom in faded ink is ‘J, J-L and M. May 68’; a photo of her outside the Sorbonne as a student.

She looks at them wistfully, touches them gently, and smiles to herself.  She takes the photograph of herself as a student and holds it up by one of the mirrors, comparing her looks then and now.

She goes back to the kitchen, pours a coffee, cuts a slice of cake and sits down to eat it.  When she is finished she rises and heads towards the sitting room, lighting a cigarette as she goes.

The parcels remain unopened on the settee.  She turns on the TV.  The news is on.  We see her face as she is watching the screen, listening to the newsreader.  She becomes more and more engrossed in what she is seeing and hearing, sitting forward on the chair as if to see and hear better.  The camera concentrates on Madeleine’s face throughout.

newsreader (OC)

In a second day of rioting in the capital, three people are reported to have been seriously injured when youths went on the rampage in a number of suburbs.  A police car was set alight, but fortunately its occupants managed to get out uninjured.

The riots are thought to have started in the Paris suburb of Clichy-sous-Bois when local youths from the disaffected North African community reacted violently against their alleged maltreatment by the police and the lack of job opportunities for them.

Interior Minister, Nicolas Sarkozy said today that the perpetrators of these latest riots would be tracked down and dealt with harshly.  He added, ’We will not have our cities held hostage by this criminal element in our society.’

These are the worst riots Paris has seen since the infamous student uprising in May 1968.

Madeleine

(To herself)

Stupid man.  They never learn.

Cut to:

INT. JACK’S HOUSE - DAY

He is in his study, sitting at his desk.  Emma is busying herself tidying up.  We hear a pager bleep.  She calls from the lounge.

emma

Dad.  It’s the hospital.  Emergency.  I’ll have to go.

jack

Okay, honey.  

She enters the study and gives her father a hug.  

emma

Start looking after yourself, okay?  I’ll see you later.

(Calling to Mike)

See ya, Mikey.

Mike (OC)

See ya, sis.

Mike enters the study.  Jack is sitting at his desk, holding his glass of whiskey.  

mike

Okay dad?  

jack

What do you think?

mike

Yes.  Sorry. 

A long pause, during which Mike paces up and down, and looking out of the window. 

jack

Why did she do it, Mike?  What drove her to do such a thing?

mike

I dunno, dad.  She’d been ill for a long time.  Maybe it all got too much for her.

jack

You know, she once told me that if it got too bad that I wasn’t to let the doctors keep her hanging on.  She didn’t want to feel responsible for my giving up my life to look after her.  She especially didn’t want you kids to see her like that.  The fucking cops, they know nothing.

mike

I know, dad.  I guess they have to investigate these sorts of...

jack

Go on, say it.  You think I did it.

mike

I didn’t mean ... No, of course not.  Let’s drop it, dad.  It’s not the right time.  Not today, eh?

They sit in silence, drinking their whiskeys.  Mike is looking around his father’s study, a room he was not used to being in. 

He gets up and wanders around again, looking in more detail at the photos and pictures. 

mike

A lot of memories here, eh dad?

Jack nods and finishes his drink in one large gulp.

jack

Get me another, Mike.

mike

Dad?

jack

God dammit, Mike!

He goes into the sitting room and brings the bottle over to Jack.  He starts to pour his father a drink.  Jack grabs the bottle from him and fills his glass.  He swills it down.

jack

I’m going away.

mike

What do you mean?  

Jack

I need to get away from here.  I though I’d go to Paris for a while.  Look up some old flames.  I have things to do there.

mike

What sorts of things?

jack

It’s personal stuff.  Doesn’t concern you.  Okay?
mike

Okay.  

jack

Listen, I’m sorry.

mike
As long as you know what you’re doing.

jack

(to himself)
Who knows!  Look after the place for me.
Cut to:
INT. DAY - A FEW DAYS LATER - CDG AIRPORT, PARIS

Jack is seen entering the Arrivals Lounge, carrying a suitcase, amid a throng of other passengers. 

He passes through customs.  Customs officials take their time looking over his documents.  He is seen entering into a minor altercation with them.  Another official is called and the situation is diffused.  He grabs his bag and leaves the area.  

He makes for the rail station at the airport, buys a ticket to Paris, waits at the station for the train to arrive.  Behind him is a large advertising poster for sanitary ware – toilets, baths etc.

Cut to:

INSIDE THE TRAIN

It is crowded, hot and noisy.  There are few seats available. People are standing in the aisles, coping with backpacks and suitcases.  Tinny music can be heard coming from a young man’s walkman.  Mobile phone ring tones can be heard.

From another carriage, two itinerant musicians emerge, with accordions.  They start to play and sing to entertain the passengers.  They SING well known pop songs and some typically French accordion music.  

When they have finished, one of them comes around with a cup to collect money.  Jack is about to put a note in when a policeman enters and tells the musicians that it’s against the law to collect money on the trains.  There is a heated argument, with several passengers joining in on the side of the musicians.  The policeman stops the train at the next station and the musicians are thrown off.  A passenger sitting next to Jack leans towards him.

passenger

(with heavy French accent)
Fucking cops are the same the world over, n’est pas?

Jack nods his agreement.

Cut to:

INT. NIGHT. JACK’S HOUSE IN N.Y.

Mike enters the house.  It is dark.  He puts on some lights and heads towards the kitchen.  He turns on the kettle, gets a cup out of the cupboard and starts to make himself a coffee.  CU on mug.  It is a souvenir mug, the sort you can buy for birthdays etc. On it is written: ‘The World’s Best Dad’.  Meanwhile Mike looks around the house, checking windows and doors. The kettle boils and he makes the coffee, takes it into his father’s study and starts to look around. 

On a cabinet are a number of photos. The camera pans across them – family holiday shots at the beach; birthday parties; school trips; Christmas Day with the whole family.  He picks them up, remembering the events with a smile.  He touches the image of his mother with his hand.

Mike opens the drawer of his father’s desk and in it finds a photo album.  He takes it out and starts to flick through it.  An airmail letter with a French stamp on it falls out and lands in the desk drawer, lost in a pile of numerous other letters, pieces of paper, assorted junk etc. He ignores it.  
The photos are of his father, almost unrecognisable with beard and moustache, as a student at The Sorbonne, Paris.  In one of them he is with a young female student and a male student.  On the back is written: ‘The gang – me, Jean-Luc and Madeleine.  May ‘68’

As he puts it back he sees a roll of 8mm film at the back of the drawer.  He takes it out.  He unwinds it, holding it up to the light, but the images are too small.  He searches in the drawer for something else.  He can’t find what he’s looking for. He looks in some other cupboards and comes across his father’s old 8mm projector.  

He puts in the film and starts the projector. He sits down to watch, placing his mug on the arm of the chair.  The pictures appear on a blank wall in the room.  We HEAR the CLICK of the sprockets. We see grainy images of rioting students in ’68.  There is noise of SHOUTING, SCREAMING, POLICE SIRENS as students attack a line of heavily defended police.  Tear gas is thrown and we hear participants COUGHING AND GAGGING.  Students are seen lying in the road bleeding and battered. Cars and police vans are on fire and some students are throwing petrol bombs at the police line. GUN SHOTS are heard. A girl appears in front of the camera. It is the girl from the photo.

She SHOUTS: Hold it still, Jack.  

He replies: ‘I’m trying to, but I can hardly see.’
The film finishes.  Mike gets up to turn off the projector. As he rises from his seat another film starts.  Mike sits down again. The camera is on Mike’s face throughout as he watches the film.  We HEAR sounds of sexual activity – moaning, crying out, grunting etc. 

MS on Mike’s face.  He is fascinated by what he sees, staring at the images with his mouth and eyes wide open.  Gradually his expression changes to bewilderment and eventually disgust at the images on the screen as we finish with a CU on his face. By the end he can hardly bring himself to watch.
A few seconds before the film comes to an end Mike hurriedly gets up.  He’s seen enough. He accidentally knocks the mug onto the wooden floor of the study.  It SHATTERS, pieces flying everywhere.  CU on shattered fragments which make up the inscription.
He flops back into his chair, exhausted, as if he had taken part in the sexual scene himself.

Cut to:

EXT/INT. DAY. HOTEL ST.MARTIN, PARIS

Jack is walking towards entrance of the hotel, a five storey, modern building in a narrow side street.  He enters the reception area.  He fills in the registration form and is directed by the receptionist towards the lift.  As he is about to enter the lift, the receptionist hands him a parcel from under the reception desk. He thanks her. He pushes the button and enters the lift cabin.

Cut to:

INT. NIGHT.  JACK’S HOUSE

Mike sits horrified at what he has just seen, his face now immobile. He’s in shock.  He takes out his cell phone and punches in a number.

mike

Emma, get over here quick.  

(Pause)

I can’t tell you over the phone.  Just get here.

LATER THAT NIGHT - 
JACK’S HOUSE

Emma rushes in through the front door.  

EMMA

Mike?

mike(OC)

In the study.

emma

What the hell’s wrong?  Is it dad?

mike

Yes.  I dunno.  I found this.

emma

What is it?  

mike

Watch.

He switches on the projector. 

Dissolve:

The film finishes.  WE HEAR the film strip clattering around the spool as it unwinds itself.  Emma and Mike sit in silence.  From behind them, we see them looking at the now blank wall. There’s a long silence as they take in the enormity of what they’ve seen.  Eventually ...
emma

Is that dad?

mike

I don’t think so.  I ...

emma

Tell me that’s not dad.

emma (cont.)

Whose voice is that at the end?

mike

I dunno.  I didn’t hear it before.  Sounds like ...

emma

Oh my God!

mike

I found these too.

Mike shows Emma the photos of their father in Paris as a student.  He points out the girl, Madeleine.

mike (cont)
There’s something else.  Dad’s gun is missing.  I was looking through his drawer.  He always keeps it there.  It’s not there now.  I’ve looked everywhere.  Emma, he’s in Paris.  He told me he was going to deal with some ‘personal stuff’.  
emma

What the hell do we do now?

Cut to:

EXT. DAY. PARIS.

In a series of rapid montage shots we see Jack wandering around Paris, reacquainting himself with its sights.  He visits the Eiffel Tower.  The queues are long and security guards are everywhere, checking bags.  We see him looking over Paris from one of the étages.  He is lost among the crowds, just another tourist.

He wanders through the Le Jardin des Tuilleries; sits and drinks a coffee at a boulevard café; climbs to the top of the Arc de Triomphe; wanders around bookshops; looks at paintings in the artists’ quarter in Montmartre.

Outwardly, he looks like another of the thousands of tourists in Paris.  

We are made aware of the increased police presence in the city.  Newspaper hoardings testify to the fact that all is not well in the city.  Pictures of riots and burning cars contrast sharply with the usual tourist posters and adverts.  On many street corners, armed police are standing in groups looking out for troublemakers.

City life goes on, but there are worried looks on the faces of ordinary Parisians as they go about their daily business. We catch snippets of conversations about the riots, who’s to blame, what the Government should be doing about it.  TVs in bars carry the latest news.  Photos of Interior Minister, Nicolas Sarkozy, seem to be everywhere.

Cut to:

INT. NIGHT. MADELEINE’S APARTMENT

Madeleine is alone in her dimly lit sitting room.  The TV is on, but the sound is muted. Some quiet, mournful classical music is playing on her hi-fi.

She picks up a letter that is lying on the coffee table.  It is already opened but she takes out the letter again.  

INSERT: We see the letter heading.  It is from a clinic.  She reads it again and puts it down.  Her face is glum.  She puts her head in her hands and we hear her sobbing quietly.  She pulls herself together after a few minutes, wipes her eyes and...

...she moves to the kitchen and starts to prepare a meal for herself - a salad with boiled eggs, which she takes from the pan on the stove.  She takes a lemon from a fruit bowl, cuts it in half and squeezes it over the salad. She looks at it intently for a second or two as if it holds some significant meaning. She opens a bottle of wine and pours herself a glass.  She takes the meal and drink on a tray into the sitting room.  

She sits at a table, half-heartedly watching the TV.  Through the window we can see a faint red glow in the night sky in the distance – another car or derelict building on fire.  We hear sirens, muffled explosions, the sound of shattering glass and gun fire.

The TV is showing ‘live’ coverage of the riots – gangs of mostly North African youths on the rampage; police in force using shields to protect themselves; a burning car; an overturned bus; bottles and stones being thrown; youths JEERING and TAUNTING the police and ambulance personnel.

One youth is interviewed on camera.  His face is full of hatred, anger, contempt at what is happening in his suburb. There is a lot of wild gesticulation as he talks frankly to the camera.

Suddenly he runs off.  The reporter, talking to camera, is pointing off to her right.  The camera swings round and we see a line of police charging in the direction of where the young man and his ‘gang’ are headed.  The cameraman and reporter get out of the way quickly and then follow the action behind the police line.

Madeleine picks at her meal, but only half finishes it.  She pushes the tray away and gulps down the remains of the wine.  She gets up and moves towards the window.  It opens up onto a balcony.  She leans on the railing and looks across the city skyline.

It is chilly and she moves back inside, closing the window behind her.  She goes into her study and sits down at her computer.  She starts to type.  

CU on computer screen:  

We see the words as she is typing them:

Lisez moins; vivez plus

(Read less; live more)

L’ennui est contre-revolutionnaire

(Boredom is counter-revolutionary)

La poesie est dans la rue

(Poety is in the streets)

Dans la rue

Dans la Rue.

Typing furiously and obsessively she fills up the screen with ‘Dans la rue’.

She pours herself another drink, sits down to watch the TV again (sound still off), finishes the wine. 

She gets up, puts on a warm outdoor coat and goes outside.

Cut to:

EXT.NIGHT. PARIS

We see her walking along dimly lit, mostly empty side streets.  Police, ambulance SIRENS can be heard in the distance.  She enters a busier section of the city, a wide intersection with several roads leading off it.  On the junction of two of these roads is a restaurant, empty of customers.  The staff stand idly by, waiting for customers and watching what is happening around them.  

Madeleine sits at a table and orders a coffee.  There’s not much traffic at this normally busy intersection.  The streets seem empty and many businesses (bars, restaurants) are closed early.

Suddenly, from around the corner, a gang of youths emerge, shouting slogans against the police and authority in general.  They stop when they see Madeleine sitting alone in the outside area of the restaurant.  One of the youths, the leader, comes up to her.  She recoils slightly.  He stands over her, looking her up and down, lasciviously.  His friends stand and watch in anticipation.

youth

What are you looking at?

madeleine

I wasn’t looking. I’m just having a drink. 

youth

Do you want me?  Is that it?  Out on the pull?

madeleine

What do you mean?  I’m just having a drink, that’s all.

The manager of the restaurant comes out to intervene.

manager

Hey, you. Beat it.  I’ll call the cops.

youth

Fuck off!  I’m talking to the lady.
madeleine

It’s all right.  No trouble, please.

youth

You heard her.  No trouble.  

manager

(turning to one of his staff)

Call the cops.

The youth pulls out a knife, pointing it towards the manager. The manager and his staff run inside, leaving Madeleine alone to face the gang.

youth

(To Madeleine)

Look at the frightened little shits!  Leaving a beautiful woman all alone!

Who knows what might happen?

(shouting to manager)

You’re a fucking old woman!  

(to Madeleine)

Do you have money for food?  

madeleine

Yes, a little.  Do you want to buy food?  I can get you some food.

youth

Just give me the money.

Madeleine opens her purse and gives the youth some money.

madeleine

(offering him some notes)
Is that enough?  I don’t have much.

(pause)

I was on the streets in ’68.  I know how it feels.

The youth turns to his friends and waves the notes at them in mock triumph. They jeer and start to move off.

youth

(turning back to Madeleine)

You should have finished the job then. Now it’s our turn.

They run off along one of the wide boulevards.  Madeleine is left feeling shocked, but not frightened.  She finishes her coffee, puts the money on the table and leaves.  

The manager and his staff slowly emerge.

She turns a corner and comes face to face with a policeman, machine rifle ready for action, walking slowly along, looking this way and that.  This frightens her more than the altercation with the youth.  She stands terrified at the heavily armoured, helmeted figure in front of her.

A police car pulls up beside them.  A heavily armed officer, a sergeant, leans out of the window.

police officer

What are you doing?

madeleine

I’m just going home.  I don’t want any trouble.

police officer

It’s not safe tonight.  You shouldn’t be on the streets.  There’s a curfew, remember?  Have you seen a gang of youths, one of them with a knife?  They came down this way.

madeleine

No.  Why?

police officer

They attacked and raped a young woman on Boulevard Lafayette. You’d better get home.  Keep to the well lit streets. Get a taxi or something.

madeleine

Yes, of course.  Thank you.

The car pulls away, leaving Madeleine alone again.  She walks briskly along the wide streets, acutely aware of sounds, other people, movement.  More police cars go SCREAMING down the roads.  She passes a burnt out car, still smouldering.

Several gangs approach and she looks for a place to hide.  A street café is just about to shut for the night.  She goes in until the gang passes.

She emerges into the street again and hurries along until she reaches her apartment building.  She fumbles with the key pad and enters the lobby, SLAMMING the big wooden doors behind her.  She leans against the door, breathing quickly.  

She is exhilarated, alive, flushed.  She puts her hand to her cheek to feel it burning. She stands, breathing heavily, for a while. Her head goes back as her hands slowly descend down her body – across her breasts, down her stomach to her crotch.  She rubs herself gently at first then with more vigour.  Her breathing becomes heavier, she begins to MOAN quietly.  It gets louder and more intense until she reaches an orgasm.  She almost collapses from exhaustion.  She sits on the floor with her back to the door and slowly recovers.

Surprised at her audacity and hoping that nobody has seen her, she gets up and runs up stairs and enters her apartment.

Cut to:

INT. HOSPITAL.NY. DAY

Emma, in full scrubs, another nurse and a doctor are attending to a patient. He is hooked up to heart monitor, oxygen, blood pressure indicators. He is being revived with a defibrillator. The doctor puts the paddles on the man’s chest.

Doctor

Clear!

Emma stands aside.  The patient is shocked.  The doctor listens for signs of revival.  There are none.  He tries again.

Doctor

Clear!

He shocks the patient again.  The heart monitoring machine BLEEPS into life.  

Doctor

That was close. All yours, nurse.  Good job.  You run a good team, Emma.

Emma

Thank you.  I didn’t think we’d get him back there for a minute.  Well done everyone.

Doctor

I’ll inform his relatives.  Can you manage?

Emma

Sure.  Go ahead.

Emma and the other nurse start clearing up and making the patient comfortable.  He looks up at Emma, smiling weakly.  She holds his hand for a few seconds.

Emma

You’ll be fine.  Get some rest now.

Another nurse enters the room.

2nd Nurse

Emma, you’ve got a visitor in reception.

Emma

(to other nurse)
Okay.  Can you finish up here?

The other nurse takes over.  Emma leaves, taking off her rubber gloves and throwing them into a waste bin.

Cut to:

INT. HOSPITAL RECEPTION AREA. DAY

Mike is pacing up and down, looking concerned.  He looks up at the clock and continues pacing.  Emma arrives.

emma

Mike? What are you doing here?  What’s the matter?

mike

Is there somewhere we can go and talk?

Cut to:

INT. HOSPITAL CAFETERIA. DAY

Emma and Mike are sitting at a table drinking coffee.  

mike

The more I think about dad, the more worried I am.  The gun, the film, his state of mind.  He still believes that the cops think he killed mom.  If he’s gone to Paris to somehow ... I don’t know ... get some sort of closure, revenge, whatever, god knows what he’ll do.  What’s all this ‘personal stuff’ as well?  I think we ought to go to the cops about it.  I just wanted you to know and...

emma

If that’s what you think.  You realise what this might mean for dad?  I mean, what if it’s all for nothing?  

(she thinks about it for a few seconds)

Okay.  But we go together, agreed?

mike

Yeah. Together.

emma

I’ve got to go, sweetie.  I got a GSW upstairs.  Don’t do anything until we talk again.  Rob’s out of town for a few days.  I’ll come round tonight.  

She kisses him on the cheek and leaves, looking back at her worried brother still sitting at the table, nursing a cup of coffee.

Cut to:

INT. HOTEL BAR, PARIS. NIGHT

Jack wanders into the bar, sits down at the bar and waits for a barman to serve him.  He orders a drink.  There are several others at the bar. Next to him is a woman in her early thirties.

Jack sips his drink, turns to look round at the bar and catches the woman’s eye.

woman

I’m sorry.  Please don’t think me forward, but are you American?

jack

Yes. New York.

woman

Oh, I just adore New York.  My second favourite city after London.  I don’t get there nearly as often as I would like.

jack

You’re from London?  

woman

Yes.  

jack

I like London, but I’m here to escape from New York for a while.
There’s a long pause.

womAN

I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to...

jack

That’s okay.  What are you here for?

woman

Business. I work in fashion and this is the place to be if you want to get ahead.  We’re just about to open a new store here.

jack

Right.

woman

Would you like another drink?

jack

Thanks.

She orders two more drinks.

Later that evening.  The same bar.  

Jack and the woman are still sitting together drinking, now a lot more comfortable in each other’s company.  There are several empty glasses in front of them on the bar.

woman

I’ve told you what I do, but I don’t know anything about you.

jack

What’s to know?

woman

I’m good at this.  I bet I can tell you what you do.  Let me see...

Jack sits expectantly and orders some more drinks.  The woman looks at him intently, especially at his face.  Her eyes are half closed in a squint as she ‘inspects’ him.

woman

I think you’re in business.  A sales executive.  High powered.  A CEO or something like that.  Am I close?

jack

I sell bathroom equipment. Toilets, you know.

woman

A very necessary occupation, Jack.

jack

A very tedious occupation.

woman

But you’re not here to sell toilets to the French, are you?
jack

No. I haven’t been entirely honest with you.  I didn’t really come here to escape either. I have some unfinished business here.  I need to tie up some loose ends.

woman

I’m like that too.  I hate loose ends.  I have to have everything neatly finished so I know exactly where I am.

(leans in towards him, whispering)

You tell me yours and I’ll tell you mine.

jack

Okay.  

(pause)

He leans closer to her.
I’m here to kill someone.

The woman looks shocked for a moment and then, assuming Jack is joking, LAUGHS out loud, SPLUTTERING over her drink.  Jack LAUGHS as well, and they order two more drinks.

Cut to:

EXT.DAY. A STREET IN PARIS

Jack is sitting at a pavement bar, nursing a hangover.  He orders black coffee, pulls his coat collar up against a cold brisk wind, and surveys the scene.

waiter

Your coffee, m’sieur.

jack

Thank you.  I hear there was a bit of action around here last night.  

waiter

Ah, oui.  As you can see we have no business.  It is very bad for us. Look at the state of this street.

We see from Jack’s POV a street strewn with bricks and broken bottles.  A burnt out car has been left at the side of the road.
jack

How did it all start?

waiter

It’s these damned immigrants.  They come over here, expect to have jobs and good housing, use our medical facilities but give nothing back.  There are no jobs for these types.

jack

How do the cops treat them?  I hear they’ve been beaten up by the riot police.

waiter

What can you expect?  The other night they set fire to a police car with the cops still in it.  What would you do, m’sieur?  The government do nothing to help.  I don’t know what’s happening to our country.

jack

I was here in ’68.  Plus ca change...!

waiter

Oui.  C’est vrai.

The camera pans along the street.

From the big wooden door on the opposite side of the street, Madeleine emerges, carrying a shopping bag.  She walks along the street until she reaches the bus stop.  A bus approaches and she gets on it.

Cut to:

EXT. DAY. A MARKET, PARIS

Madeleine is wandering among the stalls in a busy street market.  We hear the stall holders shouting out their wares.  She stops at a vegetable stall, picks up two onions, some carrots, potatoes and pays for them.  

She goes on a bit further to a cheese stall.  Looks around at the variety of cheeses, decides on one and indicates how much she wants.  She proceeds to a fruit stall, tries a melon to see if it is ripe, buys it.

Among the bustling crowds we see a TV crew – cameraman, sound recordist and female interviewer.  She is MICHELLE FAGARD, a 25 year old local news reporter. She is stopping people and interviewing them for a local news station.

They approach Madeleine.

MICHELLE

Excuse me, we are getting people’s reactions to the riots.  I wonder, could you spare us a few minutes?

madeleine

Oui.  

The cameraman and sound recordist position themselves, and give the go-ahead to the interviewer.  She holds the mic towards Madeleine.

MICHELLE

As a Parisian, what are your thoughts about the current situation?

madeleine

I think it’s very complicated and dangerous.  The government...

MICHELLE

What do mean ‘complicated’?  

madeleine

Well, we have to ask ourselves how we managed to get into this situation.  Is our immigration policy right?  Should we allow a lot of unskilled people from all over then place to come here?

MICHELLE

Are you saying that it’s all the fault of the government?  After all, they are not the ones burning cars and throwing bricks at our police.

madeleine

No, but they are not helping matters either.  They talk a lot, but do nothing.  It was always the same. When I was a student...

MICHELLE

(to camera)

Thank you. We can see that opinion in France is divided about this problem. Is it the fault of the government or are these youths out of control and asking for trouble? But I’m sure we can all agree on one thing - that it is not doing the reputation of France any good. Cut!

(to Madeleine) Thank you.

(to crew) Ok, let’s find someone else. Perhaps a younger person.  

Madeleine is left standing, wondering what it was all about.  She shrugs her shoulders and continues shopping.

Cut to:

INT. JACK’S HOTEL ROOM. NIGHT

He is lying on his bed, reading.  The TV is on in the background.  We hear voice of the announcer, Georges.

georges (OC)

Our reporter, Michelle Fagard, has been out and about in the streets of the capital to try to find out what ordinary Parisians think about the current situation facing our country.

Michelle!

michelle (OC)

Thank you, Georges.  I went to the market at Bastille today and talked to a number of people about the riots.  This is what some of them had to say.

Jack continues reading.  

We hear Madeleine’s voice OC

madeleine (OC)

I think it’s very complicated and dangerous...

Jack looks up.  CU on his face as he watches the screen.  He immediately recognises Madeleine and sits forward on his bed.

We hear the rest of the interview. Jack is looking more intensely at the screen.

jack

(to himself)
Madeleine?  Is that you?  It is! Where did she say it was?  Damn it!

georges (OC)

So there we have some opinions of the shoppers at Bastille.  In tomorrow’s programme, the Interior Minister, Nicolas Sarkozy, will be giving his first public interview on the riots on this channel at seven o’clock.  Join us then.

jack

Bastille! 

Cut to:

EXT. THE NEXT DAY. THE BASTILLE MARKET

Jack is wandering up and down the rows of market stalls to see if he can find Madeleine.  We see him enquiring of one or two stall holders if they have seen her or know her.  They shrug their shoulders and continue serving others.

EXT. THE FOLLOWING DAY. THE SAME MARKET

It is raining.  Jack is back at the market, still searching.  Still no luck.  He sits on a rain-soaked bench looking at the bedraggled shoppers.  

He gives up and finds a bar to sit in and orders a drink.

EXT.  THE THIRD DAY.  THE SAME MARKET

Jack is back at the market, looking and waiting.  After walking up and down the rows of market stall, he spots Madeleine in the distance at a bread stall.  He keeps a discreet distance and follows her around as she does her shopping.

He follows her, at a distance, along streets, through a park, beside a canal until she reaches her apartment.  He stops and looks around and realises that it is the street he was on earlier, sitting at a café talking to the waiter.

Madeleine enters her apartment building and closes the door behind her, unaware that she has been followed.  Jack crosses the road and heads towards the café again.  The waiter greets him and offers him a drink.  Jack sits down and looks at the apartment opposite, wondering which window is Madeleine’s. 

We see Jack in conversation with the waiter.  The waiter points up at a window in the apartment block. Jack nods to show he understands.

Cut to:

INT/EXT. NIGHT. JACK’S HOUSE

Mike pulls into the drive.  Emma is already in their father’s house.  Mike enters.

mike

Sorry I’m late, sis.  Meeting went on later than expected.

emma

Just made some coffee.  Do you want some?

mike

Great.  Anything to eat?

emma

I’ll see what dad’s got.

She rummages around in cupboards and in the fridge.  There is little sign of food.

emma (cont)

I don’t know what dad lives on.  Look at this.  There’s nothing.  Apart from this! Jeez.

She removes a piece of mouldy cheese from the rear of the fridge, holding it out in front of her, and throws it in the trash can.

emma (cont)

He’s really let himself go, Mike.  God knows what it’s doing to his health.  And me a nurse as well!

mike

C’mon.  You know what he’s like.  He’s always been a stubborn old bastard.  He probably eats out. Or Mrs whatshername from across the street feeds him.  

Emma finally locates a pizza.  Looks at the use-by date and puts it in the microwave.  She pours Mike a coffee and they sit down at the kitchen table.

emma

You don’t seriously think he took his gun with him, do you?  I mean, how the hell would he get it on the aircraft?  He’d never get through security at JFK.  It must be here somewhere, Mike.

mike

That’s what I keep telling myself.  I’ve looked everywhere.  He always kept it in his desk drawer.  I’ve never known him put anywhere else.

emma

Maybe he’s dumped it somewhere.  Maybe he feels he doesn’t need it anymore.  

The microwave timer ‘PINGS’ and Emma puts the pizza on a large plate and divides it up.

emma (cont)

Here, it’s all there was ... that was edible.

mike

Are we being paranoid or what?  Jesus, my head’s spinning.  I don’t know what to think. 

He gets a piece of paper and a pencil.

emma

What are you doing?

mike

It’s what I teach my students.  When in doubt, write it out.
He starts to write.  When he finishes he hands it to Emma.

emma

(reading)

‘His wife commits suicide after a long illness.’  Mike!

‘Police suspect he had something to do with it.’  Oh God!

Mike

Read on.

emma

(continues reading)

‘State of mind suspect.’

‘Stops looking after himself properly.’

‘Gun missing.’

‘Threat to ...’
I can’t do this, Mike.

mike

Go on.

emma
‘Now in the city where he/she/they lived – if still alive, that is.’

‘Conclusion – dad’s in trouble.’
mike

What do you think?
emma    
Doesn’t look good, does it? But none of this proves anything.

(after a long pause)

Okay.  We go to the police as agreed.  I just hope to God we’re doing the right thing.  

Cut to:

EXT. THE NEXT DAY. CAFÉ IN PARIS

Jack is sitting in his usual place in the café, his face obscured by a newspaper.  He is sipping a coffee.  Occasionally, he peers round or over the paper to see if Madeleine is approaching.  He is by himself.

Gradually, the café starts to fill up.  People come and go.  The waiter starts to set tables for lunch.  Jack is still there.  

waiter

You wish to order lunch, M’sieur?

jack

No. If the lady comes over, just tell her that a gentleman – moi - wishes to see her.  You understand?

waiter

Oui, M’sieur.  D’accord!

Jack remains seated for a while.  Eventually, Madeleine emerges from her apartment and turns to go in the opposite direction.  She stops, looks at her watch and turns round, heading towards the café.  She crosses the road and enters the café, taking a seat inside.

We see the waiter approach her.  She smiles at him, there is a brief unheard conversation and then she picks up the menu to order lunch.  He leans over her and points to Jack sitting outside.  She looks quizzically at the waiter.  He confirms that it is Jack who gave him the message.  She looks at Jack but he is partially obscured by his newspaper.

She gets up and walks over to his table.

madeleine

Excusez-moi, m’sieur.  Souhaitez-vous me parler?

Jack lowers his paper and looks at her.  They stare at each other in silence.

madeleine (cont)

Jack. I often wondered if you received my letter.  

jack

It would have been helpful if you’d put an address on it.  Paris is a big city.

She sits at Jack’s table.
madeleine

Yes.  But you see, I knew you’d come to me if you really wanted to.

jack

You were always testing me, weren’t you?

madeleine

The years have been kind.  You look well.

jack

You, too.  Nearly forty years.

madeleine

Yes...   

She looks around and out to the street covered in the remnants of the previous night’s rioting.

madeleine (cont)

...and yet it seems like yesterday.  Where have the years gone, Jack?  What did we achieve?

jack

Yes, what indeed?

madeleine

There is something troubling you, Jack.  What is it?

jack

Nothing that need concern you.  

madeleine

You know better than that, Jack.  You didn’t come here just because I wrote to you, did you?  I think you are running away from something. Or maybe, running towards something.
Jack

My wife committed suicide three weeks ago.  

She places her hand gently on his.
madeleine

Mon Dieu!  I’m so sorry, Jack.  I didn’t know.  This is all a terrible mistake.  I should never have ... I’m sorry.

She rises to leave.

jack

Sit down, please.  I’d like to talk.  It’s been a long time and there’s a lot to say.  Let me buy you a coffee or something?  Cognac?

The waiter approaches and they order drinks.

jack

Can I ask you something?

madeleine

Of course.

jack

Why did you write to me? After all these years of silence.  I didn’t know if you were alive or dead.  Then out of the blue...

madeleine

I’m not sure how to answer that.  I was lonely, my marriage had fallen apart.  No! No! It wasn’t that. I don’t know, Jack.  An overwhelming sense of things left unsaid, undone between us.  How do you say, loose ends.

jack

Unfinished business?

madeleine

Yes.  I didn’t want to die without settling things between us.  I know it sounds silly, but that’s the way it is.

jack

It doesn’t sound silly at all.  I’m glad you wrote.  I wish you’d been able to meet my wife and my kids.

madeleine

Tell me about them.

jack

Emma’s twenty seven and a nurse.  She’s married, but no kids yet.  Mike is twenty five and he teaches school.  Single.  They’re both good kids ... and think I’m unable to look after myself properly.

madeleine

And your wife?

jack

The big C, as we call it.  We thought she’d beaten it, but it came back.  She hung on for several years, in terrible pain most of the time until she couldn’t take it any more.  She pleaded with me to ... put her out of her misery.  I didn’t know what to do.  She was a wonderful woman.  I miss her terribly.

madeleine

(touching his hand again )
I know how you must be feeling. I ... Don’t!  You mustn’t torture yourself like this.  

A long pause.  They drink their coffees and cognac.  Madeleine looks at Jack.  He stares out onto the street.

jack

What about you?

madeleine

Oh, he was a pig!  Filthy rich.  Two mistresses – one here in Paris and the other in Lyon.  When I found out he’d been unfaithful, I nearly killed him.  He had a hunting rifle – we lived in the country at the time – and I took it and pointed straight at his head.  I said that if he didn’t leave right now I’d blow his brains out.  He left, the mongrel.  My apartment is where he used to meet his Parisian slut.  A nice irony, n’est pas?

jack

You French certainly have sense of style.

The waiter approaches again and they order lunch.  

Later:

They rise from their table and say goodbye.  

madeleine

About seven?

jack

I’ll bring some wine.

madeleine

A plus tard.

They kiss each other on the cheek.
Cut to:

EXT. NIGHT. OUTSIDE MADELEINE’S APARTMENT

Jack approaches the outer doors of the apartment building.  He is carrying a bunch of flowers and a bottle of wine.

He RINGS the bell.  Madeleine answers. We hear the door latch CLICK and Jack goes in.

INT. NIGHT. MADELEINE’S APARTMENT

Jack approaches the door to her apartment.  It is open.  

jack

Bonjour. It’s me.

madeleine

Come in, Jack.  I’m in the kitchen.

Jack enters.  He looks around the apartment, puts the wine on the dining table.  He looks out of the window then heads to the kitchen.

jack

Very nice.  Fantastic view.  Do you have a vase?

Madeleine is preparing a meal. She points to a cupboard. Jack opens it and gets out a vase and fills it with water and puts the flowers in it. 

He goes back into the lounge, places the vase on the coffee table.  He peers into her bedroom, then to her bathroom, where he lingers for a moment looking at it in detail.  He nods his head in approval.  He then heads back to the kitchen.

madeleine

They’re beautiful.  Thank you. Are you hungry? I hope you like Homard à la américaine.

jack

Sounds great! If I knew what it was!

madeleine

It is ...

(she struggles for the word)

...sautéed lobster cooked in wine with vegetables and herbs.  My speciality.

jack

Wonderful.  Anything I can do?

madeleine

No.  It’s almost ready.  Let’s have a drink first.

They move into the lounge.  As she passes a mirror, she pauses to adjust her hair.  She looks at herself from several different angles.  Jack is watching her.  He pours two glasses of red wine and they sit together on the settee.

jack

I never thought this would happen.  I almost didn’t come.  I ... I ... still don’t really know why I’m here.

madeleine

I think you do, Jack.  I think we both know.  It’s something we have to do before it’s too late.  There will never be a better time. 

From the outside we hear two police cars, with sirens on echoing in the night, roaring down the street.

madeleine (cont)

You know what I mean?

jack

This is crazy.  Are we mad?  Aren’t we just a little bit insane?

madeleine

Peut-être.  C’est la guerre!  

(pause)

A votre santé.

jack

Vive la revolution!

He gets up and walks towards the window leading out on the balcony.  Madeleine joins him.  In the distance we hear GUN SHOTS, EXPLOSIONS, BREAKING GLASS AND POLICE SIRENS.  A red glow can be seen on the skyline.

jack

Takes you back, doesn’t it?

madeleine

I remember it as a time when I was really alive and full of hope for a new and bright future.  We made a difference, didn’t we?

jack

Did we?  Maybe for a while, but at what cost?  Society has a natural resistance to change.  

madeleine

But it was exciting, exhilarating, wasn’t it?  

She lights up a joint, takes a deep drag and passes it to Jack.  He takes a drag and coughs loudly.

Madeleine (cont)

Do you remember that first day?  You were such an outsider. 

FLASHBACK SEQUENCE
EXT. DAY. THE SORBONNE. MAY 1968

We are outside one of the main gates of the Sorbonne.  The gates are padlocked. A large group of students has assembled.  They are holding red flags and placards proclaiming the student revolution and criticising the university authorities and the government.

The assembly is largely good natured and many are huddled in groups in animated discussion.  In the distance we can see police barricades and a line of heavily armed police, standing, waiting to see how things develop.  So far it is peaceful, though noisy.

The camera closes in on the gates where we see a young female student standing with her back to the padlocked gates turning away anyone who tries to enter.  So far, this has been mainly staff members who have turned around and gone back home.

The girl is her early twenties.  She has her hair fashionably short and wears a beret at a jaunty angle.  She is wearing a short leather jacket over a sweater, and has blue jeans on. She is the young Madeleine. 

From among the crowd a young man emerges.  He is the same young man whom we saw in the opening scene, though without the scar.  He is wearing a sports coat over an open neck shirt, and jeans.  He has a beard and moustache.  He is carrying a small attaché case.  He looks around at the assembly, perplexed and uncertain about what to do.  He approaches Madeleine.

madeleine

I’m sorry, you can’t go through.

jack

Why?

madeleine

We are on strike.  Don’t you know anything?

jack

But it’s my first day.  I’ve just arrived from the States.  I’m supposed to start my course.

madeleine

Look around. Nobody else is studying, are they?  You can’t go in.

jack

What am I supposed to do?  I have a course to attend.  I’ve come all the way from America.

madeleine

So you’ve said.  I can’t help it.

jack

Shit!

He turns to go, looking agitated and bemused.  He throws his hands in the air in despair.

Another student approaches Madeleine. He has collar length, curly hair and is wearing a round neck sweater over a t-shirt.  A small wispy beard is taking shape. He, too, has jeans on.

He is JEAN-LUC, a student activist, aged 20.

jean-luc

Is everything all right, Madeleine?

madeleine

This person says he has come from America and wants to get in.  I have told him no way.

jean-luc

Who are you?  What do you want?

jack

My name’s Jack Rees.  Like I told the girl here, I’ve come from America to study here. Now I can’t get in.

jean-luc

You know what we’re doing here!  

jack

Not really.  We have our own problems at home.  We don’t get much news from abroad.

jean-luc

So I have heard.  Come with me.

Jean-Luc takes Jack aside. Madeleine joins them.

jean-luc (cont)

The students and workers of France are on strike against the government and the bosses.  The authorities closed one of our universities at Nanterre. We at the Sorbonne held some meetings to protest.  The police tricked us.  They agreed to let us go and then when we came out they arrested us.  72 policemen were injured and who knows how many students.  They suspended our courses and now we have closed down the university until they allow us to run it our way.  We want it to be a people’s university, for everyone, students and workers alike.  Now the strikes have spread all over Paris and the rest of the country.  That is why we are here and why we can’t let you in.

madeleine

Jean-Luc is right.  You’ve no idea what it was like.  Tear gas, barricades, police charging with riot gear against unarmed students.  There was blood everywhere.  Jean-Luc was in prison for two days and nights.  It was terrible. 

jean-luc

It is the way that black people in your country are treated, isn’t it?  Surely you must understand, or are you on their side?
jack

No, of course not!  How long will it go on?

jean-luc

Until we win.  Until the idiots in the government agree to our demands.  Until they proclaim it as a people’s university.

jack

Okay then.  What do you want me to do?

madeleine

You want to join us?

jack

Sure.  Why not?  

Cut to:

INT. NIGHT. MADELEINE’S APARTMENT. PRESENT DAY

MADELEINE

You remember how we stood there all day, you and I?  Nobody got in or out.  We made a good team.

(pause)

I wish Jean-Luc could be here tonight.

jack

It was a dangerous time and we were betrayed.  People died.  Do you ever wonder what they could have become?  What lives were lost?  What children unborn?

madeleine

Yes, of course.  But sometimes people must die for the greater good.  And remember, some of those deserved to die.

jack

What do you mean?

madeleine

Don’t forget the brutality of the police and the security services.  The beatings, the torture at the detention centre in Vincennes.  They are still using it, Jack.  Even today.

jack

Of course I remember.  Who could forget?

madeleine

They got in the way.  Youth ruled the day.  Innocent, unarmed students and workers were beaten and killed.  

I think you have grown soft, Jack.

Jack looks around the well-heeled apartment, looks at Madeleine and raises his eyebrows.

madeleine

Don’t be fooled by superficialities. Yes, I have had a comfortable life ... of boredom, tedious dinner parties, receptions for bloated foreign businessmen and their tacky little wives and mistresses.  I gave up a good career in film. I was glad when he went.  I was dying in a sea of mediocrity and inactivity. 

(pause)

Jack, I need to tell you something.  You asked earlier why I wrote to you.  Do you really want to know?

jack

Yes. 

madeleine

It was because we didn’t finish the job in ’68.  We left too many loose ends.  We allowed the government and bourgeois establishment to gain control and look where it has led.  

We planned a big gesture of defiance against the authorities, remember? It is not too late, Jack.  The time is now while all this is going on.  And who will they blame?  We can do it, Jack. You and I again as a team. 

FLASHBACK

EXT. DAY. THE SORBONNE 1968

The crowd of student protesters have dispersed.  Today there was no bloodshed.  Placards and posters litter the street outside the gates of the university. Jack, Jean-Luc and Madeleine stand talking.

jean-luc

Do you have anywhere to stay?

jack

I’m in a flea-bitten pension.  I’m looking for somewhere decent.

madeleine

We have a spare room.  Jean-Luc and I share an apartment.  It was my grandmother’s that she left to me.  Why don’t you join us?

Jean-Luc nods his agreement.

jack

Sure, if you don’t mind.

jean-Luc

You did a good job today.  We’ll go now, then I’ll drive you to pick your things.

jack

Are you sure it’s okay?

jean-Luc

You are one of us now, Jack.  A revolutionary!

They walk off.

Cut to:

EXT. THAT EVENING. OUTSIDE A CRUMBLING TOWNHOUSE IN A PARIS SIDE STREET.

Jack, Jean-Luc and Madeleine are outside the house, approaching the main door.

jean-Luc

The canal is at the end of the road.  Do you know Marcel Carne’s film ‘Hotel du Nord’? It is where it was set.

jack

Never heard of it.

madeleine

It is a great film.  About two people who are intent on destroying themselves.

jack

Sounds jolly!

madeleine

This is Paris.  We love life, but we are also very philosophical about death.  We don’t run away from it, like you Americans.

Cut to:

INT. EVENING. MADELEINE’S APARTMENT. 1968

It is an old crumbling building from the 19th century divided into student accommodation. Madeleine’s and Jean-Luc’s apartment was grand in its hey-day, but is now a mess.  There is a lounge, kitchen, bathroom and three bedrooms.

The lounge is untidy, with records and books strewn all over the place. Remnants of half eaten food are visible; revolutionary posters adorn the walls – Che Guevara, John Lennon, Mao Tse-Tung.  Bottles of cheap wine are on the coffee table.  A pushbike leans against the wall of the short corridor leading from the front door.

The apartment looks out onto a narrow and run-down side street. Cars and motorbikes are parked at odd angles on the pavement. 

jean-luc

Welcome to Chez Madeleine!

jack

Thanks. It looks...

madeleine

A mess?  I’m sorry...

jack

I was going to say ‘fine’, but yes.

madeleine

Put your case in the bedroom, then we’ll go and get the rest of your things.

Jean-Luc picks up one of the half empty wine bottles and takes a swig.  He passes it to Madeleine and Jack who both take swigs.

madeleine

Let me show you your bedroom.

She takes his hand, smiles at him and leads him to his room.  It is small, untidy, with a single fold-up bed.  There is a small cupboard and table with a lamp on it.  Some ripped and faded posters hang off the wall.  On the way back she shows him the toilet/bathroom.  It is small and filthy.  Wall paper is peeling off the wall over the bath tub.  Jack winces.

madeleine

It’s not very elegant, but you’ll be okay here.  

jack

How much do you want?

madeleine

What do you mean?

jack

Rent.

madeleine

We are not capitalist landlords, Jack.  We are a revolutionary commune now.  All property is theft, remember?

jack

Yeah, of course.

Jean-luc

Are you ready, Jack?  Let’s go.

Jean-Luc and Jack leave the apartment, go down the stairs and out into the street.

Parked on the pavement is a beat up old Citroen 2CV.  They get in and Jean-Luc starts the engine.  It SPLUTTERS into life and he REVS it hard.  They pull away from the pavement with a SQUEAL of tyres and head down the street.
We follow the car, being driven at break-neck speed, through the narrow side streets and out onto the wide boulevards.  Tyres SQUEAL as it rounds the corners and traffic islands at speed.  Jack is hanging on for grim death.

Jean-Luc dodges in and out of traffic, narrowly missing a bus and a cyclist.  

They are approaching a street when Jean –Luc sees that it is blocked by a police barricade.  He pulls up sharply.  He slams the car into reverse and finds an alternative route.  They talk loudly to each other over the ROAR of the engine.

jean-luc

The fucking pigs are everywhere.  They are really running scared now.  The end is near, I think.

jack

What then?

jean-luc

Then we take control of the universities and the workers will run their own factories.  We’ve had enough of greed and mismanagement.  The people who run this country are, how you say, jackasses.  It’s our time now.

jack

How many have died, Jean-Luc?

jean-luc

Too many, Jack. Some in the street when the pigs opened fire on us.  But we know that many have been taken to the detention centres and police stations and been beaten or tortured in the cells.  The authorities deny it, of course, but we know it happens.

Jack, why did you want to come here now?

jack

To study, of course.  But now I want to help.  It’s just the same in my country, you know.  The cops are out of control and the government stands by and watches.

jean-luc

I’m glad you’re here.  We need all the help we can get.

jack

Take a left here.  It’s that old building next to the fruit store.

They pull up outside a seedy hotel.  On one side is a fruit store; on the other a sex shop.  

jean-luc

Don’t be long.  The cops are everywhere.

Jack gets out and runs into the hotel.  Jean-Luc sits in the car with the engine running, looking around him, watching out for police patrols.  He takes out a cigarette and lights it.

At the end of the street he sees two policemen on foot coming towards him.

jean-luc

(to himself)
Shit!  Come on, Jack.

The police wander slowly along.  One of them gets out his pocket book.  Jean-Luc turns off the engine, gets out of the car and opens the bonnet.  He starts to tinker with the engine. Policeman #2 takes a note of the registration plate

policeman #1

Hey, you, what’s the problem?

Jean-Luc keeps his head under the bonnet and away from the gaze of the police.
jean-luc

Engine died.  Battery, I think.

policeman #2

You a student?  

jean-luc

No.  I deliver fruit for the old guy over there.  

policeman#1

Well, hurry up.  Get a move on.  You’re blocking the street. And watch that cigarette!

Jack emerges from the hotel, sees the cops and walks in the opposite direction.

The cops move off.  Jean-Luc gets back in the car and makes several attempts at starting it.  He looks around to see where the cops are.  Finally it fires into life.  He REVS it hard several times.  The police turn round, but continue on their patrol.  

Jack stops and turns to see the police have left.  He comes back to Jean-Luc and climbs into the car.  They leave.

jean-luc

Well done, Jack.  You don’t want to get recognised by the cops.  

jack

They wrote down your registration.

jean-luc

Don’t worry.  I have spare plates.  

Cut to:

INT. DAY. A POLICE STATION WAITING ROOM, NY. PRESENT DAY

Emma and Mike are sitting on a long wooden bench, waiting outside an office. A man, wearing a dark suit, his tie undone at the collar, emerges.  He sees them and calls them in. He is LIEUTENANT GILLES, aged 45, the cop who was at the funeral.  He looks careworn and indifferent.

lt. gilles

(lighting a cigarette)
Mr Rees?  Mrs Jacobs?  Won’t you come in?

Emma and Mike enter.  The lieutenant indicates for them to sit down.

lt.gilles

What can I do for you?

mike

Well, it’s kinda awkward.  It’s about our father.

emma

We’re worried about him.

There’s a long pause. Neither party knows what to say for a few seconds.  Gilles is looking increasingly bored.
lt. gilles

Why don’t you start at the beginning?

mike

We think he’s in some sort of trouble. 

lt. gilles

What do you mean?  Has he done something?

mike

Not exactly, but we think he might.  You see, our mother died a few weeks back, which, of course, you know about, and since then dad has not been himself.  Nothing drastic, you understand, but...

lt.gilles

That’s quite normal. Bereavement can do that.

emma

(taking charge of the situation)
He’s gone to France and we think he’s taken his gun with him.

Gilles now sits up.  She has his attention.
Lt. gilles

Are you telling me he’s tried to get on board a plane with a gun?

mike

We think so.

lt. gilles

Look, he wouldn’t get anywhere close.  Have you been to JFK recently? Tighter than a camel’s ass, if you’ll pardon the expression.

emma 

There’s something else, Lieutenant.  We found some old film belonging to him.  He was a student in Paris in 1968 during the riots.  He filmed them with some fellow students – a girl called Madeleine and another one, Jean-Luc something.

lt.gilles

Yeah, so?

mike

At the end of the film was something else. A short piece that showed two people, Madeleine and Jean-Luc we think, making out in a pretty graphic sort of way, if you see what I mean. Dad filmed them secretly.

lt.gilles

It was the 60s. 

emma

At the end of it he says something.  It’s difficult to make out but we think he ...
lt.gilles

OK, OK, I get the picture.  His friend’s humping his girl and he’s pissed about it.  It was the 60s!  Forty years ago, for Christ’s sake.
mike

But...
lt.gilles

Go home, Mr Rees.  I’ve got four unsolved homicides and a rape case here.
He looks intently at them.

Lt. Gilles

(calmer now)

If you can find any hard evidence, come and see me again.  OK?  It’s nothing to worry about, believe me.

mike

 But what about the missing gun?  I mean ...
lt.gilles

(exasperated)

Look, when people go away they hide things.  It’s probably in a safe or locked cupboard somewhere.  What you’ve told me so far is purely circumstantial.  I need something concrete!  Believe me, if he’s got to the airport with a gun we’d have heard about it.

emma

So you’re not going to do anything? 

lt.gilles

What do you want me to do?  

emma

I don’t know.

lt.gilles

Go home.  Let your father enjoy his vacation.  I’m sure there’s nothing to worry about.

Mike and Emma look at each other, rise to leave.  
mike

Lieutenant, can I ask you something?  Is my father still under suspicion?

lt.gilles

No, he’s not.  We’re satisfied it was ... suicide.

mike

Why did you suspect him then?

lt.gilles

Your mother was found in a locked car, with the engine on, in a locked garage.  We have to investigate all suspicious deaths.

emma

Why did you come to her funeral?  

lt.gilles

To pay my respects, Mrs Jacobs. Now go home and stop worrying.  Goodbye.

Mike and Emma leave the office.  They walk down the corridor together.

emma

What now?

mIKE

I’m still not convinced.  There’s something we’ve missed.  Okay, the gun might still be there, but I’ve got a gut feeling.  

emma

I don’t know, Mike.  Maybe he’s right.

mike

There’s only one way to find out.

Cut to:

INT. NIGHT. JACK’S HOUSE

Emma and Mike enter.  They stand for a moment in the lounge, looking around.

emma

Where do we begin? And what are we looking for?

mike

Like the man said, something concrete.

Okay, if you were going away where would you hide a gun?  

emma

A locked chest, a cupboard, I don’t know.

mike

Try the garage.  He might have locked it in his car.  I’ll go through his study again.

We follow Emma as she heads towards the garage through an internal door.  She picks up his keys on the way. She opens Jack’s car and starts to search – under the seats, in the glove compartment, in the trunk, under the hood.  Nothing!

She searches in some trunks and tool cupboards, behind paint cans on a shelf, anywhere that could hide a gun.  Still nothing. 

From inside we hear Mike’s voice.

mike (OC)

Emma, come here.

Emma leaves the search and goes back inside.

emma

What?

mike

Take a look.

He hands her the airmail letter that we saw earlier in Jack’s desk.

emma

From France! Shall we read it?

mike

What do you think?

emma

Dad will never forgive us if he finds out.

mike

Read it! 

FLASHBACK

INT. MORNING. MADELEINE’S APARTMENT 1968

Jean-Luc stands at the half open door to Jack’s bedroom.  He is wearing shorts but no top.  He has two mugs of coffee in his hands. Jack is still in bed, just awake.  We HEAR some music in the background – Hendrix’s ‘All Along the Watchtower’.
jean-luc

Good morning.  Did you sleep well?  Coffee?

jack

The bed’s a bit hard, but it’ll do.  Thanks.

He takes one of the mugs, sits up in bed and drinks.

jean-luc

I’m going out to get some food.  Madeleine’s up.

He turns, throws on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt which are draped over the settee and leaves.

madeleine

(shouting to Jean-Luc)
Don’t forget the butter and some fruit. Melons!

jean-luc

I know.

Jack gets up and saunters into the lounge, stretching, easing his aching muscles.  He slumps onto the settee.

Madeleine enters from the kitchen.  She is wearing a pair of small panties, but nothing else.  Jack sees for the first time her voluptuous figure, her well-formed breasts and smooth skin.

He stares at her.

madeleine

Have you never seen a girl’s tits before?

Jack realises he is staring and becomes uncomfortable and embarrassed.

jack

I ... I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean...

madeleine

Well, what do you think?  

jack

About what?  Oh, yeah, they’re fantastic.

madeleine

Do you want to feel them?

jack

Sure.

Madeleine slowly leans forward and her breasts are almost touching Jack’s face.  He reaches up.  Just as he is about to fondle them, Madeleine withdraws, laughing.

Madeleine

You Americans!  You are so easy.  Maybe later, my dear Jack.

Jack slumps back, distraught, embarrassed.

jack

That wasn’t fair!  And I’m not easy, okay?

madeleine

I have something else to show you.

She gets an 8mm movie camera from under the settee and shows it to Jack.

madeleine

I am studying film, Jack, and I am documenting the riots and the speeches, everything that is going on in the streets.  I want to leave a record of what it was really like for future generations because this is not the end of the revolution.  

jack

I don’t follow.

madeleine

This is just the beginning.  After us, there will be others.  This will be their history, their archive of what we achieved for them.  Do you want to see what I’ve shot so far?

She fetches an old projector, threads the film, sets it up to show the image on a blank wall, pulls the curtains and turns out lights.  The room is in total darkness.  She switches it on. They sit together on the settee.  

We hear the RATTLE of the film sprockets as they turn.  The film flickers for a second, then we see the silent images.

We see a group of several hundred students in a street, all facing the same way.

madeleine

This was a difficult shot.  The police line was only 50 metres away.  I had to use a long lens.

The film continues.  The line of students walks slowly towards the camera.  Madeleine is now shooting from the side, the camera pans slowly to show the police line. Hundreds of police in riot gear, with shields and batons.  A senior officer steps forward and SHOUTS and gestures to the students.  He is trying to get them to turn back.  They ignore him.

madeleine

I wanted a close up of the police here.  Look at that young cop and the way he’s holding his stick.  Look, he’s peed himself.  I like that shot a lot.

We see a CU on a young policeman’s face.  He is clearly terrified at what is about to happen. The camera moves down to his trousers where we see a large damp patch.

The camera turns back to the crowd.  CU on Jean-Luc in the front line.  

madeleine

I don’t think he knew I was taking that shot.  

The line of students gets nearer.  Suddenly from behind the police line tear gas is fired into the students.  We see the white smoke as it spreads through the crowd.  There is panic.  The students fall back, covering their eyes, running in different directions. The camera follows them, jerking this way and that as Madeleine tries to keep up.  

She follows a small group – five or six - down a side street.  We see several making for a fruit stall.  She follows them.

jack

What are they doing?

Madeleine

Wait.

CU on the students’ hands as they grasp some fruit. Without asking, several students grab lemons from the stall, break them open and rub the juice in their eyes.  CU on one student’s red and burning eyes.

madeleine

It takes away the effects of the tear gas. 

The film stops and Madeleine turns on the lights and opens the curtains.  

madeleine

That’s all I’ve got so far. Well?

jack

You are very talented.  It’s good.

madeleine

(becoming more and more animated and passionate)

It’s not finished yet and, of course, it’s unedited.  I want to get some real action, say, inside one of the police stations.  Can you imagine that?

She turns to Jack and kisses him, lightly on the lips, then more passionately.  When she has finished, she rolls a joint and lights it.  She takes in several long drags and passes it to Jack, who does likewise.  They sit for a few moments until the drugs start to take effect.

madeleine

Thank you for watching it.  You are so cool. You can touch me now if you want.  I want to fuck.

Jack

What?  But I thought...

madeleine

All this turns me on.  When I was filming I nearly had an orgasm, right there in the street. Come on, Jack. 
She takes another long drag of the joint.  Jack’s hand gradually moves towards her breasts.   He touches them, cups them in his hands, kisses them, burying his head between them.  He moves his hands down her body and inside her panties.  She arches her back and moans quietly as he begins to rub her.  He starts to masturbate himself.  He is about to mount her when the front door slams.  Jean-Luc has returned.

jean-Luc

(calling from the hallway)

They had no melons.  I got some oranges instead.

Jack quickly adjusts himself, covering his lower quarters with a cushion, but Madeleine seems unconcerned.  She gets up and greets Jean-Luc with a kiss on each cheek.  She hands him the joint and he takes a long drag and hands it back to her.

Cut to:

INT. NIGHT. JACK’S HOUSE.

Emma is holding the letter.  She is reluctant to take it out of the envelope at first, then decides to.

At first she reads it to herself.  Mike is getting anxious.

mike

Out loud, Em.

emma

Are you sure?

mike

Yeah. 

emma

(reading)

‘My dearest Jack...’

(she looks at Mike)

‘My dearest Jack.  I expect this will come as a complete surprise and you will probably be looking at the end of the letter to see who it is from.  I will save you the trouble.  It’s me – Madeleine.’

(to Mike)

The girl in the photo?

(continues reading)

‘I know it’s been many years since we last saw each other, but in recent weeks and months you have been in my thoughts nearly everyday.  Maybe it’s because of the problems my country is facing at the moment.  It takes me back to those wonderful days in ’68 when we were not only brothers and sisters in revolution, but lovers as well.’

Oh God!

‘I know time has moved on and we are probably different people now, but the fire of revolution still burns deeply in me.  Does it with you?  My darling, I want you to come to Paris.  I need to see you one last time and for you to do one more thing for me.’

I can’t go on.

She hands the letter to Mike, who reads:

‘Do you remember we always planned a big revolutionary gesture, something that would shake the establishment to the core.  It would complete what we started in ’68. 

I want you to think about what structure symbolises my city and France.  And what would happen if it were destroyed.  The time is now while my country is in turmoil.  After all, who would get the blame?

You know I never stopped loving you, Jack.  Come to me one last time.

Goodbye my love, Madeleine.’

My God, the woman’s insane.  She wants to blow up the Eiffel Tower! And dad’s going along with it.  Oh God! This can’t be happening, Em.  Tell me this isn’t happening.

emma

I feel sick.  

We’ve got to see Gilles again. We got to show him this.

Cut to:

INT. DAY. OUTSIDE GILLES’ OFFICE

Mike and Emma are sitting on the same bench as before, waiting for Gilles.  We see only his legs and feet as he walks down the corridor.  He stops.  He’s seen them waiting.

gilles

(to himself)

Mother of God!

He gets nearer to them. The camera now reveals the whole person, cigarette in mouth and holding a Starbuck’s coffee cup.

gilles

You two camp here or what?  

mike

We found something.  

gilles

You got five minutes.

He opens his office door.  They all enter.  Mike and Emma sit as before.  Gilles takes his seat behind his desk, puts his cigarette down and slurps his coffee.

Mike hands him the letter. Gilles starts to read it.

gilles

This Madeleine the one you were telling me about?

emma

Yes. 

Gilles suddenly stops reading, freezes, picks up his glasses from his desk, puts them on and starts to concentrate.  

gilles

Holy shit!

He finishes the letter.  

gilles

Okay, you got my attention.  Where’s your father staying?  

mike

We don’t know.  We searched everywhere last night.  There’s no sign of anything. And his gun definitely isn’t there. 

gilles

And there’s no address on the letter either.  There must be 10,000 Madeleines in Paris. 

He thinks for a second or two, rubs his forehead, scratches his ear, then presses a button on his intercom.  A woman’s voice answers.

woman

Yes sir?

gilles

Jeannie, get me the European division at the State Department in DC.  Paris desk.

Cut to:

INT. NIGHT. MADELEINE’S APARTMENT. PRESENT DAY

After the meal.  Jack and Madeleine are sitting together, nursing a glass of red wine each.  The remains of the meal are seen on the table.

Some smooth jazz is playing on the hi-fi.  They are clearly more relaxed in each other’s company now.

jack

It’s not been easy the last few years.  The company I worked for nearly went under. I spent every day on the road selling goddamn toilets to goddamn corner hardware stores in Nowheresville USA. I was screwed by just about everybody.

madeleine

And your wife dying, too.  My darling, it must have been awful.  I wish I could have done something for you.

jack

They thought I did it, you know.  They thought I locked her in the car, turned on the engine and left her to die.

madeleine

But you weren’t arrested, were you?

jack

The bastards took me in and questioned me.  Even the FBI got involved. Psychological testing or some such crap.  You don’t know what it was like.

madeleine

What about your children?  It must have been difficult for them too.

jack

I sometimes wonder if they blamed me as well.  Christ, what a mess! What the hell was it all for?

madeleine

Stay with me tonight.  You’re safe now.

jack

No, I ... it’s too soon.  I need to think.  I’ll go.

Jack gets up, puts on his coat and goes to the door.  Madeleine kisses him on both cheeks, strokes his face and then kissed him on the lips. 

madeleine

Call me in the morning.  We can make everything right.

He leaves the apartment, goes down the stairs and into the street.

We follow him along the dimly-lit street.  There are hardly any people around.  He passes a church.  The clock reads 11pm.  

We follow him onto a wide boulevard, across into a long narrow road with a large archway at the end – a smaller version of the Arc de Triomphe.

He passes a drunk lying curled up in a shop doorway, an empty wine bottle by his side.  Another is urinating in a doorway. A prostitute appears from a side alley and propositions Jack; another, with bare breasts, leans out of an upstairs window.

We hear a CAR ENGINE in the distance getting closer.  It pulls up with a SQUEAL of brakes next to Jack.  He ignores it and continues walking.  A voice calls to him from within the car. It’s the police.  

policeman

(in French)
Hey, you.  What are you doing?  Don’t you know there’s a curfew?

Jack stops.

jack

What?  I’m sorry, I’m a tourist.  I don’t understand.

policeman

Oh, a fucking American.  Listen asshole, you are not supposed to be on the streets at this time of night.  You got a death wish or something?

jack

All right, I’m sorry, but I am not an asshole, okay?

Two cops get out of the car and bundle him into the back seat.

JACK

(shouting)

What the hell are you doing?  I’ve done nothing wrong!  You bastards, you can’t do this.

policeman

You’re coming with us, asshole.  You think we’ve got time to fuck around with your sort.  Let the Inspector sort you out.

The car roars off, Jack in the back seat with a cop each side of him.  

He sits, frightened, between them. They look straight ahead, not talking, but alert as to what might happen.  We hear the radio giving messages to various patrol cars.  Riots have broken out again all over Paris suburbs.

The car speeds through the empty streets of Paris, lights flashing and SIREN BLARING. Jack tries to plead his innocence, but the cops give him the cold shoulder.

jack

Why are you wasting your time with me?  I’ve done nothing.

(pause)

Surely you’ve got better things to do?

(Pause)

I mean, all the rioting.  I’m nobody.  

(pause)

I’m going to report you bastards to the American Embassy.  You can’t do this.

The car pulls up outside a police station.  They bundle Jack into the waiting area.  One sits with him, while the others wait for the Inspector to arrive.  A drunk sprawls on the floor in a pool of his own vomit.  Jack turns away in disgust.  

One of the officers offers him a cigarette.  He declines it.  The cop shrugs his shoulder and lights one up for himself.

From inside somewhere, we can hear the SCREAMS of people and police SHOUTING at them.  A teenager is brought in, pushed against the wall and searched for weapons.  

The cop has barely taken two drags of his cigarette when the Inspector arrives.  He quickly stubs it out, stands up and salutes.

The Inspector stands over Jack for a second or two, then indicates for Jack to follow him.

Jack rises and goes into an office.  He is invited to sit down.  The Inspector sits behind his desk, lights up a cigarette and looks at Jack.

Inspector

What were you doing out so late? There is a ten o’clock curfew.  It was stupid and dangerous.

jack

I didn’t know. I’ve not long arrived here.

inpsector

A tourist, eh?  In that part of the city?  Desperate or something?

jack

I was lost.  I’d been to ...a bar and had a few too many.  Look, I’m sorry, okay.  I didn’t mean to swear at your officers. 

inspector

Name?

jack

Jack Rees.  R-E-E-S.

INSPECTOR

Where are you staying?

jack

With a friend.  

inspector

Address?

jack

Um ... rue de la Victoire. Number 28.

inspector

Do you have any identification?  Passport?

Jack hands over his passport.  The Inspector looks at it and checks that it is Jack’s.  

inspector

M’sieur Rees.  I have more important things to do than babysit stupid American tourists who are looking for some cheap pussy.  Go home.  Stay off the streets.  You’re free to go.

jack

Thank you. And I’m sorry.

inspector

Bon soir, M’sieur Rees!

Jack rises and leaves the office.  We follow him out of the station as he heads for the nearest Metro station, which is a few hundred meters along the street.  He disappears down the steps and into the station.

Cut to:

INT. NIGHT. BACK AT THE POLICE STATION. THE INSPECTOR’S OFFICE

The Inspector takes out another cigarette and lights it.  He is about to pick up the phone.  There is a KNOCK on his door.

inspector

What?

A young cop enters, with a piece of paper in his hand.

young cop

Sir, this has just come through from headquarters to all stations.

He hands the Inspector the sheet.

He looks at it. CU on his face as he realises what he’s reading.

inspector

(shouting)

Get me Inspector LaGrange!

He throws the paper on his desk and hurries out of his office.  CU as we see what is on it – a picture of Jack.  It is from the US State Department. 

Cut to:

EXT. NIGHT. PARIS

Jack emerges from a Metro station. The streets are almost empty.  Thunder is heard in the distance and it is beginning to rain. It is midnight.  He hurries along the streets, crosses several roads and heads back to his hotel.  He stands outside, unseen, for a second or two until the receptionist leaves the desk for a moment.

Jack crosses the road and enters the hotel lobby.  He leans over the desk and finds his room key.

INT. NIGHT. JACK’S HOTEL ROOM

He takes out his suitcase and hurriedly fills it with his clothes.  From the bottom of his wardrobe he takes the parcel that was handed to him when he first arrived.  He puts it in the suitcase.

He leaves his room and quietly goes down the stairs, avoiding the lift.  He sees a fire exit, carefully opens it and emerges at the rear of the hotel.  It is now raining hard.

EXT. NIGHT. PARIS 

He hurries along the streets, his coat collar pulled up around his neck.  A car speeds past him, splashing him with water.

He keeps to the side streets and hides in doorways when a police car slowly passes him.  He disappears into a Metro station again.

We next see him outside the door to Madeleine’s apartment.  He RINGS the bell and waits what seems like interminable minutes.  He looks around to see if anyone else is there.

Eventually ...

madeleine

Who is it?

jack

It’s me. Jack.  

The door latch clicks and Jack enters.

Cut to:

INT. NIGHT. MADELEINE’S APARTMENT

Jack is taking off his soaked clothes.  The storm outside is raging.

Madeleine, wearing an outdoor coat with nothing underneath, rushes to pour him a drink.  She then takes his wet clothes and hangs them up to dry.

madeleine

What happened?

jack

The police picked me up. I had to tell them my name but I gave a false address.  I don’t like it.  Can I stay here for a while?  

madeleine

Of course.  

She goes to the bathroom and turns on the shower and hands him a couple of towels.

Jack can be seen through the opaque glass shower door, relaxing in the hot shower.  Madeleine approaches, stands and watches him, slips off her coat and enters.

We see them caressing and kissing as the water cascades over them.

Cut to:

MADELEINE’S BEDROOM – SOME TIME LATER THAT NIGHT

Jack and Madeleine are in bed.  Candles are burning, giving a soft, romantic light.  They have just finished making love and are embracing each other.

madeleine

Tell me about your wife.  Was she beautiful?

jack

I thought so. She worked for my boss.  Whenever I was in the office, we’d meet up.  Usually in the storeroom.   

madeleine

How very American.

jack

We did it a few times in there, yes. We had a good marriage until she became ill.  It’s an ugly disease.  Robs people of their dignity and ... beauty.

madeleine

Tell me about your work.

jack

I was working all hours, travelling the length and breadth of the north-east states; looking after Kathy; seeing the kids through college.  No bastard ever lifted a finger to help, apart from the kids, I mean.  Couldn’t afford the insurance in the end. 

madeleine

No other family?  

jack

No, they all live too far away.  Just the two of us!

(pause)

Then the cops started sniffing around, making insinuations, trying to get me to confess to something I didn’t do.

They hounded me for weeks. I sometimes wonder if I really did...

Madeleine

What, my darling?

jack

Nothing.

madeleine

I know this is why you came.  This is why you and I must do this thing.  We have both been betrayed.

THE NEXT MORNING

Jack and Madeleine are having breakfast in the kitchen.  She is wearing an oversized sweater with nothing underneath.  He is wearing pyjama bottoms with nothing on top.

jack

It won’t work.  You know that, don’t you?

madeleine

Of course it will. You are a defeatist, Jack.

jack

Have you been to the Eiffel Tower recently?

madeleine

My darling, Parisians don’t go there, anymore than New Yorkers go to the Statue of Liberty.

jack

I was there the other day.  The lines are half way round the Peripherique.  If you have anything larger than a purse, they search you.

madeleine

We could smuggle it in strapped to one of us.

jack

No!  You’d need a bomb the size of the Arc de Triomphe. Listen, Madeleine. Who do we really want to hurt?  Who do the kids hate most?  

madeleine

The cops?  I don’t understand.

jack

The kids who are rampaging around French cities hate the police. They blame them for the way they have been treated.  Back in ’68 we hated the authorities as well. The beatings, the torture!  

He waits a second to let the idea sink in.
What if we were to hit a police station?  Who gets the blame?  The kids.  We are in the clear.  We could do it easily and be away before they knew what hit them.

Madeleine

Of course!  That is a wonderful idea.  And it would work.  It would be a grand, defiant act of revolution.  That would make Sarkozy sit up and think.

jack

It would also be revenge for what they did to Jean-Luc. 

madeleine

Yes.  Poor Jean-Luc. Jack, I underestimated you.  

FLASHBACK 

INT. MORNING. MADELEINE’S APARTMENT 1968

Jack and Madeleine are asleep, draped over each other.  Both are naked under the bedclothes. 

Jack awakes first and lights a cigarette.  He lies on his back smoking.  Madeleine wakes and coughs, waving the smoke away.  She turns over, half awake, and looks at the bedside clock.  It says 9.30.

From the kitchen we can hear the sounds of Jean-Luc as he makes coffee.  In the background we HEAR Dylan’s ‘Masters of War’ playing.
Jack gets up and puts on a pair of pants, wanders over to the window, stretches, yawns and takes in the fresh air.  He flicks his half-smoked cigarette over the balcony.

He ambles into the kitchen.  Jean-Luc is sitting, holding a cup of coffee, reading a paper.  He indicates the coffee pot and Jack pours himself one.

They sit in silence for a few moments.

jean-luc

She’s good, yes?

jack

(not comprehending at first)

What?  Oh, yes.  She’s good.

jean-luc

Today we must act.

jack

Uh? 

jean-luc

Jack, we are fighting a war.  Wars are not won by sitting around talking or screwing all night.

jack

No, I suppose not.  So ... what are we doing?

jean-luc

There is a big rally at the Bastille.  I think Daniel is speaking, if they let him.  It’s important we go. 

We are planning something that will really make them take notice.

jack

What?

jean-Luc

Can I trust you, Jack?  

jack

Of course.  What do you mean?

jean-luc

We are planning to ... make a big revolutionary event.  It will rock the establishment to its foundations.

jack

What are you going to do, blow up the Arc de Triomphe or something?

jean-luc

No, no.  The Eiffel Tower!

Jack looks at him, horrified, his mouth agape.  Slowly a smile spreads across his face and he burst out laughing.  Tears are streaming down his face.

Jean-Luc can’t help but join in.
Madeleine emerges, still naked, and wanders seductively into the kitchen, stretching and yawning.  She looks a bit bemused at all the hilarity.  

She goes to Jack and kisses him on the cheek, then moves to Jean-Luc and stands next to him, her arm round his neck.  He puts his arm round her waist, pulls her towards him and kisses her breasts.

The laughter stops abruptly as Jack watches them.  He doesn’t know what to make of this matter-of-fact, liberal sexual behaviour.

madeleine

I’m going to have a shower.  

jean-luc

We leave at ten.

Madeleine heads towards the bathroom.  Jack finishes his coffee, while Jean-Luc continues reading his paper.  

jean-Luc

There’s bread and some cheese in the cupboard if you’re hungry.

Cut to:

EXT. DAY.  THE BASTILLE

A crowd of several hundred students and workers are starting to assemble around the massive Bastille monument.  Some are holding placards; others waving red communist flags. 

They have completely paralysed this part of the city, filling the roads around the great monument.  A cacophony of CAR HORNS is heard as motorists are stranded in the huge traffic jams that are building up.

Images of DeGaulle, accentuating his big nose, some depicting him as a Nazi, are everywhere.  Slogans are scrawled on the walls, on the pavements and roads.  Jack, Madeleine and Jean-Luc push their way through the throng to try to get as near to the front as possible.

Madeleine is holding her camera, filming as she goes along.  Some students play up to the camera, making revolutionary gestures of defiance; others giving the victory sign; some shouting slogans into the lens.

The atmosphere is one of excitement and anticipation, tense but largely good humoured at this time.

SIRENS can be heard in the background, but nobody takes any notice of them at this point.

Word starts to spread that the riot police have arrived.  Madeleine wants to film them and indicates to Jean-Luc that she is going to find where they are.  She disappears into the crowd, going back and forth looking for the police lines.  She finds them – armoured trucks, water cannon, police buses full of heavily equipped cops.  A line behind the students and workers is formed, boxing them in.  The police stand in serried ranks, batons and shields at the ready.

They stand impassive, silent, menacing behind their blackened visors.  Madeleine starts to film them from a safe distance.  She moves in slowly to get close ups.  She is a matter of feet away from them when several break ranks and come towards her.

She moves back into the crowd, still filming, as they pursue her.  They are in the middle of the crowd now, who are closing in around them, trapping them.  Madeleine passes her camera to a student, who, understanding what she is doing, immediately secretes it in his backpack.  The police are now totally surrounded.  They pull out their pistols and aim them at any student who happens to be near. The tension mounts as the stand-off develops.

The students, unarmed and silent, back off as the police slowly move back to their colleagues, looking around for the slightest movement or threat from the crowd.

Madeleine retrieves her camera and continues filming from a safe distance.  

Quietly at first, then with increasing intensity, the crowd starts to CHANT ‘Back, Back’, as they begin to follow the policemen.  They start to clap in rhythm as they chant.  The chanting gets louder and louder, more and more intimidating.  

A voice is heard over the PA system.  The students and workers turn to face the podium situated right under the massive Bastille memorial.  It is DANIEL COHN-BENDIT, the student revolutionary leader. He is 23 years old, charismatic with a shock of red hair. He has seen the potential threat to the rally.

He is shouting into a microphone, gesturing for calm from the crowd and from the police.

The crowd gradually grows silent, all now with their backs to the police line.  The police have reformed and are standing silently again.

He moves to the microphone, waits for total silence and then...

cohn-bendit

Brothers and Sisters, fellow workers, revolutionaries, the time has come for action.  In co-operation with our brothers in the trade unions we are

calling for a twenty-four hour general strike.  

There is a huge CHEER from the crowd.  Banners, flags and placards are waved in the air. Chanting begins ‘Out, Out’. It goes on for some moments.

Cohn-Bendit lets it build up to a crescendo and then calls for quiet once more.

Cut to:

The police lines behind the crowd

We see senior officers moving around the ranks, giving orders, speaking into mobile communications equipment.

Back to the crowd

Cohn-Bendit is about to speak again.

cohn-bendit

We aim to paralyse the country, bring it to a standstill.  Every factory, school, university, transport system, television and radio station...

Before he has finished, the first tear gas canisters are fired into the crowd.  They EXPLODE, white gas clouds covering the crowd.  There are screams from the crowd.  More follow.  Panic breaks out, students and workers running this way and that.  Water cannon are now discharged, soaking many and knocking them off their feet.  More tear gas is fired.  The students start to run in all directions to get away from it.  

Cohn-Bendit is hustled from the podium by his ‘minders’ and taken away.

Madeleine, holding a handkerchief across her face, starts to film again, moving around the crowd, being jostled as they try to escape.

Jean-Luc and Jack, handkerchiefs over their faces, find Madeleine and pull her back into safety.  She resists at first, but the tear gas is getting too intense.

They run off together down a side street, exhilarated but fearful at the same time.  They run until almost exhausted, then stop to catch their breaths.

More students follow them, running on, going up side streets, into doorways, alleys, anywhere where they can be safe.

jean-Luc

Are you all right?  What were you thinking?

madeleine

I had to film it.  People have to know.

jack

What the hell do we do now?  Christ, my eyes are stinging.

Jean-Luc

Don’t rub them, Jack!

They sit on a door step to figure out what to do next.  A police van approaches, stops beside them.  Two armed police get out.  Jack, Madeleine and Jean-Luc remain seated.  The police come towards them.  

One of them suddenly hits Jack across the face with the butt of his rifle, sending him sprawling on the street, blood gushing from the wound on his forehead.

Madeleine steps forward.

madeleine

You bastards!  What are you doing?

She kneels down to attend to Jack.  Jean-Luc stands and faces up to the cops.  

jean-luc

(screaming into their faces)
You’re no better than Nazi fucking pigs.  You pieces of shit!

One of the cops points his rifle straight at Jean-Luc’s forehead, cocks it and we see his finger on the trigger, slowly pulling it back.  Jean-Luc stays where he is.  CU on his face shows that he is terrified, but he will not give way. CU on the cop’s face, full of hatred, muscles tensed, eyes bulging.  CU on the end of the rifle barrel as we see it shaking slightly.

jean-Luc

If you shoot me, all you achieve is to make me a martyr. 

The cop slowly backs down and lowers his gun. 

Three other cops emerge from the van and arrest Jean-Luc, brutally grabbing him and forcing his arms behind his back until the pain becomes so intense he nearly passes out.

They bundle him into the van and drive off at speed, leaving Jack and Madeleine on the pavement.

Cut to:

INT. MORNING. MADELEINE’S APARTMENT. PRESENT DAY

Jack leans forward to Madeleine and shows her the scar he still has from the rifle butt.

She touches it gently and kisses it.

madeleine

Did Jean-Luc ever tell you what they did to him?  They were very clever, they never left any sign of their brutality on the people they arrested.

jack

You loved him, didn’t you?  

madeleine

He was my soul mate, my inspiration.  He taught me things I never knew before.  He was a genuine revolutionary, not like the assholes out there today.  They are just scum.  They deserve everything that’s coming to them.

jack

Why didn’t you ever tell me?

madeleine

Tell you what?

jack

That you and he were ... lovers.  That you and he fucked all the time, even when you were fucking me.

madeleine

Jack, it was a long time ago.  I loved you both equally.  You mustn’t think...

jack

What?  That he was better than me?  That I was just a wet behind the ears kid from the sticks who didn’t know what his dick was for?

Madeleine

No, Jack.  It wasn’t like that.  It was always you, my darling.  It was always you!  Why do you think I wrote to you, yearned for you to come to me again after all these years?  It was because I love you.  I always have.

jack

How much do you love me?

madeleine

Oh Jack!  How can you ask such a question?

He looks at her, waiting for her to continue.  Eventually she realises he’s serious.

madleine

I would give everything for you.  I would give my life for you, Jack.

She throws her arms around him, kissing him on his cheek, stroking his hair, running her fingers across his face and mouth.  She puts her finger gently to his lips and into his mouth.  He starts to suck it, like a teat.  He lifts up Madeleine’s sweater and pulls it over her neck.  She is naked.  She slowly undoes the cord to his pyjama bottoms and lets them slip to the floor.

He grabs her and she puts her legs round his waist as he hoists her up on the table top, sending cups and plates flying in all directions.  

FLASHBACK

Cut to:

INT. NIGHT. TWO DAYS LATER. MADELEINE’S APARTMENT. 1968

Jack is sleeping on the settee, a large plaster on his forehead. He is covered with a blanket. Madeleine is pacing, looking out of the window, alert to any sound that might signal Jean-Luc’s return.  

The door-latch is heard and Jean-Luc enters.  His clothes are dishevelled and torn; he has walks slowly and painfully, but there are no visible signs of his ill-treatment.

He enters the apartment and Madeleine rushes up to him and embraces him.  She is crying with relief.

He winces as she grabs him and she helps him slowly to his bed.  She carefully undresses him and we hear whimpers from him as his clothes are removed.

The camera is on Jack, still asleep.  He slowly opens his eyes and becomes aware that Jean-Luc has returned.  He hears their muted voices from inside Jean-Luc’s bedroom. He gets up and walks towards the bedroom.  The door is only half open.  He stands outside looking in.  He sees Madeleine and Jean-Luc undressing each other.  Jean-Luc falls back onto the bed, while Madeleine sooths his body with her fingers. 

She leans over him and they kiss.  She gets on top of him and they start to make love, gently at first then more passionately.  She is riding him harder and harder.  They roll over, with Jean-Luc on top.  Madeleine’s legs are wrapped around him. They are both moaning in sexual ecstasy.

Jack stares at them for a moment, then goes back to the settee, feels underneath it and finds Madeleine’s camera.  He goes back to the bedroom door and starts to film them having sex.  We hear him whisper that he will kill them both because of their betrayal.

He finishes filming and puts the camera in his own room, secreted in a cupboard. 

Cut to:

EXT.DAY. CDG AIRPORT ARRIVALS. PRESENT DAY

Emma and Mike emerge from the Arrivals Lounge at the airport.  Waiting for them is a large black unmarked police car.  A man gets out of the car and greets them.  He is INSPECTOR LAGRANGE, a greying 50 year old, of the Paris Anti-Terrorism Squad.  He exudes an air of professionalism and urgency as he ushers them to the car.

They get in and drive off.

Inside the car
mike

Is there any news of our father yet, Inspector?

lagrange

I’m afraid not.  All we know is that he has not been back to his hotel.  

emma

He’s disappeared?

lagrange

It seems so.

mike

And the woman?

LaGrange shrugs his shoulders.

emma

How are we going to find them?  What are you planning to do?

laGRange

Madame, there are thousands of Madeleines in Paris.  

mike

You mean you’ve no idea where to start.

lagrange

We are doing everything we can, but you must realise that this is, as you say, like looking for a needle in a haystack.

emma

We know that they were both at the Sorbonne in 68.  That narrows it down a bit, doesn’t it?  We’ve got to start somewhere.

laegrange

We are checking their records, Madame, but it was a long time ago when they were here.
mike

It’s all we’ve got, though.

The car is seen driving along the Peripherique at speed, siren BLARING, weaving in and out of the traffic.

Cut to:

EXT.DAY. A SUBURB OF PARIS. PRESENT DAY

An old man, a tramp, is shuffling along a desolate, grey street. It is cold and windy.  Rubbish blows around, tin cans RATTLE along the road.  The suburb populated mainly by immigrants from North Africa and Middle East countries.  We hear Arab MUSIC, mixed with hip-hop and traditional African rhythms coming from various windows of the grey concrete high rise buildings.  An argument between a man and a woman can be heard from one of the flats.

Along the street are a few scrawny trees, but there is a distinct lack of greenery elsewhere.  Between the blocks of flats are bare concrete and tarmac areas where groups of teenagers hang around, smoking, drinking, play-fighting.

The old man, his head down against the cold wind, wanders among the youths.  They take no notice of him at first.  Then one youth flicks his cigarette at him and gives him the finger.  His mates jeer at the old man.

He stops, lifts his head and we see that it is Jack.  He turns and looks at the kids, then continues on his way.  On the other side of the ‘square’ we can see officers of the CRS leaning against the side of one of their vans, smoking, chatting, watching the youths.

Jack continues on until he reaches the cops.  They watch him as he goes past, but they are not really concerned with him.  He’s just another hopeless layabout who scrounges off the state.

INT. DAY. SUPERMARKET.

Jack wanders into a small local supermarket, run by an African, who is behind the only check-out desk.  Some local youths are in there, waiting their opportunity to steal whatever comes to hand.  The African keeps an eye on them, but is distracted when Jack presents him with a loaf of bread that he wants to buy.

The youths grab some cigarettes and rush out of the shop, laughing.  The shop keeper, powerless to do anything, swears at them as they disappear into the estate.

shopkeeper

The little bastards!  They are bleeding me dry.  The fucking cops do nothing.  Look at them, just standing around.

jack

They’re kids.  They’re not the real villains.  

shopkeeper

No.  You’re right.  It’s that Yusef character that’s the problem.  They all work for him.  They steal for him, they even kill for him.

jack

Who’s this Yusef? Does he live round here?

shopkeeper

I don’t know anything.  What do you want?
jack

Just some bread.

shopkeeper

Let me warn you, keep your mouth shut, monsieur.  

jack

I might be able to help you.  Just a name, that’s all.

Some of the youths from the ‘square’ enter the shop.  They swagger around, deliberately knocking over displays. They push other shoppers out of the way.  An old woman is knocked to the ground, her shopping spilling everywhere.  One of the youths picks up an apple that has fallen out of her bag, offers it to the woman, who reaches out for it.  At the last second, he takes a big bite out of it and throws it on the ground.

They leave with pockets full of cigarettes and sweets.

shopkeeper

(whispering to Jack)
Ahmed Yusef.  Café Maroc.

Jack pays for his bread and leaves the shop.  The shopkeeper goes over to the old woman and helps her up.

EXT.DAY.THE ESTATE

Jack is shuffling along the street again, eating his loaf of bread.  Three youths approach him.  They are huddled up against the cold, their collars pulled around their necks.  One of them, the ‘leader’ is a black African; the other two are Middle Eastern.  They form a barrier so that he cannot pass.

He stops and looks at them.

youth #1

Where are you going?

Jack says nothing.  He looks around at each of them in turn.

youth #2

He’s not worth it.  He’s got no money. Let’s go.

youth #1

No.  I asked him a question.  Who are you?

jack

I’m nobody.  I’m hungry just like you.  I’m cold just like you.

youth #1

What do you want here?  You don’t live here.

jack

I’m looking for my relatives.  They live near a café somewhere.  That’s all I know.

youth #3

Just our fucking luck!  Give us some bread, old man.

Jack breaks the bread in half and gives it to Youth #3.  He, in turn, breaks it into three and hands the pieces to his mates.

youth #2

What else you got?

jack

Do I look as if I have anything? 

youth #1

Who are these relatives?  We know everyone on the estate.  

jack

An old couple.  I haven’t seen them for twenty years.

youth #2

It’s that witch and her old man who live near the Café Maroc.

jack

That sounds like them.  Where is it?

youth #3

Down there, on the left. Follow the smell.

He makes a move towards the youths, who are still forming a barrier.  They don’t move at first, then they gradually part to let him through.  He walks on, without looking back, head down, collar up.

youth #1

Hey, old man.  Thanks for the bread.

He continues walking.

Cut to:

INT.DAY. THE CAFÉ MAROC

The café is a small, shabby establishment in the middle of the estate of high rise flats.  It is the meeting place of the North African community and few non-Africans dare to enter it. Posters on the wall are written in Arabic.  A TV is on in the corner, showing the news of the riots.  

On the left is the bar that serves coffee and alcoholic drinks.  A barman stands behind it, washing glasses and serving the occasional customer.

In the far corner on the right seated around a table is a group of young kids and youths and an older man, in his mid-twenties.  They are playing cards.

He is wearing a track suit and baseball cap.  The others are wearing a mixture of tracksuits, jeans, trainers, baseball caps, hoodies etc.

Jack sits at the bar, drinking a beer.  He is facing forward, but is aware of the youths and the older man watching him.  Even dressed as he is, he is clearly out of place in the café.

The older man, AHMED YUSEF, in his mid-twenties, wearing combat gear and a baseball cap, signals to one of the younger ones to go and find out who the stranger is.  The boy wanders over to Jack and stands behind him.  He is only ten or eleven years old.

boy

Monsieur Yusef wants to know who you are, mister.

jack

(without turning)

Then he can ask me himself.

The youths and Yusef sit up and take notice of Jack’s impertinent reply.

boy

Monsieur Yusef will not be pleased with that, mister.

jack

That’s Monsieur Yusef’s problem, then, isn’t it?

The boy turns and goes back to the table where Yusef and his cronies are sitting.  Yusef’s face is black with anger at this stranger’s impertinence and trespass on his territory.  One of his gang reaches for a gun which is tucked into his belt. Yusef signals for him to put it away.

Yusef emerges from behind the table and we see that he is in a wheelchair.  He pushes himself across the café and parks behind Jack.

yusef

Okay, mister, you have my attention.  What do you want?

Jack takes a long, slow sip of his beer, places his glass slowly on the bar and wipes his chin, almost daintily with his sleeve.  All the time he is facing forward.

jack

They tell me you’re the boss round here.

yusef

So?

jack

Are you or aren’t you?

Yusef looks round at his gang, not quite sure how to handle the situation.

boy

M’sieur Yusef is the boss!

Jack

The kid your spokesman?

yusef

I don’t need no spokesman.

Jack

Okay.  I have a business proposition for you.  I want to buy a bomb.
There’s a long pause. Yusef stares at the back of Jack’s head for a moment.  His stony face then breaks into a grin and eventually he laughs out loud.  The rest of his gang follow suit.  They almost fall off their chairs with hilarity.

As suddenly as the laughter began, Yusef puts up his hand and the laughter immediately stops. Throughout this Jack has remained impassive, slowly drinking his beer.

jack

Oh, and it must have a remote detonating device.

yusef

You want to buy a bomb?  You calmly walk into my café, in my territory, sit down and order a beer and tell me that you want to buy a bomb!  Is this some fucking surreal movie I’m in?

jack

I have money.  Not on me, of course.  I’ll pay you $500 US for it.  Not a penny more!

By now, the rest of the gang have surrounded Jack, cutting off all means of exit.  He still hasn’t turned round.

yusef

$500?  I think what you want is worth more than that.

jack

That’s all I’m going to pay.  

yusef

Then we don’t do business.  If I were you, I’d leave now while you are still in one piece.  I’m not greatly amused by you.

jack

Let me ask you something?  Apart from setting a few cars on fire and throwing some bricks at cops, what have you achieved?

yusef

What do you mean, man?  We have achieved ...

jack
Yes?

yusef

Well, we will show the bastard cops a thing or two.  Just give us time.  

jack

Amateurs!  That’s what you are.  Listen, I can get in and out of places that you couldn’t even get near. If you want to make a real impression, you do business with me. 
yusef

(turning to his boys)

I think he’s serious, boys.

They laugh, nervously.  They don’t know what to make of this stranger.

The gang member with the gun jams into the back of Jack’s neck.  He cocks it.  It is pushing his head forward and he is unable to move.

gunman

He’s a fucking pig informer, Ahmed.  I’ll finish him off.  

yusef

You have thirty seconds to tell us who you are and what you want, mister, or you’ll leave here without your head.

jack

I’ll tell you what I’ll do.  You buy me a meal and a cup of coffee, and I’ll tell you everything you want to know.

Yusef shakes his head in disbelief, indicates to his man to lower the gun and laughs again.

yusef

(to the barman)

Give this joker anything he wants.

Jack turns round for the first time to confront Yusef.  

jack

Thank you.  I’ll have an omelette, a salad and some hot strong coffee.

yusef

(still chuckling to himself)

You’re welcome, Monsieur. It is like a comedy film.  When you have eaten, we talk.  Maybe you will leave in one piece.  Maybe not!

The barman brings Jack an omelette, some salad and a cup of coffee.
Jack sits and eats, slowly, relishing every bite.  While he is doing this, Ahmed and his gang watch him closely from their table. Their full attention is on this enigmatic stranger.

They whisper among themselves.  Ahmed gives instructions to his gang, but we don’t hear what he says.

Jack finishes his meal, wipes his mouth, takes the last sip of coffee and turns to Ahmed and his gang.  He walks slowly over to their table and stands over them.  He looks around at each one in turn.

jack

The cops killed a friend of mine. I’m going to blow up a police station.  Now, do we do business?

Cut to:

INT. LATER THAT DAY. MADELEINE’S APARTMENT

Jack and Madeleine sit in the kitchen.  Jack is shivering and Madeleine puts her coat around him, hugs him and gives him hot coffee and a brandy to warm him. His tramp’s clothing lies in a heap on the floor.

We see his hand shaking as he tries to lift the cup, spilling some coffee on the table.  Madeleine comforts him, kissing him on the cheek, rubbing his shoulders and arms.

jack

(almost hysterically)
It was like something out of an old movie.  I was terrified.  The gun was in the back of my head.  They could have killed me any second.  It was like I was a different person.  It wasn’t me there.  It was...

madeleine

Shh!  My darling, it’s all right. You’re safe now.  I am so proud of you, my precious.

jack

I’ve got to meet him tonight with the money.  I can’t do this.  It’s too... I can’t do it.

madeleine

Yes, you can.  All you have to do is collect the bomb and hand over the money.  

jack

Ha!  That’s all?  You haven’t seen these people.  They’re maniacs.  They’re killers.  How do I know they won’t just take the money and kill me?  I could be lying in a pool of my own blood in some rat infested shit-hole by the morning.  

madeleine

We have to go through with it! It is our destiny.  It’s what we have lived for all these years.  Remember what the police did to Jean-Luc.  We must not betray his memory now by falling at the last hurdle.  It will be all right, I promise you, my darling.

Jack gets up and goes to the bedroom.  He undoes his suitcase and takes out a parcel, the one that was handed to him at the hotel.  He undoes it and removes a gun.  He looks at it, inspects it carefully and rubs his hand along the barrel almost lovingly.  He shows the gun to Madeleine.

jack      

Yes.  It’ll be all right.  

madeleine

Where did you get that?

jack

It’s mine.  I mailed it to my hotel before I left home. They won’t argue with this.  Yes, it’ll be all right.

Cut to:

INT. DAY. INSPECTOR LAGRANGE’S OFFICE

Mike and Emma are seated in front of LaGrange’s desk.  A State Department Official is with them.  She is DEBRA BENNETT, in her mid-thirties, wearing a dark trouser suit. She is formal and unsmiling as she deals with the situation.

bennett

We don’t know too much at the moment.  We know your father got on the Paris flight at JFK, checked into a hotel...

She consults a piece of paper she is holding.

bennett

(cont)

...the St. Martin, and has not been seen since.   There was no report of any gun incident or anything irregular at all.

lAgrange

We have checked with the Sorbonne and there was a Madeleine du Pré registered as a student in 1968.  The problem is, Monsieur Rees, that many of the records were destroyed during the riots at that time.  We can’t be certain of anything at the moment.  We are checking everyone who has that name and would be of a ... certain age.

emma

Do you think he’ll go through with it?

mike

It’s just ridiculous.  It’s not like him at all.  

LaGrange and Debra look at each other knowingly.

emma
What?  What is it?

bennett

We have a report from the FBI when they were investigating your mother’s death.  Your father had some psychological profiling and it suggests...

mike

What?

bennett

... that possibly he is capable of doing something ... rash, or out of character.

emma

Are you kidding?  But we were told that you were satisfied that it was suicide.

Neither Bennett nor LaGrange say anything.

mike

Holy Shit!  He’s going to do it!

Cut to:

EXT.NIGHT. AN ABANDONED GYM ON THE ESTATE

It’s dark and we see only outline figures moving in the shadows of the burnt out gym.  We can make out five figures, one of them in a wheelchair.  Jack, dressed in a shabby long overcoat, is talking to Yusef, although we can’t hear what they are saying.  The rest of Yusef’s gang hang around nervously.  One of them is on guard at the entrance, looking out for police activity.

A package is handed to Jack.  He looks at it carefully and one of the gang points out features of its contents.  He is also given a smaller package.  This, too, is inspected. Jack takes a small package out of his pocket and gives it to Yusef.  We see him counting notes.  He nods to his henchmen that all is well.

Jack picks up the packages, stuffs them in his pocket and leaves.

He is seen shuffling along darkened streets, keeping in the shadows.  He hides in a darkened doorway as a CRS van drives slowly past him.  He continues his journey.

He comes to the local metro station.  We see the sign – Clichy-sous-Bois.

Jack disappears down the entrance steps.

Cut to:

EXT.DAY. THE EIFFEL TOWER

There is a lot of activity around the Tower.  Police and CRS officers are on duty, watching everyone who arrives.  They have photos of Jack and Madeleine as they mingle with the crowds.

An officer is in the ticket office.  Others are in the lifts and on all the balconies.  A police helicopter circles the area around the tower. The roads surrounding the Tower are patrolled by police motorcycles and cars.  

INT.DAY. MOBILE COMMAND CENTRE
Inspector LaGrange co-ordinates all movements from inside a mobile command centre parked out of sight in a side street.  He is looking at banks of CCTV monitors as they scour the area for Jack and Madeleine.  They see nothing suspicious and are clearly getting annoyed at the lack of results.

Emma and Mike are with him, looking over his shoulder at the screens.

A young officer brings in coffee and sandwiches for LaGrange, Mike and Emma.  They sit, disconsolate and frustrated.

lagrange

It will be closing in a few minutes.  The cameras will pick up anything after that.  

mike

Do you think they’ll try after dark?  

lagrange

I don’t know.  We’ll have officers on duty, but we can’t spare that many at the moment.  All we can do is wait.

emma

What if it’s all a hoax?

LaGrange and Mike turn and look at her.  

emma

Mike, it’s our father!  He doesn’t do things like this.  It’s crazy and just plain stupid.  Why would they?  What’s the point?  

mike

Yeah, I know.  But what else can we do?  

emma

And what happens when or if we find him?  God, this is a nightmare.  Things like this don’t happen to people like us.

lagrange

Maybe that is what the parents of the 9/11 bombers thought too, Madame.  But it does happen ... and we have to accept it and deal with it.

The camera follows Emma as she leaves the command centre and walks towards the Tower, looking for her father.  The crowds are beginning to disperse and the Tower officials are preparing to close down for the day.

She sits, head in hands, on a bench, crying.  

emma

Dad, don’t do this.  Please stop before it’s too late.  We need you back.  Mike and I’ll look after you, I promise. Don’t let this woman drag you into something that you can’t control.  Wherever you are, dad, think about what you’re doing.  Mum wouldn’t have wanted it this way.

Back to the command centre

lagrange

Tell me about your father.

mike

Where do I start?  He always looked after us well.  We had everything we needed.  He was a good dad.

lagrange

What business was he in?

mike

He worked for a company that made and sold bathroom fittings.  He was a salesman.  I think he hated every minute of it.

lagrange

What happened?

mike

Recession, weak dollar.  Layoffs. You know the sort of thing.  Then mum getting sick.  He devoted all his time to her.  Insisted that she was at home.  The nursing care crippled him financially.

lagrange

Do you think he’s bitter?  Is there anything that would suggest why he’s doing this?  It sounds as if it’s out of character.

mike

I’m beginning to wonder what exactly his character was ... is.  I feel as if I’m talking about a stranger instead of my own father.

lagrange

You know, Mike, sometimes we really don’t know our parents very well.  The people who brought us into this world, fed us, clothed us, looked out for us when we were sick are like strangers to us. We only see one side of them.  We might never know what’s hidden from us.

mike

What’ll happen to him if we catch him in time?

lagrange

As long as he hasn’t done anything, nothing!  He’ll be put on a plane back to the States, I think.

mike

And if...?

LaGrange looks away.  He doesn’t want to go there.

Cut to:

EXT. EARLY EVENING. OUTSIDE MADELEINE’S APARTMENT

Jack and Madeleine emerge from the apartment.  They are dressed in casual clothes as if out for the evening at the movies or for dinner.  Madeleine carries a large shoulder bag, slung over one shoulder.  The street is dark and there’s no one around.  They walk along the street until they come to a main boulevard.

They walk in different directions.  Jack hails a taxi and gets in.  It drives off.  

Madeleine hails a taxi and gets in.  It drives off.

Jack is waiting outside the Gare de l’Est.  A taxi pulls up and Madeleine gets out.  She walks in front of Jack until she reaches a bus stop on the opposite side of the road.  Jack crosses the road and waits at the bus stop, but several feet behind Madeleine.  The bus arrives and they get on, but sit separately.

The bus pulls up at a stop and Madeleine gets off.  The bus goes on until it reaches the next stop.  Jack gets off this time.

Jack is in front of Madeleine as they walk along dimly lit streets until they find the one with the police station that they are going to target.

They stand across the street from it and look at it.  Lights are on and police officers are seen inside.  A police car pulls up and several teenagers are taken from the car into the station.

They are about to cross the street to the police station when they spot two armed officers approaching on foot.  They are walking slowly, but are getting nearer to Jack and Madeleine. 

They are almost level with them now.  Suddenly Madeleine starts to speak.  The cops hardly notice them.

madeleine

...and you take a left turn by the church and it’s a few metres along that street.  You can’t miss it.

jack

Merci, Madame.

Jack starts to walk in the direction Madeleine has indicated.  Madeleine walks in the opposite direction.

The two police walk on without stopping, in the same direction that Jack is walking.  He is obliged to continue.  He turns left by the church at the end of the street. He looks around.  The cops have gone in the opposite direction now.  He waits for a few moments, then turns and heads back to where Madeleine is waiting.  

jack

That was well done.  I thought for a moment that...

madeleine

It’s like riding a bike.
jack

You know what to do.

madeleine

Of course.  

Jack crosses the road and...

INT. NIGHT. POLICE STATION

...enters the police station.  He looks around waiting to catch the eye of an officer.  It is busy and noisy.  A number of young men and women have been brought in for questioning about the riots.  Drunks and drug addicts inhabit most of the waiting area.  The officer at the desk is busy filling out forms.  The phone rings.  He picks it up and answers it.

We see some of the youths being frog-marched into interview rooms.

At last the officer notices Jack.

policeman

Oui, Monsieur?

jack

Parlez-vous Anglais?

The phone rings again.  
policeman

Excusez-moi.

He picks up the phone and answers it.  Jack stands patiently waiting.  He looks around to see if Madeleine has entered.  The officer puts down the phone.

policeman

Monsieur?
Jack

(slowly)
I want to know what to do because I have had my passport stolen.

policeman

Je ne comprends pas, Monsieur.

jack

My passport! Mon passport.  Il est...

He mimes someone stealing it from him.

The cop realises what Jack is saying.

policeman

Americaine?

jack

Oui. 

Madeleine walks in and sits down on a bench to wait for an officer to be available.  Jack turns to look, then quickly turns back to the officer.  The officer smiles and raises his eyebrows.

policeman
Allez à l'ambassade américaine, Monsieur.  

jack

I don’t understand.  Je ne comprends pas.  Mon passport...

He mimes the stealing again.
policeman

(slowly)
Oui, Monsieur.  I understand.  Vous allez à l’ambassade américaine.  Embassy, Monsieur.

Madeleine gets up and indicates to the policeman that she is going to the toilet.  He points to where they are.

jack

Oh.  I understand.  I have to go to the American Embassy, is that what you’re saying? Where is the American Embassy?

policeman

Monsieur?

jack

Ou-est le embassy?

A drunk starts to make a scene, SHOUTING and SCREAMING.  Several officers go to sort it out.  The policeman who was dealing with Jack leaves his desk to help his colleagues.

policeman

Excusez-moi, monsieur.
jack

Don’t worry.  I’ll find it.  Thank you so much.  Au revoir.

He leaves the station and walks down the street.  

Madeleine emerges from the toilet and goes back to the waiting area, without her bag.  She looks at posters on the wall until the officer is distracted with another youth who has been brought in for questioning.  Another drunk is also brought in and is creating a disturbance.  She leaves without anyone noticing her.

Madeleine follows Jack down the street at a discreet distance. 

They continue like this until they are out of sight of the police station.  Madeleine catches up with him.  They are several streets away when he takes the remote detonating device from his pocket, switches it on.  He stops and they look at each other.  Madeleine nods and Jack presses a button on the remote.

There is a tremendous EXPLOSION.

Madeleine and Jack continue on without looking back.  The street is empty.  Jack throws the detonator down a storm drain and they continue calmly on as if nothing has happened.

After a few moments we hear SIRENS of police cars, ambulances and fire engines.  In the distance there is the sound of SCREAMING and SHOUTING coming from the police station.

Jack and Madeleine calmly walk into a bar, sit down and order a drink.  The TV is on.  

They sit and drink like two ordinary people out for the evening.

The other people in the bar start to MUTTER about something.  The sound of voices grows louder and more animated.  The TV is switched to a news station.  People’s attention is totally on the TV set now as they listen to a news flash.

Jack and Madeleine turn round to look at it.  The place is almost silent now.

news reporter

We are getting reports of a major incident at a police station in the city.  First indications are that an explosive device has been detonated in the station and that a number of people are thought to have been killed.  As yet we have no confirmation of the number of deaths or injuries.  Officers from the CRS are at the scene, as are all the emergency services.

It is thought that youths from the Clichy-sous-Bois area of the city are responsible for this outrage.  Police authorities say that they will give a statement later about the incident.

We now return you to our scheduled programmes.

Jack and Madeleine sit without talking, finish their drinks and leave the bar.

Cut to:

INT. NIGHT. CAFÉ MAROC

Ahmed and his gang are sitting in the café watching the same TV news programme.

As the news breaks, his gang members cheer and congratulate each other.  Yusef sits impassively, his face becoming harder and darker by the second.  The gang member who had the gun in the previous scene comes up to Yusef.

gunman

He did it Ahmed.  The son of a bitch did it!

yusef

Didn’t you listen?  Didn’t you hear what they said?  Who do you think will get the blame for this now?

gunman

(realising the implications)

Merde!  

yusef

Get rid of everything.  When the cops come, they’ll be no mercy.  The bastard screwed us, and we fell for it.

In the distance we can hear the sound of police SIRENS getting closer.  Yusef and his gang flee as quickly as they can, throwing away guns and knives as they scatter and disappear into the concrete caverns of the estate.  Yusef is pushed by the boy (from the earlier scene) and they go into a derelict building and hide in the shadows.

In the distance police are heard shouting orders.  We see them swarming across the open spaces between the buildings, guns at the ready.  Lights go on in the flats and occupants look out to see what is happening.  Some peer cautiously from behind their curtains. Doors are shut and locked.

The estate has emptied of youths in a matter of seconds.  The police are alone in the dismal estate as they search from door to door, kicking in doors, and looking inside burnt out cars and derelict buildings.

A few stragglers who didn’t get out in time are roughly handled and pushed inside a police van and driven off.  Some of these are very young kids, as well as teenagers.

Cut to:

INT.NIGHT. LAGRANGE’S OFFICE

He is sitting watching the same news broadcast.  

lagrange

(to himself)
It’s him!  We’ve been looking in the wrong place.  

The phone rings. LaGrange picks it up.

lagrange

Yes?  

Are you sure?  Give me the address again.

He scribbles an address on a note pad.

He puts the phone down, then picks it up and dials a number    

lagrange

Monsieur Rees?  It’s LaGrange. I’m coming over to get you and your sister.  Be ready in five minutes.  

He gets up quickly, grabs his coat and rushes out of the office.

Cut to:

INT. NIGHT. MADELEINE’S APARTMENT

Jack and Madeleine arrive back exhausted but exhilarated.  Jack pours them a drink and they slump onto the settee, downing their drinks in one gulp.  He pours them another.

Madeleine turns on the TV.  We see pictures from the scene of the explosion.  The front of the building is virtually destroyed.  There is rubble and broken glass all over the street.  Cars that were parked nearby have been destroyed or burnt out.  Police, fire and ambulance people are rushing this way and that.  Some injured are stretchered away to hospital; others, less badly injured are cared for at the scene by ambulance and paramedics.

There are some bodies, covered in white sheets, lying on the pavement waiting to be taken to the mortuary.

We see TV crews hovering about trying to get footage but being pushed back by police and CRS.  A helicopter hovers over the scene, its searchlight roaming across the devastation in a vain attempt to pick out anybody who might still be around or who looks suspicious.

Michelle Fagard, the interviewer from earlier, starts to do a piece to camera.

michelle

This is the scene only half an hour after one of the worst outrages in the recent riots that have rocked not only Paris, but other major cities in France.

Police believe that it is the work of gangs from some of the suburbs who hate and distrust the police for the way they are treated, and for the lack of jobs that they blame on government policy towards immigrants.

Whatever their grievances and whether or not they are justified cannot condone the carnage that we are witnessing here tonight.

A Police spokesperson has told us that at least three police officers have been killed in the blast, and seven officers have been seriously injured and rushed to hospital.  Another eight are being treated at the scene for lesser injuries. 

This sort of devastation has not been seen since the infamous riots of 1968.

madeleine

I feel so alive, so exhilarated.  How do you feel, my darling?

jack

I don’t know. Numb!

Madeleine

Jack, remember that we did this for Jean-Luc.  For his memory and to avenge the terrible things that happened to him.

jack

Yeah, I know.  And we got away with it, didn’t we?  The police haven’t a clue who did it, have they?

madeleine

That’s the wonderful thing about it.  We can live our lives together from now on, my darling.  No more guilt about what should have been done all those years ago.  We are free now!

jack

Free?

madeleine

What is it?  What’s wrong?  Do you know what I’d really like now? To make love to you.  Just like we used to do when we were young.

jack

Like when Jean-Luc was here?

madeleine

Yes.  Like when Jean-Luc was here and it was just the three of us. Oh, those were wonderful days, weren’t they, Jack?

Jack gets up and wanders over to the window.  He opens it and stands looking out over the city.  We can still hear the SIRENS of police cars, ambulances and fire engines.

Madeleine joins him and puts her arms around him, kissing him seductively on the back of his neck.  He does not respond.

He goes back inside and pours himself another drink.  He slumps down in front of the TV.  Michelle Fagard is still reporting from the scene.

michelle (OC)

‘We are getting reports of rioting throughout the city. People are urged to stay indoors...’
jack

Do you realise what we have done?

michelle (OC)

‘Gangs of youths are roaming the streets...’
madeleine

Of course I do.  This is what our lives have been about, what we were destined to achieve. Jack, don’t you understand that we are at war.  Not just in France but all over the world.  We have to smash tyranny and oppression.  We have to free people from the terrible consequences of capitalism and the control of huge corporations.

jack

Listen to yourself, Madeleine. We’re not eighteen any more. We committed murder tonight!  We took lives.  Was this what we were destined to do?  Was this what ’68 was all about?  We listened to our hearts when we should have used our heads!

madeleine

What are you saying?  That we shouldn’t have avenged Jean-Luc’s death?  That we should have allowed the brutality and torture to continue, even today?  Do you even remember what it was all about, Jack?  We fought for liberty and justice for all.

Jack throws his glass against the wall.  It explodes, sending liquid everywhere.  Madeleine looks on, horrified.
jack

(shouting)
Bull shit!  We didn’t give a damn about the workers or their petty grievances.  We listened to all the student leaders without once questioning what they were saying.  We chanted the mantras from the little red book without knowing what half of them meant! 

madeleine

Stop it!  You don’t know what you’re saying. It’s the excitement of the night that’s made you like this.  In the morning you will see that what we have done was justified and truly revolutionary. It was...

jack

No!  Stop, for God’s sake.  We committed murder.  We are no better than they are.  We didn’t do this because of some revolutionary fervour or desire to avenge.  We did this because we are mad! You and I are insane! Don’t you get it?

madeleine

No, Jack!  No!  Please stop this.  

She throws herself at him, clinging like a lost child, stroking his hair, holding his hand.  She starts to cry.

madeleine

When they came and took Jean-Luc for the last time, I knew that we wouldn’t see him again. Something inside me told me that he wouldn’t return.  I cried all night, remember?  You tried to console me, but I couldn’t stop.  I knew, I felt what he was going through in that cold, damp cell, all by himself, frightened and alone.  

I loved him so much.

He pushes her away. She is in tears, her face distorted by her crying and anguish.  She looks at him fearfully.

madeleine

What is it?

Jack gets up and paces the room.  He begins to smash up ornaments, throwing things around.  She follows him with her eyes, waiting for him to speak.

mADELEINE

Jack, stop it!  You’re frightening me.

jack

(he turns on her viciously)
It was me!

madeleine

What do you mean?  You’re not making sense.

jack

When the police came and arrested Jean-Luc, it was ... because...

madeleine

What? Because what, Jack?

jack

Because I ... told them where he was.  

Madeleine is stunned.  She stares at him open-mouthed.

Madeleine

(whispering)

What? You told the police where he was?  You betrayed him and led them to him?

jack

You belonged to me!  I couldn’t bear to see you with him.  The way you made love to him.  The way you let him touch you.  It made me mad.  I vowed he would pay.  It was the only way I knew how.  When he was gone, you would be mine.  Like it should have been.

madeleine

It was never like that, Jack.  You didn’t own me, ever.  I was not your property.  Don’t you see, that was the very thing we were fighting against?

You murdered Jean-Luc, you bastard! And now you whine and moan about what we did tonight? You think you have a conscience?  You want forgiveness for what we have done?  I know a priest.  Perhaps he’ll forgive you.  Perhaps God ... if he exists ... will forgive you! But I never will.

jack

(pleading)
Oh, Madeleine, I need you to forgive me.  I have no-one anymore.  There’s nothing left.  Only you.  It’s always been you.  That’s why I came to you.  We can put this behind us.  I just need to hear that you forgive me.  I’m sorry ...

madeleine

Get out, Jack.  There is no forgiveness, in this world or any other.  Go! GO!

JACK

Not without you.

He goes to her and puts his arms around her. He is crying.  He’s almost on his knees, pleading, begging.  She stands motionless, completely oblivious to his pleas.

She turns her head away from him, refusing to touch him or look at him.  She stands erect and haughty, her face hard and uncompromising.

Jack finally arises, defeated and exhausted, and goes to get his coat.  He puts it on and feels inside its pockets.

He goes over to Madeleine one last time.  He stands looking at her.  She faces away from him at first, but gradually turns to look at him.

jack

I only ever wanted you. There must be forgiveness.  

He leans forward to hug her.  We hear a muffled GUN SHOT.  We see her face, at first impassive, then gradually distorted with pain.  Her eyes bulge in disbelief.  She sways gently and then collapses in his arms.  He lowers her gently to the floor and we see the gush of blood coming from her stomach.  

From outside we hear the screech of brakes and car doors slamming.  Shouted commands can be heard.

HEAVY FOOTSTEPS are heard on the stairs as several people run towards the apartment.  There is a loud HAMMERING on the door.

lagrange (OC)

Madame Du Pré!  Open up.  Police!

More loud HAMMERING on the door

lagrange (OC)

Madame du Pré!  This is the police.  Open up now!

mike (OC)

Dad!  It’s Mike.  Open up if you’re in there, for God’s sake.  I’ve got Emma with me.  Dad!

Suddenly the door bursts open and LaGrange, Emma, Mike and several heavily armed police officers enter, guns at the ready.  

They see Madeleine lying in a pool of blood.  Jack is standing with the gun in his hand facing them.  LaGrange puts his hands up to stop any further movement by the police. The police stop dead.

Jack is almost oblivious to what is happening. He is shocked and unable to speak.  He stares into the middle distance.

Emma sees Madeleine and immediately rushes towards her.  She examines her quickly, feels for a pulse and sees the extent of the wounds.  

emma

She’s bleeding heavily but she’s still alive.  Hurry!

Already one of the officers is on the radio to call for an ambulance.

lagrange

(slowly, quietly)
Monsieur Rees, put the gun down.  Nobody will harm you.

mike

Do as he says, Dad.  For God’s sake!

Jack raises the gun and points it straight at LaGrange and the other officers.

From outside we can hear the sounds of RIOTING.  A gang is in the street below.

Cut to:

EXT. NIGHT. THE STREET BELOW MADELEINE’S APARTMENT

A gang of thirty or so youths, throwing bricks and bottles at a line of police approaches.  They are SHOUTING and SCREAMING abuse at them. The police are holding the line, but are gradually forced to retreat.

As they do so, the youths charge at them.  More bottles and bricks are thrown.  The police are armed and ready to fire.

The leader of the gang rushes towards the police lines, screaming abuse. He stops just short of the line, turns and faces the camera, a look of pure hatred and anger on his face. As we see him in CU, a GUN SHOT is heard.

Freeze frame on the youth’s face.  It is held for a few seconds, then...

FADE
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