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Scene 1

LOCATOR CAPTION:

Reno, NV.

October 1947.

The aura is gloomy. It is raining outside and the lighting is

minimal and depressing. Within Reno’s busiest bus station,

Frank stands and looks up at a bus station terminal board,

trying to make up his mind. Nobody seems to notice him, and

although he tries to keep his cool, he does look around at all

corners of the room. Frank, wearing a wrinkled hat and suit as

well as toting a beat up canvas tote bag, isn’t necessarily

looking his best. He is trying to make up his mind, but he just

doesn’t know. As he stands there, he recalls what happened a

week or so ago - the mess that got him into this position.

Focus on a variety of locations that Frank might want to go to -

Seattle. Las Vegas. Colorado. Somewhere in the Dakotas.



Show him sitting and staring at a variety of maps in a hopeless

way, looking tired and uncertain.

Scene 2

LOCATOR CAPTION:

San Francisco, CA.

October 1947

The aura is menacing. It is lightning and thundering. The sign

outside of Frank’s small agency office flickers. Frank’s office is

a single room with a desk, filing cabinets, a chair, a coat rack,

and other knick-knacks here and there. It is not a homey place.

It is a functional one. Frank is in his office reading a newspaper

and smoking a cigar with his feet up on his desk. He seems to

be the man in charge.

A knock sounds on the door and a curvy silhouette lights up

against his frosty glass agency door. Frank immediately pulls

his feet off the desk. He tells his visitor to come in. The door

opens and a gorgeous curvy woman enters Frank’s agency. She

has a black well styled hair with a smooth tan complexion and

large seductive eyes. She is wearing a slimming dress designed

to show off her buxom figure and smaller waist.

Frank tries to play it cool. He offers her a seat and sits down

opposite her.

FRANK NARRATION: Sandra Perez. What a dame. She was

fleeing for freedom… It was impossible to say ‘no’. Thinking

back, if I could do anything differently, would I?



FRANK: Frank LaRue at your service, ma’am. How can I help

you today?

SANDRA: Detective LaRue-

FRANK: (smiles) Just call me Frank.

SANDRA: (coyly relieved) Frank. I’m in a real spot of trouble…

(hesitates) I was wondering… Well…

FRANK: (leans forward) LaRue Detective Agency offers

confidential services, ma’am. Your privacy will be respected.

SANDRA: (glances around and smiles wryly) Easy for a

one-man operation, I suppose.

FRANK: Exactly! (takes out a pen and starts writing on a

notepad) What is your name, ma’am?

SANDRA: Sandra - Sandra Perez. I just need some help picking

up a few things of mine from my apartment. It’s… well… Mr.

LaRue-

FRANK: Frank.

SANDRA: (smiles at Frank) Frank.

FRANK: Pick up a few things of yours you said? From your

apartment?

SANDRA: Just a bag, by my bed. (looks down in

embarrassment) I guess honesty is the best policy here. It’s

boyfriend trouble, Frank. A dangerous man - and I have tried

to part ways before, but…



FRANK: (nods) I have seen this before. You need your

belongings and any cash you have so you can hightail it back

home?

SANDRA: Exactly.

FRANK: No problem. Give me the address, and I’ll retrieve

them. (pushes a pad and a pen across, Sandra writes down the

address, stands up, pulls out a key from her purse and places it

on the notepad)

SANDRA: Perhaps I can meet you at Tosca Cafe around the

corner from Columbus and Broadway?

FRANK: I’ll be there with your bag - only the bag?

SANDRA: (places a hand on Frank’s arm) Only the bag.


