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FADE IN: 

INT. AMTRAK TRAIN - DAY

DUANE LLEWELLYN (47), disheveled in a maroon sweatshirt and 
blue jeans, is at a window seat. He types on his laptop. A 
glance over his shoulder shows he’s at work on a screenplay.

The CONDUCTOR (52), a relaxed black man, walks through the 
passenger car.

CONDUCTOR
Our next stop: Bethel, Colorado. 
Bethel, our first stop in Colorado!

Duane, jolted, quickly rises from his seat. He saves the work 
on his laptop and stores it in a briefcase. He retrieves a 
suitcase from the compartment above him.

DUANE
That’s my stop!

CONDUCTOR
Someone's getting off here today!

DUANE
Not much ridership here?

CONDUCTOR
(chuckles)

Let’s just say it ain’t Denver.

He leads Duane to the front of the car as the train slows.

CONDUCTOR (CONT’D)
Here to see a relative?

DUANE
Actually, a job interview. The 
local paper needs a reporter.

CONDUCTOR
Oh yeah, the Gazette.

Duane nods. The train continues to decelerate.

CONDUCTOR (CONT’D)
It can’t be very big. Shouldn’t 
they hire a kid out of college?

DUANE
(shrugging)

Today's J-school grads prefer the 
I-T stuff. Just as well for me.
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The train comes to a stop, and the conductor enters the 
vestibule between cars. He gives Duane a “stop” hand signal 
to keep him in the front of the car.

CONDUCTOR
(shouts)

This is Bethel, Colorado. Bethel!

A few seconds elapse.

CONDUCTOR (CONT’D)
OK, sir, you can get off.

Duane enters the vestibule and turns right, not looking where 
he’s going. He nearly stumbles down the stairs, not realizing 
the exit is two feet higher than the platform. The conductor 
grabs him and his luggage before he tumbles out.

CONDUCTOR (CONT’D)
(laughing gently)

This isn’t Chicago or New York.

DUANE
Or Philadelphia, where I first 
boarded before changing trains in 
Chi-town.

He carefully walks down the final step, dusts himself off and 
looks over the railroad station and small town. The terrain 
seems surprisingly flat for Colorado.

CONDUCTOR (O.C.)
Last call for Bethel -- all aboard!

Duane gives the conductor a salute; a few seconds later the 
train leaves the station. He strolls down Main Street and 
passes the town's public library. None of the buildings are 
more than four stories high, and things appear quiet.

That suddenly changes when a stray baseball strikes the 
suitcase he's carrying and caroms back into the park where a 
few boys play catch. He turns to them, gently shakes his head 
and smiles.

INT. BETHEL HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Duane is at his laptop, again at work on his screenplay, when 
his cellphone rings. It’s old East Coast pal JIM LINDQUIST.

DUANE
Hey Jim, what’s up?
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LINDQUIST (O.S.)
That Wall Street wire service hired 
me today. Start next Monday. I’m 
not calling you too late, am I?

DUANE
(sighing)

No, it’s not too late. I’m in 
Colorado. Morning job interview.

LINDQUIST (O.S.)
Very good. Denver’s a nice town.

DUANE
No, it’s not Denver.

LINDQUIST (O.S.)
Colorado Springs?

DUANE
No.

LINDQUIST (O.S.)
Boulder?

DUANE
You’re oh-for-three. I’m in a tiny 
town named Bethel.

LINDQUIST (O.S.)
Wish ya well. When you come back 
east, drop me a line.

DUANE
Any other openings?

LINDQUIST (O.S.)
None I know of. If something 
breaks--

DUANE
Yeah, you’ll let me know.

LINDQUIST (O.S.)
Take care. Good night.

The cell phone clicks off. Rather than resume work on his 
screenplay, Duane puts his hand on his forehead in disgust.

INT. LIQUOR STORE - LATER

Duane takes a six-pack of beer from the refrigerated section, 
then purchases it at the counter.



4.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Duane opens a can from his room refrigerator, takes a sip and 
returns to his desk to work on his screenplay.

DUANE (V.O.)
No more than one tonight. Can't 
risk a hangover.

INT. BETHEL GAZETTE OFFICE - NEXT DAY

FRANCINE WINTERGREEN (62), a sprightly, stylish blonde, is at 
her desk. She examines papers from a folder marked “Duane 
Llewellyn.” Duane nervously sits across from her.

FRANCINE
I really like your clippings. Good 
writing style. But aren’t you, uh, 
overqualified for this job?

DUANE
(shaking his head)

I’ve been at several medium-sized 
dailies, no large metros. Newspaper 
work is hard to come by today.

FRANCINE
You’re sure this is what you want.

DUANE
I’m a newspaperman. It's in my 
blood, as I’m sure it is in yours.

FRANCINE
You’re hired.

Duane smiles as he rises from his chair.

DUANE
Thanks. What’s the starting date?

FRANCINE
Is two weeks from Monday too soon?

DUANE
Not at all.

FRANCINE
I’ll call you at the hotel tonight 
regarding salary, benefits, good 
places to live in town and so on.
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DUANE
Looking forward to it.

They shake hands.

DUANE (CONT’D)
And I must add, this terrain caught 
me off guard. No mountains here, 
just rising plain.

FRANCINE
(laughs)

All you easterners think you’ll hit 
the Rockies once you cross the 
Nebraska or Kansas line. But this 
is Colorado, too. Welcome aboard.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Duane sits at his desk and types his screenplay on his 
laptop, a can of beer at the far end of the desk. The phone 
rings at the table near his bed; he walks to the phone, picks 
it up and sits at the edge of the bed.

DUANE
Hello.

FRANCINE (V.O.)
Francine here, with the lowdown on 
benefits. You’ll like our health 
plan. Cheap, but thorough.

DUANE
Well, that’s a relief.

FRANCINE (V.O.)
We have a four-oh-one-K as well...

INT. HOTEL ROOM - LATER

Duane’s still on the phone, but in another position.

DUANE
Sure you can’t do better?

FRANCINE (V.O.)
It’s thirty bucks a week above 
entry level, more than I’d planned 
to offer. But I have faith in you.
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DUANE
(softly laughs)

I appreciate that. The money’s no 
deal-breaker.

He falls upon the bed, switching the phone to his other hand 
so the cord doesn’t snap.

FRANCINE (V.O.)
Any other questions, don’t hesitate 
to call before leaving. Good night.

DUANE
And good night to you, too.

She hangs up. Duane locks his hands behind the pillow.

DUANE (V.O.)
Thirty a week more than she’d 
planned to offer, twenty a week 
less than my last job. But beggars 
can’t be choosers.

He rises from his bed, returns to his desk and gulps down the 
rest of his beer, the can back on the desk. Time elapses, and 
the other four empty cans of the six-pack materialize. The 
laptop is still on, but Duane has fallen asleep at the desk.

INT. GAZETTE NEWSROOM - NIGHT

Duane -- newest member of the Bethel Gazette staff -- enters, 
notebook in hand. He spots Francine, then heads to his desk.

DUANE
Apparently not much of a council 
meeting. Discussion was minimal.

FRANCINE
(grins)

That’s our city council in action. 
Whether that should be one word or 
two is up to you.

DUANE
I’ll type it up. The news hole?

FRANCINE
Approximately 12 inches.

DUANE
By now I can shovel without making 
it too obvious.
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FRANCINE
I’m heading home. The copy editor 
will finish up tonight. She just 
went out for a sandwich.

DUANE
Don’t believe I’ve met her.

FRANCINE
She was off the past two days.

Duane sits at his desk, turns on the computer and opens his 
notebook as SUSAN BIRCH (47), a tall blonde, enters; he hears 
her footsteps, but doesn’t see her. He’s not looking her way 
as she's seated, the nameplate “SUSAN BIRCH” in front of her.

Duane continues to examine his notebook.

DUANE
Debate was deferred on rezoning the 
Merritt Avenue tract. That’ll be my 
lead, maybe your headline.

SUSAN
So you're the new guy.

Duane glances at Susan and is stunned. Zoom into her face, 
zoom out to a brunette, teenage version of Susan, wearing a 
white, red and black basketball uniform.

INT. NEW JERSEY HIGH SCHOOL GYM - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

STUDENT ANNOUNCER
And at forward for the Blair M. 
Richards Raiders, a senior, number 
fifty-four, Eloise Kellogg!

ELOISE KELLOGG runs to center court, amid chants of "El-Kel, 
El-Kel," slapping the hands of her teammates.

END FLASHBACK

DISSOLVE TO Duane, staring at the present-day Susan eating 
her sandwich. She attempts to be oblivious.

SUSAN
Is something the matter?

DUANE
Er... no. What sandwich is that?
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SUSAN
Turkey with bacon, blue cheese and 
guacamole on French bread. Sounds 
weird, but it works.

DUANE
I’ll have to try that.

SUSAN
If you’re into sandwiches, you’ll 
love Chandler’s. Nice prices, too.

She yells to MARCO PIRIANO (29), somewhat short and stocky, 
who’s in the rear of the newsroom.

SUSAN (CONT’D)
Hey, Marco. Sports nearly done?

MARCO
Just waiting on the Rockies box 
score from Milwaukee. Rox won 5-3. 
The other two pages are in.

Duane again stares at Susan, certain there’s some sort of 
link between her and Eloise Kellogg.

SUSAN
We’re going to press in 20 minutes. 
Will you please finish that story?

Duane is jolted back into reality.

DUANE
Why, sure. Let me crank it out.

INT. GAZETTE NEWSROOM - DAY

Francine emerges from her office and stands near Duane.

FRANCINE
So you finally met Susan Birch last 
night. As good a copy editor as 
I’ve ever had here.

DUANE
How long has she been here?

FRANCINE
A bit over five years. Heckuva 
wordsmith. Should be at a bigger 
paper, but says she’s happy here.
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DUANE
I won’t give her ideas.

FRANCINE
Oh, and our budget meeting is in my 
office at four-fifteen.

He rises and leaves the newsroom.

INT. GAZETTE EMPLOYEE LOUNGE

Duane enters just as Susan puts a pair of covered plastic 
containers into the refrigerator.

SUSAN
Since you were going to ask, Mr. 
Llewellyn, dinner tonight consists 
of lentil soup as well as beef over 
brown rice, plus gravy.

DUANE
Tasty.

He waves Susan toward a table at the far end of the room, 
where they sit down.

DUANE (CONT’D)
Your diet's not what I’m curious 
about.

(lowers to whisper)
You bear an uncanny resemblance to 
someone I knew in high school.

SUSAN
Oh, really?

DUANE
(nodding)

Does the name Eloise Kellogg ring a 
bell? That’s Kellogg, as in cereal.

SUSAN
Ring a bell? None I’ve rung lately. 
Never heard of anyone by that name.

DUANE
The basketball team's star forward. 
We all called her "El-Kel." First 
girl in school history to be named 
athlete of the year.

SUSAN
Did that surprise you?
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He’s slightly taken aback.

DUANE
Huh? A little bit, yes, And she 
looked the way you could’ve looked 
some, er, time ago. But brunette.

SUSAN
(feigns a grin)

Never been accused of being a jock, 
or brunette for that matter. See 
you at the budget meeting.

She leaves, and a confused Duane walks to the soda machine.

INT. GAZETTE OFFICE, NEAR NEWSROOM - LATER

Francine sits at her desk regally and crosses her legs, the 
meeting not quite ready to begin. Across from her, all with 
notebooks, are Duane, Marco and Susan.

MARCO
(to Susan)

How’s that roommate of yours doing? 
Hope she'll drop by the newsroom 
once her shift ends at Chandler’s.

SUSAN
So you like Irina?

MARCO
Yeah.

FRANCINE
Okay, let’s start.

(to Marco)
Loved your piece on the Little 
League coach's charitable work.

MARCO
Thanks. Enjoyed writing it.

FRANCINE
And Duane?

DUANE
Yes?

FRANCINE
Head to the station once we’re done 
and pick up the police blotter, 
will you? Their computer is down.
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DUANE
Will do. Then I'll get to the piece 
on library renovations.

SUSAN
(to Duane)

By the way, I’m running the show 
here tomorrow night.

She gives him an intimidating look. Francine turns to Duane.

FRANCINE
My son William is coming from 
Denver. Wants me to sell the paper. 
He’ll bring lawyers to persuade me.

MARCO
You’re not planning to, right?

FRANCINE
Not as long as I draw a breath. All 
he wants is to keep the legal 
notices that make us money. He'll 
cut this to a weekly if he has to.

(beat)
Duane, how’s your apartment search?

DUANE
Found a place several blocks from 
here. Will be at the hotel for the 
next week until things arrive.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Duane, under the blankets in the dark, remains confounded.

DUANE (V.O.)
I'm sure she’s Eloise Kellogg! Yes, 
it’s been thirty years, but I’d 
know her anywhere. She must still 
be mad at me for what I wrote.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY - DAY (FLASHBACK, 1980S)

A student is reading the back page of the Blair M. Richards 
school newspaper, the Raider Report. 

On the sports page, just to the right of the lead story 
headlined “Kellogg first girl named Athlete of Year” is a 
column topped by the logo “Llewellyn’s Tellin’.” Its two-deck 
headline reads, “'El-Kel' is talented, but is she worthy?”



12.

MALE STUDENT #1
Duane says Eloise shouldn’t have 
been named Athlete of the Year. I 
think he’s nuts.

MALE STUDENT #2
He’s got a point. She's nowhere as 
strong as most guys.

A female student overhears his comment.

FEMALE STUDENT
She’s the best athlete at Richards, 
male or female. You're sexist.

MALE STUDENT #1
(to male student #2)

Would you gripe if a lighter-weight 
wrestler won it? A heavyweight 
would pin him easily.

END FLASHBACK

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Duane, in his bed, remains confused.

DUANE (V.O.)
But why would Eloise want a new 
identity? Has she done something 
wrong? Is she a fugitive from 
justice, like a cat burglar...

Eloise, brunette, materializes at his bedside in a catsuit.

ELOISE
I’m no Julie Newmar, and hey, do 
you really want to get in trouble 
with the Bob Kane estate?

DUANE (V.O.)
Or been involved in robberies...

Eloise now is dressed like Faye Dunaway in “Bonnie and 
Clyde,” holding a machine gun.

ELOISE
(in a Texas drawl)

I rob banks. Anyway, who needs 
Warren Beatty, er, Clyde?
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DUANE (V.O.)
Or maybe she’s just gone psycho...

This time, Eloise resembles Glenn Close from “Fatal 
Attraction,” as she stands over a boiling pot.

ELOISE
(cackling)

Got a rabbit that needs cooking?

DUANE (V.O.)
(shaking his head)

I simply can’t imagine Eloise doing 
any of these things. As much as she 
hated what I wrote about her, she’s  
a sweet person.

With that, he tries to fall asleep, but can’t. So he wakes 
up, walks to and turns on his laptop, and does an online 
search for Eloise Kellogg.

He first sees an obituary, with no picture, from a Brooklyn 
weekly some seven years earlier. It is headlined, “Eloise 
Kellogg, Erasmus Hall English teacher, coach.” 

The lead paragraph reads, “Eloise Kellogg, 41, an English 
teacher and assistant girls’ basketball coach at Erasmus Hall 
High School, died Saturday in Brooklyn Heights.”

DUANE (V.O.) (CONT’D)
Maybe Susan isn’t her after all.

EXT. MAIN STREET, BETHEL - DAY

Duane walks along in downtown, near Chandler’s. He sees Susan  
draw closer alongside another tall blonde wearing a jacket 
and what looks to be a waitress outfit. He stops to talk.

DUANE
Hi... Susan. If you don’t mind my 
asking, who’s this with you?

SUSAN
Meet Irina Stepanova, my roommate.

Duane gives IRiNA (28) a mock salute.

DUANE
Oh yeah, Irina, the gal Marco’s 
interested in.

(pauses)
Didn’t divulge any classified 
information, did I?
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IRINA
(chuckling, with a slight 
Russian accent)

No, not at all.

She points at the restaurant.

IRINA (CONT’D)
Marco’s eaten here a few times. I’m 
aware he likes me. I like him too.

SUSAN
Have you dined at Chandler’s yet?

DUANE
Dined? Oh yes, the pheasant was 
wonderful. Seriously, the food is 
good, but I didn’t see Irina. Six-
foot blondes are hard to ignore.

IRINA
Actually, I’m a hair over six foot. 
And yes, I did play basketball.

DUANE
Not surprised.

SUSAN
I’m dropping Irina off at 
Chandler’s. See you at three.

With that, Susan and Irina enter the restaurant, while a 
still-perplexed Duane resumes his walk up Main Street.

INT. CHANDLER’S RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Duane enters and goes to the cashier’s stand while Irina puts 
money into the register. She smiles at him, several hours 
since they first met.

IRINA
Good to see you here.

DUANE
On dinner break, and plan to get 
something to go. Got a menu?

Irina hands him a menu from a drawer beneath the register.

IRINA
Our special today is a Cincinnati 
chiliburger, topped with grated 
cheese and onions.
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Duane perks up and declines to open the menu.

DUANE
Does it come with fries?

IRINA
Yes. Seasoned fries, to boot.

DUANE
Then that’s what I’ll get. No drink 
-- I have soda at the office.

IRINA
(yells to kitchen)

One Cincy chiliburger with seasoned 
fries, to go!

DUANE
(lowers voice to whisper)

Before you wait on a table, I must 
ask you a question regarding Susan, 
and you’ve got to answer in the 
strictest confidence.

IRINA
I... guess I can do that. What’s 
this all about?

DUANE
From your experiences with her, is 
Susan who you think she is? Do you 
think she’s hiding something about 
herself?

IRINA
No. Why would you say that?

DUANE
I dunno. Just something about her, 
I guess.

(beat)
Again, forget I ever brought this 
up, and don’t mention it to her.

IRINA
You have my word.

EXT. BETHEL CITY PARK - DAY

Duane, in a sweatshirt and jeans, walks briskly through the 
park when he sees Irina, in T-shirt and shorts, shooting 
baskets. He walks over to her.
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DUANE
So you still play basketball?

IRINA
(laughs)

Played might be more accurate.

DUANE
Were you any good?

IRINA
Okay, but that’s in the past.

She sighs, then tosses the ball to Duane.

IRINA (CONT’D)
Care to shoot a few?

Duane shakes his head and throws the ball back to her.

DUANE
Got a few things to attend to. 
Also, I have some rather bad 
memories from basketball.

IRINA
Really? Were you hurt?

DUANE
In a way. This girl I knew in 
school was a great basketball 
player, but since she was a girl, 
and I didn’t know much then...

Irina begins dribbling, then stops.

IRINA
Go on.

DUANE
I publicly challenged her to a game 
of twenty-one.

(beat)
Let’s just say it wasn’t pretty.

IRINA
How much “wasn’t pretty”?

DUANE
(bites his lip)

Twenty-one to four, before about 
fifty or sixty people after school 
one day. It was humiliating.
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IRINA
Let’s walk over to the bench and 
talk about it.

They sit near one of the baskets.

IRINA (CONT’D)
So you got your comeuppance.

DUANE
(sighs)

And how.

IRINA
(smiles)

I hope it taught you not to take 
women athletes lightly.

DUANE
And the irony is I really liked 
her. Ethereal face, wonderful sense 
of humor, very intelligent. But 
this male ego got in the way.

Irina pats Duane on the shoulder.

IRINA
Still looking for someone?

DUANE
I guess.

IRINA
Keep the faith. The woman you want 
may be right under your nose.

She rises from the bench, picks up the basketball and begins 
shooting again. Duane watches her for a few seconds, then 
arises and returns to his walk.

DUANE (V.O.)
She’s got a point.

INT. SUSAN AND IRINA'S APARTMENT - DAY

Susan puts on her jacket and leaves. Fifteen seconds after 
she shuts the door, the phone rings, leading to a message on 
her answering machine. 

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
This is for Susan and Irina, from 
Charlene. Today, Dmitri was pa--
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The apartment goes dark. The answering machine shuts off.

INT. GAZETTE EMPLOYEE LOUNGE - DAY

Susan eats at a table when Duane walks in with a sandwich bag 
from Chandler’s. He goes to the refrigerator, pulls a can of 
soda, and sits next to Susan.

DUANE
Saw Mayor Dawson at Chandler’s. He 
said state officials are coming 
Thursday to discuss a new access 
road to the interstate.

SUSAN
Can you get a story out of it?

DUANE
Not for tonight. But I’ll call the 
state transportation department 
tomorrow morning to get the whys 
and wherefores.

He opens his bag and unwraps a sandwich.

SUSAN
So what’s that?

DUANE
Turkey and chicken on sourdough 
with Gouda and Monterey jack 
cheese. They call it Poultryzilla.

SUSAN
(laughing)

That’s Chandler’s.

Duane lowers his voice to a near-whisper.

DUANE
I really haven’t talked to you much 
about things beyond work, but I was 
wondering...

SUSAN
Wondering what?

DUANE
If you’d like to see a movie? 
Tomorrow, the four-plex is showing 
a film actually made for adults.
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SUSAN
You’re kidding!

DUANE
And they have a twelve-fifteen 
screening that will let us get back 
to the office by three or so.

Susan lifts her head, rolls her eyes, then nods.

SUSAN
You’re on, but you have to talk to 
that state rep in the morning and 
report the details to me before the 
movie starts.

DUANE
A fair exchange. And it’s my treat.

SUSAN
I’ll pay my own way. Oh, and don’t 
let on to the office about this. 
Don’t need to make it a big thing.

DUANE
It’s a deal.

INT. MULTIPLEX LOBBY -- NEXT DAY

Susan is at the theater concession stand, receiving a tub of 
popcorn from the attendant while handing him a five-dollar 
bill. Duane is at her side, talking to her.

DUANE
The state highway rep thinks the 
road will cost about eleven million 
dollars for the mile of length.

SUSAN
Is the right-of-way already 
purchased?

DUANE
Yes. Denver needn’t buy any more 
land to make all this come true.

SUSAN
You held up your end of the deal, 
now I’ll hold up mine.

She walks down a corridor and to the screen where they’ll see 
the movie, waving her hand to have Duane follow her.


