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EXT.  A HOTEL IN DOWNTOWN CHICAGO, 1948—NIGHT.
INT.  HOTEL SUITE—NIGHT.

DR. CAMELLIA REIBERG enters from the next room.  She is in her late forties, wears a suit. She is an attractive, intelligent and educated woman. She walks to a nearby mirror and checks her appearance, brushes her hair and arranges it, and then freshens up her lipstick.

Camellia goes to a desk where there are a number of files and papers.  She sits and sorts through them carefully.



CAMELLIA

Let me see:  I have all my


notes.  All the papers are


here.  (pause)  Case files?

She looks through the stack and finds a sheaf of papers.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


Yes. They’re here.  

Camellia carefully slips the papers and files into a large briefcase and closes it.  


CAMELLIA (CONT)


All ready.

She picks up a stack of note cards from the desk glances over them.  Then she gets up and goes to the mirror.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


       (practicing her speech)


My fellow convention delegates


and colleagues (a pause; she 


frowns)distinguished colleagues. 


(pause, another frown) My


distinguished colleagues and


fellow delegates.  (pause; she


nods approval this time)Yes,


much better.

She gets up and crosses over to the closet, checking her appearance one final time and making a few minor adjustments in the line of her suit.  She puts on a pair of gloves.  

Then she reaches into the closet takes out a fur coat and slips it on slowly and carefully.  Once more she checks her appearance, arranging the collar to satisfy her. 



CAMELLIA (CONT)


Yes, even a Chicago winter


won’t bother me.

Camellia turns to leave and stops in mid-turn, her eyes widening and her mouth dropping open in surprise.  MARIE LOVIS is standing before her.  Marie is a tall, slender young woman of about 25.  She has a determined look on her face and is holding a small but deadly-looking pistol pointed right at Camellia.

Marie smiles wickedly and holds a finger up to her lips to keep Camellia silent.

Marie moves forward quickly and takes hold of both of Camellia wrists in her free hand, holding the woman immobile.



MARIE

Good evening, Dr. Reiberg.

Marie pulls Camellia across the room and sits down on the bed.  Camellia is dragged down beside her. Camellia’s voice is barely a whisper.



CAMELLIA

What—what do you want?



MARIE

Don’t get impatient, doctor.


You’re going to find out.


Soon.  Real soon.



CAMELLIA

Is it money you want? I don’t


carry that much as a rule…



MARIE

It ain’t money I’m here for.


It’s you! 



CAMELLIA

I don’t understand.  You mean


you came here to---?



MARIE

Kill you?  Yes, doctor.  That


is exactly what I’m saying.



CAMELLIA

But why?  Has someone paid you?

Marie laughs, but it is a cruel laugh.



MARIE

No.  No one paid me.  This is


a pay back.  Something you are


owed.  Something that you have


had coming for over six years.

Camellia desperately tries to remember.  Fails.



CAMELLIA

Six years?  I don’t understand.


I don’t remember.



MARIE

I guess it didn’t mean as much


to you as it did to me.  Just


so you don’t strain your brain


on it:  the name was Edward


Lovis.

Camellia gasps, remembering finally. 



CAMELLIA

Edward Lovis—my God! I haven’t


heard that name---



MARIE

In six years!  You and five 


other experts examined him


for two months and then you


decided that he was sane!



CAMELLIA

That’s correct.  He claimed


that insanity led him to kill


those people.  But, when we


examined him, he showed no


signs of any mental illness


whatsoever.



MARIE

So you said.  And then, you 


sent him to be tried for 


murder.



CAMELLIA

And he was found guilty.



MARIE

Found guilty. And electrocuted.



CAMELLIA

But he was guilty.  He wasn’t


insane.  He knew what he was


doing when he killed those 


women.



MARIE

So you all said.  All you very


smart, well-educated people.  

You bigshot experts.



CAMELLIA

You’re correct.  We examined


him thoroughly.



MARIE

The six of you.  Six experts.

Marie pauses and smiles cruelly once more.



MARIE (CONT)


Of which, you, kid, are the 

last one still breathin’.

Camellia blinks in surprise.



CAMELLIA

You didn’t---?



MARIE

I did.  I tracked each of them


down and knocked them off.



CAMELLIA

Mark and Helena?  They were in


an auto accident.

Marie enjoys telling this to Camellia.  She takes delight in the reaction she is getting.




MARIE

So they were.  Those two had been


seeing a lot of each other.  


They were probably thinking of


getting hitched one day.  Too bad.


They were both still alive when


I rolled their car over that 


cliff.  Alive in each other’s 


arms.  And then---WHAM!—just like


that, they were dead in each



other’s arms. 

Camellia closes her eyes, as if to stop the images that Marie has given her.  Finally she speaks, her voice trembling with emotion.



CAMELLIA

Who are you?



MARIE

I’m justice.  I’m revenge.


And I am Edward Lovis’ sister.



CAMELLIA

You’re insane!



MARIE

Funny, that’s not what you 


said about my brother.  Was


he saner than me?


CAMELLIA

But you’ve killed five people


in cold blood!



MARIE

And after tonight, that’ll be


six.



CAMELLIA

Yes.  Six.  And you talked to all


of them and gloated over them 


before you killed them?



MARIE

Well. No.



CAMELLIA

No?  



MARIE

No.  That other dame and the 

two other guys got it real


quick.  The woman said something


like “Mom” or whatever before 


her lights went out.  The two


guys went without a word.

Camellia sits up slightly, straightening her coat.



CAMELLIA

Then, I should feel privileged,


I suppose.



MARIE

Go on.



CAMELLIA

I suppose you have been watching


me?  Following me?

Marie smiles proudly.



MARIE

Yeah, I have.  I was even


in this room earlier.


Just checking things out.

Camellia looks into Marie’s eyes.



CAMELLIA

That’s what you say; but


what if there’s more to


it than that?



MARIE

I’m here to kill you.  What


more is there?



CAMELLIA

I don’t know.  What do you


think there might be?



MARIE

Look, this is stupid.  You’re


gonna die like the others.

Camellia looks down straightening her coat.



CAMELLIA

No.



MARIE

No?



CAMELLIA

Not like the others.  You


said yourself:  you didn’t


speak to them.  You just


killed them.



MARIE

So, what are you trying to


say?



CAMELLIA

Not me.  I didn’t say anything.


It’s what you are saying.  


You left me for last.  Out of


all the others.



MARIE

So what?  Somebody had to be 


last.  It could have been any


one of them.



CAMELLIA

Are you sure?  You don’t seem


sure.



MARIE

Of course I’m sure!



CAMELLIA

You traced me.  You followed me.


You came here tonight and 


entered my room.  You saw me in


my fur coat, but then you 


decided to chat first.  A 


change in the pattern.

Marie is becoming visibly agitated.



MARIE

Don’t start your psychological


crap.  I’m not buying it.



CAMELLIA

Really?  But I’m still alive.


You have the gun.  You have


the power.  But I’m still


alive.  You could have done it


any time.  You didn’t.  And


you know what?  You probably


don’t even know why!

Marie pulls the gun up and has it against Camellia’s breast.  



MARIE

You wanna die?  I’ll make


you dead right now!  I’ll


plug you right through you’re


cute little fur coat!

Camellia waits calmly, a slight smile on her face.



CAMELLIA

You spent all that time


stalking me.  Watching me.


I suppose it never occurred


to you.



MARIE

What never occurred to me?



CAMELLIA

Oh, I think it has occurred


to you now that I’m talking


about it.  You just don’t


wish to admit it.



MARIE

What?

Marie’s expression shows she understands what Camellia is talking about.



MARIE (CONT)


No!  Never!  You think I 


got some kinda attraction


for you?  Not likely!



CAMELLIA

You’re actions say otherwise.



MARIE

If you’re trying to talk your


way out of me killin’ you---



CAMELLIA

I don’t have to talk you out of


it, now do I?



MARIE

I could ice you with just


the touch of one finger to


this trigger.  Tomorrow 


you’d be wearing that fur


coat down at the morgue. 


Just one little finger on


the trigger!



CAMELLIA

So you said.  Tell me something:


I know you killed Mark and Helena


in an auto accident.



MARIE

It wasn’t no accident.


CAMELLIA

As you say.  But I want to know


how you killed the other three. 



MARIE

Why?  What for?



CAMELLIA

Professional curiosity.  If I


am, as you put it, about to be


“iced”, what will it matter?



MARIE

I got that young gal right 


after the two in the car.


She was out for a hike in


the woods.  I followed her


and then got a little ahead.


She saw me, but didn’t see


the gun til it was too late!


I think she was calling for



her mother when she kicked.

Camellia is saddened by Marie’s description.



CAMELLIA

Poor Elaine. She was a very


gifted young woman.  Brilliant.


Absolutely brilliant.

Marie’s face shows that she is not impressed.



MARIE

Anyway, you asked for it.


The next guy thought I was


a woman with car trouble.

Marie laughs.



MARIE (CONT)


He never seen it coming.



CAMELLIA

You are quite the clever


girl, aren’t you?



MARIE

I was raised in a rough


neighborhood, sister.  And


that last guy, I caught him

in a parking garage.  I


nailed him from behind.



CAMELLIA

And yet, you never spoke to


any of them?  Not even to


Mark or Helena before you


pushed their car over?



MARIE

Nope.  But they were only 


just barely conscious.  She 

was waiting in his car, and I 

hit her from behind.  I took

her hat and coat and waited.

I surprised him when he got 

in, the same brick I used on 


her.  I left them in the front

seat, all tangled together.


CAMELLIA

And then you pushed them


over?



MARIE

Yes.



CAMELLIA

And I am the only one you


took the time to talk this


over with?



MARIE

So what?



CAMELLIA

Oh, I was still pondering:


you came into my room; you


pulled me down onto the bed.


That is fairly significant


in itself.  I will just wager


that underneath your trench


coat, you don’t have a stitch


on.  Care to prove me wrong?

The look on Marie’s face proves that Camellia isn’t wrong.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


So.  Can I further assume that


you were fully clothed when


you murdered my friends and


colleagues?

Marie can only numbly nod her head yes.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


I could use a drink right


now.  Is that going to


cause a problem for you?



MARIE

No.   

Marie releases her grip on Camellia’s wrist.  Camellia stands up, looking very proud of herself.

Camellia goes to the small bar and pulls out a glass. Pauses and turns back to Marie.



CAMELLIA

I’ll bet you could use one,


as well.



MARIE

No thanks.



CAMELLIA

Don’t worry, I wasn’t going


to poison it or anything.  


Come on, you really do look


like you could use it.

Camellia smiles beguilingly.  Marie slowly nods yes.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


That’s better.  Besides,


I dislike drinking alone.

She begins to fix the drinks.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


I am sorry, there is ice, but


there is a rather limited


choice otherwise.



MARIE

I don’t care.



CAMELLIA

Are you upset?  You do

sound as if you’re upset.  



MARIE

What do you care how I feel?

Camellia brings the drinks.



CAMELLIA

Now why should you be upset?


I’m the one who is supposed


to be killed.

Camellia sits down, hands a drink to MARIE and takes a long pull off of hers.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


Mmmmm, yes.  That’s better.


Now I can face whatever you’re


going to do.



MARIE

I thought you decided I wasn’t

going to kill you?



CAMELLIA

Despite whatever subconscious


desires you have, I think we 

both know that there will only 

be one of us who will walk out 

of here.



MARIE

You’re probably right.  Thanks


for the drink.  

Camellia sits back on the bed.



CAMELLIA


Tell me about your brother.



MARIE


What?



CAMELLIA


I know.  I examined him. But


what I truly want to know is


how he managed to inspire you


with this craving to avenge


him.



MARIE


He was my brother, okay? 


You’d do the same for 

your brother.



CAMELLIA


I’m an only child.  No


brothers or sisters.



MARIE


You know what I mean.



CAMELLIA


So, even though he killed


those women, you felt 


justified in seeking revenge


against the people who 


determined he was sane.



MARIE


Yes!



CAMELLIA


Let us suppose that he had


been found insane and then


institutionalized.  Would


you have justified one of 


the relatives of any of his


victims coming in one night


and putting a bullet through


his heart?



MARIE


It don’t matter!  None of that


happened!  So it don’t matter!

Marie raises her gun.  Camellia sees this and her body tenses up slightly.



CAMELLIA


Shouldn’t you take care of


that other business?  Before


you do that?



MARIE


What other business?



CAMELLIA


Us.  You and I, that is.


These feelings of yours 


should be resolved before


it’s --- uh --- too late.


You would be conflicted and


I would be dead.  No way


to resolve the issue.

Camellia takes a quick drink.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


Unless you plan to do something


after I’m dead?



MARIE


You talk as crazy as some of


your patients.



CAMELLIA


My dear Miss Lovis, I have seen


many things in my career.  This


kind of thing is not as uncommon


as you believe.  It is just very


well hidden in our society.



MARIE


And what do you suggest I do,


doctor?



CAMELLIA


Well, I think you should kiss me.


To resolve your feelings.  That 


way you would be certain.



MARIE


That’s crazy!  Just plain nuts!

Marie shakes her head derisively.



MARIE (CONT)


You are really somethin’,

doctor.



CAMELLIA


I’m not the one in the trench


coat and Nature’s own.



MARIE


And if I just plug you now?



CAMELLIA


Then you will be left to wonder


for the rest of your life:  why


you acted the way you did.

Marie is wavering; there is confusion in her eyes.



MARIE


Damn it!  

Marie lowers the gun.



MARIE (CONT)


You’re right!  I did feel


somethin’ while I was followin’


you.  I felt---I don’t know---


somethin’.



CAMELLIA


I know.  I could tell.  There


was a look on your face.  I’ve


seen it before.  Many times.



MARIE


No kiddin’?  It makes me feel 


kinda dirty, but---there it is.

Marie puts the gun into her coat pocket.



MARIE (CONT)


I suppose this can wait.  For


later?



CAMELLIA


What’s a few hours, more or


less?

Marie takes a deep breath, leans forward, puts her hands on Camellia’s shoulders and pulls her close.  Camellia does not offer any resistance.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


I am sorry to be so---


formally dressed.  I was on


my way to a lecture.

Marie moves closer still, her lips just brushing Camellia’s.



MARIE



I know. Remember?



CAMELLIA


You’re younger than I thought.

But that’s all right.

Camellia kisses Marie.  She wraps her arms around Marie in a tight embrace. Marie is surprised at first and starts to pull back, Camellia holds her tightly, whispering to her.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


Now, aren’t you glad you 


didn’t just walk in and shoot


me?



MARIE


Well---



CAMELLIA


Don’t deny it.  You are getting


quite flushed underneath that


coat.

Marie cannot help but smiling.



MARIE


You’re right.  Geez, you really


are good at your job.



CAMELLIA


Having studied all manner of


impulses for so many years, I


can show you some other things


that I am also good at. 



MARIE


I’ll bet.  

Camellia releases Marie and stands up.



CAMELLIA


Let me get out of this coat---


and the rest of my attire and


then you shall see.

Camellia unfastens her coat; she speaks to Marie without turning.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


By the way, did you ever 


read the list of names of


the women your brother 


killed?



MARIE


What?



CAMELLIA


The third name on the list.


The young woman whose legs


he tied to a cinder block and


tossed still alive into that


lake?  Not to be found for 


several months.  Not to be 


found until the water, and 


the fish and the worms were


finished with her?



MARIE


I looked at the list once or


twice.

Camellia turns swiftly.



CAMELLIA


Her name was Lisa Felts.  She


was only eighteen.  Never to


see nineteen.



MARIE


So?  Who the hell was Lisa 


Felts?

Camellia takes one step forward.



CAMELLIA


She was my niece!  

Camellia pauses for a moment, regaining her self-control.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


I’m not surprised that your



research didn’t spot that.  


I kept it secret from the


authorities, too.  When they


approached me to examine your


brother for them, I saw my


great chance.  I was the expert.


The others followed along 


with me!  I made certain that 


they decided what I wanted 


them to decide!
Marie stands up.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


Sometimes revenge does solve


things.  Crazy---or sane---


it didn’t matter to me!  Not 


after the interviews, not 


after he told us about Lisa.



(MORE)



CAMELLIA (CONT)


What he had done to her and 


how she had begged---begged---


him not to kill her!  Right


until the water covered her


over.  I made certain that


we ruled him sane!  



MARIE


You lying, vicious bitch!  


You’re the one that made


sure he was executed?  

Marie steps forward.



CAMELLIA


Yes I was.



MARIE (CONT)


Dammit! I’ll kill you!

Marie reaches into her pocket, but Camellia smiles and raises her right hand.  In it is Marie’s pistol.



CAMELLIA


No, you won’t.  You let down


your guard for just a moment


too long.

Marie’s eyes widen as Camellia points the gun at her.  

Camellia’s eyes stare at Marie, her face is as impassive as stone.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


I considered turning you


over to the authorities.

Camellia pulls the trigger.  Marie is struck in the chest and falls back onto the bed, breathing heavily.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


But I decided against it.
Camellia places the pistol down on the table, safely out of Marie’s reach.  Then she reclines on the bed, beside Marie.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


I knew about the other deaths,


you see.  I am not a great


believer in coincidence, so I


was somewhat prepared for your


arrival.  I took a chance on


my power of persuasion.

Marie’s voice is weak and fading.  Her eyes still burn with anger.



MARIE


You---bitch---you---rotten,

miserable---

Maria’s right arm raises, as if to strike Camellia.  But the arm wavers and then Marie makes one final hoarse gasp and her eyes stare lifelessly.  Her final moment of rage is still visible in her last facial expression.



CAMELLIA


Oh, my dear girl. Angry to the  


last.  In a way, it is rather 


a shame that you’re dead---I 

could have delivered a number 

of papers on you and your 

behavior.

Camellia raises Marie’s lifeless arm and lets it drop.



CAMELLIA (CONT)


You got five of six.  Not


all that bad, I suppose.

Camellia leans over and kisses Marie on the lips, lightly, as a mother might kiss a child. Then she smiles and whispers. 



CAMELLIA (CONT)

I told you, remember, that only


one of us would walk out of here


alive tonight.

Camellia slowly unfastens the belt of Marie’s coat and unbuttons it.  She opens the coat and smiles.



CAMELLIA


I was right.

Camellia gets up and goes to the telephone and dials. She prepares herself and speaks breathlessly and excited.


CAMELLIA (CONT)

Is that the Front Desk? Yes,


this is Dr. Reiberg in Room

number eight fifteen. Someone
broke into my room and tried

to kill me.  I need you to

contact the police for me.

She’s still here.  She’s not

making any trouble.  Yes,

just send them up when they

arrive.  Thank you.

Camellia hangs up the telephone and stands looking at Marie’s lifeless body.   

CAMELLIA (CONT)


I shall be bidding you a fond


adieu very shortly.  And you


are, not doubt, becoming re-


acquainted with your brother


right about now.  

Camellia picks up an item off of the desk.  It is a framed photograph of a young woman in a cap and gown.



 CAMELLIA (CONT)


My dear Lisa, I hope that you


will rest more easily now.
There is a KNOCK at the door and CAMELLIA shrugs and straightens herself inside her coat and goes to answer it. 
 

