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RED BUICK ON VIA VENETO

1.INT. GARAGE (ROME,1958)-DAY

The eye of a 12 years old boy.

Silence.

A garage with some elegant cars of the period, but not people.

Then the boy continues polishing one of the cars with a rag.

Suddenly he stops working, leaves his rag and approaches a gleaming red BUIK. All at once, the boy’s expression turns. Cautiously, and at come distance, he circles the car, taking in all the details of the coachwork: the headlamps, the grille, the ornament. As he continues, he finds the door on the driver’s side ajar. Then the boy is shocked to discover the corpse of a man sprawled across the ground in a pool of blood, his legs still inside the car.

The eyes of the corpse remain open, seem to stare at the boy. The boy stops; his expression frozen in shock. OFF, he hears the sound of A DOOR SLAMING. Startled, he turns to see that it is only the garage door swinging open and shut in a light breeze.

FALCONE (OFF)

Once upon a time there was dead body. It was Rome, 1958. A new mystery dawned on paradise. A wave of excitement that gripped the city…Who killed Carlo? And why?

Once again the boy turns to gaze at the dead man and stares, powerless.

FALCONE (OFF)

It might seem as though I’m describing a dream, but I’m not.

Angle of the corpse.

2.INSERT NEWS PHOTO OF THE CORPSE.

The image of the corpse becomes a black-and-white news photo below front page headline: DEATH OF A GIGOLO with the photo caption: CARLO FASSARI businessman, age 29, murdered in this new Buick in the pre-dawn hours of Thursday Nov.26.1958.

FALCONE (OFF)

It’s all true. It made the front page of the papers. The paparazzi went wild know what paparazzi are? Italian shutter bugs, The press (pause)They went for it like to snit.

3. INDERTERMINATE LOCATION/ALTERING LIHT AND SHADOW (1958)

A military officer is profiled in full dress uniform: ANTONIO. His stolid expression belies a deep sense of humiliation A SECOND OFFICER approaches.

FALCONE (OFF)

Meanwhile a young Navy Lieutenant took the rap for the killing. He was even convicted. But eventually was sprung on a pardon. His name Antonio Delle Rocca.

The second officer draws ever nearer to Antonio. In SLOW MOTION he begins to strip Antonio of his rank and decorations.

FALCONE (OFF)

Of course even though he was convicted, nobody ever really proved anything. A lot of questions were still floating around: What was the real motive?… Cherchez la femme.

4. EXT. STREET (ROME, 1958)- NIGHT

A beautiful young woman, Laura Petruvia, walks surrounded by a horde of photographers.

FACONE ( OFF)

Among the many speculations at the time, one of them ended up a little at odds with the official version of the story ( A BEAT) Laura Petruvia: young, beautiful- Involved with the dead man, Carlo. And the girl-fiend of Antonio, the accused killer.

EXT. VIA VENETO (ROME, 1958)- NIGHT

A flash from one of the scenes where we see Patrizia: talking with friends on Via Veneto.

FALCONE (OFF)

The story also involved another young lady: Patrizia Donai, a rich who used to frequent the hangouts on the Via Veneto. She had a lot of contact with Carlo around the time of the killing…

6.INT. GARAGE (ROME 1958)-DAY

 Cops and reporters are now surrounding the Buick. The camera picks out the body, who observes the scene from a bit farther off. He stands beside his mother, a modest lady who has her arms around her son’s shoulders as she fields questions from the cops and reporters. Still in shock, the boy answers no one; his mother tries to respond, but only with great difficulty is she able t speak. Extremely agitated, she whispers questions to her son. 

News photographer’s camera with flash.

FALCONE (OFF)

It seems that I am trying to tell you a dream. But it’s all true. And I can’t help having a dream’s sensation that feeling of absurdity, surprise, and bewilderment, a tremor of revolt…Being captured by the incredible…

RON (OFF)

Mr. Falcone…

Freeze-frame depicting the corpse in the car, the boy, his mother and the rest.

7. INT. PUBLISHER’S OFFICE NEW YORK (1989)- DAY

Open with the eye o Anthony Falcone, a forty-year-old writer whom we find crouched in a fetal position on the sofa of plush publisher’s office in Manhattan.

Bookshelves line the office from floor to ceiling on three sides. 

Though the window, that faces the street we see that it is raining. Falcone has been recounting his story to RON, an administrative assistant of 30 who works for the publisher.

Falcone lost in thought

Silence.

FALCONE (TIMIDLY)

How do you like it so far?

RON

I…I really wouldn’t know about that sort of thing. Mr. Falcone. I’m not writer.

FALCONE

It might seem…like the type of story you’ve heard before. But what interests me is the punishment angle.. Not just judicial punishment. But real punishment…Not idea of vengeance…Punishment…

Ron clears his throat.

RON

I hate to interrupt, Mr. Falcone, but we really should go. They’re waiting.

Silence.

FALCONE

Uh-huh… The check. And what about my check?

RON

Please, Mr Falcone. We went over all of this with Mr. Hanson

Falcone looks at Ron with apprehension

RON (yielding)

…Ok…

Ron opens his briefcase, fishes for the check, and hands it to Falcone.

RON

It’s quite a substantial advance, I assure you… Are you sure don’t want to have another look at the contract?

Falcone hardly notices the check, but simply holds on to it.

Silence.

RON

Are you ok? May I get you something to drink?

Falcone glances nervously toward the big window facing the street.

FALCONE

Sorry Ron. I can’t go down there.

Ron looks astonished.

RON

You’re kidding, right?

FALCONE

No. I just can’t Please, try to understand. I’m going to panic I know it.

RON

But, what about Mr. Hanson? You agreed!

In a sudden burst, Falcone knocks over a lamp with the broad sweep of his hand

FALCONE

I’m afraid, don’t you see?… I’m scared!

Silence

FALCONE

Do you know what means to be scared?

Ron stares, looking rather scared himself. He glances at the broken lamp.

RON

Ok, Mr Falcone. Don’t go away. Just stay from here I’ll be back in a minute.

Extremely worried Ron runs out.

8. INT. RECEPTION AREA OF PUBLISHER’S OFFICE (MANHATTAN, 1989) -DAY

On his way out Ron passes the desk of the secretary.

She seems to be fielding a dozen phone calls at once, but puts all calls on hold and calls after Ron.

SECRETARY

That woman was here again. I managed to get rid for her, but he knows Falcone is in here…What do I do if she comes back?

RON

Look, whatever you do, make sure doesn’t go anywhere.

He runs out.

9. EXT. STREET HOTEL (MANHATTAN, 1989)- DAY

Trying in vain to shelter himself from the downpour, Ron hurries across the street part the TV vans and heavy traffic and rushes into the hotel.

10. INT. HOTEL LOBBY ADJOINING CONFERENCE ROOM (MANHATTAN, 1989) -DAY

Soaked with rain and still struggling with her umbrella, JENNIFER, an obsessive graduate student of contemporary literature is desperately tiying to get past a security guard to again entrance to the conference room where a small army of reporters, photographers and camera men are milling about.

JENNIFER (Forcing a smile)

It’s really quite all right sir. You see I’m writing a thesis on Mr. Falcone…

GUARD

Can’t let you in without a press pass, sweetheart.

JENNFER (FISHING FOR ID)

Well journalists and scholars. It’s practically the same thing…

As she speaks Ron flashes his ID and rushes inside.

JENNIFER

Look! ( to RON) Ron! Ron! I know him!

She looks at the guard.

JENNIFER

I’m sure if you ‘d just tell Ron. I’m here, he’ll tell you it’s all right.

GUARD

I don’t know any Ron.

11. INT. CONFERENCE ROOM (MANHATTAN, 1989) - DAY

In preparation for the Falcone’s appearance, Hansen, an impeccably groomed publisher, is basking in the glow of press attention. He ascends the dais, and blows into microphone before speaking.

HANSEN

May I have your attention, please. As we are all aware, this occasion will mark the very first public appearance of Mr. Falcone. Who has resided at an undisclosed location aver since the publication of “ An Adagio for Scorpions” four years ago. May I remind you that Mr. Falcone is an extremely, uh… shy individual, and therefore I would ask you all to please leave him some breathing room, and to observe a minimum standard of.. uh decorum.

As she speaks, Ron downs a whisky, which he snatches from the buffet, smiles obsequiously at the couple of dignitaries, and makes his way through the crush of reporters to strain for a chance to have a word with HANSEN.

REPORTER

How come Falcone is so mysterious?

HANSEN

I would say that Mr. Falcone believes that a writer ought to write what he has to say.

2nd REPORTER

A critic said that he is just a pen-name for that other guy, that literary legend who never shows his face around, what’s his name? Salinger. Any truth in that?

HANSEN ( SMUGLY)

In a minute you’ll be able to judge that for yourself.

A few of the reporters groan audibly.

3rd REPORTER

C’mon Mr. Hansen! Everybody knows your form would have gone under if weren’t for that one book.

HANSEN

Look, here. It was my understanding that you came here to question to Mr. Falcone. Not me.

4th REPORTER

Well where is he? Who does he think he is, Greta Garbo?

Laughter, Hansen covers the mike with his palm and turns to Ron.

HANSEN (UNDER HIS BREATH)

Soon of bitch!

HANSEN (TO RON)

Where the hell is he?

12. INT. RECEPTATION AREA OF PUBLISHER’S OFFICE (MANHATTAN 1989) - DAY

Still frantic with all the incoming calls, the secretary suddenly freezes, shocked by what she sees. Falcone has emerged from the office. He is bleeding profusely from his right hand.

FALCONE

I was trying to clean up the lamp… I…

Drops of blood drip onto the light carpet.

13. INT. HOTEL CONFERENCE ROOM (MANHATTAN, 1989) - DAY

Ron finishes giving Hansen the bad news, whereupon Hansen turns to the reporters, forcing a bread smile.

At the instant he catches sight of Jennifer still arguing with the security guard at the entrance, There is a flash of recognition between Jennifer and Hansen. Suddenly Hansen seems to have an idea. Once again he sizes the mike

HANSEN

Ladies and gentlemen I regret to say that for security reasons, it is not advisable that Mr. Falcone join us at the present time.

The reporters practically boo him off the details.

HANSEN

I would remind you that is a very serious matter. Mr. Falcone has been threatened by crazed student who has been seen here only few moment ago…

We catch a glimpse of Jennifer’s expression as she still blocked by the security guard.

JENNIFER (under her breath)

That son of the bitch! He’s using me!

On this way out Ron stops in his tracks.

RON

Look! There she is!

The guard stares open-mouthed as the whole room turn to look at her.

JENNIFER (OUTRAGED)

This is insane! I never threatened anybody! I’m just writing a thesis! You can’t get away with this!

As she struggles to make herself heard, a couple of security guards sieze her and begin to throw her out.

JENNIFER

Hey! Get your hands off me! What I am I going to do? Hit him with my umbrella? I said get your hands off me! Don’t you see what he’s doing? It’s a lie! He made this all up! It’s smokescreen, can’t you see?

The guard only restrain her further.

JENNIFER

Help! I’ll scream, Help!

Reporters and photographers converge around her.

Tumult. 

The security guard continue to drag her out.
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