
FADE IN:

Stock footage from the “Golden Age” of early 1930s Hollywood:  

The original HOLLYWOODLAND sign. Glamorous stars attending 
movie premieres at the Pantages Theater and putting their 
footprints in cement at Grauman’s Chinese Theater.

Then there are the other images, the results of the Great 
Depression.  Long lines of people hoping for work and food as 
well as shanty towns built next to monolithic studios.  

TITLE CARD:  “HOLLYWOOD - 1932”

EXT. BENEDICT CANYON - NIGHT

Modest bungalows dot the quiet canyon, leading to an affluent 
Bauhaus-style house at the top of the hill.

EXT. HAROUTUNIAN HOME - BACK PORCH

At a bungalow on the slope just below the large house, TASH 
HAROUTUNIAN, a thirty-year-old Armenian immigrant, smokes on 
his porch and stares at the full moon.  

A GUN SHOT from the large house startles him out of his 
reverie as it echoes through the canyon.  

EXT./INT. BERN HOUSE - POOL AREA

Tash climbs through the chaparral to the back of the house.  

A smashed champagne bottle, two glasses, and wet towels lie 
on the patio.  He walks around the pool and enters through 
the open sliding glass door.  

Inside: the furniture is overturned.  A framed publicity 
photo of actress JEAN HARLOW has been knocked off the wall.  

TASH
Hello?  Mr. Bern?  Miss Harlow?  
It’s Tash Haroutunian.  Your 
neighbor.  Everything all right?  

Tash carefully makes his way from room to room.  

MASTER BEDROOM

With a BANSHEE CRY, a petite, middle-aged redhead, DOROTHY 
MILLETTE, wildly charges at him waving a gun.  When Tash 
grabs the gun, she scratches his face.  



Tash defensively socks her in the jaw.  Millette falls and 
hits her head on a table, knocking her unconscious. 

Something catches Tash’s eye in the dressing area. On closer 
inspection, he finds a MAN’S NUDE BODY lying face down in 
front of a full length mirror.  

It’s the man in the wedding photo with Jean Harlow on the 
dresser, PAUL BERN (40s). Blood pools around his head.

Tash checks for a pulse.  Not finding one, he rushes to use 
the telephone on the nightstand beside the bed.

INT. WILDER HOME - SCREENING ROOM - NIGHT 

The flickering of a film.  Smoke wafts across the screen and 
up to the ceiling.  The movie stars a pert young blonde, 
BETTE DAVIS, in one of her first lead roles.

Watching the birth of a star is CALLUM WILDER, production 
chief at Paladin Studios.  Handsome, late thirties - he has 
the well-groomed cynicism of a successful film executive.  

But alone in the dark, there is a gleam of excitement in his 
eyes.  The images he watches reflected on his irises.  

Callum enjoys a cigarette as he leans back on his comfortable 
leather sofa.  Next to him is a script, “The Edwardians” with 
“No, thanks - B.D.” scrawled in red across the cover.

On an end table a telephone with a red light BLINKS but 
doesn’t ring. Callum picks up the receiver.

CALLUM
Hello?

INT. BERN HOUSE - DEN

Callum injects a sedative into Millette’s arm before she can 
fully register what is happening. He helps Tash pick her up.  
Callum opens the door for Tash to carry her out.

HOWARD STRICKLING, VP of Publicity at MGM, is that studio’s  
notorious fixer.  A somber man still wearing his overcoat and 
fedora, he puts the room back in order.   

STRICKLING
Mr. Mayer sends his thanks, Callum. 
We owe you. I haven’t told Irving. 
He and Bern were close. This will 
kill him.
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CALLUM
The police will have to be 
involved.

STRICKLING
I’ll leave you out of it.

CALLUM
I can take care of my man. What 
about the woman? Who is she?

STRICKLING
Dorothy Millette. Bern’s common law 
wife.  

CALLUM
Jesus.

STRICKLING
Looks like I’ll be here awhile.  
Can I ask you for another favor?

CALLUM
What do you need, Howard?

EXT. SIERRA HIGHWAY - DAWN

A limousine drives the newly paved road north.  The road sign 
indicates they are driving through San Luis Obispo.  209 
miles to San Francisco.

INT. LIMOUSINE

Tash drives with Callum in the passenger seat. Millette 
sleeps in the back. Tash’s expression shows second thoughts.  

TASH
I’m sorry I got you involved. I 
should have called the police.

CALLUM
Howard Strickling’s looking out for 
his star. I’d do the same. So would 
Paramount, RKO, anyone.    

TASH
This is where you politely suggest 
I keep my mouth shut. 

CALLUM
You’re a talented director, Tash.  
We haven’t forgotten you.  
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Callum studies Tash like a predator eyeing his prey.  

For his part, Tash keeps his eyes on the road, but has a vise-
grip on the wheel. 

EXT. SAN FRANCISCO - DAY 

The limousine crosses the Golden Gate Bridge into the city.

EXT./INT. PLAZA HOTEL - ROOM 314

A mid-range single room. Millette inspects her bruised jaw.  
Her suitcase is on the bed. Callum exits the bathroom.  

MILLETTE
What a lovely shade of purple.  
I’ve had worse.  

Millette lifts her skirt for the silver flask strapped to her 
thigh. She takes a swig and offers him one. He declines.

CALLUM
That’s still illegal, you know.

Millette chuckles as if it’s a joke; then knows it’s not.

MILLETTE
You haven’t asked about Paul.

CALLUM
He’s dead. What else should I know?

MILLETTE
Where will I go?

CALLUM
I can’t help you. 

Millette tries to hold back tears. The regret is in her 
voice. It’s time for Callum to leave. 

MILLETTE
I was an actress, once. That’s how 
we met. If you see that bleached 
whore tell her-- oh, fuck ‘em all.  

Callum watches her finish the flask. There’s a twinge of 
sympathy as he closes the door behind him. 
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EXT. SIERRA HIGHWAY - DUSK

The limousine speeds south back to Los Angeles.

INT. WILDER HOME - DEN - NIGHT

Callum pours a drink - bourbon, scotch, he doesn’t care.  He 
downs it in one gulp then lies on the couch in his clothes, 
too tired to go upstairs.  At last, Callum closes his eyes. 

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

INT. WILDER HOME - DEN - MORNING

Sunlight streams through the curtains. CONSTRUCTION NOISE 
disturbs the peace. Callum’s eyes flutter awake.  

He goes to the window overlooking the pool and rose garden.  
Unfortunately, the expansive view beyond the yard is blocked 
by an estate being built on the neighboring lot.  

EXT. KITCHEN PATIO 

Callum’s wife, DOLORES, is a former chorine, now a housewife 
and mother of three with porcelain skin and legs for miles.  
She breakfasts with the children:  

Daughter, C.C., intellectually precocious (14) and fraternal 
twin sons JIMMY and TEDDY (11). Teddy has polio and wears 
steel leg braces.

The boys take out the latest Dick Tracy comics.  ANITA, their 
black housekeeper/cook, serves french toast.

DOLORES
Don’t read at the table.

Callum, freshly shaved and ready for work, joins them.  

ANITA
Morning, Mr. Wilder. French toast 
for you, sir?  

CALLUM
Just coffee, Anita.

DOLORES
What time did you get in?  
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CALLUM
About one. I didn’t want to wake 
you, so I slept in the den.

Dolores takes the morning newspaper and coffee cup from Anita 
to serve Callum. She’s sweet; he’s indifferent. 

DOLORES
Well, you missed a great barbecue.  

CALLUM
Couldn’t be helped.

C.C.
Why shouldn’t you work? It is 
called Labor Day.

Callum smiles as the kids dismantle the newspaper.

JIMMY
Funnies.

C.C.
Nation. Hey, give me.

TEDDY
I want the sports.

Callum collects the news sections for himself.

ANITA
(re: the noise)

They’re starting early today.

DOLORES
No consideration at all. What if we 
were sleeping in?

CALLUM
Find out who the new neighbors are?

TEDDY
I hope they have kids our age.

JIMMY
Their pool is twice as big as ours.  
And they have a tennis court. 

DOLORES
I said no comics at the table.

JIMMY
C.C.’s reading.
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C.C.
Nothing as trivial as the funny 
pages.

DOLORES
Whoever they are, they’re building 
awfully close. I should go down to 
City Hall and make sure they’re not 
crossing onto our land.

C.C.
Good idea, Mother. Make them hate 
us before they’ve even unpacked.

Callum smirks behind his paper. He reads an inside page of 
the Entertainment section.

Opposite him, Dolores pokes the front page headline: “Jean 
Harlow Questioned in Husband’s Death.”

DOLORES
She’s a sweet girl. But, I have to 
say, something never did seem right 
with the two of them. 

Callum finishes his coffee. 

CALLUM
What’s the plan for today?

DOLORES
The gardener’s spraying. I found 
aphids on the rose bushes.       

C.C.
We lead very full lives when you’re 
not around, Dad.

CALLUM
I’ll try to be early.

JIMMY
(ala Dick Tracy)

Catch you later, Big Boy.

Callum gives Dolores a peck on the cheek, then he’s gone.  

INT. PALADIN STUDIOS - SOUNDSTAGE 3 - MORNING

A hot set for an elaborate musical number.  The star is ALICE 
THOM, a barely legal triple threat actress/singer/dancer.   
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Alice is dressed in a sequined gown.  Tuxedo-clad MALE 
DANCERS twirl her around a mirrored ballroom set with a 
staircase at the back as she lip syncs to the playback. 

The dancers move in unison, but Alice missteps. 

She turns and runs into one of them. 

ALICE
Ouch. You clumsy oaf.

BRAM, the director is a gentle man who has his limits.

BRAM
Cut. Let’s go again.  

Alice and the dancers take their places.

BRAM (CONT’D)
Playback. And... action.

Again, at a change in rhythm, Alice misses her mark and trips 
while moving up the staircase.

BRAM (CONT’D)
Cut! Is there a problem? Alice?

ALICE
Yes, I heard you. The lights on the 
mirrors are blinding me.

BRAM
We’ll fix the glare. Where’s Hair 
and Make-up for Miss Thom?

HAIR and MAKE-UP people attend to Alice. Alice squirms and 
notices a tear in the hem of her gown.

ALICE
Shit. Bram! My dress is ripped. I 
need a minute.

Alice walks to her dressing room.

BRAM
Who’s here from Wardrobe?

A savvy, fashionably put-together young woman called FAWN 
steps forward with her sewing basket.  

FAWN
That’s me, sir.
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BRAM
Go on then.

Fawn rushes after Alice. The two go into the dressing room - 
a trailer set up at the far end of the stage. The film’s 
antacid-popping producer, PHILIP YOUNG, speaks with Bram.

PHILIP
What’s the problem this time?

BRAM
Booze, dope. It’s getting worse.  
We’re eight days behind schedule, 
Philip. I don’t think she can do 
it.

EXT. PALADIN STUDIOS - MAIN GATE - DAY

SPECTATORS mob the gates seeking everything from an autograph 
to their chance at stardom.  

A photogenic young man, CURT STEELE drives up to the gate.  
He stops for SECURITY to raise the arm and is swamped by FANS 
pushing photos of him and autograph books in his face.

FANS
Curt!  I love you!  Can I have your 
autograph?

Curt rolls down the window. A fan gives him a pen and he 
happily signs everything put in front of him. When he’s done, 
the gate opens for him to drive onto the lot.

EXT. SUNSET BLVD. 

Callum picks up speed as he drives his custom Auburn 
speedster around a curve. A traffic light is changing to red, 
but Callum sails through, barely missing another car.

INT. CALLUM’S AUBURN

SIRENS. Callum checks his mirror, unhappy to see a baby-faced 
MOTORCYCLE COP pulling him over. Callum stops and takes out 
his driver’s license, but the cop isn’t interested.

MOTORCYCLE COP
Sorry to stop you, Mr. Wilder.  
I’m to take you over to Los Feliz.  

CALLUM
Now?
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MOTORCYCLE COP
If you’ll follow me, sir.

He returns to his motorcycle. Callum puts his license back 
and lets the cop take the lead driving away.

INT. JAY FRANKEL’S OFFICE - DAY

The office blinds are drawn. Here lies JAY FRANKEL, in his 
early forties, he’s a cultivated playboy with many appetites, 
reaping the benefits of being a studio boss.  

Jay rests on the couch with a wet cloth on his forehead. His 
caustic secretary, MRS. STRZYKALSKI, has been Jay’s voice of 
reason for twenty years. She opens the blinds.  

JAY
Hey, who turned on the lights?

He sits up, takes his time. Mrs. Strzykalski hands him a 
glass of water, a bottle of aspirin, and his messages. 

MRS. STRZYKALSKI
Rise and shine. Here are your 
messages. Philip Young’s called 
three times.  

JAY
Grandma? Is that you?

He takes two aspirin with water and goes to his desk.

JAY (CONT’D)
Callum in?

MRS. STRZYKALSKI
Not yet.

JAY
Figures, the one Monday I’m on 
time. 

MRS. STRZYKALSKI
It’s Tuesday.

JAY
What’s this?

He points to the pile of head shots on his desk. Mrs. 
Strzykalski removes a list of names from his In box.

MRS. STRZYKALSKI
Six month review.
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Jay glances through the photos and quickly divides them into 
two piles. He points to the pile on the left.

JAY
These stay. This girl on top. What 
did we put her in?

MRS. STRZYKALSKI
She was the rival skater in “Swiss 
Miss” and we’ve got her in Curt 
Steele’s new Western.

JAY
Send her up. I’ll give her the good 
news myself. We have any Alka-
Seltzer?

MRS. STRZYKALSKI
This one isn’t an actress.

She points to a name. Jay grimaces.

JAY
Give it to Wilder. I need a nap.  
Hold my calls--

Jay returns to his couch to lie down again.

MRS. STRZYKALSKI
You still want the girl on top?

JAY
--Except for her.

Mrs. Strzykalski gathers the head shots and tosses Jay the 
wet towel for his head as she leaves. 

INT. SOUNDSTAGE 3

Alice steps back on set, a lot less agitated. Bram and the 
crew are anxious to begin.  

BRAM
Ready, from one. Playback. 
Background.  

The background dancers fly in from both sides.

BRAM (CONT’D)
Action.
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Alice is in sync to the playback and hits her first mark.  
All goes well until the dancers spin her between them. One to 
the next... and a third.

Alice comes out of a spin off-balance. Philip and Bram sit up 
in their chairs. Alice misses her next cue. She stops.

BRAM (CONT’D)
Cut. Kill the music. Alice. 
Sweetheart?  

ALICE
I--

Her eyes roll back. And she collapses.   

EXT. GENEVA LORING’S HOUSE - LOS FELIZ ESTATES - DAY

GENEVA LORING, Austrian by birth and Swiss-educated, is 
languid and erotic. She, her lover, MARIA ARIAS, a brooding 
South American artist (holding a rifle) and the motorcycle 
cop fill Callum in.

GENEVA
Maria was shooting at birds.

MARIA
Chirp, chirp, chirp. It’s too early 
for this noise.

MOTORCYCLE COP
Miss Arias fired a round into the 
tree outside her bedroom window.  
The shot went through the branches 
into that car across the street.

He indicates a sedan parked in front of the house across the 
street with a bullet hole in the driver side window.

MOTORCYCLE COP (CONT’D)
A couple was sitting in the front 
seat when the bullet struck the 
young man in the back of the head.

MARIA
It was accident.

Callum makes sure her rifle is pointed toward the ground. 

CALLUM
Tell me he’s alive.

12.



MOTORCYCLE COP
Still in surgery. My sergeant 
didn’t want to make the arrest 
until we notified you. The family 
may go to the newspapers. 

CALLUM
Where’s the telephone?

INT. GENEVA LORING’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM

Callum uses the telephone. Geneva smokes, looks worried. 
Maria hugs her and affectionately strokes her hair. The 
motorcycle cop seems titillated by their relationship.

CALLUM (ON THE PHONE)
Tony. Good, you’re in. I need you 
to get over to--

(to the cop)
Hospital?

MOTORCYCLE COP
Oh, uh-- Queen of Angels.

CALLUM
Queen of Angels Hospital.  

As Callum conducts his conversation in hushed tones, Maria 
kisses Geneva and the motorcycle cop blushes. 

INT. JAY FRANKEL’S OFFICE

Jay leans back on the couch. His eyes closed, head back and 
seems to be experiencing a moment of--

A STARLET, wearing a dance hall girl costume, on her knees 
performs oral sex. Mrs. Strzykalski barges in.

MRS. STRZYKALSKI
Dr. Foreman and Mr. Young are here.

As Jay casually buttons up and the starlet scrambles to her 
feet, Philip and the studio DOCTOR enter the room.  

JAY
(to Mrs. Strzykalski)

You do that on purpose.

MRS. STRZYKALSKI
Yes, I do.  

Jay appreciates her smugness. They are a good match.
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JAY
(to the starlet)

I meant what I said. You’re one 
of our rising stars. Any problems 
or complaints, you let me know.

Philip and the doctor check her up and down, as most men do.  
The starlet smiles at them. Mrs. Strzykalski escorts her out 
the door and closes it behind them.  

PHILIP
Six-month girl? Can she act?

JAY
No idea. How’s the patient?

DOCTOR
Alice is awake. I recommend she 
take at least two months off to 
clean out her system.

PHILIP
We’re out three hundred thousand if 
production shuts down.

JAY
Can’t you give her pep pills or 
something?

DOCTOR
That will get her through the day.  
Morphine use is the bigger problem.

JAY
We have this picture booked in 
theaters for the first of the year.  

DOCTOR
The girl needs help, Jay.  

JAY
Then work will be good for her.  
She won’t have time for problems.

INT. SOUNDSTAGE 3 - OUTSIDE ALICE’S DRESSING ROOM

Bram rehearses dancers and grips adjust lights, etc. Other 
crew stand around on an extended coffee break.

Across the stage. Curt, dressed in a crisp white cowboy 
costume, gently raps on the dressing room door.
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CURT
Alice. It’s me. Can I come in?

INT. ALICE’S DRESSING ROOM

Curt nearly trips over Alice sitting on the floor. Words 
slurred, make-up smeared; she feels sorry for herself. 

ALICE
I’m sorry, Curt. You didn’t have to 
come here. They’ll get mad at us.

CURT
Don’t worry about me, honey. I 
heard you weren’t feeling well.

Curt sits with her on the floor. He cradles her head.

ALICE
I need to be alone. Why can’t they 
all just leave me alone?

She notices her make-up has soiled his costume.

ALICE (CONT’D)
Oh, look. I got make-up all over 
your pretty outfit.

EXT. WRITERS BUILDING

A two-story structure with one room cubbyholes for offices.

INT. WADE DEVILLIERS’S OFFICE

WADE DEVILLIERS, thirties, married, is a successful 
screenwriter too overworked to enjoy it. What he enjoys at 
this moment is privacy.  Behind his desk staring at a few 
vintage postcards of female nudes, he pleasures himself-- and 
there’s a KNOCK.  

Finishing off, Wade doesn’t respond. So the visitor, eager 
beaver twenty-something, POLLY ATKINSON walks in.

POLLY
Wade.

Polly flubs, embarrassed, and quickly turns. Wade covers the 
photos, wraps it up and wipes his hands on a towel. 

WADE
Jesus Christ.
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WADE (CONT’D)
What?

He’s ready now. Polly turns back. Ignoring what’s she’d 
walked in on. She has business; carries a movie treatment.

POLLY
Um-- Sorry.  Well, I was wondering 
if you thought about it.

WADE
No, Polly.

POLLY
No, you didn’t think about it or 
No, you won’t do it?

WADE
Both.

POLLY
Why not?   

WADE
Writing is hard. You work long 
hours in tiny rooms with no 
ventilation. Your family complains 
because you miss holidays re-
writing a script overnight only so 
a producer can tell you it’s too 
sad, or too smart or has too many 
words. You don’t need this.  

POLLY
I want this. I have a story to tell 
- more than one. And I’m the only 
one who can tell them.  

WADE
I have a lot to do this week. 

POLLY
Please? Just read my treatment. 
It’s a year in the life of a family 
from the Great Plains. If it 
stinks, I’ll go back to the Readers 
Department like a good little girl.  

WADE
And if it passes muster?

POLLY
Show it to Callum Wilder.
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She is all freckles and wide-eyed hope. It’s intriguing to 
someone as jaded as Wade.

WADE
I always say: Writing is a lonely 
life, but the only life worth living.

POLLY
Didn’t Gustave Flaubert say that?

WADE
(deadpans)

He agrees with me.

Polly sees Wade has run out of excuses, closes the deal.

POLLY
When you can. I’ll leave it right 
here. You’re a peach, Wade.

Polly leaves her treatment on his desk and eases out.

EXT. PALADIN STUDIOS - MAIN GATE

None of the fans stop Callum when he passes through the gate.  
On the lot, the studio is a hive buzzing with activity.  

EXT. EXECUTIVE PARKING LOT - ADMINISTRATION BUILDING

Callum pulls into his parking space and grabs his briefcase.  
EMIL FISCHER, an elder statesman from the silent era, exits a 
chauffeured car, a newspaper under his arm.

CALLUM
Good morning, Emil. Tony Naimo’s 
going to call you about a payment 
to a family in Los Feliz.    

EMIL
We need to talk about this 
discretionary spending, young man.

Callum takes the newspaper from Emil who doesn’t mind.

CALLUM
Charge it back to “Swiss Miss” when 
the receipts come in. 

EMIL
I’ll expect you for lunch.

They enter the building.
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INT. JAY FRANKEL’S OFFICE

Callum still has his briefcase and the newspaper he took from 
Emil. Jay fixes himself an Alka-Seltzer.  

JAY
And where the hell have you been?

CALLUM
Geneva’s friend, Maria Arias shot a 
kid. Tony’s handling it.

JAY
They’re a good time, I’ll grant 
you, but the last thing those 
broads need is a gun. She kill him?

CALLUM
No, thank God. How was your weekend? 

JAY
Why do three day weekends always 
turn me into a crumb?

CALLUM
How much did you lose?

JAY
What makes you think I lost?

(off Callum’s raised brow)
Buck and a half.  

CALLUM
A hundred and fifty thousand.

JAY
Give or take. On the bright side, I 
beat Junior Laemmle with two pair 
and got him to come down on Columbo 
for “Midnight Love.” Thirty-five 
thousand instead of sixty for the 
five weeks.  

CALLUM
If Norman ever found out about your 
games, Paladin would have one less 
Frankel brother in charge.

JAY
Norman is in New York. And that’s 
where he’ll stay, thank you very 
much. L’chaim.
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He toasts when he takes his Alka-Seltzer. Callum opens the 
newspaper and drops it in Jay’s lap.  

JAY (CONT’D)
Bern and Harlow. I’ll bet Metro’s 
in a shit storm.

CALLUM
Page four.

Curious, Jay turns to page four. The story Callum had read.  
“Singing Valentino, Russ Columbo, Loses His Voice.”

CALLUM (CONT’D)
Laryngitis. Columbo’s out for at 
least a month.

JAY
Son of a bitch. God damn Laemmle.  
I should have known the little 
pisher wasn’t on the level.

He pauses his rant and looks at Callum’s impassive face.

JAY (CONT’D)
What?

There’s no good time for more bad news. Callum opens his 
briefcase and hands Jay “The Edwardians.”

CALLUM
Davis refused the script.

JAY
What’s wrong with this one?

CALLUM
The part doesn’t interest her.

JAY
Miss Bette Davis has made all of 
three pictures and thinks she can 
choose her roles? Get her agent on 
the horn and find out what they want.

CALLUM
Maybe we should bring them in.  
Warners is sniffing around. This 
refusal could be a ploy to get you 
to release her outright.

Jay’s antenna is up.
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JAY
What do you know?

CALLUM
I heard Zanuck stopped by Bette’s 
table at Gaston’s Friday night.

JAY
He’s trying to steam me. 

CALLUM
Take it seriously, Jay. Zanuck’s 
tired of being the number three 
over there. He may be building a 
stable to take with him when he 
makes his move. That’s what I’d do.  

JAY
You looking to make a move?  

CALLUM
I’m always looking. That’s what 
makes me so good at my job.  

JAY
I sent you the list of six-month 
options. We picked up Siggy Rawlings.

A name that sends a shudder through Callum’s system.

CALLUM
I still think that’s a mistake.

JAY
Her father is the only cop in L.A. 
we can’t bleed. We’ll need him when 
he’s police commissioner. 

CALLUM
She can’t act, dance or sing. She 
doesn’t type and has no marketable 
skills. What do we do with her?  

JAY
You’ll find something. That’s what 
makes you so good at your job.

Jay makes conceitedness charming. Callum leaves the office.

INT. CALLUM’S OFFICE SUITE

Head shots of handsome young men. Callum lets the rejects 
fall onto his secretary’s desk.  
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GRACE SARACEN is an assistant/sounding board. If she had been 
born forty years later she’d be running a studio.

GRACE
We have the Rawlings girl fetching 
coffee for the photographers in the 
portrait studio. So far it’s cost 
us a thousand dollars in equipment.  

CALLUM
(re: the photos)

Is this all?

GRACE
Maybe if you gave me more to work 
with than “male singer.”

CALLUM
I need a Russ Columbo. Don’t we 
have any crooners on the payroll?

GRACE
Rodney Laurent. 

CALLUM
He sings through his nose.  

GRACE
He was terrific on Cantor’s radio 
show. His acting’s coming along, too. 

She flips through several pages on a clipboard at her desk 
until she finds what she is looking for.

GRACE (CONT’D)
Rodney’s doing screen tests with 
the ingenues today. Stage Two.  

Callum sees her conviction.

CALLUM
Okay. Take care of the Rawlings 
girl. Stick her someplace where she 
can’t do any damage.

He’s walking out of the office.

GRACE
You got it, boss.

CALLUM
Thank you, Grace.
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