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NOTE:

Please change the name CYNTHIA CUTWATER to EDWINA CUTWATER. .
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NG TITLZ SEQUIN

... various shots showing ROGER COBB in a tvpiczal dav. (In
=he SOUNTRACX we hear a haot jazz comdo.) '

EXT. ROGER'S CAR - MORNING

He is driving to work in his CONVERTI3LE, talking
spiritedly to someone gff-camera. It is his dog BIX, a
shaggy mixed-breed, who sits beside him in the passenger
seat, strapped in securely by 2 ¢ css-shou’der seaat bel
just like his master. :

. INT. LAW QFFICE - DAY

Roger (with 3ix) strides up the hallway, exchanging HELLO's
with other MALE LAWYERS (Rcger is the only one not wearing
a 3-piece suit), and a flirtatious half-smile (thers's some
history bebind this) with a WOMAN LAWYER.

nr". ROGER' s OFFICE =~ DAY -

He walks to h;s desk, fallowed by MARGQ, his secrstary, who
reads cf"z.handful cf nhcne messages.

T s

m'r coum'qoou - par ;' L
- ..“{ "-.' _ : -

Court is im session. Roger sits at a lawyer's table

Iistening to MR. MIFFLIN (one of his firm's senior

partners} fumblingly make a complicated motion. By the

lock on Roger's face we can see that he thinks Mifflin is

way off-track, so ke gquickly £flips through some briefing

materlals, gets Mr¢ 'fflinis at=ention, and shows 1% o
h;m- ‘ : : ’

M, Ml‘flln se;zes th;s new matnr*al like it's the
proverhial smeking pistol and continues addressing the
court as cher (very subtly) zolls his eyes.

INT. ROGER S OFFIC..- NIGET

Roge: yawns-whzle porlnq over a deskful of law tomes and
legal briefs, then notices it is dark cutside and %:45 PM
on the clock. - Cbhviously late for something, he hurriedly
wakas the sleeping 2ix, grabs his jacket and rushes ocut.

INT. JAZZ CLUB - NIGET

A Sump. The band, led by TYRCNE WATTELL, a blind black
saxophonist, plays the number which has been the 3G MUSIC
for this montage. Cne chair on stage is unoccupiad, a
nollow-nody electzic guitar propped up beside ict.

(CONTINUZD)
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CONTINUED

Then we see Roger run through the backdcor, hand his
attache case and Bix's leash to a waiting barmaid, down
some coffee, hop up onto the bandstand, and get to his
guitar just as Tyrone says:

TYRONE
Take it, Roger ...

3a Roger plays. And he's very good.
INT. JAZZ CLUB - NIGHT
The band is playing a slow BLUES; as we see Roger playing,

getiing drowsier, and finally falling completely asleep on
the stand.

=ilnA=-
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INT. JAZZ CLUB - NIGHT

Closing time. Chairs have been upturned onto tables, and
the OWNER pays each musician $25 as they say goodnight and
leave. A very sleepy Roger gets his money, retrieves his

attache case (and dog) from the waitress, and exits,

(END_QF QOPENING TITLES)

EXT. CUTWATER MANSICN - NIGHT

'The lights are on in an upstairs bedroom of this fabulous

ESTATE. From inside, we hear the patrician voice of a
cultured, middle-aged woman, CYNTHIA CUTWATER. She speaks
slowly, precisely, and with a slight shortnesg ¢f breath.

CYNTHEIA (o.s.)
Two weeks ago, I had a dr=am. A very
strange dream.

INT. CYNTHIA'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Propped up in bed, surrounded by medicine and oxygen
bottles, and under the watchful eye of her physician DR.
BETTY ISAACSON, Cynthia is clearly a very sick woman. She
addresses her STAFF, including the beautiful TERRY BOYD,
her father - the gray-haired stableman FRED BQYD -~ and &
NURSE. .

CYNTHIA (cont.)
In it, a little man appeared toc me.
A very strange little man. EHe said
his name was "Prakha Lasa" and told
me that although I did not have long
to live, I had a destiny: to live
again. A second chance, A new life.
(slaps at her maid who is v
fussing with the pillows)
Stop fussing!
(back to her dreamy
recollection)
I awoke and began making inquiries,
Ten days later, in central Tibet, an
obscure, but highly-revered mystic -
2 holy man - was found: named Prakha
'~ Lasa. And he looked just like the
little guy in my dream. Except he v
was taller. I chartered a plane. He _
arrived tonight.

She turns towaxzd the hallway, and beckons PRAKHA LASA, bu<
this strange, bearded Asian fellow hides shyly in a niche +°
in the corner of the room.

(CONTINUED)
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CYNTEI

isn't that cute? He's shy., My <ear
servants, LI this works ... iI I
succaed in cheating death . I
promise ycu this house snall e

filled with the laughter and music
ané dancing I have never XIownk.

{COMNTINTUED)
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CONTINUZD
3v now, tihe bashful Prakha has smerged and taxes Rer nand.

CYNTHZ
3y=, if for some reason I don't maxe
it, please, slaase promise me: you'll
have the littla bastard torsured.

Prakha's shy smile becomes 2 guizzical, pendering Izown, as
i# he were not sure he heard that correctly.

INT. ROGER'S LIVING ROQM - DAWN

Looking out the living room window, we see the city glisten
in the dawnlight. In the foreground, a "HAPPY 38TH
BIRTHDAY" card sits on the ledge, and beside i1t, .a dented
old ALARM CLOCX ticks its way to 7aM. The alarm RINGS.

From off-screen we HEAR the rustle of a blanket and a yawn.
As the CAMERA pulls out, we see the source of these sounds
- Bix - creakily get ta his Zfeet, stretch, yawn again, and
finally hobble fram its blanket over to the - -ringing clock.

When he gets %o it he pushes it oIff the ledge and <onto tihe
floor with Hhis nose, thus stopping the alarm. Then,
without a moment's hesitation - this is obviously his
daily rouktine - he shuffles off into his Master's 3edrocm.

INT. ROGER'S BEDROCM - MORNING

Roger sleaeps contentedly. Bix steps up to the bed, and
rests his face just inches from Roger's., Roger Xeseps his
eyes closed, but moans thrcugh nis fatigue.

ROGER
Ei Bix.
(Bix licks his face;
Roger Qpens his eyes)
I think I'm getting too old Zor this.
Let's not go to work today, okay’
Good boy.

He pats Bix on the head, shuts his eyes, and turns over.
Bix takes the blanket in his mouth and pulls it off ninm.

ROGER
You're so straight ...

Roger gets out of hed, stands, takes a breath, and closes
his eyes. He is about to £fall back asleep standing up,
when he hears the DOCRSELL. That opens his eyes.

\

N\
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INT. LIVING RCCH - DAY

i1l in uis pajamas, Roger goes %o the doar, and

Sti lats
PEGEY SCHUYLZIR, ca"“v_dg what looks likxe a 6-Icct tozem
pole wrapped in bright birthday paper. (NQTE: Peggy’s
clethes and manner suggest she is considerakly mors

wall=-tn=do than Roger.)

PEG
Bappy bizrthday, my <darling ...
: (k;sses him and hands him
the immense package)
Sc how does it fesl to be 3382

ROGER :
Qh, great! Just think: in 2 years
I'll be 40. In 12 years I'll be 50.
I'm really excited about this.

PEG
Ch, sweetie =~ cpen it - don't tell
me yeu're upset about this,

ROGER
(as he unwraps it}

Upset? I'm not upset. I just woke
up this merning and said to myself in
22 years I'll be 60. What am I doing
with my life? What am I doing with
my career? Peg, what am I doing with
us? .

PEG
You're boring us. Do you love it?
(ha has opened it}
It's an African grave peost. Isn't it
gergecus?

ROGER
Ybu bought me a "grave post"™ Jor my
38th bizthday?

PEG
(slightly huxrt)
I just got a2 whole shipment into the
gallery, and this is the best piece.

ROGER
I'm sorzy. Look. I'wve been
thinking. Remember that thing you
used t¢ want to talk about aand I
never did? You know, the "M" wozd?
I shink maybe it's time we did the
"M" wozd. :

{CONTINUZID)
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PEG
Oh, Roger ...
(touches his chesk)
Thank you, but I rsally don':s think
you're ready to do the "M" word.

: ROGER
Yeah I am. Honest. Peggy: I want t2
get M-ed,
PEG

Roger, if you can't sav the "M" word,
then you're not ready to do the "M"
word.

ROGER
I can say the "M" word. Jeez!
(with a little difficulty)
Marriage.

PEG
(smiles, unconvinced)
Darling, let's not get into this
right now. You're going to be late
for work, and you know how Daddy
hates that. I just came by to wish
Yyou a happy, happy 38th.

ROGER
"Happy 38th" is a contradiction in
terms.

PEG

(sigh)
Have a good day at work, Roger.

ROGER
So's that. '
(she kisses him
perfunctorily and exits)
Goedbye.

EXT. MUSIC CENTER PLAZA ~ MORNING

Tyrone, the blind saxophonist who leads Roger's band,
stands in the plaza and blews an achingly beautiful blues
L0 a pre-recorded background tape. Only Roger (with Bix)
has stopped to savor the music. He stands leaning against
his parked car to listen to Tyrone, drinxing in the music
the way some people relish the smell of £all in the air.

When the song ends, Roger silently drops a dollar bill in
the empty sax case and starts to clap.

(CONTINUZD)
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_ ROGER
That was vezy bdcdacious.

TYRONE
Aww, what it is, Roger. Hey, 3iX.

Roger and Tyrone shake hands jive-style.

ROGZR
Making any money today?
TIRONZ
Almost as much as I made last night.
ROGER
That bad, aun?
TYRCNE

Yup. Roger, I'm thinking of joining
Jimmy Bowers' Big Band. And I wantc
you Lo come with me.

RCGER
He's already got a guitarist.

TYRONE
No, terrible accident just happened
to his fingers. :

ROGER

Wwhat.
TYRCNE

Jizmy found them in his wife.
ROGER

Well, I appreciate it, Ty, but --
TYRCNE .

Aww, don't gimme that "but but buz”

jive ...
(starts to feel Roger's
face, as blind people do)
Loock at this Zace.

{CONTINUEZD)
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ROGER
I'm guitting the groupn, Tv.

TYRONE
{stopping)
You what?

_ ROGER :
I've got to give up something. and
figure I still have time to really
make something of myself as a lawyer.
I'1ll never go any Iurther as a
musician.

Now Tyrone runs his hands all over Roger's face, orating
dramatically.

TYRONE
Qh, this is a unhappv face,.

ROGER
I%'s not that unhapoy ...

- TYRONE
{(contorting Roger's face)
This be the face ¢f a man who giviag
up the wrgng thing ..,

ROGER
Don't pick my nose, okay?

TIRONE
.-« & man who oughta shuck his jive
job and fancy suits and boss's
daughter and come with me to find
real happiness ... feal fulfillment
... and mores pussy tnan the ASPCA.

. ROGER
Really, thank you, but -=

* TYRONE
And if you do not correct your
thinking on this matter, then I be
forced to tell the world that you is
& Honkie Mook! '

: ROCGER
Ty=zeone ... you xeally should not call
another person a Zonkis Mcok.

: TYRCNE
And why xot?

(CONTINUZID)
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ROGER
Because vou're white,

TYRONE
I am?
(quickly starts playing some
. corny Guy Lombardo~type song)
Ch my Ged, I am!

FEe keeps playing this crap - as Bix HOWLS along with

it -
until a3 PASSERBY droms some coins in the hat. Roger laughs

and squeezes Tyrone's shoulder.

ROGER
I'm late, Ty, gotta go.
{pause)
I'm doing the right thing. Really.
TYRONE
You be cool, fool. Good jamming with

you, Bix.

Bix barks goodbye, Roger walks off, and Tyrone plays a

blues version of "HAPPY BIRTHDAY". Roger winces in pain.

EXT. CUTWATER ESTATE - MORNING

Terry Boyd rides her horse across the manicured lawns,
and we see the magnificent old mansion in daylight.

INT. MASTER BEDROOM -~ DAY

Cynthia is being examined by Df. Betty Isaacson as the
nurse and GRAYSON the butler, hover nearby.

CYNTHIA
Well?

PR, ISAACSON
~Well, you're dying alright.

CYNTHIA
Ever since I was a child Doctors have
been telling me I'm dying.

DR. ISAACSON
Yeah, well, I guess you've had enough
practice, 'cause you're really doing
it now.

GRAYSON
(whispers to the Nurse)
Thank God. :

(CONTINUEZD)
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NURSE
Anen.

CYNTEIA
{softly)
How much time?

8/15/33

{CONTINUED)

-3A-



10.

11.

8/15/33
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CR. ISAACSCN
A week ... a day ...

CYNTHIA
A month?

Dr. Isaacson shakes her head gently no. Cynthia does not
Seem very upset at this. She points to the phone.

CYNTEIA

Would you he so kind?
(the Nurse hands it tc her)

Thank you.
Cynthia dials the phone as the Doctor lights a ciga;ette.

CYNTHIA
Got another?

DR. IS2ACSON
You don't smoke.

CYNTHIA
Can't hurt now.

EXT. LAW OFFICES - DAY

A STREET-MIME mimics Roger and Bix as they walk wearily
to the front door. We hear a PHONE RINC inside.

RECEPTIONIST'S VOICE
Schuyler and Mifflin, good morning.
(pause)
Certainly Miss Cutwater. One moment,
please.

INT. MR. SCHUYLER'S QFFICE =~ DAY

BURTON SCHUYLER, the very picture of a successful, 55 year
old, upper-crust attorney, sits behind his antique desk

-9~

kissing GRETCHEN, the well-dressed, older woman on his lap.

The intercom BUZZES, but he ignores it. Gretchen giggles
as he nuzzles her neck. '

GRETCHEN
After 32 years of marriage, you're
still a naughty little devil, aren't
you? '

(CONTINUED)
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The intercom r©ings again, but ke Xeeps auz

GRETCEZD
Shouldn't you answaz %3at? Mavhbe
it's your wifa.

MR. SCEUYLER
(sadly shaking his head)
Ever since she filsd for diveorss she
hardly ever calls any more.

There is a knock on the door, and Gretchen jumps up as Mrc.

Schuyler's oriental SECRETARY enters.

SECRETARY
I'm sorry, Mr. Schuyler, but it's
Cynthia Cutwater on 1.

MR. SCEUYLZER
Ch God. Alright.

The Secretary exits, leaving the doaor open.

~ GRETCHEN
It's ckay. I just wanted to tell you

(takes envelope out of purse)
Your wife subpoenasd me.

MR. SCHUYLER
{(sincerealy)
Qh Gretch, I am sorzy. Look, I've
really got to take this call. When
can I see you again?

GRETCHEN
{(opens and reads subpoena)
§ AM tomorrow.

Ee winces, nods, and chastely kisses her cheek.

_ - MR. SCHUYLER
So long, cuddles.

She smiles, blows him a little kiss, and exits.

{(CONTINUED)
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123. CCONTINUED

MARGO
I think they call it "paying dues

ROGER
I've been paying dues ZIor eleven
vyears. I should own the club by 1ow.

(CONTINTED)
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VAPES
(a5 she Zzacds 3ix)
Right on, Eoger,
RGCER
(he is addressing botih
3ix and XMargo now!}
Well, no more. If I'm going to d&o
tnis, I'm going ko deo it righe. I
want worthwhile cases. I want 2o
cefend right against wrong. and I
want a partnership. '

oy
G
O

Youlre he wrong peorple,

Roger.
DAY

SCHUYLER'S OFFICE

nuvler is on the phone, his head in his
MR. SCHUYLZR
Seymour, she was %ha Iourth weman
tocday tc tell me she's been
suobcewaed
ht in and interrupts, waving

”j w

fol

ride
nes

m in
Ultl.’l

l'D ().
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age
ROGER

I have to talk to vou.

MR. SCHUYLER

(still cn ths phone,
but wavas Rogar in)
%0, I don't want her on the s+tand.
- {zause)
Wall if vou don't have =he guzs 1o
Bandle this right, I'll Zind scnmec
whno deoes!
m3 the shene down and turns o Roger,
ME. SCEUYLIR
I was Just going %o c2ll vou. Gesx
Miss Cuzwater's Zilss zad go ou= =
=n& ncuse. She zslaims sRa's Tinal
dvinc and ne2ds to get her zifzirs
order,
RIGER
2. I'm osorrv, Zus I Rave =o 4lze
my fusure hars wizh vaun.
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MR, 3TEUYLER
(Moving him o the door)
I am discussing veour fusurs wizth vcou
Tou're going to Cvnthia Cutwater's
nouse.
ROGLE
(stopping)
I want a partnership.

MR. SCHUYLER
{nas told hin this 1000 times)
The day vou give up be-bop for the
law, we'll talk,

ROGER
Start talking.
{Schuyler is taken aback)
guit the band. As of right now,

'm cdedicating myself full-time to mv
egal career. '
(Schuvler is impressed)

Later today I'm golng to buy a vesth.

-

e B A

e
§—

MR. SCHUYLER
Oh my God, vou're sericus.

I am serious. I want tc s:tart
nandling real cases ... big cases.
NCe more of this trick-or-tres: stuff.

MR, SCHUYLER

Reger, Roger, Rogyer ... I've waitsd a

long time to hear vou say :hose
words. Now listen: long after
Cvnthia's gone, her es:tate will be
cenerating more inccme for us than
mest small countries see in a veaars.
And it's going to raguire z lo:t of
sophisticated legal expertise o
structure and administsr those ° -
affairs, VYou handle +his par:z for
me, and I'll out vou in charce of all
taat. Now 1 that's not zaal law ...
i that's not zig law ... : Zon'=s
<ncw what is.

Sim sxkeptically, out shzkas his hand.
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CONTINUED
ROGER — e
Actually, the more I think about it,
the better this thing sounds.

We see he is talking with 3ix.

.- ROGER
Don't look at me like that, will you?
I'm not going in there as a messenger

boy ...
EXT. CUTWATER MANSION FRONT GATES - DAY v
As Roger drives up and the Guaxd opens the gates.
ROGER
(cont.)
..+ I'm going in there as a highly
skilled legal advisor. This is good.
INT. ROGER'S CAR - DAY v
As he drives up the entranceway toward the great house.
(We see Roger’'s face in the rear-view mirror.)
ROGER
{cant.)
No more being patronized by people
who think they're better than I am
because they're rich. From now cn,
I'm going to be respected ... )
{(beat) :
-++. by peorle who think they're
better than I am because they're
rich.
(to Bix) v
Come on, laugh a little.
{Bix BARKS)
That's easy for you to say. You're a
deg.

INT MANSION - DAY
Grayson the butler lets Roger in.
ROGER
Roger Ceobb from Schuyler and Mifflin
to see Miss Cutwater,

GRAYSON
Yes sir, you're expected,

© . {CONTINUED)
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l6. CONTINUED

At that moment, Dr. Isaacson is Passing by on her way
upstairs.

DR. ISAACSON
. {shaking his hand)
Hi, I'll take you up. Betty
Isaacson. Try not to tire her out
teo much, okay?

Roger follows her gaze to the top of the staircase where
Cynthia has just wheeled herself (in her MOTORIZED
WHEELCHATIR) to call down to Grayson.

CYNTHIA
Grayson? Don't forget to pick up the
invitations, and be sure they're
hand-delivered the moment I die.

GRAYSON
Yes, Madam,

(CONTINUED)

-la

A=



8/15/33 =13~

la, CONTINUED

CYNTHIA
(noticing Roger approaching)

Ah( -Mr. LR ]

ROGER
Cokb.

CYNTHIA _
Cobb. Oh yes, you're the tedious b//
one. Would you be so kind as to

wheel me back to my deathbed? .’

ROGER
{smiles, but under _ »//
his breath says:) ] R '
I'd be glad to.

As he wheels her down the hallway, she hands him paper
after paper from the pile on her lap.

CYNTHIA (cont.)
Here is the name of my caterer, and a
suggested menu. Make sure they
include their goose pate, it's

marvelous.

" ROGER .
Excuse me. This is for ... the
funeral?

CYNTEIA :
Cne does nct have goose pate at a
funeral.

(pushing more papers to him)
Now, a Mr. Fulton Norris has a
wonderful society orchestra.

ROGER ; _
(makes a face) : v//
Yes, they're very good.

CYNTHIA
I should like you to -engage them for
the entire weekend.

ROGER
Then ... this is ... your wake?

CYNTHIA v//
{stops the chair)
If you must know, it's for a party.
I'm going to come back from the dead,
$O0 I'd like it to be a good one,

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED

Roger looks questioningly over o Dr. Isaacson, who
responds with a "Wait, You'll see” smils,

ROGER
What makes you think vou can do that?

: CYNTHIA
Because I'm rich.

She pushes a button and wheels herself into her bedroom.

Ve
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INT. CYNTHIA'S BEDROCM - DAY

As they enter, Cynthia pulls out a WALKIZ-TALXIZ from Ner b//
wheelchairxr,

CYNTHIA
taysen, come in here please. Over.

- ROGER
Miss Cutwater, this isn't a parking
ticket we're talking about., This ...
(very carefully)
«++ this is The Grim Reaper. You
cannot bribe The Grim Reaper,

CYNTHIA
(as she gets with great ‘ b//
difficulty into her bed)

Mr. Cobb, I have spent a lifetime

shackled by frailty and poor health,

wheelchairs and sickbeds. I've had

all the money in the world and not

one good chance to enjoy it. TI'vs

never been to Europe ... I've never

ridden my horses ...

{(with a catch in her throat)

I've never danced. 'So if my wealth

cannot help me in this life, then by

God it's going to buy me another one!

' (Grayson enters)

Grayson, would you Please send in Mr.

Prakha Lasa and uh, what's~her-name

... Fred's daughter,

GRAYSON
Miss Terry, Madam. v

She slaps at him, but he expertly leans away to avoid is. V//

CYNTHIA L//’
Nobody likes a know=~it-all, Grayson.
| GRAYSON B
No Madam. ' v’
ROGER

(as Grayson exits)
Excuse me, but am I just getting you
some goose pate, or do you have any
legal work for me?

{CONTINUED)
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17. CONTINUZD

CYNTHIA
Of course I do. I need you to amend
my will so that what's-har-nane,
Fred's daughter, will become sols
inheritor for my entire e@state,
.{the door opens)
&h, your Grace ....

Roger turns to the door, but the bashful guru smiles shyly v/’
and scurries +o partially hide behind a screen by the docr.

(CONTINUED)-
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CYNTHIA
It's alright, Prakha

. 8

PRAKHA
(not understanding) Vv
Alright, Prakha,.

But Prakha s=ill hides behind the door.
CYNTHIA
(as if talking to a pPuppy)
Come an. Come on.

Come on.

ROGER
<0 Dr. Isaacson)
What's going on here?

Dr. Isaacson just nods, as if to say "You'll see”.

ROGER
Who's Fred's daughter?

Dr. Isaacson nods toward the door, and Roger turns to see

Ter framed in the doorway. And she is gorgeous.

_ ROGER
Chmy ...

She smiles, and greets him with her soft, lovely Bristish
accent. '

TERRY
Hello, I'm Terry Boyd.

ROGER
Hi. Roger Cobb.
(shakes her hand)
SO0 ... you're Fred's daughter,

TERRY
Yes.

ROGER "
Who the heck is Pred>

TERRY

(calls out to the hallway)
Father, axe you coming?

(CONTINUED)

PRAKHA V/,
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17. CONTINUZD

We see Fred Boyd standing sullenly out in the hallway, not
wanting to come in.

FRED
(with a Cockney accent)

I don't approve of this. Not one
‘bit..

TERRY
Ch Daddy, please.

(CONTINUEDR)
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She turns

T0 Reger.

TERRY
My Zfather is Miss Cutwater's
stableman.
{to Fred)
Please, father ... for me ...

FRED
(reluctantly entering)
I'm against the whole thing, I am.

ROGER
(to Cynthia)
I don't understand. You're leaving
all your money to the stableman's
daughter, and he's against it?

CYNTHIA
No.

| ROGER
But he just said -=-

TERRY
I will inherit nothing.

. ROGER

-(to Cynthia)
But you just said you wanted to make
her your scle beneficiary. '

CYNTHIA
That's correct.
ROGER
(to Terry)
So you will inherit the estate.
CYNTHIA
Ne¢, she won't.
ROGER

What am I missing here?

: TERRY .
You see, I'm going to be
ransmigrated.

ROGER
{(weakly, as if he understood)
Ch. o : '

{CONTINUZD}
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_ TERRY

(smiles gently)
Transmigrated means that thanks =0
His Holiness, Prakha Lasa, my soul
will leave my body forever and become
one with the universe,

Roger just staﬁ&sAthere. He is waiting - praying - for
her to say "Just kidding". But she doesn't,
CYNTHIA
At which time mv soul shall enter her
body.
RCGER

Ohhhh. Good plan.

FRED
I'm sorry, but I don't think it's a
very good plan at all. My daughter's
soul leaving her body and going off
to who-knows-whers.

_ (doffs his cap to Cynthia}

I know I wasn't much of a father to
her when she was growing up, but I
wen't lose her again. I won't.

Cynthia is being given her pills by the nurse. They are V/
dunked in caviar, they way children get theirs in
arplesauce. :

ROGER
I'm sorry, Miss Cutwater, but as your
‘attorney I must inform you that this
will could be contested if you are
deemed ... . :
(carefully
+++ NOt of perfectly sound mind.

- CYNTHIA /
Why you presumptuous little insect,

Are you insinuating I'm not of

perfectly sound mind?

ROGER
No, I wouldn't do that. But
practically everybody in the saolar v

system would.

{CONTINUED)
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CYNTHIA
(having palpitations)
Mr. Cobb, the last thing I nsed
around here is your ill-informed
negativity. 8o get out!

Dr. Isaacson goes %o Cynthia's side, and holds an oxygen
mask up to Cynthia's face.

(CONTINUED)
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17. CONTINUED

DR. ISAACSON
{to Roger)
Thanks for not tiring her out.
(to Cynthia)
Just breathe easy, there you go ...

Roger stands there, not knowing what to do. Behind hin,
Prakha Lasa and Terry place their fingertips on the rim of
a ceremonial BRASS BOWL which sits on a carved pedastal,
Both chant OM, occasionally tapping the bowl to hear its
pitch and altering their chanted OM to match it.

CYNTHIA
(through her Oxygen mask)
Not yet, not yet! I'm alright!

ROGER
{to Dr. Isaacson)
Is everybody here hananas?

CYNTHIA

{(weakly) _ ]
Mr. Cobb ... please ... \/,

With a frail gesture she beckons him to come over to her.
He does, expecting her to say something weakly to him, but
instead, she slaps his face.

CYNTHIA
Now you've hurt my hand. Get ou%.
 ROGER
What century is this?
| CYNTHIA
And I'm going to tell Mr. Schuyler b//

you're an insolent little toad and
demand that he fire you!

ROGER _
Why don't you just enter his body and
do it yourself!

He is almost to the door. Cynthia hurls a small cbject at
him. '

_ _ CYNTHIA
And don't come back, you peasant!

Roger stops in his tracks at the word "peasant"., He turns,
and points a finger at her, seated beneath the PORTRAIT of
her Rocber-3aron grandfather on the wall. T

(CONTINUED)



17.

8/15/83

CONTZINUZD

ROGER
Peasant??? Listen lady, jus:t because
my grandiather didn't rape the
envirconment and exploit the workers
doesn't make me a peasant. It's not
that he didn't want to rape the
environment and exploit the workers,
I'm sure he did. It's just that as a
barber he didn't have much
opportuniiy to!

He storms out of the room and slams the door behind him.

(CONTINUED)
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CYNTHIA v
{into the walkie-talkie)
Grayson, get the car!
INT. MANSION HALLWAY - DAY

Roger storms down the staircass. When he gets to the
bottom, he sees Terry on -the landing above him, calmily

‘watching him. He eyes her suspiciously. Then he chuckles.

ROGER
I've got to hand it to you. It's
brilliant. -
TERRY

. (coming down)
What is.

ROGER
Your scam. It's legal ... it's
logical ... I thought the bit with
the bowl was overdoing it a litele,
but it's certainly original.

She has reached him now, and smiles patiently at this
non-belisver,

TERRY
The bowl is attuned to the harmonics
produced by Cynthia's life faorce.
_When her body dies, the bowl will.-
become the repository of her '
life-force. I hold the bowl and it
becomes the conduit from her body to

mine.
ROGER

And you really believe that.
TERRY

Yes.
ROGER

Of course, if vou're wIong you
inherit 20 million bucks.

(CONTINUED)
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TERRY v~

I don't want her mcney. I left my
father when I was 15, thinking I
could find myself in the maserial
world. I found only paia. His
Holiness Prakha Lasa teaches that
possessions transmit pain ... ithey
breed our suffaring. What I want now
is something far more valuable than
money, far more slusive ... for which
I am willing to give up my physical
being ...

ROGER
«.. and become one with the universe.

) (CONTINUED)
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TERRY
Yes,

ROGER _
And you don't think that's just a
litele bit wacko?

TERRY
Faeel my heart.
{(places his hand on her
wonderful left breast)
You are unhappy. You are anxious and
unfulfilled because you are not doing
- with your life what you wish. I am
. . at peace. Which one ¢f us is crazy?

Roger is touched. He looks deeply into her eyes, and
tenderly nods his understanding.

, ROGER
ou are.

INT. PEGGY'S ART GALLEZRY - DAY

This is obviocusly a very expensive gallery, catering only
to the wealthiest clientele. Some ASSISTANTS scurry about
uncrating graveposts and other OBJETS D'AFRICAN ART.

Bix ard Roger pace back and forth while Roger addresses Pag
who 1s carefully unpacking sculptures large and small IZrom
a very large crate. .

RCGER

Peg, I'm 38 years gld. I did not

give up a2 career in music to spend

the rest of my life playing kiss-ass

for your father and his fruitcake

clients. I'm tired ¢f being a

patronized errand boy, and I'm tired
- of being an unmarried Honkie Mook!

" PEG (o.s.)
{after a little pause)
What?

ROGER
Peggy, rlease! I am at a turning
point in this, the only life I will
evar kaow, and I cannot discuss o
something s$o impor+tant over a packing
crata! '

T ' : {CONTINUED)
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She rises Zzom behind the c¢rate holding the carved
gravepost that had heen inside &

r
.

PEGGY
I'm sorry.

ROGER
Thank vou.

She sidles by him to carry the gravepost over to the wall
as she continues. ’ '

PEGGY

eo. but I don't want to get marxried.
ROGER

Why not?
PEGGY

Becausa when I wanted to get M-ed,
you told me I needed a hcbby Well,
now I've got one.

' {calls to her assistant)
Renneth, I need a three hoot pedestal
right now!

(turns back to Roger
"without missing a beat)

Anéd T don't feel like changing my

- life. I travel all over the world, T
make lots of mcney and I ¢an buy
myself anything I want. Now I know
that sounds really superficial, but

- for someone who grew up having
everything given to them by Daddy,
happiness is getting it yoursels.

. ROGER
Yeah, but loock what you do: you sell
- stuff from cemeteries.

PEGGY
It makes me hapoy.
(calls to ancther helper)
. Leonard, the track lights have tQ ==
" where the bell is Leonard?

(CONTINUZD)
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ROGER
You're not happy. You're busy.
There's a difference. Remembar how
happy you used tc he? When vou had
time for us?

{CONTINUED)
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Ha takas her hand.

ROGER
Remember aow vou used Lo come hear me
and Ty play, and no matiar what dump
he‘d booked us in, you'd stay all
night, and smile right up to closing?

And remember the night Carmen McRae
showed up real late and sang with us,
and afterwards you asked her what she
' thought of the guitar player and she
sald "He's good” and how we were so
thrilled we ran laughing through the
streets and it was raining ané we got
back to my place and had breakIfast
and made love the whole rest of the
morning. Remember all that?

PEGGY
{(thinks for a seccnd)
No.

Roger is taken aback: Way, way aback.

ROGER
You don't remember that?
' {she shakes her head no)
That's the happiest memory I1've got.

: ) . PEGGY
- I'm SCrry ...

ROGER
Carmen sang "Green Dolphin Street”.
We made Denver Cmelets and you came
four times.

PEG
I vaguely remember the omelets ...
ROGER
That’'s it. That's it! Come on, Bix.
(to Peggy)

Thank you very much, and goedbyve!

{CONTINUZD)
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RPEG
Damn vou Roger! I've got a thousand
things on my mind, and you're makinag
me crazy for something that happened
years ago. We've had lots of
wonderful times, Roger. Not just
one. . Lots! But the problem was that
¥You were the one who never tock us
seriously, not me!

ROGER
£ I were any more seriocus right now,
I'd be morbid!

PEG ) N
Do you really think you're ready to
SO to slesp every night with the same
woman and wake up every morning with
the same woman?

ROGER
Maybe. Who'd you have in mind?
PEG
Roger!
ROGER :
I'm kidding. Peggy, haven't I been V//

faithful with you from the start?

PEGGY :
Absolutely. Just like you've been
faithful with every one of your last
14 girlfriends ... until you lef:
them for the next one.

ROGER

- I'm not going to leave you Pquy; I

mean, the only reason on earth I
could possibly leave you is if you
ever ... ever! ... caught me with
another woman.

(she starts to reac:)
I'm kidding! I'm kidding! Jeez,
where's your sense of humor?

Peg studies him carefully.

(CONTINUED)
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PEGGY
Roger, if you really mean all this,
then maybe - just maybe - we have
something to talk about. But if you
don't ... I will rip vour lungs out.

o ROGER
You're an incredibly romantic persen,
Peg.

PEG
{laughs)
I know. ©Now get out of here, you big v’
lug, I'm busy. We'll talk later,
ckay?

ROGER | v

Okay.

She kisses him and returns to her work. Roger exits,
talking to Bix.

ROGER
See, Bix? That's how you handle
women. You gotta be subtle, Not
like you and Mrs. Adler's peodle.
Jesus, you made a real fool of
yourself over that bitch. -

They exit.

INT. ROGER'S QOFFICE -~ DAY

'Roger almost dances in, Bix trailing slowly behind. Margo

greets Rim by reading from a new stack of phone messages.

(CONTINUED)
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MARGO
Mr. Doran called, he nesds you to set
up a 3ermuda Corporation so he can
write off his honeymocon. Then --

Before she can read any more, Rogex takes the messages and

throws them in:the wastabasket.

ROGER
Forget it. 1I'm putting an end to
this right now. No more Dorans. No
more Cutwaters. I'm going to tell
Schuyler it's time to play me or
trade me.

MARGC
He's in the conference room with Miss
Cutwater,

ROGER
(mortified)
What?

MARGO
Also with Miss Cutwater's doctor,
Miss Cutwater's Nurse, Mr. Mifflin,
some English girl with no bra, ané a
Hindu holding a bedpan. I don't
think you should go in there.

.ROGER
(a bit panicked)
Ch Ged ...

He races out of the room,
(DELETED)
INT. CONFERENCE ROCM - DAY

Mr. Schuyler, MR. MIFFLIN, and Cynthia Cutwater sit as
Seats around the conference tabla, (Cynthia is in her
wheelchair, breathing oxygen.) Mr. Schuyler's secretary
sits nearby, taking notes. Dr. Isaacson, the Nurse and
Terry sit in side chairs by the windows, and Prakha Lasa
half-hides behind the drapes, from which he peeks out a*:
what follows. :

(CONTINUZD)
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MR. SCHUYLEE
-»+. We just have a little more to go
over. Are vou surs you're well
E - 2nougn to continue?

; ' CYNTHIA
' I'm £ine, I'm fine.
. ~ (te Dr. Isaacson)
Tell them.

o | DR. ISAACSON
g : : You could drop dead any minute.

CYNTHIA
Do you really mean that, or are you
just saying it to make me feel good?

Just then, Rocger enters.

{ ' {CONTINUED}
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ROGER
I'm very sorry to interrupt.
{to Cynthia}
Madam, I wish to apologize for
upsetting you before. WNow, if you'll
excuse us, I'd like to speak with =--

CYNTHIA
Please, young man, don't grovel.

ROGER |
I'm not groveling. I'm apologizing.
Now I'd like to have a word in
private with --

CYNTHIA
If you're trying to save your job,
you're too late. It's gtiite lost by
now.

-27-
v

ROGER : \/

Roger looks at Schuyler and Mif£flin, who avoid his gaze.

What?!?

ROGER

She can't do this to me.

) (no response) .
This is my birthday, damnit!

(still they say nothing)
Ckay. Fine. But let me tell you
something. My father worked himself
into an early grave defending the
rights of needy people in a
rat-infested storefront on Ninth
Street. When he died, my mother got
a job as a plumber’s assistant so I
c¢ould go to law school and carry on
in his name. _ :

(to Schuyler)
So if the only job. I can get now is
in some skid-row Legal Aid office,
I'd just as soon take it than have to
kowtow to people like her for the
rest of my life!

/

(CONTINUED)
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22, CONTINUED
MR. SCHUYLER
(leading Roger out)
E Alright, alright, that's enough.
p
23. INT. LAW OFFICE HALLWAY - DAY

As Mr. Schuvler closes the door behind them.

MR, SCHUYLER
I've never heard such a moronic load
of crap in my life!

ROGER
I don't have to take that!

MR. SCHUYLER
Not you, her! Did you hear what she
wants to do with her soul?

b
@
e

RCGER
Yeah!

MR. SCHUYLER
Jesus Christ, she's loony-tunes!

ROGER
I.know. She's nuts!

MR. SCHUYLER
But you! VYou've got guts, Roger. I
never saw you stand up to anybody
like that. You've got a fire
burning inside you to defend clients
who really need you. Aand I never
knew that about your father, and vour
mother.

ROGER
(proudly)
I made that up.
MR. SCHUYLER

ROGER ' b//’

Yeah. You liXe a man who can think

on his feet. _ 7
MR. SCHUYLER v///
(he laughs)

You really want to be & pariner, huh?

You did?

(CONTINTUED)
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RCGER
Yaah.

MR. SCHUYLER
I've got a case that needs a lawyer
just like you, Win it and I'1ll put
you up for a partnership.

Mr. Schuyler puts out his hand to shake. Reger eyes him v
sKeptically,

RCGER
It's not for another ocne of your rich
goofballs, is it?

MR. SCHUYLER
It's for a very nice man who's
getting diveorced.

ROGER V//'
You just got yourself a partner.
v

They shake hands, and then Schuyler re-enters the
conference room. Roger stands there for a few seconds to

let the realization of what just happened really sink in.
Thern he smiles and walks down the hall.
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INT. ROGER'S QUTER OFFICZ - DAY

Margo is typing. Roger walks up behind her, =2ilts her
chair back and kisses her firmly on the mouth.

ROGER
I think I'm going to be a partner.

Then he lifts Bix's front legs and kisses Bix on the mouth.

. RCGER
{to Bix)
I think I'm going tc be a partner.

He walks to the phone book and flips through it.

ROGER
Norris, Norris ... Fulton Norris
Qrchestra.

He dials the number and speaks with an authoritative clip.

ROGER

Helle, I'm Roger Cobb, one of the
partners at Schuyler and Mifflin.
I'm calling about Miss Cutwater's
affair?

(pause)
Ch, she has? Good. Well, she asked
us to call you with one additional
detail. There's a saxophone player
she's extrémely fond of ...

{pause)
Tyrone Wattell. You can reach him
through the union.

(pause)
Ch, and she'd like him to receive a
thousand dollars for the night.

(pause)
Thank you. Goodbye.

(hangs up and turns to Margo)
I'm going to inform Mr. Wattall,

He exits and a moment after he disappears into the hallway,
we hear his triumphant CHORTLE.

INT. CONTERENCE ROQM - DAY
Cynthia is examining some legal documents.

MR, SCHUYLER
Now, Mr, Mifflin can witness the
codicil ... then I'1l sign as
executor of the estate, and then --

Cynthia rises, a far-away look in her eves. ‘////
{CONTINUED])
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CYNTHIA
It's like a long tunnel

MR. SCHUYLER
Beg your pardon?

CYNTHIA
A very bright light at the end

What?

DR, . ISAACSON
Cynthia? :

CYNTHIA
People ... beckoning me ...

MR. SCHUYLER
What the.hell is she talking about?

She turns to Prakha Lasa and Terry. Her eyes widen and
tear over. She nods at them.

CYNTHIA
Ommmm ...
She collapses just as the Doctor and Nurse get to her side
to catch her. Prakha and Terry instantly start to tap the
bowl (which is on its pedestal) and chant OM. Dr. Isaacson
and the Nurse help Cynthia onto the floor. Schuyler,
Mifflin, and the secretary watch in distress.

Cynthia's occasional gurgles are interrupting her OM-chant,
so Prakha waddles over to correct her pitch, leaving Terry
by the window, her fingertips on the rim of the brass bowl.
Prakha kneels right beside Cynthia's head, and in so doing
starts jockeying for position with the Doctor and Nurse.

DR. ISAACSON
" {to the Nurse)
I'm not getting a pulse. MS 10 IV.

The Doctor straps a blood pressure cuff on Cynthia's right
arm as the Nurse prepares the injection. Cynthia's evelids
flutter, but she smiles beatifically.

CYNTHIA
It's alright. I'm going to dance
. I'm going to swim .... I'm going
to shop .... :

(CONTINUED)
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Then her eves close and Prakha leans in closer to chant OM b/f

into her ear just as Dr. Isaacson is ready to inject the
morphine.

CLCSE ON BOWL

It suddenly shakes and makes a brief, but deep, CLUNKING
sound. As if something unseen had just plopped into it.

BACK TO CYNTHIA

Prakha Lasa is really crowding Dr. Isaacson and the Nurse,
so they give him a healthy shove.

DR. ISAACSCON
Get out of my way!

SLOW MOTION
Prakha stumbles backward into Schuyler and Mifflin.

DR. ISAACSON (o.s.)
Somebody call an ambulance!
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CLOSE ON BOWL

Still in SLOW MOTION, as we see Mr. Schuyler's resar end
back into the bowl on the padestal.

‘DR. ISAACSON {o0.s.)
Don't just stand there

The bowl slides across the windowsill and out the window.

DR, ISAACSON (o.s.)
... I'm losing her!

EXT. LAW OFFICE BUILDING - DAY

At NORMAL SPEED, Roger emerges from the building with Bix,
and takes a deep breath - a happy man's breath - and we
can almest see the tingles of promise that dance through
his body. He 1is the very picture of a man about to embrace
a new, more fulfilling life. '

EXT. - THE BQOWL

Falling through the air in SLOW MOTION down the side of the
building and finally passing through the frame.

DR. ISAACSON (o.s.)
I lost her.

A moment later we hear it hit something with a THUD.

ROGER (o.s.)
Qw!

The camera continues to TILT down the side of the building
until it reaches ground level where we see Roger on cne
knee, staggered by the impact of the bowl that lies by his
side. (The action is again at NORMAL SPEED).

ROGER
_ What the hell was that?

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Where am I?

RCGER
What?
But no one is there. Suddenly, his lungs £ill with a giant
breath.
CYNTHIA (v/c)
I'm breathing ... I must be alive,

£
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ROGER
Who said that?

CYNTEIA (v/o) v
But wait. I've already died.

_ ROGER L//

I'm picking up "General Hospital” in '
my £illings.

CYNTHIA (v/o) b//
Then it worked! ©Oh my Lord, it
worked!

Roger's body starts to rise, but the expression on his face
shows surprise at the movement. : '

ROGER
What the ...

Like a colt taking its first stiff-legged steps, he starts
walking toward Cynthia's limo (License Plate CUT H20).

ROGER ‘
What the hell is happening to me???

Then, a higher-pitched, patrician-toned voice comes out of
Roger's mouth. It is Roger's voice being used by Cynthia.

(NOTE: Whenever Cynthia speaks out loud through Roger’s
mouth, we hear Roger's voice "imitating" Cynthia. But when
we hear Cynthia's thoughts, or when we see her reflection
in a mirror speaking, it is in her own voice.)

ROGER
(in his higher voice) b//
I feel like the healthiést woman

alive!

Bix looks every bit as puzzled at this as Roger, who grabs
his own throat as if to stop this other voice.

ROGER v
What? Who said that? I did. I'm :
going crazy.

Several people <~ including Grayson, who is waiting at the

limo - stand around and gawk a% this lunatic.
CYNTHIA (v/o) v//
Uh oh. That doesn't sound like
Terry.

(CONTINUED)
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ROGER
Na. I'm not crazy. Scmething hit me
on the head azé I'm hallucinatin
That's all.

He reaches cver to the limousine's passenger side mirzzor
and turns it so that he c¢an examine the bump on his
forehead. What he sees instead makes him jump.

-ROGER
Asaazal '

TEE MIRRQR

Cynthia's horror-struck face is reflected back at nim. and
she can't believe who she's looking at, either,.

-

CYNTHIA
Ch shit!

- ROGER
What are you doing in there?

CYNTHIA
_ (o the heavens above)
Dea_ God, what did I ever do to you?
Don” *t you get enough laughs up there?

RCGER e
Why are you deoing this t¢ me?

CYNTHIA
{choked-up with selh-plty)

I don't believe this. I can't even v

die right!
BACK TO ROGER

ROGER .
Scmebody please tell me this is not
'_ hapnen;ng.

C CYNTHIA (v/o)
I'm af*a;d ix is,

Now Roger notices the crowd of on-lookers and tries &3 walk
away, but can move only his left legq.

ROGER
Ch Jesus, I'm paralyzed! I can't
move my right leg.

{CONTINUED}
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CYNTHIA (v/0)
Here. Let me try.

3/22/83 -3é~

/

Roger watches in amazement as his right leg advances a b//
step. Unfortunately, the step lands right 'on his

SUNGLASSES, which had been lying on the ground. He

stumbles toward the street, looking like someone who has

just been ocutfitted with artificial legs.

CYNTHIA (v/o)

We obviously have mutual control of

our body.

ROGER -
(bursts out loud)
Sur body? It's my body! And I'
sharing my body with anyone!

m nct

Iwo HARD HATS walk by just as he says that. Without

breaking stride, one says:

HARD HAT
Everybody gonna be real disappoi

Suddenly, Roger realizes tha* he is walkin
the law firm. He stops by dragging his le

ROGER
Wait a second. Where are we goi
(in his higher wvoice)
We've got to find Prakha Lasa!
. (in his own vcice)
I can't go in there like this.
boss'll think I'm --
(to the eavesdropping
bystanders)
Excuse me! This is a private
conversation, do you mind?

nted.
g up the steps to
£t leg.

ng?

My

Suddenly, his right leg takes a step forward. He fights in

vain against it. His left leg is dragged

ROGER
No!

CYNTHIA {(v/o)
Please! Just do as I say

ROGER
No!

Again, his right leg steps and his left one drags. S

drag, step, drag

forward.

(r
(]
0
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DOWN THE STREEZT

1@ two COFFICEIRS inside
aw. zZven the
o watch Roger, havizg

A police car brakes to a halz and th
crane their necks to get a hetter v
street-mime has cnned De_-orm;r

lost most 9f his aud;enca ta n im anvway

i
-
-

BACK TC ROGER

Ee is still struggling step- *ag,'step— rag, toward =he
front steps. We can hear the hus lng and puflfing o all
this exertion in Cynthia's and Roger's thoughts.

CYNTHIA (v/a)
Hmm ... you seem to have control aver
the left side of your body ...

Roger angrily grabs the edge of the building with his left
hand and holds on.

CYNTHIA (wv/o)
... while I feel dominant on the
right side. Oh, let go of that!

Roger's right hand reaches over apd bends his left Zingers
way, way back, releasing his grip on the building.

ROGER
(in true agony)
Ow! You bitch!
{(in his higher vaice)
How about a little respect for the
deceased?

- And Roger's zight hand slaps his own facs.

ROGER
Hay!

His left hand grabs-the right one.

ROGER
 {in his higher voice) ,
Owl Let go of my hand, you brutnf
: {in his own veoice}
I will not!

TEE COPS

The cops are just about to go get him when they notice the
mime approach Roger and begin aping his erratic behavior.
The crowd which had been watching the mime down the streer
follows and joins up with the crowd watching Roger.

w
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AND BACK T0O ROGER

Roger's wounded left hand weakly grabs the railing on the
front steps to prevent his right foot from dragging him up
the steps. Roger watches in horror as the mime does the
same thing with the other railing.

ROGER
(through clenched teeth}
I'm not going in there ...

His left foot then stomps on his own right foot and kicks
its shin. The mime dces the same.

ROGER
Ow
(tc the mime)
What are you deoing???

The mime silently mouths "Ow! What are you doing?", while
contorting his face inteo a caricature of torment and
mimicking the kicked left foot's shaking-off of its pain.

RCGER
(in his higher voice)
Don't you kick me!
The right hand slaps his face. The mime mimics.

ROGER
Get cut of here!l!

The mime mimics yelling "Get out of here". The crowd loves
it. The cops laugh along with everyone else.

ROGER .
(in his higher voice)
Why are you fighting me? I just want : L///
to find Prakha Lasa to --

(sotto voce, in

his own voice}
Will you shut up! People are
watching! .

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Then just stop it! If you want me
out of you then you simply must stop
this ridiculous behavior!

Roger's right foot stops irying to drag him up the steps,
and his left hand cautiously lets go of the rail. The
mimic does the same, and bows to tne crowd. They applaudg.
Some pitch coins and one even hanés Roger a dollar bill.

{CONTINUZED)
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The mimic continues to bow as he picks up the money and
occassionally offers a "take a bow" arm gesture towar
Roger who weakly smiles and nods his head. Roger 3us_

stands there, trylng to slow down his agitated breathing as
the cops get back in their car and drive off.

. {CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED

when everyone else has gone, and all the money has been
gathered, the still-smiling mime sidles up to Roger and
plucks the dollar bill out of his injured hand.

MIME
(Brooklyn accent)
This 1s my street, asshole. 1 ever
see you again, I'll break your face.

Roger is too tired and confused to even bother trying to
respond. The mime walks away. Roger examines the swollen
and bruised fingers of his left hand.

ROGER
Lady, I don't know how you got in !
there, but we're gonna get you out of v
me. Right now! Let's go.

CYNTHIA (v/o) V//

All right.
He enters the building.
INT. OFFICE BUILDING LOBBY - DAY

Roger walks to the elevator. Bix waits at the door,
cautiously watching his master's weird half-man/half-woman
walk.

CYNTEIA (v/o)
All we have to do i1s find Prakha
Lasa.

ROGER
Actually, there's something else
we've got to do first.

CYNTHIA (v/0)
‘What's that?

ROGER
We really have to take a leak.

He enters the elevator, and Bix runs in after him.
INT. LAW OFFICE - DAY
Roger and Bix emerge from the elevator.

, ROGER
Go see Margo.

Bix takes off, and Roger walks as best he can to the Mens'
Room, just as Mr. Mifflin emerges from it. _
(CONTINUED)
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MR, MIFFTLIN
Isn't it awful?

ROGER
You have no idea.

Mr, Miff{lin walks on as Roger moves awkwardly to the Men's

Room and stops right in front of it.

8/15/33

(CONTINUZD)
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ROGER
(in his higher voice)
I can't go in there! That's the
men's room!
(in his own wvoice)
Just shut up and do what I say!

Mr. Mifflin stops and turns, verv curious about that,
INT. LAW QFFICE MENS ROOM - DAY

Roger walks up to a urinal and looks up. The sicht of

Cynthia's face in the mirror before him startles him, but

he gquickly collects himself.

CYNTHIA
Don't you ever yell at me.

RCGER
I'm sorry, but this is not my idea of
a gocd time. '

CYNTHIA
Well I'm not exactly having one of my
best days either. I died five
minutes ago. -

Then he tries to unzip his zipper with his still-disahled

left hand (the one whose fingers Cynthia bent back
ocutside), but winces in pain. He looks at the injurad
fingers and sighs. o

ROGER

Oh God. You'll have to do it.
CYNTHIA

I'll have to do what?

. | . ROGER k

You know ... take it out.
CYNTHIA

Take what out?
ROGER

Iou know .., my penis.
CYNTHIA

How dare you say penis to a dead

person!

(CONTINUZD)
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ROGER
Lady ... if you don't give Big =d
some air, he's gonna piss all over
your nalf of my body!

CYNTHIA b/’
. (drawing courage)
Very well ...

The right hand unzips the fly and thrusts itself with much
too much force into Roger's private parts. He practically

"£lies across the room.

' ROGER
Whoa! Whoa!! Hey!!!

Finally, he grabs his right hand, pulls it out of his

pants, and pins it against the wall. t tries to slap at Ve
him, but his left hand prevents it.
ROGER

Alright. Now we're going to try it
again ... this time, easy!

They return to the urinal. The right hand tries it again,
fumbling around in his pants.

~ ROGER
Careful ... careful ...
(and fumbles around some more) .
What the hell are you doing in there?

CYNTHIA _
I'm trying to release your Mr. E4,
This undergarment is so confusing,.

Roger does not see Mr. Mifflin crack cpen the door to
observe Roger groping inside his own pants.

: ROGER
Well stop playing with it already and
pull it out! :

Mr., Mifflin GASPS and exits. Roger and Cvnthia realize
they have been cobserved. :

CYNTHIA (v/o)
You don't have to talk out loud. I
can hear your thoughts.

ROGER {v/o}
Oh great, just what I wanted.
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INT. LAW BUILDING HALLWAY = DAY

Roger emerges from the bathroom jus“ as PARAMEDICS run
through the office. He sees Mr, Mifflin standing thera,
locking at him strangely.

(CONTINUZD)
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ROGER
Uh, I was just sort of talking to
myself, in there ... it wasn't
anything really.

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Oh, there's Fred's daughter.

Roger finds his right arm waving effeminately right in
front of Mr. Mifflin's face.

ROGER
(in his higher voice)
Yoo hoo, Terry!
(in his own voice)
Stop that!

His left hand quickly pulls his right hand down, but not
soon enough to keep Mr. Mifflin from deciding Roger is
truly unbalanced, and backing away.

ROGER
(sotto voce)
From now on, don't use my mouth, and
try to walk more like a man!

MR. MIFFLIN
Ckay, okay!

40~

Mifflin walks a little meore manly, and Terry comes over to L///

Roger.

TERRY
Oh Mr. Cobb, I feel so terrible ...

ROGER .
I know. It's not your fault it
didn't work.

TERRY _
What? How did you know it didn't
work?

RCGER

(starts looking

around for Prakha)
You're not going to beliseve this -~
Hey, where's the swami?

TERRY
(not understanding)
He left when all those people came
in. He's very shy, you know.

(CONTINUED)
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ROGER

What do you mean "left"? Where did
he go?

(in his Cynthia voice)
Oh, stop worring. I know where to
find him.

(in his own voice)
You better had.

TERRY
Mr. Cobb?

: ROGER , )
You still want to go through with
this transmigration thing, right? -

TERRY
Well, yes, but she's --
ROGER
Fine. We'll go get Gunga Din and --

-Just then, Mr. Schuyler's secretary appears.

SECRETARY
Mr. Cobb, excuse me. Mr. Schuyler
needs to see you. Right away.

_ ROGER
Uh, yeah ... just a minute.
(to Terry)

Where can we reach you?

TERRY
I'm staying at Miss Cutwater's.
Who's "we"?

] SECRETARY
Now, Roger.

ROGER
I'll explain later,
{Terry looks confused)
Trust me.

She nods an uncertain yes, as Roger runs to Mr. Schuyler's
office, still walking half-man/half-woman.

: ROGER
Don't swing your arms so much.

v

-4
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INT. SCIUYLER'S CFTICZ - DAY

Roger enters, passing MiZIlin on the way Qu:t. MiZZlia ha
obviously just told Schuyler about Qoge*’s cdd zehavicr,
Schuyler eyes Roger suspiciously.

=
a

s

MR, SCEUYLER
Are you feeling alrighw?

ROGER
Yeah, I'm just ... this whele
Cutwater thing ... really got under
my skin. Lock, I need to leave Zoz
about an hour to --

MR. SCHUYLER

Forget it. We go to court tomorIow.
Clear the decks.

{pushes a stack of documents

across the dask)
It's oy divorce.

{(Roger's jaw drops)
Nobody knew. It's rather an
embarassment %o me. I had Seymour
Jessup representing me, but he aia't
doing squat. He wants me to settle.
You want to be a partner? Do for me
what you did in the Brenner case.

ROGER (v/o)
Qh God, not now.

: CYNTHIA (v/oQ)
Just explain to him what happened.

ROGER (v/a)
Are you crazy? I don't even bel;eve
it. I tell him, he'll have me put
- away.
(aloud, to Mr. Schuyler)
Ch, sir ... before I can do any of
this, there is something very
personal, and very meortant I have
L0 ¢lear up -=

‘ - MR. SCEUYLER
- Yes, of course. S§it down. I'll tell
you everytihing.

ROGER
No, nog I ==

(CCNTINUZED)
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MR. SCHUYLZR
Don't be embarassed. You're going to

‘be my son-in-law someday, that makas

us family. Families are open and
honest with each other. rPamilies
have no secrets. I started cheating
on my wife three years ago ...

CYNTHIA (v/09)
{makes Roger sit)
Oh good! Man-talk.

MR. SCHUYLER
I never intended to. But women
started throwing themselves at me.

ROGER
{in his higher voice)
He must be joking. .

MR. SCHUYLER
What?

ROGER
(feigning a coughing attack)-
I ... must be choking.

. MR. SCHUYLER
Anyway, I know it's not because I'm
Paul Newman, or anything ...

ROGER
{in his higher vaoice)
You can say that again.

MR, SCHUYLER
What?

ROGER (v/0)
Shut up, lady!
{aloud, in his own voice)
Unh ... could you say that again?

Roger reaches for pen and paper as if he wanted to start
taking notes. Mr. Schuyler is puzzled.

MR. SCEUYLER
I'm not Pagl Newman?

ROGER
(writing it down)
cee DGQLT L., Paul ... Newman. —

{CONTINUED)
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Mr. Schuyler senses something is weird hers, but

anyway.

MR. SCHUYLER
Anyway, it seems that one of my
wife's friends lost her husband ...
women usually outlive their men, you
know ... and, well ... she found
herself suddenly cut off from her
normal sexual relations, and --

ROGER
-~ and she turned to you, angd you
comforted her.
(rising)
I understand, sir. You didn't do
anything really wrong.

MR, SCHUYLER
(pushing him back down)
You better believe i:, I was
incredible.

ROGER
I see. Well ...
{(gathers documents
and rises again)
I think I can figure out the rest.

MR. SCHUYLER

(following him to the doory
Then another one was widowed.

ROGER

'Okay. Two little indiscretions.

That isn't s =«

MR. SCHUYLER
Then another. And another. Pretty
soon. just going to a funeral would
give me a hard-on.

CINTHIA (v/0)
Speaking on behalf of the dead, T
£ind this disgusting!

ROGER
(2s he exits)
I think I've got the picture now ...

continges
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LAW OFFICE EALLWAY - DAY ' v

Without missing a syllable, Mr. Schuyler follows Roger ou=
the door, down the hall, and finally to Roger's office,

MR, SCHUYLEZ
Those c¢ld darlings have given new -
purpose to my life. They've allowed
me the opportunity to give something
back to the world, not just take,
take, take.

~ (noticing Roger's walk)

Are you sure you're okay?

ROGER
I'm fine, I'm fine.
(voice/over) ‘
Walk like a man, walk like a man.,

SCHUYLER
Do you know what I'm saying? I get
to give love and happiness to lonely
people who need and appreciate it.
Hell, I'm the West Coas: distributer
of love and happiness! And for this,
1 have to go to court? I den'e
deserve that ... I should get a
dinner!

They.have now reached Roger's offica.

CYNTHIA (v/0)
He should get a social diseasa!
ROGER
Ckay. Don't you WOrry. I won't let
you down.

MR. SCHUYLER
I'm counting on you ... son.

He puts out his hand to shake.

. ROGER (v/9)
Shake hands with the nice man.

Roger's right hand extends in a limp-wristed "Kiss my handé"
fashion. So Roger's left hand - the one that he controls
= quickly corrects the right hand's position.

: ROGER
You woen't regret this, six.

{(CONTINUED)
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MR. SCHUYLZR
I kxnow I won't.
(as Roger enzers his office)
IZ£ I de, you'll never Practice in the
free world again.

Roger smiles weakly and closes the door behind him.
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INT. ROGER'S QUTER OFFICE - DAY

MARGO
What's the good word, Roger?

Roger smiles at Margo and tries to pretend noth;ng'is'wrong
as he walks past her and Bix into his inner office.

CYNTHIA (v/o)
The man is a shameless libertine! I
certainly hope you plan on losing’
that case,.

ROGER (v/o0)
The cnly thing I plan on lcsing is
you. :

Roger walks into his inner office, followed by Bix. .

MARGO
Nice talking to you, Rogar.

INT. ROGER'S INNER OFFICE - DAY
As he enters,

CYNTHIA (v/o)
You know, you have a lot to learn
about making a person fsel welcome.

Roger angrily kicks the door completely closed behind him
and addresses Cynthia's startled reflection in the
coat-rack mirror by the door.

ROGER
Let's get something straight, here,
ckay? I never liked vou when you
were in your own body. I certainly
don't like you in mine!

Cynthia's reflection responds with hurt in her eves.

CYNTHIA
I don't see why you're getting so
upset about all this.

ROGER
Because I want my bedy back! And my
freedom and my privacy! Aand most of
all, because I want to be able tc
take a leak without being fondled! u//

CYNTHIA
You may find this hard to believe,
but fondling you while you make
pee-pee 1ls not my idea of a goor
time!



g R TR TR — —_—

44,

45,

48.

47.

48.

CONTINUED

Fine!

(holds up the telephone)
It's Two o'clock. I've got a lot of
work to do. I want you out of me by
Three!

CINTHIA
Alright, alright. u//
(£lips through phone book)
Poor dear's never been away from
Tibet. So I put him up at The
Ambassador.

INT. PRAKHA LASA'S HOTEL SUITE - BATHROOM - DAY

Absolutely Five-Star. We follow the sound of gentlie
Zalsetto humming to the bathroom, where Prakha Lasa eyes
the various fixtures with total ignorance and great
curiosity. He pushes the toilet £flush lever and is
absolutely enthralled with the rapid rush of water emptying

and refilling the bowl. Then, the PHONE RINGS.

The lovely bell sound Pleases him, so he flushes again.
Another RING of the phone. He clearly has no idea what
this water bowl is for and why it makes a hell ring in the
lext room, but it pleases him, so he keeps doing it.
Flush. Ring. Flush. Ring. Pretty socn, the phone stops
ringing (Cynthia having hung up).

He frowns, flushes the toilet once more, and again hears neo
bell. Saddened, he waddles out into the living room.

INT. HOTEL FRONT DESK - DAY
The DESK CLERK is on the Phone.

CLERK
No, he hasn't checked out. Let me
try once more. -

INT. PRAKHA LASA'S SUITE -~ LIVING ROOM - DAY

Prakha sits sadly by the phone, when it stares ringing
again. Confused but delighted, he lopes off to the
bathroom to merrily flush some more.

INT. ROGER'S INNER OFFICE - DAY

Roger hangs up. Cynthia's reflection in the mirror appears
roubled,

{CONTINUZD)
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CYNTIIA
Oh dear.
RCGER
Yeah, "Qh dear”™.
(mocking) _
Don't worzy. I know whers to £ind
him.
{snorts)

Goed going, Cynthia.

CYNTEIA
It's Miss Cutwater to you.

INT. ROGER'S OUTER CFFICE - DAY

Peggy arrives just as we hesar from within Roger's inner
cffice:

ROGER (o.s.)
Any woman who fondles me in a mens
room, I think I can be on a
first-name hasis with.

Peggy exchanges a guzzled glance with Margo,.
RCGER (9.s.)
(in his higher veoice} '
That's not fair! You told me to pull
out your penis!

‘ MARGO
How about a cup ¢f coffee?

But Peggy throws cpen the door and storms into Roger's
inner office. :

INf. ROGER'S INNER QFFICE - DAX

PEGGY
Where is she?

ROGER
Qh Christ. Look, =——

" PEGGY
Where is she???

ROGER
There's nobody here.

(CONTINUZED)
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Paggy starms thzough <he oZfice, sven looking under ks
desk and out on +he windew ledge, while 3ix pulls on
Roger's right hand as if to say "Hara she is!”

(CONTZINUZD)
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Bix still

5/22/33

PEGGY
Liar! I heard her. "Ready to settle
down", nuh?

ROGER

Peggy, I swear it. There is nobody
else here.

PEGGY
(going into the closet)
Come on out, you little slut.

ROGER
{in his higher wvoice)
Who is she calling a slut?
{in his own voice)
Shhhhi!!!

PEGGY
(runs back)
I heard that! Come on, deny it!
Where_is she???
won't let go of Roger's right hand.

ROGER -

It was me. Bix, stop that!

Chastized, Bix ambles over to Roger's'left side and nuzzles
up against him.

7 : PEGGY
What was you?

ROGER
The voice you heard. I was talking
to myself.

Peggy looks skeptical.

RCGER
Listen. :
(voice=over, to Cynthia)
Say something, stupid.
(to Peg, in his higher voice)
Your haircut is ridiculous.
{in his own voice)
Ch God.

Peggy rears back and slaps his face.

CIYNTHIA (v/o)
t least she slapped your side.

{CONTINUZD)
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She slaps

And before Roger can step it, his right hand slaps Pecgy.

PEGGY
And who did L hear you say was
fondling you ia a3 mens' rocm?

ROGZR
Me.
Liar!
his face again; this time, the other side.

CYNTHIA (v/0)
How dar=s she!

ROGER
Cynthial!ll

PEGGY
Cynthia? My name is Peggy, you oig!

ROGER
Please, let me explain. It's Cynthia
Cutwater. She died today.

PEGGY _
{eyes widening in horror)

"You did it with a dead woman??? Ch,

you're sick, Roger,

Roger just shakes his head in sorrowful fzustration.

BEGGY
And ta think I came up hers even to
discuss marrying yeou desplbe the fact

that I heard what you' re do;nq to my

mother.

ROGER
BEow did your mother get into this?

© PEGGY
I.just found out you're going to

. court tamorrow to represent the cther

side against my own mother!

ROGER

I'm representing vour father!

{CONTINUZD)
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PEGGY
You're going to try to beat myv
mother!

ROGER
Oh Ged!

PEGGY

Roger, your necrophilia can be
- treated. I'll overlook that. But if
you go to court tomorrow, we're

through!
ROGER
If I don't, your father will have
.my balls!
PEGGY

Then it's either me or your balls,
Roger. You can't have both.

Roger turns to look at Cynthia's reflection in the mirror
on the wall,

CYNTHIA
Hmm, interesting choice. I'm not
certain what purpose balls actually
serve, but they've got to make a : °
better pair than the two of you!

PEGGY
Well?

ROGER
I'm very attached to them, Peg.

PEGGY
Gocdbye Roger!
(spins on her heels,
then stops)
By the way, I never liked your dog
and I think jazz is stupid!

She exits, slamming the door behind her. A moment later, ,L///
she re-enters.

PEGGY

And I faked all those orgasms. L///
Yowee, vowee, yowee! Sound familiar?
She exits. Roger calls after her,. U///

(CONTINUED)
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ROGER
Oh yeah? Wwell I faked mine too!

Now it's Roger's turn to slam the door shut. He turns to
the mirror.

CYNTHIA
Believe me, we're better off without
her. She's not right for us.

Roger picks up a paperweight, and throws it right at
Cynthia's reflection in the mirror. Cynthia SCREAMS.

(CONTZINUED)
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Bix howls and runs for cover. The mirror shatters intc a
thousand pieces, with only one jagged section remaining in
the frame. In that section, Cynthia's reflsction remains.

CYNTHIA
You know, ever since our little
accident, I have sensed a lot of
hostility coming from you.

ROGER
Forgive me. But my entire future is
going straight down the sewer because
I've got a dead woman living inside
me, and the only person who can get
her out is some cosmic weirdo you
can't even find.

CYNTHIA
I can so find him.-
(pause)
I think.
{then)
Wait! I'm sure I know where he'll be
tonight. Do you have a car?

Roger looks at the documents Schuyler gave him, sighs with
fxustration that he can'te get to work, and exits.

ZXT. CITY STREET - DAY

Roger's CAR lurches down the street, much to the anaoyance
of other drivers whe honk furicusly at him. From within
the car, Roger yells at Cynthia's righ* hand:

RCGER
Shift damnit!

We HEAR the grinding of gears, and see more lurching,

ROGER
What are you doing?32?

CYNTHIA (v/o)
I never learned how o drive. What's
a shifs?

RCGER
Not the brake, the gas!

-32 -
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The car keeps lurching as Roger tries =0 shi?t with Rhi

lef:
She
the

ROGER'S CAR = DAY

hand, and Bix keeps growling at -Cynthia's
swats him. Roger has to use his left hand
fight between his right hand aad his dog.
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ROGEZR
Stop it!

CYNTHIA
(in the mirror)
He startad it!

ROGER
That's it!

He sharply turns a corner.

CINTHIA
This isn't the way. Where are we
going? _

ROGER

It's bad enough I have.to put up with
you, but I will not subject my dog to
this one minute more!

53. EXT. MUSIC CENTEIR PLAZA =- DAY
Tyrone is playing his saxophone. Roger and Bix. approach.

ROGER
Ty, I gotta talk to you.

TYRONE
Roger Dodger! Hey man, I got a call
from the union 'bout some gig. They
wouldn't say who recommended me, but
I smelled your fingerprints all over
it. Thanks, bro.

ROGER
Ch, it was nothing. Really.
(in his higher voice)
Can we get on with this, please?
(in his normal voice)
Will you be gquiet!!!

TYRONE
Who's that? You with someone?
ROGER
) Uhh ... sort of, yeah.
TYRONE

Well, where your manners, chump?
Introduce me to the lady.

(CONTINUED)
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' ROGER
'Uhh . & &
(there's no way cut of this)
Cynthia Cutwater ... Tyrone Wat:zel.

TYRONE
Cynthia, pleased to meet you.

Tyrone extends his hand, and Roger shakes it. He feels
foolish, but he does it,

RCOGER
{in his higher wvoice)
How do you do.

TYRONE
(kisses Roger's right hand)
She got hairy knuckles for a chick.

& BYSTANDER sees this and shoots Roger a dirty look, for
playing such a cheap trick on a poor blind man.

ROGER
Uh, loock. I need a favor. Could you
take care of Bix for a while?
TYRONE S
Why sure, I'd -- waaaiiitt a second. 7
What's wrong, Roger? '
ROGER
I.really don’t think I can explain
it.
TYRCNE

What's wrong, Roger?

ROGER
. {sigh)
Cynthia died today and her soul went
into this bowl, but the bowl fell out
the window and hit me on the head, so
her soul entered me and took over the
right half of my body,

TYRONE :
Why didn't you say so in the first
place?

ROGER

- I knew you'd unders+and.
S {bends down o Bix)
You be a good boy, okay?

(CONTINUZD)
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Bix whines. Roger pats his head and looks up at Tyrone.

‘ ROGER
b Hey man, I appreciate your not having
P _ me committed.

, ' _ TYRONE

Hell, I got crazier friends than you
-+« I just ain't got many bettsr.

ROGER
| Thanks, pal. Later.
' . TYRONE ~
(as Roger exits) : v

Nice to meet you, Cynthia.

34. EXT. CATHZDRAL - DAY

A grand old CATHEDRAL, beautifully maintained ... obviously
the Church of The Blue Bloods. The message board reads:

6 PM - CYNTHIA CUTWATER MEMORIAL SERVICE. Roger walks
toward the entrance.

. CINTHIA (v/0)
It's all in the will, Tasteful
memorial service tonight. Formal
funeral tomorrow,

ROGER
What makes you so sure Prak'll be
here?

‘ CYNTHIA (v/o)
He's a holy man. Where else would he

go?
ROGER
There's a Buddhist massage parleor on
Pico.
| CYNTHIA (v/o) v
Tsk. '

85. (DELETED)
56.  INT. CATYIDRAL SANCTUARY - DAY

Roger steps inside and looks around. He sees hundreds of
lit candles surrounding a huge wreath in front of the paws
«+. 2 dozen robed CHOIR MEMBERS on the pulpit, looking like
SO many angels ... and the bifocalled MINISTER addressing a
completely empty house. Not one mourner in the place.

(CONTINIIED)



.« s

MINISTER
a weman who would rather buy a

canclas than curse the darkness ...

8/1/33

{CONTINUZD)



¥ 1)

CONTINUED

ROGER
(whispers) :
3y, you really pack 'em in, don't
you?
MINISTER
Hello. Please ... come in. I can

start over if you like.

ROGER
No. That's okay.

Roger takes a seat in a middle pew.

MINISTER
And we wonder, Oh Lord, what i1t means
when a person passes away and so few
take the time to Pay final respects.

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Oh big deal,

MINISTER
Bishop Ryan feels we can attribute it
Lo increased competition from Cable
TV and video games. "It's the church
versus Donkey Kong", he says ...

ROGER
(whispers to Cynthia)
He's not hers. Let's go look for him
okay?

_ CYNTHIA (v/a)
We will wait here until he shows up.
Besides, I want to hear the choir.

ROGER
{(whispers)
Lady, I have to pPrepare for the most
important case of my life. Let's get
out of here, huh?

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Are you telling me you won't even le+
me enjoy my own memorial service?

ROGER
(sigh)
Alright ...

CINTHIA (v/o)
Thank you.

8/15/33 -
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Roger nods and settlas back as the Ministsr lszavaes Lile
pulpit, and the choir begins Lo SING some magnilicenct,
mousniul cantata,

DISSOLVI T0:
INT. SANCTUARY - NIGHT.

It is much later. The candles nave hurned down toe the
nubks, and Roger 1s fast asleep in the pew, still the only
mourner in the place. The cheoir is now casually massed on
and off the altar - some stand, scme sit -~ and after a
few bars of humming, we realize they are singing the
nostalgic old Foux Lads song, "Moments t¢e Remember™ in
glee-club style harmony. :

CHOIR
"The New Y¥sars Eve
We did the town,
The night we tore
The goalpdsts down:
We'll have these
Momerrts to Remember,"

As they continue, we see a woman's lovely hand gently shake
Reger's shoulder to waken him., It is Terry's.

ROGER
Huh. EHuh?

TERRY
Roger.

It takes a moment for Roger to realize he has been
sleeping. He locks around %o orient himsels,

: ROGER
What time is it?

TERRY
Almost midnight. Roger, this _
afternoon you were going g tell me
. how you knew it didn't work.

As she is séyinq-this, he yawans and rubs his eyes with both
hands, then stops suddenly and locks with surprise at his
right hand. '

ROGER
Cyathia? :

{CONTINUED)
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Ha listens very carefully and hears a faint, echoed

 SNORING. He looks again at his right hand, wigglas tae

fingers, liZts his right leg, and grins widely.

ROGER
She's asleep.

' TERRY
Who's asleep?

ROGER
Shhh! Cynthia. Don't wake her.

With delight, he wiggles his right hand again.

ROGER
This is great! When she's asleep, I
can --— :
— TERRY
"Roger ... Cynthia's dead.
- _ ROGER
'No she's not. She entered me instead
of you. '
TERRY
What???
ROGER

Eey, wheres's the Prak?

TERRY
I ... I haven't seen him.

: ROGER
Maybe he's back at the hotel.

TERRY ‘
. T just called. There's no answer.

ROGER
Then we'd better go there and wait
for him. We've got to find that guy.
I can't take this much more.

, TERRY
~ (starts massaging his
shoulders sensually)
You poor dear ... you just relax and
stop worxying.

(CONTINUED)
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ROGER
(a little lesg assertively)
Don't you think we should go leck for
him?

TERRY
I'm sure he'll be at the funeral in
the morning. And if Miss Cutwater
really is inside vou, he will help
her leaVve your body ...-
{whispers)
«+«« and enter mine,

ROGER
I think I envy her.

TERRY
{whispers sultrily)
Oh Roger, this morning, when I placed
your hand on my breast ... did you
feel anything special?

ROGER
Yeah, I felt your ...

TERRY
felt something Very special pass
between us. Oh, Roger, by this time
tomerrow, my soul will be gone. I'd
like to know love one lask time.

ROGER
(weakening)
But ... we have +o e

TERRY
Please, Roger, let me take the memory

of passion to sustain me in the next
world.

ROGER
{(gqulps)
As long as it's for a goed cause ,

LN

58. INT. ROGER'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Roger and Terry Aungrily paw and kiss each cther as they
hurry through the door and through the living room.

ROGER
e'll have to be very guiet .,

(CONTINUED)
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TERRY
(panting) _
I'm not sure that will be possible.

NP ST

They pass into the bed room.
39. IVT ROGER'S BEDROQOM - NIGHT

y Standing by the wlndcw, lit only by moonl;ght, they eager
undress each other, kissing and moaning as they do.

When the last stitch of clothing has been thrown aside,

Terry kisses her way down Roger's chest. Roger lats ouh a
heartfelt moan, but quickly suppresses it in an effort to
be as quiet as possible. We can see, however, thab bhfs is
some efiort.

ROGER
_ (his eyes closed)
Sshhh, keep sleeping Cynthia ...

T e

Te::y stands up and puts a qu;et*ng finger on Roger's lips.
She backs away to the bed, clothed only by the shadcws.

TERRY
I am naked, my darling. For you.
{stretches out enticingly
- under the top sheet)
Have me. Take me. Now.

Roger can control himself no longer.

ROGER
{loudly)
Gh, God ...
- (practically leaps on her}
Oh God, oh God ...

. . TVRRY
. @shhh. Yes, darling, sshhh ...
: ROGER
Ch God! :
CYNTHIA (sleepy v/o)
Em? What?
ROGER
Ch God.
TERRY

Yes, yes, sshhh ...

(CONTINUED)
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CYNTHIA
(sleepy v/o)
What's going on here?
= =

ROGER
Ch no!

' TERRY
Ch yes!

CYNTHIA (v/o)
What are you doing to her?

ROGER (v/o)
Nothing. Go back to sleep. You're
dreaming. I'm Napolean. she's ...
Eleanor Roosevelt.
(aloud, in his higher voice)
Why, Miss Boyd, you whore! You
filthy whore!l

ROGER
Ch no!

TERRY
(very excited)
Oh yes, Roger::

ROGER
{(in his higher voicge)
You £ilthy dirty slut!ir

TERRY
Yes, yes, I'm a sluttil

ROGER
(in his own voicae}
Cynthia, shut up!
(in his higher voice)
You're nothing but a cheap
Sex-tramp!!!

TERRY :
Yes!!! Call me a dog, Roger! Call
me a cheap slut sex dogill . _

ROGER
(in nhis higher voice)
You need 3 gcod spanking, you little
bed-bunny!

Roger's right hand eflieminately Spanks Terry.

ROGZR
No, Cynthia:

N
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TERRY
Yes, Roger. You wildman!

ROGER
{in his higher voice)
top talking like that!

The right hand spanks her again.

TERRY
Coch, spank me again, you bad boy!

RCOGER

(Rolding back his right

hand with his left)
Cynthia, stop it!

(in his higher voice)
I will not! This is abhorent!
Despicable! You should both be
ashamed of yourselves,

Enraged, Roger leaps up off Terxy to argue with himself.
TERRY
Roger ...?
ROGER
Cynthia, for God's sake, go away,

will you!!!
{in his higher voice) .
I own that body. What if you got .it
pregnant? You have no right!
(in his own voice)
No, you have no right!
(higher voice)
You have no ¢lass. You're rude, -
crude, and thdoroughly unattractive! ' v’

Tarry has been watching all this, and now realizes +that

Roger is not kidding: Cynthia really is inside him.

- TERRY
Oh my God, it is Cynthia!

Roger turns to address Cynthia in his mirror, and se does

not see Terry hurriedly throw her coat on, grab her clothes
and exit. : :

- ROGER
(to the mirror)
Lock, I'm sorry you had such a lousy
life. I really am. But just because
No one ever did this with you doesn't
mean the rest of us have to go
withoux,
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CINTHIA
_ (in the mirror)
As a matter of fact, I am quite proud
of my virginity. It is scmething I
have always treasured.

: ROGER
Of course you did. Nobody else
wanted it.

He turns arcund and realizes Terry has run off. Roger
pulls a robe around him and runs after her.

INT. ROGER'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

ROGER
Terry? Wait ...

But she has just run out, closing the door behind her. We
HEAR her footsteps racing down the hall. Roger turns
wearily to the mirror by the door, his shoulders slumping
from the fatigue of their hattles.

RCGER
Lady, if Prakha Kaka doesn't show up
tomorrow I'm going to get a lobotomy.
Or a high coloniec. o©Or something, but
I'm gonna get rid of you!

CYNTHIA
Oh stop being such a martyr. As soon
as I'm not dead any more, I'll pay
you for your troubles.

ROGER _
Pay me? Jesus. I just figured out
why nobody showed up at your memorial
service., - You forgot to hire
mourners.

CYNTHEIA
You really are an insensitive louse, V/
you know that?

He storms away from her and gets halfway across the room
when Cynthia's reflection calls at him *rom another mirror.

CYNTHIA .
Just a second, Cobb! I'm talking to b//
you! ‘ '
Roger ‘stops and faces her in this new mirror.

(CONTINUED)
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CYNTHIA
For your information, there is a
perfectly good reason nobody showed
up at my memorial service,.

ROGER
Yeah, what?

¥ -

CYNTHIA

(breaking down and wailing)
} I don't have any friends.
Roger is stopped short by that and watches her sob.

E CINTHIA

I'm locking back at an entire
lifetime and I den't have one friend.

This makes her cry even harder. Roger could kick himsel?
for coming down so hard on her.

bl

CYNTHIA '
See, I have this problem. I was born
rich and sick. So I had nannies, and
tutors, and nurses, but ....

{sniffle sniffle)

Once, my parents Rired a clown to
entertain me, but he didn't like me,
and when my parents weren's in the
room, he'd just sit there.

'ROGER
(honestly shocked)
What a terrible clown.

.~ CYNTHIA

When Terry was a little girl, she'd
- come to my house to visit her father,

and I'd have the nurses push mny
OxXygen tent to the bedroom window so
I could watch her and all her litela
friends ride my horses ... and swim
in my pool ... and laugh ... and
dance. And I swore I'd give every
penny I had to be able to do all that
+v. to be free ... to be her.

(eyes lowered)
I'm sorry if I ruined your birthday.

Roger knows this is the first time she das really opened up
to him, and he is touched. For several seconds he does now
know what to say. When he speaks, it is tenderly.

(CONTINUED)
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ROGER
And I'm sorry i I've madas your being -
dead an unpleasant experisncs.

She puts her right hand Up against the glass (from her
side) as he puts his nand UD against hers (from his side).

RCOGER
You know, a "friend" is somecne who
shares things with you ... and who's
close to you ... and who knows what
you're thinking and feeling. So
guess ... technically ... I'm you're
friend.

Cynthia is moved, She sniffles once or twice, her face
softens, and she locks in*o Roger's eyes.,
CYNTHIA
We sort of are friends, aren’t we?

- They loock at each other in the mirror for a few seconds,
and then simultaneously shake their heads no.

ROGER & CYNTHEIA
Nah.

CYNTHIA
Thanks for saying so, anyway.

RCGER
(nods and smiles)
Hey, it's past your bedtime. why
don't vou get some shut-eye,

Roger sits at his desk, and takes cgut the material Zor the
Schuyler case.

o CYNTHIA (v/o)
Aren't you going to bed?

ROGER

I've got to prepare for my case
tomorrow,

(pats her hand) L//

You go to sleep.

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Ckay. Goodnight.

. ROGER
Goodnight.

{CONTINUED)
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All is silent for a lis:le while, as Roger reads the
depositions. (His hands ars Seneath the desk.) °

CYNTHIA (v/o)
What ares vou doing?

, ROGER
I'm scratching my balls. They itch.

CINTHIA (v/o)
Well scratch your own ball, and leave
mine alone! '

Roger puts his left hand on the desk and keeps reading.
few moments later he looks down to his lap.

RCGER
What are you doing?

CYNTHIA (v/o)}
I'm scratching mine. I+ does feel
googd.

His left hand takes the right hand, places it on the desk
and turns to look at her inm the mirror. She grins -

impishly, then folds her arms and Puts her head down +o
sleep. .

(DELETED)
INT. ROGER'S LIVING ROCM - MORNING

Roger has Zallen asleep at his desk, his head in his
legal papers. We hear Cynthia YAWN in veice~over.

CINTHIA (v/o)
Uh, Mr. Cobb? Mr. Cobb>

{he SNORES in v/0)
Funeral time ... Yoo-~hoo ..,

(slaps and pulls his face)
Up-up-up, rise and shine, let's go!

Roger's eyes pop open and he bolts upright,
INT. ROGER'S LIVING ROOM - MORNING
Wrapped in a reobe, he §roggily walks +o the phone.

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Did you get enough sleep last night?

(CONTINUED)

A

-65-

v’




83,

CONTINTUZD

I got a ¢
problem.

Je dials the phone.

ull

ROGER

7,

7% minutes
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INT. PRARHA LASA'S HOTZL SUITE - MORNING

Prakha is sitting in front of the TV set, completaly
absorbed in some old MOVIE and naving no idea what %he hkall
this strange thing is. On “he screen, a MAN sits at his
desk, hears the doorbell, gets up, and cpens the door to
reveal a beautiful WOMAN who throws himsel< in her arms and
kisses him passicnately as he carries her o the bed,.

Just then, Prakha's phone RINGS. It sounds just like the
doorbell on TV. His face lights up, like a child an
Christmas eve who hears reindeer on the roof. He rushes =o
the door and opens it, to reveal no one at all. The phone
rings again. He runs to the closet door and opens it,
Again, no one. Another ring, The bathroom door. Ring.
Bedroom door. Finally, the ringing stops and he sits back
dewn in front of the TV with a sad little pout on his face,

INT. ROGER'S LIVING ROOM - MORNING

Roger is falling asleep on his feet as he listens to
Prakha's pheone ringing over and over.

CYNTHEIA (v/o)
Roger?

He wakens with a start, hears there is still no answer,
slams the phone down, turns to the open window and screams:

ROGER
Phone home, you sonofabitch!!!

INT. ROGER'S BEDROOM - MORNING

Roger is on the f£loor, doing sit-ups. The pace is fast and v~
energetic,

ROGER v
Okay, I'm awake, I'm awake. ' '

CYNTHIA (v/o) ’
You have no idea what it's like to be
inside a healthier body than you've
ever had before. _

ROGER
I know. That's what I was trying to
find out last night.

INT. BATHROOM - MORNING

Roger starts to brush his teeth, conversing with Cynthia in
the mirror (who watches).

(CONTINUZD)
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(NOTE: Roger's conversation is made slightly Zfoolish bv ais
trying to talk and brush his “ee=h a+ the same Time.)

CYNTHIA
I can't believe you're still upset
about that.

ROGER
-

L course you can't. Can we hurry
this up, please?

. He is exasperated at the slow, meticulous pace with which

Cynthia brushes each tooth, up and down, so he grabs the
toothbrush frem her hand and brushes furiously fas=,

ROGER _
See, vou don't really understand how
life is to be lived. It's to be
experienced, and savored.

He takes a swig of mouthwash and gargles.

CY¥NTHIA .
I know that, you big jerk. 'Why do
you think I've gone to all the
rouble and expense to buy mysels
another chance?

ROGER
{spits out mouthwash)
Because you're operating under the
mistaken assumpticn it'll make a
difference.

He walks into the shower.

CINTHIA (o.s.)
Oh come on. It will £00 make a
difference. 1I'll have lots of
friends, everyone will think I have a
really great personality --

ROGER (o.s.)
And inside that gorgeous young body
you'll still be the same old
Ssourpuss. TYou'll wind up just as

bitter and alcne as you always have ' L//
been.

(CONTINUED)
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CYNTHIA (o.s.)
Ch, stop getting sc exci<ted.

ROGER (o.s.)
I am not excited., I am simply making
a point.

' CYNTHIA (o.s.)
You're excited and you'rs making a
point.

ROGER (o.s.)
Huh? Oh. Well stop socaping it,
it'll gec down.

INT. BATHROOM - MORNING

Roger yawns before the mirror, his sleepy face lathered-up,
ready to shave. Cynthia watches frem the mirror.

(CONTINUED)
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ROGER
No. Watch me. Go like +=his. :

He serunches his mouth =0 one side, to smocth ocuft thae A=her

LT — -y -

cheek for shaving.

CYNTHIA
But that's so unattractive.

RCGER
{(holding up the razor)
So's a deep scar., Just do it will
you? We don't have time to argue.

She scrunches her side of the face and he starts shaving.
(This slight facial contortion makes them talk funnv,)

CYNTEIA
What's the big hurry? My funerzal
isn't until 10:30.

ROGER
(shaving and yawning)
Because I have to be in court at
8:3Q!

CINTHIA -
Bow on earth can we get to a 10:30
funeral if you have to be in courg?

ROGER
{lesing his patience,
but still shaving)
I'1ll figure that out at 10:29, ckay?

CYNTHIA
You get so cranky when you haven't
bhad encugh sleep.

69. INT. COQURTROOM - DAY

Mr. Schuyler sits‘at the defense table next to Roger, who

tries very hard to stay awake, but Mc, Schuyler does not -
notice this. -

At the other table sits MRS. SCHUYLER and her attorney, !
DAVIS.,

{CONTINUED)
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MS. DAVIS
further, Your Hecnor, we will
demonstrate shat Mr. Schuyler
squandered community property Dby
bestowing lavish gifts on his many
girlfriends. In light of this, we
will request damages in the amount of
$500,000.

As she continues, Mr, Schuyler greans. Roger confers with
him in whispers.

. , ROGER
Why dié you give them a half million
dollars in gifts?

MR. SCHUYLER
I liked them.

ROGEZR
Ever hear of Hallmark Cards?

WISSOLVE TQ:

INT. COURTROQM - DAY

Schuyler is on the stand, sweating profusely, as Ms. Davis
places cancelled check after cancelled check kefore him,

. MS. DAVIS
++.. and do you recognize your
signature on this check?

MR. SCHUYLER
Yes.

MS. DAVIS
And on this?

MR. SCHUYLER

Yes,
: MS. DAVIS
_And +this?
MR. SCHUYLER
{despondent)
Yes.
MS. DAVIS

No further guesticns.

(CONTINUﬁD)
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She returns to her seat, smiling confidently at Roger wh
remains seated. Because his head is propped up by a han
on his forehead, no one can see his eyes and it appaar
is deep in thought. But as the camera moves in on nim, we
can see pe has fallen asleep.

. JUDGE
Counselor?

Roger's right eve opens and looks around in panic.

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Roger?

Noﬁresponse. In the background, we hear his SNORING.

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Roger??? Oh my God, you can't fall
asleep on me now.

JUDGE
Counselor?

ROGER
{in his higher voice) -
Just a second.
' {v/o)
Roger, please wake up. I don't know

. what *o do.

Still, all she hears in her head is snoring, and all eves
in the courtrcoom have turned *o her. So, swallowing with ve

difficulty, she (he) rises and practices a manly-sounding
voice to herself.

: ROGER
(higher voice)
Your Hongr --
{tries to lower her voice)
Your Hon=- .
(tries it even lower)
Your Honer ... '

Satisfied that she has found z more ménly—sounding voice,
he/she clears her throat and sashays up to the bench

(mindless of the fact tha* her gestures are more than a
little effeminate)._ :

RCGER
(lower/higher voice)
Your Honor, as one man to another, I v/
—. have so much to ask this witness thas T
' I move we adjourn for lunch.

{CONTINUED)
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JUDGE
It's five after ten.

ROGER
(lower/higher voice)
How about brunch?

Some people in the courtroom CHUCKLE at that, and
Cynthia/Roger gives them a giggly little shrug.

. JUDGE
Proceed with the witness.

Cynthia/Roger turns to Schuyler who stares back with iron
in his eyes, and whispers under his breath:

MR. SCHUYLER

Don't be nervous, it's just your
career at stake ...

CYNTHIA (v/o)

(whimpers) v

Roger, please ...

Still, there is no response from the sleeping Roger, so
Roger/Cynthia draws a breath for courage and begins.

- RCGER

(higher- voice)
Mr. Schuy--

(lower/higher voice)
Mr. Schuyler ...

(feigning a lawyerly cool)
You didn't really give those women a
half million dollars in gifts, now
did you?

Mr. Schuyler cannot believe she asked that. There's no way

~he can deny it, so he uncomfortably answers.

MR, SCHUYLER
Yes,

ROGER
(lower/higher)
" Oh. Well. But ... you had a darn
goed reason to, didn't you?

For the life of him, Mr. Schuyler has no idea what she's
getting at. Roger/Cynthia mouths "Say Yes!"

MR. SCEHEUYLER
Uh ... yes.

(CONTINUED)
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Roger/Cynthia *urns to the Judge with a t:iumphgnt smila as
if to say "There! I rest my casa!". The Judge just leooks
confused,
JUDGE
Proceed.
ROGER

(lower/nigher voice)
Procsed ....
{then)
- Wait! Every Christmas you give me --— 7
1 mean, you give Miss Cutwater,
darling little gifts, don't you?

MR, SCHUYLER
Yeah, but --

ROGER
(lower/higher)}
Sc it is your practice ...
{getting excited)
- in fact, it is standard practice
among many professionals - o reward
valued clients with gifts, is it not?

MR. SCHUYLER
Yeah.
"(brightening)
Yeah, that's right.

MS. DAVIS
(rises from her seat)
Objection. The money in question
came from the Schuyler's perscnal
account, not from the law firm, and
therefore cannot be construed as
business gifts.

: ROGER

(lower/higher wvoice)
Good point.

(v/0)

Oh Roger, please wake up!

JUDGE
Counselor?

Roger/Cynthia looks over to Mr. Schuyler who gestures for
her to respond to the objection.

JUDGE
Mr. Cobb?

(CONTINUED)
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Cynthia looks at her watch. I% is 10:10. She has =n
She takas her =»ight foot zand stamps it as har
she can on the lef: Faot. Roger's face awakens in agonv.

choice.

As the COURT REPORTER reads it

§/1/83 -735=

ROGER
Hun? Wha=?

CYNTHIA (v/o)
I'm sorry. - I did the best I could,
but we cnly have a few minutes until
the funeral, and --

JUDGE
Mr. Cobb, ars you alright?

ROGER
Hun? Yeah, no problem.

JUDGE

How do you respond to the cbjection?

. ROGER
Qbjection? Gh ... could you read it
back zlease?

out of his eyes, trying to make sense of what's going on.

CQURT REPORTER
The money in question came frem the
Schuyler's perscnal account, not from
the law firm, and therefore cannct be
construed as business gifts,

ROGER (v/o)
"Business gifts"?

CINTEIA (v/o)
I'm sorry. I couldn't think of

anything else to --
ROGER (v/o}

. Cynthia, you're brilliant!
: CINTEIA (v/o)
I am?
ROGER

Your Honor, Mrs. Schuyler's sole
source of support was Mr. Schuyler,
whose sole source of income was the
law firm - not a fixed salary, but a

‘draw based on net profits.

(CONTINUED)

back, Roger blinks the sleep
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Roger senses he is on to something good here, and starts
really picking up speed, now.

ROGER
So the better the law firm's business
was the more money Mr., Schuyler could
take home to Mrs, Schuyler.
Therefeore, since business gifts are
intended to increase business, the
more genergus Mr. Schuyler was with
his gift-giving, the better he was
able to support Mrs. Schuyler in the
manner to which she had become
accustomed,

Mr. Schuyler looks almost lovingly at Roger. The Judge's
mouth is open as he tries to sort that all out.

JUDGE
Give me a minute ...

ROGER (v/o)
Oh, Cynthia, I could kiss you. We're
gonna win it, I'm gonna get my
partnership, and we're gonna make
that funeral. How'd you ever think
. of "business gifts"?

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Must be all those years lying in bed v’
watching Perry Mason.

. ROGER (v/o}
Of course, none of those women weras
clients, but I won't tell anyone if
you won't,

CINTEIA (v/o)
What?

JUDGE
(bangs gavel}
I'm going to overrule the objection.

ROGER
Thank you Your Honor.

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Wait a second. If they're not his
¢lients, then this isn't fair.

(CONTINUED)
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ROGER
Your Honor, I move we dismiss claim
for damages on the grounds that -- _
(suddenly in his higher veice) b//
-~ those women were not even his--
(normal voice)
shut up!

The courtroom falls instantly silent. Roger clamps his
mouth shut as tightly as possible,

JUDGE
‘What did you just say?

RCGER
(muffled, through his
tightly clenched mouth)

Nothing,.
. JUDGE

Just tell me what you said,

ROGER |
{(muffled)

I didn't say anything.

JUDGE
° {to the court reperter)

Read it back, pleasa.

: COURT REPORTER
Your Honor, I move we dismiss claim
for damages on the grounds that --
{suddenly in a higher voice} :
-- those women were no* even hisg-- ' b//
(normal voice)
Shut up!

The Judge looks guestioningly at Roger, who tries to smile
innocently in return.

JUDGE
They weren't his what?

ROGER
(muffled)
Nothing.

JUDGE
What? Speak up.

Roger has to take a chance and speak with his mouth open.

(CONTINUED)
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ROGER

Nothing, Your How-

(sucddenly higher)

they're not nis clian--

&

13

-

'

{clamps mouth shut)

8/1/83 -

(CONTINUED)
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JUBGE o
{to the court raporter
What the nell is ne saying?

COURT REPORTEIR v
(reading it back)
Nothing, Your Eg--

(higher) .
~— they're not his clien-- N
(clamps mouth shut)
MMM :
JUDGE
Mr. Schuyler, were any of these women
"clients" of yours? ‘ v

Schuyler shoots Roger a murderous glare before answering.

MR, SCHUYLER
Ne.
(to Roger)
You're dead meat, buddy.

Roger rushes over to Mr. Schuyler.

ROGER
It's not me. It's Cynthiz! Cynthia
Cutwater! Her soul's inside me!
{higher voice)
That s right, blame it on me!
(normal voice)
Well it is your fault! I had this
case won!
{higher voice)
No, I had this case won, but it would
have heen wrong!

JUDGE
What the hell's going on here?

ROGER
{h;gher voice)
It wasn't fair and I will not be
a2 party to unfairness.
(normal voice)
We're in a court of law. Fairness v
has nothing te do with it!
JUDGE
(bangs his gavel)

That's gonna cost ycu $300, contempt
of court.

(CONTINUEDR)
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ROGER
(higher voice)
Good for you, Judge!

JUDGE
(hangs gavel)
$104a0.

ROGER
Will you shut up!

JUDGE
(bangs gavel)
No, you shut up. $1380.

ROGER
Not vou, her!t  I've got somecne
inside me.

JUDGE
Then both of you shut up!

ROGER
(higher voics)
Don't tell me to shut up. I
contributed to your campaign!

JUDGE
$2000! And Bailiff, throw this
- Jackass out of my cour=!!!
(leveling a finger at Roger)
I'm calling the State 2ar right now.
You're a lunatic!

MR. MIFFLIN
(rising from his sea®)
Be's not just a lunatic. He's a
pervert, too. He plays with himself
in the men’s room!

Poor Roger cannot respond to that, as he is being carriad
out of the courtroom by the giant BAILIFY,

PEGGY :
(rises from her seat) -
And he cheated on me, Daddy. He had
sex with a dead body in your officas!
The bailiff throws Roger ocut into the hallway.
INT. COURTHOUSZ HALLWAY - DAY
Roger lies in a heap on the floor.

(CONTINUED)
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CYINTHIA (v/&)
I see now what you mean about "life
is to be saverad". 1It's sc dramatic.

ROGER
I'm going to kill vou.

He picks himself up and hurries off down the cerrider.

CYNTHIA (v/o)
I was just trying to help,

ROGER
Well you failed! Ever since you got
inside me I've been humiliated, fired
and beaten uyp. I've lost my
girlfriend, I've last my job, and
I've alienated my dog. Step helping
me! :

INT. BEOTEL LOBBY =~ DAY

Terry huxzzies through the lobby and into an elevator.

INT. COURTHOUSE HALLWAY - DAY

Roger races snarling into a PHONE BOOTH. As he £lips

furiously

through the phone bock, we see Cynthia's

reflection in the glass.

Roger was
He has no

CYNTHIA
Iou are so ungrateful. If it weren':
for me you would get that
partnership, and then you'd have to
take cases like that, and kiss youxr
father's high ideals goodbye. You'd
also be married to Peggy. You call
that "savoring life"?

ROGER
(putting a dime in the phone)
Look who's talking.

CINTHIA
I spent my life in a sickbed. What's
your excuse?

&)

<3

just about to dial, but is stepped short by that.
good answer, so he gives her an "oOh yean?"” look.

: ROGER
That's just like a dead person to say
scmething like that.
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INT. PRAXHA LASA'S HCTIL ROOM = LIVING RQOM - DAY

Prakha is eating the FRUIT from the hotel's cemplimentary
baskets, humming some weird Himalavan chant in a -charming
falsetto. Then the PHONE RINGS. The humming stops. He
looks at the TV, and then walks past the ringing phene to
the door.

When he cpens %he door he is stunned +o see Terry =
dressed in black for the funeral =- just about to knock.
He is delighted to see her.

TERRY
Oh, Prakha, I'm so glad I founé you.
You come with me now, alright?

PRAKHA
Alright?

The phone has not stopped ringing, and Prakha just now
realizes the sound is cocming not from the doar, but freom
the strange black instrument next to the door. GHe reaches
for it, but Terry stops him.,

TERRY

We don't have time for that. We must
leave right now or we'll be late.

PRAXHA
We'll be late,

He grabs his bundle and she leads aim ocut.
INT. COURTHCUSE HALLWAY -~ DAY

Very troubled, Roger listens to the phene ring over and
over,

CYNTHIA (v/o) ,
We're just wasting time here. Let's
get to the cemetery.

ROGER (v/o}
(hanging up}
He'd better be there, lady. -

' CYNTHIA (v/co)
Maybe Terry picked him up.

(CONTINUED)
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ROGER (v/0)
de'd just betier be there.

They leave the building.
EXT. PRAKHA LASA'S HOTEL - DAY

Terry, holding Prakhe's hand, helps him into the back of a
CAB. But, instead of getting in too, she addresses the
CAEBIE. :

‘ TERRY
How much to the airport?

CABBIE
Thirty bucks.

PRAKHA o
Thirty bucks.

TERRY
{(peeling off the bills)
Make it a hundred.
{handing him an
airline tickert)
Pakistani Airlines. See that he gets
~on the plane.

CABBIE
(reading the ticket)
Jesus, lady, this plane don't leave
'til midnight.
(Terry hands him
another $100 bill)
No problem.

: PRAKEA i v
No prcblem. '

Terry watches the cab drive off, and breathes a sigh of .
great relief. '

EXT. CEMETERY = DAY

The hearse is not yet at the gravesite, but all is ready.
The grave is dug, the awning is up to provide shade, and a
hundred folding chairs are neatly in place. But only Roger
and Terry are present. They sit in chairs about 20 yards
away from each other, Terry eyeing Roger warily through her
mourner's veill, but neither one wants to be the first to

speak, Finally, Roger calls to her.

(CONTINUED)
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Hi.
(she nods hello)
I'm sorry about last night,

TERRY |
Tt's alright. Have you seen Prakha?

(CONTINUED)
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ROGER
I was hoping you have.

TERRY
(shakes head no)
I stopped by the hotel this morning,
but he wasn't thers.

ROGER
I'm ruined.

Just then, they hear what sounds like music in the
distance, and they turn to see where it is coming from.
Down the road, the HIARSE drives slowly toward them. And
walking behind it, is a large, New Orleans-style FUNERAL
BAND, led by Tyrone and Bix, wailing a terrific DIRGE.

CINTHIA (v/o0)
What the hell is that?

ROGER
Oh Ged, I forgot all about that. I
invited them.

CYNTHIA (v/o)
What?

RCGER :

Last night, while you were asleep. I
wanted to surprise you ... I thought (P
it'd make your funeral more fun for
you.

(pause)
Cynthia?

(ro response)
Cynthia?

He walks over to Terry.

ROGER ,
Bave'you got a little mirror? A
compact or something?

She hands him a compact from her purse. He takes it back
to his seat, opens it and sees Cynthia completely dissolved
in tears. He gquickly closes it, as he doesn't wane £0 see
her crying liks that. :

ROGER
Qkay, come on. Don't make a big deal
cut of it. I only did it 'cause I -
thought I liked you. I've gotten
over that.

(CONTINUED)
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CYNTEIA (v/0o)

(sniiiles)
Okay ...  I'm sorry
RCGER

Qkay.

Again he opens the compack, and as scon as he deces, she
bursts into tears.

. CYNTHIA
That's the nicest thing anybody's
ever done for me ...

ROGER
Oh don't say that ..,

" CYNTHIA
(still czrying)
Well it is. You're a vary nice man,
Roger, and even though I know you
hate my guts, you're still the best
friend I've ever had.

Now Roger starts to ery. So his right hand takes a
handkerchief out of his jacket pocket and passes it ko his

. left hand.

) CINTHIA (v/o)
Here. Blaw.

ROGER
Thank you.

He blows his ngse.

DISSQLVE TOC:
EXT., CEMETERY - DAY

The funeral is over. The musicians are shaking their heads
and muttering things liks "Oh, Cynthia, didn't she ramble!"®
as if she had heen one of their own. Roger steps up to Ty,

. ROGER
Ty. Thanks man.
(higher voice)
Yes. Thank you very much for a
beautiful sendoff.

(CONTINUED)
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TYRONZ
' ‘ Ch, m'am, it wasn't nctiaing. Me and
b : the boys was proud to do it for vou.
{to the others)
Hey £fellas, come on over hers, Say
helle to the deceased,.

They all come over. Ty lowers his voice speaks
coniidentially to them.

TYRCNE
_ See, Cynthiaz ain't really dead. Her
. bedy dead, but her soul be living
: ingide my man Roger, here,

- MOUSICIAN
b {leoking skeptically at Roger)
' . That zight?
ROGER

{higher voice)
It's absolutely true.

MOSICTAN
(big, honest smile)
Alright, Cynthia!

And just like that, all the musicians look vleased as
punch, and start pumping both of Reger's hands, saying
things like "Rightecus!”™ and "Sister Cynthia's alive!
Right oni!". : , .

This goes on for a few seconds until Roger notices Terxy
walking off toward the cars. Ee pulls himsels free and
burries over to her as the band strikes up & joyous "DIDN'T
SEE RAMBLE" and marches out &f the cemetery.

_ ROGER
Terry.

TERRY
I have this terrible feeling we'll
never see Prakha Lasa again.

. . " ROGER
That's why we've gotta go find him,
Iet's check the hotel, then --

: TERRY
I told you. He's not there,.

{CONTINUED)
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ROGER
‘Then let's call the police, and file
b - : a2 Missing persons rapor:. Maybe

Re's trying to get home; let's check
the airzort --

TZERRY
Maybe you're right about the hotel.
Let's try there £irst.
They set out together.

79, (DELETED)

8qQ. INT. PRAREA'S HOTEL LIVING ROOM - DAY

B - Roger and Terry are let in by a BELLMAN, who is given a 35
bill by Reger, and exits. Reger and Terry look around the
room, but of course, there is no sign of Prakha.

{sighs} _
I don't know what to do. I'm too
‘tired to -think.

(higher voice)
I vote we go cut to look for him.

k .
? : ROGER

. TERRY .
Miss Cutwater, he'll have to come
. back socaner or later. And the twe of

you look really exhausted., TI'll =ell
you what: why don't you both take a
little nap, and if he's not back by
<ee 32y, midnight ... then we'll call
the police and go lock for him.

Qkay?

ROGER
¥ou're on.
. DISSQLVE T0Q;
8l. ~ INT. PRAKHA'S HOTEL BEDROOM = NIGHT

Roger stirs from his sleep. Across the .reom Terry sits
watching. Roger yawns and stretches.

ROGER
Any sign?z?

Terry checks the clock. 1It's 11:15.

(CONTINUED)
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TERRY
Just give it a little more #inme.

ROGZIR
I den't know. <Cynthia, what do vou.
think? Cynthia?
. (no answer)

She's out cold. Hey, let's ge* cut
of here. Let's go look for him.

(Terry shuts off the lamp)
What are you deing?

TERRY o
We may not have another chance, you
know, - .
ROGER
Qh. But ... '

TERRY
{pulling him onto the bed)
While she's asleep. Please. I want
to feel your naked skin next to mine.
I want to feel our bodies merge ...

ROGER
(gulp)
Well, I suppose there's no harm in a
little merging ...

She is kissing him and pulling off his pants, and has them L//
just down to his knees when he is startled to hear words in

his head.

CINTHIA (v/o)
And just what do you think you're
doing? .

v ROGER ({v/ag)
Oh Ged, I thought you were asleep.

TERRY
Roger?

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Why aren't you locking for Prakha?

ROGER (v/o)
We were going to. We're just ...
taking a little breather, that's all.

(CONTINUZD)
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CYNTHIA (v/o}
Well put your little breather back in

b ) your pants anc f£ind him!
TERRY
Rocger, what's wrong?
{(CONTINUED)

b
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RCOGER
¢ i What?
TERRY
Don't I excite you?
. ROGER
What? Oh, ne. <Cynthia, what are you

doing?

CYNTHIA (v/o)
I am thinking of old nuns.

RCGER
Cynthia, please don't do this to me.

TERRY
' ' Oh, Roger, you don't find me
E attractive, do you.

ROGER
It's not me, it's her! Oh God, now
she's thinking of dead kittens. '
Cynthia, that's not fair!
(to Terry)
Would you excuse us?

He picks up a reflective ash-tray from the nighttable and V/
holds it up to his face to confront Cynthia's distorted
reflection.

ROGER

I want a2 word with vyou.

With his pants down arsund his ankles, he storms into the
dressing room and closes the doaor behind- him.

az2. INT. PRAKHA'S HOTEL BATHROOM - NIGHT

He squares off against her reflection in one of the
mirrors. BHe folds his arms to look resolute. She
simultaneously folds hers, and looks twice as firm.

’ ROGER
What happened to "Oh Roger, you're my
best friend"?

CYNTHIA
I will not take parxt in performing a V//
~. sexual act on Terry!

RCGER
Okay. Okay. How about if she
periorms one on us?
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CYNTHIA
No.
p —
ROGER
Please!
. CYNTHIA
What's so goddamned impertant about
sex?
ROGER

What's so --? Are you kidding?
That's like asking what's so
important about laughing ... or Duke
Ellington ... or the World Series.
It's one of those things that makes
you feel like you're really living,
like you're glad you're alive.

b

CYNTHIA
I'm already glad I'm alive! I don't
have to play "tonsil hockey" to feel
good. I feel wonderful. I fael ...

R

tingly.
ROGER
I know, those are my tingles you're
feeling.
CYINTHIA
What do you mean?
ROGER
It's called sexual tension.
CYNTHIA
It is?
ROGER

Yes. And if you think this feels
good, wait 'til you feel wnat hot,
passionate baffing is like.
CYNTHIA
{kind of interested)
Bigger tingles? :

: ROGER
Major tingles.

{CONTINUED)
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CYNTEIA v
{thinks for a seccnd)
3 _ Will she still respec:t us in the
' moraing?
ROGER v
She don't respect us now!
Cynthia thinks about that for a second aor twe, and then v’
Y

grins impishly.

CYNTHIA v’
Let's hoff her,

g3. INT. PRAKHA'S HOTEL BEDROOM - NIGHT

b Roger emerges smiling and steps up to Terry. Their eyes
lock. Wordlessly, she starts to undress. Once ar twice,
she sneaks a peak at the clock =~ it is almest 11:30 - bu+
Roger doesn't notice this, as she is performing a fabulous
striptease.

=

CYNTHIA (v/o)
This is sort of embarassing.

(CONTINUEZD)
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_ ROGER (v/a)
Ior wha?

CYNTHIA (v/o)
I get her bedy, you’'ll

For me. Af+a
look like naked.

know what E

0O n

ROGER (v/0)
Den't worry. I'll never associate
you with that body.

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Thank you.

ROGER (v/o)
You're welcome. Now shut up.

Finally, Terry is naked before him. Roger gulps,

TERRY
Come to me, my darling.

Roger goes to her, and she starts to help him off with the

‘rast of his clothes.

N

N

CYNTHIA (v/o) ' v’
Can I help? What should I deo?
ROGER (v/o)
Fantasize’
CINTHIA (v/a) . b//
Good ideaz. :
Terry is now taking off Roger's shirt.
TERRY
Qh, Roger ...
ROGER

\

Mmmmumum, oh Terry ...
- (in his higher voice)
Oh Clark! Yes, Clark!
: {in his normal vcice)
Wait a second., Wait.

INT. PRARHA'S HOTEL BATHROOM - NIGHT 7

Cnce again, Roger confronts Cynthia in the mirror.

ROGER
What are you doing?

{CONTINUED)
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CYNTEZIA
I'm fantasizing.

RCGER
I know you are. My nead is Filled
with pictures of Clark Ganle taking
nis shirt af:z.

CYNTHIA
Pretty hot, huh?

' ROGER -
Actually, it's sort of cooling me
- off, if you know what I mean.

CYNTHIA
You're kidding. It's making me
crazyl

ROGER

That's great. Now just throw a
couple of women on him and we're in
‘business, ckay?

CYNTHIA
Okay. .

INT. PRAKHA'S HOTEL BEDROOM - NIGHET

Roger enters and goes back to embracing and disrobing with
Terzry. :
TERRY
Is it alright now?
, ROGER
Sort of. She's got the whole cast of

"Gone With The Wind" humping in my
head,

Roger = full of passion and breathing hard - gets under
the sheets with Terry, who takes another look at the clock
and starts moaning in anticipatory ecstasy.

. ' E (CONTINUED)

-~
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Ch, Roger ..

ROGER
Qh, Terzy ...

_ CYNTHIA (v/o)
Ok, Clark, Vivian and Olivia ...
Terry is really writhing now, and in betwean moans, takes
Roger's face in her hands and whispers sultrily:

TERRY
Now, Roger .... Now.

ROGER
At long last,

He rolls into positien atop her, but before he can do
anything, he hears a key turning in the door, and turns #¢
see a completely bedraggled Prakha walk through the door.
ROGER
Ch God, not now.
TERRY
-Ch no!
ROGER
(in his higher voice)
Soncfabitech!
PRAKHA )
Sencfabitch. . e

Terry grabs her clothes and runs for the privacy of the

bathroem. Silently cursing his rotten luck, Roger shakes
his hesad sorrowfully.

ROGER
I can't believe it.

CYNTHIA (v/o)
So that's what sex is like?

ROGER (v/o}
Actually, a lot of the time, ves.
{aloud, to Prakha)
So. Where the hell have you been?
(Prakha holds up his
: airline ticket)
The airport? What wers you doing
there? '

Prakha just shrugs an "I don's kaow",
: : (CONTINUED)
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CYNTHIA (v/o) -
We'd better get on with :his .-
transmigraticn ... Prakha's starting
to look gocd to me.

Roger nods and starts putting his clothes on.

ROGER
] (in his higher voice)
Prakha, it is now time for my soul to
enter Miss Boyd.

PRAKHA
Enter Miss Boyd.

But then, Prakha's eyes widen. He has recognized Cynthia's
voice, and is stunned to realize she is inside Roger. He
points questioningly. Roger nods. Prakha slaps a2 hand on
top of his own head as if to say "Oh my God!"

Then he goes into his bundle, where we sase several of the
ceramonial brass bowls. He tests each by pinging them with
nis fingertips until he finds one with just the right tone,
and brings that one out as Terry emerges from the bathroom.
Roger steps up before her, looks into her eyes, and tries
o find words to express his deepest emotions.

. *ROGER
I guess it just wasn't meant to he-
between us. I'll always regret that,
but I hope that wherever it is you're
geing, you'll be very happy.

TERRY
Ch, I will. I've got a wonderful
mansion, ‘beautiful horses, and all
the money in the world. Why
shouldn't I be happy?

She sits on the edge of the bed to put her shoes on, and
Roger just stands there trying to figure out what she
meant.

ROGER
What?

. TERRY
If you think I'm going through with
this, you're not just stupid, you're
crazy!
She exZIts into the suite's living room.

{CONTINUED)

v’
v’

v
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CONTINUZD

RCGER
(in Ris higher voice)
What?
(as Roger)
Let me handle this.
{running after Terry)
What?

=
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(CONTINUED)
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INT. PRAXHA'S HCTIL LIVING ROCM - DAY
Terry 1s gathering her coat and purse =o l=save.

TERRY
When I first heard about this deal, I
figured if the old bird wanits to give
her money away, she may as well give
it to me. But I never thought
Mandrake here could really pull it
off.

ROGER
(grabbing her arm)
Wait a second. You can't just leave
her in me! '

TERRY
(shaking free)
I'd really love to stay and chat,
"darling"”, but you've served your
purpcse and l've got to get to my
mansion i I'm going to be ready for
my weekend guests. Ciao,

Roger is open-mouthed in shock. Terry stops at the do

- TERRY
By the way, don't bother coming. The
guards will have orders to ksep you
Qut at all costs. Goodbye Roger.
Goodbye Cynthia.
_ (to Prakha)
So long, Rabbi.

Exit Terry. Roger slumps into a chair. In the mirrer
beside the chair, we see Cynthia, similarly slumped.
looks at her reflection, hatred in his eyes.

CYNTHIA
Please. Don't say it. Dear God, I
just wanted a second chance, a fair
.shake. Instead, I've made a complets
mess of your life and I've left all
my money to a lying cheap slut sex

dog!
" ROGER
Cynthia!
CYNTHIA
Prakha, I want you to let my soul go
free. ive Roger his freedom.

(CONTINU

cr.
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RCGER
No. She dcubla-crossed us. We car
fight this.

CYNTHIA

Mavbe he can put my soul into an
eagle or some wonderful bird, so I
can fly. free with the wind ... hover
over my house ... and shit on her
head.

ROGER
Will you stop talking like that!

‘ CYNTHIA
I can't help it. I'm hot!

' ROGER

I became a lawyer because I wanted to
fight injustice. I wanted to help
the little guy against the big guy.
Instead I wound up representing
ungrateful rich people like you. But
now ... don't you see? You don't
have a penny. You're a pauper ...

(he reaches for the phone)
.+. bilked out of what is rightfully
yours by Miss Terry Beyd, who is
today one of the wealthiest women in
California. 1I've waited ten years .
for something like this, and vou want
to be a bird??? Forget itll!

ROGER
Hey hey! Don't get soft on me now.

CYNTHIA
It's not that. It's ... it's just
that offering you your freedom was
the first unselfish thing I've aver
done.

She sobs some more, but wears a proud smile. Roger, too,
smiles as he dials the phone.

ROGER
How's it feel?

CYNTEIA
Wonderful. Especially since you
talked me out of it,

(CONTINUZD)

-4
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He is about to dial when he notices that Cynthia is crying.
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CONTINUZD
ROGER

(to the phone)
Hello, Fulton Norzis please

EXT. CUTWATEZR MANSION - DAY

v

Party preparations are in full gear. CATERERS carry travs
and buckets from trucks ...
EXT. BALCONY - DAY v’

WORKMEN string lights across the ballroom balcony ...
INT. MANSION - DAY V/

BUTLZIRS supervise tables, cutlery, etc.

e

EXT. MANSIOQN - DAY

Terry rides by the house on her horse, directing a GARDNER
Lo prune some bushes, and looking very much the Lady of the
Mansion.

EXT. STABLES - DAY

Terry rides into the courtyard of the stables where her
father curries another horse.

TERRY
Ch Daddy, come ride.

FRED
(sullenly)
Got work to do.

She <¢an see he is angry with her.

TERRY
I did this for us, you know. ror all
the times we couldn't be together.

PRED
It's still not right.

TERRY _
You won't have to live over stables
anymere. You'll live in the house,
with me.

FRED )
I still den't approve,

{CONTINUED)
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TERRY
Cabla TV. AaAdult movies..

FRED
{that gets his a*tention)

I'll think about it.
She leans over, kisses him, and rides off.
EXT. MANSION FRONT GATE - DAY
A SECURITY GUARD opens the gate to allow the BUS to driva
onto the grounds.® A SIGN on the side of the bus reads -
"Fulton Norris Orchestra".

(DELETED)

EXT. MANSION DRIVE-UP - DAY

- The bus stops and the dinner-jacketed MUSICIANS start

carrying their instruments intc the mansion. Roger gets

ofi, wearing sunglasses to avoid recognition. Then Tvrone

gets off, with Bix as his seeing-eye dog. Then out steps
Prakha, also wearing a2 tuxedo and sunglasses.

Some oI the other musicians - a fairly straight and

dignified bunch - exchange a few questioning glances, busz

none makes an issue of it.

CINTHIA (v/o)
t feels very strange to be back here
this way.

ROGER (v/a}
(as he walks Prakha by
: the hand to the house)
This isn't exactly normal for me,

either. :

TYRONE
Exactly how you plan on pulling this
off?

ROGER

Beats the heck ocuta me.

(CONTINUED)
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TYRONZ
well, 1£ I can be of any nelp at
... then you're in worse trouble
I thought.
ROGER
Right.
PRAKHA
Right. ‘

EXT. BALCONY - DAY

all
than

The orchestra is rehearsing. Roger plays the guitar,
fingering complicated chords with his left hand, and
watching with concern as his right hand makes simple

strums,

ROGER (v/0)
Strum ... strum ... strum ...

CYNTHIA (v/o)
Thiz is fun.

ROGER (v/0o)

I'm glad you like it. Now don't ge
neérvous, but my solo is coming up in

eight bars. Keep strumming.

(Without his telling her to strum on each beat, she guickly
starts to lose the tempo, and wha: should be simple rhythm

chcrding is getting o£f the beat.)

CYNTHIA (v/o}
What do you mean "your" solo?

ROGER (v/o)

I mean I need both hand; for this.

- CYINTHIA (v/o)
Oh God.

ROGER (v/o)

Can you give me control of the hand?

CYNTHIA (v/o)
I don't know.

ROGER (v/o)

(glancing nervously at the

orchestra leader)
Try. <Concentrate.

{CONTINUED)
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CYNTHIA (v/o)
(straining)
Alright ... ves, I *hink

ROGER (v/o)
Three bars, hurry up, Jamnit.

CYNTHIA (v/0o)
Wait, I think ... yes, yes ...

Rogé: gets nis cue and starts playing. His left hand keeps
working Zine, but his right hand picks the strings like a
spastic monkey. Horrible music results, and it takes Roger

a {ew seconds to stop. By then, everyone has stopped.
FULTON NORRIS, the orchestra ls=ader, locks sick.

NORRIS
This is a joke, right?

TYRONE
You didn't like that?

Norris slowly turns to Roger and just glares. Roger smiles

weakly.

: NQRRIS
Let's taks a2 break, fellas.

The musicians start to disperse, but Norris still stands

there glaring at Roger. Just then, Roger hea-s the
NEIGHING of a horse, and locks over the balcony.

POV - EXT. MANSION GROUNDS - DAY
He sees'Terry racing her horse acress the grounds.
EXT. BALCONY - DAY

Roger knows the time is now. He smiles nervously at
Norris, :

ROGER
I'll be okay. Honest.

v~

v

Norris nods sourly and walks away, but before he leaves, he
sees Roger grab Prakha, check to see that Prakha still has
his french horn case, and pull him ou*: toward the stables.

NCRRIS
This guy's a real freak.
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ZXT. STABLES - DAY

d closes a pacddock door, suts on his 2a=, and walks away
m tie stables, as we sae Roger and DPrakha hiding in zhe

-

dows, peeking ouL at the courtyvazxd., A little whila
er we HIAR the sound of approaching hooves,

ROGER
Qkay ...

de nods to Prakha who starts quietly tapping on the howl,
which they both hold, and chanting OM.

RCGER (v/o)
Good luck, Cynthia.

CINTHIA (v/o)
Thank you, Roger. Thank you for
eéverything.
The bewl begins to reverberate.

ROGER (v/o0)
I feel weird,

CYNTHIA (v/o)
(her voice is strange)
Make sure Terry grabs the bowl while
you're still ... chhh ~--

The bowl stops reverberating, and we hear the deep me*=allic

CLUNK that signifies Cynthia's scul has entered the bhaowl,

' ROGER
Cynthia?

He hears no response from inside his head. By aow, Terry
has ridden into the courtyard, dismeunts from her horse and
leads him toward where Roger and Prakha are hiding.

Roger locks into the bowl and at Prakha. Prakha nods.
Terry is almost up to them.

Roger nods at Prakha. They leap cut, grab Terry and try to’
force the bowl into her hands. : '

TERRY
What the -« 377

ROGER AND PRAKHA LASA
OmM - 0w "

TERRY

(CONTINTED)
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Her scream startles her horse, who rears and kicks. 1In
SLOW MOTION we see the bowl scar in a perfect arc out ofF
roger and Prakha's hands and right into a water bucket.

Roger and Prakha stare with sickened gxpressions at the
bucket. For a moment, so does Terry. Then she recovars,
and points a threatening finger at Roger.

TERRY
You just made a big mistake, buster.
(runs out yelling)
Guards! Guards!

Prakha pulls the bowl out of the bucket and waiches the
water with a sickened expression.’

ROGER
Cynthia?

Prakha nods. The horse goes to sip from the wate-.

ROGER
No! Get away!

He shcves the horse aside and gently pulls the bowl ou=x,
He turns to Prakha and points to the water.

ROGER
Cynthia in water?

Praknha nods yes. Again the horse tries to drink from it.

ROGER .
{angrily shoving. the horse)
What are you, deaf???

Roger turns £o Prakha and peints from the water to the
bowl.

ROGER
You get Cynthia back in bowl?

PRAKHA
Back in bowl?

Prakna takes the bowl, and taps it. Instead of its usual
deep tone, it makes a weak PING. Prakha points to a dent
in the side and shakes his head no.

ROGER
Oh God., You fix?
(he pantcomines it)
You f£ix bowl? So we put Cynthia
back?
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Prakha shrugs. Roger points to the upstalrs window of the
loft. '
ROGER %
You stay. Hide., Fix bowl.
: PRAKHA o
Fix bowl.
Prakha nods, we see him run off toward the stairs to the V/

lcﬁt, and Roger turns back to the bucket,

ROGER
Cynthia? Cynthia, if you can hear me
«+. blow some bubbles or something.
(straightens up and
sdays to himself)
I'm talking to a bucket.

Be looks out the gate and sees Terry and two of her
SZCURITY GUARDS storming his way. S0 he grabs the bhucket
and slips out the back.

EXT. MANSION GROUNDS - DAY

Roger runs with the bucket across =he grounds, trying hard
not to slosh the water onto the grass. But it's not easy;

he can't run very fast, and the guards are gaining on him
TERRY |
(velling to the guards)
Get the bucket! Ge+t the bucket!
Roger gets to the house, and ducks inside the kitchen.

INT. KITCEEN =~ DAY

Roger runs in, carrying his bucket, and spots a large water
pitcher sitting empty on the sideboard. He pPours the water

from the bucket inte it, and places the bucket on the
sideboard right next to a COOK.

ROGER
BDon't touch this!

Just then, he sees his own reflection in a mirror ave- the
" sink and it scares the hell gut of him.

ROGER
Aaaa!

He rescovers quickly, takes the water pitcher and runs it
into the main part of the house.
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ZXT. BALCONY - DAY

Most ol the band members are grouped casually on'.

bandstand, Tvrcne among “hem. Roger races up to.
\ = . 3 . Reg

places the water pitcher at his feet,

. ROGER
Take verv good care of this,

And he races back toward the kitchen,

v

the
Tvrone and

Ve
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96, INT. RITCHEN - DAY

Reger runs back into the kitchen and hurriedly £ills =ne
bucket with water. Then he goes to one door, attraces =ha e
guards' attention ‘ .
ROGER -
He's in the kitchen!
..+ and runs Qut another doocr. v

87. EXT. BALCONY = DAY

Roger runs through workers preparing for the party and gets v
trapped between the two gquards. He fakes a terrific

stumble, causing the bucket of (meaningless) wateér to fall

from his grasp and spill out on the grounds below.

Roger sees this has been witnessed by Terry who stands
nearby. He feigns defeat.

ROGER
Ch damn!
But the shock is his when he sees her hold up the water

pitcher he had left with Tyrone - the one that really had
Cynthia in it.

ROGER
No.
And guite ceremonibusly, she spills it out into the flower v
bed.
ROGER
Noll!

When all the water is gone - forever irretrievable - +he o
guards call to Terry. ~

) GUARD
You want we should throw him out?

-She just shakes her head no.

TERRY
He's harmless now.

Terry smiles and walks away, feeling quite proud of
nherself. Roger stares down a* the muddy flowerbed, feeling
totally forlormn.

ROGER
Cynthia ...?
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g7, CONTINUED

He bends down and touches the muddy ground. He wants =o
speak, but does not know whats to say. -

98.  EXT. BALCONY - LATER THAT EZVENING v
This elegant ball i3z well underway, now. BEAUTIFUL PEQPLE
in their finery dance to the orchestra ... formal servants
Carry around trays of champagne and hors d'ouevres.
We see Terry playing the charming hostess, greeting the
licns of industry and society. We see Mr. Schuyler and
Gretchen dancing, and Peggy cuts in to dance with her
tather. Everyone is having a simply splendid time
hebnobbing with other bluebloods.
98a. (DELETED) v
98AA. EXT. REFLECTING POND - NIGHT |
Cutside the mansion, by the gazebo, is a reflecting pond in
which Roger looks forlornly at his own reflection. In +he o
background, the orchestra plays "All Of Me". He
half-sings/half-talks the lyrics,
ROGER
"... Take my lips, b//

I want to lose them,
Take my zrms,
I'll never ..."
The music continues, but he can't,
983, DELETED v//
98C. INT. BALLROOM - -NIGHT
Terry with Mr., Mifflin.
TERRY _
God rest her wonderful soul, I'll
Rever fourget her. '

(CONTINUED)
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MR. MIFFLIN , \./

Just ramember how comforting it will
2e to look arcund this magnificent
home and always see a littls hit of
Cynthia in everything.

. TERRY
Especially the flowerhed.

MR, MIFFLIN
Yas ...

DEZLEZTED
EXT. BALCONY =-- NIGHT

And on the edge of the bandstand we see a dispirited Reger,
glumly sitting next to Tyrone, with Bix at their feet.

TYRONE
I'm sorry, man, but I did not see her

grab the pitcher, you knew what I'm
saying?

ROGER
I know. 1It's not your fault., T just
feel so ... empty.

Roger starts playing a mean blues, full of flatted thixds
and dissonances, quite out of keeping with the staid number=
the orchestra is playing. Tyrone gives him verbal '
encouragement in this bluesy improvising, and together they
draw weiid looks from the other musicians and the guests.

(CONTINUED)
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But Roger has got“en into his Playing, and the music
accomplishes its purpose: for a “ew moments 1t takes hig
mind off his troubles. He Sinishes his sole, and for -he
first time all day, Roger locks at peace with himsels.

TYRONE
Nicely done, Jack.

ROGER
Thanks. I needed tha=.

TYRONE
I ain't heard you play emotions like
that in a leong time.

ROGER
This is going to sound crazy, hue ...
I actually miss the old girl,

TYRONE
(in a higher voice)
Who are you calling an "old girl"?

ROGZR
That's not funny, Ty.

TYRONE
{in a higher voice)
I'm not trying to be funny, you
peasant!

Tyrone blindly slaps at him. Roger is absoiutely
dumfounded.

(CONTINUZD)

-1033-
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RCGER
Cynthiaz???

TYRONE
(in a higher voice)
Ho, it's Pearl Bailey. Whec the hell
de you think it ig?

ROGER V//

He Kkisses Ty's cheek with great enthusiasm.

Cynthialt!

TYRONE
(normal voice)
That's my side, stupid.
(higher voice)
I'm over here!

Roger is so thrilled, he pinches Ty's other cheek like he

just won the lottery. (He does not notice Fulton Norris,

Mr. Mifflin, and Peggy reacting to all this from the dance
floor.)

ROGER :
Qooch, you .... What are you doing in
Tyrone?

TYRONE

{in a higher voice)
How do I knew? I can't see a thing
in here!

(in his normal voice)
When you put that pitcher down here,
you said "take care of it"., I
figured it was gin. I d&rank some,

ROGER
She's been inside you all this time?
Why didn't you say something?

TYRONE
{higher voice) _
I wanted to see if you missed me.

- ROGER
Why you little vixen ..,. Come on.

Roger takes him by the hand and leads Ty and Bix away.
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INT. STA3LEZS = NIGET
Rcger and Tyrone climb up

ZNT. STABLES LOFT - N

-t
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+

They find Prakha still a=

into the lof:,

work cn his bBcwl.

ROGER
{(to Prakha)
You're never going to believe this.
{to Tyrone)

Say something.

TYRONE
{in his own voice)
Uh, testing, one twg -=

ROGER

Not you, Clyde.

(9]
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(CONTINUED)
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TYRONEZ :
(in his Cynthia voice)
Your Hcoliness, it's nme. Cynthisa
Cutwater.

rakha is amazed. Then he starts :c laugh. Sco does Roger.
This really is pretty funny.

TYRONE
(in his Cynthia voice)
I fail to see the humor in the
situatien.

But Roger is laughing with Prakha.

ROGER
He drank her.

PRAKHA
He drank her. v

Prakha laughs and laughs and laughs,

TYRONE
(in his Cynthia voice)
If it had not been for Mr. Wattel,
I'd be Cynthia the Flowerhed right
new, you big dope.

(CONTINUED)
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& ROGER
Prakha. Take Cynthia out ... put
back in me. Okay?
PRAKHA v
Ckay?
TYRONE
(in his Cynthia voice)
Really?
ROGER

It's the only safe place.
Tyrone's right hand gently strokes Roger's cheek.

TYRONE
(in his Cynthia voige)
You are my friend ...
{(in his own voice)
I sure hope nobody else can see this

-

Roger chuckles as Prakha picks up the bowl and starts
tapping on it. It RINGS gloriously. He keeps tapping and
chanting OM ... Roger puts his own and Tyrone's hands con
the bowl.The sound starts to reverberats ... Bix starts to
howl in tune with +he OM ... Tyrone feels something
happening but has no idea what it is ... and suddenly
Tyrone shudders, and Roger stops short.

ROGER
Cynthia? You there?
(in his Cynthia voice)
Of course I'm here, where the hell do
you think I'd be? _
. (in his own voice, beaming)
She's back. ’ _

Roger pats Prakha on the back and pumps Tyrone's handg.

(CONTINUED)
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99A., CONTINUED

ROGER
Thanks for minding the stors.

CYNTHIA

{v/c
Come on Roger, lst's get o

)
vean.
DISSQLVE 70:

100, XT. MANSION - NIGHT

o]

The gala evening is wrapping up. The musicians are toting V/
their instruments to the bus ...

100A. INT. MANSION - NIGHT
Servants are clearing up the tables and chairs ...
1008. INT. MANSION - NIGHT |

Guests are saying goodnight to each other, and geing up to
their rooms.

100C. EXT. MANSION =~ NIGHT

Behind the house, hidden by'dark shadows, Roger and Tyrone
argue in whispers near the about-to-depart band bus.

ROGER- _ :
What are you, crazy? Get on the bus.,

TYRONE
No way, Jose. I gotta find ocut how
this megillah ends.

ROGER
Ty ...

TYRONE
Besides I can help. Walking around
in the dark is my territory.

ROGER
You're hired.

101. EXT. MANSION - NIGHT - MUCH LATER

The big house is quiet now. Only the Master Bedroom lights
dre on. Roger sits in a lis+le glass GAZEBO out by the
rellecting pond to the side of the house. There is just
encugh light inside the gazebo to show us Cynthia's
reflection in the glass.

(Tyrcne, Prakha, and Bix sit outside on the grass.)

(CONTINUED)
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CYNTHIA :
Roger, I was thinking. 1IZ evervthing
works out - I mean, if T g2t a new
body and all - I think I'm going to

go to law school.

. ROGER
What?

CYNTHIA
Oh, being a lawyer is SO exciting.
You should have seen me in court
today when you were asleep.

RCGER
Yeah, what'd you do?

CYNTHIA

Oh, I was great. I mean, T don't
like to brag, but I think I was
really cocl under pressure. The
Judge was looking at me, and
everybady was waiting for me to say
something, so I stood up ...

{she stands and strikes

a2 manly pose)
.-+ and I just acted like a man, I
said:

{lower voice)

~ Your Honor ...

RCGER
¥You didn’'e.

CYNTHIA .

(in her own voice, proudly)

I did. I said:
- (lower voice)

Your Heonor, I move we adjourn for
lunch.

(own voice)
Except it was only like 10 o'cloek or
something ...

ROGER
Oh my God, nc wonder I got fired,.

(CONTINUED)
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101. CONTINUED

CYNTEIA
So listen, so I said:
(lower voice)
Hdow about brunch?
(own voice)
Except he didn't think that was
funny. You know, I'll bet iZ= thera'd
- been a jury there, they'd have really
liked me.

ROGER
What am I laughing for? I'm going to
get disbarred. :

CYNTHIA
It was very exhilirating, Roger, bus
you know, when you come right down %o
it, I can't decide between a carcer
in law and becoming a musician.

ROGER
Are you making fun of me?

CYNTHIA
No, really. When I was inside
Tyrone, he couldn't play his
: saxophone, so we had to sit out. Oh,
. that's musician talk, it means we

didn't play. So he taught me how to
scat. That's a kind of singing.
Listen:

(she scats)
She-doo-be~doo wop-wop, shoo-ble-se
op=-a-doo-ba, ba ba do wa!

(proud smile)
What do you think?

Roger is laughing with delight.

ROGER
I think you're the most fun dead
perscn I've ever met.

CYNTHIA
(thrilled)
Thank you.

Suddenly, Roger notices something off-screen and shushes
her. : '

N
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POV - UPSTAIRS 3EZIDROOM WINDOW - NIGET

For just a second, Terry is visible in one of =he Ma
Bedroom windows. She closes the drases, and then a
or two later, the lights go out. The great house is

EXT. GAZEBO - NIGHT

ROGER
rising)
That's our cue.

CYNTHIA
Roger ... now that you know what a
horrible perscn she is ... arasn't you
glad you weren't intimate with her?

ROGER
(thinks for a beat)
No.

CYNTHIA
Well, if everything works out ... you
might just get ancther chance. b//
Maybe. .

Roger looks at her with amazement. She looks back with her
best bedroom eyes.

‘"ROGER
I doen't know what was in “hat watexr,
but it was verv good for you,

He nudges Tyrone and Prakha - who has been sleeping
standing up - and walk with them and Bix toward the house.

INT, TERRY'S BEDROOM ~ NIGHT

Terry is about to get into bed when she hears a noise

outside.
ravolver.

She reaches into her nighttable and pulls ocut a



INT. MANSION =~ NIGHT

Roger has found an unlocked windeow in +he rear of =he
foyer, carelully opens it and climbs inside. Tyrone and
Praxia Zollew. He leaves Bix ocutside.

~ ROGER
(to Bix)
Stay here, boy. We won't be long.

It is almost pitch dark as they quietly climb the stairs,
Roger in the lead, then Tyrone, and then Prakha carrying

‘the brass bowl. When they get to the top of the stairs

they very carefully approach the bedroom door ... Roger
very slowly turns the doorknob ... he starts to open it ...
when the door is wrenched open from the inside by Terrv!
She shines a flashlight in their eyes. And in her hand is
a revolver,

TERRY
Helleo, darling.

Roger stands there, frozen.

TYRONE
What are you waiting for, Roger?
Grab her! .

Terry aims the gun right at Roger's face and cocks it.
Tyrone hears that sound and leans in close to Roger's ear.

, TYRONE _
Watch out, man, I think she might
‘have a gun.

TERRY
Sshhh, let's all just take a nice
little walk, shall we?
(to Prakha, who has started )
tip~toeing down the stairs) L//’
You too, bosco.

Prakha stops and rejoins the group. Prodding them with the
barrel of the gun, Terry directs Roger, Tyrone and Prakha
up the hall, toward the far wing of the building.

ROGER
Where are we going?

TERRY
(whispering)
Sshhh ... we don't want to wake the
other guests, now do we?

(CONTINUED)
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RCGER
Wnat are you going to 237

TIRRY
I'll say you sneaked back in the
nouse to rcb me.

- TYRONE
We.in trouble, Roger.

TERRY
You took this gun out of mv
nighttabkle,

TYRONE
Big trouble,

They have resached a room at the farthest 2nd of the hall
and she pushes them inside.

INT. DARKINED 3EDROOM - NIGHT

She c¢loses the door behind them. They are illuminated only
Dy the moonlight through the window, and speak very

quietly.

TERRY :
Then you led me at gunpoint to the
farthest, darkest, corner of the
mansion, so that no one would hear.
You brought me %o this room '
(she rips her nightgown)
We struggled. I grabbed the gun --

A SLEEPY VOQICE
HBey, what's going on here?

. Suddenly, the lights £1lip on, and in the first instant of

light we see Mxr. Schuyler and Gretchen in the bed.

In the second instant, Terry spins toward them in panic and
shoots. The bullet hits the bedboard right between theixr
heads, just as they each dive in opposite directions ofZ
the bed. '

' TYRONE
Watch it, sounds like a quashot!

Roger dives for Terry, grabs her, and wrestlas =he gun out
of her hand.

(CONTINUED)



[

in
.

8/15/33

CONTINUED

TYRONE
Somenody's £fighting now, Rogzr!

A chair and nighttable are knocked over.,
g

TYRONE
Somebody just knocked over some
furniture!

Prakha runs around behind her, and throws his arms around
her, pinning her arms to her side. Struggling furiocusly,
she kicks over a dresser, knocking it to the floor with a
mighty crash. :

TYRONE
Sounds like the armoire, Roger!

Seeing that Prakha has her, Roger lets g¢ of her, quickly
picks the gun up off the floor, and trains it on Terry.
The only sound in the room now is the heavy breathing of

the combatants catching their breath.

TYRONE :
Ckay, it's all over now. Who won?

ROGER
We did. Okay, Prak,. le: her go.

PRAKHA
Let her go.

But Prakha doesn't want to let her g0, since holding her
from behind means that his hands are cupped right on her
heaving breasts. :

ROGER
Prak ...

PRARKHA
Prak ...

He lets go. Mr. Schuyler and Gretchen now crawl ocut from
behind the bed, shaken and white-faced.

MR. SCHUYLER
I'm calling the police.

TYRONE
Good idea.
(referring to that voice)
Who's that?

TERRY
{to Mr, Schuyler)
No. Please!

b

[
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GRITCEI
You're going to the 3ig House,
sistsr, andéd they're going to throw
away the Xxavs,

TYRONE
New who's that?

TERRY ‘
Please! I can’t go back to jail.
Anything but that!

ROGER . » ' v
Back ®o jail? '

Just then, Fred enters in his nightclothes, Zrem Ris room
across the hall.

FRED V/
Who's going back to jail?

TYRONE
Where the hell all these people come
from?

ROGER
(to Schuyler, in his
Cynthia voice)
Please put the phone dcwn.

. MR. SCHUYLER e
What? I'm calling the police. This
is attempted homicide.

FRED S

Please don't sand her back to jail.
Please!

Cynthia's right hand pushes the qun in Roger's left hand
towards Mr. Schuyler just as Peggy arrives from her room.

ROGZR
(still in his Cynthia voice)
I said, "Put it down".
(in his own voice):
Cynthia, what are you doing?
{in his Cynthia voice)
We can't have her going to jail.

PEG
Roger, why are you talking like that?

{CONTINUED)
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TYRONE
Alright, now I'm getting annoved.
Will somebody please i1dentify
themselZ!

ROGER
{in his own voice,
to the others)
Would you excuse us for a second?

MR. MIFFLIN
(entering)
What's going on here?

TYRONE
What the hell you asking me for?

CYNTHIA (v/o)
If she goes to jail, she takes my
body with her.

ROGER
Good point.

, TERRY
Please. 1I'll do anything. Wait!: I
have an idea ...

 (DELETED)

EXT. CQURTYARD - DAWN

Prakha, Roger, Tyroue, Terry and Fred have gathered around
the brass bowl. (Prakha has already started OMM~ing.)

(CONTINUED)
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ACGER
(to Terry)
ATe vou sure?

TERRY
]

Absoluzely. ?Plsasa ...

Roger looks to Pred who nods his head ves. So Roger

signals Praxha to start tapping and chanting. Reoger,
Prakha and Terry place their fingertips on the rin of the
bowl.

Pretty soon, the bowl starts to echo, Roger gets a listle
glassy-eyed ... then Terry does, too.

TERRY
Yes ...

Then; suddenly, they both shudder viclently. We hear the
deep CLUNK in the bowl, and Terry faints dead away in her
father's arms. Prakha stops chanting and Roger Qelps Terzy

" L0 her feeat,

ROGER
Tarry?
TERRY
(in Cynthia's voice)
My Lord, that was powerful.

{suddenly realizing)
Roger?

ROGER
Cynthia? ' - :

TERRY
(in Cynthia's voice)
Yas ... it's me ... we did it! We
finally did it!

They hug with triumphant joy.

ROGER
Is Terry in there too?

Cynthia/Tersy stands for a second and listens to her inner
thoughts. Then she smiles and shakes her head no.

TERRY

{in Cynthia's voice)
. She's gone.

(CONTINUED)
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Roger turns around now, and we See that they have bean
standing next to the horse Fred had been Frooming earlisr,
Roger looks into the mare's eyes, :

ROGER
Terry?

The mare whinnies. Fred strokes her mane.

FRED
Are you sure this is what you want,
honeybun?

tear forms in the mare's €Y€, as she whinnies and nuzzles
him with her head. Fred turns to the others. '

. FRED :
Thank you, M'am. I don't know how
I'm going to explain this to her
parole ocificer, but thank you,
TERRY
. (in her Cynthia voice)
You're welcome.

FRED
I'm not losing a daughter, vou know.
I'm gaining a -~ oh, forget it.

INT. MANSION ~ Dawy

Roger and Terry/Cynthia walk arm in arm into the house, Bix
Prancing happily arecund their feet, leading Tvrone (who
carries his horn case inside).

ROGER
Se ... how do you feel?

TERRY

(in her Cynthia .voice)
I feel <.+ -young, and healthy ... ang
something else, I think it's
hormones. You've gotten real
attractive to me in the last three
minutes.

(they kiss)

Mmmm, you kiss pPretty good for a : v
lawyer, ‘
ROGER
Lawyer? Kiss my amp! TI'm a : v
~ mMusician. _ —_

(CONTINUED)
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'TERRY v

(in her Cynthia voice,
delighted)
fou are? .

: ROGER

I've felt more real feeling in the
last two days than I have in the last
ten years. Unlike you, most of us

only get one time around in this v

life, and I'm not going to spend the
rest of mine sitting behind a desk.

TERRY
(in her Cynthia voice)
Oh Roger, I love it when you talk
like a beer commercial,

Tyrone gives Roger a soul handshake.
TYRQNE

Good to have You back among the
living, bro.

ROGER ‘ , V//
Hey, if she's not too old to start

over, I'm not either, Hell, I'm enly
38. I've got twoe whole years befora
I'm 40, 12 'til I'm 30. What's the
problem? Let's dance,

Rignt on cue, Tyrone starts to play a warm, fomantic BALLALD
on his saxophone. Roger extends his arm to Cynthia/Terry
in an invitation to dance. She smiles deeply and nods.
They step ocut inte the middle of the ballroom and are &bout
to start, when Cynthia hesitates,

TERRY
' (in her Cynthia voice)
I don't know how,

Without saying a word, Roger pulls her to him, and glides
her across the dance floor.

Then, Prakha waddles over to the GRaND PIANO, sits himsels
down, and with one finger starts playing a note here and a
note there, Pretty socon, through his divine mystical
powers, he isg Playing terrific Ar+ Tatum piane right along
with Tvzrone. Roger is delighted. Some of the weekend
guests now start to show Up in their robes and slippers,

wondering what's‘going on,

(CONTINUED)
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RCGER
(gliding by Tyrocne)
You can't say I don't get us good
gigs.

TYRONE
»v. for a Honkie Mook,

Roger laughs, Tvrone Puts the sax back to his mouth and
blows with great beauty, picking up the tempo. Prakha is
really getting into some hot piano playing, and Roger and
Terry/Cynthia start to sing as they dance.

ROGER | v
"All Of Me, why not take
All Of Me:2"

TERRY

(in her Cynthia vaice)
"Can't you see,
I'm noe good without you?"

ROGER ' v
"Take my lips, I want to lose them.
Take my arms, I'll never use them."

TERRY
(in her Cynthia voice) : v
"Your goodbye
Left me with eyes that cry,
How can I
Go on dear without youz?"

During these last four lines, the camera PANS to a large
wall mirror, in which we see Roger dancing and singing with
Cynthia. And the smile on her face is radiant,

L ROGER -
"You took the .part ... 7

(Cynthiia scats a riff) |
-+. That once was my heart ... ' .

(she lays down another. line) ' |

ROGER AND -CYNTHIA
"So why not take :
All Of Me!"

The music gets hotter, Roger and Cynthia dance in greater V//
circles, and the great hall fills with rich people dancing

in their elegan: bathrobes. Bix jumps up and down happily

at their fset as Ty and Prakha Play ... and Roger and

Cynthia dance and dance and dance.



