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FADE IN:
1 EXT NEW YORK SKYLINE NIGHT 1

A soft summer shower flashes and RUMBLES over New York City.
A legend ——

BROADWAY, 1979.

The title of a show, "Songbird!," blinks in red neon on a
theatre marguis, and next to it the words "Preview Tonight!"
UOp above the title, the name "MADELINE ASHTON" glitters in
brilliant black letters.

A COUPLE burst out of the theatre and breathe the night air
as if for the first time.

MAN
A musical version of "“Sweet Bird
of Youth?" Are they kidding?

WOMAN
Thank God you wanted to leave.

They hurry down the street as aQs%OND COUPLE comes out of
the theatre. o

COND WOMAN
Could you believe, Madeline Ashton?
Talk about waking the dead.

SECOND MAN
I gotta get a drink.

The Second Woman tosses her Playbill, which lands face up on
the sidewalk in the rain. There’s a picture of a woman on
the cover, a glamorous actress and we —--

CUT TOC:
2 INT THEATRE NIGHT 2

—- the Actress’s face, and the picture on the Playbill isn’t
exactly from yesterday. MADELINE ASHTON, fortyish, has just
reached the point where age is beginning to encroach on her
incredible leooks. Shefs elegant, she’s beautiful, but if you
look closely behind her eyes in a gquiet moment, you’ll notice
something else.

She’s terrified.

Right now shefs singin’ and dancin’ up & storm; seemingly
without benefit of training in singin’ or dancin’.
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11 CONTINUED 11

ZING! He tosses the scalpel. He misses wildly, THUNKING the
scalpel into the wall a few feet from the board. In fact,
that whole wall is peppered with holes, and the dart board
itself is like new.

ROSE (cont.)
Your beeper was beeping, sir.
(whispering)

Mr. Franklin again.

Ernest sighs.
CUT TO:

12 INT MANSION FOYER DAY 12
ERNEST comes down the stairs from the third floor, wearing a
wrinkled jacket and tie. He looked better when he was still

asleep. He looks both ways and starts down the hall.

MADELINE comes out of her room at t same time, now fully

dressed. She looks up as the two henm meet at the head of
the stairs. N
INE
oh. It’s youl)
ERNEST
Fine, thank you, darling. Like
a rock.
MADELINE
Well, you’re dressed. Special
occasion?
ERNEST
Work.

“TE g cam el
o b hat .

ROSE appea¥ the bottom of the stairs. Madeline speaks to
her as she and Ernest descend.

MADELINE (cont.)
We’re leaving for the dinner around
eight, Rose. I’ll need the masseuse
and the whole team no later than four.

CONTINUED
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37 CONTINUED a7

She holds it up next to her other, unchanged hand. The
difference is incredible.

MADELINE (cont.)
Check okay?

LISLE
Fine.

Madeline dives into her purse and comes up with her
checkbook. She can’t move fast enough as she fumbles with
the pen, never wanting to take her eyes off her new hand.

LISLE (cont.)
But you must make me a pronmise.
The secret we share must never
become public. You may continue
your career for ten years —— ten
years of perfect, unchanged beauty
-~ but at the end of that time,
before people become suspicious,
you must disappear from public view
forever. You can retire, you can
stage your own phony death, or you
can, as one of my clients said,
simply —- ~

(2 Swedish accent je-,

—— Yyant to be alone.%:

Madeline looks at her, astonished, é%?she figures out the
reference.
S

MADELINE
You mean she’s —-- 1!

Lisle raises a hand, silencing her. Madeline is wide-eyed.

MADELINE (cont.)
Wow! Okay, no problem, I agree,
whatever.

She writes out her check, frantically, and TEARS it from her
book, shoving it across the table to Lisle. Iisle smiles and
solennly slides the vial with the potion in it across the
table to Madeline.

Madeline takes it. She gives it a little sniff. She holds
it up reverently, raising it in toast.

MAPELINE  (cont.)
Well =-- bottoms up.

CONTINUED
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37 CONTINUED 37
She upends it and swallows it in one gulp.

LISLE
- Now, a warning.

MADELINE
Now a warning?!

LISLE
Take care of yourself. You and
your body are going to be together
a long time. Be good to it.

She reaches out and pins something onto Madeline’s lapel.
It’s a tiny flower pin, made of gold, with little bursts of
colored petals.

LISLE (cont.)
Siempre viva!
&

D CUT TO:
3s INT MANSION HALLWAY ‘ﬁgIGHT 38

MADELINE is led out of the malﬁm by the same ATHLETIC GUY
who admitted her. She follow ehind him, headed for the
door. Halfway there, she stops, feeling strange. She turns
to a mirror on the wall next to her.

As she watches, she undergoes an amazing transformation. The
crow’s feet at the corners of her eyes smooth out with a
little HISSING sound. Smile lines at the sides of her mouth
disappear with a POP. Her skin smoothes, tightens, she takes
off fifteen years just as we loock at her.

And that’s not all. Her butt seems to 1lift and define
itself; her breasts do the same, regaining old form and tone.
An encormous grin spreads across her face and she flushes with
color. ©She turns to the Athletic Guy, the only one around,
with a look of absolute incredulity on her face.

MADELINE
I just —- did you -- I'm a girl!

The Athletic Guy raises a finger to his lips, smiling
knowingly, devilishly.

ATHLETIC GUY
Shhhhh.

CUT TO:
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53 CONTINUED 53

He bends down closer to her and moves his fingers along her
neck near her jugular. He holds them there for a moment,
searching for a pulse.

He finds none.

ERNEST (cont.)
oh my.

He stands and backs a few unshaky steps away from her. He
finds himself next to the liguor cart and hurriedly pours a
glass of scotch.

An entire, eight ounce glass of scotch.

He drinks from it greedily.
~
Bolstered by the liquor, he turns aga walks back over to
Madeline again. He checks har pu_% a second time, then
jerks his hand away and wipes it“én his pants.
o

She’s plenty dead. 3

He turns and walks across the room, trying to compose

himself. Struck by an idea, he runs to the telephone table.
He pulls a scrap of paper from his pocket, checks the nunber,
and dials frantically.

While he’s waiting for someone to answer, he looks
apprehensively across the room toward Madeline’s corpse.
It‘s not going anywhere. He turns around, not able to look
at it.

ERNEST

(into phone)
Suite 1110, please.

(pause, then breathless)
Helen! It’s me, Ernest Menville!
I did it! I didn’t think I’d be
able to but I pushed her down the
stairs and she’s absolutely stone
cold and she was saying the most
monstrous things and she’s dead
and I did it and I didn’t think
I could but there was just this
feeling inside me and I couldn’t
contain it and we’re free but I'm
afraid I’m going to burn in hell
and her neck is broken and there’s
no pulse and I pushed hHer down the
stairs and she’s dead!!

CcoT TO:
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b9 CONTINUED &9
Madeline and Ernest locok at each other, confused.

Harris comes back with another stethoscope, much larger. He
puts it to Madeline’s chest, moving it around, unnerved.

MADELINE
What is it?

Harris steps back and locks at her.

HARRTS
Interesting.

He takes the thermometer ocut of her mouth and consults it.
He lecocks at her, he looks at the thermometer, he looke at
her.

HARRIS (cont.)
Okey dokey.
(false cheer)
Well, I think that about covers it.

Ernest takes another belt fromvhis flask. Harris notices.

D
QHARRIS (cont.)
I wonder ifiZT might have a sip of

that. Q;, .
L ERNEST |
Of course.

He hands the doctor the flask. Harris takes one very long
gulp and hands it back.

HARRIS
Thank you very much.

ERNEST
Not at all.

Harris steps over to a mirror above the sink. He runs a ha
through his hair, but bhe’s shaking so badly the net effect@%fj:D
to muss it up. 'He takes a small tin box of pills from his
breast pocket and puts one under his tongue.

He turns to Ernest and Madeline, trying like hell to be
professional, but he’s developed a stutter.

CONTINUED
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59 CONTINUED

Silence.

More silence.

He holds a fin

59

HARRIS
Your wrist, as far as I can t-tell,
is fractured in three places. You’‘ve
also sh-shattered two vertebrae in
your neck, although it’s impossible
to s-s-say for sure without x-rays.
still, there is bone protrusion through
the skin, which can’t really be called
a g-g-g-g-good sign. Your body
temperature is below eighty deqrees,
and your h-h-h-heart has stopped beating.

ERNES
What the hell doqsbthat mean?!

H%gﬁIS
I believe —— %\'

ger out, abodg)to pronounce his diagnosis, but

can’t bring himself to do it.

HARRIS (cont.)
-= I’d like a second opinion.

He sweeps out of the room just as dramatically as he swept

in.

Ernest and Madeline lock at each other. Silence for a

second.

MADELINE
Could be worse.

ERNEST
This is ridiculous! I‘’ve got to
see for myself.

He goes to Madeline.

Ernest quickly

MADELINE
What are you doing?! sStop it!
Get away from me!

searches her neck for her pulse, looks at her

protruding vertebrae, and feels her forehead for her

temperature.

He backs off, staring at her with eyes wide.

CONTINUED
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59 CONTINUED 59

ERNEST
My God! He's rightl

MADELINE
Don’t be ridiculous, he can’t be
right! What would it mean if he
was right?!

ERNEST
This is incredible! You’re in

vioclation of every natural law
I know!

On the words "natural law," Madeline GASPS, looking down at
the lapel pin Lisle gave her in shock. She covers her mouth
in horror and stands, shaking.

ERNEST (cont.)
You’re standing t%%;e -

M@INE
Oh, shit! 2
SERNEST

You’re talk to me --

MADELINE
(beginning to swoon)
Oh, shit —— !

ERNEST
—— BUT ¥YQU'RE DEAD!

Madeline tries to scream, but only a tiny GASP comes out.

ERNEST (cont.)
I’ve got to get help!

He turns and runs out of the room.
Madeline promptly faints, falling back onte the table.

CUT TO:
60 INT HOSPITAL CORRIDOR NIGHT &0
ERNEST hurries out of the room and into the corrider, looking
for somebody, anybody, but the emergency area is a chaotic

place, full of GUNSHOT VICTIMS, STABBING VICTIMS, and bizarre
domestic accidents of all kinds.

CONTINUED
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105 CONTINUED 105

LISLE (cont.)
My dream is to have a world full
of Ernest Menvilles. But instead,
look what Xfve had to settle for.
{contemptucusly)

Movie people. The real triumphs
always refused me -- Shakespeare,
Linceoln, Max Factor -- all of them
were too selfish. They would
deprive this world of their magic.
So I deprived them of this world.

ERNEST
You killed them!

LISLE
I can’t stand rejection. It’s a
fault, I know.

Ernest loocks around, suddenly realizing he’s in danger. The
Beefy Guys have moved in a 1little closer and are definitely

looking menacing. oy ‘
_ ]
L % (cont.) !

Show me your Qgghs.

(he hesi es)

Come on, I wgh¥t bite.
&3
Ernest holds out his shaking hands. Lisle sighs sadly.

LISLE (cont.)
Tch, tch, tch.

She takes his right hand in hers. Moving quickly, she slides
the dagger out of the potion case and slits his index finger.

ERNEST
Hey!

Lisle dips the dagger in the potion and drips it into
Ernest’s cut.

ERNEST (cont.)
What are you =-- ?

LISLE
I'm loving you. Look.

Ernest looks down. Sure encugh, his left hand is still aged
and shaking, but his right hand is youthful, steady--as a-
rock. He loocks at Lisle, his eyes swollen with tears.

CONTINUED
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105 CONTINUED 105

ERNEST
My God!

LISLE
Thank you.

She stands up-and moves around behind his chair, whispering
in his ear seductively.

LISLE (cont.)
But don’‘t be modest. That’s what
you do, isn’t it? It’s what
you’ve always done. Stopped time
in people’s hands, in their faces.
You’re Don Quixote, tilting at
nature’s windmill.

She picks up the vial of the potion and holds it out to
Ernest.

LISLE (cont.) W
Go on. This is your chanceyto
finally beat her. Drlnkwiﬁ

He takes the wvial. He holds it up. The light from the pool
seems to shimmer off of it. Anothei\llght shines on his
face. He looks down. It’s the light reflecting off the
dagger, on the table next to him.

He looks to Lisle. He looks to the potion. He locks at the
Beefy Guys, only ten feet away, ready to do Lisle’s bidding.

LISLE (cont.)
It’s the completion of your life’s
work.

Ernest is sweating now, absolutely ripped apart inside. He

raises the potion toward his lips with his shaking left hand.

LISLE (cont.)
{a whisper)
Drink!

The potion is a few inches from his 1lips.

LISLE (cont.)
"Siempre vival"

The bottle touches his lower lip. He starts to tilt the
bottom of the vial up, the potion slides back toward his
tongue --

CONTINUED
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27 Feb 92
115 CONTINUED 115

ERNEST (cont.)

Well’ 94— I’ve always admired him.
I thi
116 INT MENVILLE MANSION NIGHT 116

MADELINE and HELEN meet in the foyer.

MADELINE
Well?

HELEN
Nothing. You?

MADEE%&E
Nothing. (5

‘EE(E\:’EN '

All right t’s be logical. If you
were Ernes¥ and you’d been through
what he’s been through, what’s the
first thing you would do?

They turn at the same time and look at the liguor cart. They
look at each other -- and bolt for the door.

CUT TO:
116A EXT BAR =- FRONT NIGHT ll6A*
Police cars are parked in front of the bar, lights flashing. *
117 EXT BAR -- BACK NIGHT 117
TWO CORONERS wheel a gurney out of the bar, a sheet pulled up
over a corpse. TONI follows the qurney, acting very upset,
talking to a COP who has Ernest’s wallet.
TONT
(too helpful)
It’s Menville. M=-E~N-V~I-L-L-E.
COP
I can‘t seem to find any picture ID
here. Just credit cards and so forth.

CONTINUED
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(’\E 27 Feb 92

117 CONTINUED 117

TONI
Oh, I’m sure that’s Dr. Menville.
I‘ve known him for ten years.

CoP .
Yeah, well, without ID I‘11 need
a family member to look at the body.

At the end of the driveway, a car pulls up in front of the
bar, SQUEALING to a halt. MADELINE and HELEN jump out.

COP (cont.)
Do you know his next of kin?

TONI
{mind racing)
Um, well == I don’t,&Pink Mrs. Menville --

E%NE (0.8.}
(hurrying%gghn the driveway)

Mrs. Henvillquhat?
- Q’TONI

St (acting very well)
Oh, Mrs. Menville! I‘m so sorry!
It’s poor Dr. Menville! He’s =--
he’s dead! I saw him die! Very
clearly!

HELEN
Ernest?

MADELINE
(pointing to
the body)
That’s Ernest Menville?!

Toni nods, sobbing,

HELEN
He’s dead? Ernest is dead!
Everybody’s dead!

COP
(to Madeline)
I’m sorry, ma‘am. These are his
personal possessions. His walle*
his keys, everything he had on

)
I'{r_.-n»é':l_
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