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7-23-56

DESIGNING WOMAN

PADE IN: 1-6 oUT
CLOSE SHOT - MIKE HAGEN 6X1

in his office, pecking away at the typewriteb,
He stops, raises nis head, looks directly into
CAMERA .

Mike
I'm Miks Hagen, I'm a sportswriter. If you read the
papers maybe you've heard of me - I was involved in
that ruckus up in Boston. A lot of psople have asked
for the facts sbouft that affair - and Tl've certainly
_ got no objectlion to telling my side of 1t, 8Still,
: the story wouldn't be complete unless we heard from
some of the others involved - 1ike Harilla. I
imagine Marilla might have something %o saye.

CLOSE SHOT - MARILLA HAGEN by2

She 1s perched on a high stool before an easel,
deftly sketching in the zccessorles on a dress
degigne 8She smiles flestingly into the CAMERA,
but continues working as she speakss,

Marillsa
I have a good deal to say., Not only about my side
of it, but about lMike's, too ~
(she finishes the sketch, turns directly
to CAMERA)
- because Mike doesn't always tell the truth,., Neot
that he means to lie or anything, but - well, you
have to know Mike. Then of coursé there's somecne
else who could shed congiderably light on things -~
{a trifle coolly)
- 1f she wiil,

CLOSE SHOT - LORTI SHANNON 5%3

backstage. In abbreviated reshearsal costume,
she 1ls performing a stretching exXercise -~ her
dainty, ballet-alippered foot resting on the
back of a chalr, her body bent forward at the
walst, cheek to legs




UGQ1gn1ng Woman

s 8656 P.2
Lori (into CAMERA) 6X3

My name is Lori Shamnon. I really have very little CONT'D
to tell. I was involved, of ccurse, but in a quite (2)

innocent way, Not everybody believed that. But
I'm sure Zachary Wilde does.

(she raises her head, glances 0.8.)
Zach? ' ‘

The CAMERA PANS QUICKLY TO

-

CLOSE SHOT - ZACHARY WILDE oxly

backstage, leaning casually against a plece of
scenery.

Zachary {into CANMERA)
Frankly, I!'d like to keep out of the whole mess. How-
sver, there's cnother witness, a man named Maxie 3tulz.
(with a Llittle irony)
I'm certain he conld be very Iinformative

CLOSE SHOT - MAXIE e7ULy 6%5

working out with the heavy bag. He wears the
traditional full length tightes, boxing trunks,
sweatshirt aad headgear - punctuastes his speech
with swipes at the bag.

Maxie (earnestly)

Yeah I wenha tell everythin! I kaow, the whole truth -
bescause - I was always good stand-up boy, honest
fighter, champicn thrse years, malin' a comeback
now. 8¢ - ahhh -

(he stops punching, looks directly into

CAMERA)
~ I wamna tell everythin! I know - evervthint.

(f:ownlng, he glances un at the celling)
Lemme think now -

(shakss his head sadly)
I dvnnco anythint.

DIZSOLVE TO:
6X6 QUT
EXT. BEVERLY HILLS HOTEL - BIVERLY HILLS -~ NIGHT X7
From the lighted sign - "Beverly Hills Hotel"

the CAITERA LOWERS to the swimming pool.e On the
side of the pool an outdoor bar has been sei
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up, beautlfully huang with lanterns and drunks,
Thore aro only men In tho crush, all obviously
well acquainted. The nolsc iz fearsomeg.

Mike's Voice (nsrrating)

The whole thing beozan out in Beverly Hills, the night
of the California Invitational -

(the CAMERA BHEGINS T0 MOVE along the bar)
- & golf tournament. I'd piclked Johnny Strawn in the
Sportswriters! Calcutta, a sort of 1otter3, gnd Ttd
won mysell twelve hundred dolisrs. So I was buying
that night and feeling fine. Just fine.

The CAMERA has now resched, and stays on

CLOSE SHOT - MINE TACGEYW

Holding a large bouguet of moncy in his nand, ho
is the center ol an adniring ocqr“atulabory group
who lkeep clouting him on tdu tack. Mike dogsn't
seom to mind = bit‘ He never zays a word, just
boams. He could talle, maybe, il he trisd - but

he doesntt. Just lLeeps boaming, and 1ayin@ twen-
ty deller bills on the ber. A roally ple-eyed
sportswrlter ls hanging arcund Tike'ls nupk,

polting him in the chest for emphasis.

Sportewriter (the rcally ple-
eyed onu)
T am & sportsvwritor - vou ars a sportswriter -
lemme a8k yoUu - nave - yoW - QUer - 8son -
(he losos ths thread)
Wherets my drink?

Scecond Sportswriter (in Mike'!'s ear)
Did I tell you Johrnny Strawn would win? Did 19

Third Swortswriter
Twelve hundrced buckel How do vou 1liks thatbe

Fourth Sportswriter (singing)
Mike Hagen is a prince - a prince, a prince, a princel

Mike keeps tvrning from one friend to anrnother -
beaming. And laying down bBllls on thse bar.

From another part of the bar comes Marilla Browng
Cauvght in the crush she i3 making very 1ittle
progress. (lCT%: We do not ses her face during
the scone, the CAMERA remaining on her back
throughout) .

Pel

b3 v
COUT'D
(2)
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Marilla (rurmurs politelr) 7
Excuse me - would you - excuse me - ? CONT!'D
(2)

She 1s shoved up against the ber, triss to
skitter along it, ducking under arms. Eventue
ally she is fzce to face with Mike, cramped
up against his chests

Marilla -
Sorry.

Mike beams. She pushes away, is shoved against
him again. Mike picks up a drink, proffers it
to her. BShe declines it with 2 shake of the
head - but suddenly has to grab the glass to
keep it from spilling down her dress. Mike
beams, Marilla, looking into his face, slowly
ralses her glass to his, They clink. From a
large CLOSE~UP of Mike beaming we

DISSOLVE TO: d

CLOSE~UP - MIIE 8

gazing into a door mirror., It is norning. He
1s not beaming., Ie hates nimeself,

Mike (shuddering)
Eceech.,

fAs the CAMERA PULLS BACK we SEE we are in
Mike's hotel room. He is in a robe, a towel
flung across one shoulder, his hair on end
from a recent snower. Laboriously he begins
to remove the pins from a fresh shirt, trying
not to move his head,

Mike's Volce (narrating)
Yeh, I was in great shape that morning. It was noon
and I'd been out of bed a hall hour - showering and
shaving -
(he tales an aspirin from the bureau top,
chews 1t)
~ and breskfasting on a small tin of aspirin. Noth-
ing helped.

He sticks his finger with a pin, grimaces,
plucks the pin from the shirt. Looking around
for the wastepsper basket he drops the pin in
ite It clangs like a crowbar on a tin roof.
Mike groans, puts a hand over his eVess.

DISSOLVE TO:
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CORRIDOR - MIKE

comes out of his room, closes the door very
softly behind him, the lock clicking shut with
a report like a pilstol shot, He winces, heads
for the elevator,.

Mike'!s Voice (narrating)
Let's see now. Up until ten the night before every-~
thing was crystal clear,
(he rings for the elsvator)
I wag having & couple of drinks with some newspaper
friends - celsbrating the twelve hundred dollars
Itd won -~ ‘
(he roeaches guddenly into his pants pocket
brings out a few sad looking bills)
Twelve hundred dollars. All I had now was three
tens and & handful of silver,
(he puts the bills back, reflects bibtterly)
Some newspaper men drink too much.

The elevator door opens with an unearthly
scream. Mike represses an impulsc to recoils

Operator
Down, pleasce

INT., ELEVATOR - MIXE 10

steps in, shudders as the door closes, shudders
agalin as the elevator lurchses down. He recovers,
takes a deep breath. A man in the rear of the
elevator, Larry usso, has been regarding him
with a playlful smilse.

Musso (coming forward)

Hy, boye .
Mike (a foeble wave)

Laryy.
Misso

How d'you feel?
Mike

Yeaha

Mucso (laughs)
How'd you handle the story yesterday?

Mike
Mim ?
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"1550 10

The story. CONT'D
(slight nange) (2}

California nvitctional., Lemember?

Mike (laughs - or tries %o}

2L ——
-3
juy
®

a sug ‘astlon of a blank look crosses
i )

¢

Musso {guizzically)
You didn't forget to file your copy?

_ Mike {on his dignity)
Since when have I ever forgotten to file my copy?

Could be a first bHime.

a2 turns away with sn awful thoughto.

Miket's Volece (narrating)
MMy copyi Had I forﬁott 511 1t? A lead flzshed in
front of my eves. ”Johwn Strawn, the Gill-Sized
Giant of Golfidom, gmashed his way to victory with
a SLQZElPM alxt S8 WOrds -
g

L
six,” ¥ad I written tho
i b

8
ime - or hed I dreamed them?

somewhere -

Operator
L.obby.

INT. LOBBY - MIFE 1

hurriss oub of the slevator to the newsstand,
LLanceas alck O e
glances gulckly over the raclk

Mike (Lo the girl)
New Vork Hecord?

Fows Girl
You want yesterday's

Mike
Why would I want yesterday!s?
Wews Girl

Becauvse today's isn't in yeb, iL's an evasning papsr
and it isn't even out in Hew York until -

oy
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Mike (with dignity)
I'm eware of that. Just hold one for me, please,
He is in a sweat now, He wheels toward the
Western Unicn counter. Reaching it, he stops
abruptly, pulls himsell %togethers

Western Union Girl (eyeing him)
Yes, sir?

Mike (smiling)
I'd like to see a copy of a long wire I sent to
the New York Record early last night - or about two
or three this morning,.

Western Unicn Girl
Your sick, mister?

Mike
The wire, please

She gives him a fuanny look, talkes out a sgheafl
of wires, fthumbs through them.

. Western Union Girl
New York Times - New York Herald Trib - New York
Daily News -
(she looks up at him)

Mike
New York Record?

Wostern Union Girl (shakes hex
head)
U uhs
. (Mike turns away, stricken)
I could get you a doctor.
Mike's Voice (narrating)
The greatest golf story of the decade and I!d
fluffed it. My carcer was ruined. GCoffee, that's
what I needed,
(he moves toward the door leading to the
swimming pool)
Seven or eight pots of zoffee in a quiet loecale
where I could think up a good lie for my aditor.

SWIMMING — MIKE

comes Irom the hotel gestures to a waibter,
slumps down at a tables

Pe 7

11
CONT!'D
(2)

12
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LOSE 3HOT - MARILLA - IN Tio POOL

She swims to the ladder, climbs out. Halfway,
she spies somenne 0.8. Her face lights upe.

Marilla's Voice (narrating)
There he was -~ my Character of the night beflore,
Mr. Michael Hagen. I thought.he saw me, too, so
T gave him a friendly wave,

Marilla {waving).
Heyl

?@: .
3

MIKE - AT TiIE TARBLE

2 R The waiter 1s pouring coffee. 0.5. we HEAR
N :\\ Meriila yell "hello, thers " Mike looks to=
2 N ward the voice, gives no sign of recognition,
i .. turns to his coflfee.

{ILTA

" ¢limbs out of the pool, ftakes her beach robe
from a chair. She slips into it, smiling in
Mike's directilone. :

Marilla's Voice (narrating)

My Character seemed a 1ittle subdued this morning,
but that was understandable. We hadn't parted com-
pany until gix A.Me

(she throws him a gesture, mouthing "I111
be right there')

MI¥E

gipning his coffec, eyes her susplclously over
the rim of the cupe.

Merilla'ls Voice (narrating)
Tt never cccurred to me -

MARILLA

picks up her beach bag and starts toward him,
the CAMERA MOVING with her,

Pe.

13

15

16

17

8
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Marillal's Voice (narrating) 17
- that my Character dldn't have the slightest Ldes CONTD
wno 1 wage (2)

She reaches Mike's table, plumps herself
cheerfully in the chair opposite, begins to
comb cut her hair,
Marilla
Well, good morning!l i
(he nods, murmurs something unintelligivle)
Fow do you feel?

Mike
Great. Tip-top.

Marilla
Did vou gleep all right?

Mike (shooting her a lock)
Fine, I'm not even awake yet.

Marille studies him with & pleasant look. He '
returns the scrutiny with suspiclone.

Merilla (gratuitously)
Your eyes are red.

‘ Mike (nods)
I btathed them in Allka-Flzzr.

Marilla (laughs)
Well, anyway 1t!'sg a besutiful morning. Look -

18-18X1 OUT
SHOT - THE HOTTL GROUNDS - 18x2

- from their angle - a gorgeous sebting of Dblue
sky, fleecy white clouds and green follage.

Marillats Volcs (0aess)
- isgn't it lovely?

TWO SEOT - MARILLA AND MITH 19X1

He turnsg unwillingly, teo look through painful
eyes.s

20-20X1 O
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SHOT - THE HOTEL CROUNDS 2012

The sky is gresn, the clouds yellow, the trees
8 nauseating orangs.

WO SHOT - MARILLA AND IMIEE 21

Mike turns away from the pool, takes a quick
gulp of coffee.

Marilla (kindiy)
May T make a suggestion? Why don't you jump into a
swim suit and take a qulck plunge?

Mike
May I make a suggestion?

Marilla

What? .
Mike

You take a plunge.
Marilla

But I -
{stiffly)
Ohe Borry. I guess you're not feeling very sociable.

She reaches into her beach bag, takes out a
roll of ©lills which she places on the tabls
between them. «

Marilla
Here, Itve been waiting all morning.

Mike (eveing the roll)
What'!s that?

Marilla
Seven hundred dollars.
{no comment from Mike)
You gave it to me.

Mike
When?

Marllle
Last night.

She realizes now he is drawing a few blanks,.




Mike (a pause) 21

What for? CONT D
(2)

Marilia

You liked me.
Mike

That much?
Marills

Oh, now !

Mike (pushes the bills at her)
Here, you ksep it.

Marilia (pushing them back)
Don't be ridlculous.

Mike (pushing)
Go on, T gave it to you, ii's yours.

Marilla (pushing)
Will you please?

Mike (pushing)
Look, 1f I gave it to you, I must have meant it.
You're probasbly entitled - -

Marillas 1s stunned.

Page Boy (Cess}
Call for Mr. Michasel Hagenl

Marilla
Well]
{she pushes the bills back)
Mike (leaping up)
Boyl

(he takes the bills, plumps them in the
ashtreay)

Page Boy (entering)
Mr, Hagen? Wew York calling.

Marilla (rising)
Listen, M¥Mr. Hagen!

Miks
Where?

. Page Boy (leaving)
Right over here, sir.




e
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Mike follows the boy quickly., 21
CONT'D

Marilla ' (3)
Listen, Mr. - :

Marilla is alone - and furious. She Ilings
nerself back in the chair,
Marillats Voilce (narrating)
I had to stay, i1f only to straighten Mr. Hagen out
on a few facts. Particularly where they touched
my morals., And then there was the matter of the
seven hundred dollars.
(a waiter has entered - nonchelantly
dusts imaginary crumbs from around the
ashtray - eyeing the money., Marilla is
aware of his interest)
I covered 1t with my beach bag -
(she does s0)
- and sat back with a fine show of casualness.
(she does so)
I felt pretty foolishe

POOL PHONE BOOTH -~ MIKE 22
squeezes into the booth, 1ifts the receiver.

Mike {(into phone)
Mike Hagen here.

CLOSE SHOT - TTLEPHONE OPERATOR 23

Onerator
Mre Hagen? Mr. Ned Hammerstein of the New York
Record callinga

WIKE - ON PHONE 2l

Mike {nervously)
Yeh, yeh, put him on. Hello? Ned?
(beating him to the punch)
Now listen Wed, asbout that copy! I spoke to Western
Union and I can't understand what happened! I tried to =

HAMNERSTEIN - ON FHONE 25

Hed Hammerstein, a heavy-set man with a rugged
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countenance, is in his office. A secretary
and an assistant flank him on either side. He
holds a newsnaper in one hand, a earton of
coffee in the other, the phone clamped against
hisg shoulder.

Hammerstein
Never mind about the copy. VYou're in a little
trouble, boye.

INTERCUT -~ MIKE AND HAMMIRSTEIN
at phones.

Mike
Whet do you mean trouble? I want to explain ex-
actly why my copy didn't -

Hammerstein (impatiently)
Forget 1t} The copy was okay! Now, lookl

Mike (afraid to belleve it)
You mean you liked my copy? The copy I sent? Last
night?

Hammerstelin {snarls)
Yeali, yeah, it was all right! What's the matter
with you?

| Mike (relleved)
Not a thing, Ned. Everything's great.

He relaxes, opens the door and breathes deeplye.
& beatific smile spreading on his countenance,

Hamnerstein
Well, it's not s=o great back here! That column
you did on Mart Daylor and tne fight racket! He's
been in to see me twice about a retraction! He's
pretty burned!

Mike
Fine, fines

(he'a not even listening)
Horning «
: (this last blithe remark is to a matronly

lady passing the beooth, She turns, looks
2% him blankly, goes on her way)

Hammerstein
Are you listening to me?

P. 13
25

CONT!'D
(2)

26
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Mike
Certainly. lhat?

Hemmerstein
I'd like to remind you, my friend, that Mr. Daylor
knows some very influsntial people, Particularly
a bevy of thugs who'd be happy t~ meet you some
night in a dark alley and bagh your face inl!

Mlke
Okay, great. I'11 take care nf it right away. You
liked the copy, huh?

Hammerstein
I told you twice, I -
{suddenly)
Are you on the juilce?

Mike
Now there's a nice sentiment. I ebme out here and

work my fingers tn the bone to get a story you like,

and you -
(Hammerstein's voice cormes rasping
thraugh the receiver)

Okay - ckay - okay - veah - g'bye, Ned.

He hangs up and leaves *he booth with a light
step, the CAMERA PANNING him back tn the table.

Mike's Voice (narrating)
I wag a new man. Hy hangover was gone, I felt like
singing,
(he hums happily)
I loved the whole world and all its people. I
would even, I decided, be nice to that ugly girl
who'd been annoying me,

He reaches the table, where Marilla is still
sltting. She eves him coldly. Mike stares at
her in surprise,

_ Mike's Veice (narrating)
It must have been a different girl.
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He sits down, smiling broadly, inches his chair 26
up close to here. CONT'D
(2)

. Mike (the charmer)
Yould vou care for some breakfast?
o

Marilla, who was just opening her mouth to tell
him off, is lelt sitfting with it open.

ke

Yailter, a breakfast menu, plsase.

(to Marillia, putting the socisl graces to

work)
Look, Itd like to apologize for the way I scted before.
You see, I was a 1ittle revved up aboult something - ‘
this story I was supposed to send to New York. I was
efraid - well, it's really nothing you'd be interested
in, but it was & story I -

MHarilla
You mean the "Johmny-Strawn-the-gill-sized-giant-of-
golfdom' story?

Mike
How'd you know?
Marilla
Because we wrote 1t together. The two of us.
ilike
The two - whers?
Merilla

In a very small and quite dirty bar and grill about
forty miles north. “ou wired the story from Santa
Barbaras

Mike

Then that's when - that's why - 2
tnrilla

That's when you gave me the seven hundred dollars.

Mike {genuinely)
Oh - T'm SOV e

Marilla
It's all right.

Mike
What happened after that?
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Marilla 26
Nothing. We drove home and I took you to your door CCONT'D
about six o'clock. You really don't remember? (3)

Mike
Go one.

Marilla

Nothing. You shook my hand and satid if I was ever
in New York to look you up and you'd find me a spotb
in the sportswriting field.

Mike
A1l right, when can you start?

Marilla lsughe. Mike laughs, too, shaking his
nead ruefully. Then a thoughtful light comes
into his eye.

Mike (hesitantly)
I really wrote it, huh? Including that - "gill-sized
giant of golfdom" phrase?

varilla (modestly)
Well, actually that phrase was my ides .

Mike (relieved)
Itm glad. '
{they both laugh)
Where did we meet anyhow?

Mlarilla
Right over there at the bar. And then later 1 was
a guest at Mrs. Herrington's when you came in with
your friendse

Mike
Oh, Mrs. Herrington, at Mrs. Herrington's, suree.

Marilla
YBS'Q

Mike
Whots Mrs. Herrington?

They laugh even louder.

Marillats Voice (narrating)
We begen to laugh.

DISSOLVE TO:
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ANOTHER TABLE AT THE POOL - TVW0 ELDERLY PEQPLE 27

are looking o.s. toward the sound of zanother
peal of laughter. CAMERA PANS toward the scund.

Marilla's Voice {(narrating)
Three hours later we were still laughing.
The CAMERA reaches Marille and Mike sitting at
the edge of ths pocl, both in swim sults nowe

Marilla's Volce (narrating)
Not about the same thing, of course. But whatever
egither of us zald the other thought if was the funniest.

She rises, still laughing, Mike scrambling to
his feet aflter her.

Marilla (a deep breath)
Well

i

Mike
What about dinner?

Marillla
I'm afraid note.
{they gzo to the talble where they sat before,
Marilla gathering her things together)
Itm on the s=ix o'clock plane for New York. Thanks
anyway, thoughe.

She picks up her beach bag, revealing the seven
hundred dollars still in the ashtray. Mike
pushes 1t tovard her,.

Mike
Here, you earned it
{quickly)
By helping write the story.

Marilla (pushing it back)
Let's not play that again}

Mike (pushing)
You saved my Jjobe.

Marilla (pushing it back)
Pleases

Mike (claps his hand over 1it)
Ckay, we'll spend it!
(Marilla frowns at him)
That's the only way to settle things, We'!ll spend
every penny, take a couple of days doing ite
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ctha 9""6“"5‘5 Pal?
Marilla on
well, if that isn't the silliest. %OHT‘D
2)

Mike
After all we work hard, we're entitled to a little
relaxation, we're due for it, both of us.

Marilla
I don't need rolox -

Mike
You work, don't you?

Marilla
Of course.

Mike -
That does it! We'll spend it together. Have a
real hall.

Marilla (flrmly)
I couldn't possibly.

Mike (earnestly)
Listen. Nobody gets a chance £6 livse anymore. Ve're
21l too busy to enjoy curselves. Do you know where
yvou are right now?

Marilla
Well, Jjust offhand -

Mikeo
Californiat The playground of the western worldl
It's all arcund us! The mountains - the desert -
Marineland. And the Pacific Ocean' Don't forget
the Pacific Ocean!

Marilla
Oh, I won't.

Mike
Tell me - hove vou ever sailed o small boat, way
out on the occan, with the szlt spray in your facc
and the wind in your hair?

_ Marilla
No, have you?

Mike
Certainly not, you think I'm crazy?
(Marilla laughs)
But I'd be willing to try. Come on.




wrilla |
T couldntt - T couldn’t poscl

They are both laughing as we

AERIAL SHOT - WEVWPCRT HARBOR

DOCKSIDE - THREE SORER~PUSSED

are fishing, lo
laughter. The

vﬂnr,‘ 11&1

ing 0e.8. &% the

oloi
CANERA PAIIS toward

DAY

XiDs

DISsSoLVE TO:

sound of
the zound.

Voice {(narrating)

During the next four ceys we hardly made a dent In

12

iilzets gaven nundrad uollars

The CAVERA reoaches Marilla and Mike on the
foradeck of a stilboat waich lo salely moored
in a slip. Tarilla is sitting with her back
agalinst tho mast, a ske*cn D&d in her hand,

Mike straetched ut hesid

Herilla'ls
- beczusze all we did was
Tt seemed to do ug a world of

Whatts that?

Marilia

St
That's what I do -~ del”ﬂ clotheg.

THSERT -~ SKETCIO

An undulating female form =

"Vogue"

T Volice
1ie cround and
a zood thoughe.

like &

iTike'ls Volce (0.8

For a llving?

THO SHOT - VADRTILA AND MIKE

rMarilla
Th-huhre

{(narr

-

CA
.
J [arar S 5

figure in

P.18

27
CONT'D
(3)

29

30
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Mike (vaguely) . 30
What d'you know? %O?T‘D
2

He lies down with his head in her lap.

Marilla
That's why I've gnt to get back to New YQrk to-
night - and that's - -
{she looks at her wrist watch)
- oh, for heaven's - do you realize I haven't packed

vetr? !
She scrambles up, banging Mike's head
on the deck,
Marilla
Come on!
Mike
figit ! _

Marilla
ike, I've got to gol

Mike {(grabbirg her hand;
amazed )
But Marineland | The pnrpoises! Ve haven't seen
them feed the porpcises

Marllla
Please, Mike! I can't possibly:

She leaps off %he boat to the dock, Mike
nurryving after her.

DISSOLVE T0:

30XA1-30%h
OUT
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AERIAL SHOT ~ MARINELAND - DAY 30X AN
CLOSE SHOT - A PORPOISE - DAY 3045

- the perpolse leaping out of the water to
be fed., Two more leaps in rapid succession
as the CAMERA PULLS BACK, We are at Marine-
land, Mike and Marilla standing at the rail
of the tank, Mike talking.in pantomime.

Mike's Volce (narrating)
I can't remember who breought up the subject of
love. It certainly doesn't sound like me. COne
minute I was experting on the care and feeding
of porpolses and the next thing I knew we were
talking about love - 1ts symptons.

Marilla {(happily)

I eat like a forl. When I'm in love, I mean.
My friends used to tell me thev couldn't swallow
a morsel, but 1 eat like a fonl,

(Mike is gzazing at her expressionlessly)
With that boy from Yale, some time agn of course,
I gained eight poundis. And then there was a certain
artist,

(she laughs)
1t was two years haefore I got back to normal. 1
Just eat and eat and eat.

She goes on talking as like narrates.
Mike's Voice (narrating)
She was quite frank and open abnut Her love affsairs.
I didn't say anything.
DISSOLVE TO:

31-32%1
sl

HOTEL TERRACE - DAY - MARILLA AND MIEE 32X2
are at a tabvle having a cooling drink, A

walter stands ready to take their order.
Merilla is studving the menu.
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Merillals Volee (narrating) 32Y D
T should have kepf my moutn shut, but I always talk COV”?W
too much. Lttg a bad Tault I have. (2)

Merilla (to Wmitey}
Just a cup of cold consomme, please. And mnaybe the
tiniest bit of that pompanc - und the large lobster
alad and a cheeseburgzelrs Then for dessert -

[ £2]

She bresks off, stunned. . Mike is staring at
ner. 9o lg the walter.

irlllals Volee (narrating)
I felt the blush com*ng Trom wmy walst up. Mike was
staring at me - whethsr in® horror or admiration I
couldn't tell Put he knew 1t as well eog I did. I
‘was in love w;th mny Choracter.

She 1ig staring back at lMike, & 1ittle frightensd.
Automatlically she reaches oub, talkes & handful

of peamits from the plate on the table. Never
talkting her eyes off Milte, she pops a peanut into
her mouths

DISSOILVE TO:

CLOSE SIO0T - MARIIIA AND MITE - IW A PARIKED 33
COWVERTIRLE - NIGHT - AE HOLLYWOOD HILLS

We can't see much of Marilla, for Mike is kilgsing
her, but good. They come 2lowly out of the clinch.

rike (2 murmur)
17 "
Winat do you say, m?

. Marilla (a whisper)
Mike -
' (sho trics bo turn away)

ke
WD re adults, we lmow what we're doing. Hum?

‘41

L _ ulila
1 couldn't, Hilke - I couldn't possibly.

DISSOLVE TO:
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JUSTICE OF PEACHE'S OFSICE - NIGHT - MARILLA
AND MIKE

standing before the Justicse. A couple of wit-
nesses stand nearby -~ the tired wife of the
Justice and a borad youth.

: Mike's Voilce (narrating)
She did, though. We were married that night - in
Arizona.

Justice
And do you, Marilla Brown, take thils man -
{he goes on mouthing the words)

Marilla's Voice (narrating)
Marilla Rrown did. Yes,

She turns to lilke, her eyes shining.

DISSOLVE T0O:

INT. PLANE 1IN PLIGHT - MARITLLA AND MIKE

gide by side, their arms locked, talking ani-
matedlye

Mike's Voice {narrating)
After a hnoneymoon of exactly twenty and one half
hours we flew to llew York, our arms locked the whole
way, except for breakfast,
{(the Stewardess has appeared with & tray
for Marilla, who digs into 1t happily)
Marilla needed two hands Tor that.

Over the plane's intercom comes the volce of
the pilot.

Pilot's Voice {on intercom)
Ladies and gentlemen, 1t L1a now erpected we!ll land
in New York on schedule time, which wlll be nine-
ten. The weather in Hew York -
(his voice drones on)

Mike (loocking at his watch)
One hour. Hey, where do you live anyway?

Marilla
geventy-fourth Street.

P.

3l

35

22
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Milte (nods; business-liks) | 35
We!ll stop at my place first, 1t's closer, then hop CONT!'D
a2 cab and pick up your stuff. - (2)

. Marilla
A cab? What about my furniture?

. Mike {generously)
Give it away. We can't live in two places.

They go on talking in pantomime.

Mike's Voice (narrating)
It was a wonderful trip - -
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. PLANE - ANOTEER ANGLE - MIKE 36

sitting by himself; reading a magazine.

Mike'ls Voice (narrating)
~ but twenty minutes out of Wew York a strange thing
nappened. At least it seemed pretty strange To me.
{he looks up, peers in surprise at some-:
| thing oS}
Marilla changed her clothes.

MARTILLA 37

just coming from the ladies room. From ner neat

blue pumps to the sable scarf at her throat and

on up to the wisp of tulle and velvet perched

saucily atop her head, she looks like something

out of pPergdorf's window, She holds her head a .
1little higher, her shoulders a littls straighter,
every move unconsciously aimed at displaying her
wardrobe to the best advantage.

The CAMELA MOVES with her as she apnroaches
Mike, stands walting for him to move overs.

Mike (leering)
Thig seabls Lakel.

Marilla (laughs an apology)
I may have to stop by the offlce. Iy working clothes,.
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She sits beside him, explaining her wardrobe, 37
Mike gazing at her admiringly. CONT'D
(2)
Mike's Volce {(narrating)
This was just the first in a2 series of wardrobse
changes which never falled to amaze me. BRelieve
me, this kid changed her clothes nine timess a daye.

DISSOLVE TO:

HALLWAY - B8XT. MIKE'S APARTMENT -~ MARILLA AND 38
MIKE

stumbling up the stairs with theilr luggage,
lavghing and talking animatedly in pantomime.

Marillat's Volce (narrating)
We went to Mike'!s apartment first. Just ocutside the
door he suddenly got embarrassed.

Mike has the key in the lock, hesitatese.

Mike
Meybe I bragged too much about this place. It's not
the Taj Mahal or anything.

Marilla
Let me seeoy

Mike \
It's comfortable, that's what I'd say. You!ll love 1t.

) Marilla
Open upl

Mike flings open the door, waves hsr in proudly;

Milkte
Take a loolkl!

Horillats Voice (narrating)
I took a look.

The CAMERA FOLLOWS them into the apartment. It

is a shambles - very small, very dark - the
furniture horsehairy, the lampshades Iringys. A
typewriter stands in the middle of the floor,

g8 sofa cushion alongside it. Marilla gazes \
around, dellated, but trying bravely to conceal it.
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Marillats Volce (narrating) 38
The first thing I thought of was my little brother's CONT'D
shoe box in which he used to keep all his posses~ (2)
sions - old string and marbles and bits of colored

slass,

As she moves toward the bedroom door, Hike is
looking arcund at the place as if he'd never
seen 1t before.

Marilla's Voilce (narrating)
Opening off the shoebox was a door leading to
another shoebox -
(ehe opens the door)
- which T cssumed was the bedroome.

She disappears into the bedroome. As like gazes
around, frowning, hls eye lights on a photo~-
graph of Lori Shannon in dancing costume. He
leaps to the desi, rips it from its leather
frame, tears it quickly into eight pieces,
stuffing the s=scraps in his coat pocket, re-
covers quickly as Marilla re-snters the room.
Unnoticed by him, two scraps of the photograph
have fallen to the Tloor,

Marillals Voics (narrating)
Yen, 1t was a bedroom all right, and dark as a
Kentucky cave. N

She looks arcund the room agaln, then cocks
her hesd pleasantly at a glass-shaded mon-
strogity which evidently functlions as a lampe

| Marilla
Th « hah! Th - huh!

Marillatls Voice (narrating)
What else could I say? :

Mikte kicks the sofa cushion theoughtfully into
8 COTner.

Mike (musing)
When it's cleaned up a 1ittle « wiith new curtains =
and the right kind of pictures -
{Marilla looks at him questioningly)
- 1t'11 be a real hell-hole. We'll nove tomorrow.

Marilla throws herself into his arms.
Marilla (in relief)

Oh, Mikel
( she bites him on the ear)
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- Mike (grinning)
8y}
(he rubs his ear)

Marille
Just for tonight we'll stay at my place, all right
with you?

The phone r ings, Mike going to answer 1it,

Mikse :
Yeah, I guess I never looked at this trap before.
{1ifts the recelver)
Hello? Ok, yeah, HNed, I'm back.
(bo Marilla)
The offices
(into phone)
I can't get down rizht now, I'm busy, L've got to -
what?
(Marilia pantomimes to him to go shead,
averything will be all right)
Look, T!ve been threatened boforo, I don't worry
about -
{Marilla pricks up her ears)
A11 right, yeah, veah, yean! Right away.
(hengs up)
How do you like that? TI'm beock in town twenty
minuted.

Morilla
Itts 211 right, T've got plenty to do here anyway.
(she comes to him)
Mike -

Mike
Whate

Marillis
You'lre not in any trouble or anything?

Milze
What do you = Ohj thatl
(he jerks & scornful thumb at the phone)
No-o-p-0} 0
(ghe is loocking at him strangely)
Whattls the matter?

Marilla
It's just occurrcd to me. I don't know jou very
well, do I7?

P. 26

38
CONT'D
(3)




Mike
But well encugh, huh?
{he slips an intimete hand around her
walst)

Marilla
Mmm ~ maybel .

ses her gently)
3

Mike (ki
irst parting.

Hey, how about this? Our fir
Marilla {murmurs)
Sada

She kisses him, then slowly grazes her 1lips
along hig cliselt till she gets to his sar -
wnich sghe bites.

“Tike
I think T'11 stav.

: Marille (pulling away)
Uh uh.

him out the door as we

5]
ny
&
}-Jc
w

s
o
2]
=
]

]

DISSOLVE TO:

Pe 264

38
CONT'D




7-23-56 P. 27
INT, MIKE'S APARTMENT - TATER - MARILLA 39

has her hat and scarf off, is busily packing
things in cardboard boxes, humming as she works.

Marillat!s Voice (narrating)

For the next hour or so I packed Mike's marbles and
bits of glass - g

(she bends to open a lower drawel in the

deak)
- singing happily, until I came mcross & plcture of
& glrl.

(she stoops down, picks up the two soraps

of the vhotograph, puts them together)
Well, I guess 1t was a girl.

INSERT - SCRAPS OF PHOTOCRAPH Lo

pieced together in Marllla's hand. (NOTE: The
whole photograph was of Lori Shannon in an ab-
breviated practise costume, kneeling on one knes,
tying her ballet slipper. The residus in Mariila's
hand revesls only a generous expanse of thigh, a
ssotion of bosom and part of a smile. It doesn't
look at all dance-like - in fact, out of con-

text, the pose is guite strange.

Marilla's Voice (narrating)
She was certainly in an odd position.

VARILLA L1

studying the scraps of photographe

9 ; Mariilats Voice {(narrating)
: I wasn't worrised, of course.

(she gets down on hands and knees and pokes
ner head under the desk, ssarching for more
seraps)

Just interested. I wanted to see what a lady con-

tortionist looked like. Nothinge.
{she comes out from under the desk, &6X=-
amines the scraps apain)

A11 T knew was that she had straight teeth and the

kind of expansion men seemed to Tavor. I measured

it mentally ageinst wmy own, ceme off a bad second

and tore her carefully into smell pleces.

She tears the picture, drops it in the waste-
paper basket, goes on working and humminge

Ll . DISSOLVE TO:
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. CTITY HOOM - NEW YORK RECORD - MIKE e

comes through the door and 1s immediately
assailed on all sides by the staff, They
throw rice at him, try te hang shoes around
his neck. Mike, laughing, thrcads his way
through the crnwd, huading for Ned darmer-
stein's office.

Mikets Voide (narrating)
At the office I was the target of the usual ribblng
and Javghter associnted with holy mitrimony. ILuke
Coslow, the offilce boy, came up with a real side-
splitter,

Iuke Coslow, an unlilkable little fellow of

nincteen years, smoking a huge cigar, bars

Mike's wav. Ho is wheeling a beoby carrlage
in which rerosce twe ftwin dolls.

Inke Cozlow
lare you are, oxd man, Roady mede.  Saves tine .
and troudlc.

Ee swmuirks hugely., Milke rees o laugh, pushes
ragt him through a door mariad "Sports -
Ned Hamparstein, Biltor )

TNT, FAMMERSTEIN'S OFFICE - MIKE AND HAMMERETEIN 43

The Editor is working a2t his desk. He con-
tinues correcting covy, never 1ifts his hewad.

Mike's Veice (norrating)
But I must say ny edltor, Ned Hammerstein, was
vory sentimental.

Hommersteln (snarling)
You'lre eight doys late. I'11 take it off your
vacation, provided you get o vacation. Meanwhlle
if you've got nothing to do maybe you'd better
cover that fight next week, a couple of folks in
town might like tr know about it. And speaking
nf fights

(he loaks up)
- yvou've got a sw2et one on your hands with Mart

aylor.

Mike
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Fammerstein (picks up a L3
clipping) COVT'D
Your column of March sixtcen, current yenr. '"The (2)

great Martin J. Davlor, who calls hinmself a fight
pronoter, is proroting nostly Mart Daylor. He has
a string on every fighter and manager in New York.
Nobody fights without Mart Daylor's permission and
without paying lart Daylor's cut. I suggest that
Mr. Daylor rotire te his palatial farm in Bucks
County, beforec an irate sports world retires hin
forceably to the crooked boys' bhin."

(he tossas the clipoing aside)
What'!'re yvou bucking for, a gulck funeral?

Mike
Noed, thisisn't the roaring twoenties. People don't -

Hamnerstein
Mart Daylor would -~ like that

Mike

Take a nmurder ro Hets too snorte

s
[2v]

Hommerstoln
Who mentioned -mrder? Al that'd hoppon, you're
walking along Third Avenue some night, and a truck
jumps the curb., 4n sccident. Nobody's favlt in
the world. But you're cooling off on the pavouent,
so youtll naver be sure.

Mike (culetly)
Al1 right. Whot do you want ne to do? Print a
retraction?

Hommerstein (exploding)
I don't core what vou dol! what am I, some
sentimentzl slob or something? Do what you wanti
(then guizter)
Just make surc your by-line doesn't appear in
the obit column.
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Mike {smiles) ' L3
Okay, Ned. CONT'D
(he turns to go) {3}
Hammersztein

Waits
{(he reaches behind him, takes a silver
tea service from a typewriter stand,
thrusts it at Mike) _
Here. From Nora and me. Wedding present.

Mike (touched)
Nora and -~ ¢

Hammerstein (quickly)
From Nora. You liked it up at the house, she
thought you could use it. I didn't have time to
put paper - get it wrapped and send me the bill.

‘ Mike
Ned, I can't tell you -

Hammersbein (snarling)
No speeches! Get it out of here, it's in my wayv,

He bends over hils desk again. Mike grins, picks
up the tea service ard leaves. When he is gone,
Hammerstein looks after him with a fond smile -
a pretty unnerving sight. Quickly he erases the
smile and goss back to work.

CITY ROOM ~ MIKE Lk

heading for his desk near the window, the
CANMERA MOVING with him. Coslow is standing
at the desk, still smcking the clgar, a sheaf
of paper glips in his hand.

Coslow {through the cigar)
Phone messages for Michael Hagen.
(reading them off)
Mert Daylor ~ Mart Daylor - Mart Daylor -~ Mart Daylor -
(he holds up the next one -~ leering)
Lori Shannon.

Mike has sbarted to wrap the tes set in news-
paper. He stops suddenly - his brow creased.

Mike's Volce (narrating)
Lori Shammon. I hadn't thought of her once in eight
dayse When I did now it didn't fesl so good.
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Luke Coslow (smirking)
I was speaking of Lori Shannon, the girl you're pro-
bably plenty werried about. EHowsver, since you'vse
retired from the Iield, you might mention to Miss
Shannon there is a certain young newspaperman who'd
be happy to substitute -

Mike pilcks up a palr of chears, snips off the
end of Luke's cigar, yanks the butt from be-
tween his teeth and throws 1t out the window,
continues wrapping.

Luke Coslow (on his dignity)
Verrry fumy.

He wallks away, iInsulted. Whecn he is gone Mike
ruminates for a moment, then guickly starts to .
dial a number, lools at his vetch, hangs up the
phone .

Milte's Voice Iharrating)
Eleven K.M. She was probably still at rehearsal.

DISSOLVE TO:

CLOSE SHOT - TORI

dancing. The CAMERA PULLS DACK revealing a
TV studin. Loril is rehesrping a number -
very bluesy, very invitinge.

CLOSE SHOT - MIKE!'S FAMS

seen through the porthole in the studio doors
He pesrs in for a momasnt, tiien enters quietly,
carrying the ten set wrhppod in newspaper
under his arm.

ORI
dancing, cabtches sight off hime
Lorils Vo#lee (narrating)

He arrived about noon - my Loghinvar from out of the
Weszt, come to tell me about h?s MArriage .

P. 31

GONT !D
(2)
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L7
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MIKE
tip-toeing corcofully over cables.

Lori's Voice (narrating)
He walked in like he was going to an execution.

The tea set clinks, earns Mike a dirty look
from a sound boom operator. Mike smiles an

apology, then turns to the stage, sees Lori
looking at hin, waves foobly.

LORT
stiling ot Mike.

Lorils Voice (narrating)
He wes nice and ton after hisg Colifornia wvacaotvion.

MIKE
smiling & prop swile at Lori.

, Iorits Voilee {(norrating)
Heelthy looking too.

LORT -
dancing.

Lori's Voice (narrating) .

0f course, hae'd only been marricd o day and a halfl.

The nunber comes to o finish.

Dirccetor
A1l right. Evorybody back at one-thirty.

The rehearsal breaks, Lorl moving toward Hike.

Lori (holds out her hand,
smiling)
Hello, Mike.

Mike (unconfortably)
Hello, Lori. How have you been?

Lori

I'm guite well. lIow are you?

P.32
43
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Mike 4ox2
I'nm guite well. CONT'D
. (2)
Leri
You look quite well,

Mike
I feel ~w-

Lori waits for hir to continue. He
doesn't. As he shifts the package under
nis arm, a spoon ratties to the floor.
Lori looks down curiously, as Mike bends
te retricve it,

Lori
Where are we going, on 2 plenic?

Mile (forces a laugh)
It's a spoon. My boss, Ned Frrorerstsein., He -
: )

(changing the subicet quickly
Look, how about lunch?

Lori (nods)
I'd love to.
DISS0LVE

&
-3

C:

ANDRUCCTI'S RESTAURANT - MIKE AND LORT 50

Andruccl's is a small pleoce, very crowded.
They cre in & corner table, just ordering.

Lorits Voicoe (narrating)
we went to Andrucci's, our old hangout, and we
ordered ravioli ‘ndrucci our old fevorite.
' (the wailter leaves)
He hadn't got ~round to confessing his marriage
and was moking o boteh of the small talk,
' (Mike loughs suddenly - ond just as
suddenly sobers)
He was so pathotlc, I had to holp him out,

Mike (lecning forward; urgently)
Listen. I'vo got to tell vou somcthing.

Lori
Let me tell you, Mike. You found a girl. The rost
wondorful gilrl in the world. The kind of a girl you
Just can't live without. Ind vou married her. That's
ali,
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Mike (takes a deep relleved 50
breath) CONT'D
I knew you'd understand. (2)

Lerl
Why shouldn't I? There's no use making a Federal
case out ¥ scmelhing that can't be helped. 17d
have done the same thing « if I'd fround the right
mane

They go on talking - at least Mike does, Lori
mogtly listens.

Iori's Volce (narrating)
He was grateful as a St. Bernard, and I felt gener-
otis and warm-hearted inslde. It was a good scene.
But then T made a mistake. I asked him to tell me
about her,
| (we see her ask him)

And he made a bigger wmistake. He told me.

(Mike begins to talk animatedly)
I heard all about her eves - and her halr .~ and
her figure - and the way she walked.

The walter serves them, nutting a plate of

ravioli before each of them. TLori listens

without expression as Mike gesticulates en-
thusiastically.

Iori's Voice {narrating)
I heard about her fine sense of humor - and her
clnthes - and the cute way she had of tilting her
head when she laughed. After a while I knew her
like a sister.

Mike (finishing)
Anyway - I'm glad you understand.

-

Iori
Why shouldn 't I7?

Without the flicker of an eyelash she reaches
over and tips Mike's plate of raviecll into his

iap.

Tori's Volce (narrating)
I shouldn't have done it, I know. He was wearing
a light gray suit,
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Noither of then have movad since Lori plopped 50
the plate on nin~ Hike Just sits, psering CONHT D
thoushtfully ab Lori. Tori gezes thoughtiully (2)
baclk &t him. He lowers his eyes to als l1ans

51 OUT

CLOSE SHOT - MIEE'3 LAP 52
- & horrible scens - the platé resting upside
dowa over his lap full of pustao
MIKE AND ICKI 53

Mike raises his head, rubs his chin reflectlvelye

He peers at her egain. She shrugs lightlyo Thers

doesn't seem wicl bo talk aboubt. From a few feet

awey no one vonld inow thers wasg anything wronge

wst 8 man 2nd & girl at a tavle and the man has

no plave in front of him. ,

»;1 m

Lori {(purars)
Well -
(she loolks at ner watoeh)
714 better gat back to re HC:Tuul
(#he risca, gathering her things)

awilrs (politely)
You don't mind i I don't et up?

b

Lor
Ch, don't, pleace.

-

She smiles bric?ly and starts toward the doore
A little Italion waiter comss over, notices
Mike has no platos.

waiter (surpriscd) .
Mr, Hagen, wyou don't gotche lunch?

mike (looks at his lap)

Yeah, I gob 1t.

You wan! something - -11 o%s

Mike
Wo, that's plenty. Just bring me & checl and & palr
of pants.
(the 1ittle Italian ralises his ey@brows)
Look, don't make o fucs, Just borrow me a palr of
pants from somehody.
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The waibter edges close, peers into Mike's lap
and gives a despaliring scream.:

Waiter {clapping his hands over
his eves)
Alesee |

) Mike (sHarply)
Ho fuss!

Walter (rocking back and forth
moaning )
How? How 1t happen like this?]

, Mike
A lady did its. Borrow the pantse.

The little waliter runs awaye.

INT, ENTRANCE - LORI

P. 26
53
CONT D
(2)

Sh

has stopped to adjust her malke~up in the mirror.
Actually, however, she is surreptitiously eyeing
Marllla who i1s standing near the cashisr's desk

with Andruccl. We SERE only HMarilla's back in
the reflection.

Marilia's Volce (0%3s)
Itm Mr, Hagen's wife.

Tori bturns toward the voice.

MARTILLA AUD ANDRUCCI - LORI IN B.G.
Marilla has chenged her clothes againe.

Andrucel (eyeing her)
T still don't think he's herse.
{(suddenly he notices Lori moving toward
the door, snaps his fingers)
Yes, he is ~ [ just remembered. Over there,
(he points)

Marilla (leaving, smiles)
Thank you. '

Lori turns bacl - her syes following Marilla's

progress. Andruccl looks at her interestedly.

Aware of hls gaze, she stares him down with a
blank look and leavess

55
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INT. ANDRUCCI'S - MARILLA

weaving her way toward Mike, the CAMERA moving
with her. She waves as she sees him, stops In
front of the table.

Marilla
What a small world! :

Miks
You dontt mind if I don't get up?

She laughs, slides in beside him, leans to
kiss hime. Mike pulls away a little.

Marille
You shy about kissing in public?

¥ike murmurs scomething unintelligible.

Marilla (chattily)
Your office told me you might be here and I wanted
to see you anyway. Blg news, Itve gotl everything
moved. Zach Wilde sent over a car and I had the
janitor carry vour bags down.

Mike (vaguely)
Fine - I'm glade.

The Llittle waiter hurries up, thrusts his face
cloge to Mike's ears

Waiter (bellowing)
I got a pair pants for you inna men's room!

Mike nods, people at nearby tables turn bto
stare curiously. So does Marilla.

Marilila
I'd have sworn vou had pants on when you left.
(she peeks into his lap)
What'!s that?

Mike
That?
(he looks down as if he hadn't noticed
3t before)
That's ravioli.

Marilla
Of course. I should have recognized ite. Didn't
you care for 1t?

P. 37
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Mike 56
Yes, it's very good hore. CONT'D
(2)

Marilia
It certainly doesn't go with gray.

Waiter (screaming confidentinlly)
It's the bus boy's pants! Green onest

Mike (to Marilla)
T'n going into the men's room and change into the
bus bov's green pants. Then we'll stop at my plioce
and pick up a suit.

Marilla
You haven't been listening, dear. Your clothes
are ot gy nlace.

Mike
Fine.

He places the rnvioli plate on the table,
rises carcfully. Holdiing o clean napkin in
front of hir,, nhe walks towcrd the men's roon.

The waiter turns tenrfully on Marilla,
peints an cccusing finger.

Walter (shrieking)
You shouldnr't done it}
(nhe hurries aftor Mike)

Merilla (mursurss to nobody)
I'n scrry.

Her cye falls on Lorit's untouchced plate of
ravioll, reposing on the other side of the
Table,

Marilla's Voice (narrating)
I'd nave wageroed o Lily Dache het there'd been .
anocther wonan ot that table. ’
(continucs narrating thru DISSOLVE:)
- but I wasn't pgoing to ruin ny sccond day of
marriage with petty Jjealousies.
DISSOLVE TO:

57 OUT
EXT. STREET - MARILLA'S APARTMENT HOUSE 58

The cab is pulling up in front of a super-
modernized-bleck-front bullding., agleam with
polished brass on a white front door. A
doorman, wearing an English cochman's uniforn,
rushes to hold the cob deoor as Mike and
Marilla gct out, takes the tea sect.




7-23-56

Mike'!s Volce {narrating)

For some reason Ifd pictured Marille living in a

cne-room-Kitchenette with a girl friend who studied

music.
{he sneaks a look at the bullding as he
pays the driver)

This plaee even had an outside flunky. Very refined.
(the Doorman casts a glance at Mike's
pante, quickly averts his eyes)

He tried not to notice my pants, and I tried not

to notice his.

They start toward the door.
DISSOLVE TO:

INT, HALLWAY - OUTZIDE MARILLA'S APARTMENT

Marilla has the key in the lock, Mike standing
by, the Doorman to the rear with the tea set.

Marilla unloclks the door, woaves Mlke in, the
Doorman at their heelse.

INT. MARILLA'S APARTMENT -~ LIVING ROOM

A beautifully appnointed room, in black and
white = briefly the kind of a room Marilla
would design snd look lovely in. Mike and
Merilila enter, Mike gazing around curiouslye
Marilla sesems a little nervous.

Marilla
Well? Say somethinge.

Mike (nods)
Chic ®

Merilla

Mike -
Chice That!s -~ uh - that's a word I've never ussd
before, but now I lnow what 1t means.
(nods again)
Very chic.

The maid, Gwen, comes hurrying toward them
from the kitchen. She 1z a large angular
lady with a horsey face. Very Ifriendlye

P. 1O
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Gwen ( joyously) 60
Miss Rrown! Oh, Miss Brown! Congratulations, Miss CONT'D

Brown i,

Merilla
Mrs. Hagen, Gwen. And this 1is Mr. Hagene
Mike
How do you do?
. Gwen

Mr, Hagen! It certainly 1s & pleasure to -

She gets a loock at the pants, breaks off,
turns gquestioningly to Marillee.:

Marilla {(removing her coat)
Now don't worry about his pants, Gwen, he borrowed
theme.

Gwen (relieved)
0f course he did! Wouldn't you know?

Marilla takes likels rolled up pants and hands
them to Gwen. ‘

Merille
Get these out to the clesaners, huh?

Gwoen
Sure !

Mike

(2)

Be careful, you might find some ravioli in the pockets..

Marilla
Oh, and herel -
(she takes the tea set from the Doorman,
hands it to Qwen)
Put it in a place of honor - our first wedding
pregsent.

_ ¢wen {shakes her head)
Nope. The second,

She nods toward a black marble coffee table
standing in the center of the white rug..
Marills gives a little yelp of Joy and runs
to read the card.
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Marilla (opening the envelope) 60
I don't have to read 1t - I knowl CONT'D
(reading to Mike) (3)

"You always wanted this - but vou wouldn't marry
me to ﬁet ite So here, with all my love. Zachary
Wilde.,

She turns laughingly toward Mike, who tries
to see the humor of it.

Marilla (explaining)
He glways wanted me to marry him.

Mike (a faint chuckle)
I figured. Tell me, how soon could I punch Zachary
Wilde in the asnoot?

Marilla eyes him lor & second, then drops the
card back on the table. She tekes a look
around, makes sure Gwen and the Doorman have
left, begins to advance slowly on Mikes

Mike
What's on your mind?

Marilla
Guessg.

Mike
You're going to bite me on the ear again,

Marilla
Don't you like 1t?

Mike
Well it's a very strange -
(she bites him)
- but pleasurable zengatlona

Marilla (dreamily; her arms
around him)

She ralses her face to be kisseds Mike kisses
her lengthlily. Suddenly there is a high-pitched
female scream; ©.3. They both look, startled.

The Scream {0e.5.)
Surprise ]
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FULL SHOT - LIVING ROOM

Fourteen people are spllling out of the bed-
room, rushing toward them frenziedly. They
are of assorted ages and sexes, but they all
have one thing in common. They are chice
They crowd around Marilla, congratulating and
kissing her, talking 1t up at a tremendous
rete. They are sll carrying wrapped gifts,
some of them gigantic.

Marilla

'red - Maris - Mr. Orjac - well, for goodness -
why didntt you tell -~ I didn't think anyons -
darling - oh, you're sweet - this la Mike -

{(she grabs Mike)
- my husband - Michael Hagen - Fred Sellers -
Marie Dozier - Dottie Reems - Florrie Canfield -
Mre Orjac -~ my husband - Chris Matthew - Vanessa
Cole - Tommie Reese - Ann Ashmond - Jonnie Gates -
dJennifer Dell - deffl Dowling -~ Pauline Beaton -
Sheldon Stevens - this is Mikel

As Marilla performs the lightning introductions,
Mike shakes hands all around - with those who
bother to cooperate - trying to get & word in
with each of them. But the excitement is too
intense, and besides they all want to talk to
Marilla and all at once. By the time the in-
troductions avre over Mike is on the outside of
the circle looking a 1ittle lost. He sples
Fred Sellers on the porimeter, catches hls eye
with a friendly smile,

Mike (chuckling)
Say, I guess I ought to explain about the pants,
Fou ses -

Sellers flashes him a quick, Tfriendly laugh
and turns awaya

Mike (trying with Jennifer Dell)
Usually I'm & 1little more presentable. But I was
having lunch today and -

Jennifer Dell scems a little disturbed by this
presumption on their short acquaintance, edges
away e

Mike (to Jeff Dowling)
It was pretty amusing. I spilled something and this
little Italian waiter, he -

Po I3
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Jeff Dowllnz gives him a polite grin, dis- 61
appears into thz circle. Mike gazes around CONT'D
with a set amile. The excitement around (2

Marilia is at fever pltch.
DISSOLVE TO:

61X1~-62Xk OUT
C.$. MIKE COMING FROM THE BED ROOM 62

wearing a different sult. The excitement has
hit, if possible, at an even more frantic
note. The guests are stlll crowded abcut her.
The floor strewn with wrappings. #Another

gift is unwrapped, an outrageously expensive
toy lamb with a jeweled collar and long silky
eyelashes. It provokes a scream of laughter.

Mike ocutside the charmed circle smiles wanlye.

Mike's Voice (narrating)
I fipured if I put on mv new sult, maybe I could
join the club. I couldn't. I guess I didn't speak
the language.

He looks around for the bar, discovers it and
heads in that direction.

BAR - ZACHARY WILDE 63

a handsorme, slightly graying Man of Distinction,
is mixing himself a drink. He watches Mike
approach, smiling guietly.

Zachary (to Mike) |
You can't get a tumble here unless you're gif't wrapped.

Mike
Yeah,

cachary
I see you've changed your pants.

_ Mike (surprised)
Thanks. You're the only one who's noticed.

Zachary
There must be a story someplace in those pants.
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1ilke 63
A pretty dull one, I'm afraild. CONT'D
{Zachary hands him the drink) (2)

Thankss

Zachary {(mixing another)
If there'!s one thing I cantt stand it's surprise
parties. Listen to Them. .
(Mike looks at him quizzically)

If I were you It'd throw them all out - myselfl in-
cluded.

He grins. Mike grins back at him. They salute
each other, sip thelr drinks.

Mike
Who are they?

Zachary (looking them ~ver)
Well, let's sees One actor, one playwright, one
composer, two aciresses, one televislon director.
Thet old bag in the corner is Jennifer Dell, a
designer -

SHOT « TWO PEOPLE -~ (FROM MIKE'S ANGLE) 6ly

The woman, a stylish stout with an uplift bra,
is arguing with a thin-feoced, gesticulating
young man in a black suilt,.

zacharyts Voice (0eSe)
« and that crew-cut arguing with her 1s Christopher
Matthew, also & designer -

MIKE AND ZACHARY « AT TIHE BAR 65 .

Zachary
~ Jmnown on his labels as Mr, Chrise.
(they tako a long gulp of their drinks)
That's about alle ©Oh, yes - and one theatrical
producer.

He smiles, holds out his hande. Mike takes it
Mike!s Voice {(narrating)

I liked this guy right away. Nice fellowe Trims
Dlstinguished.
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Zachary
I've been after Marilla to design a show for mes
Think you could talk her into 1it?

Mike {(smiling)

I can trys I'm sorry, but In the excitement I
missed your name.

Zachary
Wilde. Zachary Wildea

The smile remeins on Mike'!s face, but it goes
a Little crookeds

Mike
Oh, gure - Zachary Wildes

Mike's Voice (narrating)
I'd like to take thet coflfee table and hit you right
over the head with it

He is still sulling as we

DISSOLVE TO:

KITCHEN - MARILLA

hag changed her clothes again - this time to
something kitchen-y, but as smart as evera.
She iz fussing feverishly around the stove.

Marilla's Voice (narrating)
My idioct friends stayed till almost seven. I gave,
Gwen the night off and cooked dinner with my own
1ily handse. I was a 1little Jlttery about Mikels
reactblon to the apartment. I wanbted to balance things
with a show of domesticitys.

Gwerl, dressed for the street, pokes her head
through the hall doors.

Gwen
Poat} Hore dfoeuvres! In the lcebox! I fixed them
special

r. b
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. , Marilia (waving her away)
o onti

cwen's head disappears. Marilla takes the
tray of hors dtceuvres from the iceboX,
sarows back the napkin. In the center are

a small bride and groom, surrounded by tiny
sendwiches maried "his" and "hera' - in green
cheese spread. Marilla contemplates the lay-
oub a bit apprehensively, decides to take &
chance. She whips off her apron, picks up
the tray and swings through the kitchen dooTrse

LIVING ROOM - MARILLA AND MIKE

As ghe enters MMike 18 slumpéd throughtfully on

the sofa, hls fest on the coffes table. Marilla

gives him a qulclk, worried looke

Marills (too gaily)
Wow I'm not working i'or a laugh - but Gwen has done
something special again. Don't laugh! Lookl
(she pulls the napkin from the hors
dtgeuvres. Mike looks at them deadpan)
Well - I told you not to laughoe

like (gazing sround the room)
Youlre loaded, huh?

Marilla
Just prodigal. This plece Zeeps me LroKe.
(puts down the hors dlosuvres)
0f course, there was the inheritance from Dad.
(quickly)
Ittg all gonee.

Mike (nods)
Where do you come from?

Marilia
Thatts a funny question. 8t, Loulsgoe

mike (nods agailn)
Miss prown of the St. Louls Browns.

Marilla
How did vou ever hear of us? We weren't that rich.

mike
T didn't. It uszed to be a baseball team, I was
making a jokee

Pe L7
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Marilla 67
Ohe CONT'™D
{ 2a2)

Mike plucks a piece of fuzz from the sofa,
regards 1t interestediy. ‘

Mike

Itts a shock, you know?

(Marilla looks at him inquiringly)
You marry a nice girl out in Californis, and you
figure it might be quits a treat for her. Vourll
take the 1little girl esst, show her the big city,
let her mest a few people. Then you find out she
knows everybody In New York, and even owns & size-
able chunk of it. 1It's a ghock. BRad for the egoe

(Marille Just looks a® him, waiting)
Why didn't you tell me?

Marlilila
You didn't aske
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Mike ' 67
I didn't ask if you were o sccond baszman, either. CONT'D
But if you had been I'd expect you Lo confide in (2a)
me .

Marilla
AlX right, I didn't want to tell you.

Mike
0h? .

Marilla
Why should I? I'@ been shopping around for you for
a long time. I didn't want to lose you on a techni-
cality.

Mike
You live like this just fron drawing those little
picturcs - designing?

Marilla (nods)
Uh huh. Except when men give me scven hundred
dollars, _ g
(she laughs. Mike docsn't. She stops)
I make jokes, too.

Mike
You like this place?

Merilla
I always thought I did. I hoped you'd like 1it,
too. That's why I tricked you into sponding the
night here.
(she is getting rnorc nervous by the
second)




Mike 67
You like designing clothes? CONT'D

larilla

I love designing clothes. It!s a silly, ridiculous
business and it pays far too much money and you meet
silly, ridiculous peopls and I love it. Not the
people, the jobe

(she has nit a somewhat frantic tone now)
And whatt's more if you don't like thils place, well
let's get out of it. Tt's Jjust teo much, isn't 1it?’
YWelll go to your place, or we'll sleep in the subway,
I den't care. Because 1if vou think you're going to
worm ont of this on an incompatibility charge you
can just start thinking all over again}

Milte (stares at her)
Are you cryling?

Mariila
Hol But I'm considering it very seriouslyl

Milke

Slow down.

(he plucks another bit of fuzz from

the sofa)
Itts not a bad placs. ZSome people might consider
it a very livable place. Throw in a couple of
rubber plants and an autographed Yankee ball and
vould be surprised. A fellow could be very snug
here,

Merille stifles o sob, hurls herself into his
lap and wrawns hor arms around him, burying her
face 1n nis shonlder.

Mike (soothingly)
It's okey - cub it out. HEverything's fine.

After a moment she brushes her lips against
the gide of his nock,

Marilla {(whispers)
Compatible?

Mike
Compatitle.
(then)
You smell something burning?

Marills
spuce - for the ravielil.
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Her face is half-hidden in his shoulder. Mike
snesks her a slow, speculative look as we

DISSOILVE TO:

YT, STREET - DAY = OUTSIDE THE DELSETTE STORE
on Fifth Avenue. Mike kisses Marilla good=-
bye, walls toward a walting cab. Marilla
waves good-bye, enters the building.
Mike'ls Voice (narrating)
Tor o whole month we were happy as birds, I didn't
know anything about the designing business -

DISSOLVE TO:

YT, STREET - DAY - "NEW YORXK RECORD" BUILDING
Merilla is waiting for Mike. They kiss hello,
stride arm in srm down the street, Marillla
manching on an zpple.

Mikels Voice {narrating)
- and she daldn't know anrthing about sports.

DISSOLVE

=
<

CLOSE SI0T - MARILLA

skethehing o dress. In one hend she holds a
sandwich, takes o generous bite.

Mike'!s Voice {narrating)
During the day we lived in two separate worlds -

DISSOLVE

3
]

CLOSE SHOT -~ MIKE - PRESS BOX

at the Tolo CGrounds. Talking on the phone,
5s ne watcheg the gamos

Mike's Voice (narrating)
~ about five miles apart.

DIssoLvk TO:

P. 50
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LIVING ROOM - UIKE AND MARILLA 72

streteched out on the sofa In front of the fire~
place. e ia kissing hers,

Mike's Voice (narrating)
And at night we made & world of our own. Yeh, 1%
was a wonderful month =

Marilla stirs and sits uﬁ} reaching for a piece
of cake on the end tabls,

Merilla's Voice (narrating)
I gained six poundsg.

Mike pulls her back on the sofa,

Mike's Voice (narrating)
We should have let well enough glone,

DISSOLVE TO:

CLOSE SHOT - MARILLA 73

on a gray chair, her knees tucked under her,
talking into a gray phono.

Merilla (into phone)
The fights? Miks, I've never been to the [ights,
I1td love tos

The CAMERA PULLS BACK to show Marillals offlce =
2 beautiful suite, decorated in twelve shades

of grays The color in the room is provided by
volts of material, racks of dresses and several
delicious models, parading around.

One model, partially undraped, stands in the
center of the room being pinned up by & Iitfers,
An assistant is holding up two samples of
meterisl for Marilla's approval.

Marillia {to assigtant)
I can't make up my mind which.

Assistant
The mill has to know by three olclocke

Yerilla malkes a helpless gesture.
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Varilla {(intc phone) 73
I said 7'd love to po, llike, where do I meet you? CONT'D
(to fitter; shaking her head) _ (2)

Un-uh,
(gestures fitter to lower the neckline;
speaks into phone)

Gotham Arena, Fine,

The CAMERA is still PULLING BACK, Now it dig-
closeg a slightly-bullt man in flannel slacks,
loafers, sport jaclket and sweater, buried deep
in en armchair, This is Randy Owen, a chore-
ographer, Nearby, hls back to the room, Zachary
wWilde 1s gazing out the window,

Marillia (into phone}
Whet do I wear? Well, what do the other women wear to
fights? ALl right, I'll figure out something. Eighte
thirty, Bye,
(she hangs,up, points to one of the
' samples)
That one. :

Her decision is a signal for a storm of activity
on the part of the &ssistzn®, the Assistant's
asslstant, the fitter, et cetera, Zachary turns
from the window,

Zachary (gently)
IT I could have one minute?

Marilla is now helring the fitter drape tne
material on the moadel.

, Marills
Zach, please! I've got a fashion show just staring
me in the face]

Zachary (placatingly)
I realize your problem, Ifve got one, toc. A nmusi-
cal show., Bright, witty, modern and at the moment
highly expensive since I'm waiting for a designer to
make up her mind., If vou'll just tell me -

Mzrilla (interrupting)
It's more than just my mind; what would the store
think? I'm just an employee here you know, Besides
L've never done thestrical designing.
(to the fitter)
Tirhter on the hip.

Zachary
Tet's why I want vou, You'll be fresh, different,
It needs your high style,
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Marilla 13
Oh = I dontt know. : CONT'D

(3)
7achary (indicating Randy)
Randy's supposed to put the numbers in work next
weeks He can't move unless he has some ldez what
the wardrobe will -

Marilla
Zach, T just don't know!

Randy (leaping from the chalr)
I agree with her a hundred per cent.

Marilla
What?

Handy
You Just dontt knowe

Zachary (mildiy)
Randy -

Randy (to Zachary)
Personally, I love Marilla, I love her work, but shels
not for this, believe me] She's all wrongl

Marilia (pigued)
Oh, really?

Randy
Designing a musical chow, my pet, is nct a week-snd :
Jobe You just can't toss 1t off over your left shoulder. :

Marilla
Vhots trying to toss ~ %2 I'm just - I told Zach -

Randy (over hsr)
I have ldess, you know, very definite ideas, and above ‘
all any wardrobe designed for this show has got to dance |-

YACnary
Randy -

Marilla
I'm not asking to do this - you = Zach -
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Pandy (over her)
Iook at thatl
(indicates the model)
Resutiful i Wonderful iine! 0On Fifth Avenus itts
a dream! But can it do this!
(he goes into a swift, flashing, whirl,
Tinishing up on the back of hls neck)
Dontt tell me itts impossible, nothing's impossible ]

Rand Zachary
andy -

pandy (accusingly, to Marilla)
The bongo number |} You expect a Marilia design to
dance the bonge numbere?

(he executes a guicl sten)
Yah-tah-tah-dah-yah-tah-tah-dah-sgeedy~-a-dah~tama-
seven-eignt | -

(once again he lands on his neck, leaps up

and turns teo Marillsa)

T admire your honesty in admitting you can't do 1t}

Mariilsa
T havenit admitted - |}

randy (to Zachary)
We've got exactly five weeks! 8he couldn't learn in
five years]

Marilla (hotly)
I could do it in five daysl

Zachary
But will you?

Marilla {glering at Randy)
Yes, I willl

. Zachary
ood !

Rendy
411 right, we got what we came [or, may we leave now?

Marilla {threateningly)
Randy, socmetimes I - i

Tachary
When can we get together?

Marilla
Give me a few days - plesse! The fashion show -

P. 53A
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‘ Zachary
T£71]1 have to be pretty soon, I'd llke a readin
of the play.

Marilla
What about wWednesday night at my place?

Zachary
T111 have thes others there, tooe

Randy has been thumbing through some of Marillats
sketches, tossing them asldee

Randy
out, outy outy This one I like.
(he indicates a sketch)
Can you slit thet to the hip?

: Merilla (outraged)
81it it to the = give me that}

Randy
Itts a pencil skirt, my pet, and I'll need this! -

He goes into another step, ending in & spllt,
gazes up at her calmlye.

Marills
Zach, get him outl Now]

DISSOLVE TOt -

GOTHAM ARENA -~ RINGSIDE

Twe fighters - one of them Joey Yustick - are
flailing away at each other, the crowd

sereamings The CAMERA PANS to the flrst row
and spots Mike starlng oc.Se

Mikets Voice (narrating)
I'11 say one thing - Marills was the best dressed
fight fan ths seconds had ever seene.

Wow we SFE Marilla entering. She is a dream,
dressed exactly right for prize fights in
flowing mink. Two seconds and & manager
turn to admire her, forgetting the fight.

She resches Mike, gives him a quick kiss and
slips past him into her secat,

P. Bl
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That jersey print

cane in at the Jast minute and I had o tell
then how to cut 1t. How are you, darling?

Who's winning®

(she looks up at the ring)

Mike
Galatos, It's a slaughter.

Over the scene we HBAR a glove thudding heavily.

-

Marilla winces a 1little, smiles it off.

Dne of the seconds who admired Marilla is still

beaming in her direction.

gecond {(yelling)

Hey, Mikel

As Mike looks toward him the Second raises
both hands in a prizeflighter's snake, con~
gratulating him. Mike grins, returns the
gesture. Marilla, nct knowing what 1t's all
about, smiles at the gecend.

Marillia
Who's that?

Mike
Dippy Rolio, he's a second.

Dunnigan (two rows behind)

Hya there, Mikel

(he also gives the congratulatory hand

clasp)

Mike {turns)

Hyal

(toc Marilla's ingquiring look)

Joe Dunnigan, sportswriter.

(he returns the gesture)

Smith (a few seats away)

Mike, boy.

Hy, Ed!
(to Marilla)
g Nersons

Norson gives the gesture. Mike returns it,
Marilla throws a friendly smile at Mra
Norson. A&s they turn back to the ring there

1s another heavy thud.

Marilla winces.




notes on a slip of paper.

RIWGSIDE -~ AWOTHER ANGLE - MART DAYLOR

watching Mike and Marilla from across the
aisle. Daylor is a heavy-set, smiling man in
a conservative business suilt. He slips out of
his seat, comes toward Mike. He taps the
oceupant of the aisle seat on the shoulder,
whispers a word in his ear. The occupant nods
and gets up to leave. Daylor slides into the
vacated seat next to Mike's.

Daylor (quietly jovial)
How are you, Mike? Congratuations.
' (he nods in Marilla's direction)

Mike (coolly)
Thanks.

Davior
You Aidn't return my call.

- Mike
Calls, Mr. Daylor, About twenty.

Davlor (nods)
I read again vesterday that I'm a very disreputable
character. What was that phrase? A Hydra-headed
moenster -~ 7

Mike (evenly)
Feeding with all nine mouths on the boxing game.

Marilla 1s hearing none of this gonversation.
She nudges Mike, urging him with a loock to
introduce her. Mike lgnores her.

Daylor (smiles)
That's it. My boy at Princeton was quite upset.
They don't appreclate those things at Princeton.

Marilla nudges again. Mike lgnores her,

77
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Mike
He could switeh to Harvard.

Daylor laughs. The bell rings to start the
round. At the first thud Marilla turns
gulckly away.

Daylor {good naturedly)
Mike, be reasonable. I'm g family man, I've got a
lot of responsibilities. I admit I take a dollar
or two under the table, but I pay all my taxes and
I don'™ kick dngs.

-

Marilla nudges Mike,

Mike
Just people.
(he nods at the ring)
Joey Tustick up there shouldn't be allowed within
ten miles of a prize ring and you know it.

RING - JOEY YUSTICK

takes two tremendous wallops, lowers his head
and hangs on. The crowd roars.

RINGSIDE - MIKE AND DAYLOR

Mike
He gets his brains loosensad every time he starts,

Daylor
How, Mike -

Marilla nudges Mike.

Mike
Fut he pays extra dues - so you see toc 1t he gets
plenty of fights.

Daylor (shrugs)
He's over twenty-one.

Hike
He's over thirty-cne, Mr. Daylor.
(he holds up his notes)
Read about it tomorrow.

P.57
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Daylor (smiling sadly) 79
Mike - some day you're going to wake up and find CONT''D
your typewriter smashed,. {(2)

He stands up, gives Mike a playful grip on the
shoulder.

: Marilla (smiling up at Daylor)
- I'm Mrs, Hagen. Mike is a.little forgetful some-
times.

Daylor (courteously)
A great pleasure, Mrs. Hagen. I'm Martin Daylor.

Marilla
Hew do you do?2 Martin Daylor - I know I've seen
your name someplace. Aren't you the man Mike has
been writing atout in his oh.

Daylor (smiles)
I'm the man.

There is an awkward moment, Marilla trying to
cover it with a faint tinkle of laughter.

Daylor
Hope you enjoy the fights, Mrs, Hagen.
Marilla
Thank you.
Daylor
Goodnight.
Marilila

Gtood night.

Daylor leaves, waving to friends. Mike has been
glaring steadily at the ring, his jaw set.

Marilla
Uelly, how d1d I know? He certainly doesn't look
like a crook. I1'd never take him for a crook.

Mike (grimly; eyes on the ring)
How many crooks have you known?

Marilia sits back.

Marilla's Voice (narrating)
lMew side of Mike - Man in a huff. He didn't want to
talk so I nad to watch the fight, too.
{(she looksy suffering)
It was awful. One of the men, the older one, was
being punched constantly.
(she winces again)
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RING - JOEY YUSTICK 80

takes a stiff right to the head. BEe spins
arnund , manages to hang on, takes a left to
the mid-sectlon. Then he gets a quick onew
two, followed by a belt on the jaw. He goes
down on one knee, shakes his head.

MARTLLA AND MIKE . 81

Marilla can't take much more of this. As the
crowd yells again she fidgets painfully.

Marilla
You wouldn't think they'd get hurt so much with
those heavy gloves on.

Mike
The gloves are to protect their hands.

Marllla {gently)
Mike - sarcasm doesn't become you,

Mlke
It's true! The gloves are to protect their hands.

Marilla
All right,

She mumbles something that sounds like "if
that's the way you want to be," and sits back,
trylng to look anywhere but at the ring. A
leather throat nearby yells "Kill 'im! Moiger
the bum."

. Marilla (blurting it)
I don't think I like fights!

Mike
A ot of pecple doe.

Marilla
Not all of them. To some people it's very boring.

Mike {curiously)
Boring?

Marilia
Well, look over there!l
(she gestures toward the other side of
he ring)
They're reading newspapers!
(mike looks)
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SHOT - OTHER SIDE OF RING

The first two rows of spectators have their
newspapers up in front of their faces.

MIKE AND MARILLA

Mike
They aren't reading. They hold them that way in
case the blood splatters.

Marilld's Voice (narrating)
That was all I needed.

She stands up and lets go with the loudest
scream ever heard in New York.

Mike
81t downl

Marilla
Let me out of herel

ike (tugging at her)
It's only the preliminary -

Marilla
Take me outd

Mike
AL good clean sport!

Marillsa

Before I faintid

She sways. Mike grabs her, hustles her into
the aisle and toward a tunnel, much to the
amusement of his friends.

DISSOLVE TO:

TUNYEL - A FEW MINUTES IATER - MIKE AND MARILLA

She is sitting on bench near the mouth of the
tunnel, sipping water froem a trembling paper
cup. Behind them we can just SEE one corner
of the ring.

Mike (solicitmusly)
You okay?

P.60
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She nnds, looks up at him like a penitent : 84
schoolgirl., ' CONT'D
(2)

Marilla (forlornly)
I'm sorry, Mike.

Mike
Forget 1t. Comes summer we'll go to the tennis
matches.

Marilla smiles in gratitude, sips the water.
A man slips up behind Mike, pins hls arms to
his side and whirls him arocund. Thils 1s
Charlie Arneg, a smallilsh, oily-faced in-
dividual in a food~-stalned sult.

Arneg (gloatingly)
Mike, boy:
_ Mike
Not now, Charlie.

He tries to bresk free, but Arneg grabs him
by the lapels, pushes hils face up close.

Arneg
Mike, boy, I got a 1little slice of information for
voud -

Mike
Tomorrow.

irneg

It's a very warm slice, but I could let you have
for a Ulysses S. Grant.

Mike (wriggling)
I don't have a Ulysses S, =

Arneg
A couple of Andrew Jackson's would turn the trick!
I got the shorts rezl had.
(Mike shakes his head)
How about a Lincoln? Not even a Lincoln?

Mike
Gharlie, will you - -~ |

Arneg
A11 right, I'm desperate! Three Washingtons!
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Mike (impatiently) 8l
Here - herel CONT'D
(he pulls out a handful of bllls, (3)

thrusts three of them in Arneg's hand)
Now go away. FPleasel :

Arneg
Don't you want the hot slice?

Mike
No. Thanks, Charlie. 5o long. .

Arneg
Mike, hoyd

He gives Mike a friendly punch in the shoulder
and slips away. Marilla has been observing
all this with great interest,

Marilla
What was the gentleman talking about, Mlke? Who 1s
he?

Mike

Charlie Arneg. Also known as Charlie the Sneak,
He peddles information,

Marilla
What kind of information?

Mike
Any kind. Charlie's not fussy.

Marilla
But what was all that about Ulysses 5. Grant and
Lndrew Jackson?

Mike

Well - a Ulysses S. Grant is a fifty dollar bill.
Marilla

It 1s?
Mike

Because it's got Grant's plcture en 1t. Andrew
Jackson's a twenty, Lincoln's a five -

Marilila
And Waghington's a one! '
(she ig delighted with thils discovery)
That's interesting. But why doss he do 1it?

Mike (shrugs)
He's trying to get inta a Damon Runyon story, who
knows?
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There is a v=l1 from rings Milte Llooks 8l
toward it. CONT'D
(L)
Marilla
Look, Mike - you’re Worango Yhy don't you go on
pack? I'1l wait right here,

Vike
Vo, no, I don't have to -

Marilla
Please! I'11 be fine. I'm perfectly all right now,
~
U0 Ofle

There 1s another yell from the ring.

Mike
Okay. I'1ll ses vou between rights,

Hde hurries dovn the tunnel foward the ring.
When he Is gone Marilila draws a couple cof deep
breaths, takes cut her compaci,; begins to re-
pair her face., She finishes, sits back on the
bench, relaxed. There lg a commotion at the
ring end of the tunnsl. Sne turns toward it,
her eyes widening,

END OF TUNNZIL - JORY YJSTICH 85

with nis three handlers, is being led toward
his dreasing roome. His fece 1s a putchwork
of adhesive teve, both cves closed tight. MHe
can't see a thinzg,

Yustick (mildly)
cettin? tourhor all the time. What these
in' -~ Crackeley QOats or sonethin®?

MARTL | 86
watches them advsace with davning horror,

shrinking back on the benche Now they are

ebresst of her. Yusticl 1s slightly iIn the

lead, s handler on either side, steering him

alorlg °

Yustieck {suddonly)

{he thrusts out his arms, stopping the
parzds, raigsess his lattenel countenance
and sniffs the breeze noisily. Then with
a bligseful leer he announce"°}

I smell a damegj
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Chegs. 3u 156 p,AL
Marllla is off the bench in a flash, sirsak- 86
ing towarda the ring, CONT'D
(2)

Marilla (screaming)
Miciwiwike ! Mi-imieiwike !
DIZSOIVE TO:

LOBBY - GOTHAM ARENA - MIKE AWD MARILLA 27
leaving with the crowd.

| Marilla
I don't know what's the matter with me,acting
like such a sissy. After all, I'm an adult, I
know that some men like to beat each other up.
(now that it's d 1 over she's pretty
brave)
So suppose somebody does get a broken nose, or a
split 1lip, or if there's a 1little blood?
(she sways)
Oh, Mike !

| Mike (catching her)
Shut up about it! There's no law says you have to
1ike fights.

, Harilla
That's good,

Larry Musso, the reporter we met in Cal ifornla,
is waving to Mike over the heads of IThe crowd.

. Musso

Hey, Mike !
_ Mike (waving)
Larry !

, Musso
wWhat's the matter? You quitting us?

Mike

My place - next week !
(to Marilla) ,

Larry Mussc, you'll meet him, I'm having the

regular crowd up for poker Wednesday.

Marilla (thoughtfully)
Wednesday?

Mike
Yeah- anything wrong with that?

Marilla (quickly)
Oh, no - it's fine, @ine.

TR T AP TTTN TS
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LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

A poker table 1s set up, around which ares
Mike, Hammerstein, Larry Musso, a reporter
named Fred Seixas, a hockey club manager
named Danziger, and a very fat fight manager
named Solly Horzmann, who keeps spilling
cigar ashes on the rg.

= Mike 's Volce (narrating)
It started out & bad evenling and worsened
steadily.

From the study door comes a burst of laugh-
ter which ends as abruptly as 1t began. Three
of the players turn toward it curiously.

Hammersteln (growling)
Play cards, play cardsi

Another burst of laughter, longer this time,
with a woman's high pitch predominating,
Hammerstein togses in his hand with a little
more energy than necessary, Selxas rakes in
the pot, Mike starts to deal.

Musso
What're they doing in there?

Mike
Readlng a play.

Musso
Who's readling it - Jack Benny?

Mike just glves him a look.

INT. STUDY -~ THE THEATRICAL CROWD

About ten people sitting on chairs, sofay
desk and floor, listening to a reading of
the play by the authors - a man and wife
team. Among the guests we note Marilla,
Zachary, Pandy and a bushy-haired musical
director.

Authoress (reading rapldly)
Sybll comes center. Sybil: I know it sounds
$11ly, but I have the strangest feeling something
has gone haywire!
(laughter from the guests)

Author (reading rapidly) :
Ronnie appears at the top of the steps. Ronnile:
(velling) "Aunt Agathal She's done it again!”

88x1
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A Woman (hysterically)
Oh, nnld

Author (dramatically)
"The hall closet has just exploded "

Everycne howls with merriment.

THR LIVING ROOM - POKER TABLE

All the players - except Mlke and Hammerstein — 

are looking quizzically toward the study
door.

Musso
Boy, that's one I want to see,

' Hammerstein
Play cards!

Danziger (looking around)
Nice place you have, Mike. Very cozy.

Mike shoots him a dirty glance. Solly flips
the ashes of his cigar on a large, furry rug.

Selxas
Stop spilling ashes. You want to kill that thing
down there? :
(he points at the rug)

Mlke gives Seixas a dirty glance also.

Solly
I need an ashiray.

Mike
You've got an ashtry.

Solly (holds up a tiny silver
dish)
This?

_ Mike (impatiently)
All right - herel

He leans over, removes a large flower bowl
from an end table, shoves 1t toward Solly.

Musso (with humorous twinkle)
You should have a few spittoons in here, Mike.
Now a nice spittoon right over there would lend
Just the right touch -

_ S Mike
Listen, lowbrow!

P.66
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‘Hammerstein ECX2
Play cards) %O%T‘D
2
kiike continuecs dealing. Another scream from
the study. They turn toward 1it.

T, STUDY - THD AUTHORS 8K =
still reading the play,

Anthoregs (approaching a
climax)
"Welre destroyed, all of usl A complete and
absolute debaclel”

fduthor (calmly)
"It could have been worse, darling.  His ship might
have sunk last Tuesdar7,"

Laughter fron the guests, The Lighting Director
consults the light plot,

‘ Lighting Director
Here the lights dim quickly to dencite a passage

Fal

0L =

Randy (leaping up suddenly)
o, no, nol Right here s where I'm doing the
undersea ballet!
(the Lighting Director zseems confused)
Don't lock for it in the light plot, 1t's not there,
I Just decided!

Zachary
Undersea? You told me the second act ballet was
the war between the sexes.

_ Randy
Same thing! The fight for survivall

Scenilc Designer
You can't do an undersea ballet here! We're still

in the drawing room set!l
{holds up the model of the set)

Fandy
Don't be literal! It has doors, doesn’t it?

Scenic Designer
Certainly it has d - -

Randy
That's all I need! ZIechind a closed door 1s anything
the imagination wants to conceive! It's the basis of
all my work - the entrance of the unexpected!
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Randy {(continuing)
{he slides open the door)
Here!s the closed door) When it opens -
anything can come in.
(to the bongo player)
Give me some dum diddy ah dahl

e slides out the door., The bongo player
obliges with some dum diddy ah dah.

Randy (soothingly)
Don't worry. No matter how crazy he sounds it
always turns out brilllantly.
(opening the door)
L swarm of sea-hcrsas!
(he malzes liite a swarm of sea-horses)
See what I mean, Zach?

Zachary
Well -~ yes=s~s5 ~ 1 guesSs -

Randy (to Marilla)
Don't worry about tine wardrokbe Ior this! I've got
an idea!

Marilla
Thank heaven,

Dandy
inother closed door! What do we see?
{to the bongo player)
Give me sone dah dee diddle dah.
(he slips out the door again, guickly
TEappealrs)
The octopus!
' (making lilke an octopus now, he turns to
the bonzo player)
Make a note of that beatl
(to Lighting Director)
Bathe this in green! Iiake 1t shimmerl Don't tell
me it can't be donel

Suddenly he is out the door again, O reappear
onice more. This time he is swimming.

Randy
The skin diver! Lights up: Music up! The sea-
norses run! The octonus attacks! The fight is on!
(he ceases abruptly, slides onto the top
of the desk)
Let's talk this over!

While he ig performing these maneuvers, We
nave CUT three times to the living room - the
poker players reacting wlth deadpan loocks,.

67 (1) -
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T, LIVING ROOM - THE POKER TABLE o8xN

Mot a word is spoken for a moment. Danziger
is gazing at a paintlng over the fireplace.
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Danziger
‘Hey, Mlke - isn't that an original Modlgliani?

Selxas
Which one, the deformed woman?

Mike
Yeal, -yeah.

Danziger (awed)
Mike Hagen, with an original Modigliani!
(he whistles)

Solly {studying his cards)
T would give my other stomach for an original
Mnlliganis.

Mike
Now, lock, boys -

Hammersteln (snarling)
Play cards!

There is an even louder scream of laughter
from the study, this time followed by
applause and a good deal of conversatlone
Mike throws in hils hand, risings

Mike
1'11 see about the sandwiches.
(he crosses to the study, opens the door)

P.67A
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NT, STUDY - THE THLATRICAL CROWD 89

has broken into small groups, talking 1t up
like mad. Iarilla 1is showing some sketches

to Zachary. Randy Owen is doing a2 sgplit on

top of the desk, argulng wl th tne little
bushy-haired guy. Mike gets a look at Randy,
raises his eyebrows.

Marilla (seeing Mike)

How's the game going, dear? Did you want something?
9

Yeah ,

Mike (eyeing Randy)
the food if it's ready.

Marilla

Oh, I'm sure it is.

it

Miksa

Mike

They leave together, Mike casting a backward
glance at Randy.

LIVING ROOM - MIKE AND MARILLA 90
come Trom the study. The doorbzll rings.

Marilla
get it, you go and play, dear.

She continues toward the foyer, the CAMERA
FOLLOWING. HReaching the door she opens 1t
wide. There, standing on the threshold 1s
Maxie Stulz, a seedlly attired ex-welter-

welght with a flattened countenance and a

vacant smile. Marilla, startled, backs up
a step.

Maxie
Hagen live here the poker game?

Marilla
Hagen? Why - yes?

Maxie {coming in)

Thank you. My name Maxle Stulz, I'm his bes'
friend.

Oh -

Mike?

Marilla
well - I'nm sure -
(she calls feebly)

" Unfortunately there is another burst of

laughter from the study which drowns outb
her volce.
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Maxie 90
You Miz Hagen, lady? CONT'D
(2)
Marilla (backing up again)
Yes. Yes, I am.

Maxie
Then I tell you somethin®. Don' worry, you know?
Anytime anybody make trouble, you tell Maxile Stulz.
Right? I take care of him good. So you got nothin'
a worry aboubt. Eothin'! Right?
(he beams at her)
wWhere's a game?

She points to the living room. He starts in,
Marilla following.

Maxie (in the living room)
Hello, boys.

They all ad 1

ib helle's., Mike makes room for
him at his 1left

¥ike
Hya, Maxie, glad you made it. How've you been?

Maxie (sitting in)
I been prutty good, Mister Hagen. I'm makin' a
comeback, you Xncw.

Mike
Good. You'lre the bhoy can do it, Maxis,
b
Maxie

Solly Horzmann gonna manage me - right, Solly?

Solly
Sure, Like 1T told you.
Marilla has besen trying to cateh Mike's eye.
She succeeds, nods her head toward the kit- .

chen. Mike rises, follows her reluctantly.

Mike (lesaving)
Deal me in.

KITCHEN - MARILLA 91

walting for liike. He walks in, all Innocence,
Gwen 1s working in the b,g. behind them.

Marilla (a loud whisper)
Who is he?
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Mike
Who?
Marilla
That man with no nose!l
Mike
He has a nose, it's inside.
Marilla
Viho 18 he?
ike

Maxie Stulz, he ussed to be middleweight champ.
He's punchy.

harilla
What?

Mike
Pundhy Punch-drunk. We let him sit in every
Wednesday, just ror a couple of hanids. We male
sure he wins, and that gets him his room rent.

Marilla
Oh, that'!s very sweat - but - he's not going to
hit anybody, 1s he?

liike
Now why would he hit anybody?

Marilla
Well, I don't know, he kept telling me not to
worrv, if there's any trouble, and I don't know
what not to worry about. What is 1t?

Mike (patiently)
Nothing. I told you, he's punchy. Just forget
it, will you?

Yarilla (as he starts out)
I'11 try.

LIVING ROOM - POEER TABLE

Where Maxie is raking in a fair-sized pot,
grinning nhappily.

Musso
Attaboy, Maxie i

beixas
Fow about that? He wins on a pailr of nines!

P70
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Maxie
Pair nines! Thass a prutty good hand, right?

Danziger
They don't come much better!

Mike has arrived, takes his seat,

Danziger {(low, to Mike)
We nut you in for five, okay?

Mike
Fine

Maiie (rising)
well, I gotta go now - doradvork in a mornin’.
3

Milke
No, No. One more hand, Maxle. Come on.

Maxie (delightedly; sitting
down) '
Okay! One more hand!

Mike
Who'ls daal?

Saixas starts to deal. There is a disturbance
on the other side of the room - the theatrical
crowd coming out of the study, talking in _
small groups. Marilla crmes from the kitchen
carrying a tray. She gets a look at her
friends spilling into the room, frowns
worriedly.

Marilla
Mike, can I see you a minute?
(she moves away)

Mike (rilsing)
Yeah, sure.

Hammerstein
Play cards!

The theatrical crowd has been speaking in
nushed tones, but every so often a vecice
rises in laughter, Hammerstein looks toward
the veice - dsadpan.

92
CONT'D
(2}
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She has put the tray on a table and 1s
glicing something.

jariila (hushed; indicating
her friends)
I'm sorry, Mike. Where would you like to eat, in
nere? ‘

Mike .
Sure, anyplace.
(he points a finger at the tray)

What's that?

For the first time we get a good look at the
tray. It contalns a sandwich loaf - creanl
cheese, daintily decorated with pimiento
hearts and anchovy spades.

Marilla (apologetically)
Well - it's one of Gwen's creations, a poker loaf
she calls 1t.

Mike
But T asked for bologna and cheese and stuff.
You know?

Marilla
Well, it's gll cheese. And there's bologna in the
middle?

Vike (rewresses a sigh)
Ckav.

The conversation is getting louder in the
room. Bushy Hair, the mnaical director, 1s
st the piano illustrating part of The score.

Marills (worried)
They don't seem to be going. Why don't we just
move the food and the poker +table into the study?
Then you won't be disturbed. A1l right?

Mike {nods slowly)
Uh - huh. Fine.

He goes back to the noker table, Marllla
neading for the kitchen.

Mike {at poker table)
Give me a hend here, will you? We're golng to
move inside.

92X1
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The players exchange looks, rise and follow 92X1
Mike to the table on which are the sandwlch CONT'D
Iaf , plates, silverware, coffee, et cetera. (2)

They begin to pick up the stuff.

Seixas (admiring the loaf)
Cream cheese and olives!
. (he nipbles dalntily at a piece)
Mpmmmm |

Solly
T tried one once - gave me gas.

Musso
T was reading the other day, you can buy these
1ittle cut-out things for card parties. Makes
sandwiches like hearts snd clubs and spades.

Seixas {amazed)
Diamonds, too?
9

Musso
Absolutely! A1l you do is -

Mike (exploding)
Tf vou don't like it, don't eat it!
(he thrusts the coffee pot at Musso,
indicates the study)

In there!
92x2 0UT
NEAR THE KITCHEN DOOR - MAXIE 92%3

not helping with the transfer of the poker
game, 1ls looking around worriedly. Marillia
comas from the kltchen carrying more plates,
almost bumps into him. -

Marilla
Oh, I'm sorry!

‘ Maxle
These people here - they 411 friends of Mike Hagen?

Marilla (smiling)
Why - Yyes.

Maxle .
Wobody makin' any trouble, nuh? I don't have to - 7

Marilla (hastily)
On, no! They're close friends, very close:
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Maxie (pieased) 92X3
That's good. Because I don' like trouble, you CONT'D
¥now? And whenever is trouble - my head - I don' (2)
1ike it.

Marilla

Oh, there's never any trouble around here!l Never!
(she looks around for Mike)

AT THE PIANG - BUSHY HAIR : 92X L

surrounded by & small group, some of them sing-
ing along with the pilano.

Randy (with gestures)
That's the way I want to close the scene! Movement!
Color! Crescendo! Con briol

MARTLIA AND MAXIE ' 92X5

She is cutting chocolate cake at the serving
tanle,

taxie
I had one fight too many, you know.

Marilla (nervously)
I'm so sorry.

Maxie (proudly)
Yan, I was fightin' Loule Belney and -~ uh - you
see that eye? I got sisteen stiiches In that eye.
Tn the eight round Loule open that eye, 1t was
bleedin' down I couldn't ses -

Marilla
Coooh!
(for the second it seems she may fall
into the cake)

Maxie ‘
Then in the tenth round he open the other eye, 1t

-

was bleadin' down I couldn't see = so -
Marilla, panicked, 1s hanging on by a thread.

_ Mike (coming up)
Ynat's the matter?
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Marilla (pulls herself 92X5
together) : CONT D
Nothing. Excuse me. (2)

She runs for the kitchen., Mike locks after
her a moment, starts out of scene.

THE POKER TABLE . 92X6

is bheing carefully moved ﬁy the playvers to
the double doors of the study, the chips
stlll piled in each players' place,

Seixas
Waleh the chips! Easy!

Mike cores in to help. In order to reach

the study door the table must pass the pilano,
around which there is now an argument going
on between Bushy Hailr and Randy.

Randy
It's g fast six eight!

Bushv Hair
No, no, it was written like thils!

He bangs out a series of loud chords.

Randy
Let me try it! Iet me try it!

He flings himself into four or five flashing
nirouettes.

dandy
one-and-two-and-one-and-two-end~yah-tah-tanh-dah-
vah-tah-tah-dah! One~and-two-and - !

On the last of the pirousttes he whirls
into the poker table, upending it, the
chips sliding to the floor. There is
silence in the room.

Hammerstein (dully)
Play cards.

DISSCLVE TO:
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LIVING ROOM - LATER - MIKE AND MARILLA

Mike ls putting the chips awRy, Marilla emp-
tylng ths ash trays, numming as she works.

Meriila (narrating)
By twelve ofclock severyone had gons. I had a
Teeling there might be words, but I decided firmly
they would not originate with me.

She has started to remove a vlate from the
center of the poker table, notices a small
bundle of bills.

Heriils (galily)
Well, well}l Six Washingtons! What's that Tor?

Mike
The sandwiches. We eplit eXpenses overy week,

Merilla
Oh. But if you plavy at a different house every
week, why don't you Jjust let the host take care of
the sandwiches? It would all even up in the end,.

Mike (slowly)
We do it this way because we like it this waye
Many other people do it this wey, too, Why try
to change the worlds

Merillet's Voice (nerrating)
Yeos, there were going to be words, all right.

Mike
It will be dons the same way slx weexs from tonight,
wher the gams comes around here againe

e plcks up the chips an& stows them in a
cablinet.

Marilla's Voice (narrating)
S0 in six weeks, I thought, Trll have the pleasure
of meeting thet man with no nose again., T was
going to say so, but repressed mysell quicklye.

Merilla (suddenly)
So in six weeks I'll have the pleasure of mesting
that wan with no noss agalnt

Sne knows sho shouldn't have said 1t, makes
a futile gesture.

76
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Wnat!s the zetter? fag have something ag2inst CoNT'L

l'vi.c',xle Sth,‘,ﬁ‘? {2)
Marlilla

Of course aot. ile's a poor unfortunate punchy-

drunkt man, and I Teel very soriry for nim. Bus

e
Jou could do better by sgending him to a good
psvchiatrist.
Mike
I don't know a gcod psychiatrist. And if I 4id I
might visit him mye« elp efter this evening.

farilla
it's out in the opsn., lsntt 1t?  You don't likke my
friends.,

wike
Well, T'm not bovleaed over.

Marilla
That's gtrange. They're so mucn Llke yvours.

S0 welre back o Meris cgain.

I never mentionsd - ~ }

Mike (fairly loud now)
Well, Tt11 tell vou one thing ! Nose or no noss,
he's mere of & man than Fandy Owen who doss the
gplit !l Although T must admit Mew cantt kick as
high as Fandy !

varilla (evenly)
Hello, Bendy.

She is looking over Mike's shoulder toward
the door. Mike folliows her guze.

There stands Hondy Owen on the foyer steps,
glowering sullenly st Mike. The maid, Gwen,
is just disgawpesring down the hall.

Did you forget somotoing?

Eondy (his cyes on Mike)



Marilia

It1ll gzet it,

She hesds for ths study.

Randy moves dovn

the steps, walks slowly in Mike's direction.

MARTLLA

enters,
locates

looks around for the script,
it behind a sofa cushion,

LIVIRG ROOM - MIXE

vy,

AND EANDY

Eandy is showing Mike s
him sidewliss,

snapshot,

randy
This 1s my wife., And nmy three sons.
{he Jooks up 2t #ike)

She

avarts out.

They're a little bigrer now, the oldest is about

gix feet., He plays footbell up in Maine.

be nappy to have you moet them sometime.
{he puts away the picturse)

And some other time, if you'd czre for it,

te happy to beat both your esrs off!

Mike (amazed)

Easy, easy! Don't lose your head!

Rendy (edging up)

Just say the word! Sav the word |

Merilla has sppeared behind them.

Marilla {sharply)

Boys, boys!

Id

Itd

There is a pesuse, Randy breathing heavily at
HMike, Mlke gazing down at him dunbfoundsad.
Then Randy tekes his sceript from Msrilla,

strides stiff'ly toward the door.
Marilla

Good night, Randy.
The outer door closes behind him.

Mike

Is he for real? Did he mean that?

Mike eyeing

Po 7
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Marilla 95
I guess so. He's something of a daracter, Randy. %OKT'D
2

Mike
Character?
(he looks toward the doop)
Why, he's punchier than Maxle Stulz!

He turns to Marilla. She wants to laugh,
but she's afraid to. Mike'grins. Marilla
smiles, Theyv are both laughing as we

DISSOLVE TO:

WILDE'S OFFICE - DAY - MARITLA AND ZACHARY 96

A pleasant office, tastefully furnished. Oil
paintings of celebrities 1line the walls.
Scripts are staclked on the deslt, models of
sets scattered on tables and chairs.

Marilla stands at the window, talking.

Zachary, examining some sizetches at the desk,
wearing a polite but distant smile.

Zachary's Voice (narrating)
I wish Marilia hadn't decided to make me her con-
fidant., The role of confidant is a thankless one
at best, but when you're cast in it opposilte a
girl you once asked to become your wife, it's down-
right embarrassing.

¥arilla suddenly stops talking and fixes
Zachary with a steady loolk,

Marilla
Do you like Mike?

Zachary (looking up from a
sketch, surprised)
Hm?
Marilla

Do you like Mike?

Zachary
Certainly I do, I den't know him very well, but
he seems an inteliigent man - falirly easy temper-
ment., Darn good writer, by the way, I've read
his stuff for years, Of course, I like Mike -~
why do you ask?
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Marilla
He hates wou.

Zachary (a 1little
disconcerted)
Ch.

arilla
It's not just vou, of course. Ee hates all my
friends, So you xnow wvhat? You're not coming
up tc my place any more.

Zachary
Ch?

Marilla (putting her
sketches away)

After all, we're a pretty neurotic bunch., Mike
used to

~

doesn't understand us, and untill he gets

us I'm going to keep all of yon awav from him.
Zochary (11ods)

Protect him from our ncuroses.

Loerills

That's right. And
of his friends arnund, &lther.
Jachary
Nenrotieiam doesn't scem to be confined to the
artistic clags, I'm relievsd to kear it.

A bugzzer sounds. Zachary {lins a key

on the intor-coffice communicator.

Marilla is putting on her coat.

wachary
Yes? '

+

Secretary's V
liiss Shannon is hoerea.

olce

Zachary
sk her to come in, nlease.
(to Marilla)
This may bz our leading lady. 1'd like you to
meet her,

I'ike's not poilng to bring sone
¥

P, 80

96
COLT'D
(2)



The door opens. Yachary rises to greet Loril
who makes & poised, smiling entrance.

Ze.chary
How are you? Msrilla Prown, Lori Shannon.

Tori's smile flickers momentsrily.

Marilla
Hello.

She cocks her head on the side, studving
Lori's face with s puzzled frown.

Lori (softly)
How do you do?

Zachery
Heve you two met?

Morilla
Tim sure we hava. Haven't we?

Toril {murmurs)
Ttm trying to thing.

Zochary (to Marilla)
You might have seen her on television.

Morilla
That's probably 1t.

Toril
It could bee.

Marilla

Anyway, you'll be & plessure to dress. You've a

lovely flgure.

Lori
Thank you. T'™n a trifle long-walsted.

Marilla (chesrfully)
Nothing we can't take care of. Iuckily you're

tiny through the hips and your bust 1is perfect.
(Zechary winces visibly)

Zeeh, I've got to run, I've got a hundred things

to do before my fashlon snowe.

(to Lori; shaliing hends)
It's been very nice, congratulations on getting
the part.
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Lori. 56

I don't think I have yet. ?i?T’D
Harilia _

Oh, you will. Zach, you've got to, she's perfect.

Good-bye.
Lori

Bye.

Marilla 1s gone. Zachary sets a chair for
Lori, who 1ls looking after Marilia.

Lori (thoughtfully)
I éidn't know Marilla Brown was designing your
SNOW e

zachary
We 're lucky to get her.

Leri
Mmm.

This, of course, could mean anything.

DISSOLVE TO:

DELSETTE'S ~ SALON - MIKE g7

is just entering. He looks around a bit un-
comfortatly, threads nls way through a sea of
low taples at which the custrmers are having
tea. A model stops before him, twirls to
show her pretty gown. Mike swmiles stiffly.

Mike'!'s Volce (narrating)
Don't ask me why I weat to Marilla's fashion show
that afterncon. I must have been out of my head.

CENTER OF ROOM 98

where the models parade 1n a slow ciréle, ex-
hibiting a stunning array of finerye.

Mike's Voice (narrating)
You ever been to a fashion show? It's a sort of
pagan ritual -~ a ceremonial dance - where the faith-
ful sit around sipping tea and worshipping clothes.
There's a sacrifice involved, too.
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MIKE

passes models showing creatlions to groups of
customers. ELach model sammounces the prices
"gaven-rifty - two hundred snd Fifty -

hree twenty-five « two hundred and Cifty -
nine-fifty with the stole «~ one thousand,
madam."

Mike'!s Voice (narrating)
geven hundred and Tifty dollars for a dress -
(another girl 1s modeling a negligee)
- two hundred and [ifty for a nightle. So help me.
(he 100KS 0eSo)
The high priestess at this slaughter was my Marillas

MARTILLA

swathed in solid black to the neck, her hair
piled up on her head. She looks cool and ae

loof and very polssd as she explains a dress

to a small circle of customers. Turning, she
catehes sight of Mike, her whole facs lighting

ups She moves to him quickly, the CAMERA PANNING.

Merilla (happily)
Mike, you came ] 0Oh, IMike|
(she slips her arm through his)
Come on, I want to introduce youl

mMike
No, no - look = I just - I'd rother -

Merilla
A11 right, we'll be exclusive]
(she indicates an unoccupled table. As
they sit down, she favors him with a big
amile)
wWhat made you come?

A uniformed maid begins to serve them btea.

T don't knows T was working and all of a sudden I

had this hunch, z real hot flash - go to the Delsette
store.

marilla (Laughs)
on, Mike

Mike {=miling)
I mean it. It happens to me like that. Quick hunches.
A feeling thot something nice is going to happen.

P. 83
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He sces something over Marilla's shoulder and
{reezes solld.

WHAT HE SCES -~ LORI AND ZACHARY

moving across the room toward them.

TARLE - MIKE AND MARILLA

Mike rises slowly. Marilla follows his look,
waves Lo 7Zachary .

Marilla
zach! Herel
(to ¥ike)
Thak!s Lori Shannon, the's in the show.

As they come to the tabls, Mike never takes
his eves off Lori.

Zachary
Did we miss eanything?

(he pets Msrillals hand, smiles at Mike)
How are you, Mige?-

Tori gazes steadfastly at Mike, her face be-
treying nothing.

Marilla
Miss Shannon, this 1is my husband, Mike Iagene.

Mike (tentatively)
Uh - how - 7

TLori {(murmurs)
How do vou do, Mr. Hagen? Itts nice To meelt you.

They sit down - Mike very slowly, but almost
misaing the chalr.

Marilla (indicating a model)
Miss Shennon, I want you To see this.

she goes on talking to Loril, explaining
something about the gowne.

12

i ®
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Mike's Voice {narrating) 102
Lori was geing to play it like we'd never metle. CONT'D
Good. T sneaked & lock at Marilia to sce if (2)

she'd noticecd anything.
{he snecaks a look at Marille who 1s
smiling at Lori as she talks)
Everything was okay.

Zachary has taken over the conversation with
Lori, which gives Marilla a chance to turn
and smile fondly on Mike.

Marillats Voilce (narrating)
S0 - I thought - he knows her.
{(Mike is fumbling with his cigrrettes,
spills throe on the table)
I'm not naturally susplcious, but this you couldn't
miss.

Marilla (turning to Lori)
T sec somcthing lilte that for you in the garden
number - but slit up the side for more frecedom in
dance. By the way, how arce your Logs?

Mike, flustercd, tries to strike a match -
on the cigarette package.

Lori (smiling faintly)
No complaints.

Marillea
T was sure there wouldn't be. I think we ought to
see your legs in this.
(Mike realizes what ho's doing, drops
the pack of cilgarettes, tries to strike
a cigeretto on the match box)
But not guite so revoaling in the necklince. Al~
though you've certainly got nothing te worry about
there.

Mike realizes what he's dolng, drops every-
thing. TLoril suddenly lezns across the table,
reaching toward Mike's teacup. 1In a panic
Mike catapults to his feet, shiclding hils
pants front with his hands.

Conversation congses as cusbomers and models
turn to strre. Marilla is gazing at Mike
curiously. %o is Zachery. So is Lori.

Sho picks up a cigarobtte - the ltem she was
reaching for - and lcans back. Mike begins
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to dust imaginary crumbs from hils trouser 1
front . Conversation recunes. Marills smiles C
at ¥Mike as nhe sits down. Zachary begins (
ta }.]’: in:% o

Msrilla's Volce (narrating)

T began to put two and twe togesther. It didn't
taks long. Two, the zirl Mike Tesred was sbout
to spill tea in his lapn -

{she smilss at Lori)
- and two, the girl who had spilled ravieli in his
lap, were one and the same splller.

(she smliles at Mike)
Total, four.

&

DISBOLVE

EXT. STRELEY - LONG SHOT - DAY - A CAR 103
pulls u L of an apsriment house canoepy
on e gui t off Favk Avenue. TLori a-
lights. 1 ¢ into the cab, protests po-
1itely as hery triss to slipght with ner,
closes the cab door and starts into the apart-
ment. The cab starts away.

Hed

w
CGolgoet iy

INT. CAR - WARILLA AND 7ACHARY 104
There 13 silence for a momsnt.

Marilla (quSLMglv)
Zach - why would a woman want to spill raviell in
a man's lap?
{he peers at her gquizzically)
Well? Wny would she want to do 1t?

Zachary (patting ner hand)
1f I wers you, darling, I!'d inhiblt the impulse -
at least until Itd consulted a compeltent psychia -
rilla
Shut up, it's not ma. Someons else.
Gaohaery
Who spillls ravioll?

Morilla
In a mant's lap,
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Zachary (pursing his lips) 10k
Iinteresting deviastion. Probably stemming from CONT'D
childhood. (2)

{warming to 1t)

As an infant she hated ravioli, but ner father made
her clean up every snick. Substituting the man for
her father she slopped him with it. Or wmaybe she
was Just plain mad.

Marills
Thatts what I was thinking.

Zachary glves her a secrst, ssarching glance,
28 she frowns fthoughtfully.

Marillals Voice {(narrating)
But I =still cnuldn't place whers 1'd seen Lorl
Shannon.

DIBSOLVE TO:

INT., THEATER -~ A REHEARSAL - LORT 105

on the stage, ls dancing in a skeleton set
representing s night club.

In the second row of the orchestrs Marilla is
gitting a seat away from Zachary, frowning

#39 she studles Lori. Four or five men sre
scattered around them. Randy Owen is seated
in the first row giving directions to thse
chorug people - with his fe=t.

Randy (pointing his toe)
You, the little girl., Move that way, please.
(he swings his leg to indicate where
ghe should stand)
Othsrs to the leaft.
(he swings his leg again)
Thank you.

Now the number is iIn full swing, the tempo
increasing. Lori, as part of the plot of
the dance, sheds ter skirt in a lightning
motion, and is down to prectise costume,
much the same as we saw in the photograph
in Mike's apartment (Scens #10).



MARILLA - 106

studying Lori, the frown deepser.

LORI - 106%1
dancing.

MARILLA =~ 106%2
watching.

LORI - 106%3

dancing. The number endse

Randy's Volce (0.8.)

Okay, hold it a» minute!

Lori drops to one lmes, begins to tle the
laces of her ballet slipper, unconsciously
f£alling into the same pose as the photographe

MARILLA 1063

Slowly 1t begins to dawn on ner.

LORI - 106%5

on the stage, glances up with a smile at a
dancer nearby.

107 oUT

MARILILA - 108
her seyes widenlng in recognition.

109 OUE



IORI - FULL SHOT

as she laces her slipper. Sudden
JUOMPS IN to a CLOSE SHOT showing
section of torso and part of her
the photograph (Scene #40), In a

7-30-56  P.89

gulck flashes we alternate beitween the FULL
SHOT and the CLOSE UP. The final CLOSE UP 1s

a HEID FRAME, torn across the mid
edees raggad as was the photegrar

MARILLA

leaps to her feet, starts out.

109X 1=
109X5

ly the CAMERA

one leg, a

smile - as in

series of

dle, the

h (Scene #40).
110

| zachary (as she nasses)
How would vou like to see her dressed?

Marilia
In splints!

She presses past him, hurries up
Zachary frowning after her.

CLOSE UP - TYPEWRITER - DAY

the aisle,

DISSOLVE TO:

111

Tt 1s typing the lines: "art Daylor, the
happy hoodlum of boxing, vromoted another

venefit Tuesday night - for Mart

STUDY - MIKE

Daylor."

112

typing. He wealrs a robe over shirft and
trousers. The doorbell RINGS. With an im=-
patient gesture he flips the carrier over,

gets up to answer it.

LIVING ROOM -~ MIKE

113

strides toward the foyer, the CAMERA PANNING
him. He reaches the door, £flings it open,
gets a quick look at somecne outside, tries
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to slam the door shut., A foot is jammed in 113
the fThreshhold and a sirong hand shoves him CONT'D
violently back into the foysr. Johnnie O. (2)
enters, followed by two other well-dressed

hoods,

Mike (backing into the living
TOOmMm)
Come in,

Jehnnle C. is a small, compact heavyweight of
swarthy complexion with a2 jagged scar running
down his neck and into the collar of his well-
tallored shirt. Evidently the old wound has
affected Johnnie O.'s voice, for he speaks in
a husky whilsner.

Johnnie O,
Hello, Mr. Hagen. You remember me?

Mike {(nods)
Johnnie 0., 1sn't it?

Johnnie O, (pleased)
That's right. I used to fight heavyweight.
(the two companions have moved into the
apartment, opening doors tc the kitchen,
bedroom and study)
Nice place you have here, Mr. Hagen. Anybody home?

Mile (cautiously)
Just the maid,

Johnnie 0. (shakes his head)
It's Thursday, Mr. Hagen - she's off. Huh?

Mike
Oh, yeah.

Johnnie O. ‘
Mr. Daylor told us to drop in. He's angry at you,
Mr. Hagen, for going on writing those stories
about him affter he asked you not.

Mike (trying to keep an eye on
all threec of them)
Uh huh.

Johnnle O,
Fow what we're here for is not to hurt you, or any-
thing like that. It's more like a warning. Friendly-
like. You know?
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Instinctively Mike tries to get his guard up, 113
but Jehnnie O.'s swift backhand catches him CONT'D
snlidly across the mouth. Simultaneously (3)

one of the other hoods grabs Mile's arm,
twistes it behind him., Mike makes no move to
struggle, Jjust stends looking at Johnnie 0.,
a small trickle of bloed 1ssuing from the
corner of his mouth. Jehnnie 0. takes Mike's
chin in his hand, tilts Mike's head at a
convenient angle and lays 1t on him agaln -
this time with a lot more stea=m behind 1%t.
Mike's kneces buckle momentarily, but he pulls
nimself up, blinks his eyes rapidly.

Johnnie 0. (to the hood)
Lezve him go.

The hood lets go of Mike's arm.

24
=
.

Johnnie C, {(conversationally)
Now what I would suggest, Mr. Hagen, is maybe from
now on you gat affter the baskasthall boys and the
wrestling and the horsces. They could stand a lotta
cleaning up. But you leave the fights alone - or
they gotta clean voa up. I make myself clear?

He takes a handkerchief from his breast
pocket, wipes Mike's lip sollcitously.

Mike
I'11 have that laundered for you.

Johnnie O,
No, no, nothing at all, Well, it was nice seeing
you again, Mr, Hagen, I just hope we don't have to
meet no more.

A door opens and clnses in the foyer.
They fTurn toward it,

ANOTHER ANGLE -~ MARILLA 11k

stands in the foyer, dressed as she was
at rehearsal.

Marilia
Oh. I didn't know vou had friends.

She comes Ltnward them. Johnnie 0. and the
hoodlums remove thelr hats respectfully.
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Mike
Mr, Johnnie 0. - my wife.

Jovnnie 0. (nofds; indicates
the hoods)
Nick and Eddie.

Marilla (smiling stiffly)
How do you do?
(to Mike)
Uhat hannensd to your 1ip? .

Mike
U - Johnnis 0. was show*ng me how he knockesd ocut
Boh Fitzsimnone. JU t an accident.
to Johnnie 0O.)
Well, boys, I hate o push you out, but -

Jonnnie 0.
Sure, sure - we were Just leaving.
(he nods at Marilla)
Mrs. Hagen.

Martillia
Good -bye, Mr, C.

FOYER - MIIE
ushering the hoods cut, orens the door.

MNike
This way, boys. Yice of you %e come by.

Johnnie O,
So long, Mr. Hagen.
(he takaes a qulick Look behind to see
tnat Marilla is not watching, then
stiags Wi?:': nose betwean two fingers,
squeesing hard)
And remember -~ no more articles abrut Mr, Davlor.

The other honds are on =2ither side of Mike,
forestalling any movement on his part.
Johnnie 0. gives one final sgueeze and
leaves, the hoods following

Milke closes the door, tries to blink the tears
out of his eves. H@ uoucheg his nose gingerly,

winces, st"ﬂ$p}tﬂns himself up and wanders as
cesually as posgible back inte the living room.

P.92
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CONT'D
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LIVING ROOM - MARILLA AND MIKE

She is sitting in a chair, studving Mike as
he enters. She still wears her coats

Marllle
Ts your lip all right?
Mike
Fine. Nothing.
Marilla

People should be more cereful. He might have hurt
Foua

Mike
Not Johnnie O.
(he turns away to rub some fesling back
into his nose)
How'd the rehearsal go?

Marillsa
T came home.

Something in her tone catohes his attention.
fie looks at her curiouslye

Mike
h?

¥arilla

Listen.

(she sits up very tull)
There'!s somebhing on ay mind. About us. Avout me,
really, because 1t happened before I met you. Bub
T don't believe in keeplng things secret. Granted
we dldn't know much aboubt each other when we got
married. Oranted we never talked much about what
happened belore.

Mike
Granted.

There is a short pause, Marills glving him a
searching glance.

Marilla
gefore 1 met you - there was a mal.

Mike {(nods)
Zachary Wilde.

116
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Marilla (dismissing him with a 116
wave of her hand) CONT D
Ancther man, (2)

M ike
Tha boy from Yale.

Marilla (scornfully)
He was nothing. WNelther was that artist I told you
adout. I mean another man. .
(there i1z another short pause, while WMike
just walts)
Not that there wag anything really wronge.

rfilte
I know it.
Varilla
But I wanted to ta21l you, anyway. Itts been on my

mind. I believe in being Irank and aboveboards
She waites hepefully. He lights a cigarette.

Mike'a Voice (narrating)
If therels one thing I've lsarned in this world, it's
the exact momen’ when not to be franl and aboveboarde.

Milte (rently)
Ckay, dear, Waat's for dimmer?

_ Marilia {leaps to her feet)
Lori Shannor.l

Mike
For dinner?

Marilla
You know what I'm talliing aboutb !

Mike {amazed)
What, what? Lori Shan - |

Marilla (over him)
All that elecborate prebendingl
e (mimick}ng) 1 o ) ] .
How do you do, Mics Shanncn? tow do you do, Mre Hagenl
S0 nice to wmeet youl' I introduced youl TYou let me
introduce you! And 2ll the time = T

Milke (has been trying to gebt =
werd in)
Now, wait - now listen =~ I don't - Lori Shan = |

Marilla {over him)
Why didn't you tell me aboubt her? What!s the blg secret?

Mike
T don't everi Xnow =
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Morilla (over him) 10
Mol You didn't gav a word!l ”Hﬁw do wou do, kiss COETD
Sharnon) How do vou do, ire - (3)
1lilke
- what you're talling -
Marilla
You let me find out for mysell what everybody knows
and is leughing behind my back]
Mike
Youlre not making sensei
mariila
Ttm making excellent sencel
Milia
Lori Shan - She's ths girl in your showl
Marilla
That we ulroaay xnow ! “hat olse ig she? Or wes shel
or LS ghe )
Tilke
Lori Shan - 2 Are you out ol your mind?
Maril]
T‘z e plcture!
Mike

What plcture?

The picture in your
that pleture

Lorl Shannon?
fho o1
In my apartment?

aperbment §

in your

Where 1
picture

1t? Where

3
1
<

I tore 1t up!

sa are we tallk

Merilla

epartment ! I recognized her from

ke
Marillis

ing about? .

Miks

derilla

3T e

PRSP Y

the pilcture! Show me

s
ody 22

Hevllle




Mike
You tore -
(throwing up nis hands]
oh, well! You kncw in a law ccurt your case -

Marilla
We'lre not in a law court - yet!
Mike
Just because I happened to have a plcture cf -
(he decides gulickly against thie line
of attack}
You found a pilecture of a glri in my apartment?

Marilla
Not & girl! Lori shannon! You knew her! Why
didn't you say so?

MikKe
7,0ri Shannon - listen! That dsy at that - that
style shnow! She wallied in, right? IL 1 ever saw
her in my 1ife - 12 she knew me - why dldn't she
58Y 207

Marilla
Now who's not meklng sensgel
She whirls away from him, heading toward ths
foyer. Mike Iollows quicklye

Mike

I1f you'd just liscen a second!l I'a telling you - |
(Marilia is remcoving her coat as she
mounts the foyer steps, Mile right on
her tall) :

Just because you heppened to find -
(as she flings off the coat her hand
comes up sharply and catches Mike gscolidly
scrose the mouth)

Oh

oy

His hend flies to his wounded lip. For a
second Marilla's eysesg i1l with concern - but
Mike dossn't sesm seversly injured. She steps
vack and eyes him coolly. Mike takes his

hand away, examines his fingertips. The 1ip
has started to bleed again.

Marillae (ovenly)
T'm s0rry.

116
CONT!'D

ey
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_ Mike (icily) 11@
How ig it you conno’ stand the sight of blood on CONT'D
anybody excopt me? {9

He stzlks to the badroom, slams the door be-
hind him. Marilla droups her coat and follows.

Marilla

=
e
o

BEDROOM +~ MIKE 117
is just finishing dialling a number.

Mike
Mike Hagen here. Give mc Ned Hammerstein,

He drons the vhone on the bed, struggles
guickly out of his robe, reachcs into the
closet for a tic, Then picks up the phone
agalin,

CUTSIDE BLlE0o0M DOCR - MARILLA 118

MIKE - O YICHE 119
vilka (lovering his voice)
Hello, Wed? I Just had a vigit from Daylor's boys.
Yeah, threc of them.
(there ie a knock at the door)

o, I'm okay. Yaah, I'11 he down rizht away. .
e hangs up, quickly wrans the tie around hils
neeck.
OUTSIDE T% DOOR - MARTILILIA 120

rattles the nob.
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Marilla 120
Mike? I want to talk to you. Mike, open the door. %O?T‘D
2

The door opens and Mike appszars, struggling
into his coat.

Mike -

Mike (coolly)
Axcuse me, I'm dus at the offlcs. .,

He brushes past hor toward the foyer.

DISSOLVE TO:

HAMMERSTEIN'E CFWICE -~ HAMMERSTEIN, MIKE 121

and Hammerstoin's nssistant. Hammerstein is
behind his dock, eyeing Mlke's 1ip which now
15 covered with a small plece of adhasive tape.

Yammoerstain
What time was all this?

Filie

Just before I ecnllcd. Half an hour ago.

Hammerstein (leans hack)
A1l right, that settles it. From now on forget
Mart Daylor.

Mike {(amanod)
Forget him?

Hammarstioin
Torget him! You'lro a lousy newsvanerman, but you're
not worth a nickel to me stiff in some alley.
Mike (indignantly) .
Now, wait! I've been after Daylor for two vears:
A1l T need is a couple of weeks to finlsh the Job,
three at the cutside! I've got affidavits coming
in! I T lay off now I'm a bigger crock than he
is! Besidos, how will 1t lool to your readers:
Try exnlaining it to tem!
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Hammerstein (after a pause)

All right. You want to dig your ovn grave, I'11
iend you 2 shovel. But only on my terms.

(1ike looks at him inquiringly)
Tt11 give vou three woeks not a day more. You'll
hide out somenince -- the Gage Hotel around the
corner. Wa'll dateline your stories from out of
town. Yeu're folleowing the Yankeas on the road.
Only vou won't be thare so the bully boys can't

cateh up to veou. MNeanwhile, lsy it on Daylor with

overything vou've gol. And slso meunwhlie -

(he fixes Mive with a cold eye)
- you don't set one foot out of that hotel room.
For three wecks! Agrzcd?

P OWNS )
my wife?

e
}. =
et
4
o

fmmd TN
S

Yeah. Only vhat''l I fcl

Tommorshein
Tell hor the truth.

Milke
That I'm on the lnm from 2 meb? The first thing
she'd do 1s fuint,

Hommerstein {(impatiently)
Then toll her vou're out of townl

T can't!

Tammerstoein
Why?

Mita (confidentially)
nd of a spot at home. We -

s

Well, I'm in k

ﬁ\l Hammorssein (leaping up)
Don't tell me your problems, I'm no marriags
counselor!

(more quictly)
Now get out of here and get packad, I'11 have
a copv hoy over every day to nick up your stuff.
Don't answer the vhone, no matter what., And one
thing more. You've got to have somebody around
for protecticn.

(he flips a key on the desk)
Send in Maxic Gtulz.

Mike (aghast)
Throe weeks with Moxie Stulz?! I'21 be punchier
than he is! dNel

P.99

121
CONT'D
(2
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Hammerstein {snarls 121
Shut un! : COHT'™D
(the Jdocr cmens and HMaxie Stv 7z shuffles (3
into thae room, ngpnlﬂg delightedly)
Tisten, Maxic - liston carefully,
1is

(Maxis lisbtons carefully as Hammersteln
spesks clowly and cloanrly)
Some mugs 1n town don't like Mike Hagen, see? They
want to hurt him.

Mawic snavls savagely and gnaps into o fighting
crouch, flailing the alr with rights and lefts.
Mike groans in roglgnation.

Tonrerste
That's the ticket, Mazie! lou m”otcﬂt him, see®
And llsten
(rﬂﬁiﬂ stons fighting and listens)
Vou stay righi next to Mike LuDon day and night!
Never lcave him for o sccond!  Ho matter where ha
goecs! Day and night! Vou get it, Maxie?

Mexic nods grimly. rushes to Mike's side and
grens him ﬂvothtmveiy by the arm - daring
the world to lay a finger on him.

, Tommersteln
That's 1t.

Mike (brving to pull avayv)
Maxie, for the love of - 1 Maxie!
DISSOLVE TO:

12141
ouUT
TNT ., CAR - MTUE D MAXIDE 122

going uptown. Moxie stlll has the vise-like
grip on Miko's wrlst 1ike Mike's arm is &
ciub he's retbing ready to throw at somebody.

vike (natizntly)
Maxie, will you let go o minute - pleasc?  Just
£111 I get some circulation?
Maxio lets g0
Thanl you.

o
Moxie
T protect you, hoh, ir. Haren? I stav with you

avery %?huteﬁ 1iahﬂ?

vike (rubhing his wrist)
Rieht.




Maxie (interrupting)
Anybody locks cross-uved?
(he smoshos o fist into his palm)
Right?

Mikao
Right,
Maxine
Anyhody looks cross-eyed! Anybody!
(he smashes his palm ugﬁin)

Right?

Right, right.

&3}

Tha cab stops. Mik: sighs, moves to get out.

STRERT - MARILTA'S (\PATTMINT HOUSE - MIKE

gats out of thy cab, Mexle ot his hecls. The
doormen rushis over to hold thh cab door. i{c]
rots oo look ot Taxdo, gtovee from him to Mike.
“'Xlo ng“'( at nim pollizorontly as Mike pays

the driver.

ty o doorman)

Vou leockin' croes-oy ay

a grebs the catonishnd dAnormon by the iapels,
] i o olohbar him.

Mike
Maxic! WHol
Jugt in o Ehoensts irsol? hetween Maxie
and the dceomni .
b N .
R

Hike {shoving him away)
ve lools 1ile that! He lost a
oo rind,
‘~“, ‘:
Now, look. B 1ogoing unstairs and pack,
you und”“ﬂ cd

AT DL

Ckay.

4 gote mald of Miko's wrist again and
starde toward the door)

122
COMT'D
(2)

123
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Mitte (hanging back) 123
ot you, just me! You walt her for me. CONT'D
(Mnzic frowns) (2)
Do-nstnirs. Fieght here. BSeo?
Maxie
“hore vou goin'?
Mike

Upstairs.

Maxie (dragging him)
I go unstairs.,

Miko
No! Moxiz, will vou =%

Maxic
I gonna protact you. Somebody want to hurt you.

Miko
Maxie, will vou stop! Thore's no onc up there
who'!d want to hurt me. Bolicve me, Moxie. Would
my wife want to hurt me? '

Mexic {(frowns)
I dunno.

Mike
I don't know oithor. Just the same vou're stayving
down hore!
(Mpvic shalbes his head doggedly. Passers-
vy ~re turning to watch curiously)
Maxie, listen - 1T wou don't lot me go we'll stand
right here all doy.

=
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Okay !

Mike (sighs)
Come on, Maric.

They start into the anartment.
DISSOLVE TO:
123K 1-128 OUT
BEDHOCH - MARTLLA . 128X1

iz on the oheno,
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Marilla 128X1
Ars you sure he isn't there? He told me an hour CONT'D
ago he was zoing to the office. (2)

{she hears the front door close)
Never nind. Thank vou.

{she hangs up, starts toward the door)
Mike? Is that you?

LIVING ROOM - MARILLA : 128X2

«

cemes quickly out of the bedroom.

Marilla
I've been trving to reach -
(she breals off)
Oh,

LIVING ROOM - MARIILA, MIEE AND MAZXIE 128X3

Mike is standing In the center of the room.
Maxie heside him.

Mike (formally)
I believe you've met Maxie.

Marilla (trying not to back
away )
Of course. IHow are youy, Mr, Maxle?

Maxie (hoans)
Tim makin' a copabock!

Marilla

Onh?

Milka
Maxie came un from the office with me.

Marilla (a murmur)
How nice.

Mike
Lock, vou're going to think thls 1s pretty strange,
coming right at this time, but - I have to leave
for a while.

Marilla
Leave where?
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Marilla 128X1
Are you sure he isn't there? He told me an hour CONT D
ago he was 2oing to the office, (2)

{(she hesars the front deor close)
Never mind. Thank wvou.

(she hangs up, starts toward the door)
Mike? Is that you?

LIVING ROCM - MARTLLA . 128X2
comes gulckly out of the bedroom.

Marilla
I've been trving to reach -
{she breaks off)
Oh,

LIVING TOOM - MARILLA, MIKE AND MAXIE 128X3

Mile is

standing in the csnter of the room.
Maxie hesi

ide him.

Mike {formally)
I helieve youn've met Yaxie.

Marillia (trying not to back
BWHY )
Of course. Iow are vou, Mr., Maxieg?
Vaxie (hiams)
I'm makin' a comebeck!

Farilla

Mike
Maxie came un from the office with me.

Marillas (a murmur)

Mike
Lock, you're geing fto think this 1s pretty strange,
coming right at this time., but - I have to leave
for a while,

farillia
Leava where?
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land
O
3
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¥oavilia
Oh, I don't trink that's strange at all.
ara you golng., to the club?

wWhere

Mike
Mo, I'm not zoing to the club, I den't belong %o a
clubh, Sovathing's come up -
(Maxie is standing betwsen them, following
the convercation with vacant locks from
ocna to the other)
- something very important. Fow, I don't want you
to be upset, but - you see -~ well, I'd like to -
Monie, will veu stond over there for a minute?
Thank you.
(Mavie moves back o couple of stens.
Milte turns back to Marilla)

'd like %o take wou into wy confidence., May I do

Marilla
It would he a novelty.
rikae

Tet's pot assunme attitudes. So far as that
Jon't aven vant to
other thing 1ls too im-
sacrat?

Pleace,
other matter ie nopcernad, 1
discuss it. Yot now! This

nortant, Can vou keep o

Varilla

T - T . -
Not as well ag yoi can

+*

ST S QU e
Vilke (=ziving un)

Tre o el
ulay. o) ool

A I e

Tlva ot

1w7ills makes a
of her.

He goes 1nto the hadroon.
move to follow, but Maxie 1s ahead

Maxie
Cotta pack

'Sevse me, 1ady.

o

Wondleringly, she trails them into the bedroom.

TEYTDY MR
P‘L‘JDLL‘. }[u’l

from the closst.

et
[
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taling o

Milre ig
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128¥
CONT'D
(2)
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Marilla (in the doorway) 1283
T still don't know where you're going. CO?T'D
(2

Mike (opering a bureau drawer)
Chicago. Then on the road.

Marilla
For how long?

Maxie sits down on Marilla's bed.

Mlke
Three weeks,
(he begins throwing clothes into the
“open bag)
T'm going to Tollow the Yankees, .

_ Marilla (coming to him)
Ts that the big secret? You're going to follow the
Yankees?

Mike
Yeah, they shouldn't know about it
HMgrilla
tlike -
(she turns her back to Haklej; sotto)
- could I talk to you alone, nlease?

Mike
What sbhout?

Marilla
You know what about. I want to -
(she sneaks a look at Maxie, finds
) him smiling at her hapnily)
How have you been, lr. ltaxie?

Mike
Het's been fine,

. Marilla .
T waes conversing with Mr. Maxies

Mike
My, Maxie doesn't know what vou're tolking about.

Marilla
You're packing a shoe with a hole 1n 1%,
(she picks up a loafer, shows him
o hole in the sole about the size
_ of nhalf dollar)
Vou only wear these when you're writing.
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Mike (takes the shoe)
11 bhe writing on the road.

i—

Te throws the shoe in the bag, starts toward
a door, Maxie leaps up to follow,

Mike (impatiently)
Maxie, please!

He goes into the bathroom. Maxie sits covn
again, Marilla flicks & puzz ied look fronm
the bhathroom door o Ma,len

Marilla's Voice {(narrating)
1t was pretty obvicus. This sudden trip. and
brivging Mr. Vaxie home so he wouldn't have to
talk, I decided to pump Mr. Maxie,

Marilla (charningly)

Well, Mr, Maxie Are vou taliing Mike to the plane?

e

T
A

Thass right. BEvery rl

.
N
o~

e

CCa

@

Mgrillia
You're not going with him?

Thass right.

You'll be following the Yankess, too, then.

Maxie porders this for a moment, {rowning
decply.
Maxie (finally)
Whao?
Marilla
You.

(Maxie ponders agaln)
You and Mike,

Mavie (prowptly)

Thass right! - Every sccond, doy and nightl Any-
hody looks cross-cyed?
He smashes nis fist inte his palm, It is

new?&aﬁjlaﬂs turn %o ponder.

Morilla (Pinally)

Who?

P [ 106
128%%
COW™rz
(3)
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Mavie 128k
Cross-~eyed! cCoNTrr
{he nunches his hand again) (%)

Mike {(condng in)

Mayie, shu® upi .
‘he throws a handful of tollet articles
in the bag, snaps 1t shut, turns to
Morilla)

FP11 call vou tomorrow, scon zs I know what hotel,
{picks up the bag)

Let's go, Maxie.

Hexie Jumps up, follows him out the bLedroom

door. Marilla looks alter them o monment,
seething .

LIVING ROOM ~ ~IVE AND MAXIN 123%5

heading towar:d the door, arilla apnears from
the bedroom,

Herilla {eallizng)
I hope you two will be very Lhanny!

Mike and Mexic ciudit, Mike slamming the
door behind him, Marillas also slams her

door.
DIGSOIVE TOs
LOBRY - CAGH HOTEL -~ NIGHT 129

A mid-town hotel, the lobby inhabited by
loungers and ncwspaper readers,. Mike and
Maxile stand before the deshk, registering.
Maxic venning his signature laboriously.

Clerls {(reading Milte's card)

That's Mr, - Higginshury?

{(Mike nods)
And Mr, -%
(he tries to sce Maxie's card, but
Maxie is otill writing)

mike
Mr., Smith.
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Merile {(loclks up) 129
Yow wou spell Smith? CONT'D
(2)
Mike
iiske a cross, _
(to the Clerk, who is staring)
Keys, pleass,

Clerk _
Oh - yes, sir,
{hands over two leys)

sulte four-o-six,

Mike takes the lkeys, steps over to the
switchboara,

Oh, lMiss -
(the Tat lady operator puts down a
magazine and regerds him sulkily)
T'11 be placing & couple of local calls now and then,
but I want the purty to thirk T'm out of town. So
vou sey Chicago is calling or Xansas City or what-~
cver I tell vou, Understand?

No.

Mike reachos into his poclre®, comes up with
& pill, places 1t on the switchhoard.

tike
That make it any clearer?

Fat Lody
Yeah,

liike
Good.

He and Maxie start toward the @lievator.
DISZOLVE TO:
129%] =

129X7
ouT
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Chgs. 9mb-56

HOTEL SUITE - NIGET - MIKE

in robec and slippers is pacing the floor of
the sitting room. A tvpewriter stands on the

desk, balls of paper scattered about the floor.

Mike's Veolce (narrating)
My first night away from Marilla since we were
married., I couldn't sleep.
(he reaches for the phone ~ hesitates)
Four times I picked up the phone to make a2 clean
breast of everything. And four times saler judge-
ment prevailled.

He puts the phone down, goes toward the
bedroom,

HOTEL BEDROOM - MIKE
enters, takes off his robe.

Mike's Volce (narrating)

Here I was, happily married to the loveliest crea-
ture in New York. :

(kicking off his slinpers angrily)
And here I was, shacked up in a hotel with a
punchy ex-middleweight. I began to hate Ned
Hammerstein,

(he whips down the bedspraad,

punches the pillow)
Maxie Stulz was no cure fer tne blues, either.

He glances sourly at the other side of
the rmom. Now for the Ffirst time we SEE
Maxle, He is lying on his back in the
twin bed, clad in his underwear. His
hands are claspad on hig chest, his eyes
wide open. He looks like a cnrpse.

lMike's Volce (narrating)
Three o'clock in the morning - and all he did was
stare at the ceiling. Suddenly I remembered, He'd
been staring like that since eleven-thirty,
(Mike's ayes widen with dawning
horror as he approaches Maxie)
I realized 1t then, Maxie had died!

Mike (hoarsely)
Maxie ! ' '

Lo i ooy

131
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Mexic catapults to the floor, almest knroclidny 131
Mike down, whipning out all over the place CONT'D
with his fists, dodging and feinting. (2)

Mexie (demanding)
YhereY VWhere?

Mike {(grabbing him)
Ckay, okay -~ 1it's olkay, Maxie! Stopl

Maxie (calming down)
Hah? Vha'? Who? Crosgs-syecd?

Mike (relaxing)
Ko, Ulothing. It's ckay. Forget it, Maxie,

Vithout a word Maxizs strotehes out on the
bed arain - and starcs at the ceiling. HMike
nicks up the phonc.

Mike {lowy his eves on Mexie)
Circle seven - o - five - liﬂf - eight,

a2
ra

CLOGE SHOT - HATIAERSILIN 1

Lsleep. The phone on the night teble jangles.
He reaches out, fumblcs with the receilver,
gets 1t to his car,

Hommersteln
Helle? Hello? VWho?
3its up guickly)

Mike?

EOTWL RUDROOM - MIKE 133
rn phone,

Tike (derily)
I just wanted to tell you. UMaxle Stulz sleeps
with his eyes open,

From the phone comes an enraged scream which
sounds coaotmﬁzz likss  "dhy you crumb! You
wake me up in the middle of the ndght to tell
me ~ - 1"
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Chgs 9.6.56 P.111
Very cently Mike'replaces the phone, cutting 133
off the voice. He smiles, settles back con- CONT'D
tentedly on the villow, (2)
HAMMERSTEIN'S BEDRCOM - HAMERSTEIN AND . . 133¥1

MRS . HAMMERSTEIN

As he hangs up the phone she looks at him
- crexpeatanctly.

Mrg. Hammersteln
What was that?

Hammersieln
Maxle Stulz slesps with his eyes open.

Mrs. Hammerstedn
Thanks for a civil answer.

DISSOLVE TO

CLOSE SHOT .~ MARILLA 134

tossing sleeplessly in her bed, (During the
narration she registers each thought).

Marilla's Voice (narrating)
Our first night apart. I didr't know a person
could be so miserable, By three A.M. I had con-
vinced myvself that Mike was innoccent. After all
rayte he had never know Lorl Shannon.
{she loolks hopeful)
Maybe the whole thing was a mistake. That's what
it was, a horrible mistake,
(convinced, she reaches for an apple on
a silver tray on thz night table)
Only what zbout the photograph?
- (she sinks back thoughtfully on the pillow)
A1l right, what gbout the photograph? A man can
have a picture ol a woman without knowing her,
can't he?
{che starts to take a bite of the apple,
stops)
NO@
(frownss thinking determinedly)
Then put it this way: Mike's a newspaper man, he
meets all kinds of people, he could have met Miss
Shannon in a purely business fashion. Purely business,
(her mouth is open to take that bite)
Sufe, but Miss Shamnon is no hockey player. 0Oh, shut
UbD s ’
(she slams the apple back on the silver
tray) '

- e F e A



Designing Woman
Chegs. 9.6.56

Marilla's Voice (continued)

(narrating)
My mind began drawing nasty little plctures of Mike
and Lorl Shannon.

{her eyes narrow)
I saw them laughing together in some restaurant,
I saw them out dancing,

(her eves are narrower) _
I saw him bringing her home. I saw him take her
inte the 1living room.

{(her breathing is heavier)
I saw him kiss her,

P.,111A

13k
CONT'D
(1)
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Suddenly she sits up in hed with a shriek.
She stifles it instantly, then flings her-
sclf back on Lhe pillow.

Marilla's Voice (narrating)
By morning I was a nervous wrecks

DISSOLVE TO

CLOSE SKOT - MARILLA'S HAND

~ her fincers drummning on her knee. 0.5. we
HEAR Lor!l and » chorus singing a number en-
titled "I'1i1 Never Let You Go.'" The CAMAERA
PULLS BACX. We SEBE Marilla seated in the
wings, giaring at the staze.
nearby, is turning the pages of 2 script,
watching her out of the corner of his eye.

. Zachary's Volce (narrating
0s5. )
I teld you T wos Marills'ls confidant. So I knew
that look in Marilla's eye was the olaam of
battle.

CLOSE SHOT -~ LORI - ON STAGE
singing, backed up by the chorus,
Zechary's Voice {(narrating)
I was conecerncd, howcver, that my thester should

not be the srena - we woere ovening in Boston in
two weelks,

MARILLA AND ZACHARY

le cntches her ¢ye, smiles pleasantly.

Marilla
Zach -

Zochary
Hmm?

Marillas

What would happen if I quit the show?

Zachary {(simply)
I'd ®¥ill myself.
(Merilla sighs.
beside her)
Now 1isten. Madame ¥.. aa T mmderatand i+ vour

Zachary sits down

Zachary standing

P.112
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Zochery (cont'd)
Micheel has depcrted for Chicago flrmly nrotesiing
his innocence.

Marills
What does that prove? Nothingl

Zachary
And what heove vou proved? Also nothing,

Lori finishes on the stage, goes toward her
dressing room.

Marills (with an impatient
gesture)
I admit I could be wrong! I just can't stand not
tmowing! And T certainly can't ask hep! “Pardon
me, Miss Shannou, but was my husband ever in love
with you?’ It's unthinkablel

Zachary {(firmly)
Definitelye.

Horilla
So I hove an idea.

Zachary (cautiously)

What?

Marilla
You  ask her,

Zachary
Marilla -

Marilla

You can do it. All you have to do is broach the
subject as tastefully as possible, find out if
she ever knew him and - then -

(she takes a breath)
- tell me about it.

Zechary (chidingly)
Marilla - deceit and collusion are completely out
of tune with your character,

Marilla (shutters)
I know it! Please, Zach! I can't go on working
like this!

Zachary hesitates for a moment - then smiles,
pats her hand comfortingly.

Zachary
1711 speak to her right now.

P.113
137
CONT'D
()
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Marilla (zratefully) 137
Thank you, Zach, %O?T'D
3
They rise, move toward the dressing room
corridor,
DRESSING ROOM CORRIDOR -+ ZACHARY AND MARILLA 138

stop outside Lori's door, Marilla prods
hin with a look. He gives her a reassuring
nod, raps at the door.

Lorits Voice (0.8.)

(he pushes open the door)

INT. LORI'S DRESSIHG ROOM - LORI 139

is at her dressing talle, wearing a vol-
uminous dressing gown which somehow manages
to reveal her charms guite fully. On a
chalr is a gray toy French poodle with a
rhinestone collar,

Lori
Oh. Come in, Mr, Wilde.

Zachary enters, closing the door behind him.

Zachary
Am I disturbing you?

Lori
ot a2t all,
{she motions him %o = chair)

Fachary (sitting)
Thank vou. Miss Sheonnon -

The French poodle leaps from his perch, be-
ginsg tugplng at the laces of Zachary's shoe,
growling playfully.

Lori (mildly)
Pierrot - stop,
(risinzg)
I'm sorry.

Zachary
It's all right.

Lori

T amer

o]



She picks him
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up inlkr arms, snaps on his

leash and attaches him to the leg of the
dressing tobvle.

Playful little fellow.

(Lori smiles, Zachﬁry settles himself
in his chair, clears his throat)

Miss Shannon ~ I'm a man of guite a few words, but
I'11 try tole as brief and tactful as possible,

What I'm going to

ask hos nothing whatsoever to do

with this show or our future business relaticn-

ship. I want you to understand thaot.
Lori (softly)
Ves?
Zachary
Miss 3hannon - I'd like to know, and pleasa answer

very frankly, 1 I
at your apartment ond trke yon to dinner as often
as the splrift woves ug both., In time, as you
learn to know me bettzr, I hope our friendship
will ripen into something - shall we say - nore

neighbhorly,

I'd be delizhted,

Bight-

Well?

may feel free to call upon you

You don't hove Lo answer now.

Lori (muriars)

He smllas, rises, crosses to the dressing
tabley, Lenning lown he kisses Lori gently,
vut definitely, on the lips.

Zoachnry

D

Lorl Inclines

Jachary smlles

starts toward

CORRIDOR - MARD

is walting for

thirty tonight

her head Iin a nod of assent.
again, pats her arm and
the doore.

LLA

Zachary. As he comes from

Lorifs dZressing room she moves gulckly to-

wnrd him.

Varilla (ecacerly)

P.115
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COMNT'D
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Zachary (casily) ' 140
I asked her point blank. Hiss Shannon never laid CONT'™D
eyes on your hushand until that day at the fashion (2)

Feel hetier?

He goes down the corridor his lips pursed
In a faint, checrful whistle. Marilla
gazes after him, her eves narrowing with
susplcion. )

DISSOLVE T0:

i41-142
ouUT

CLOSE SHOT ~ FAT ILADY - NIGHT 142%2
2t the Gapge Hotel switehboord,

Fat Lady (into mouthplece)

Is this Mrs. Hagen? Just a minute, Chlcago is
calling.

(she flips a key)
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HOTEL SITTI NG ROOM - NIGHT - MIKE

on the phone. Across the desk Maxie is
lip-reading tihe sports page.

Mike (after a brief pause)
Hello? Marilla? This is Mike, What do you
mean where am I? I told you - I'm in Chicago,

This has a curious effect on Maxie. He
gapes at Mike Tor a moment then turns to
sguint out the window. He turns back to
Mike, puzzled and worrled.

Mike {on the phone)
What? What hotel? Well, I'm at the White-
stone, but I'm leaving here tonight.

Maxie goes to the window, peers outl
distrustfully.

Mike (on the nhone)
No, the office didn't know where I was stay-

ing. What did you want to call me about? Well,

why can't you tall now, who's there? OCh,
Zachary.
{to himselfl)
Zachary, sure.
(into nhone)
Hm? Ch, the whole crowd, you're working.
(he se=ms relisved)
Uh-huh., The weather?
(he grabs the naper with one hard,
tries to find the weather report)
The weather nere? 0On, it's - you know - hello,
hello, I can't hear you.
(he 1s turning the pages frantiecally,
final 1y finds it, runs his fingers
down the column)
Hello, Marilla? IHello?
(he finds it)
Yeah - I can hear you now, It's hot here.
Hinetvetwo,

Maxie turns frem the window, wipes his
brow., Then he sits down, frowning at
Mike.

Mike
Well - I guess that's all., if you're busy. I
just wanted to say hello.
(he is denressed)
Okay - I'11 call again in a couple of days.
'Bye,

P, 117
142X 2
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He hangs up slowly, sees Maxie frowning 1h2Xe
at him worriedly. : CONT'D
(2)
Mike

What's the matter, Haxle?

I dont

Maxie (morosely)

like Chicago. I gotta bad decision

here once.

Mike (wearily)

Go to sleep, Maxie.

(pats him comfortingly on the shoulder)

Open your-eyes and go to sleen.

DISSOLVE TC:

SERIES OF QUICK DISSOLVE 143147

1.

Night. MNike on phone in hotel bedroom.
He says: Y“I'm in Boston." CAMERA PANS
SWIFTLY to the other bad to show Maxie.
He is flabbergasted.

Day. CLOSE SHOT of snorts page, feat-
uring Mike's column - "Hagen's Corner™
- date-lined Boston. It begins: "Mr,
Martin J. Davlor, who has had a fat
finger in every boxing scandal since

1645 .o
Right., Mike on phone in hotel sit-
ting room. He says: Mie just got in.

Cleveland." CAMERL PAMNS SWIFTLY to
Maxie -~ stunned,

Day. CLOSE S0 - newspaper clipping -
Mike's column, date-lined Clewveland,

It beging: '"Hven here in Cleveland

the stench of Mart Davior's activities
in the boxing game - " CAMERA PULLS
BACK, shows lMarilla reading the clipping.
Sadly she starts to naste 1t 1in a scrap
book,

Night. Mike on phone in hotel bedroom.
He says: YKansas City," CAMERA PANS
SWIITLY to Maxie « terribly depressed.

DISSOLVE T0:
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HAMMERSTEIN'S QFFICE - DAY = HAMMERSTEIN 18
is on the phone, Mike's copy in his hand.
Hammerstein (into phone)
Mike? I just read the stuff, it's great ] Keep your
nose off the street and you may win the Pulitzer
Prize! gtick it out and Daylor'll chop 1t off}

DISSOLVE TO:

1h9 oUT

INT. DAYLOR'S HOTEL SUITE - DAY - DAYLOR 1L9x1

is having lunch, the hotel walter Just leavinge.
gested next to Daylor, but not lunching, is a
cold~eyed man named Steen, Daylorts assigtant.
He is chewing out a nervous little guy, Milt,
who hovers over them anxlously trying to get a
word in. At a respectful dlstance Jonnnie Oe
lounges against the back of & sofa.

steen (quiet but scathing)
VYou couldn't locate nim in Kansas City, he wasn't in
Chicago, nobody ssw him in Boston. Whatts Mr, Daylor
paying you for -~ to tell us where he isn't?

Milt
Now wait - please ~
* {pleadingly, bo Daylor)
lMrs Daylore

Daylor ignores him completely, picks delicatbely
at his plates

Steen e
Your job is to find Mike Hagen. Who've you got working. ..
on ity a troupe of clowns? - s

Milt (injured, counting on his
fingers)
Tn Chicago was Jocy Vulner, he's not a good guy? In
Boston was three boys with Louey Gasto, the best.
In Kansas City -

steen (interrupting)
Never mind the excuses, glve us some action}
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| Daylor (quietly) 1.9%1

You'lre wasting vour time, Milt. CONT!'D
(steen and Milt turn to him curiously) (2)

Youlre looking all over the place and your eyes arse
in the way. Hagen's not out of town. He's right here.

steen
In New York? What mskes you think?

Daylor .
Iim guessing. And I'm guessing right. Ho's holed
up someplace, right under our noses. The trick is
to bring him out in the opene.

Staeen
Any ideas?

Daylor

I think so. Johnnie - %

(Johnnie O. takes a step toward him)
Be in my office - tonight. Bring a couple of DOys
with ydue

{Johnnie 0. nods)
And Johmnie - I want resl good boyss. Playtime is
OVErs,

Johnnie O. nods again, ambles toward the doore.

DISSOLVE T0:
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HOTEL & TTTHG ROOM - NIGHT - MIKE 150

Mike is workings at the typewriter. Parched
on the desk, onz foot swinging casually,

is Luke Coslow, the office boy. He is
reading some tvpswritten pages of copr,
smoking a cigar, On the other side of the
room Maxie 1is working out il th the heavy
bag - a pillow which he has su pended by

a cord in the bedroom doorway.

Coslow (tapping the copy;
importantly)
Not bad. Not bad at alil, I like 1t.

He blows a smole ring. Mike rips tae
page out of the typewriter, throws it
at him.

Mike
You don't have bo like i%t, just take it %o the
office.

Smiling superciliously, Toslow gathers tne
sheets togethzr,

Coslow
Speaking of the office, old man, your wife
called twlce yesterday.
(Miks looks at him inquiringly)
She wanted to lknow where vou were in Kansas
City.
(he blows another ring)

Mike {impatiently)
Well?

_ Coslow _

I gave her a cock and bull story. IT=xid vou
were the type of man who skips around pretty
fash and were apt to be almost anyplace.

Mike (sarcastically)
Thanks.

Coslow
She didn't seem too hapny. Judging by her
manner, old man, I1'd say your marriage has an
excellent chance of golng on the rocks.
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Suddenly Merilla sits up and takes the

phone from Gwen.

Marilla (into phione)
I'm here, I just don't want to talk. Good=bye,

like,

INTERCUT - MIKE ARD

MARILLA - ON PHONE

Mike

Wait a minute! What's going on?
Marilla

I'm packing, that's what's going on.
Mike (crncerned)

Packing? Where are you golng?
Morilla

Boston, The show's epening there tomorrow night,
Miks (relieved)

Ch, the show., Yezh. '
Marilla

You wouldn't happen to b2

by any chance?

Mike
lio -= no, I wouldn't ba.

going to Boston tamorrow

Marilla

I was sure you wouldn't.

Mike
Marilla, will you stop?

Good=-byve.

What's the matter?

Marilla
Tt's funny you should ask that. Why should any-

thing be the matter? Of

course I don't eat and

I don't sleep, but outside of that everything's

just dandy.

(she's on the verge of tears)

Mike

Now, listen - Marilla - please - . If you're
still worrying ebout that Lorl Shannon business,
you've got the whole thing all wrong.

Marilla
1 wouldn't have cared, if only you'd told me.

Mike
What was there to tell?

I explained to you =

P.122
151

CONT'D
(2)

152
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Marilla (firmly)
All right, I've hzd cnough of this. I'11 ask
her myszlf.

Liike (swallows)
¥You do that, Mariliz. I want vou to.

Harilla
I willl Good-bye.
{she hangs up)

P,122A

152
CONT'D
(2)
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HOTEL SITTING RCOW - MIKE 153

is henging up - shaken. GQuilclkly he onens the
desk drawer, telkes out an almest full bottle
of Scotch and pours a generous drink in the
water glass. Maxie has bLeen saulnting out
the window.

Maxis
his ain't Detroit. It look like Chicago.
(he frowns on Mike)
Hey, Mr. Hagen - you punchy?

Mike (grimly)
T'm going to do my best.

He takes 2 swig of the drink.

DI3SOLVE TO:

CLOSE SHOT - 3CCT0H BOTTLE 15l
about one third emptye.

Miketes Voilcs (nesrrating)
T hed three guick ones, which did me no good st all.
x

The CAMWRA HAS BEEN PULLING BACK. We sese MNike
staring into %the middle-dlstance, anobner
drink in his hand. Fe is not drunik - butb
certainly not sober. Haxle has gone back to
puniching the pillow azain.

Milte's Voice (narrating)

But strangely encugh after the fourth I [found the
solution to the whole problem,

(his face lights un) .
I would see Lori, [lmes to face that night, and
iz up a story.

{he standz up, sniling)
Liguor, I have fownd, makss me Vary smart.

(his brow clouds)

First, of course, I had to get rid of Maxie.

-

i

Ha gives Maxie a craflty glance, then yawns
hugelye

Mike (vawning)
Boy, am I beat.
(Maxie stops working out, looks at him.
Mike yawns again)
Guegs T'11 hit the hay, Mexle. BSleep.
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Ee yawns once more, a real gaper, and goes 154
into the bedrcom. #oxie thinks things over CONT'D
for a moment - then he, too, yawns. FHe (2)

frollows Uile inta the bodroom.

BEDROOM - LIKE AND MAXIE 155

Mike 1is already under the covers, hls eyes
closed, Maxie stands by his own bad, yawns
again and lles down. All at once his body
stiffens a blt end he begins te stare at the
ceiling.

Mike opens hils eyes cautiously, steals a look
at Maxie. Then he slides out from hensath the
covers, fully clothed, slips into a psir of
loafers, moves cuietly over to Maxie, Ie
passes a hand over Maxie's wide-opened syes,
to make sure he's aslecp. Satisfied he neads
toward the door.

DISSOLVE TO:

LORI'S APARTHENT - NIGHT - LCRI 156

is seated on the living room sofa, wilith a
bottle of silver nail polish which she 1is
applying to Pierrot's teoes, OShe, too, has
been packing.

Lori's Voice (narrating)
I was doing Pilerrot's nalls when the bell rang.
(the doorbell rings - a long ring,
a short and ancther long)
It couldn't be, I thought.
(she riscs, frowning, goecs to the
door and opens the peep-hole)
But it was.

QUTSIDE TIIE DOOR - MIKE _ _ 157

starts tc ring again,

LORI'S APARTMENT -~ TLORI 158

opens the door. dikez siithers in. é




.
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d

o

Mike {(breathiig heavily)

e

e

L]
—~C b
'\)Q\Jl

i

e

—

{ * just loolzs at him)
e up the stairs, I dida't want the elevator

(he brealts off)
Have you got & drink?

¥

Tori motions him towsrd the liguor cabinet.

Thankse

He crcsases to the cabinet, pours himselfl a
couple ol finwer Pigrrot, meanwhile, 1s
capering around Kike, standing on his hind
legs begging for atiention.

wike {absentliy)
Hy, boy.
(he toseec off hel? the drink, turns to
Lori?
I guess vou're sort of surprisec To zes me.
(no cowment from Lorl)
Mind if I =it down?

{she nods tows g chalr. NMike sits
down, cror mlnﬁ bis lerse. Lori regards

him steadily
What I came about -

(pierrot Legins tusging at the hesl of

Mikets locfer, growling his play growl)
A1l right, that'!s snough boy. What 1 came about
was - will you stop?

Pierrot pulls bthe loafer off Mike'!s foot,
tries to get under ths sola with it. Lori
stops hime.
ri
Plerrot - no., Give. Glve.

She retrisves bthe shoe, hands 1t back bto Mike,
pilcks up Plormrot,

iice (pubtting it on)
That dog heg very bad habliis.
Lor

There was a btime when jon thoucht 1t was funnye.

Mike [emborrassed)
Iy sense ol hwnor hns cnanged.
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Lori carries Fierrot to the bedroom, places 158
him on the floor and shuts the door, COMT'L
(3)

Lori
I thought you were out of town,

Milke
Yeah, a lot of people thinx so.
(he tosses off the rost of his Arini)

Lori
Including your old fricnd Mert Daylor?
fne shoots her a gulck look)
Ttve been readlng vour column. Where are you
hiding out?

Milke
Gage Hotel., Almost three wecks,

Tori
Your wife must be delighted.
ik

She doesn't know, I 4

60

n't tell her.

Lori {(nodding)
Onh,

Mike
She thinks I'm - well, it's a big McGillah.,

Lori
Tt11 bet 1t is,

Mike
Look, the reason I came - How's Marilla been acting
lately? Toward vou,

Lori
Avout the sane.

- Milre
What does that mean?

Lori
I think she's getting ready to slug me.

“ile (takes a breath)
That's why I'm here, Marilla found a picture of
vou, She thinks maybe - well, you know what she
thirks, Anyway, shets golng to ask you about us.
So -~ I've rot a story worked out,




Lori

]
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Tnis should be interesting. How doss 1t open?

Milte
Well - youlre a girl from Wisconaine.

Lori
Up to there 1tls very logical, I ame

Mike

Wow, a friend cf mine in Wisconsin - a half-back

ont the Green Bay Packers, he -

Lori
What'ts that?

Mike

A football team. He sent me a picture of you and
coked 1f I could use my influence TO get you a job
on redlo - TV - anything. All rizht, you came %o
my office - once!l I told you &L was sorry; there

was nothing I could do for you. Thet was the end

of the whole affair. But I Tforgot to throw out the

picture., Thabls how Marilla happensd to {ind ite

(he looks at her hopelully)
Well?

Lori (flatly)
T don't believe 1ts

Mike

T don't expect you to helieve 1t! All

Marille to belisve it!

Tori
ahe won't believe 170 either.

liike
Why?
Lork
1 read sonelthing just like It onc
FTven there they gidntt helleve 1T

The phone rin

A Tori (into phone)
Hello? Yes? - Ob, hello.
(covers thoe phone)
Ttts Marille.
{into phone)

T want 1is

Continued

/27
P
168
CONT!'D
(L)




ILori (cont!d)
Where? Oh. uhy - of course. Well, yes, T was in
ped, but that's perfectly - . Well, could you give
me a few minuteg?
(Mike is getting very nervous)
A1l right,
{she hangs up, looks at Mike)
Mike
What, what, what?!

Lori (zlowly)
She's in the lobby. She went out without her purse
and wants to borrow cab fare.

Mike {leaws up)
You mean she's coming - 7 You should have stopped
her |

. Tori
How? Tell her T don't have a dollar?

A
i
A jte

5t
Ml

ahe dpesn't want a doll

a4
]
o

v, she wants to find out -
b4

[ve)

(heading for the door)
711 go down the stelrsi

Lori
Fine., If vou run into her te1)l her soout the Green
Bay Packers.
{ne pulls up sghort, looks frantically for
a way out. Lori points to the bedroom)
In there.

Mike (wete his 1ips)
Listen - that s 111 work, I know itl! Now
get the facts o You'lre from Wisconsinl
Thig fellow, hlsg nome wWas Nordley, Frank Nordley,
ne was a frisnd of vours! The Green Rav Packers!i
He -

The bell rings. I
final lock of entr
to the bedroom, clo
Lori walks to the &
momenito

creares, gLives her one
v «nd retreats hasbily
ng the door behind hime
r, hesitates for a

TLorils Voilce (narrating)
Ttve played thig scense vefore, L thought. In &
blackout on the borscht circult.

rori (opens the door)
Come 1rm.

125
158
CONT!D
(%)



verilla (entering)

Helle, dsn't this the sillilest
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thing?

(she smiles disarmingly)

I'm terribly sorry.

Lori {(murmurs)

Not at alle.
(she shows her in to

Marilla

the rocom)

We were all working at Zach's tonight and I de-
So I walked till

cided the air would do me good.
I almost fell down and thers I
nope you weren't asleep?

Lori
Oh, no.

Marillia (1o

-

Wwas - o purse.

oking around)

What a chesrming place. Did wvou do it yourssll?

LORI'S BEDROOM - MIEKE

standing jusv behind ths d
s & crack to listen. From the living room

opor. He opens it

we HEAR the murmur of conversation. MWike

putas his eye to the crack

to take 2 look.

LORI'S LIVING ROOM - MARTLLA

still surveying the room,

ligrilla
drapes and that des

I love your
(&

ot

BEDROOM -~ MINE

ducks quickly back behind
glowly he lowers himsell t

¥ ls a dreame

12 takes a step toward the bedroom)

the door. Then
o his hands and

knees, places nis esr to the crack about a

foot above the floor.

Behind him, Plerrot on the
head to one side, watching
manosuvreo s

bhad, cocks his
thils strange

T

P{Qq

158
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Iori (o.5.) 151
Could I get you a drink? %O?T‘D
2

Morilla (o.s.)
No, thanks. Oh, I will have a cigaretie.

LIVING ROOM - MARILLA AMND IORI 162

Marilla is seated on the sofa, lighting a
cigaretie.

Lori
I711 get my purse.
(she goes to the table near the door)

Marilla (chattily)
Someday I'm going to design a purse that you can't
forget, It'll have a 1ittle bell or something
that tinkles madly whenever vou leave 1t behind.

Lori (locking in her purse)
Good idea, Will five be enough?
{holds out a bill)

Marilla

Oh, heavens yes. It's only a mils or so.

(she takes it}
Thank vou. You know, I have a real phohia about
taxi drivers. I could have gone to the apartment
and asked him to walt -

(she t kes her purse out of her coat

pocket, opens it to denosit the bill)
- but whenever I deo that I'm always afraild they
think I'm trving to cheat them or something. Do
vou fael like - %

She breaks off, staring at the purse in her .
lap. Slowly she raises her eyes Lo Loril,
Lori has secen the purse, of course, but her

T 4

expression dossn't even {licker,

Marilla (after a pause)
I could say I didn't know I had 1t -
(she places Leri's five dollars on the
coffee tohlz)
- but I'm a very bad liar, Miss Shannon. I suppose
you've noticed that,.

Lori (quietly)
Maybe vou haven't had snough practice.




REDROOM - MIKE

kneeling on the floor listening. Suddenly
Pierrot bounis off the bed and sprawls in
front of his face, enapping and growling
playfully.

Tasst!

Ye reaches out for the dog, who darts behlind
nim and attacks his shoe, growling louder bYy
the second. Mike whirls sround to guiet hime

LIVING ROOM - MARILLA AND LORI

From the bedroom we FEAR the dog growling
faintly.

Marill
I came here tonight for a very deflnite Treasch -
to asgk you a question. At the rmoment foel a per-
fect fool. So Tlve decided not to ask it. To=-
night, or ever. 1L nope you'll forglve me.

Torl (smiles)
Of course.

EEDRQOM -~ MIEE

The dog has a good hold of Mike'ls loafer now.
VMike, hissing, tries to greb his mazzle. May-
be it's an accident, but Pierrot bites him.

He scrsmbleg bto his feet with a muffled oath,
leaving the sghoe with Pierrot. The door swings
cpen about slx Inches.

LIVING ROOM - MARILLA AKD LCORI

The dog is growling louder now., TLori pretends
not to notlices

ilerilla
Furthermore, L!'d like to apologlze for the way I've
besn acting lately.

Lori {(murmure)
I dontt think Ttve been aware of anything.

16l

165

166
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132
P..
Marilla (surprised) 166
Really? Itm sure you must have notlced that twice CONT'D
during the last couple of days, while pinning (2)
material on vou, Iive Jjabbed rou in the derriere.

Lori (vaguely)
Oh, that.

Marilla
I did it parpesel¥.

Lori smiles her forglvenesse

BEDROOM ~ MILE 167

is trying to corner Plerrot, who backs up with
the shoe in his mouth. He 1s having a grand
time s

Mike

He mekes a dlve for him, but Pilerrot wriggles
away like an sele

LIVING ROOM - MARILLA AND LORI 168

¥arilla
Anvway, T'm sorry, and it won't happen again.
(the dog is really vepping it up now)
I had 2 sillv idea T wag supposed to be jealous of
von. Chank heaven ITve come to my senses.
(she rizeas)
Please try to forget T ever came here tonlght.

BEDROOM ~ MIKEL 169

is in mid-air, wmaliing o flying tackle across
the bed at Pilerrot. He misses, smashes into
the night table with his chin, and goes down
on the floor, the table and lamp crashlng on
top of hime.
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LIVING ROOM - MARILLA AND LOPI

Marille who has just taken o step toward the
door, stands irozen in her tracks. Bounding
intc the living rcom comes chrrot with Bi&e 8
loafer in his mouth, He runs to Lori. Stand-
ing on his hind legs he presents it to her -
with the sole up, showing a hecle the size cf

a half dellar, Marilla looks at the loafe

Lori looks at Marilla, Maeriila reaches fcv
the loafer,

BEDROOM - MIKE

on the floor, is dazedly trying to exiricate
himself from the lanp cord. He struggles free,
rises to his {2t Just ag Marilla comes from
the living rocnm with the loafer in her hand,
She stands in the doorway ner cves blaszing,

)
@

Mik

Marilla! What are yoy doing here?

She lenns boack and flings the shoe at his head.
Mike ducks, but the throw is high anyway. 1t
zoes over nls nzady crashes through the window,
Marilila whirls outv of the room, dMike stumbling
after her,

Marilla!l

DIGSCLVE T0:

STRELT - Z¥T, LOFPS 4PT, - NIGHT - A CITIZEN

is ;tandlng in the middle of the street, Mike's
shoe in his hapd, Obviousiy tho nho“ has hit
nis car and he 1s gazing up blankly up at the
par zpariiont windeows, d=2 stens back in the
car, %the shce s%111 in his hand, just as Marilla
comes flying curs @t the aw\rt&>ﬂu house entrance,
She locks arcunl for a fari, walks quicklv tOo-
ward the corner, MiXe comaes ouwt, takes of

after her, limning along on cona Loafer.

Iﬂ"rl__lai W ;t}i

e

Dontt}

(mg catehes her)

‘arilla, listzn!

Dontt even touch ne
(the cab goes i

P.133
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Mike 172

You musn't let appearsznces deceive youl Appear= CONT'D
ances are very - I was up there, yves! And why? (2)

The Citizen is an interested, but souswhat
confused spectator. He backs his car up, une
decided what steps to take,

Marilla
I don't want to hear why! I don't want to hear
anything!
(she starts off again, Mike grabbing at
her)

Mike
Will you 1listen!

Marillia (shaking him off)
Let me go! How you could do this to me! How you
could -- Take your hands e-!

The Citizen gets cut of his car, still undecided,

Mike
Listen! When I called, when you said you were going
to ask Lori Shannon, I dropped over %o see her!

Marillas
From Detroit!  Taxi!

Another cab goes by,

Mike
I wasn't in Detroit! I haven't boen - I've boen
in a hotel for two wecks! Right here! I've been
hiding out! g
(sh? stops, looks him straight in the
aye
That's right! Hiding out!

AL cab pulls up in the middle of the street,

waitinz,.
Marilla
Have you been drinking? Of course. - hotel
drinker!?
Mike
Now wait!

Marilla
That's the way I met you - and that's the way I'm
leaving you. Good-bye!

She ducks quickly into the waiting cab, slans
the door in his face,

Mike
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The cab pulls away. Mike stands in the stres 5 172
leoxing after it, then 1imps toward the sideo- CONT'D
walk., L cor steps out from a dcorway, stands (3)

menacingly In his path. Mike stops in front
of him, sticks a finger under his no:ce.

{ike (threateningly)
Look, Officer - I've got plenty of trouble tonight!
I don't need any fron you!

He brushes past the cop, who gapes after hinm

In amazement. The cor then turns slowly fo

the Citizen, who is standing arcund uncertainly,
still holding Miks's shoe. The Citizen's car

18 parked in front of a fire hydrant, The cop
begins to write out a ticket,

DISSOLVE T0:

HOTEL BEDROOM - NIGHT - MAXTS 173

lying on the bed in the same position we left
qoe . Lo
hin ~ staring at ths ceiling,

Maxle's Veice (narrating)

I'm a fighter, you know, and & fighter need a lot
of sleep so I'm sleerin' in the bed, and I'm
dreamin’ like, You know? 4And I don' know what
happen, but all of a sudden I wa'te up,

(there is no chanze in Maxia's axpresgion,

He just sits up with his eyes open)
I Took aroun', I lock inna bed Tor Wr. Hagen., But
he ain't there so I don't see him,

(ho starts for the sitting room)
So I think maybe he's inna parlor. 3o,

HOTEL SITTING ROOM - MAXIE 174
comes from the bedroom, looks all around,
Maxie's Voilce (narrating)
I go look inna parlor, I lock all aroun’ gnod, but
I don't find him. 3Boy, I say.
Maxie (flatly)
Boy.
- (he starts toward the door)

Maxiets Voice (narrating)
So I think mayde he go lownstairs. So,

DISSOLVE TC:
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LOBBY = GLOT HOTEL - MAXIE

comas down the stoirs and wanders through
the lobby, gazes arcund worriedly.

Maxie's Volece ¢
I go down the stairs to the lobby 1
Ind T lock 2ll around, And I don't

-

place. Holy suoko, I say.

ike, you know?
find him no

Maxie (flatly)
Holy snoke,
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A couple of late lounger: ars sitting around
reading nevepapers. As Maxle approaches one
of them, the newvspaoper lovers and we S1uE the
round, oily countenance of Charlie arneg -
Charlie, the 3Bneak.

Arneg (in pleased surprise)
Hey - |
(he rises)
fin't vou Maxie Stulz?

tMaxie
Thass right, Maxile stulz. Thass right.

Arne
You rememner me? Charlie Arneg?

Maxle
Thass right, sure. You see Mike Hagen down here,

Charlie?

Arneg (smiles; shakes his

head)
No=0. Mike Hagen's in Detroit, Maxrle.

Maxie (frowming)
Hah? Where?

Arneg
Detrcit.
(Maxie ponders this)
Look, it says rign® here inna paper. See?
(he shovs Maxie Mike's colwm)
Mike Hagen's in Detrolt, Maxie.

Maxie (thinks it oversi then)
Yhere am I, Charlie?

Arneg

In New York, Maxie.

‘ Maxile
Then Mr, Hagen in New York, too.

arneg {(slovly)
Here? JTrna holtel?

5]

Maxie
e lefta roome T gotta protect him.
Ho leaves Charlin, starts toward the entrance.
Mike comes striding gquickly through the door
on one leafer, his hoad down.

Mazrle
ey, where you go, lir. Hag -

P.136
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Mike (sottoy making a bee-line 175
for the elovator) CONT'D
A11 right, all right! Upstairs! (3)

Maxie (following)
You binna Detroit?

Mike
Yeah, yeah, comc oni
CLOBE SHOT - CHARLIE ARNEG 176

with his nowspaper stuck up in front of his
face. He lowers it slowly, peers furtively
in the dircetion Mike has gone.

Arneg's Volce (narrating)

There is a old soying which smys 1t is not who vyou
know that natters in this world but what you know.

(he riscs)
For instance, I know that Milke Hagon 1s hiding out
in the Gnge Hotoel.

{(he wnlks toward the door)
This is o nice slice of information which dropped
in the right compony could net ne a bit of change.
A Ulysses . Grant at least, or raybe even a Fronk-
Lin.

DISSOLVE TO:

176X1-180
ouT
L BAR AND GRILL ~ DAY - ARNEG 181

sitting at the end of the bar with a small
group of hcodluns,

Arneg's Voice (narrating)
Next day T start hangin' around with Mart Daylor's
boys. And over a couple of beers, which I invest
in with them -
(two of tho characters are leaning close,
one confiding sonething out of the corner
of hig mouth. Charlie, unnoticed, cocks
his e~nr to thelr conversation)
-- T learn sonething that is hot. Real hot. sand
worth even morce to Mike Hagzen than I could get

.

from Mart Davior,

He slides down off the stool, sidles toward
the door.

DISSCLVE TO:

182 OUT
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HOTEL CORRIDOR - NIGHT - ARNEG

knocking quietly on the door of 1106, The
door opens and Maxie sticks his face outs

Arneg {a Jovial whisper)
sva, Maxie? HMr. Higginsbury here?

: Maxis
Hah?

Arneg slips past him intec the roome

HOTEL SITTING ROOM - ARNEG AND MAXIE

Arneg,
Mr. Hagen, where 1s he?

Mike's Volce {(0.84)
Shut that doort

Mike welks into the scene as Maxis closes
the door, fixes Armeg with & cold locokKe.

- Arneg
Hya, Mike boy!

Mike
How!d you know where I was?

' Arneg {soothingly)
Relax, Mike boys I meet Maxie in the lobby last
night., Then I see jyou come In.

Mike
What dlyou want?

Arneg
I got a slice of information for you. Very warma
{he aits down, makes himsell comflortable,
gives like a friendly smile)
T could let you have for a G. Cleveland.

Mike
Itd be delighted. What 1s a G. Cleveland?

-

183

181,
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Arneg (laughs) - 184
It goes to show. A guy can have a diploma from CONT'D
college and know nothing in this world, G. Cleveland (2)
- Grover Cleveland = & eld President of the United
States -~

(carefully)

- who they got hils picture on a one thﬁusanﬁ dollar
note,

Mike stations hlmself betwgen Arneg and the
door.

Mike
I don't have a thousand dollars, Charlie. If 1
did T wouldn't blow 1t with & stoolle.. B

Lrneg (hurt)
Nice talk. I come here to do you a favor, so I'm
a stoolie. "There's npo gratitiude in this world,
believe me. .

Mike
I suppose you've already sold Mart Daylor the in=-
formation that I'm in this hotel?

Arneg
Yould I do that? They're trying to put you on a
slab, Mike. Would I do that to you?

Mike
In a flash.

Arneg (5adly)
A1l right. If that's the way you feel, there's no
use talking bucinosv. But 1in case you;re a little
short I could let you have for a William McKinley.

1lk@
If that's what I think it is, the answsr s he,

Arneg (sighs)

Oxay. Too bad I can't reach Mrs. Hagen in time.
{he pretends not to notice Mike's sudden
tension)

Considering how warm this slice is, iths a very

fair fae,

Mike
What's Mrs. Hagen got to do with this?

Arncg (examining his dirty
fingernails)
William McKinly - old president of the U.S5.,
cooled around ninetcen hundred.
(ne looks at Mike)
A half a grand.
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Mike (snarls)
T haven't got it on me! I'm not poor enough to
have that mich on m2

frneg (calming him)
11 right, all right. T would take paper. Thirty
days.

Mike vanks the desk drawer open, pulls out a
plece of paper.

Mile
Is hotel staticnery logal?

4rneg (spreading his hands)
Perfectly.

As Mike sits down to writa, Arneg gets up
to pear over his shoulder.

I promize to pay - Charles Arncg -

(,s“‘)kf\ »%‘" D laTeRs U}’} 'b-g-tt‘vﬂ"’v}
-~ meke it Cherles, huh? Five hundred dollars.
Thirtv days from date.

Mike finlshos the signaturs hurriedly, thrusts

the paper ot Lrnog, who folls 1t carefully.
Milke

What about Mrs. "laeun'

Arvnog (calmly)
Mart Davlor's bovwe are putting the snatech on Mrs,
Hagen tonight in Hoston.

Mike leaprs to his foeet, grobs Arneg by the
lapels.

Mile
How do vou know?

Ay lt‘g (...hTU“S\‘
I invest in a few beers with the coirecf people.
They can't find you, so0 th vire gr abhing the next
best thing, vour wifo, ight affer th show.
They won't hold for ranaom or anvthring old fashion.
Just tuck her away in a hideout for a couple days -
make a few scars, mayne.

Mike grabs the phone, nervously fumbles the
roceiver of ¥ tha hook. Quickly Arncg claps
his haad down over it,

p.1k2
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e
If you'lre cnllint the 00%5 I think this iz a bad
move. Supease the gnateh is already on% The boys
would have Lo dunn your wife fom»p? ica,  And when
they dump ner cho mey be very, very cold,

Mike 1,5113t a moment, then yanks the phone
from Arneg's hunda

Mike (into phona)
0ot me the Palaco Theater in RBoston! Backstage!
I'11 talk to anybody. :

. So long, Mike boy.

2 g
Waell, that's the w}ol1 siice
ard the door)

{ho sharts tow

: B TR R
Whore do you think wou're golng?

Arnng
To the drvug stors, to invest in a malted.

Milte
ith Mart Dayler, mayba? So you can 2arn another

'3

Lrnag (torribly ngoved)
Mike hov, A mon hee to nake his way in this world,
but & thing like that -
(no movoes tosard the door again, more
guick 'lv)

(ho points at Arneg)
Cross=ayed!

Maxie snaps into hils fighting crouch, moves
in on Arneg, Lis jav jutting out savagely.

rrneg (smiles nervously)

Mawic - Maxle boy -
(quijnF avay; hand
Vou remeuber me? Charile Arno

Mowic lashes ount with a short left hook which
cateros Arneg in the solar plexus, [He doubles
up, his cves glozed, then topnles over, flat
on his hock,

P,1k3
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CLOSE SHOT - ALVEG 189
on the floor, eyes closad, out cold.

Arneg's Voice (narrating)
Vou can't trust nobody in this world,

TULL SHOT - HOTEL SITTING ROOM 186

Mike (into phona)
Hello! Hello? I want to speak to Mrs., Michael
Hagen! Marilla Brown! Right away.:

BACKSTAGE - FATACE THEATER - ASSISTANT STAGE 187
MANAGER

a serious voung ego-maniac wit¥Ren exaggerated
idea of his importance is on the phone. From
o.s. we HEAR an opening chorus.

Ass't. Stage Menager (clipped)
Can't get her to the phone now. Curtain just went
up .

MIKE - ON PHOKE ) 188

Mike {frantically)
Iisten, this is her husband! I've got to talk to
ner! I{t's a matter of 1ife and death! Life and

death!
ASSTT, STAGLE MANAGER - ON PHONE 189
Ass't. Stage Manager ( into

phona)
Don't you understand? Th
(we FIAR a blas
ALl right!

¢ curtain has Jjust -
t from the receiver)

Very annoyed he drops the rccelvar and strides
into the wings, the CAMERA PANHING, He stobps
peside Marilla, who 1s watching the show from
atop a high stool, whispers something in her
ear. Mazrilla shakes her head., He walls
quickly back to the phone, the CAMERA PANNING
him, picks up the recelivar.
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Ags't. Stage Manager (into 189
vhone ) CONTD
Go and die! (2)

He slams the recaiver on the hook.

HOTEL SITTING RHOOM - MEKQ 190
Mike (into phone)

Listen, you - ! :
(he jiggles the hook)

Hello! Hello!
(he bangs the phone down, rushes across
the room and grabs a coat off a chair)

Mexie! Come on!

He throws the coat at Maxla, shoves him
toward the door.

Maxie
Wha'? Vha'?
Mike
Yelre going to Boston!
Mawxle
Again?
Mike {pushing}
Move!

They rush out th: door, stepring over Charlie
Arneg on the way.
DISS0LVE TO:

SHOT - A PLANE IN FLIGHT 191

winging through the night skyv,
DISSOLVE TO:

STREET =~ NIGHT - "FALACE THEATER"™ - BOSTON 162

A bplack Cadillsc pulls up near the marglee.
Three men alight, leaving the driver at the
wheal, One of the men 1s Johnnie 0. He
nods toward the stage door =a2lley. They
wander past it, casually casing the layout.

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT, THEATER - IN THE WINGS 193

The zsgsistant Stage Manager is running around
gatting the girls in place,

Ass't. Stage Manager (hilssing)
First act finale! First zct Tinalel

" The girls run on, revealihg Marilla still
wetching from the stool.

Marilla's Veoice (narrating)
4 matter of life and death,
(she tightens her lips)
There was a Hagenism 1f 1 ever heard one.

Lori appears behind her, adjusting her

gown. She walts for ner cue, walks past
Marilia ontc the stage. Marilla sees her
promptliyr gets down off the stool and star%s
away,., Randy Owen puts out a restraining hand.

Randy
Will you please talze a lock at this dress? I don't
think she can walk in it.

Marilla (coldly)
I wouldn't ecare if she f211 flat on her face.

She walks away. Randy grits his teeth.
DISSOLVE TO:

CHORUS DRESSING ROCM - MARILIA : 194

is supervising the repalr of a piece of ripped
finery. There is great hubub in the room, all
the girls talking at once. One of the girls
turns from the deor, says scmething to Marilla.
Marilla drops what she's doing, goes to the
docr. Zachary is standing Just ocutside.

Zochary (worriedly)
There's sonmething the matter with her next change,
they can't fix it. Will wvou look at 1it7?

MHarilla
Zechary, when I agrced to come up here I fold you --
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Jachary
Please! Marilla! She can't go on the stage!

Marilla gives an impatient sigh, steps into
the corridor.

CCRRIDOR - MARILLA

walke acrogs the corridor, pushes open Lorits
dressing room door without knocking.

INT. LORI'S DRECSING ROOM - MARIILA, TORI

and the wardrobe woman. Loril is standing in
the center o the room vearing a beavtiful
gown which fits her horrinly - mich tco tight -
across the hust.

| wardrobe Voman (in tears)
Oh, Miss Brown! ‘'They cleaned the dress and tacked
it hack I don't know now.

Marilla (witchily)
Looks all right to me. What's the matter?

TLori (eyeing Marilla)
Tn the first place I can't breathe.

Marilila
What's wrong with that?

wWardrobe Woman {wringing her
hands)
She's got to be cut up the hack!

Marilla {(picks up a pair of
shears)
Fine, where would vou like 1t?

She advances on Leri, who doesn't budge an
inch.

Lori (calmly)
Right here, I thini,
Eshe indicetes the small of her baclk,
turns slowly around - her back to Marilla)
You can go, Evalyn, lidss Brown will take care of me.

P, 1k7
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tle 196
a CONT'D
a (2)

The wardrcbe wemen leaves. Marilila, a 1i
amazad at Torl's coolness vnder fire, snl
g stiten in tho back of the drecgs, meking

big noise with the shears, Tn i do esn't move
2 muscle. Marilla snips sgolil - louder.

*‘J c‘t'

Lori {quietly)
Shall we talik? -

Tet's. What about?

Lori
Let's talk about MMichael Hagsen.

Marilla
AYL right. You [irstb.

Tori
0f course T knew ike. T knew him very well. But
I lost him when you came along. He's gulfe & man,
Mike Hegen. o raini, of coursea, but you must have
suspocted that beloire you marricd him. Maybeo, even,
that was why you merrled him.

Morilla
Touche.
(she snips again)

T.ori
T dontt think vou minded at all thet het'd once been
i love with anothcer woman. You just couldntt take
meelbing hoer.

siarilia (lronically)
Small-minded.

Lori {(nod
It could be your carly upbring

Merilla is astounded at thils impudence.

Mepilla
vou realize, of coursoe, I have & weapon in my hand.
(shc snips once more. YNo reactlon from
Tori)
Weuld 1t bo small-minded to ssk what my husband was
doing in your cportment? At night? Pile-cyed?

TLori fpurring)
cut one more gtiteh ond I thind we!ll have it.
(Morilla weighs the cshears thoughtfully -
thon cuts the stlteh)
Mike was never out of town, you know. He was in
New York all the Timo.



Did he tell vou why?

Marille
He tried to.

Tori
You should have listened.

it.
that approached physical violence.

7-30-5&

Wot that you'd carc for
Ttm sure yvou could ncver stand for anything

Marills
Up to the wmoment, no -
(she twirls the shoars)
- but I'm beginning to find the proszpect very

alluring.

i
O
]
i

Bully for youe
Marilla
What are we toalking about?

Lorl
Wetre talking about Milke -~ ond Tou.
fo hang on tc & maon
Miss Brown. Youtve got to grow up.

learn to Ffirht rizht along with him.
.l -

verilile ‘
matve had no trouble on thaet score.

Lori
T said with him, not sagainst him.

—

kel
T heard what you sald
what my husband was d
apartmenti

oing -

Lori (after o sl

Aroc vou rondy?

Merilla
Ready.
Tori

e eame thot night to mako up 2 lic about
him a chenco and he!ll tell it to you. A

dilly. Vou'll enjoy ifte

mMarilla
Give me a hint,

ishb

i

77 you want

1ike Iilie, vou cantt be & sissy,
voutve got to

arilla (impatiently)
Pat T still haven't heard
gnoeie8s

- in your

yae. Give

roal

/T
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Lori (shakes her head) 196
T wouldn't want to spoil it for you. But if I COWT'D
were you I'd believe it. After all, he's only M)

lying about something that happened before he met
you. He has nothing to lie about since. Take my
word for it.

Lori's obvious sincerity has its effect on

Marilla. She looks at her strangely. Then
she drops the shears, befins tc sew up the

dress.

Lori (softly)
That's what I'd like to find sometime. A man who
loved me so much that he'd do almost anything -
no matter how silly - just so I'd never bg hurt.
That's what I've boen locking for. And I darn
near had it.

There is a pausc. Marilla, with a suggestion
of tears in her cyes, hurriedly brealks off
the thread.

Marilla
It's all right now, Miss Shannon.

Lori turns slowlv ani looks at Marilla.

Lori (smiles)
Thank you, Mrs. Hagen.

She turns and walks guickly through the door,

CORRIDCR - LORI 197

comes out of the room and takes a few steps.
Then she stops and places a hand against the
wall for support, takes a deep breath, eyes
closed.

Lorit's Voice {narrating)
I don't mind wrestling with men, but heaven
profect me from a Jealous woman.
(she pulls herself together, continues
onn her wayv)
DISSOLVE TO:

BACKSTAGE - LATSR - MARILLA 198

The chow still going on. Marilla's eyes
are on the stage, but her mind 1ls far away.
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Zachary (coming to her)
Where are you?

Marilla (smiles)
In New York - with Mike. -

Zachary
Why don't vou leave right now? Evorything's fine
here.

Marilla
Thank you, Zach.

She gives him a grateful look and leaves.

INT, STAGE EHTRANCE - MARIL

comes off the stage, and starts toward the
dregsing rocms. Johnnie 0., who has been
lounging in the entrance, steps to her side.

Jonnnie O.
Mrs. Hagen - ¢
(she stops)
I'm Johnnie C., We was introduced by your husband.

Marilla (delighted)
O0f course.
(she puts out her hend)
How are you, Mr. 0.7

He loocks around, moves her to a relatively
gquiet corner.

Johnnie O.
Mrs. Hagen - vour husband's in troublc.

Marilia (startled)
Trouble? What kind of trouble?

Johnnie O.
RBad. A matter of 1ife and dezth.

Marilla
Oh, no!l

P.151
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Johnnie 0.
He wants Yo see you, Mrs. Hagen. You see, he's
been hiding out, printing thoze arvicles about
Mr, Dazlev - and sowe very rough people have the
finger on him. I could tzke ycu to hia right
awaye. Therel!s a plane in twenty minutes.

Marilla (whimpering)
Plesse! Ch, pleass!

Johnnie 0. puts a hand on her elbow, steesrs
gr to the stage door.

EXT, ALLEY - STAGH DCOR - THE BLACH LIMOTSINE

is pulled wup at the stage door in the alley,
the mobtor rwwminz. Marills end Johnnie O.
exit from the theater. Il opens the car door
to help her in.

INT. CAR - MARILILA

just stepping in, sples two hoods sitting be-
hind the driver. She nszitabes, turns te
guestion Jominie 0. Suddenly she 1s shoved
violently from behind, pitches forward into
the car. As she opens her mouth to screom a
handkerchief 1z jammed betwsen her teeth.
Johnriie C. plles into the car, slams the door.
The car takes of £ with a screech of tires.

BEAT. ALLEY - THE BLACK LIMOUSINE

roaring toward the street. A cab turns sharply

in from the wmouth of the alley, crashes head-on
into the limousine. The doorsg of the two cars
£ly opsn, Miwxe and Maxiz gpilling out ol the
cab, the hoodlums ovub of the limousine,

Jorhnnis 0, tries to make nis egscape, but Mike
aims a quick punch ot him, sends him sprawling
against the wall,

Mike (yelling)
Maxise !l DTrobscfion!

Maxie alams into %he hoods, fists flying. The
fight 1s on. HMike takes on Johnnie 0. per-
sonally, finds himself out-numbered, one bto
one, ani reccives two terrible jolts to the
chin. Mexie takes time out to lend Mike a
hand, 2lips Johnnle 0. bsautifully on the
button and piles back into his other customers.

i52
P

199
CONT!'D
()

200

201

202




7-30-5¢6 /53

Po.
Marilla szarambles out of the limousinc, 202
stumblcs toward the stage door. CONT ' D

{(2)

Marilla (screaning)
Holpl Help!

Cab Driver (surveying his
damaged cab; outraged)
Looka my ceb, what he donel,
{to Mike)
Tipo wit! vyou, buddyl

Ho jumps in&s the fight, pleks cat 2 hood and
voegineg pummeling him lustily. Scmewhore o
police whistle is Dlowing. Outbt tie stage door
coms: the shew peopls. Flrst te appear are two
buriy stagchende. They size up the sltuation
quickly aw¢ jump into ths fracas. Moxle seos
thom coming, wnocks the Jirst one {lat. The
second, cecing hils partner go down, turns on
Mexic. Mexie flattons him, too, looks around
Par new fieids to conguer ond finds it in
rushy-Hair, the musical director, who is just
soming out tho door. Metle floors him with a
knock to tre hoesd.

Meanwhile Johnnie 0. has struggled back into
the melee, holps out the lhood who is beatling
up on Mike. Maxie starts to Miko's agsilctancae,
but is terpornrlly deleyed while ho clobbery
an electrician, dropping him with a quick
onc~two. When he recchis Mike's slde he

evens thiegs up by creceing two of the hood-
lums, thes wheols away Yo take on the new
arrivels $#rom the siage door. Miks, granpling
with Johrnpnie 0. secs whet Waxlo is doing, 1is
horrified.

Mikets Volce (nerrating)
T realized whet wns happeningl Maxie couldn't tell
the good guys ron the badl

‘gachery Wilde appesrs, puti up his hands to
join in ~he fray, leoking Dor a target.
Maxie hanls of £ on him.

: iike (screams)
Hazicl TNol

Mexie smachos Zochary o stumalng body blow
which drops nim like a stonc. Merille, ncar
the stngs door, ls looking on horrificd.

Merille (scercaming)
Mike t
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Mike tekes a terrific clout from someboedy and
lands right at her fcet. oOno of the hoods
leaps on his bLack. derilla reeches dewn,

trics to pry him off.

Marills

You let him salonetl - You =~ i

Mike rolls away from hensath the hood, who
risecs suddenly, slamming Morille agalnut the
wall., 8he c¢leors her head with a guick shake,
glarcs monncingly around the alley. Then she
stalks into the ilght blood in hoer eye.
loowing for someonc bto punch. Sheo finds 1t
in the poerscn of Johurnis 0., whe 1s busy =2t
the moment with the ceb driver. She circles
around, wolting for an opening. Jonnnie O.
drops the cab driver with a shorp hook and
turns in her dircction. Marilla sees her
opportunity. Pu~31ng gmall fist high over
her head she brings 1t down on Johnnle 0.
forchead. Tt oz all the effcet of & butter—
£1ly bashing »n clephont, Marilla stands back,
waiting for nim to fnll. He leooks at her
blankly for = spcond, thon pubting hig hand
over her facoe, shoves hor braekward head over
heels. She nrinss up egainst the wall again,
and *his time whon sho riscs she is really mad.
Gritting hor tuoth she flings horsell into

the melec. The aller is full of flying flsts.
Maxie 1g all over tue place, banging the good
guys nnd the bad indiscriminately.

From thoe stage door comas Randy Owen. Coolly
he looks over the situstion. Savagely Maxile
loans back to clop nim one. Coolly Randy
swings his leg up ond catches Maxie under the
chin.

Mexie (hoarscly)

He goca down with his honds clutching his
belly.

Rendy ceems to realize what the score 1s. Ho
choosces one of the hoodlums - Johnnie 0., who
is nbout to pulverize Mike - and slams 1nto
him with o prend jotd. Jonnnic 0. crashoes
hoodlong into the brlek wall., Rondy then pir-
ouettes quicily into a well-timed plid-au-
coronne to pive the knoo to anothor hood, who
cronks liks o frog. In an attitude ronversed
Randy boots o~ third in the mid-section, lin-
ishing tho movemont with a rond de jambe on
Johnnic O.'s chost., The fourth hood makes =
lunge at him. Handy's oot comes up in & high
are., catchos the hoed in the sido of the head,
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The four hoods are on the ground now, strug-
gling to rise. Randy whirls-quickly on the
first, delivers an entrschat to the chin,
orisscrossing his feet five times. The hood!s
teeth rattle like beans in a pot., He flops on
his face. The other three hoods receive the
same treatment - entrechats beautifully ex-
ccuted =znd with telling accuracy. One by one
the hoods sink down, Lo rise no more.

The fight is over., The alley lo0xs 1ike a battle

fislds Mike sways toward Randy, nhis hand oub-

stretched. Defore he can reach him he stumbles,

falls on his face. Five cops rush in from the
street and stert arresting people, friend and

foe alike. Marilla runs to Mike, throws herselfl

down beside hiime

Marills (cradling him}
Mike ! Are vou all right, darling?

Mike
Sure, sure. How aboubt you?

varilla {her nose bleeding)
Tim just fine. Oh, Mike]l

A couple of chorus glrls have arrived, staring
in amazement at the excibtement in the alleVa
Randy shoos them back inside the theater.

Randy (pointing, imperiously)
Back, bacl, backl

Explanations arc Tlying thick and fast around
the puzzled cops. Maxile 1is wandering around,
clenching his hands over his head in a salute
of victory. Zachary Wilde, protesting mildly,
is being herded into the police car.
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Mlize
Now look - right now, before anything, I want to
straighten you out on the Lorl Shannon thing.

Marilla (swiftly)
No!l Vou don't have to, Mike] PEelieve mal

Mikse

T want to. Now listen.

(for a brief moment it seems he 1s going

to tell the truth. Then:)
TLori Shannon comes from Wisconsin, A friend of
mine there - on the Green Bay Packers -~ he sent
me & pilcture of her, asked if I could use my
influence -

CLOSE 8107 - MARILLA -« OVER MIKE'S SHOULDER

listening to the story, her syres wilidening
slowly. We HZAR Mike's voice faintly as he
goes on with the storye.
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Marilla's Volee (Lallating) 205
Lori wos right. It wos a real <¢illy. coUT't

(2)

TWO SHOT - MARILLA AND MIKE 206

Milke (f£inishing)
Tut I forgot to get 11d of the plicture, and
how vou found it. See? ‘

3}

nakls

Marillals arms go around him again.

: e
Mike, darling - why ¢

rilla (softly)
idn't you tell me this hafore?

She hites him rontly on the ear.

DISSOLVE T3
CLOSE SHOT - MIFE 207
at his typewriter. (Sce Scene 6X1).
Mike (into CAMERA)
Just for the rocord - Mart Daylor was convicted and
sentenced %o three te five years. lle was released
after eight months for goodl behavior. But his
1epu*atlon se n erook wos ruined end he faded into
obseurity.
CLOSE SHOT -~ HARTLLA 208
ot her eascl. (See Jcene GX2).
Marilla (xqto CAIERA)
Mike and I are sti}lfuogebneis of course. We
sever argue any more, end when we co it never
lasts more than a woek or two. Welre very hapnily
merried. We don't olten mention Lori Shannon in
our househnold, but I rnderstand she's quite happy,
too,
CLOSE SHOT - LOBT AND ZACHARY 209

vackstape, (See 3cene 6X4+). BShe 1s sitting on
the arm of his chair., Zachary looks a bit
uncomfortable. The CAMERA I8 PULLING DACK
slowlye.
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