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I was blank-suited in dmmonds. ,
Phone rings away from ta
window

: eN: I know.
. why didn’t you play it?
'MAE: She made a mistake.
Vell 1 don't like losing!
:Idon’tliketo

at everytime I

n don’t play bridge.

v'»‘

You ean‘t do a thing
. -u-Don.t
phonySoutha-nao-

: You lose one







 FACE: . .
't What if we were to turn off this
ive o tall one?
gin: You'reon. ..

¥ORST honks the horn and the
moves the fifty feet needed
Lincoln to turn off the oﬂ-ramp.
Abrupt cut: Exterior The Losers.
s i e
C sign above t tely
zoom back to reveal the sign of “T.
Losers.”

Interior The Losers. Late aftei
Bar-nightclub. A daytime,
hangout for young call girls. P
titutes taking their afternoon
« « .« finding themselves drawn
nighttime patrol area. Sipping

yakking with the bartenders, co
ing notes on clothes and po
finances and customers.

Four girls sit at the bar. Dressed
smart afternoon wear, ‘
sunny as Hollywood’s climate.

as the sea. Not a trace of physical di
sipation; not a weary smile or a ha
remark; not a bit unhappy

and FREDDIE enter. Two tired
comfortable businessmen of t

they eye the girls from bar

and take two stoels up front.

i1 Ah, what have we here? B
{ooking down length of the bar): T1l match you fo

sliting) : Sure. Oh, wouldn’t old Freddie like to
Indy and start again. :

i, listen to the tiger. Freddie, do this . . . Yes, Lc
teddie, you're late. I wouldn’t put up with that
ht seconds. i
1'm going to kill her one day. Honest to God,
| ¢lose to ramming my fist down her throat .




FORST lights his cigarette, mu
down the bar toward the girls. e

| Who?

in: Billy Mae,

| You're just a tit man at heart.

ii: No, it's her mouth.

| Mer mouth,
! If a woman hasn’t got a decent mouth she |

You're getting old, Freddie. :
(10 bartender): Can we order a couple of drinks?

MAURY, the bartender, comes o
FREDDIE lights a cigar. 3
| Quit early. Need a freshener?
| Are those girls as pretty as they look?
| §0 what'll it be, gentlemen?
Il take a Gibson.
bl Marguerita.
MAURY moves away and down
' counter. FREDDIE and FORST
\ him.
[t the girls, who are turned toward nnm
)1 Nothing. Strictly middle class. .
JEANNIE RAPP is Staring down at
boys. She is lovely, honey b
kookie and full of innocence. Alwe
willing to take a chance, Jeannie. .
ways on the wrong side of the
stick. She is for just about anyt

that doesn’t have a chance. PHYL
YER is dark and voluptuous, ¢




'd better call Maria. _

“And you think my wife bullies me?
ks o R

Did you see what he did to me?

i




't Come on, those girls are luscious,
AInto phone): Hello, Maria? ¢ ke

roxsrclomtheboothdooronm.- :
DIE, grabbing his drink, FREDDIB
Wwatches FORST as he talks on the

phone, downs his Gibson and hangs
up. L

Interior Forst home. Late afternoon,
MARIA's hand puts down the phone,

ALLEN: Tt must be nice to have a man who checks in
fifteen minutes,

i Dickie’s very reliable.

The goodies are served on the coffee |
table. BILLY MAE is eating, MARY
on

ALLEN starts, and ANN is ¢
her Scotch and Soda.

¥ MAE: Sure, baby . . . you pourin®?
1 Do you want us to go?
i No, Dickie won’t be home for another hour,

ALLnN:WheredoIgettheredpetothischocolm
uce?

: l'vcbeentryingtogethertotellforweeks.

: It's canned. Okay? I buy it at the market, then heat
perfect,

The girls laugh and scratch . .« and
eat and drink.

Interior The Losers. Night.

DDIE: And this is my pal, Dickie Forst. Two miserable,
Milapidated businessmen dying of boredom.

MUBARA : Califomiacandothattoyou.
:Canwebuyyougirlssomethingtodﬂnk?




lPl;ylorPhyle,takeyourpick.

| Howorth . . . Ida Howorth.

poie: That’s cute. Shy, Dickie, come on, Shy Dickie.
bara, Phyl and Jeannie with the light brown hair.

¥ (after shaking off FREDDIE): And a couple more fo

ABARA: What did you say you do?
popiE: As little as possible. (He laughs.)
NNIE (fo FORST): What do you do?

: Disbehave.

Disbehave?

: That's a new one.

: I was just kidding. A,
e gl e B
popre: How come four beautiful girls are sitting by
selves?

The GrLS look at each other.
: We enjoy each other’s company.
! rA: How come men always wear ties?
preopie: I'll take it off.
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FACES—ORIGINAL VERSION
:Adollarsays_dicdmmeanaspeaﬂngwid:f
'l'bcwaythewordsfoxminyommomh.

bun: Okay, you say it means enunciation,

AMA: Yeah, .
¥: D-I-C-T-I-O-N . . . choice of words, vocabulary,

LAY
N v
.jq.fj

Iige of language . . . not one word about enunciation,
ie: Hot damn . , ,

¢ Let me see that, Maur,

boie: Pay off.

¢ To hell with it. It’s a lousy gag.

boie: No, they have to pay off. ]

E: It’s unfair, \

URY: Sure it’s unfair. I mean, common usage . . . '

boIE: I mean common usage isn’t a sentence.

y: It is to me.

{ Here'’s your dime,

NIE: Here's yours . , , 3

JEANNIE drops the money, E

:Didyoudropsomething? .’

All the 6rLs look, and FREDDIE ge!a}-p

up and looks. FORST gets down on his

knees under the bar stools; 3Es NIE
gets down too. fx !

E (fo FORST): Hello. 4
: Hello,

[

ronsrmdmmrlseimommf

IDDIE (70 GIRLS): Want to see a trick? I take this dime in
this hand . . . nothing up my sleeve, right? B

IDDIE (taking coin out of WA’s ear): What's it doing in ,3
your ear? e

JA: Amazing,
JARA (70 JEANNIE): s everything all right, Jeannie? ‘
E: Oh, sure. You bet.

|
i

e '. 9





















groupaplodeswthlmghm
dttingmm’:lap
For my next number . . . hey, where's s
| party’s dying.
! On the phone.
! That’s a great dress.
! Thank you.

i; In fact, you're all chic, snazzy . . wlntﬂle c
ght word? o

All laugh. FREDDIE
ool et

i: The party’s dying. Let me get Forst. ‘

FREDDIE takes off, leaving
with the girls. )

Nie: Look, let's all go to my house.
(ad libbing): No.
E: Why not have a good time?
: 'm game.
: They’re spending . . . let them spend.
! Besides, there’s nothing in it.
ANNIE: Who cares?
There is silence.
: We have to work, or don’t we?
A: Those jokers have twenty bucks between them.

-Guyshkethiaoomalongoneeinabhw
Don’t you like them? ;

AURY : Stucﬂymiddledas.




nmmb. So you're after my money, fmms
h! Ha ha. Yon’mnotxmgtodﬁ'n?hthga?’roo
good liquor go to waste, Never-never-let-gc

t”m H“ |.4<.“
: Waste, Ida. Ida, I adore you, er

:Well..‘.' .

u: 1 thought we'd go to my place,

i¥: You got to settle the tab first.

pe: No, we're going to run out without ;

: You're hysterical. : ;
:I’llﬂipyonforh- t i ,.
Jmy: Are you kidding? i e

mmm'i‘i.?m"’
: And give me a receipt. TR
: The GIRLs look at the bankroll.
: So, who all's going to this party?
g: Just us. .
: I'll go.
2: Just us.
a: I said I'd go.
NNIE: You,meandm

: Little Miss Know-It-All
: You ought to have an accident.

\wry: Go on, beat it. i

EDDIE: What’athem‘l 2

I\o H :Solon&m-




"m...&lm‘m

all a drink. I'll have a drink!
‘is a crash and laughter. Chorus
“Igotdrunk...”

“Tis the season to be jolly,
Fa,lalalala, lalalala

Down the ancient yuletide carols,
Fa,lalalala,lalalala

More laughter.



















s S, and all of o sudden we'e aving a
d < s better. Now you're members :
l-do:y:’t-gu-dumn. Wake up and have
WeoDIE: Anything I hate, it's a bad fairy.
IREDDIE: Are y m‘ 12 . . . don’t let this

teror fool you. T believé ia Acsop's fables

:Ii,l,ll ,myme’m : wemhah A5

Andit's love at first sight . .. right, Jeannie?

NIE: Right. ‘ i

( .n;nm: Wg ” thrown out by .

L




AAAAAA

Freudsnidifyongomtb %
lexyoraomoﬂﬁng. m

°chk,aick.sick!

narswhmaowonaumnon'tm'
! youwerealiuhglrl...___ i

: He does!

: .Waxtamimﬂo!Waitaminnb! :
The party stops.
Whatunhenmweﬂlulﬁngabm
: Who cares? For a minute or two we
o e ey e

trying
tbecomerofmcyetoaéeifmme'i

'It’sﬁmeformemﬁometmy:df.im'ﬂﬁ
EDDIE: Right!
whongemetbuwm:eupﬁnintbbdﬁndm '
pie: Down with lecturers and do-gooders.
sT: To hell with politics, they all stink,

E: You know what I hate?
Downwiththcaqueu’lus
:am
Ihtembble...lmeanehuppeopb

Downwmxhom;ﬂmheppeoyb
they&atpaid

JEANNIE: SOmohoopimnueohy .~,'~..-~;q'




sk pulls a:d handkerchief from
begins 1, a
Phonily WO it. He gets upoand

FORST, w

from him andb'b?gb;ymeb breaks
- 3, gaaaaah. Dicky, Dicky, Dicky.
‘mﬁo Silver, away!

B
©: I've met some pretty rotten friends. _' 2
,'_ :ldon’tcare—like-wmeﬁmyonneo!daé'
3 Buyadog. 5
l:'e you sui:p.b?‘o:ed to be? YWhinowm
n this jerk?

WWNIE: Oh, Dickie .. .
wopie: Down with sentiment.

: No. P'm not one of these guys that has g

lays, “Okay, buddy, we’re in business. Letfs
whole bit, family responsibilities, and have

:l‘gel;n’dd : :fn;he deep d&‘:{fm'
youmwﬂlmgtodoaomethingﬁor E
: The glow is perfect; any more and we'll g

Iloveyw.lemnia.
ronsrmkaﬁkcbe’xm

and gallops into the kitche
lowed by FREDDIE.

: Hi Ho Silver, away . .

agaﬁ “GetOh"um ugnnd sl

PORST: Thatwasn'tyourhand,thntwuadlm

FREDDIE: mHoSzlver,haway













uffairs. He’s shocked, aren’t you old Dickie, o
30 you thiak ghe is? He thinks you're some Kind
: That's enough, Freddie! ¢ AT

ieopie: Human beings aren’t glass. Money,
pleasure. !

From cigatettes, 1o

orsT: Fred, I want you to get out of here with me,
:oDIE: Why? |
orsT: Well, I'll tell you frankly, I'm shocked.

yEANNTE: Well, don’t be shocked. It's like this . .
: mdha‘savuyd:y,veryinhibmd.ad.on
EDD :.‘NW walt lmm v e )

uymmvmhmabeauﬁfﬁlevenm\ nd thai
being at my house and likes me. But like he says,













ul, and she’ll call you back. Good-bye. (
:b\a('o;xkﬂlme_...ltlﬂnkl’lllnv’eadﬁnk.

yt: Why do I kill you? (He follows her out to

enters bar. FORST

: :Ym‘ oy a.] .ulnc‘m ’c/""- “
porsT: I wasn't trying to be funny. :
aa: 1 was invited to three old lady’s teas and
eons, all benefits. Really, P’m thinking of joining
i OfDmy-oo N »
ORS :Dnn!tdothat. Y-
Maria: Oh, and Louise bought a dog, did I tell you t
rorsT: No, you didn't get around to that yet.
MARIA: Well, she bought this crazy black dog with bij
crazy. e
; FORST barks.
MARIA: Fred wants to have him put away . . . Do
that's fair? , .
rons'r‘:jNo....










' -You’reaoinnoeentit'slmdto“

: Maria?

IA: What? 2L
-'l’msoinztoquitmoklnz.

ua: I think I know where there’s a pack.

MARIA runs into tlnlnﬁ
back with a pack of cig
lights one.

aus: Now, selax while 1 bring you o Hitle goodys’ i
' mdanwoww
LastNight.!
: There's no place like home.

mmcommwlthaw
7 d’ouevres.

: What?

(savlnxhbn) mly?
PORS .Iloveyou. 1
» -Ymmmmwhenlwngm
: That’s because I'm a glutton.
MAF .Wao\ywwhhrmdmnighﬂ.
FPORST: Yes.
MARIA: Ithinkhe'satudblefaﬂnr : ’
WWhydowﬂﬂnkad’sataﬂhhfaﬂm =
W:h“mwﬂhwwwmmm...w all

rForsT: The “kids” are grown men. :
:Ninehemim’tmn...ldon’tlihm
ForsT: Why don't you like Fred anymore? ‘
mntMhechemanMWife.
FORST (stopping short) : What? Who told you that?




oo.Ywmn He .‘
...Amah,nahahf.mmooommh’h"y :

mmlook:athtfwifg

‘H":'g"“’"‘:’hhzlquicklywix
repeaits tio,
Whmairoja:go nseveml

laughing at himself. . ent E:

Thenhesaysforhetto do

b :'Well. well . . . Well, that‘a what hesa,d

are not one of my ﬁ..

80t 10 do with Fred being a ge

FORST suddenly rises and begi;u
ing up and down next to the tab,
mmtoattackmmA.Shelook;
I:imandumtowelcommg

| :Shereadsandhemllsovermdmto
dlﬂemntgsrlsandl.mﬂxesayu!wyhmw
DI gwﬁﬂm : :
Goodfnrhim...lknewho’dmakait_‘,,
Hesayadﬁnxaliko“kdlom,let’sn'ythat

MRS

.Tlnngahkethat...

: You know what he did with Darlene?

: Who’s Darlene?

: The girl in his dream.
Oh.WeIl.No.whatdidhcdowlthDarbne?

: I really shouldn't tell you . . . it even e
m...

: Then don’t tell me.
: He kissed her . . . you know wherel
: Huh?

: You know . ..

-mm Andhowdxdyouallﬂgmethatoneout?

smack . . . Blblblblbiblbl? (MARIA pushes him.) Di

arua: He said for her to do it to him after he got U

That’s what he said.

FORST: Ammchsﬁed’sage,hebasaﬁghtto

little. i
MariA: Darling, you're Fred’s age.
FORsT: Having sexual nightmares is not one one of my pi

What the hell’s it got to do with him being a good |

or not? A
MARIA: I'm sorry, I talk too much.




5 !
: We weren’t
ay ‘woman’s point of view. You
Oh hohkooman’spohnofvieW!OGod. ]eunAs‘:eitallsnmv,gufaeviaw
@ns‘t,fAlmigl;t:y"Thue dg the Goddm;xu ’ ':K:u something ‘
‘of these aregoingto : ve everything . . . the
knowoomethinxfunny?We the headaches. Maybe we'll
ve everything. - DK ‘want us to do that, we'll just si
thing we’ll ask for is Just
give us our bread
the sun, going blind . . . okay?

aiA: Oh, I'm sorry. Do we emasculate you, d:
! httleboyaloungthetrwrility

orsT: Well, I don’t have it. Where did it go?
: I just don’t appeal to you.

Yonappealtome!lcomohomeandym"'
me . .. I get up in the morning and you appeal |
l’matmeomoeandyouappeal .s :

A (mockingly, in baby e :
you?Poorhmcbo)y&eyourvmmy } ‘MARIA: I'm not a sex machine.
FORST quickly sits down and contin «"ORST No, you want to go to the movies.

the argument with their jacea : Pm bored!
inche: apart ; '

getyour)olhes.
e MARIA: Don’t be crude.
) y g shmude . . . 'm crude.
‘you appeal to me all right. When I come home, y¢ o i
“mwmnl'mﬂlhoﬁm,youappealmm:. MARIA: The minute you come home you want to go
Tam not a sex machine! ' rorsT: That’s the general idea.

mYouwanttogototheniovieu! ! mmAexItstokuchanand

follows her. They go upstairs.
slams open bedroom door. .

MARIA: I can’t stand the rush.








































P ABNGETITI

voxst: Y'know, I have insomnia, and 1 stay awake all night look
Pictures, worrying about pictures.

i
4
g
{
7
1
I

ymen: What do you think she is? You think she's a clean towel, »
been used? My God, Dicky, you think you don't pay?




IE: Let me finish. Because You're a man who
very well. What you meant was this was q
joyed my house and you like me. But, like

doesn't say what (¢
wonderful evening, a
You said, you're cride

: What is it that's blue and whistles and hangs i




MC CARTHY (fo JACKSON): Aw,
wot after all those years? A big shat up. Will you sit down!
house, a kookie wife, and a kid

who wears sneakers.

MC CARTHY: . . . So what have |

MC CARTHY: Ah, then, take your coat off, come on, relax. Join the party,
WA
ohay:

MC CARTHY: Hey Jackson! Jackson! Remember the time we went to
Orleans on a bet?

STELLA (f0 MC CARTHY): You're coming on awjully strong.




- MC cartuy: Now you did it, now you did it. Now your head's go. "
R g
leave your body. } M{ CARTHY: . . . Hey, you ever hear the one about the fag motorcycle

dNH‘/.'

Wwannie: Dicky, why did you want to see me?

MC CARTHY: No! No! No! I don't need any help.




FORST: Can you imagine raising poor little chickens and sieers and lamb
1o fill our tummies—now there's a problem and nobody cares.

MARIA: Sit down!

enet: You dance. You have a few belts and go up to some chick’s pad,
then make it, baby.

BILLY MAE: Well, Louise, Maria,
Florence, this is it: the new gener-
rouise: Oh, I know what you ation, the one our husbands are

mean frightened to death of.




h

FLORENCE: Oh, Chetty, you're a zoddamn good-looking boy for only"
twenty-three. Let's dance some more,

cHET: Florence from Torrance
She's got the insurance
Florence from Torrance
The men all want Florence.

cner: Come on Billy Mae, I want it your way.
Come on Billy Mae, make it any day.
Come on Billy Mae, | want 1o do the thing . . .

cHEL: Come on, you will see everything for
You and me
We will do all the things
That we did before, my dear.




s ‘ou’ve g tay awake. Please. 1 don’t want you to die.
CHET: I want the red meat, baby. Suny: .. . You've got to stay .(l\lll’\l.. Plea
) Please, yvou've got to stay awake.

LOUSE: Well, you don't have to tell me I'm making a fool of myse
Look, 1 know how to dance my way, I don’'t need you to tell me abé
it. I come from a musical background. | take care of a family of |y oy vl
I have a college degree, and 1 don't need you to tell me I'm makin Wir: Come on now, ery. That's it, that's life, honey. Tears, tears o,
Jool of myself. | huppiness, but just do it.




: Can I trust you? Huh? Huh? Ah, you little sneaky,

-+ And I called you a mechanical woman, eh. I'

hanical, honey,

it's absolutely ludicrous how mechanical a pe

you!

ve got news,

[/}

You silly little pudding.
Yes, I am a silly little

& ot

CHET: You know, anybody
would pop a lot of sleeping p
anybody that would uhgh their
guls out in front of company, any-
body that would let a guy slap her
and not be mad at hint . . .




= A T g A 1
Interior Forst bar. Night. MARIA wa
into the bar, followed by BILLY MAB.

Y MAE: Have the marriage annulled. g
: What's a baby between friends?

:IY MAE: You'll get it, honey . . . if not by him by someone "
se. ‘

ria: He said I'm too cold to have a child. What he means

Is I'm too old to have a baby. But he hasn’t got the guts to
sy it,

%

LOUISE is standing in doorway. A

MoUisE: T had Simon last year . . . of course, I'm not thirty-
four, but well, it'’s not dangerous, I can assure you. My
obstetrician, Ted Lanier, you know Ted . . . he’s a darling
...ullovehimbecausehe’sjustaboutthemostmmng’-:
gentle . . ., .

LY MAE: Good-looking . . .

| ,._g

Louise: Good-looking too, but he’s good. $

: MARIA: My problem isn’t an obstetrician. i

R My lighter, please. . MLLy MAE: She has to become with child first. 3
£ Louise: Well, we were just discussing the situation. 2
5 - MARIA: Those pills—they tie up your lungs. Ouch! NiLLY MAE: I know we are discussing the situation. : j

LouIsE: So how did it end?

MARIA: It just ended . . . Dickie would do anything to k&l
from having me look ugly. A pregnant woman doesn’t suif -3

the executive image. ¥ 3
- FLORENCE: You mean he’s worried about how you'll look

when you're pregnant? e,

MARIA: Yes,
FLORENCE: Well, that’s ridiculous. What kind of man is he?

You don’t have to live like that! There are men. I mean
there are men. My Louie is stupid but he loves the kids,
and that goes a long way with me. Little League, lunches
on Saturdays, the ball games, the circus, the movies, par-
ties , . . Nothing you ever think about concerning the chil-
dren is too much for him.

. BILLY MAE: Shut up, Florence.,
Louise: Just shut up.

- BrLLy MAE: It'll take about two seconds for you to find some-
one.

e

- -
























-Youmeanymehutonymr- husband?
MAE: My father had many mistresses. My moth
mll-bowmedwoman,tlnnkGod,andshowui

NCE: I'm as sexual as you are,

LY MAE: Can you imagine what a witch she’d k
bad she starved herself . . . Pm the same. It’s the
that’s all. I guess you wouldn’t know.

ORENCE: I'm as sexual as you are.
LY MAE: It wouldn’t surprise me, Florence.
ArIA: Go ahead and make your phone call, Flot

orENCE: Hello, Louie? . . . No, I was expecting Ben
. No, I'm not sick. I feel fine. . . . Where am
missmz?...Ofcmme,Iloveyon...(ldn).

GIRLS begin to leave.

LOF ml;nwmtgoﬁ’ﬁds?&nlul;nwmthm?.« .

.Mana orst’s. .. problems you

home.How’ditgovtheﬁm?(Shccthwm

Hesmdhegoteleeted.(Backtophom.)Fm
. Louie, you’re funny . . . About an hour . . .

OUISE (finally going out): We're going out for t

ORENCE (into phone): Whatamessthereishuo.
l’llbelaﬁe,they;usttoldme...No,youwon’thm,
meup.mllyMacwnlldriveme . Oh, didn’t I t
Well, she’s here . What's the pmblem? It’s ‘

I know you're fourteen. How’s Jimmy?
his Mommy . . . Hello, Jimmy . . . J
love you too. (Toward departing girls.) God, he k:
tionate. (Into phone.) 1 said, God, you're affectionate
You're a love too. Don’t forget to brush your te
égis)...mswvyon...(ki:s)...lloveym
e, Lo
Interior The Losers. Night. The stage
...A.uaud—upcomicGeom nne








































ousuredo...'
Prettygneeﬁﬂ.ﬁormmmydze. g

You’romzing. it
pnce: I could go on all night. .
lknowyoncould.(Hemovamwmm)
hould dance with Maria, too, for a while! ,
.Thenafterthatyoumhbmohmlih
Idon’thvcatide. ' '
Itislate.
Itislau...butlfeeluuong.lman,“
SmthDOIdlegsyet...maybemmsthavo'
cmwaagoodmmmemmm
unce: Flo, all my friends call me Flo.
ir: Would you make me that drink?
Wia: No, thanks.

r: What kind of hostess are you, anyway?
JuA: I'm a very tired one. ;
: You are also very beautiful. I mean it. I k
don’t like me, but 'm just trying to be nice to eve
You're very soft, you know? I don’t mean that
llnstwantymmknowwhatlthinkotym
1 leave. You're a woman. There aren’t too many

LORE cs(attlwbar).Yonhkealot.oficeipit?_ =
: Fine.




'tgo,nmm : 4 ' -
lt'slata.wmyonloanmeyonreat?m
lt )

Goodnight.Chet.You’uanlcabay.
| try to be.
': ce: It’s difficult sometimes, isn’t it?
| Let’s go, Flo.

ca.Goodnigbt,Maﬂa.mcaﬂyonm‘
) workontaomething.comcon. 72







ou’}

S 2ad
-¥




) I)ustcan‘tmndthelishbon...it'ai\m
t kind of person ... I never havebeen.
New ‘hole 15 the: darknie
i off the light and
CHET's bed . . . she ,
cigarette . . . New angle

: 1 want you to leave.
: CU of CHET, over MARIA.

1: Look, I have no car and you have no car .. .

(vo): lamthemochaniealwomnn.lhm,
V havedeanaheeh.leanhaveanythinglmt._ :







W;W$ vy,
: See that he gets that, will you?
You're really going?
y1: That's right.

pockmarked, a
mtypcwhqllvatheﬂfc f @
aguavewholcabvmonthe rot

°Vaygood.DoyonWatud?DoyonM
N (uncertainly) : What do I do?

MCCARTHY breaks into
laughter.

‘m) Wnﬂ.thhfellow—atriend, - 3
called me from a bar. He'sinmriblemblo JE Mrhchon...lhn...ldon’temm

e to come rescue him. What do you think of th f sayt!m.bm:omeﬂﬂnzhucomeupmdlhava,






















So after all these years here we are,

- ccn'mi:
. CARTHY: Oh, boy! Jeannie, amlmnigdl i

i

ey

uummn.
,.,. M..mw. |
0o
mm
















N stccawrmy (singing) : [ used to work in Chi
..lditlluhltldm'ta’nyme.bhdym'in,ﬂﬁ
Ll \llnp t ) ’ T . - P -

y...'.nowthat’a
...Thetrmblewithamanlikeyon...
RS :What’sthenoublewith.amanlikcme? ;
- cArTHY: You're married, right? (To JACKSON.)
ried, wouldn’t you say? -y
cxson: Married, forty-eight, unhappy - - « S
' xson: Looking for a momentary relationship... '
ORS . And who the hell are you?

' mm:Weiustexplﬁnedthatheannie.
ACKSO! :We’repoliee...vicoaqnsd. S
TELLA: Thzy':enot.my’reiust'uyinsm i
|ACKSO! :Somdonshome,aonny,andphywlﬁ-'_;;

ox: Oh yeah, he's married. Very much so. Forty
unhappy as hell? ; s
"{:Sepanted?omforagoodﬂme?omm

TE :JimislimMc(bﬂhy.Ioeisloelaqhm-.j.
= Carthyisvice-preddcntoiuetallndustﬂe&
ont of Metal . . . ‘ acksoN: And affiliate companies. : PR
rv: Industry to the Pacific West Coast. And afili rorsT: Out of Chicago.
= ccarTHY: That's right.







‘You're not ) =53
scARTHY: Not wanted. I mentioned two hundred
You're not even pretty. ;
st: It's her house.
cARTHY: Who cares?
=: I hope you fall on your fat...
prsT: Take it easy, Jeannie. :
; . carTHY: Are you going to fight ornot?
o il 9o 1 o Gecuigh B ALY orsT: You really want to go through with this?
(: What are you, yellow? (FORST pishes MCCA ccarTHy: You're yellow.

iptly. MC anumathamwof%lza FORST puishes MCCARTHY.
10 FORST.) Now you did it, now you did it. Now :

iccarTaY: Okay, you asked for it.
They make motions at one anoth
carTHY: Your head is going to leave your neck, bu
MCCARTHY looks at FORST, and
kitchen where JACKSON watches.
AcksoN: Need any help, Jim? =
ccARTHY: Nol (A

-

JACKSON (entering with drinks): Are you all right?
1: 1 don’t care. I hope he kills him. <5
Angle on the floor. MCCARTRY hu
mmmhmk'tco., y:
his hand under MCCARTHY'S
MCCARTHY: You wanna play dirty, eh?













y: Oh, come on. You ve the punch I
ﬁemttu'wilhyon? 2

ARTHY: The goose one?
Yeah.'l‘hogooaethat down the
5 dent goes snbway

+ The goose that goes down the subway an
2 todeath.Ah.yon’ntoomwh ..Didyou
ewish carpenter who was sO m

Laughter.

' 'Ibat’anottheendinglheud.Ah...You’m e
businessman. ¥

v. Oh boy. You said you were 2
‘youm?

°Notneoeawily...ynh.heardit.

LLA: Bow:boutﬁwgoouona :
BLLA Yeah.thcgoouthngoudownlnm
getspeopled to death. p

CCARTHY: You know the one
ter, mean . . . 50 dog

. Onoeaachmnckalwayugchmuck-
cut‘tm' 1 heard a different ending.
Thejokaisoldenoughtohaveabwd. ,
knowalotabombuﬁnu'l, W
in? A 3,

OF mwnhaﬁnanceeompmy...it’ufotmot n:

CARTHY': Andwbatdoyoudomete‘l
mechairmnnofﬂwboud...weonly

B

ootporanom
MCCARTHY: What's the firm?




¢: No kidding. Really? E
eah, he's a nice guy. Hell of a nice . You ¢
with him? B it il
v: Ah, we talk once in awhile. A, you
ike mine has to have a good credit rating. Yeah, we |

Fm') Boy’ mwyou’maw murde!

2 1 don't want to talk about planes.
: I don’t want to, either. I’d rather play a ge

yrsT: Not often. ' )

' m:Worksforyou?He‘sagettygqodem.
¢1: You do business with him? iy L

«ry: Once in a while, every big company needs a
' .tm,_..wemo-u J '_ 7

s cARTHY: You been to Chicago?
... he has a wa
i >

ing of the

;lmmmw,wumn'tg&ﬂ»m&d :

" how. ' e
carTHY: There he goes with that uncanny phra ology -
lbetyon’mamalmmﬂeretbehindthatbis of your:




: Jim, T think he'd like to be alone with the I
=Glmwhowouldn‘.t,lwonldtoo.'¥on
ouple of visiting Come in and cramp your

out of here




CARTHY (standing with FoRsT): Listen, maybe I could give -
) uacanonumday...havelmch,oriustum.on e
one.lt'sﬁdictﬂomthatwegotintothism(i‘hm i
thedoor.)swwiekay...liustm’tbdievc.it. :
LLA (moving toward door): lforgottofc'ae(ltlw(:a'_t;ﬂﬁ)‘v
have to go by my place first. %

.carTHY: Don't ooze out. Walk out. (To FORST.) Si

Ray, huh? .

caRTHY: OKay. Ah boy. Stewie Ray.
W,Ieann:e.l’ﬂeall ou next time I get in

. ’ =MWW.M
: Joey, you gonna get a raise—Joey. 3
} . Ha ha ha ha! I hope so! Good night, Miss Rap
THY (pokes his head back in doorway):

STEWART, MCCARTHY and STELLA

e The door bangs shut.
mtflthoughtﬂwy‘dnevuleave. ‘ 2: 1 thought they’d never leave ...
: Stewie Ray. Ha ha ha. sRsT: Stewie Ray

: You're a golf man, right, Richard?
HORS :Tm ‘
JE £: 1 never laughed so hard.

: 1 was pretty good, wasn't I?

] e: My hero.

yorsT: Hi Ho Silver.

JEANNIE: My hero.
{ :mHoSilvu.WhitcHotaeheto.Yongotiﬂ

)
- TH







‘ Ynnthinkl’moneofthooegroas businessmen;

: lhaveasecretarypickupthephoneandget
Ileburiedeightrelauves

: Don’t you trust me?
Do“l’eterl’iperpxckedapeckofplckledpeppm’
z: 'm exhausted.
N yon’mnot.l’lewdon’tbeamned.\
ckedapeckofpmeredpeckm _
(E .Whydk!youwanttoseeme?
ljuatwanttoplaywnhyou.
Play,lmgh,enjoywbatmereismt’sall.lm

1E: You left your wife.
»rsT: You happy now, huh?
E: No.
JORST: You feel bad?
e: No.

FORST: Well,lfedbad.Anddon’tkidyo\nsdf.yon e

too. Andthat‘swhathappenswhenweanow IS
serious. : '
2: 1 feel fine. Nothing’s changed.
es,well.lknowwbatlfeellike.A midd
hisshw’(der

Amencan, ;
tohmagoodumebetweenlooks.'l‘hat's:ighﬂ

right! That’s right!

JEANNIE: Why botber?







t""'" m, 3D told j 5T .l'
hen el you a0 Y0 LIS s whe

i 1 like Maury. e | _
S Myfeetmwld.nm'tnkmzwhymey‘m
‘they’re cold. : il
me: I'll a Ofw- (She moves '_ !
kitchen.) ’immwmtpggbam i
RS (fomm'ghaom):ﬂbblth-
wniE: You're taking a bath.
srsT: Pm not taking a bath! (He follows her down 1i
the living room. She disappears through the doorwa
looks after her; she reappears.) e
:Youdon’twanttotakeabaﬂl?
DRS :No-ba‘th.reoplcdrowninbathtubs.m drown !
they‘don’tevenhaveinanam‘polides-reople drown

st: No hard feelings. : <A
st & (through door): You're acesin my book, Charlie.
e - , : o
- : W 3 . N .‘ .’ . o

e

whhthelishtbrownhair” e




her. She
der, and
| 4 ment.
:fYoukww,you'reavetystrangeman..‘:; . ou're strange man, Dickie. :
f you want me to leave, I'll leave. 3 1 -Ywant" mbw; I'll leave.
z: But not sensitive. prea e ol
9 . ANNIE (mf%_mn‘hﬂ parcphernalia’
b 17 - (She takes FORST'’s coat. :
- ;Wen,,y'oudon‘tmakeme‘w
‘my '

d. All righty. Now. Okay, give me & :Goot-(mmmdm) Give me

(lnthcdrunchdr):‘l‘heuatemm
E: Good! : '
ORS :rminaganehboutncwwch-
m: Clothes make the man.
FORST watches.)
srsT: What does that do?
] :ltmabsyourfeetsmdlgood.
orsT: Fine. ;
till warm. Ve
-1 (dngs): Them bones them_bones them dry
IE _:Mmmmm... A ,
orsT: I trust you.
EAN] :Good.(ShepuuawayhereqrdpmenI.)' ‘
m:mfourteenyeaml’venevermedmymbut"'
\ } :'Goodforyon.chﬁ&.' v :
porsT: I'm not sorry.
: E: Good.










%

»ae- 1







INIE (ouuldc):l-low
r: Fourteen years.
:ISMSOO‘!?
| :Idon’tknowwhanhatmns.encﬁy. o
5. It means does your wife satisfy you and do 3

Ep. Note: The following
292) appears on pp. 175-211 in ti

=

JEANNIE (VO):nisaacﬂys:OOa,m.HOW'sbyym C
clock, reads 8:00 a.m.
le?g cigarettes. JEANNIE'S

!

of the situation. The ca era
on the young boy (CHET)

398




sEEQ
i |
%3;%
i

3
g
%

&: When, not where?
. CU of FORST.
sasT: December, 'm Saggitarius.
JAN] :-?eM,Thcbaoon'lblxmin&

- Cut to bumingbaoon.nnmul’;

o
!

R
i
4

steps over. 3
gaxNiE (VO): And your bath is ready. Tell me you
want it now, and I'll divorce you. g
FORST in bed. Zoom in on him.
:naxh—umaﬂl-ltaketbaﬂifornomammny

;
i

E (VO): Hurry up.
Profile of FORST'S
shoulder as he slides
DRS :-Oh.-.Oh-..Oh...NiOO- 5
Angle on cup of hot coffee beil
B ried into bathroom. o
JEANNIE: 'Camewhenl’mdmnkl‘mhappyn‘mbq .-
I these records, now . . . Can we have: The coffee is placed near the side
the tub. We see FORST with s
we have some music or something O ower his hair. Soap in his
2 towel is handed to him.
: JEANNIE (VO): You're funny.
FORST: It smarts. .
JEANNEE (VO): Your coffee is on the side of the tub. D¢
knock it over and hurry up. =










IR

pr: Well T really don't want it | G I
BILLY MAE crosses to the fa s ;No,itim’t.ltiustmeaml to get up in the morn= E

feelings hurt. FLORENCE Jumj
rushes to CHET, who
his chair. FLORENCE throw:

ng.

around him and asks him t v Don’t be so big-hearted.
rFLoreNcCE: Oh, Chetty, you'magoddamn good-look :Whatanansweﬂ :
| for only twenty-three. Let’s dance some more. 1+ You make lousy eggs-
{ mr(siugingwhaehedaweswithm.omcz): : =T a0?
Florence from Torrance 2
S :Hawmanyoncmakelousyeggs
1 the insuran
%l‘;r:nggtcfrog'romo:ce : :Inmywholelifenooneevertoldmelmakelousy
%:ﬂgnppwan e hat 1 evee did : Ee: i 5
i i ever did see : ST: met anyone that was honest g
Until I met a girl named Billy Mae : Yonaeret - : ,
1:H Oh,yeah? y
cHET turns his attention froi n
ENCE f0 BILLY MAE and uses his | FORST putting on shirt.
toridherolherembarr ent. :Whatdoywwant?Acigarﬂ!e?

s :lquit.my'mhabitrfomﬁns.mybeleanavoi.dset- '

Come on Billy Mae, I want it your way. ting a heart attack. Maybe I won't get lung cancer. Maybe

Dy
o tas bl s b § LA eE

Come on Billy Mae, make it any day. ~ out. I because I'm a strong, out-
Comtgeognmyme.lwanmdomeming. m"ﬁ“d&f‘“‘s ok :
%ﬂl ml;tttl’;hlf& hell, babe. g: T don’t smoke either, I never smoked. Don’t Iget

Come on Billy Mae. any credit? 4 5

Comeon.youwillseeeverythingfor ) :No.Youdon‘tmisaltlmtmarve-lomldirtysmolnapo\n\-,f

you and me ingdownthosenmousl\ms& ,
- We will doall the things E: Okay.Okay.lsmokeanyway.Iwaslyins.

That we did before, my dear.

turns away from BILLY MAR -
dance again with FLORENCE. g+ The hell you did. 'm 2 secret smoker.
orsT: 1 know all your secrets.

Florence from Torrance 1e: Not all, Mr. Forst, not all. T steal from supermarkets

The hot-headed Florence .

Just what they can’t see and I don't like dogs. .-:.
The girl named Florence :Whatdoyoumean.yousteal?Yondon’tlikedogs‘l
Issr:novy,yousee £: I hate them, puppies even.

But all they want to do i

Is spend her money. | .Howwuldyouhatealittledog? : S
Cause she’s got the insurance ! :Ido.See,you’renotsosmart.mdlshockmyhub
The girl from Torrance, Florence puppy?
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off. BILLY MAE rises and be,
for her pocketbook, first on
then in the hallway and back
living room, where she finds it.
X ' speaking as she looks. g
- BILLY MAE!: Well, T think I maintained my digni
- theentire evening. I mean, hell, it isn’t as if we did any
2 wrong.lmean,allanybodyhastodoisinstto ook
i of us, I mean, to know that there was nc hil
old Malcolm is going to get upset over a
then where are we? But you know Lou
home and talk about how vulgar it was ant
all behaved, and how she went home the
it all began. But I don’t care if she does, I'm just §
tell her she’s full of it. But I don’t think she w A
1 give a damn, anyway. You know, t
back on the couch for another twer

you something else funny, honey; L
in love with my husband. Ain’t that &

A S N EON T SN S s T A s
Lo SR IS h Rt e

o
f1ig8

~2332552
e
=

g
5
2

i
w Ot

BILLY MAE exits from the house,
MARIA seeing her to the door. Mi
then reenters the living room and.
down with FLORENCE. f

‘FLORENCE: I think he’s nice, don’t you? You know my ﬂ
: so short, with his awful glasses. He can’t carry a tune, o
:
:

e b LA NN VS e AT
i & M b S et Y
TS - L T | Yy

A .

dance. What’s the matter? Are you tired? Oh, come |
be tired, the evening’s young, you know. You knc
these wild, crazy dances, I think they’'ve s

.
-

57
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FEeLE
i
it
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i
L
sieg
LE
i
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B

‘Well, to hell with Louie because, do you
I’m going to croak and I'm going to £k
ground, and some God-damn preacher’s goil
God-damn sermon over my God-damn bod
reenters living room.) Oh, Chetty, , Chett
% L;t's put on another record and dance som
we

g ss
il
&

He starts to hum a Strauss
Dancing, they lose their balance an

"

A~NNIE: I dream of Jeannie with the light brown eyes . ..

Interior kitchen.

JEANNIE cleans off tray, dumps eggs

into wax paper and throws it into the
garbage, still singing “I dream of Ji

nie . . .” Big tears roll down her eyes

as she does this, yet she doesn’t stop.

JEANNIE moves to the sink and blows
her nose. FORST enters.

ns'r:PeterPiperpickedapeckofpickledpeppers...it

Peter Piper, etc.

e A N . I

SN ey S s A -
’:: ; i(: ?erul, o ?%i%!.ﬁuf:f':‘\‘? }’ v e -
FACES—ORIGINAL VERSION 201

xsT (calling from outside): Hey, Jeannie . . . Jeannie . . .
listen to this. . . '

il
&
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FACES:
y - ‘ ’ i
THE MAKING OF A FILM

; In 1965, Faces existed only as an idea in the mindofa
“director. In the years that followed, it evolved into a stage play,
~_ then a monumental film treatment 215 pages long, and”

finally, into a breakthrough American film. -

‘From inception to completion, the making of Faces is described _' |
~ in detail by writer-director John Cassavetes and his director

LY

~ of photography Al Ruban: how locations were selected, =
the type of film and lighting used in each sequence, the money
problems, the sound problems, and the grueling months of
_editing and re-editing that took place behind the closed doors
: of the cutting room. e

Especially itluminating to every student of fi
parallel-page comparison of the original treatr
details every shot, camera angle, zoom and pan,*
script as taken directly from the soundtrack. Whus 2 _*
between idea and execution represents nothing short of the =
creative process itself—the molding of a sprawling idea into
a tight-knit work of art. N

WITH 16 PAGES OF PHOTOGRAPHS

pr SO S TR e el e s Y R A R A



