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LAWRENCE OF ARABIA
PART ONE

As a backgrouhd to the SCREEN CREDITS the following:

CLOSE SHOT of the MOTOR BICYCLE. It is large, powerful andin
beautiful condition. We can see that it is standing in some kind of
country shed with a background of work-bench, petrol cans and so on.
A few wild flowers, dandelions and such, are stuffed rather roughly in
a jam jar on the work-bench. The shed is open-fronted and the
motor bicycle and its background are dappled with sunlight falling
through nearby leaves. A MAN comes and stands between us and

the machine with his back towards us. We can only sée him from
the buttocks down. He is wearing heavy motor-cycling boots and slaps
onto the petrol tank a pair of gauntlet gloves. CAMERA stays on this
while he prepares the machine - filling the tank, adjusting choke and
mixture comtrols, ad lib as needed. He mounts and kicks the starter
and moves off frame, with a roar,

PANNING SHOT. The motor-cycle leaves the farmyard into the lane.

As background to FINAL CREDITS, the peaceful farmyard; noise of
motor-bike receding to silence. Then sharp cut to:

EXTREME CLOSE SHOT. The MOTOR-CYCLIST. Head and
shoulders. On SOUND TRACK engine roaring. He is so heavily
begoggled and mufflered as to be anonymous but he wears no helmet
and his bright hair is .ruffled in the slipstream.

MOVING SHOT of the road ahead. At a distance, the road is up.

It is too early in the morning for the workers to be there; a NIGHT
WATCHMAN yawns over his brazier. A notice says "WARNING.

Drain laying. Roadworks ahead". We throttle down and pass the
roadworks, still too fast and bank for a corner. Round the corner

‘a gimilar roadworks and a similar notice which we see nearer than
before, the word "WARNING" looming larger. Again we throttle down
and pass the roadworks, again too fast, and are accelerating
immediately towards a- second corner. ‘

Coming out of the corner a third roadworks ahead. The same
notice repeated, this time the word "WARNING" almost {illing the
screen. .

CLOSE SHOT of the MOTOR-CYCLIST. The scarf has slipped a
little and we can see his mouth. It is neither smiling nor particularly
determined but it sets into a sort of still calm as the CYCLIST
accelerates:
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Through the roadworks far too fast. We swerve to the left, to the
right, tilt, approach a blind bridge, are out of conirol, spin, crash.

CLOSE SHOT. A piece of the road. The goggles slither along it
up to CAMERA.

CUT TO

CLOSE SHOT. The blind stone eyes of LAWRENCE's bust in 2
chapel of St. Paul's Cathedral. On SOUND TRACK, the organ. A
MAN in very correct civilian clothes, holding his bowler hat, adjusts

the central wreath which has fallen askew. He does this not reverently
. but neatly , severely, and then without a backward glance leaves the

chapel {past two SOLDIERS in blues who keep vigil there) and makes his
way up the aisle after the rest of the discreetly murmuring, shuffling
congregation where - an elderly friend, a CLERIC, awaits him.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. 'BRIGHTON and his FRIEND pace slowly
along the aisle, past memorials to other honoured heroes, which -
glimmer faintly from the walls. At these the CLERIC glances; then

away.

CLERIC
Well nil nisi bonum. ButI find some-
thing ... disproportionate in all this.

" BRIGHTON
(must defend Lawrence,
though he can't disagree)
He was a remarkable chap., By any
counts, remarkable.

CLERIC
{interested)
Didsyou know him well?

BRIGHTON |
I knew him. - '

i
MEDIUM LONG SHOT. The steps of St. Pauls. The fashionable
CONGREGATION is leaving, watched by a crowd of more ordinary
FOLK who are kept aside by a few POLICEMEN. ALLENBY is
standing alone, and quite still. He is in civvies and his bearing is
modest, but one or two who pass him raise their hats, as though
saluting. A REPORTER approaches.

T SRR N




9

Continued

- REPORTER
Lord Allenby. Could you give me a
few words zbout Colonel Lawrence?

ALLENBY
. (smiles a little)
What, more words ...?
(he makes a deliberately -
formal "statement™)
”The Revolt in the Desert played a
decisive part in the Middie Eastern
campaign’.

- The REPORTER is disappointed.

. REPORTER
Yes sir, but about Colonel Lawrence himself.

ALLENBY
No. '
. (politely regretful)
I didn't know him well you know.

ALLENBY moves away. The REPORTER sees somebody else, off
screen and darts towards BENTLEY and a LADY.

- REPORTER
Mr. Bentley, you must know as much
about Colonel Lawrence as anybody does.

. BENTLEY
{a public ""statement' which
REPORTER takes down)
"It was 'my privilege to know him and to make
him known to the world: he was a scholar, a
poet, and a mighty warrior'.

REPORTER tips his hat to the LADY and moves away.

BENTLEY (Cont)
He was also the most shamelesgs exhibitionist
since Barnum and Bailey.

A MILITARY GENTLEMAN (The M.O. of the final sequence) darts
up from behind, looming on the step above.

MILITARY GENTLEMAN
You gir!  Who are you?
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BENTLEY
{not a bit put out)
My name's Jackson Bentley.

MILITARY GENTLEMAN
{momentarily thrown)
Oh.
(recovers instantly)
You whoever you are sir, I heard your
‘last remark and I take the strongest
possible exception!

(challenging)
He was a very great man!

. BENTLEY
(mildly)
Did you know him ?

MILITARY GENTLEMAN
No sir, I can't claim I knew him.
- (truculent) ‘
T had the honour once to shake his hand
in Damascus!

BENTLEY furns away with politely raised eyebrows. MURRAY
passes with a FRIEND. He growls:

; _ MURRAY

' Knew him? No I never knew him, He
had some minor function on my Staff in
Cairo '

| DISSOLVE TO
10 INT. MAPPING ROOM. BRITISH H.Q. CAIRO |

5 ‘ CLOSE SHOT: LAWRENCE is neatly tinting a map with water
- colour. He sits back to look at it, patiently, but without enthusiasm.
A shadow falls across him and he looks up, interested.

11 CLOSE SHOT: LAWRENCE's point of view of a2 basement window.
Outside, the lower half of a camel walks by.

s 12 MED. SHOT. We now see that LAWRENCE is seated in 2 long

b’- narrow room, hardly more than a glorified passage. At each end
a hole has been knocked high up in the wall and a massive bundle
of electric cables proceeds in from one to the other and out again,
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dimming the already inadequate light which comes through a series of
semi~-circular windows high up in the wall of the basement. There
are six drawing boards with pots of paint, brushes, T squares,
protractors, compasses, pens and ink, pencils, piles of rolled maps
and whatever else cartographers need. Above the boards hang lamps
with metal shades, and before each board is a stool. At one of
these sits the only other OCCUPANT of the room, a SERGEANT.

LAWRENCE
{gloomily)
Michael George Hartley, this is a nasty,
dark little room.

: SERGEANT -
'T's right. -

LAWRENCE
We are rot happy in it.

SERGEANT
(thinking of the trenches)
-Iam,

LAWRENCE
Then you are an ignoble fellow.

SERGEANT
'"T's right.

He lights a cigarette, throwing down the packet and box, while

" LAWRENCE watches him, and goes on with his work. It is a

relationship not uncommon in the Forces; the gulf of class and

rank has been bridged by means of a ritualised parody. There is

the sound of boots on stone floor. LAWRENCE looks up.

CLOSE SHOT. The door opens and a chirpy CORPORAL enters
with a folded newspaper. Beyond him we catch a glimpse of a
telephone exchange and a fhght of stairs leading upwards from
the basement.

MED. SHOT. The CORPORAL walks over towards LAWRENCE.
The phlegmatic SERGEANT takes no notice at all.

LAWRENCE
Here is William Potter with my newspaper.

_ CORPORAL
Here y'are tosh.
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| LAWRENCE takes the paper, paying for it with a coin from his
P ' pocket.
i
| LAWRENCE
o : (quite simply)
Thanks, _

iy (back to the act)
P , Would you care for one of Sergeant
!, Hartley's cigarettes?

CORPORAL

Ta.

It is part of the game that no-one shall smile. The CORPORAL takes
one of the SERGEANT's cigarettes as LAWRENCE unfolds his paper.

' ' SERGEANT
' Is it there? o

15 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE holds up the paper at the front page.
i8 in Arabic. He is instantly absorbed. The SERGEANT and

man with a passion, even uncomprehended.

E LAWRENCE
_ Of course it is. Headlines.
« | (grimly)
' But I'll bet it isn't mentioned in The Times.
{he indicates)
"Bedouin Tribes Attack Turkish Strong-
) _ hold”. -AndI'll bet there's no-one in the
o S . whole of this Headquarters who even knows
- ' it's happened.
: (he throws down the paper)
Or would care if he did.

N o 16 MED. SHOT. LAWRENCE finds their sympathetic, hovine gaze
-/ _ upon him and laughs. _

- LAWRENCE
Allow me to ignite your cigarette.

) : He strikes one of the SERGEANT's matches and lights the
L CORPORAL's cigareite. Then, he extinguishes the match by very
(\_J, . slowly closing his finger and thumb upon the flame, his face very
attentive the while. It is a trick the other two have evidently seen

before bhut which evidently still fascinates.

it

*’{7 CORPORAL regard him with the respect which everyone feels for the

=  —p——
= e iza

_ .
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SERGEANT
(dispassionately)
You'll do that once too often. It's only
flesh and blood.

LAWRENCE returns to his work, murmﬁring:

LAWRENCE
Why, Michael George Hartley, you're a
philospher.

CORPORAL
(amiably})-
You're barmy.

17 CLOSE SHOT. The door opens and an M. P. SERGEANT enters.

M. P.
“Mr., Lawrence?

LAWRENCE (Off )
(courteously)
Yes?

M. P L]
Flimsy, sir.

He goes towards LAWRENCE.

18 CLOSE SHOT. The CORPORAL sits down on his own stool, as the
M.P. enters picture, hands the flimsy to LAWRENCE, and exits.
LAWRENCE unfolds the flimsy and his expression changes. The
SERGEANT takes no notice, assuming it to be a routine order of .
some kind. LAWRENCE puts down the flimsy and takes his hat from
a nail driven into the wall within reach, and gets down from his stool,
his face very still, his eyes excited. The CORPORAL is preoccupied
;vith a burning match which he proceeds to extinguish between his

ingers.

CORPORAL
Oow!
{indignantly)
It damn well *urts!

LAWRENCE
Certainly it hurts.
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CORPORAL

{cajoling)
Well what's the trick then?

LAWRENCE
The trick, William Potter, is not
minding if it hurts,

THE CAMERA IS PANMNG with him on the way to the door. He
opens it and turns. ' :

LAWRENCE
. Oh, if Captain Gibbon
: ' (he articulates the name
with special politeness)
should enquire for me, tell him I've gone
for a chat with the General,

. He turns to go.

19 CLOSE SHOT. The SERGEANT and CORPORAL.
. SERGEANT
(not looking up)

Right you are, tosh.

CORPORAL
(with just a shade of
: resentment)
He's barmy.

: SERGEANT
He's all right. :
' (he slips from his stool

and glances at the flimsy)
Good Lord, he has too.

' CORPORAL
What?

) SERGEANT
Gone to see the General.

20 INT., JUNIOR OFFICERS' CLUB
LONG SHOT. The Junior Officers' Club is a spacious room, long,

high, and airy, once ornate, now siripped, but immaculately clean W
and orderly. One side is of glass and gives onto a courtyard., Its
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floor is covered in bleached matting: on the walls are steel
engravings of old victories, dead Generals and living Royalty. It is
furnished with a great many basket chairs of uniform paitern
arranged in symmetrical fours round small tables with cloths of

unbleached linen.

There is a bar and a billiard table in the foreground of picture., Fans
turn. At the bar are two or three OFFICERS. One or two OTHERS
git at tables. TWO are preparing for snooker. Otherwise the place
is empty. Their voices are pleasant and well-modulated.
LAWRENCE appears in the background walking through the Club
alongside the glass screen.

The SECRETARY (GIBBON} is chalking his eue at the billaard table.
He is a CAPTAIN and wears a fierce moustache like a circus ring-

- master., The other OFFICER is also a CAPTAIN and is raising
. the triangular frame from the reds when the SECRETARY sees

LAWRENCE, t'rowns, surprzsed and after a fractional hesitation, -

- calls:

SECRETARY
Lawrence. '

LAWRENCE veers over towards them; the SECRETARY continues
with his cue until LAWRENCE is within a few paces of the table.

' SECRETARY
You're supposed to be ... do you usually
wear your cap in the Club?

_ The SECRETARY's tone is not hectoring, but on the contrary, quite

low-pitched, to avoid needless embarrassment, and his words
accompanied by a serious little smile. LAWRENCE's tone with the
OFFICERS will be nervously aggressive, whereas his tone with the
B.O.R.'s was comfortable, courteous, and even affectionate.

LAWRENCE
Always.

LAWRENCE had in fact forgotten the cap and wishes very much that
he had not. His eyes slide to take in the other OFFICERS who stop

talking. He relaxes deliberately.

SECRETARY
(still mild, but not smiling}
You're supposed to be on duty, aren't you?
Where are you going ?
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LAWRENCE
(reproving)
Mustn't talk shop, Freddy. Not in the
Club.

The OFFICERS regard him not with animosity, but with decent
disapproval.

LAWRENCE
Matter of fact, I'm just going for a pow-
wow with the General

SECRETARY

{reasonably)
I'm not asking as your superior, Lawrence,
I'm asking ag Secretary of this Club.

(reasonably again)
We don't want chaps in here when they
should be on duty.

{firmly)
Where are you going, please?

By way of answer, LAWRENCE, smiling knowingly, takes the black
and flicks it across the table.

CLOSE UP. The black hits the triangle sending the balls in all
directions.

MED. SHOT. The CAPTAIN who all this time has been chalking
his cue with considerate indifference, looks up and says with frank
exasperation:

CAPTAIN
I must say, Lawrence!

LAWRENCE looks at the littered table where the balls still roll in
confusion, and the glitter leaves his face.

P —C e e = A

LAWRENCE
Sorry! .

And he turns and goes, watched by EVERYONE SECRETARY says
after him, not jeering but firmly:

SECRETARY
You re a clown, Lawrence.

At this LAWBENCE turns and says, backing:
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LAWRENCE
Oh well, we can't all be lion-tamers.

And backs into a table at which a young LIEUTENANT of Yeomanry
with a handsome face and buttered hair is drinking.

CLOSE UP. A half-empty bottle of lager falls over on the table and
spills onto the perfect breeches.

CLOSE SHOT. The LIEUTENANT, with cruel restraint merely
puts down his glass and looks at LAWRENCE.

LAWRENCE
Sorry.

CLOSE SHOT. An awkward pause.. LAWRENCE hesitates. But
there is nothing to be done. He goes. They all 1ook after him in
silence, the LIEUTENANT of Yeomanry steadily wiping his breeches
with a handkerchief, the CAPTAIN starting to rearrange the triangle.
The SECRETARY turns back to the table saying clearly:

SECRETARY
Pretentious oaf. :

INT. GENERAL MURRAY'S OFFICE CAIRO
CLOSE SHOT. GENERAL MURRAY is one of those regulation

- officers whose pride is to appear more regulation than anyone can be.

His face is hard and shrewd, his expression exasperated. He is
seated at his desk, On the wall behind him is an "Illustrated London
News' type pen and ink sketch of heavy artillery on the Western {ront.
On 2 ledge under the picture is a collection of empty shell cases of
varying sizes. GENERAL MURRAY is addressing DRYDEN, a
donnish man with a pale, lined, lively face, wearing civilian clothes
who at this moment has his back to us as he stands looking out of a -
window overlooking the gardens of the Headquarters.

MURRAY
I smell an intrigue! An intrigue between
the Arab Bureau and a junior officer of
- my staff! A very junior officer, an
insubordinate junior officer, an officer
who, 50 far as I can gather, has proved
markedly incompetent in a very junior post!

DRYDEN turns from the window, smiling a little at the reference to
LAWRENCE's incompetence, and offers a smiling explanation of it.
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DRYDEN

He wants to go to Arabia, sir.
i, He strolls away from the window towards a chair in front of
e MURRAY's desk, the CAMERA TRACKING BACKWARDS with him
r into a medium shot of the two of them. We now see that DRYDEN is

carrying a copy of the Arabic newspaper,

o
' : MURRAY
}k ' I'm aware of that. He's made application
f@ ' for a posting to Arabia once a month ever
- since he got here. . Very well then, the
' ' Arab Bureau comes along and says, " we
want an Intelligence man in Arabia. We
want you to second us a man in Arabia.
We think it should be Mr. Lawrence," It's
' an intrigue, Dryden, and I don't propose to
- let an over~weening, finicking, crass

Lieutenant thumb his nose at his General

- Officer Commanding, and get away with it!

Al He loosens the collar of his shirt as DRYDEN smiles again, and sits
) in the chair, '

DRYDEN
o : (calmly quizzical)
AR It doesn't sound as though he'd be any
great loss, sir.

MURRAY
Now don't try that, Dryden. There's
a principle involved.

27 CLOSE UP. DRYDEN

. DRYDEN
) (suddenly quite sharp -
= but still calm)
There is indeed. He's no use here in Cairo
and he might be in Arabia. He knows his

stuff, sir,

28 CLOSE UP. MURRAY. He is a litile put out by the moral tone of
this, which though a shade spinsterish is not less authentic for

Lj that. He grumbles:.

LR =W S I e
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o
: MURRAY
' Knows the books you mean.
_P ("books' is very
[ contemptuous)
O I've already sent out Colonel Brighton ~

who is a soldier - and if Brighton thinks
we should gsend them some small arms
then we will., What more d'you want?

' 29 MED. SHOT

. DRYDEN
There would be no question of Lieutenant
Lawrence giving military advice, sir -

> . MURRAY
i - My God I should hope not!

DRYDEN
It's just that the Arab Bureau wants its
own man on the spot sir, to ...

J ' _ MURRAY
| . (suspicious)
To what?
* DRYDEN
’ To make our own appraisal of the
situation.
: DRYDEN spreads his hands deprecatingly as he says this, as one
(> who makes an almost childishly small request. But his eyes are
ready for conflict - he speaks for the Bureau - and MURRAY is
uneasy. This is a conflict which has been brewing for some time.
,, 30 CLOSE UP. MURRAY. He looks away, fiddels with a ruler.
0 ) Blurts out:
MURRAY
I may as well tell you. It's my considered
opinion and that of my staff that any time
spent on the Bedouin will be time wasted.
- They're a nation of sheep stealers!
s 31 CLOSE UP. DRYDEN. He raises and lets fall the newspaper.

DRYDEN
They did attack Medina.
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32 CLOSE UP.

33 CLOSE UP.

14

MURRAY (Off)
And the Turks made mincemeat of them.

DRYDEN
We don't know that, sir.

MURRAY.

MURRAY
We know they didn't take it. A storm
in a tea~cup, Dryden, a side-show -
(he broods)
If you want my own opinion, this whole

‘theatre of operations is a side-show.

The real war's being fought against the
Germans not the Turks. Not here, but on
the Western Front ... in the trenches!
{his eyes glow and we see
for a moment how he longs
to he there organising mass
attacks through mud)
And your "Bedouin Army" or whatever it
calls itself - would be a side-show of a
side-show!

DRYDEN. He is smiling again.

-DRYDEN
Big things have small beginnings, gir.

34 CLOSE SHOT. MﬁRRAY darts a quick look at him and rises.

MURRAY
And does the Arab Bureau want a big
thing in Arabia? If they rise against the
Turks, does the Bureau think they're
going to sit down quietly under us when
this war's over?

DRYDEN
The Bureau thinks the job of the moment
is to win the war.

MURRAY
(flushing, walks back
to his desk)
Don't tell me my duty, Mr. Dryden.
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CLOSE SHOT. The door is opened by a STAFF MAJOR. Behind
him we see LAWRENCE standing in the outer office. He moves
forward as soon as he is announced.

MAJOR .
Lawrence, sir,

MURRAY (Off)
Send him in.

LAWRENCE brushes past the MAJOR and walks into the room.

LAWRENCE
(cheerfully)
Good morning, sir.

CLOSE SHOT. MURRAY

MURRAY
Salute!

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE comes to a halt near DRYDEN and
salutes, very badly, his legs not quite together, and throws a side-
long glance at DRYDEN expecting approbation, but DRYDEN shakes
his head quickly, somewhat to LAWRENCE's surprise.

MED. SHOT. THE GROUP. MURRAY has been looking at
LAWRENCE, ready to be enraged, but with something not unlike
caution, but he intercepts the look at DRYDEN and explodes.

'  MURRAY
If you're insubordinate with me, Lawrence,
I'1] put you under arrest!

LAWRENCE
{(apparently crestfallen)
It's my manner, sir.

MURRAY
(barks, suspicious)
What?

LAWRENCE
My manner, sir. It looks insubordinate,
but it isn't really.

MURRAY is again baffled by his own lack of imagination and
LAWRENCE's apparent innocence. He moves uneasily.
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MURRAY
I can't make out whether you're bloody
bad-mannered or just half-witied.

LAWRENCE
: {confidentially)
I have the same trouble, sir.

MURRAY
{thumping the table)
Shut up!

LAWRENCE
Yes, sir.

MURRAY
The Arab Bureau seems to think you
could be some use to them in Arabia.
Why, I can't imagine. You don't seem
able to perform your present duties

properly.

- LAWRENCE
(smiling, he quotes - not
mockingly, but as dons do
quote, en passant)
"I cannot fiddle but I can make a great state
from a little city."”

MURRAY
. (suspicious, barks)
What?

LAWRENCE
(delicately helpful)
Themistocles, sir. A Greek philosopher.

MURRAY
I know you've been well educated, Lawrence;
it says so in your dossier.

He pushes back his chair, rises, and walks {o a window.

W

(L

39 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE and DRYDEN. LAWRENCE raises
his eyebrows and smiles enquiringly at DRYDEN, but DRYDEN
frowns and gestures with his hand that he is to simmer down.
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CLOSE SHOT. MURRAY standing looking out of the window,

A swirl of dust blows by outside. MURRAY's face is dark with all
the extrovert's loathing of the sensitive and introspective. He says,
slowly and with great sincerity:

MURRAY
You're the kind of creature I can't stand,
Lawrence ... but I suppose I could be
wrong. All right, Dryden.

CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE

MURRAY (Off)
+s+y You can have him for six weeks.

LAWRENCE's face lights up, but almost immediately he composes
himself. _

CLOSE SHOT. MURRAY has turned around eyeing LAWRENCE
heavily. '

. MURRAY
Who knows! It might even make a man
of him.
{in answer to a knock
at the door)
Come in!

LONG SHOT. The door 6pens and the STAFF MAJOR enters
excitedly with a sheaf of bills.

MURRAY
What is it, Hawthorn?

MAJOR
Navy signal, sir. The convoy's coming
in tomorrow night. '

MURRAY
(real joy)
Is that certain?

MAJOR
Yes sir ... there doesn't seem to be
any artillery.

MURRAY's joy changes to anxiety. He snatches the paper.

MURRAY
There must be artillery!
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DRYDEN and LAWRENCE have been forgotten.

DRYDEN
(firmly)
It's something of an expedition, sir. He
has got to get to Yenbo, find transport,
find the Arabs, and then get back. He

can't do that in six weeks. .
MURRAY
Two months then.
DRYDEN
Three.
MURRAY
All right, three! Now let me do some
work, Dryden.

And immediately his attention is back on the papers.

DRYDEN
Thank you, sir.

DRYDEN leaves, beckoning to LAWRENCE to follow, but
LAWRENCE remains. He addresses MURRAY's bent head. He is
sincere and correspondingly awkward.

LAWRENCE
I'd like to say, sir, that I am grateful for ....

MURRAY
Shut up and get out.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE. His expression is hurt, then viciously

resentful; then is replaced by his habitual protective mockery.
THE CAMERA PANS with him as he goes to the door and turns:

LAWRENCE
Sir!

CLOSE SHOT. MURRAY and the MAJOR, They both look up.

- CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE. He performs a slow-motion parody

of the regulation army salute and goes.
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CLOSE SHOT. MURRAY and the MAJOR. Even before the door

has closed MURRAY is searching rapidly through the Bills of Lading.
He comes to the end and starts again, more and more frantically.
Suddenly he cries out in real distress.

MURRAY
Oh, how can I fight a bloody war without

bloody artillery?

INT. CORRIDOR

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. DRYDEN and LAWRENCE, THE
CAMERA IS TRACKING on a CLOSE SHOT of DRYDEN. LAWRENCE

runs up behind him.

. LAWRENCE
- Oh, Shabash, Dryden!

DRYDEN avoids him and continues walking,

DRYDEN
(reproving)
He's not a bad chap, Lawrence.

_ LAWRENCE
No he's not a bad chap, he's a fool.
(grins in anticipation)
How did you do it?

DRYDEN again avoids him and goes on walking.

DRYDEN
You might better ask me why I bothered to.

At this LAWRENCE falls into step beside him, and although his
words are still flippant his face begins to assume its expression of

stiff and bitter withdrawal.

LAWRENCE
Because I'm the man for the job.

DRYDEN
(looking straight ahead)
I just wonder about that.

LAWRENCE
Of course I'm the man for the job. What

is the job, by the way?

B VA
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DRYDEN
 (pausing beside a door)
Find Prince Feisal.

DRYDEN opens the door and they enter.

INT. DRYDEN'S OFFICE

MED. SHOT. This is a room at once similar to but utterly
different from GENERAL MURRAY'S. It is elegantly furnished and
carpeted, the room of a cultivated xenophile. There are pictures of
ancient desert monuments and fragments of carving,

LAWRENCE
Good. And when I've found him?

DRYDEN
Find out what kind of man he is. Find out -
(his gaze wanders somewhat)
- what his intentions are. I don't mean his
immediate intentions -~ that's Colonel
- Brighton's business, not yours. I mean his
intentions in Arabia altogether.

LAWRENCE appreciates the significance of this. He walks away a
little and comes to rest with his hand on a fragment of stone.

LAWRENCE
Oh that's nice ...

DRYDEN agrees. LAWRENCE puts down the piece of stone.

_ LAWRENCE
Where are they now?

DRYDEN
Anywhere within 300 miles of Medina.
They're Hashemite Bedouins, they can
cross 80 miles of desert in a day.

LAWRENCE throws back his head in silent rapture.
LAWRENCE

Oh, thanks Dryden. This is going to be
fun!

¢ —
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DRYDEN
Lawrence, only two kinds of creature get
“un' in the desert, Bedouins ... and -
(his gaze wanders round the
photographs of silent sun-
scorched figures and the
fragments of stone)
~ gods. And you're neither. Take it
from me for ordinary men it's a burning
fiery furnace.

DRYDEN is irritably tapping a black Russian cigarette for himself.

LAWRENCE steps forward, takes a box of matches and lights it for

him.

LAWRENCE
{very quietly)
No, Dryden, it's going to be fun.

The set intensity of his expression is in utter contradiction to his
words.

CLOSE UP. DRYDEN. He locks from the burning match in
LAWRENCE's fingers to LAWRENCE's {ace.

DRYDEN
{rather sourly)
It is recognized that you have a funny
sense of fun.

CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE. He smiles and raises the flame to his
lips. He bows it out in the normal manner,

DISSOLVE TO

SUNRISE IN THE DESERT:

A geries of shots taken with an under-cranked camera so that the
change from grey dawn to brilliant sunlight is speeded. The
audience should be unaware of the trick process, but from the first
appearance of the sun over the horizon and the casting of the first
shadow there should be a constant sense of movement as the sun
rises higher and higher and the shadows grow shorter and shorter.
Prominent in the composition of almost every shot should be the
footprints of two camels. We do not see the actual camels until
the series of under-cranked shots are finished and we

CUT TO
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CLOSE SHOT. THE SUN, now a searing white.

LONG SHOT. A brilliantly 1it desert vista of sand and rock. The
tiny figures of two MEN on camels appear over a distant ridge.

CLOSE SHOT. The camels come to a halt. They are ridden by
LAWRENCE, who is dressed in regulation British uniform, and

TAFAS, his Arab guide, who wears the robes of a Hazimi of the Beni

Salem. The..two MEN scan the horizon.

LONG SHOT. A vast romantic landscape of sand, rock and blue sky.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE AND TAFAS. Almostinvoluntarily

LAWRENCE takes in a deep breath of air.

TAFAS
Here you may drink, one cup.

LAWRENCE unstraps a tin army mug and fills it from his water
boitle. He is about to drink and then stops.

LAWRENCE
Yo:_.: do not drink?

TAFAS
No.

LAWRENCE

I will drink when you do.
LAWRENCE begins to return the “water to the bottle.

TAFAS
(grunts and shrugs)
I am Bedu. .

DISSOLVE TO

LONG SHOT. A MUD FLAT UNDER FLOATING DUST. (Butthe
mud flat should be broken by rocks and not comparable to the
Nefud mud flat later, and the dust not comparable to either the
opaque wall of the dust-storm nor the weird effect of Sinai. This
is, as it were, a mere introduction to and explanation of the

phenomenon, )} .

MED. TRACKING SHOT. LAWRENCE and TAFAS emerge well
powdered from one small cloud into clarity. TAFAS ties his
headcloth round his mouth. LAWRENCE spits out dust while
TAFAS is doing this and TAFAS looks at him. They are obscured

again.
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MED. TRACKING SHOT. They emerge. TAFAS offers to
LAWRENCE a bit of rag, intimating in mime that he should tie it
over his mouth. LAWRENCE hesitates. They are obscured again.

MED. TRACKING SHOT. 'I‘héy emerge, LAWRENCE with thé rag
tied over his mouth., Camera pans with them.

LONG SHOT. They ride away from us towards the next cloud which
distantly drifts down towards them.

DISSOLVE TO

MED. SHOT. It is evening and the two camels are approaching the
long shadows of a circle of juniper bushes and high sheltering rocks
which frame a secluded hollow of soft multi-coloured sands. The

camels are brought to a halt.
CLOSE SHOT. TAFAS AND LAWRENCE

: TAFAS
We will gleep here.

The camels are made to kneel and TAFAS dismounts. For a moment
LAWRENCE remains in the saddle easing his aching back, then, '
anxious to hide his discomfiture, he climbs stiffly out of the saddle
only to find that standing is even more painful. = TAFAS has untied
his water skin and brings it to LAWRENCE.

TAFAS
(smiling)
And now we will both drink.

LAWRENCE undoes his cup and holds it out.

TAFAS
(pouring the water)
You do well ... Aurens.

: LAWRENCE
Lawrence.

TAFAS
Aurens.

LAWRENCE raises his cup to him. They both drink.

65 CLOSE SHOT. A red sun low on the horizon.

DISSOLVE TO
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66 LONG SHOT. A huge cliff of dazzling white sand leading up to a
ridge backed by deep blue sky. After a few moments the smalil
figures of the two MOUNTED MEN appear over the crest.

67 CLOSE SHOT. TAFAS signals a halt and both MEN stare down at
the landscape below.

68 LONG SHOT. A wide and empty plateau with mountains in the
distance.

69 CLOSE SHOT. TAFAS points out ahead, but seeing nothing,
LAWRENCE unslings an old pair of bmoculars and raises them to

his eyes.

70 LONG SHOT (BINOCULAR EFFECT) A caravan of four camels
moving across the plateau towards the mountains.

71 CLOSE SHOT. TAFAS is looking at them intently, but finding
- LAWRENCE's regard upon him he gives a quick explanatory grin and
says, with the off-handedness of one belittling his own anxiety, for
his own comfort.

TAFAS
From here to Lord Feisal's camp is Harith
country,
| LAWRENCE
I know. '
TAFAS

(his attention going back
. to the distant RIDERS)
I am not Barith ...

LAWRENCE
(indicating some detail
of his dress)
No, Hazimi, of the Beni Salem.

TAFAS
{astonished and pleased,
looks at LAWRENCE)
Aye'

But immediately his pleasure fades, and as he urges his beast
forward, he is again gazing thoughtfully towards the caravan ...

DISSOLVE TO
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CLOSE SHOT. Little gusts of wind are blowing sand across the
embers of last night's fire, CAMERA, drawing back, reveals
TAFAS and LAWRENCE, both squatted, Durham-miner fashion, by
the fire in identical postures, absorbed, eating; then their kneeling
camels. Saddles and saddle bags piled before LAWRENCE and
TAFAS on the other side of the fire. CUT BACK irom this again to:

CLOSE SHOT. TAFAS is eating a fist full of rancid mutton fat.
LAWRENCE is eating thin arrowroot biscuits which he extracts
from their packet and eats as neatly as if he were in a vicarage.
Between them on the sand are LAWRENCE's shining tin mug, and
whatever nasty receptacle such a person as TAFAS might use.
Silence prevails. TAFAS' eyes flick intently from time to time to
LAWRENCE's revolver on the pile of LAWRENCE's equipment.
(CLOSE SHOT on this) LAWRENCE from time to time, watches the
brisk progression of fat from TAFAS' hand to mouth, His expression
is in no way disgusted. He is wondering if he could do it. Absently
he takes up his mug. It is empty. TAFAS quickly offers his own
which is half full. It is rimmed with mutton fat. LAWRENCE
gently rejects it. TAFAS looks at it for a moment and replaces it
on the ground. LAWRENCE disapproves of himself. TAFAS
addresses His jaws to the mutton and his eyes to the revolver.

LAWRENCE
Take it.

TAFAS

(stops eating and looks

at LAWRENCE. As

one who explains the

nature of a commenrcial

contract)
I, take you to Lord Feisal. Then you
give it to me.

LAWRENCE
(nods to show his
comprehension)
Take it now.

He gives the pistol to TAFAS, who, eyes shining, wipes his fingers
on his clothes and takes it reverently as though it were ceramic and
he a connoisseur. Wordlessly he thrusts it into his belt. He looks
at LAWRENCE with a complex of emotions struggling beneath his
rudimentary features.

He takes up his fat and has a brilliant idea. He holds it out eagerly.
but his smile vanishes as he remembers the incident of the mug. He
laughs deprecatingly at the mutton ...
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Continued

TAFAS

Bedu food.
(... and rather sadly

draws it back again)

LAWRENCE thrusts out his hand and takes apiece and puts-it in his
mouth, watched anxiously by TAFAS. There is no comedy, and
from the steely concentration of his face we see that the flesh is

indeed mortified.

LAWRENCE
Good.
TAFAS
(very pleased, thrusts
out the fat)
More?

LAWRENCE gravely takes some more.
DISSOLVE TO

EXTREME LONG SHOT. (HELICOPTER) The desert is nowa
firm and level plain, At first we see nothing but the sweep of the
empty desert, then we perceive two tiny moving objects far below -
moving towards the CAMERA. The CAMERA begins to descend
towards them, and as they increase in size, we see two shadows,
two camels, two RIDERS., The CAMERA keeps boring in, and we
identify LAWRENCE and TAFAS cantering along at a good clip.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. LAWRENCE is still awkward on his
mount and TAFAS is giving him riding tips as they move along.
LAWRENCE's confidence grows, and the CAMERA pans and {racks
with him as he urges the camel into a gallop. The camel describes
an erratic circle which brings LAWRENCE back alongside TAFAS.
LAWRENCE knows he has done well, and raises his eyebrows,
amused by his own greed for praise.

TAFAS
(genuinely approving)
I think we reach Masturah Well - tomorrow!

LAWRENCE
Yes?

TAFAS
And from Masturah Well to Lord Feisal's

camp, one day more.
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Continued

TAFAS (Cont}
{as a teacher who desires
his pupil to repeat an
exercise, he looks at
LAWRENCE, his posture
and grip of his reins, and)
Now!

LAWRENCE obediently puts his beast into a canter, TAFAS following.

MED. SHOT. (HELICOPTER) The CAMERA pulls back and up, as

the canter becomes a gallop - higher and higher - until the tiny
FIGURES, now moving away from CAMERA, are lost to view.

CLOSE SHOT. The white hot sun of noon.

CLOSE SHOT The parched surface of a mud flat baked by the sun
into a flattened honeycomb.

TRACKING CLOSE UP. The CAMERA is close on the faces of
LAWRENCE and TAFAS which are outlined against the pattern of
the mud flat which slips by below them. LAWRENCE's skin is the
fiery red of the sunburnt European, and the folds of his headcloth
and the creases of his skin are powdered with fine dust. They ride

in silence.

LONG SHOT. We see now that the two RIDERS are crossing a long
and ndrrow mud flat enclosed by tall black cliffs of rock.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. TAFAS is again scanning the horizon
before them with narrowed eyes. He grunts and points.

‘I‘AFAS
The Well.
{but he is less interested
in thig than in whatever else
he is again scanning for)

CLOSE SHOT. A brilliant circle of blue sky framed in black.
The faces of LAWRENCE and TAFAS appear on the edge of the
circle. A bucket hurtlés down towards CAMERA, and with a loud
splash, breaks the reflection in the still water at the bottom of a -
well.

MED. SHOT. The top of the well is situated on the edge of the mud
flat. As TAFAS begins to haul up the bucket he glances carefully all
round the horizon., LAWRENCE, noticing this, does the same - but
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they see nothing. TAFAS regains the bucket, pdurs some water into
LAWRENCE's tin cup, then raises the bucket to his own lips. They

both drink.
TAFAS
| Good?
! LAWRENCE
) (with a half~smile)
o) It's all right.
TAFAS

(the idea is new to him,

but he looks into his bucket,

- catches on, and with the

[ patronizing indulgence
proper between two
civilized gentlemen for

| the weakness of the primitive)

, This is a Harith Well.
= d (with hypocritical regret)
The Harith are a dirty people.
': ' (he drinks greedily)

With another look round the horizon he goes over to a small trough
"\_ and pours out the remainder of the water for the camels. As the
‘ camels drink, LAWRENCE strolls over to a little patch of sand and
lazily sits watching TAFAS as he returns to the well and drops the
bucket into it. A splash echoes up from below. ,

_ 84 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE begins to whistle to himself, ("The

(. Man Who Broke the Bank') as he drifts off into a little daydream.
The sound of the bucket is heard bumping up the side of the well -
then it stops. There is 2 moment's silence followed by a heavy
splash. LAWRENCE looks up,

85 CLOSE UP. TAFAS is standing stock still looking out over the
mud flat.

86 CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE turns to see what he is looking at.

87 LONG SHOT. A little dust cloud is approaching at a distance of |
about half a mile, floating above the mirage.

L/ 88 MED. SHOT. LAWRENCE rises, and slowly goes over to TAFAS.
They stand together staring out over the flat. '
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LONG SHOT. A black blob wavers out of the centre of the dust
cloud. It could be a MAN running, a MAN on horse, a MANon a
camel, almost anything.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE AND TAFAS.

LAWRENCE
Turks ?

TAFAS does not answer.

LONG SHOT. The blob is now recognisable as a horse or a camel,
but elongated, as if on stilts by the mirage.

CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE AND TAFAS. A moment's pause.

TAFAS
Bedu.

Without looking at LAWRENCE, he hurries off.
MED. SHOT. As TAFAS leaves LAWRENCE and goes over to his

camel the approaching FIGURE out on the mud flat is now clearly seer

as an ARAB mounted on a camel.

CLOSE UP. TAFAS unhitches his gun from the side of the camel,
and keeping close into animal, stands still, waiting ...

LONG SHOT. The approaching STRANGER is now quite near .
He wears a black hooded cloak with a black cloth drawn across ms
face.

CLOSE SHOT. TAFAS is standing in the foreground of picture,
while LAWRENCE waits, puzzled and apprehensive by the well.
TAFAS masks his face with his headcloth.

LAWRENCE
Who is he?
TAFAS cocks his pistol.
LAWRENCE
(sharply)

Tafas®

QUICK CLOSE SHOT. TAFAS, masked. His eyes irightened.
Deaf to LAWRENCE. _

QUICK MED, SHOT. At a distance of some 125 yards the
STRANGER is tapping his camel into a kneeling position. As he
reaches the ground he draws his rifle from the saddle holster.
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Continued

: LAWRENCE
Tafas, let me -

CLOSE SHOT. With a sudden movement TAFAS steps out from the
side of his camel, ratses his pistol and fires.

There is another shot. TAFAS remains as still as a statue in the
foreground of picture.

CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE, frozen in place, numbed by the unexpected

eruption of violence.

LONG SHOT. The three MEN remain completely still. Then,
TAFAS' gun falls to the ground with a clatter, and very slowly he
sags at the knees and crumples into a heap beside it. LAWRENCE

runs over to the body.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE stands looking down at the dead man-, :
and then raises his eyes to the mud flat. , ;

LONG SHOT. The STRANGER rises to his feet, reloads his rifle,

and mounts his camel.

CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE goes down on his haunches by TAFAS,
keeping his eyes on ALI.

MED. SHOT. LAWRENCE stands with his back to CAMERA in
the foreground of picture. In the background the STRANGER rides
slowly towards him and finally comes to a halt on the other side of
the dead man. After a glance to make sure that TAFAS is dead he
thrusts his rifle into the saddle holster, unwinds his headecloth, and
leaps gracefully to the ground. He is a handsome young man of

about LAWRENCE's age; an impressive figure in both bearing and

costume. He picks up the pistol. He examines it,

ALI -
Is this pistol yours, English?

LAWRENCE
No, his.

So ALI stuffs it complacently into his own waistband and approaches
the well followed by his camel. He picks up the tin mug which is
lying on the wall of the trough,

ALl
His ?



N

108 Continued

LAWRENCE
Mine. -

ALl
{as one who confers
a compliment)
Then I will use it,

ALI
He is dead.

LAWRENCE leaves TAFAS and approaches ALIL

LAWRENCE
Yes, Why?

ALI
This is my well.

LAWRENCE
I have drunk from it.

ALI

(politely)

You are welcome,

They look at one ancther. Neither of them frightened but in
mutual incomprehension. o

ALI
{comforting)
He was nothing, English.

. LAWRENCE
Then why kill him ?

ALI
He was nothing, The well is every-
thing. And it is mine. I am Sherif Ali
Ibn El Kharish.

LAWRENCE
(this is real news evidently,
and makes LAWRENCE's mood
more thoughtful)
I have heard of you.

31

He scoops a little water from the trough and does so, LAWRENCE
turns TAFAS onto his back,
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ALI
{pleased)
So?

LAWRENCE
(indignation rising
spontaneously)
I had not heard you were a murderer.

ALI
(after a little pause.
Quietly)
You are angry, English.

- LAWRENCE
"He was my friend.

' ALl
(looks at TAFAS)
That ?
| (looks at LAWRENCE)

LAWRENCE
Yes, that,

ALI raises his fine eyebrows, but politely refrains from comment.

LAWRENCE finds himself defending his humanitarian position,
which makes him the more angry.

LAWRENCE
He was taking me o help Prince Feisal!

ALI
(mounts and c¢alls back)
He was a Hazimi of the Beni Salem. The
Beni Salem are blood enemies to the Harith.
They may not drink at our wells.
(shrugs)
He knew that.

ALI raises his head in salute and turns his camel back on to the
mud flat.

LAWRENCE
(calling after him)
Sherif Ali! So long as the Arabs fight
tribe against tribe, so long will they be
a little people.
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107 CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE, emphasizing every word.

LAWRENCE
4 A silly people! Greedy, barbarous,
and cruel - as you are!

ALI rides out of picture, leaving the screen filled with blue sky.
Music begins, The CAMERA pans downwards revealing a different
location - a barren desert landscape, across which LAWRENCE is
riding, leading TAFAS' empty camel behind him. _

DISSOLVE TO

108 EXTREME LONG SHOT. LAWRENCE and his two camels have now
entered an area of spectacular and magnificent scenery. High red
cliffs tower above sparkling white sand and give the landscape an
atmosphere of incredible grandeur and beauty. _

109 MED. SHOT. The CAMERA pang down a great face of rock,
following the echo, and comes to rest on a CLOSE SHOT of a MAN
dressed in the uniform of a British Colonel. He is sitting on a
boulder, watching. His camel grazes a few yards behind.

110 LONG SHOT. The distant figures of LAWRENCE and his two
camels from the COLONEL's viewpoint. .

111 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE hears a parade-ground voice shouting
his name. He halts his camel and looks around. From the shadow
of the rocks in the far back ground, the figure of the COLONEL,
now mounted on 2 camel, comes out into the sunlight. :

DISSOLVE TO

112 MED. SHOT. The CAMERA pans with the COLONEL as he trots
his camel over to join LAWRENCE. He is very military, but
intelligent and hard-bitten. When he speaks it is rapidly, as a man
who knows his own mind and has something on it. His name is
BRIGHTON. He rides up alongside LAWRENCE into 2 TWOSHOT.

BRIGHTON
(hostile)
I've been waiting for you.

, LAWRENCE
(surprised)
Did you know I was coming?

BRIGHTON
I knew someone was coming. Feisal told me.
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LAWRENCE
(interested)
How did he know?

BRIGHTON .
Not much happens within fifty miles of
Feisal that Feisal doesn't know. I'll give
him that. No escort?

LAWRENCE
My guide was killed at the Matsurah Well.

BRIGHTON
(alert)
Turks?
' LAWRENCE
No, an Arab.
BRIGHTON

(with real distaste, gloomy)
Bloody savages ...

LAWRENCE
| {cool)
This is Wadi Safra isn't it?

BRIGHTON

Yes, they're over there.

(indicating with a jerk of
the head an evident declivity
into which we cannot see.
Then, as LAWRENCE is
eagerly about to move
forward, he checks him
flatly)

Just one moment, Lawrence.
(irritably curious; his
sense of professional
etiquette is outraged)

Now -~ who sent you?

LAWRENCE
I've been seconded to the Arab Bureau.

BRIGHTON
(his face clears. This
has explained all})
Q~0-0oh.
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The pérody of the Public School subaltern does not go unnoticed.
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BRIGHTON (Cont)

(the exclamation demonstrates

his relief that LAWRENCE is

in such a weak position as that)
And what are you to do for the Arab Bureau?

(a thousand Mess Room jokes

are his authority for this

attitude of patronizing

amusement)

LAWRENCE
(explicitly earnest and
polite in ratio to BRIGHTON's
implicit rudeness) _
It's rather vague actually, sir, I'mto
"appreciate the situation".

BRIGHTON looks at him cautiously, but LAWRENCE's face is
studiously innocent.

BRIGHTON

(grunts)
That won't be difficult, the situation's .
bloody awful.

(he digs irritably in the

sand with a bit of stick)
Their morale - if they ever had any morale,
which I doubt ~ the Turks knocked it out of
them in front of Medina, .

{the irritation is replaced

" by abrooding sadness)

with howitzers. They're fading away by
dozens every night. And what I want to
say to you is this:

(he recites with considerable

dignity his simple creed)

Wherever you are, and whoever you are ''with'
you are a British Serving Officer. And here's
an order. When we get into that camp, you'll
keep your mouth -~ shut. D'you understand
what I'm saying?

LAWRENCE
(cheerfully)
Yesg sir, I understand what you're saying.
(it is impudently equivocal,
and has no trace of obedience)
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BRIGHTON
(erisply, throwing away his
stick and preparing to rise)
You'll make your appreciation and get back to ~

And then, crouched springily on his heels, he freezes and breaks off
and the vitality drains from his face. The organ note of low flying
aireraft approaches and his eyes are haunted as he utters the trench-
soldier's prayer.

BRIGHTON
Oh my God, not again ...

The noise gathers, two explosions set the cliffs thundering.
BRIGHTON and LAWRENCE rush to control their panic-str:cken
animals and look up as: .

LONG SHOT. A Turkish bi-plane shoots upwards from behind a
cliff, climbing steeply. The CAMERA pans with it as it roars
overhead and banks into a sharp turn.

CLOSE UP. BRIGHTON and LAWRENCE turn around as they hear
the sound of a second engine.

LONG SHOT. Another plane roars over the cliff~-top.

CLOSE SHOT. The camels buck and rear. BRIGHTON gets his
under control, then LAWRENCE, who is looking up at:

LONG SHOT. The first plane completes its turn and goes into a
shallow dive. The CAMERA pans with it until it disappears behind
the cliff.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. LAWRENCE and BRIGHTON riding for
the camp. BRIGHTON is talking vehemently ~ to himself rather
than LAWRENCE - and glaring straight ahead.

_ BRIGHTON
I've told him! God knows I've told him!
"Move South" I've said, 'You're still in
range'!" They simply will not realize
what modern weapons do!

LONG SHOT. The screen is obscured by a cloud of drifting smoke
and dust. As it clears, a large Bedouin camp of some one hundred
black tents is disclosed - now a scene of absolute pandemonium and
chaos. Amidthe casualties, MEN struggle to recapture loose
animals and WOMEN search for their children, while chickens, goats




(‘.:

37
119 Continued

and donkeys stampede among the tents. There is the sound of the
second plane screaming down in 2 dive. The ' HUMANS freeze

where they stand, and look up.

120 LONG SHOT. The diving plane.

121 MED. SHOT. BEDOUINS scatter to left and right - out of the way of
the bombing run.

122 MED. SHOT. The pla.ne swoops overhead. A bomb plummets
downwards.

123 MED. SHOT. A tent disappears inithe flash of an éxplosion.

124 MED. SHOT. The plane sweeps away ovér a dune. Its shadow
races up tq meet it on the crest and it vanishes over the top.

125 MED. SHOT. Frightened BEDOUINS staggér against a curtain of
drifting black smoke. * As it beging to clear, a prophet-like

FIGURE mounted on a white horse comes riding out from the darkness.

This is FEISAL.. He rides towards CAMERA against the stream of
MEN and animals, wheeling his horse in an effort to calm the panic.
He shouts as he rides.

. FEISAL
Stand and fight!

The CAMERA tracks with him as he shakes his rifle at the sky.

FEISAL
Fire back at them!

126 MED. SHOT. -The first plane, now very low, comes diving in
over the dune.

= I27 CLOSE SHOT. TFEISAL raises his rifie.

128 MED. SHOT. A flash of the plane as 11:3 machine-gun opens fire.

129 CLOSE SHOT. FEISAL shoots vainly at the sky as the noise of the
engine deafens him, a line of bullets lash the sand behind him, and
the black shadow of the plane sweeps over and leaves him before he
can turn to shoot again.

130 LONG SHOT. The plane sweeps away over the dust-laden camp,
its machine gun firing among the panicked BEDOUINS, who run in
every direction.
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131 CLOSE SHOT. FEISAL, his pale face contorted with rage, shakes
his rifle at the retreating plane in an impotent gesture of defiance.
The approaching draone of the second plane makes him turn. The
machine gun opens fire. His horse rears.

132 MED. SHOT. A flash of the plane, its gun blazing.

133 MED.SHOT.. The shadow of the plane sweeps across the sand.

FEISAL beats his mare into a gallop and, flat out, his white robes
streaming behind him, he chases the dark shadow in a mad and
hopeless race. As the plane rapidly draws away he pulls up his
horse.

134 CLOSE SHOT. Surrounded by swirling dust, FEISAL is a noble and
tragic figure as he sits bolt upright on his trembling foam-flecked
mare staring after the plane.

135 LONG SHOT. The two planes fly away into the distance.

136 CLOSE SHOT. As the drone of the planes dies away, so FEISAL

droops in the saddle. In the background the shattered camp stirs to
life. MEN and WOMEN run to and fro, swiftly loading their belong-
ings onto pack-camels. FEISAL is absorbed in his own despair,
gazing down at the ground.  After a few moments he braces himself
as one who prepares to shoulder once again an intolerable burden.
He throws back his head and assumes a public face, but at once his
gaze is arrested.

137 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE looks down at him from a blank blue
frame, with compassion certainly but more, with devouring interest.

138 CLOSE SHOT. FEISAL looks up at him; his head slightly tilts,
enquiringly.

FEISAL
(straight-forwardly
interrogative - no
"significance’ please)

Who are you?

136 CLOSE SHOT. BRIGHTON in a blue frame.

BRIGHTON
Lieutenant Lawrence, sir, seconded to
the Arab Bureau. This is a bloody mess
gir. We'll have toc move south ~

140 CLOSE SHOT. FEISAL looking up at BRIGHTON. He interrupts
with the savagery of his self-reproach.
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140 Continued

FEISAL

Yes, yes, Colonel - fifty miles south ~
you were right and I was wrong.

(his gaze shifts; he is

looking at LAWRENCE

~and as though to him

he gays)

We must take some thought for the wounded ...

141 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE as before. On SOUND TRACK
BRIGHTON says:

BRIGHTON (Over)
We can take care of them at Yenbo sir.

FEISAL (Over)
I they can get to Yenbo.

BRIGHTON (Over)
(impatient) :
They can hardly come with us sir!

142 CLOSE SHOT. FEISAL looking up as before.

FEISAL
No. They must try to reach Yenbo.
" ... Lieutenant « ?

143 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE as before.

LAWRENCE
Lawrence ...

144 MED. SHOT. THE THREE

_ FEISAL
You understand Lieutenant Lawrence
my people are ... unused to explosives
and ... machines ...

(he gazes about)
Firgt the guns ... now this ...

He is suddenly choked with emotion, turns on his heels and goes
towards the scattered tents, walking. An ARAB takes his horse
which he has forgoften, and leads it after him.



6

Z

L

40

145 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE and BRIGHTON. LAWRENCE looking
after FEISAL: BRIGHTON looks at LAWRENCE, uneasily, and

frowns.
DISSOLVE TO

146 EXTREME LONG SHOT. NIGHT. A great Bedouin caravan, with
their flocks and herds, winds out from the high cliffs and rocks into

the open desert,
DISSOLVE TO

147 LONG SHOT. DAY. The caravanis now sprawled out over a
bleak and featureless terrain.

148 MED. TRACKING SHOT. BRIGHTON AND CORPORAL JENKINS,
his orderly, are riding several yards in front of LAWRENCE, who,
with a map case on his knee, is noting the course of the caravan.
Surrounding the three EUROPEANS is a moving mass of goats,
sheep, camels, WOMEN on foot and in howdahs, CHILDREN,
WARRIORS, and baggage camels - a Biblical scene of Exodus

142 CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE raises the compass to his eyes and looks
through it.

150 MED, SHOT. As seen through the markings of the compass the
CAMERA tracks behind the upright figure of FEISAL mounted on
his white mare and flanked by his two negro SLAVES and a
STANDARD BEARER. '

151 CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE lowers the compass and marks a position
on the map. Hearing a sudden burst of shouting and laughter he

looks up..

152 MED. TRACKING SHOT. From behind a forest of marching camel
legs an infuriated GOATHERD is shouting at two BOYS in the fore-
ground of picture. One of the BOYS is trying to ride a bucking and
protesting ram, while the other, roaring with laughter, is trying to
keep him on. The ram eventually throws the RIDER on to the
ground just as the GOATHERD springs out and proceeds to lay about
them both with his stick. The "BOYS escape among the camels only
to be met by another series of blows from the RIDERS. The
CAMERA tracks with them down the line until they finally reach a
peaceful haven beside LAWRENCE. For a few paces they march in
silence rubbing their tender backs, then, with a winning smile,
DAUD, the tougher of the two, looks up at LAWRENCE.

DAUD
(miming)
- Cigarette?
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Continued

LAWRENCE
(smiles)
Sorry.
(he spreads his hands.
Then returns to his map)

DAUD looks up, interested, but the other imp, FARRAJ, nudges him
and points to the two RIDERS ahead. They run forward out of the

picture,
MED. TRACKING SHOT. BRIGHTON and JENKINS, The two BOYS

appear on either side of JENKINS' camel,

~ DAUD .
Cigarette, your excellency?

JENKINS
"Umph off!

FARRAJ looks up at the CORPOﬁAL with his soit swimming eyes,
and raises his hands in a gesture of prayer.

FARRAJ
Please, your excellency. Just one for two.

The CORPORAL relents and throws down a cigarette packet. The
BOYS leap on it, only to find that it is empty. The CORPORAL

- laughs. There is an exchange of looks between the two BOYS, and

154

155
156

the CAMERA drops back with them as they take up a position
immediately behind the CORPORAL's camel. With the deftness of
long practice, FARRAJ daintily lifts the camel's tail and DAUD
rams his stick home. 'The camel roars and takes off.

CLOSE SHOT. BRIGHTON, shouting after the CORPORAL.

BRIGHTON
Hold it, Jenkins! '

CLOSE SHOT. JENKINS falls to the ground with a thud.
CLOSE SHOT. DAUD and FARRAJ walking along with studied

“innocence. They hear somecone laughing and turn,

157

158

CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE sees the two imps looking at him, and
checks his laughter.

MED. SHOT. Taking advantage of his appreciation, the two
BOYS fall in beside LAWRENCE's camel.
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158 Continued

159

160
161

DAUD
Aurens?
LAWRENCE
- Aurens.
DAUD
You have no orderly.
LAWRENCE
I don't need an orderly.
FARRAJ

(considers this)
No? We can do everything - light fires -
cook food - wash clothes =

DAUD
= yes everything.

FARRAJ
It will be very nice for you.

LAWRENCE
I can't afford it.

This is unanswerable. The BOYS grimace sympathetically and
LAWRENCE urges his camel forward out of picture., We stay on
the two BOYS looking about for fresh worlds to conquer.

DISSOLVE TO

LONG SHOT. SUNSET. The new camp has been set up beneath a
protecting ring of smooth rocks and high banks of sand at the edge of
a remote plateau. The smoke of the fires rises straight into the air,
and.one by one, lights appear in the largest and most central of the
Bedouin tents. On the heights above the camp, the tiny figures of
SENTRIES are silhouetted against the soft glow of the sunset. Itis a
scene of great tranquility after the noise and bustle of the previous

_sequences.

LONG SHOT. From their angle, the camp.

MED. SHOT. INT. FEISAL's tent. Though large, it is a plain
black tent like the others, very sparsely "furnished", though a carpet
is essential. Present are FEISAL, BRIGHTON, LAWRENCE and the
RECITER, to whom they are listening, BRIGHTON with a gentlemanly
self-control which shrieks impatience, FEISAL head back, eyes
closed, LAWRENCE head down, face hidden.
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161 Continued

RECITER
" Recite then as much of the Koran as may

be easy to you, God knoweth that there

be some among you sick while others travel
through the earth and others do battle in His
cause. Recite therefore as much as may be
easy. And seek ye forgiveness of God.
Verily God is forgiving, merciful.

- During this recital (which can of course be lengthened or shortened as
necessary) ALI enters back to CAMERA seen by FEISAL whose eyes
- flick open, unseen by LAWRENCE or BRIGHTON, who face FEISAL.

When the recital is finished.

. FEISAL
Greetings, Ali.

LAWRENCE and BRIGETON turn surprised, LAWRENCE's expression
changes. With him, we recognize ALI. '

ALl
(salaaming to FEISAL)

My lord.

BRIGHTON
{a curt greeting)
Sherif.

ALI salaams sgilently to BRIGHTON. His hostile eyes return to
LAWRENCE, FEISAL claps his hands. ALI sits, not taking his eyes

from LAWRENCE.

- FEISAL
Lieutenant Lawrence, you have met
Sherif Ali, I think.

LAWRENCE
(very dry)

Yes my lord.

In answer to FEISAL's clap a SERVANT appears and serves ALI
with coffee, while:

FEISAL
And now Selim, "The Brightness'.
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161 Continued

RECITER
By the noon day brightness and by the
night when it darkeneth, thy Lord hath
not forsaken thee neither hath He been

displeased.

BRIGHTON exhibits impatience when the RECITER recommences.
FEISAL, seeing this, smiles gently, lays a hand on the RECITER's

wrist and finishes for him:

FEISAL
And surely the future shall be better for
thee than the past -

: LAWRENCE
~ And in the end shall your Lord be bounteous

to thee and thou be satisfied.

162 REACTION SHOT. BRIGHTON surprised, FEISAL surprised and
pleased.

FEISAL
(looking at LAWRENCE)

So?

163 REACTION SHOT. ALI's eyes flick suspiciously from FEISAL to
LAWRENCE, they smiling at one another. FEISAL takes in ALI,
rampant Bedouin, BRIGHTON, European couchant. He sighs.

FEISAL
Yes, Colonel.,
- BRIGHTON
1 want a decision, sir.
FEISAL
You want me to fall back on Yenbo,
Colonel.
BRIGHTON

Well you're not doing much good here
girl ..., Sorry to rub it in sir, but -
{bursting out; he has
been over this ground i
a dozen times) d
We can’t supply you here sir!

FEISAL
You could supply us through Akaba' .
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BRIGHTON
(astonished)
Akaba!

(angry)
Oh well if you can get hold of Akaba sir
of course we can supply you. But you
can't!

FEISAL

You could.
BRIGHTON
{incredulous)

You mean the Navy? The Turks have
twelve inch guns at Akaba sir - can you
imagine what that means?

FEISAL
(heavily; dejected)
Twelve inches. Yes, I can imagine.

BRIGHTON
(more gently)
Put that out of your mind sir; the Navy's
got other things to do. '

FEISAL
Ah yes. Protecting the Suez Canal.

BRIGHTON
(as one who states
the obvious)
The one essential sector of this Front is
and must be the Canal., You see that sir,
surely?

FEISAL
I see that the Canal is an essential Britigh
interest, It is of little consequence to us.

BRIGHTON
I must ask you not to talk like that sir.
The British and Arab interests are one
and the same,

FEISAL
Possibly.

ALllaughs sharply. BRIGHTON is disgusted.

45
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LAWRENCE makes an involuntary movement, suppresses ‘it, but

FEISAL:

FEISAL and ALI react to this.

46

BRIGHTON
Upon my word sir you're ungrateful.
Fall back on Yenbo and we will give you
equipment! We will give you arms,
advice, training, everything!:

FEISAL
(quickly)
Guns?

BRIGHTON
A modern rifle for every man.

FEISAL

{passionately)
No! Gung !’ Artillery. Guns like the

Turkisﬁ guns at Medina!

ALI

{lounging, sneering)
Yes; give us guns; and keep the training,

BRIGHTON
Your men need training far more than

guns sir.

ALI
- {laughs)

- The British will teach the Bedouin

how to fight?

BRIGHTON
We will teach them Sherif Ali, to fight
a modern mechanized army!

FEISAL
Lieutenant? What do you think of Yenbo?

LAWRENCE
I think it is far from Damascus.

BRIGHTON
We'll have you in Damascus sir, never fear -

S0 does BRIGHTON, alarmed.



- ’

y ,
E

47

163 Contimued

FEISAL
(scanning LAWRENCE

with interest})
Have you been in Damascus, Mr. Lawrence?

LAWRENCE
Yes my lord.

FEISAL
It is beautiful, is it not?

LAWRENCE
Very.

Neither ALI nor BRIGHTON likes this rapport. ALI sits up, against
a pole; this STRANGER must be watched. BRIGHTON says, quietly

but compellingly:

BRIGHTON

That'll do, Lawrence.
(sternly, to FEISAL)

Dreaming won't get you to Damascus, sir.
(kindly, persuasively)

But discipline will.

While BRIGHTON goes on, cut to ALI and LAWRENCE in silent con-
frontation, cutting back to BRIGHTON only for the last two beats:

BRIGHTON
Now look sir, Great Britain is a small
country - much smallier than yours.
Small population compared with some.
It's small but it's great. And why - ?

ALI
Because it has guns!

BRIGHTON
Because it has discipline!

FEISAL
Because it has a Navy. Because of this
the English go where they please and
strike where they please, and this makes

them great,

LAWRENCE

(quietly)
Right.
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163 Continued

- FEISAL looks to him again, At once the storm breaks.

BRIGHTON

Lawrence that'll gg '
(quick, before FEISAL

can speak)
Lieutenant Lawrence is not your Military

Advisor sir!

FEISAL
But I should like to hear his opinion.

LAWRENCE opens his mouth. BRIGHTON 'jumps down it.

BRIGHTON
Goddammit Lawrence, from whom do you
take your orders? _

RECITER
From Lord Feisal, in Feisal's tent.

ALI
Old fool! Why turn from him (Brighton)
to him? (Lawrence) They are master and
1

man.

FEISAL remains absolutely unmoved, maintaining towards LAWRENC!:

an attitude of polite attention, LAWRENCE knows he ig crossing the
Rubicon.

' LAWRENCE
My lord ... I think ... I think your Book
is right.

(he points to the Koran.

FEISAL cocks his head

enquiringly)
"The desert is an ocean in which no oar
is dipped”. And on this ocean the Bedu
go where they please and strike where
they please ... This is the way the Bedu
has always fought ... You are famed
throughout the world for fighting in this
way. And this is the way you should

fight now.

ALI agrées with every word of this and is rendered trebly suspicious.
BRIGHTON can barely comprehend such atrocious insubordination.



163 Continued

49

BRIGHTON
{disgusted, as one
who gives up)
Well I don't know ...

LAWRENCE
{distressed)
I'm sorry sir - but you're wrong!
(he turns to FEISAL)
Fall back on Yenbo sir and the Arab
Rising becomes one poor unit in the
British Army.

ALI :
(wild with jealousy
_ and suspicion)
What is this to you?

'BRIGHTON
Lawrence, do you know that you're a
traitor?

FEISAL
No no - he is a young man, Colonel, and
young men are passionate. They must
say their say; but wiser people must
decide. I know you are right.

BRIGHTON
(curtly)
Very well, sir, when shall we move?
The sooner the better sir, you'll lose
-another fifty men tonight.

FEISAL
(stung)
You tread heavily ... But you speak the
truth, I will give you my answer
tomorrow. And now
(he rises)
it is late.

It is the dismissal. All rise. BRIGHTON salutes. ALI salaams.
EBRIGHTON politely ushers ALI cut before himself, but himself
precedes LAWRENCE. Just as LAWRENCE is following, FEISAL
makes him a discreet signal to remain. Outside in the dark,
BRIGHTON and ALI regard the tent flap, expecting LAWRENCE.
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It dawns on them that he has been detained for a private audience.
They stare at one another. They turn, and make their separate

|

) ways between the tents.
!Q Inside the tent FEISAL and LAWRENCE both stand.
4

FEISAL
Colonel Brighton means to put my men
under European Officers does he not?

:
’ .

'8 | _ LAWRENCE
In effect my lord, yes.

FEISAL
-And I must do it, for the Turks have
~ European guns. But I fear to do it upon
my soul I do. The English have a great-
hunger for desolate places, Lieutenant I
 fear they hunger for Arabia.

ey LAWRENCE
i < . Then you must deny it to them.

| | FEISAL
L : You are an Englishman. Are you not
~loyal to England?

LAWRENCE
: (hegitates, smiles &
‘ smile of intellectual, not
' emotive humour)
To England and to other things.

But FEISAL will not play the intellectual game, though amply .
intellectual- for him the question is practical, and his expression is
serious as he draws up {0 LAWRENCE and says thoughtfully:-

L/

FEISAL
‘To ‘England and Arabia both? And is

that possible ...? :
(he approaches LAWRENCE
closely and considers him.
o He nods)
(--*- B I think you are another of these desert-
e’ loving Englishmen -
(he walks away)
Doughty, Stanhope, Gordon of Khartoum.
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He indicates graciously the tent flap. They move over to it, and

FEISAL (Cont)

(he turns) -
No Arab loves the desert. We love water
and green trees., There is nothing in the
desert. And no man needs nothing.

(His tone changes from the

philosophic to the emotional)
«+. Or ig it that you think we are something
you can play with because we are a little
people, a silly people; greedy, barbarous
and cruel?

(LAWRENCE locks

surprised)
But you know, Lieutenant, in the Arab
city of Cordova were two miles of public
lighting in the streets - when Lonclon was
a village!

LAWRENCE
Yes, you were great.

FEISAL
(dryly)

Nine centuries ago.

_ LAWRENCE
(mildly)
Time to be great again my Lord.

FEISAL

(stiffly)
Which is why my father made this war
upon the Turks - my father, Mr Lawrence,
not the Enghsh'

(he is suddenly overcome

by melancholy)
But my father is old and I - I long for the
vanished Gardens of Coxdova ...

(sighs)
However, before the gardens must come
the fighting.

FEISAL courteously holds it apart.

FEISAL
(with formal politeness,smiling)

To be great again, it seems we need the English or ...

(he shrugs)

51
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163 Continued

LAWRENCE

(gently)
Or...7

. FEISAL
{looking out over the
silence encampment)
What no man can provide, Lieutenant.
We need a miracle.

FEISAL nods a polite goodnight, and LAWRENCE leaves.

164 CLOSE SHOT, Outside, LAWRENCE comes to a slow halt a few
yards from the tent. As he stands looking down at the ground in
deep thought, a slow dynamo-like theme begins on the SOUND TRACK.
An irritation crosses his mind, the music stops, and he looks up.

165 MED. SHOT. BRIGHTON's brightly lit army tent glowing out
among its neighbours. :

166 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE's eyes return to the ground and the
music begins again, then, very slowly, he walks off in the opposite

direction. . .

167 MED. SHOT. FEISAL is gitting alone inside his tent. He looks up
towards the tent flap trying to collect his curiously conflicting thoughtls

about the young man outside.

168 CLOSE SHOT, A set of moonlit footprints in clean sand., The
dynamo theme takes on an overtone of mysticism as the CAMERA
pans upwards following the footprints, and we see the dark outline
of LAWRENCE's back as he strolls slowly in deep thought towards
the open desert.

168 LONG SHOT. Two small FIGURES scamper along a sandy ridge.
On reaching the end of a promontory, they stop.

170 CLOSE UP. FARRAJ and DAUD squat into picture, looking
downwards with curiosity.

171 LONG SHOT. The small figure of LAWRENCE walking in the desert
below., He comes to a stop with his hands in his pockets.

172 CLOSE UP. The two IMPS look down, puzzled.

173 LONG SHOT. The dark figure of LAWRENCE, standing in deep |
concentration, outlined againstthe brilliant white of the moonlit
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desert, The dynamic theme increases in intensity, and LAWRENCE
begins to wander off in ancther direction.

DISSCLVE TO

MEDIUM SHOT: A dawn sky. LAWRENCE is standing quite still,

oblivious of the two BOYS who squat down only a few yards above him.

CLOSE UP: The IMPS sit patiently watching LAWRENCE like two
dogs watching their master. Then DAUD picks up a jagged stone of
some bright colour and suggests in pantomime that he throw it down
towards LAWRENCE. FARRAJ shakes his head, but unable to
restrain himself, DAUD gently lobs it out of picture.

MEDIUM SHOT: The stone lands at LAWRENCE's feet. At first he
seems not to notice 1t, but then, without interrupting his concentra-

tion, he aimlessly picks up the stone, bounces it up and down in the

palm of his hand, and walks slowly away. The IMPS get up and run
out of picture.

DISSOLVE

LONG SHOT: DAY. LAWRENCE is sitting under a stunted desert
tree. One of the BOYS sits before him, the OTHER is busy behind
him. Apart from this tiny group, the frame is completely empty,
above, below, and to either side.

MEDIUM SHOT: The SAME. FARRAJ is hanging an odd piece of
cloth in the branches so that LAWRENCE's head is shaded. Three or
four yards in front of LAWRENCE, with his back to camera, gits
DAUD - also cross-legged ~ wa.tching him as he continues playing w:th
the stone. FARRAJ comes and sits down near to DAUD, so that
LAWRENCE is framed between the backs of the two BOYS The
CAMERA starts to creep in towards LAWRENCE. The music,
which has never stopped, builds up and up. LAWRENCE begins to
hold the stone so tightly that his fist vibrates with the unconscious
effort. He looks directly up at the two BOYS, but his eyes are
focused on the distance and he is not really seeing them,

CLOSE UP: The IMPS stare back. They don't know why, but they
are rather frightened.

CLOSE UP:. LAWRENCE. The music stops. There is a pause.

LAWRENCE
(quietly)

Akaba.
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181 CLOSE UP: The two BOYS don't understand.

182-MEDIUM SHOT: LAWRENCE and the BOYS.
183

G

LAWRENCE
Akabha - from the land’

He comes to and chucks the stone at the 'BOYS. DAUD catches it,
then looks up in surprise and points to LAWRENCE's hand. It is
bleeding. LAWRENCE licks his palm mechanically, and above his
hand we see his gaze is no-longer inwards but outwards and actively
excited. He gets to his feet. Exciting, whirling music begins. The
CAMERA PANS and TRACKS with LAWRENCE as he walks away
from the three. The two BOYS follow close behind. LAWRENCE
walks faster and faster until he is running - as a man runs who has
a gpecific destination. 'The music builds. The camp appears in the

‘background and the run becomes a race. LAWRENCE disappears

among the fents, and the BOYS put on a spurt but DAUD trips over a .
root and goes sprawling, and MUSIC stops when:: _

CUT TO

184 CLOSE SHOT ALL

) ' ALI
You are mad. To come to Akaba by land
we should have to cross the Nefud,

LAWRENCE
That's right.

. ALIA
The Nefud cannot be crossed.

LAWRENCE
I'll cross it if you will,

ALI
(surprised)
You? It takes more than a compass,
Englishman.
(LAWRENCE does
not flicker)
The Nefud is the worst place God created!

.~ LAWRENCE
Oh I can't answer for the place. Only
for myself.

ALI begins to be fascinated. LAWRENCE drives on:
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184 Continued

LAWRENCE
Fifty men? '

ALY
Fifty, against Akaba?

LAWRENCE
If fifty men came out of the Nefud, they
would be fifty men that other men might
join,
(lightly)
The Howeitat are there I hear.

ALI
(promptly)
The Howeitat are brigands; they will
sell themselves to anyone.

LAWRENCE
Good fighters: though,

ALI

Good, yes ...
(bursts out)
There are guns at Akaba.

N LAWRENCE
They face the gea Ali, And they cannoct
be turned round. From the landward
side there are no guns at Akaba.

ALI
With good reason! If cannot be approached

from the landward side!

| LAWRENCE
Certainly the Turks do not dream of it.

He turns and points to the horizon.

185 LONG SHOT of this while he says on SOUND TRACK.

LAWRENCE
Akaba's over there Ali. R's only a
matter of going. .

55
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186 CLOSE SHOT ALI

187

188
189

190

ALI
(with horror and
unwilling respect)
You are mad!

DISSOQLVE TO

A ROCKY OUTCROP. Grey dawn, LAWRENCE burdened with
pistol, bandolier and saddlebags is striding round the edge of it.

In the background, at a distance, is the camp with smoke
ascending from one or two early fires, but no other sign of life,
Except, that is, when LAWRENCE looks over his shoulder to make
sure he has been been seen, and:

LONG SHOT. DAUD and FARRAJ are'fonowing.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE does not look at all pleased or
charmed, but he accepts the phenomenom as 2 sensible man
accepts ﬂ1es, that is without pleasure but also without ﬂap, and
skirting the curve of the outcrop he sees:

LONG SHOT. The RAIDING PARTY making its last minute
preparations. Some of the camels are being loaded, some are
already rearing to go; the atmosphere is as tense and technical

as in a Grand Prix racing pit, except that there is no shouting - on
the contrary all is done very quietly. LAWRENCE pauses to take
in the scene and FEISAL steps out of the shelter of the rock.

FEISAL
{smiles, but rather
fainily and searchingly)
And where are you going, Lieutenant -
with fifty of my men?

LAWRENCE
- {(smiling)
To work your miracle.

FEISAL

Blasphemy.
(he walks LAWRENCE into
and through the RAIDING
PARTY, knowing where
LAWRENCE's camel is,
CAMERA tracking)

is a bad beginning to such a journey.
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LAWRENCE
Who told you?
FEISAL
Ali did. Why not you?
LAWRENCE

(it is a bit awkward.
He shifts his bags from
‘one hand to the other)

You are falling back, on Yenbo, sir.

FEISAL
(glances at him side-
long, muttering)
Yes, yes, I must .... But I will spare

these to you,

They have arrived at LAWRENCE's camel; ALl is by it, busy with

his own. He looks at LAWRENCE but makes no greeting, defensive- '

aggressive.

FEISAL
Did All break confidence, to tell me?

Before LAWRENCE can answer FEISAL holds up a hand and listens.
Quietness falls all about. The distant Muezzin is heard from the
camp and with a single wave~like rustling, all but LAWRENCE are
kneeling towards Mecca. He looks about; we see what he sees;
then he busies himself quietly with his bags. When the prayer is
ended ALI is the first to rise, and again he and LAWRENCE
exchange their defensive-aggressive stare. FEISAL riges last.

LAWRENCE
Sherif Ali owes you his allegiance,

my lord.
(he gets into the saddle)

FEISAL

(searchingly)
Yet you did not tell Colonel Brighton.

LAWRENCE
{(inexpressively)

No. .
(he gets into the saddle)
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LLONG SHOT. DAUD and FARRAJ hang off the RAIDING PA.RTY
wistfully.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE looks down into the CAMERA from his
camel, which has risen, and behind we see ALI and OTHERS

similarly risen.

LAWRENCE
(smiling)
Since you do know; we can claim
to ride in the name of Feisal of Mecca.

CLOSE SHOT. FEISAL

FEISAL
(looking upwards, from
- LAWRENCE's angle)
Yeg, Lieutenant Lawrence, you may
claim it. -But in whose name do you
- ride? B

CUT SHARPLY, with MUSIC quite loud, to the head and shoulders

of LAWRENCE, riding; broad day. His expression is that of an
excited young man who nevertheless controls himself. As he rides
he slightly turns his head from left to right, trying to see what is
behind him without overtly turning round. The MUSIC gathers

yet more force. Finally he is unable to overcome the temptation and
twists right round in the saddle.

MED. SHOT. What he sees: (And with a crash the theme fills to
full piteh) The RAIDING PARTY strung out four abreast behind him.

CLOSE UP TRACKING. ALl and LAWRENCE. LAWRENCE turns
to the front again, his eyes blazing. He siraightens himself in the
saddie and erects his head. His face is stiffened with dlsciplined
ecstasy. ALI has been watching him: he smiles sardonically.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The CAMERA now starts to move down
the line of RIDERS, introducing each in turn as they pass through
the shot trotting a liftle faster than the CAMERA. First come
ALl's two NEGRO SLAVES, magnificent in their red-tipped costumes. .
Then banners, followed by exotic faces, fiercely and seriously con-
centrated ahead. Last of all come the baggage camels, laden with
food and rolled-up tents, We see, individually, GAS]M a shifty, .
cheerful, undersized and impoverished Bedouin, the ELDER HARITH,
a middle-aged and well-equipped warrior with a calm strong face,
and MAJID a willowy young Ageyli with splendid clothes, made-up
eyes and an elegant manner, but a dashing rider and most seriously
armed.
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LONG SHOT TRACKING. For the first time we see the RAIDING
PARTY as a whole. The CAMERA follows it for quite some time
as it weaves its way through the muiti-coloured sands and rocks.
ALI raises his camel stick pointing out a change of direction away
from CAMERA. The MUSIC grows fainter and fainter as the
RAIDERS draw away leaving a cloud of dust behind them.

MED. SHOT. Round the corner of a hillock we have just passed, a
single and rather mangy camel appears with two RIDERS. As the
animal is brought to a halt we recognise FARRAJ and DAUD. DAUD
ig in front with FARRAJ mounted pillion-fashion behind him, his
hands clasped around DAUD's waist, The two IMPS furtively watch
the desert ahead. ,

LONG SHOT. From their viewpoint we see the receding column
pf dust sent up by the RAIDING PARTY. _ -

CLOSE SHOT. DAUD and FARRAJ. They wait for a few seconds,
then DAUD gives their camel a smart whack and CAMERA pans
with them as they trot oif acrogs the desert plain.

DISSOLVE

CLOSE SHOT. DAUD and FARRAJ, hidden behind a fold in the

ground. Late afternoon. On their bellies, they munch some
unappetizing and crumbly food. By their sides we see their water can ~
not a proper one, but improvised from an old tin - empty. They are
looking off screen, yearningly. On SOUND TRACK we hear distant
cheerful voices and the roar of a camel. DAUD essays another
mouthful of the dry stuff; chewing mechanically and half-heartedly,
crumbs falling heedless from his lips, he gazes off fascinated, at:

MEDIUM SHOT. The glittering water of a palm-fringed oasis. The
Raiders (their voices now suddenly loud on SOUND TRACK) are
preparing for the night in high good humour, the sadness of parting
over and the hard part of the journey not yet begun. ~ The water
occupies most of the screen, the men merely a human fringe at its
periphery. They drink, call to one another, drink, pour water on
their heads, splash, dabble their hands, or merely smile at their
own reflections. A fire is kindled food is in the offing. But above
all there is water.

CLOSE SHOT. DAUD and FARRAJ as hefore, looking off (the

-voices distant again). They look at one another hesitantly. Look

off again. With determination DAUD seizes the can. They slither
down the reverse slope.

CLOSE SHOT. Inthe oasis LAWRENCE is wringing out a spare
army singlet, crouching, watched by ALI who lounges at a little
distance from him. LAWRENCE is gware of ALI's regard. On
SOUND TRACK, raised voices. LAWRENCE looks up, merely

masand vy ATY '.'lln?‘i'a
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CLOSE MOVING SHOT. GASIM is coming through the palm trees
with DAUD and FARRAJ. He has DAUD by a handful of his thick
hair and FARRAJ by the ear. GASIM is delighted to be the centre

of attention and gives DAUD a rough shake now and then, and DAUD
plays up with clowning and affected fear. But FARRAJ is in pain and
his dignity offended and has set his face disobligingly. The Raiders

- laugh and applaud. These are known characters evidently.

207

LAWRENCE and ALI. LAWRENCE as before but ALI is standing.

GASIM comes on frame and throws down his captwes. One or two of -

the others have followed,

GASIM
T caught them Sherif. They have tracl-:ed
us, They were here.
{with an ingratiating
nod to LAWRENCE)
1 caught them.

ALI picks up his camel whip.

ALl
Why are you here? Boy.

He pushes FARRAJ with his foot.

FARRAJ
To serve Lord Aurens, Sherif.

DAUD, having improved the moment by surreptitiously snatching a
handful of water, nods cheerfully at LAWRENCE. ALI looks at
LAWRENCE: sardonically., LAWRENCE is attracted to the boys but
senses that the situation holds trouble for him.. He will have no
part of them, and locks away as one bored or one who will have no

concern in something no concern of his.. §

GASIM -
(anxious to be indispensable)
That is true, Aurens. They do wish it.

He turns for confirmation to the others, but LAWRENCE again looks
away, unconcerned, and doesa't even seem to hear what follows.

ALI
You have been tracking us.
(he looks uneasily over the
horizon. He twitches his whip)
¥You were told to stay!l

FARRAJ
No Sherif, our camel strayed. We followed her.
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207 Continued
DAUD

(solemnly)
She led us here to be Lord Auren's servants.

(looking at LAWRENCE)
It is the will of Allah.

ALl
(technically, not angrily)

Blasphemy.
He brings the whip down hard on DAUD's sholilders. At once
LAWRENCE logks up.

| _ LAWRENCE
Don't do that.

Immediate silence. He rises. He is hesitating. GASIM steps in to

save him from a social blunder.
GASIM
Oh these are not servants Aurens - these
are ... outcasts, parentless ...
(he shrugs, not expressing
‘pity but on the contrary _
apologising for such creatures)

ALI

. (shortly)
Be warned. They are not suitable.

LAWRENCE
They sound very suitable ... You can
ride with the baggage. :
They are at his feet, touching head and heart. ALI stalks away
disgustedly, turning only to say: '
ALl _
These are not servants, these are worshippers.
208 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE trades look for look.. On SOUND TRACK.

. DAUD
Aurens.
209 CLOSE SHOT. The boys are still kneeling. The other Raiders have
drifted away, but GASIM stands over them quite proprietorial, as

though this were what he had intended ail along. We only see his
bottom half as we are looking down on the boys POV LAWRENCE.

DAUD is holding up one finger.

DAUD
One shilling every week?

GASIM
(iudicial) -
That is fair.



- g g g et

L/

s

62

209 Continued

DAUD
(a quick glance at FARRAJ)
Each?
GASIM
(scandalised)
No that is too much!
LAWRENCE
All right.

With a nod and rather awkward smile, he moves away. GASIM looks
after him and calls (if possible from an empty uncluttered screen, so
that he has "significance™.).

GASIM

They will be lucky for you!
(with the dreadful piety of a
thorough~going sinner:)
. Allah favours the compassionate!

. . cuT
210-The singing wires of the telegraph above the railway.
213 DISSOLVE TO

216 MED. LONG SHOT. A CRESTED DUNE. LAWRENCE and ALI appear,

halt and look towards us. The MAIN PARTY appears and does the sam¢.

217 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE and ALI
There is the railway and that - is the desert.
218 LONG SHOT. Beyond the railway a limitless vista of shining white.

ALI
{on SOUND TRACK)
From here until the other side, no water
but what we carry. For the camels, no
water at all. K the camels die, we die. And
in twenty days they will start to die,

219 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE and ALIL

ALI
(sardonically polite as he {riumphs
over LAWRENCE who stares ahead
of him) '

You gee?
LAWRENCE

{(equally polite)
Yes. There's no time to waste then, is there?
(and he moves forward)

220 MED. SHOT. From among the RAIDERS we follow LAWRENCE
down the slope; he crosses the line ahead of us and rides into the

Aacevrl_
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LLOW GROUND SHOT. Along the line. The camels of the RAIDERS
cross, some close, others more distant seen between their moving
legs.

DISSOLVE TO

FIRST AERIAL SHOT. THE RAIDERS, not in precise formation, but
still quite well gathered, in a disjointed column, move over the plain.
Shot starts at the rear, moving forward and continues on into the plain.

DISSOLVE TO

LONG SHOT. A FEATURELESS DESERT WASTELAND. The
RAIDERS are spread out in no particular order, plodding on under a
high sun.

MED. SHOT. MEN and beasts are exhausted. The RIDERS jerk up
and down like sacks.

MED. SHOT. Another angle.
MED. SHOT. Still another angle - building a sense of monotony.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. ALI, followed by his TWO SERVANTS.
The SERVANTS tired, ALI alert. He looks over at:

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. LAWRENCE followed by FARRAJ and
DAUD. LAWRENCE's eyes are fixed dreamily on:

MED. SHOT TRACKING. A DUST DEVIL twisting and turning
across the desert floor.

CLOSE UP TRACKING: LAWRENCE bobbing monotonously up and
down. His half-closed eyes follow the dust devil downwards.

CLOSE SHOT. The foot of the dust devil sucking the ground in a
giddy spiral.

CLOSE UP TRACKING: LAWRENCE., He pulls himself together and
looks away from the dust devil to his own shadow.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. His shadow jerking and flitting,
expanding and contracting on the desert floor.

CLOSE UP TRACKING. LAWRENCE. His head jerks sleepily .
He is about to fall off. He.-jerks himself upright, but again his
head nods forward. ALY comes up alongside, smiles with grimt
satisfaction, and pokes LAWRENCE with his stick, LAWRENCE
immediately opens his eyes, straightens.

LAWRENCE
(defensive)
I was thinking.
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234 Continued
_ ALl
(mockery}
You were driftidg.
- LAWRENCE
Yes.
{his face is steely,
hig voice rustling and
dry)
It will not happen again.
ALY
(as before)
Be warned, you were drifting.
. . LAWRENCE
It will not happen again!
.DISSOLVE TO

235

238
239

240
241

242

243

A DIFFERENT TYPE OF "FEATURELESS" LANDSCAPE. (But

“absence of feature, absence of colour must be common to all these

Trek sequences.} Another HELICOPTER shot, but not aerial:
we are speeding over the flat ground towards the RAIDERS who
are now in much more open order, each MAN absorbed.in his own

suffering.
MED. TRACKING SEOTS. The ELDER HARITH unmoved, MAJID
ennobled, GASIM actively sorry for himself and hating hig camel.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT LAWRENCE. He is looking away towards
his right, his sun-scorched face set in an artificial mask of indiffer-

ence.

LONG SHOT. A MIRAGE OF SPARKLING WATER. It wavers and
comes nearer.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. LAWRENCE. He turns his head slowly
away to the left.

LONG SHOT. A DIFFERENT BUT SIMILAR MIRAGE.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. LAWRENCE. He turns his head and
locks ahead.

LONG ShOT. "A THIRD MIRAGE; this time the corrupting illusion
is just a short run away.

MED. TRACKING SHOT LAWRENCE and ALI. ALI looks at

R —r————
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Continued

LAWRENCE, sarcastically amused. LAWRENCE turns away his
head with a rather weary frown, as one who is bothered by an
impertinently curious child. ALI's face darkens.

DISSOLVE TO

MED. SHOT. * A BIVOUAC. SUNSET. ALI "in bed”. In background
all the OTHERS the same, except for LAWRENCE, who is shaving out

a spoonful of water .in a tin lid.
ALI
From now on we must travel by night.

And rest while it is too hot to travel.

A few hours each day.
(he watches the effect

of this)

LAWRENCE
{concentrating on his
shaving)
Mmm. Why don't we start now?

ALY
No, no.
(sweetly)
We still rest now; three hours.

LAWRENCE
- (goes on shaving)
Fine. . I'll wake you.

DISSOLVE TO

MED. LONG SHOT. NOON. At a distance from us the RAIDING -
PARTY. We canndt see the MEN, merely the kneeling camels which
are scattered,inthrees and fours and individually. We begin to approac:

then
CUT TQ

MED. SHOT THE SAME. In the tiny shadow afforded by each
camel cowers a motionless and shrouded MAN

CLOSE SHOTS. THE CAMELS' HEADS AND FACES. Some of them
have gummy foam about their lips.
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248 CLOSE SHOT. ALIuncovers his head He looks up at the sun.
He rises. He rouses ELDER HARITH, who rouses LAWRENCE, who
looks round for ALI who is looking back at him. In the background

the OTHERS begin to stir.
DISSQCLVE TO

249 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. A camel's feet, slipping on a surface
of broken stones. CAMERA lifts to ALI. He rides looking dowm.

His camel stumbles, stumbles again.

250 MED. LONG SHOT Other's of the RAIDER S, looking down anxiously
at their stumbling camél's ieet,

DISSOLVE TO

251 MED. AERIAL SHOT. The RAIDERS pick their way across a
wilderness of broken stones.

SHARP CUT TO

202 EXTREME CLOSE SEOT. In brilliant clarity a camel goes over
sideways in a tumbling rush as though pole-axed, its RIDER only
glimpsed as he is flung from his saddle.

CUT TO

263 MED. SHOT LAWRENCE, ELDER HARITH, GASIM, stunned into
immobility stand and look at the fallen beast, one leg of which is
kicking mechanically, but apart from that inert, and the bundle of
rag which is a MIDDLE~AGED ARAB. MAJID hobbles over to this,
straightens up, looks off at ALI, raising his hands a little.

254 MED. SHOT ALI turns and leads his beast on. MAJID follows
- suit. As he does so she groans, and slobbers, distressfully jerking
her lead. ALI looks round at this, and he and MAJID exchange a seric.

| glance.
255 MED. SHOT DAUD and FARRAJ, in the rear, look back.

256 LONG SHOT THE CORPSES OF THE CAMEL AND THE MAN.
DISSOLVE TO

257 LONG SHOT Late afternoon on the edge of a mud flat, its shore
fringed by black boulders and rocks. The RAIDERS are dismounted
anyhow. One or two 6f the camels now on their sides instead of
kneeling. We see three BEDOUINS rubbing water on the tongue of
a camel which is at its last gasp. The last of them, two on 2 beast,

- ———
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257 Continued

are coming in. Their camel flounders to her knees. ELDER HARITH
and ALI, watching this, are joined by LAWRENCE, who swills in the
bottom of a mag a few spoonsful of water.

LAWRENCE
Do we rest here?

ALl
(shortly)
I told you; when the camels die, we
die,
(he goes)

MAJID
There is no rest now, short of water, Aurens.
On the other side of that.
(nodding over the mud flat)

258 LONG SHOT The mud flat in the setting sun.

LAWRENCE
(on sound track)
How much of that is there?

258 CLOSE SROT: MAJID

MAJID
1 am not sure. pBut however much, it
must be crossed before tomorrow's
sun gets up.
(he smiles wryly)
This is the sun's anvil.

260 AERIAL SHOT. We seée the tremendoas scale of the flat as the RAIDERS
strike out across it from the encircling rocks. Thia should be the
biggest and bleakest eye-ful to date.

DISSOLVE TO

261 LONG SHOT NIGHT Faint moonlight, and the RAIDERS in a more
or less orderly line. The CAMERA begins to pan with them.

262 MED. TRACKING SHOT. LAWRENCE followed by FARRAJ and
DAUD. .

263 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT: FARRAJ is nodding in the saddle.
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CLOSE TRACKING SHQT. ALI at the head of the column. He is
awake and alert and his rifle rests across his saddle.

MED. TRACKING SHOT. THE BAGGAGE CAMELS. Some of the
RIDERS have wedged themselves among the baggage and are asleep.

CLOSE UP TRACKING LAWRENCE. He shifts in the saddle taking up
a new position. He looks farward to:

CLOSE SHOT TRACKING . ALI'S back. Upright and erect.

CLOSE UP TRACKING. LAWRENCE. with half an eye on ALI he
raises his arm to read his watch. This done he replaces it. A yawn
overtakes him.

CLOSE SHOT TRACKING ALI's back. He turns looking around the
GROUP, and turns back again.

DISSOLVE TO

LONG SHOT TRACKING. THE RAIDING PARTY. The moon now -
casting long shadows.

CLOSE SHOT TRACKING The shadows bobbing up and down between
the camels’legs. The shot is held for several seconds -then there is a
cry, and a BODY {falls among the shadows..

CLOSE UP. The Fallen RIDER is FARRAJ. He sits up, shakes his
head, and gets up.

MED. SHOT LAWRENCE and DAUD have come to a halt. - They wait
as FARRAJ runs forward to his camel and brings it to its knees,
Other camels pass on through the picture.

CLOSE UP ALI. He too has come to a halt. He stares hard and
disapprovingly at what has happened, wheels about again and continues.

MED. SHOT. LAWRENCE and DAUD wait until FARRAJ remounts.
They move off together.

" LONG SHOT TRACKING. The RAIDERS plod on.

DISSOLVE TO
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT.
all looking down.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT.
All are slumped, but look relieved.

- DAUD rides up beside them.

LAWRENCE

; {eager)
Have we done it?

ELDER HARITH

(smiles 2 little)
No, but we are off the anvil.

LAWRENCE
Thank God for that anyway ---

ELDER HARITH

Yes, thank Him, Aurens. I do not think

you know how you have tempted him.

LAWRENCE
(frowning)
I know.
{to ALI)
We've done it.

ALl
(even he cannot hide entirely
his relief. He shrugs)
God willing.

LAWRENCE
When do we get to the wells?

ALI
God-willing, mid-day.

LAWRENCE
Then we've done it!

69

EXTREME LCONG SHOT: DAYBREAK. The distant RIDERS are
approaching the sandy shore on the far side of the mud flat.

LAWRENCE and ALJ andl EIDER HARITH
Their camels' feet leave hard mud for

LAWRENCE, ALI, ELDER HARITH

He is worried and apprehensive,.
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DAUD
Aurens.

He points with his camel stick.
MEDIUM SHOT. A RIDERLESS CAMEL, saddled.

AL {off)
Gasim’s.

CLOSE SHOT. ALl and LAWRENCE stationary watched anxiously
by DAUD. _ :

LAWRENCE
What's happened to him?

ALI
God knows.

He considers this, then impatiently urges his camel forward.
LAWRENCE follows, and the CAMERA TRACKS with them.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT ALI and LAWRENCE

LAWRENCE
We must go back.

ALI
(scornfully)
What for, to die with Gasim?
(flatly) .
In two minutes comes the sun.

LAWRENCE stops his camel. ALJ instantly stops too.

ALI _
In God's name understand! We-can-
not-go-back!

. LAWRENCE -
I can.
(pointing to the boys)
Take these.

LAWRENCE wheels his mount but ALI blocks his way.
ALl

If you go back you kill yourself is all.
Gasim you have killed already.
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m 283 Continued
' LAWRENCE -

! {quietly)
| Get out of my way.

ELDER HARITH

.© (gently)
Gasim's time is come Aurens.
(pointing to GASIM's camel)

i
i It is written.
Tl 'LAWRENCE

(his voice and manner cramimed
with occidental impatience and

contempt)
Nothing is "written. '

O
He bursts between them. ALI goes alongside, not attempting any
longer to detain hirg, but incoherent with venom.

T - Go back! English! Blasphemer!
[-"j N, ' What then «-« what? What did you bring us

here for --~- with your blasphemous conceit?
Eh --- Bnglish blasphemer? Akaba? Was
it Akaba? You will not be at Akaba, English!
Go back, blasphemer, but you will not be at .

Akapa!

This absolute ldss of control yelled into LAWRENCE's face affords
him the most exquisite satisfaction --- It is victory. To drive the
point home, he turns his most amused, most donnish expression

upon his hated friend and says pleasantly:

LAWRENCE
I shall be at Akaba. That is written.
(points to his own head)

R In here. .
- | {(he smiles with deliberate

milGness)

ALI stops and looks after him trembling; he casts about for the worst

word he can think of.

N ALI
(_J (howling after him)
nd English! .... Engli-i-ish!
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MEDIUM SHOT. ALTs viewpoint of LAWRENCE and his camel going
back across the flat.

CLOSE UP: FARRAJ and DAUD anxiously locking back at the retreating
figure of LAWRENCE

MED. SHOT ALI and his camel in foreground of picture with LAWRENC;
in the background. ALI turns his animal around and shouts towards
FARRAJ and DAUD as he angrily urges the beast forward.

- ALI
Get on! Get on!

LONG SHOT. The foreground of the picture is composed of GASIM's
riderless camel. In the background FARRAJ and DAUD turn their
animals round and follow the RAIDERS onwards, ALI trots up fo
the camel in foreground of picture and gives it a vicious lash with
his whip. The animal bounds forward and the CAMERA remains

on a shot of the sky. The sun has still not risen. The sounds of
the retreating raiders grow fainter and fzinter. Silence.

EXTREME LONG SHOT. GASIM, 2 tiny figure, in the middle of the
mud flat. He is walking slowly but upright and steadily.

PRE~SUNRISE. The empty mud flat - theredglow of pre-dawn.
FOOTSTEPS. FEET enter and GASIM appears walking away from

camera l-r.

FULL FIGURE TRACKING SHOT. GASIM looks fearfully to his left -
on the second look - cut to:

HIS EYELINE of the brightening sky.

TRACKING SHOT. KNEE FIGURE OF GASIM, he hastens to a fast
walk. Hold for several seconds. CUT TO: .

THE TIP OF THE RISING SUN appears over the horizon.
CLOSE TRACKING SHOT: (waist figure) GASIM. He does not see the

sun. Aiter afewsecondsthe sunlight flicks his face. He sees it and
then after a moment’s hesitation, walks even faster.

204A TWO SHOT. GASIM and the SUN. (Half way up over the horizon ~

in r.b.g. ) GASIM hesitates in his walk, then subconsciously alters
his direction away fromthe sun and towards camera.

e 204B CLOSE SHOT. GASIM'S BACK. He hurries away from camera -

furns and looks over his shoulder at the sun. HIS SHADOW is
beginning to appear on the mud ilat.
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2 294C CLOSE SHOT 'THE SUN BREAKING CLEAR of the horizon.

294D HIGH SHOT GASIM, moving away from camera, half breaks into a
run. LONG SHADOWS ahead of him now quite definite. As he
reaches EXTREME LONG SHOT he slows down.

29¢E CLOSE SHOT. Sadness overtakes GASIM. He stops and turms to
look at the sun humbly.

294F LONG SHOT. THE SUN now well clear of the horizon. GASIM
stands looking at it. He turns and continues.

285 LONG SHOT. The distant Raiding party is moving away from CAMERA.
spread out over a bleak country away from the mud flat. The baggage
camels pass close by CAMERA. Some of the men are still tucked up
asleep. Some are doubled up. Behind them comes a single camel

mounted by FARRAJ.

296 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. FARRAJ He is frightened. He glances
forward to the raiding party, but mostly his looks are directed towards

the rear. _
o 297 LONG SHOT. shooting along the edge of the mud flat. A mounted
. camel picks its way off the shore on the flat, them comes to a halt.

298 CLOSE SHOT. DAUD. He too is frightened. He looks back towards
the Raiding Party, and then forward.

299 LONG SHOT. The mud flat, now shining. No-one to be seen.
300 CLOSE UP DAUD. He settles down to wait. The drums.
301 LONG SHOT. The sun, now 2lmost white. '

302 CLOSE UP... GASIM. Weeping and nearly blindhe half. raises his
hands in supplication. He gives in. ' :

303 CLOSE SHOT. The small figure of GASIM sinks to the ground.

304 CLOSE SHOT. A trough of ciear water with camels drinking.

305 MED. SHOT. The trough is beside a well around which some of the
RAIDERS are grouped, filling their botiles. Ia the background thebagga:
camels are still coming in. .

N 306 CLOSE SHOT ALI, .FARRAJ, and one or two other ARABS around
/ the well.
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Continued

ALI
God be thanked.
{he drinks. )

ARAB
God be thanked.
(he drinks)

' ANOTHER ARAB
God be thanked.
(he drinks)

FARRAJ takes a short drink and then turns away and the CAMERA

- PANS with him on to a shot of his back. He comes to a halt looking

out over the desert. The drums again.

LONG SHOT. The small figure of DAUD mounted on his camel,
back to CAMERA. The mud flat shining like an infernal lake.

CLOSE UP. DAUD. He looks around him, and then up at the sun.
Fear is beginning 10 mount, but he controls himself.

" DISSOLVE

MED. SHOT. The BOY and the CAMEL are casting a shadow again.

There is a pause of several seconds, then DAUD stiffens in 'his
saddle. Subconsciously he budges the animal forward a few paces.

CLOSE UP. He comes to a halt staring ahead.

LONG SHOT. An elongated pinhead of black elevated into the blue
above the horizon. The drum falters.

CLOSE SHOT. DAUD. Hardly daring, he urgesthe: camel into a
walk The CAMERA TRACKS with him as he sits bolt upright
peering ahead.

LONG SHOT. TRACKING. DAUD's viewpoint. The flat slipping
by underneath withthe distant pinpoint of black above the horizon.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. DAUD. Slowly hebrings the camel to a
trot.

LONG SHOT TRACKING His viewpeint. The ground is slipping by
faster. The distant pintpoint is now merging with the flat and
becoming distinguishable asanelongated and moving objett.
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. DAUD A painful grin spreads over his
face. He beats the camel into a gallop. Music begins fo well up
on the SOUND TRACK.

LONG SHOT TRACKING The mud flit now racing by. The distant
figure now a mounted camel ---~ but ridden by one or two men we
cannot see,

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. DAUD. His excitement mounts intec 2
shriek of delight as he recognizes .

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT LAWRENCE His camel is joiting along
at a slow trot. Behind him sits GASIM, hanging on as hest he can.
LAWRENCE's face is dreadfully blackened and he peers ahead

~ through bloodshot eyes.

LONG SHOT TRACKING LAWRENCE's viewpoint. The approachmg
outline of DAUD's galloping camel.

CLOSE UP TRACKING. DAUD another shriek.
CLOSE UP TRACKING. "LAWRENCE. A tortured half smile.

'EXTREME LONG SHO. The TWO CAMELS. One trotting and

one galloping, converging from either side of the screen. The
MUSIC builds. The TWO CAMELS meet, and DAUD whekls his
animal around to fall in beside LAWRENCE.. The music stops.

DISSOLVE

CLOSE SHEOT LATE AFTERNOON FARRAJ is gitting on a crest
with a water skin looking over the desert. He blinks back his tears.
Behind andbelowhimthe RAIDING PARTY have sét up a few tents
around the well. Fires are burning.

CLOSE SHOT. ALI is seated cross-legged on the ground in front of

‘one of the tents. He moodily draws patterns in the ground with his
.camel stick. Afier a moment he looks upwards.

LONG SHOT. The small figure of FARRAJ on the crest, outlined
against the reddéning sky, waiting.

CLOSE UP. ALI He looks away and whacks the ground with his
stick. There is a sudden ery from FARRAJ. _

FARRAJ (oif)
Aurens!! Daud!!!

ALIT looks up.
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MED. SHOT. FARRAJ is plunging down the side of 2 dune yelling
as he goes., The CAMERA PANS with’™ him into a LONG SHOT.
We see LAWRENCE and DAUD's camels below as FARRAJ falls
over himself, his water bottle flying.

CLOSE SHOT. ALI. Inthe background the RAIDERS rise to their
feet and start walking towards the desert. ALI's face is incred-
ulous, hopeful, and a little apprehensive.

MED. SHOT. DAUD and LAWRENCE, with GASIM mounted behind
him, coming in off the desert.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. FARRAJ running, yelling across the
desert,

CLOSE UP. DAUD Recogmsmg his companion he starts yelling
too, and stirs his camel forward,

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. ALL Surrounded by hurrying men he |
reaches the sand. 5

CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE looking out ahead.

LONG SHOT. The two GROUPS converge with FARRAJ the first
to make contact.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT, FARRAJ and DAUb. FARRAJ holds
up the watter bottle.

FARRAJ

Daud. Daud.
DAUD smiles down wearily. -

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. ALI, After afew steps he comes to a
standstill, = - [

MED, SHOT. The two camels, surrounded by the RAIDING PARTY.
They come to 2 halt and the camels kneel to the ground.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE and GASIM. MEN pull the exhausted

GASIM from the camel. LAWRENCE remains slumped in the saddle.
He looks towards ALI,

CLOSE SHOT. ALI. He walks forward with a half smile that admits
happy defeat.

CLOSE SHOT. FARRAJ and DAUD embracing.
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CLOSE SHOT. ALl walks into picture beside LAWRENCE and hands
him a bottle. LAWRENCE is about to drink, hut he takes the water
from his lips and raises his head.

LAWRENCE
(he croaks)
- Nothing is written.

As he drinks we hear a shocked, amused, admiring, murmur:

Aureng, Aureng, Aurens.

He slithers from the saddle and places hisfeet gmgerly on the ground.

He looks about.
MED. SHOT. Several of the RAIDERS have spread their saddle-

" cloths on the ground. Now he is eagerly invited by two or three

to confer the honour upon them.

ELDER HARITH
(smiling)
Aurens!

MAJID
(smiling)
Au_r ens!

LAWRENCE smiles and goés over to the nearest. He looks at it.
It calls. But he painfully takes off his shirt and calls, without
looking, as though for help.

LAWRENCE
Farraj! -
FARRAJ comes.
LAWRENCE
{giving him the shirt)

Wash.

Then he looks down at the brightly patterned saddlecloth and like a

light going out he releases the body from the mind's control and
almost collapses into sleep. (It must not be a faint though)

Instantly, FARRAJ begins to unlace his boots, and a shadow is

thrown over LAWRENCE as a cloth ghelter is erected over him.

DISSOLVE
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CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE. His eyes have opened and gleam in
the light.
AL1
(calls softly)
Farraj!

FARRAJ comes with a prepared dish of food, which he lays by
LAWRENCE., LAWRENCE raises himself on one elbow, considers

" it and begins to spoon it carefully into his mouth, watched by ALIL

-

_ ALI
(quietly) _
El Aurens ... Truly, for some men nothing
is written unless they write it,
(it is capitulation) -

LAWRENCE
(moved, he laughs quietly,
goes on eating, Then:)
Not 'El Aurens', Just Lawrence.

ALI
El Aurens is better.
LAWRENCE
True.
ALl

Your father too: Just Mr. Lawrence?

LAWRENCE
(considers this. Pushes away
the food. Turns on his hack
and closes his eyes as though
asleep, and says with an effort)
My father is Sir Thomas Chapman.

ALl
(pleased)
Is that a Lord?

LAWRENCE
A kind of a Lord.

ALI
Then when he dies you too will be a Lord,
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LAWRENCE
No.

ALI
(sympathetic)
Ah. You have an elder brother.
{a common complaint among
aristocrats like himself)

: LAWRENCE
No,
. ALl
But then ... :
(another point strikes him)
I do not understand this - Your father's
name is Chapman -

- LAWRENCE
Ali, My father isn't really my father.
He didn't marry my mother.

{the words 'father' and 'mother’

come out on a barely perceptible

effort of breath)

ALI
{gravely)
I see.
(he is disturbed. He must
think this out. Silence.}

LAWRENCE
I'm sorry,
(and this is not bitter but a
humble though dignified
apology for a fault,)

ALY
(after further thought; quietly)
It seems to me that you are free to
choose your own name then.

LAWRENCE
(he keeps his eyes tightly shut)
Yes, I suppose I am.

78
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ALI
(with a quick smile ~ and this
is an act of real moral generosity)
"El Aurens' is best.

LAWRENCE
* {after a pause in which he con-
trols the surge of gratitude -
dangerously similar to love -
which rises in him)
Al right, I'il settle for "El Aurens."

He feigns sleep., ALI covers him and goes over to the fire.

DAUD and FARRAJ are there, now asleep. By FARRAJ are neatly
piled LAWRENCE's shirt, shorts, socks, with the webbing belt on
top. ALI takes them up. FARRAJ wakes. ALIT throws the clothes
one by one on the fire, FARRAJ looks from them to him with his
mouth open in horrified enquiry,

348 CLOSE SHOT. BROAD DAY. LAWRENCE, hand on dagger in Arab
. robes.

349 MED. SHOT. ALI, ELDER BARITH, MAJID, and others regard him.

. ALl
- They are the robes of a Sherif of
the Beni Wejh, '

LAWRENCE
{stroking the silk)
Very fine, _ .
{he turns a circle, smiles,
awkward with pleasure and
emotion)
Great honour.

-MAJID
{courteous)
The honour is to us., Salaams Sherif,

. FARRAJ AND DAUD
(delighted)
Salaams Sherif.

LAWRENCE
(to ALY)
It is permitted?

o e
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Continued

ALI
Surely.

ELDER HARITH
He for whori nothing is written may write
himself a clan. Salaam.

LAWRENCE
Salaams..

He strides a hestitant pace or two and smiles bashfully. For once
it is he who is waiting for a lead.

ELDER HARITH
(tactiully boisterous)
They are good for riding. Try!

LAWRENCE
(eagerly)
Yes.
(he turns and picks up his camel
saddle, turns back to them,
Strongly.)
Great honour!

Asg he goes we hear the murmur rise to a shout: "Aurensl”
CUT TO

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT., LAWRENCE (head and shoulders) riding.
MUSIC. . . : '

REVERSE LONG SHOT. LAWRENCE galloping towards CAMERA.
The RAIDERS, distant, are watching. When he approaches
CAMERA, LAWRENCE reins in and turns to look at the RAIDERS.

MED. SHOT.  The RAIDERS raise their hands.

MED. SHOT. LAWRENCE raises his hand to them and urges his
camel off at a right angle. CAMERA (situated as in REVERSE
LONG SHOT above) PANS with this and the RAIDERS are cut off
from view by the bank of the Wadi, which LAWRENCE is entering.
When the RAIDERS are quite cut off from view:

CLOSE SHOT. He dismounts. He stands erect; his face is stern
but his eyes are smiling, like a man listening to music,
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MED. TRACKING SHOT. He walks a swinging pace or two. - He
draws his dagger and with an expression of extreme nobility

threatens with it ~~ who? Himself perhaps., His eyes {fall

upon the dagger as though it were someone else who held it and

his face relaxes in self -mockery, though he does not exactly smile.

In any case he is for the moment happy enough to tolerate himself.

He slams the dagger into its sheath and sets off briskly. He turns
suddenly, causing the robes to fly. And so on, the music rising.
Though the actions are histrionic his expression is manly and attentive,
almost cautious, and we can see that this is more than play acting.

As he goes, striding, stopping and turning, with slow graceful movement:
of the arms, - CAMERA FOLLOWS closely.

- LONG SHOT. Angling down. He sets off with a swinging stride in no

particular direction . CAMERA PANNING slightly, but he is
progressing diagonaily across the screen. A MAN on a STATIONARY
HORSE thus enters the opposite corner of the screen, unseen by

. LAWRENCE until they are almost nose to nose.-

MED. SHOT. THEY regard one another.

CLOSE SHOT. The manis AUDA. The complete desert Bedouin.
His face is haggard, fierce, dignified and childish. His eyebrows
are raised in amused enquiry. MUSIC stops.
AUDA
What are you doing -- Englishman?
LAWRENCE
{with equal insouciance -~
hands on hips)
As you see.
{glances round the rim of the

: basin, carelessly)
Are you alone?

AUDA
Almost. Are you with that party of
dogs who are drinking at my well?

LAWRENCE
(stiffens with immediate interest)
Yours? :

AUDA takes out his pistol and fires a single shot in the air, before
thrusting it back into his belt.
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AUDA
I am Auda Ibu Tayi.
(he expects this to have an effect)

. LAWRENCE
(as one who notes a mild coin-

cidence)
Ah. I have heard of another man of that

name.

. AUDA
Other?
(roaring)

“What other?

LAWRENCE
The Auda I heard of would not need to ,
summon help -- ,
(indicating the pistol)
to look after his wells.

AUDA
Ah. He must be a great hero.

LAWRENCE
He is. He would not refuse water to men
coming out of the Great Nefudh desert.

AUDA
Would he not? 'Truly that must be some

cther man.
(he jerks his head)

Here is my "help".

An impressive and dignified BOY of about ten years, on a miniature
Arab pony tears down the side of the dune and joins them., He and
LAWRENCE exchange glances. '

AUDA
{leans down from his horse and
flicks LAWRENCE's garments
with his whip)
Son, what fashion is this?

BOY
Harith, father, '
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AUDA
And what manner of Harith?

BOY
A Beni Wejh Sherif, father.

. AUDA
And is he Harith?

_ BOY
No father., English.

AUDA nods sardonically and wheels his horse to go.

AUDA
Son, they are stealing our water, Tell
them we are coming. :

The BOY drags out an enormous pistol and holds it upwards. Looks at
AUDA inquiringly, his eyes sparkling.

AUDA
. Yes! Tell them!

CLOSE SHOT. The BOY fires. The two bound out of frame.

MED . SHOT. From LAWRENCE's point of view, they tear away to
the end of the Wadi and wheel, in a spurt of sand, towa.rds the well,
so disappearing from view. As they go, their passage brings
LAWRENCE's camel uneasily to its feet, where it stands hesitant.

MED. SHOT. LAWRENCE-races through the sand towards it.

LONG SHOT ... AUDA and SON arrive ... snatch water bottle from.
GASIM. ' '

MED. SHOT ... AUDA with water boitle moving forward from GASIM ..
OR | |

AUDA still - holding the bottle up.

REACTION SHOT ... RAIDING PARTY.

CLOSE SHOT ... AUDA empties bottle and throws it left.
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MEDIUM SHOT. AUDA throws bottle at GASIM's feet and circles well
intercut may bhe with

AUDA's SON watchiné.
LAWRENCE gallops up to beside AUDA’s SON.
AUDA's SON pulls gun. |
DAUD and FARRAJ reacting.
LAWRENCE hand rajsed - he smiles. -
AUDA'SSON ... smiles ~ cocks. gun and loses smile
AUDA as well - dialogt;e *You empty that'
ALI steps in f.g. ‘do not
(not yet shot) AUDA: 'It is Auda of the Howeitat who speaks .., "
ALI "1t is Alj of the Harith who answers' ... moves forward ...
AUDA -sizes up ALI (to be shot) and moves forward.
AUDA and ALI meet in TWO SHOT and continue as seript
AUDA

(as one who makes an effort of

memory, poiitely to recollect

an obscure name, thoughtfully)

Harith ... Ali.
(his face clears; with exaggerated

. delicacy) _
Does your father still steal?

LAWRENCE
(sharply)
Auda’
. {AUDA turns}

CLOSE SHOT., LAWRENCE irom AUDA's viewpoint.
LAWRENCE
We are fifty; you are two. How i we shot
you down?

MED. SHOT. LAWRENCE AND AUDA
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AUDA

Why then you have 2 blood feud with the
Howeitat, Do you desiie it?

Not the Generals in Cairo nor the Sultan

LAWRENCE
{(smiles and bows his head)

himself desire that.

(he smiles, indicating the BOY)

Call off your men.

WIDER ANGLE MED SHOT LAWRENCE, AUDA, the BOY, ALI.

No, no, boy -- this honours the unworthy.

AUDA
(testily, and as one who repeats
a lesson to a hackward pupil)

(the BOY holsters the gun, and
as LAWRENCE rides up to him
he continues, mock-apologetic)

I have only just begun to teach him.

And what is it you're teaching him today?

LAWRENCE
{gerious and with a trace of

disesteem)

{he indicates the scattered men
and vessels)

Howeitat hospitality?

AUDA
{he is caught; his face darkens
and he growls).

Be not clever with me, English ...

(he says to ALT shortly and
as though LAWRENCE were
not present)’

Who is he?

LAWRENCE
(quickly)

A friend of Prince Feisal's,

So,

AUDA
{locks at him and ALI with
some interest, cautiously)

86
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AUDA (cont)
(to ALI) ' :
And you desire my hospitality?

LAWRENCE :
(quickly and looking warningly
and compelliingly at ALI)
Yes.

AUDA
(to ALD)
. Is he your tongue?

ALl
{shortly)
We do desire it.

AUDA
‘Then it is given.
(deprecating)
If you will take it «~ I am at my summer
camp, a poor place,
(as one wishing to he even
pedantically correct)
To me it seems a poor place, some men
find it marvellous, Tomorrow maybe I
will allow the Turks to buy you, friends
of Feisal., But dine with me.
(as soon as he has said this
magic phrase his pride becomes
straightiorward)
Yes., DPine with Auda, English. Dine
with the Howeitat, Harith. It is my
pleasure that you dine with me -- in
Wadi Rhumm?

CUT TO

LONG SHOP. Angling down. WADRI RHUMM . This scene is epi~
in scale, Biblical in form. The floor of the Wadj is beneath us, yet
its walls tower above us, AUDA's camp comprises some hundreds oi
black tents, one of particular maghificence having a c¢lear space arouw
it. There are pools of water with small trees giving shade, flocks of
black sheep, a herd of horses. Smoke ascends from scores of cooking
fires at which the women work, though here and there a woman makes
her way between the tents on an ass, followed by her children. One o
two groups of men are mounted on trotting horses, but most of the
horses are tethered and the general effect is of leisure, or the very
mildest sort of activity. The CAMERA PANS over this scene,
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L.ONG SHOT. THE CAMP. The echo of a shot bounds back and forth
between the cliffs. There is one second of inactivity, and then women
and children appear from almost all of the tents, looking up and about
them. Men appear similarly and run to their horses.

MED. SHOT. AUDA, ALI, LAWRENCE. AUDA looks down as before,

he 18 no longer concerned to show off even slightly. He is deeply proud
of what he sees and also alert to see that it is done ¢orrectly. He fires
ancther shot, and leads the way forward and down.

LONG SHOT, THE CAMP, from the floor of the Wadi, The echo of
AUDA's second shot still flying; more and more mounted men all
making in one direction; women snatching children away from the
horses into the sheiter of the tents.

MED. SHOT. By the big tent AUDA's standard. A flying horseman
plucks it from the ground. On SOUND TRACK a gathering noise of welcor

MED, TRACKING SHOT. THE RAIDERS, MAJID with the banner

‘prominent in the background. AUDA amiles,

LONG SHOT. What he sees. We are approaching the tents, from between
which AUDA's HORSEMEN are speeding to meet us, joy-shooting.

MED, SHOT, CAMERA PANS along the RAIDERS, They look defiant.
Backs are straightened. Their dusty, crumpled, sometimes torn
garments rearranged. They pack more closely together as the first
of the horsemen arrive.

LONG SHOT. THE RAIDERS, surrounded by the HORSEMEN who

-circle about them, shouting AUDA's name and firing into the air.

MED, TRACKING SHOT. AUDA, LAWRENCE, and ALI

MED. SHOT. From their viewpoint; CAMERA PANS swiftly with
& group of encu*chng HOWEITAT,.

MED. TRACKING SHOT. ELDER HARITH, MAJID, and other RAIDERS

- face ahead but look convertly sideways,

MED. SHOT. AUDA spursa little ahead.

MED. SHOT. From his viewpoint., The whirling wall of horsemen
breaks before him, wheeling away (not too neatly; it is not a circus} to
disclose the tents. Shooting stops.

MED, TRACKING SHOT. The RAIDERS ride between the tents. There
is now no noise and the HOWEITAT have formed themselves into a huge
and threatening escort, riding alongside.

Their clothes are good, in some cases splendid; their weapons are clean
their mounts iresh and well-groomed.
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. MAJiD. He turns his head and looks
balefully at:

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. HOWEITAT STANDARD BEARER.
He teturns the look. '

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. GASIM.. The HOWEITAT are now
erowding the RAIDERS; he is nervous but does his best.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. A splendid HOWEITAT eves him up
and down. )

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. ELDER HARITH, being crowded. Without
looking, he crowds back.

MED. TRACKING SHOT. From the RAIDERS' viewpoint, the
moving sea of HOWEITAT look towards us, poker-faced among
the tents. .

MED. TRACKING SHOT. From behind, we PAN over the heads of
the HOWEITAT along the camel-borne RAIDERS, ending on the
leaders. The whole cavalcade comes to a stop, except for AUDA,
ALI and LAWRENCE who ride on, watched by the others, into a
clear space.

MED. TRACKING SHOT. These THREE ride towards us, others in
the background. AUDA dismounts. He salutes his guests, and
gestures.

AUDA
Auda's tent.

CLOSE SHOT. AUDA'S TENT. It is a woven palace.

MED. SHOT. At a signal from the ELDER HARITH, the camels
of the RAIDERS gsink down to their knees among the horsemen, so
seeming to be swallowed up.

DISSOLVE

INSIDE AUDA'S TENT. NIGHT. It is brilliantly lit within. The black
night without is ringed with fires. The remains of a splendid meal

is before them. BSlaves attend with coffee. AUDA reclines backwards
and belches politely. He is satiated but his little eyes are wickedly
alive. He has much on his mind.

AUDA
(reflectively)
This thing you work against Akaba. What
profit do you hope from it?
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' ALI
We work it for Feisal of Mecca. The Harith

do not work for profit.
{unlike some he could

mention)

AUDA
(unruffied)
Well, if it is in a man to be a servant,
Sherif Ali, he could find worse masters
than Feisal. ButI -- I cannot serve.

LAWRENCE

. {quietly)
You permit the Turks te stay in Akaba.

- AUDA
(short)
Yes. It is my pleasure.

LAWRENCE leans forward and takes 2 morsel from the plate.

Carefully.

LAWRENCE
We do not work this thing for Feisal ...

AUDA

. {(insolently, to ALI)
No? For the English then?

LAWRENCE
(quick) .
For the Arabs.

AUDA
The Arabs? ... The Howeitat, Ageyli,
Rualla, Beni Sahkr, these I know ~ I have
even heard of the Harith - but the ""Arabs'"
what tribe is that?

LAWRENCE laughs, AUDA looks pleased, but:

LAWRENCE
They are a tribe: of slaves.

And AUDA goes gray at the insult,
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LAWRENCE
They serve the Turks.

AUDA
{muttering)
Well they are nothing to me. My tribe is
the Howeitat!

- ALI
Who work only for profit.

AUDA
Who work at Auda's pleasure!

S LAWRENCE
And Auda's pleasure is to serve the Turks.

- AUDA
(deeply dangercus, between .
incredulity and rage)
Serve? 1, serve?

' - LAWRENCE
- 1t is the servant who takes money.

AUDA leaps to his feet and backs away from this moral threat as
another man might from a physical one.

AUDA
I am Auda Ibu Tayi!

He goes to the edge of the tent and bawls into the darkness:
Does Auda ‘serve? Does Auda Ibu Tayi serve?
He faces his persecutors and goes into a furious litany:

I carry twenty-three great wounds all got

in battle! Seventy-five men I have killed -
with my own hands, in battle! I scatter, I
burn my enemies’ tents! I take away their
flocks and herds. The Turks pay me a golden
treasure. Yet I ampoor! ... Because I am a
river to my people! Is that service?

LAWRENCE
No,
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400 Continued -

AUDA sees his admiration is genuine. He approaches. He sits.

MAJID
(sadly)
Yet now it seems Auda has grown old.
And lost his taste for fighting.

AUDA
It is well you say it in my tent. Thou tulip.

ALI
Yet this is a tulip the Turks could not buy.

. AUDA
Why should they wish to?
(to LAWRENCE)

" Now I will tell you what they pay' me. And
~youwill tell me if this is a servant's wages.

| - (impressive)
They pay me, month by month ... one hundred
golden guineas.

. LAWRENCE
A hundred and fifty, Auda.

AUDA
Who told thee that?

LAWRENCE
I have long ears.

AUDA

- And a long tongue between them.

LAWRENCE
A hundred, a hundred and fifty, what matters?
Itisa trifle
(AUDA stares)
A trifle. Which they take from a great box
they have .

ALI
In Akaba.
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AUDA
(glowers)
In Akaba? :
LAWRENCE
Where else?
AUDA .

You trouble me! Like women!

LAWRENCE laughs delightedly.

LAWRENCE
Friends, we have been foolish. Auda
will not come to Akaba , .,

AUDA
No.

LAWRENCE
--- for Money --- '

_ AUDA
No.
LAWRENCE
~--~ for Feisal -~-

AUDA
No.

LAWRENCE
-- nor to drive the Turks away. He will
come because it is his pleasure,

AUDA
(contemplates him, grlmly,
then:)
Thy mother mated with a scorpion.

DISSOLVE

s

401 LONG SHOT. EARLY MORNING. AUDA'S CAMP. The column
is assembled in reverse order, i.e. with the leaders, their stand-

ards and bodyguards at the rear
402 MED, SHOT. AUDA mounts.
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- AUDA
Make God your agent!

The leaders mount and move off between the TRIBESMEN.
LONG SHOT. As they advance, the TRIBESMEN cry:

TRIBESMEN
Auda Ibu Tayi!

AUDA
Peace be with you!

LONG SHOT. As they move, they peel up their followers as in a
country dance, behind them. A tremendous amount of ‘showing-off

takes place in the matter of horsemanship,

EXTREME LONG AERIAL SHOT. The HOWEITAT, értt-like,
crawl away from the cliffs of Rhumm across a limitless landscape.

DISSOLVE

EXTREME LONG SHOT. RIGHT. We look across fold after fold
of lunar mountains, to where the lights of a town twinkle, and the
sea. In foreground LAWRENCE and ALI look towards this. ALI
looks to LAWRENCE, smiles at his expression and says:

ALX
Yes. Akaba ...

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE rolls over happily and slithers down
the slope a little. He looks down contentedly at:

MED. LONG SHOT, P. 0.V. LAWRENCE. In the wadi below, the
column. There are no fires or shelters, but the beasts gathered
in clumps and the men mostly lie or sit, in groups. The low mur- -
mur of their voices ascends. :

CLOSE SHOT. ALI slithers down to join LAWRENCE.

ALl
Tomorrow we will go and get it.

LAWRENCE
(soberly)
D'you think we shall?
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ALl
Yes, if you are right about the guns.

LAWRENCE apens his mouth to reply but from the Wadi a single
shot cannons out. He looks to ALI, but after a single split'beat’
ALI is gone from the frame with a celerity which indicates that
some specific, serious thing has happened.

MED. LONG SHOT P.O.V. LAWRENCE. In the Wadi, the BEDOUIN
are on their feet, converging on 2 point where there is a swirling
knot of men, and shouting.

MED. TRACKING SHOT. ALI descending in a rush. Just as he
is leaving the foot of the frame, LAWRENCE appears at the
head of it, following more slowly.

MED. SHOT. In the Wadi a sort of huge rugby scrum has formed

round something we cannot see, of mixed Harith and Howeitat.

This dark mass, which emits a roaring as of giant bees, gyrates,
struggling, swings sideways to reveal in a patch of moonlight,
ALl, AUDA, MAJID and two senior HOWEITAT in altercation at
the foot of the Wadi wall, LAWRENCE drops into view behind
them. .

CLOSE SHOT. Th].S group. AUDA says ﬂatly into ALI's face,
not as one who seeks to convince but as one who states an unalter-

- able fact:

o AUDA
He killed. He dies.

At this the two HOWEITAT murmur approval, while ALI and

MAJID can only fzall silent, and AUDA breaks away, (as LAWRENCE
joins the group), followed by his two, from one of whom he seizes

a rifle, and thrusts his way into the scrum which falls almost silent,
opening for him.

ALI
(to LAWRENCE)
This is the end of Akaba.

He goes and stands with his face to the rock wall, leaving LAWRENCE
looking in consternation at MAJID who says immediately:

MAJID
One of our men has murdered one of Auda's
men.
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LAWRENCE
(knows the full significance
of this. He is furious. He
_ groans)
Oh ... why?
MAJDD _
(shrugs) . '
Theft ... blood feud ... It makes no matter
why.

LAWRENCE spins about.

LAWRENCE
Ali!
ALI, his back to LAWRENCE, shakes his head dumbly. He walks
away, LAWRENCE staring after him,. to where:

MED. SHOT. P.0O.V. LAWRENCE. The Harith are gathering,
coming up with their rifles, winding headclothes about their faces,
grimly facing:

QUICK CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE looks the other way, to:

MED. SHOT. P.0.V. LAWRENCE. The Howeitat gé.thered round
AUDA and the culprit.

MAJID {on SOUND TRACK)
- (resigned)
It is an ancient wound.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE .

LAWRENCE
I didn't come here to watch a tribal blood-
bath! o

He thrusts his way after AUDA.

CLOSE SHOT. AUDA, LAWRENCE, the surrounding HOWEITAT.
The VICTIM, below frame and surrounded.

AUDA
(warningly)
It is the law, Aurens --~-
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LAWRENCE
The Law says that the man must die. I
he dies will that content the Howeitat?

~ AUDA
(cautiously)
Yes.

LAWRENCE thrusts from him,

419 MED. SHOT. Locking down on the scene. . LAWRENCE stands be-
: tween the two groups.

- LAWRENCE
| (calling) |
Sherif Ali! If none of Lord Auda's men
harms any of yours will that content the
Harith?

ALI
(calls, eagerly, cutting off a
-dubilous murmur from his
men)
Yes!

LAWRENCE
Then I will execute the Law! I have no
tribe ---! :

420 EXTREME CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE
-- and No-one is offended!

LAWRENCE moves towards the open ring of HOWEITAT and immed-
iately we CUT violently from this grave and almost ritualistic
scene to:

421 CLOSE SHOT. THE FUGITIVE, held, face down, kneeling by three
or four HOWEITAT. He is struggling and weeping, and his captors
are breathing hard,. LAWRENCE's feet enter frame and stop
FUGITIVE looks up.

422 EXTREME CLOSE SHOT. The tear stained face of GASIM. He has
' not been manhandled. (no blood stains - this is tribal law, not mob
violence)

423 EXTREME CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE, his eyes widen in horror.
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LAWRENCE
Gasim!

CLOSE SHOT. Widening toinclude LAWRENCE., A wild hope
spreads over GASIM's face; he nods vigorously, gulping and
snuffling, a ridiculous smile of apology on his features.

LAWRENCE
(his voice grating like .
something mechanical)
Did you do it?

GASIM's smile becomes puzzled. Either LAWRENCE is for him
or against him he thinks. Then again he nods, his expression

“enquiring. LAWRENCE raises hispistol, GASIM flings himself
away and sideways from his captors, who skip nimbly out of line

of fire, and at the top of the screen we see the feet of the
HOWEITAT scatter. It is ugly, scrambling, without dignity. -
CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE. His face wooden, half averted, he
fires. He takes fresh aim andfires again, and again. Itis clear -
that GASIM is still alive and flinging himself about on the ground.

- LAWRENCE 's face is desperate.

MED. PANNING SHOT . Men are walking away from the execution
which we cannot see, all radiating away from it as more shots '
sound out, their faces stony and calm, some passing close past
CAMERA.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE. He turns away and walks, CAMERA
TRACKING BACKWARDS from him. His face is in the last degree
shocked, not merely with the shock of a horrible experience, but
of 2 man who has just heard horrible news.

TRACKING SHOT. P.0.V. LAWRENCE, the backs of men walking
away from him (from the execution, actually,but it'looks as though from
him). One faces him and waits. It is AUDA. As LAWRENCE draws

up with him, he nods and says softly and on a note o approval of

quiet congratu.latmn

AUDA
Well, Aurens,

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. LAWRENCE walks straight past him, not

swerving an inch, clearly prepared to hurl AUDA from his path if
AUDA does not stand aside --~ which he does, and:



o
\._../

C

430

431

432

433

434
435

99

CLOSE SHOT AUDA. He looks not offended, but absolutely puzzled
and withal curious. He has simply no comprehension of the source
of LAWRENCE's distress. ALl joins AUDA in frame, looking off
after his friend.

AUDA
What ails the Englishman?

ALI
That that he killed was the man be brought
out of the Nefud.

. AUDA
{comprehending)
(he shrugs) : :
Ii was written then. Better to have left
him.

ALI leaves the frame after LAWRENCE.

LAWRENCE, ALl joins him in frame and falls into step, in silence,

for a litile; his eye lights on the pistol still in LAWRENCE's hand.
CLOSE SHOT. The pistol. ALI speaks on SOUND TRACK.

ALI (on SOUND TRACK)
(gently) -
It was execution, Aurens. No shame in

- that ... Besides, it was necessary.

CLOSE SHOT. ALI and LAWRENCE, who appears not to have heard.

ALI
(smiles uncomfortably)
You gave life and you took it.
(placating)
The writing is still yours.

LLAWRENCE looks at him in horror and fear. Looks at the pistol.

Sends it spinning away from him.

FLASH SHOT. The pistol cuts a glittering arc in the moonlight.
MED. SHOT. A group of HOWEITAT; RUALLA, and HARITH, rush

for it, excited and quarrelsome, innocent as schoolboys. On SOUND

TRACK, beneath their clamour, a rumble rises, becomes a thunder
and:

cuT
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MEDIUM SHOT. The Raiders thunder towards us in line abreast,
stretching from side to side of Wadi Akaba. The thunder is deafening,
the hooves are flying, they are invincible. We have just time to
glimpse AUDA in the van when with a crescendo of noise they sweep -
past us, CAMERA PANNING swiftly to follow them as they leave

us under a curtain of dust. In this curtain we can make out
LAWRENCE following(with the other camel-~riders) in the wake of

the tidal wave he has raised but cannot lead. As.they leave us of
course the thunder dies away, but not to silence, and:

PANNING SHOT. The Turkish Kiichen area. On SOUND TRACK
the faint sound of the charge. A queue of men with enamel plates
is served by cooks with ladles in foreground. PANNING, middle-
ground is occupied by those already served seated on benches at
tables under awning. Then, in background a platoon of riflemen
(the New Guard for the day no doubt) is inspected by an OFFICER.
The noise of the charge growing we PAN back at once and see MEN
at the tables raise their heads curiously. ‘Then, in the queue MEN
stare off incredulously. One man's food slides from his plate, and:

LONG SHOT. The charge, their P. 0. V. under its curtain of dust,
thunder increasing steadily but without a break.

PANNING SHOT, in the Kitchen area, the MEN in the queue and

at the tables run aimlessly. In background we see the RIFLEMEN .
more purposefully taking cover (thunder of hooves growmg steadlly)
and:

The OFFICER franucaliy works a field telephone, but he furns into
CAMERA instinctively cringing asthe thunder becomes overwhe],mmg
and:

The charge, on top of CAMERA engulfs us. Thunder fortissimo.

As though swept up in it, MOVING SHOT, P. 0. V. the charging
Arabs. Turks scatier before us, throw up their arms, go down.
Thunder fortissimo.

Thunder continuing but dimminuendo. - In a line across the Wadi are
four sandbagged Machine Gun pits. We shoot along the line and at

the far side of the Wadi are many neat tents. The same at this

side of the Wadi, therefore in foreground. In the Pits TURKS struggle
grimly, without pani¢, valianily, to rip the covers from the heavy guns,
to lug them to the reverse side of the posilion, to load them.. The
thunder is growing; we almost want them to sueceed. One team does
loose off a brief hesitant burst but the charge bursts on screen, thunder
fortissimo, and with hoarse cries they are shot down, sabred, overrun
ina tw'mkling. In the rear of the charge a horseman deftly severs the
guys of the foreground tent, like a circus turn, and flies off again and
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we just have time to see the tents on the far side going down with the
artificial neatness of a conjuring trick. These destroyers have been
left by the main charge which we hear receding and:

LONG SHOT. From an eminence at the end of the Wadi we hear

the popping rifles, the distant cries, the distant thunder as the
charge, still in perfect line, rolls up the last Turkish defences,

the camp behind it in-chaos, and only now at this discreet distance

do we see the strewn dead among the wreckage, in sufficient numbers
to indicate total victory. We PAN to follow the charge, ending when
the helpless BIG GUNS loom on frame in foreground, with in the
distance Akaba Town, its beach and seashore.

CuT
DELETED.

ROSTRUM SHOT-PANNING. Across wall and disclosing LONG
SHOT LAWRENCE and camel going down to the sea. Asit
turns along the surf. '

MEDIUM SHOT. PANNING with LAWRENCE and camel walking
through surf and coming to a halt.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE. He looks around him, head raised.
in the manner of a conquerer. (Enough footage for trumpets and
orchestra fo develop.) He glances towards the town, lowers

his head, puts his rifle away and wipes his hand on hxs clothing.

He sits, his head againraised, looking out to sea. After a moment
or two the FLOWERS {fall past his face, he looks downwards.

INTERCUT. INSERT of the FLOWERS floating on the water.

RESUME CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE - he turns in his saddle and

- BeEeS;

CLOSE SHOT. ALl (who is just behind}

. ALI
The miracle is accomplished.
(Pointing to the flowers)
Garlands for the congueror.

CLCSE SHOT. LAWRENCE:

LAWRENCE
Oh.
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He turns and looks down at the water again.

CLOSE SHOT. The FLOWERS., They are drifting backwards and
forwards in the water.

MEDIUM SHOT. LAWRENCE and ALI. LAWRENCE jumps from
his camel and CAMERA PANS with him into CLOSE SHOT as he
chases the FLOWERS and finally picks them up.

CLOSE SHOT. ALL

. ALI
Tribute for the Prince
Flowers for the man ...

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE (as from ALI's viewpoint). He wants
to respond. ' _

LAWRENCE

(shrugging)
I'm none of those things. Ali.

MEDIUM SHOT. LAWRENCE in foreground - ALI in background. -

ALl
What then?

LAWRENCE
Don't kmow.
(holding up the flowers)
Thanks. -
(looking out over the sea)
My god I love this country. -

- There is a sof_t ea;ﬁlosicm off. LAWRENCE looks towards the town.

LAWRENCE
What ... ?

CLOSE SHOT. ALI - he turns looking towards the town.

ALY
Auda.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE. His eyebrows are raised; he is
privately shaking with inner laughter at the scene.

LAWRENCE
(mildly)
Have you looked thoroughly? .
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Behind him a breathless Howeitat crashes in. He glances round
nervously at the threatening tableau, salaams to LAWRENCE with-
nervous haste and says fo AUDA excitedly:

HOWEITAT
Auda Ibu Tayi! I have found it!

He gestures invitingly towards the door, and LAWRENCE stands
aside as AUDA and his HOWEITAT, noisy again, pour through it.

LAWRENCE and ALI go swnftly to the wireless set and after a
single glance:

CLOSE SHOT. Angling up. ALI looks at LAWRENCE anxmusly,
and LAWRENCE after a moment’s scrutiny:

LAWRENCE
That's a pity.

MEDIUM SHOT. LAWRENCE walks away and stops. Picksup a
Dispatch Case. He thinks. He radiates electric energy and
confidence.
' LAWRENCE
Ali, get a message down the coast to Yenbo,
Tell Feisal to find boats -- any boats -- and
bring the Arab Army here to Akaba. Quickly.

_ - ALJ
And you?

LAWRENCE
I'm going to tell the Generals,
{with inner relish)
In Cairo!

Anticipating opposition, LAWRENCE is deliberately insouciant; he

“continues 1o be occupied with the Dispatch Case.

LAWRENCE

(going)
Yes, 'cross Sinai.

CLOSE SHOT. At this FARRAJ and DAUD are alert and wildly hope-

ful. On SOUND TRACK, ‘ALl says:

ALI
"Sinail"

LAWRENCE
Yes.

ALI

With these?
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LAWRENCE
They'll be alright with me.

He says this with a litfle reproving laugh in his voice, as though
Sinai were the local park and ALI's anxiety comical. But seeing
ALI's face he reaches out, takes ALI by one of his cross straps and
adds:
LAWRENCE
Look Ali.
" (he shakes him gently, smiling)

If any of your Bedouin arrived in Cairo and

told them that we've taken Akaba, the Generals

would laugh!

) ALY -

(quietly, but with the bitterness

of frustrated love) .
I see. In Cairo you will put off these funny
¢lothes; you will wear trousers and tell
stories of our quaintness and barbarity.
And then they will believe you. -

During this, the smile fades from LAWRENCE's features and by
its end he has a face of stone. He pauses, then says softly into
ALI's face:
LAWRENCE
You're an ignorant man.

CLOSE SHOT. In an ancient strong room with a small barred window,
two HOWEITAT proffer a metal chest to AUDA. He flings from it

a final handful of grubby paper currency, which hangs in the air and
litters the floor like snow, and roars:

: . AUDA
Paper!

MEDIUM SHOT. He leaves the strong room, which brings him ,

into the tunnel through which LAWRENCE must leave the courtyard.

He stops as he sees LAWRENCE, preparing his mount, ALI by him,

DAUD and FARRAJ behind.
- AUDA

There is no gold in Akaba. No gold! No

"great box!"

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE glances past AUDA but sees that the
tunnel is filled with AUDA's men. He relaxes in his saddle and says
loudly and with a touch of mild contempt:

LAWRENCE
Did Auda come to Akaba for gold?

AUDA
For my pleasure as you said, but gold




L)

©

507

508

509

510

511

512

513

105

| Continued

AUDA (Cont)
is honourable and Aurens promised gold ...
(deliberately)
Aurens lied.

MED. SHOT. FARRAJ and DAUD each slams a round into the
breach of his rifle, with that particular unmistakeable noise:

MED. SHOT. AUDA and his men suddenly stop lounging and are
alert. AUDA peers past LAWRENCE and laughs. )

LAWRENCE
See, Auda. .

He opens the Despatch Case and takes from it a sheaf of papers, on
the back of one of which he writes with a pencil, also from the
Despatch Case, saying loudly as he does -so: ' .

"The Crown of England promises to pay
5,000 golden guineas to Auda Ibuy Tayi."
_ (still scribbling he adds
for his own amusement) _
Sigred in His Majesty's absence by ...
(a flourishing signature).
: ... me,
CLOSE SHOT. P.0.V. LAWRENCE, AUDA moves alongside his
camel and holds up his hand rather suspiciously for the paper.
LAWRENCE leans down into the frame and hands it to him, saying
as he does so0:
LAWRENCE
In ten days I'll be back with gold.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE

He straightens in the saddle and adds ringingly for the benefit of

all those now assembled: : '
' - LAWRENCE

With gold, with guns! With everything!

CLOSE SHOT. AUDA as before, unimpressed.

AUDA .
Ten days? You will cross Sinai ?

LAWRENCE
Why not? Moses did. :

And he urges his beast past AUDA and into the tunnel.
CLOSE SHOT. FARRAJ and DAUD pass AUDA fcllowing LAWRENCE.



<
i

™

514

915

516

106
CLOSE SHOT. AUDA, calling after:

_ AUDA
And you will take the -- children?

LAWRENCE's figure is already dim. His voice sails clearly back
to AUDA,

LAWRENCE
Moses did!

AUDA
(glaring after him)
Moses was a prophet!

He glowers at the paper in his hand and fires a parting shot through
the now empty tunnel beyond which only emptiness can be seen.

AUDA
{calling)
And beloved of God!

AUDA turns. His face is neither angry nor taken aback, but
perfecily still and very, very thoughiful. He says to ALI, as one
who ponders calmly but with apprehension a tiny piece of \ntal
evidence:

AUDA
He said there was gold here. He lied.
He is not perfect.

And he makes perfection sound a reasonable, indeed necessary,
requirement in a man.

LONG SHOT. THE SINAI DESERT. The stars are disappearing

in a red dawn. The CAMERA PANS across the desclate beauty of

it into a MED. SHOT of LAWRENCE, FARRAJ and DAUD riding
abreast. Since they are riding westwards they are lit from behind
by red light. LAWRENCE reins in and the others follow suit. They
look back enquiringly.

LAWRENCE
{softly)
Look! :

LONG SHOT. Their viewpoini. A huge DUST DEVIL lit by the
sunrise.

_ LAWRENCE (off)
A pillar of fire.

*
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CLOSE SHOT., LAWRENCE and the TWO BOYS. DAUD looks bhack
at LAWRENCE uncomprehendingly.

_ DAUD .
No Lord, sand. _ |

DISSOLVE

EXTREME LONG SHOT. A featureless desertplain. Broad day-
light, pale sky, pale sand. The impression of heat less overwhelm-
ing than on the mud flats but the droughtiness absolute. Three,
four, five dust devils at varying distances, veer and waver incon-
stantly over the plain. (we want here, not geographical fact, but
metaphysical atmosphere) One of these columns bears down on the
THREE TINY FIGURES.

MED. SHOT. The THREE RIDERS en\?eloped in the whirling dust,
heads down, suffering it. It is suddenly gone. They are too tired
to comment, only moving forward again.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. FARRAJ and DAUD try to spit but have
no spittle. LAWRENCE shakes his clothes.

CLOSE SHOT. A bright object falls silently on the sand. - The camels
feet move on as the CAMERA MOVES IN on the object. Itis
LAWRENCE's compass.

DISSOLVE

LONG SHOT. SINAL The terrain now more strange and confused.
The THREE RIDERS come to a stop.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE feels his robes for his compass, fails
to find it and looks back, The TWO BOYS follow his gaze not

understanding.
-~ LAWRENCE
(eupping his empty hand
as if he were holding it)
My compass.

Their fatigued faces look at him, alarmed.
LAWRENCE
No matter. I we ride West, we must
strike the Canal. Due West,

DISSOLVE 1
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() 524 MED. SHOT. The THREE RIDERS receding from CAMERA straight
C into the sunset. The sun has gone. It is nearly dark.

525 CLOSE SHOT TRACKING. The TWO BOYS look aged with fatigue
) as they plod forward.

o FARRAJ
- : Lord :
(LAWRENCE looks at him)
Can we not rest?

| LAWRENCE

© | (sharply)

| I told you. No rest. Until they know that
| I have Akaba.

f ' They plod forwards.

: LAWRENCE
. Have you slept in beds?

They look at him but are too miserabie to answer.

AW, LAWRENCE
. - Farraj?
(FARRAJ nods)
Daud?
| - - (DAUD nods)
(: With sheets?

- Tomorrow night, the finest sheets, in the
finest room, in the finest hotel in Cairo.

: DAUD can. just manage a smile and a dubious angling of the head.
A
2 LAWRENCE
I promise it!

DAUD
. (with-an effort, croaking)
‘J . Then it shall be so, Lord.

It'is almost dark.
DISSOLVE

526 LONG SHOT. PAY. A windswept foggy landscape of enormous sand
dunes. As LAWRENCE and FARRAJ, now on foot, drag their
grumbling camels down the side of a large dune, the small figures of
DAUD and his camel appear on the c¢rest above them some hundred
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yards away. He stands looking down at LAWRENCE and FARRAJ
wondering whether to make the effort to join them or go straight
down. LAWRENCE and FARRAJ reach the bottom of the dune and
stop in CLOSE SHOT. We now see that their lips are badly cracked
and that their faces are masked by grey dust. They stand still for

a moment, breathing hard, then LAWRENCE furns; wearily and
impatiently he signals DAUD to go down. DAUD half raises his hand
in reply as LAWRENCE beckons to FARRAJ and they move on.

CLOSE SHOT.. DAUD. He takes the reins of his camel and pulls
it over the crest, down the slope. The CAMERA PANS ‘with them
as they gather momentum and plunge downwards.

CLOSE SHOT. They run into 2 basin of soft sand at the bottoﬁ of
the dune. They are knee deep in it.

CLOSE UP. DAUD's camel. It lets out a frightened grunt and
jerks back its head. ' '

MED. SHOT. The reins fly out of DAUD's hand as the frightened
animal backs away from him. He shouis at the camel, but not
until he tries to move does he realise the extent to which his legs
have sunk into the sand. He look out towards LAWRENCE and
FARRAJ, '

LONG SHOT. DAUD's viewpoint. LAWRENCE and FARRAJ plod

on oblivious to what has happened.

CLOSE SHOT. DAUD. The sand is now up to his thighs. He looks
around desperately with fear in his eyes.

‘CLOSE SHOT. His camel standing still, its dangling reins just

out of reach.

CLOSE SHOT. DAUD. He makes a great effort to move but his
hands sink in the sand as he tries to press himself up. He yells
above the wind:

DAUD
Farraj!

CLOSE SHOT. FARRAJ. He is unaware of his friend's plight as he
staggers on threugh a particularly difficult patch. He ]ust manages
to wave an arm in an ¢éxchange of greetlng
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CLOSE SHOT. DAUD., For the last time he controls his panic. He
twists round to face his camel and forces himself to speak winningly.

DAUD
Aruka ... Aruka ... ?

CLOSE.SHOT. The camel. She lowers her head, puzzled.

CLOSE SHOT. DAUD and the camel. DAUD reaches for the reins.
They are still too far.

CLOSE SHOT. DAUD. He is up to his chest.

 DAUD
Araka ... Arukn ... 7

CLOSE SHOT. DAUD and the CAMEL. She edges forward., In one
moment DAUD grabs the reins and her forefeet sink in the sand.

CLOSE SHOT. Angling up from DAUD's viewpcint.. The CAMEL
makes a tearing leap mdeways and away, loudly bellowing as she
does so,

LONG SHOT. LOW ANGLE., LAWRENCE and FARRAJ plodding
away up the slope. They turn. They run floundering towards us.
As they come, DAUD's camel dashes from behind TAMERA and =
towards them, monstrous because of our low angle.

FLASH SHOT. The face of FARRAJ, running.
FLASH SHOT. The face of LAWRENCE, running.

QUICK LOW ANGLE SHOT. The camels of FARRAJ and LAWRENCE.
They spin out of screen.

QUICK CLOSE SHOT., DAUD. He screams.

DAUD
Aurens!

MED. SHOT. The three camels tear up to the crest of the rise.
Two of them disappear over it.

MED. SHOT. DAUD's head and shoulders in foreground, with
LAWRENCE and FARRAJ struggling towards him in backgr ound His

- mouth quivers with fright as he repeats

DAUD
Aurens! Aur ens.
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forward through the sand gasping for breath.

CLOSE UP. DAUD. He makes a desperate effor{ to sustain his
level by stretching out his arms, but he continues {0 sink and the
blowing sand begins fo lap round his shoulders.

MED. SHOT. FARRAJ and LAWRENCE, PFARRAJ makes a last
frantic rush forward, but within three or four yards of his friend

he too sinks in above the knees. LAWRENCE flings himself forward
on his belly and barely manages to pull him back to safety.

CLOSE UP. DAUD. The sand around his neck.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE. He rips cff his headcloth, unwinds
it, and flings the free end towards DAUD.

CLOSE UP., DAUD. His chin is beginning to sink as the end of the
head cloth falls into picture. He just manages to get hold of it
with both hands. .

CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE. Taking the sirain on the taut cloth. The
vibration showing how much strength he is exercising.

CLOSE UP. DAUD. The same vibration is repeated, we see at
once that his strength will be insufficient. He begins to whimper.
His hands slip on the cloth and slip again. The sand mounts towards
his mouth and he begins to choke,

CLOSE SHOT. FARRAJ dashes forward. LAWRENCE trips him,
throws him to the ground and holds him down. - FARRAJ suddenly
relaxes, his face turned away from LAWRENCE, whose face has
gone old and bhitter. The CAMERA begins to move back and upwards.
More and more sand comes into picture. In a futile gesture of
atonement, LAWRENCE brushes sand from FARRAJ's back.

LONG SHOT. The two figures. In the background at the head of
the rise, the single camel. '

DISSOLVE

MED. TRACKING SHOT. The screén is full of whirling white powder. .

Between the gusts we can dimly make out the camel moving forward,
with FARRAJ mounted and LAWRENCE walking. They emerge from
it, with their faces like plaster casts.

CLOSE SHOT. FARRAJ looking down. He takes a decision and taps
the camel to kneel. o
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561 MED. SHOT. The camel kneeling. LAWRENCE looking at FARRAJ
as though for instructions, but unseeing.

FARRAJ
{hesitant)

Aurens ,.. Why do you walk?

(LAWRENCE makes no answer.
FARRAJ speaks as though he
had)

... Butwhy, Lord...? Butthereis room

for both;

. (sharply)

Aurens!
(the note of fear brings some
return of awareness inlo
LAWRENCE's face. Eagerly,
indicating LAWRENCE's feet)

Why, Lord? It serves no purpose --- there

is room for both.

LAWRENCE nods and even smiles a little, as one taking a well
made point. He moves {0 ride with FARRAJ. -

DISSOLVE

562 LONG SHOT. ‘There is a strange drumming on the SOUND TRACK.
A bank of dust sweeping away from us. It discloses LAWRENCE
and FARRAJ on their camel, riding towards us. Ahove the drumming
we hear the clear voice of the boy and see him point.

FARRAJ
Aurens! ... Look!

963 LONG SHOT TRACKING. From their viewpoint. A collection of
' army hutments and a flagpole. Swirls of dust chase one another.
A frayed halyard drums rhythmically against its blistered flagpole.
(This is what we heard)

564 CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. After a glance at LAWRENCE, FARRAJ

takes it upon himself to kick the camel into a trot. At once LAWRENCE

accepts it, controlling the camel properly and conscientiously, but -
his face does not change.

565. MED. SHOT. CAMERA PANS with the CAMEL, as, at a broken trot,

it rides in among the buildings and halts,

FARRAJ
Aurens?
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CLOSE SHOT. But with quick tact he compromises and slips to the
ground without waiting for the camel to kneel.

MED. SHOT. CAMERA PANS with FARRAJ as he runs to the
principal building.

CLOSE SHOT. He goes in. The door swings behind him. It bears
a wooden notice, now split and so faded as to be barely readable
except for one word, in red (now pink) "WARNING". Under this,
in black (now gray) "These buildings are Army Property. It is

an offence ..." (Here the wording becomes perfectly illegible)

CLOSE SHOT. THE NOTICE.

CLOSE SHOT . LAWRENCE rogarding the notice on the swinging
door, which we hear banging, as also the slapping of the halyard
and the moan of the wind.

CLOSE SHOT. (from his angle) The swinging door,

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE, as hefore his e:mressmn tra.nced
but with inward con centranon not dreamy

CLOSE SHOT. (froin his angle) The swinging door.’
CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE, as before.

_ FARRAJ {on SOUND TRACK)
Aurens! Aurens!

FARRAJ causes LAWRENCE's camel to kneel. Urgent and with a
return of fear, he repeats:

FARRAJ
Aurens! :

FARRAJ dashes some of the water intc LAWRENCE's face. We
expect to see LAWRENCE jerk out of his trance but instead he merely
says. quite calmly:

LAWRENCE
All right Farraj. It's all right.

And he alights from the camel and his expression has not changed and
we know that this was no trance or if it was, it is one which will
last a lifetime.

MED. LONG TRACKING SHOT. He allows FARRAJ, who smiles
uncertainly into his face, to l.ea_d him up to and through the swinging
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Continued
door. (no dotting of "i's™ here; he pays it no attention).

MED. SHOT. INSIDE THE HUT, dark after the sunlight. Doors

lead off a dusty central corridor. In the offices we glimpse
remnants of office furniture and curled up dehydrated notices. In
some places the curled sheets of corrugated iron have fallen inwards,
revealing the sky, so that he passes from shadow to light and into
shadow again, FARRAJ runs ahead and flings open the far door,

LONG SHOT. FARRAJ and LAWRENCE leave the hutment.

FARRAJ dragging him by the hand towards a sandbank in the fore-
ground of the picture. As they climb the bank the CAMERA CRANES
BACK and UPWARDS until they come to a halt in CLOSE SHOT against
the blue sky. LAWRENCE stares. From the very faint expression
of his face we perhaps can just ascertain that what he see is a_
solution to a problem, and the commencement to another,

LONG SHOT. The CAMERA is shooting across the Suez Canal -
{from the African Bank) on to the small figures of LAWRENCE and
FARRAJ on the far side. After a moment's pause the CAMERA
PANS OFF the TWO FIGURES into a LONG SHOT disclosing the

. Canal stretching away into the distance, marvellous in its extent

and its humanity. There is the sound of a motorcycle and we see
a trail of dust fast approaching along the roadway now in the fore-
ground of picture.

CLOSE SHOT. FARRAJ and LAWRENCE. FARRAJ leaps up and
down waving his arms and calling:

FARRAJ
Aye-aye-aye-aye-ayel!

LONG SHOT. From FARRAJ's P. Q.V. across the canal we see the
MOTORCYCLIST approaching along the far bank. He begins to
throttle down

CLOSE SHOT. The MOTORCYCLIST comes to a halt. He is so
goggled and mufflered as to be anonymous. He wears no helmet

and wears the uniform of a British N. C. O. with individual variations
which make him as like as possible the anonymous figure of LAWRENCE
as we first saw him. He peers across the Canal, then switches off
the engine, pulls the muffler from his mouth, becommg partially
human.

MOTORCYCLIST
(shouting)
- Who are you?
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LONG SHOT. From the MOTORCYCLIST'S P. 0. V. we see the
small figures of LAWRENCE and FARRAJ across the water.
FARRAJ looks at LAWRENCE who does not reply. FARRAJ then
waves his arms in silence.

CLOSE SHOT. THE MOTORCYLIST. He calls again.

- MOTORCYCLIST o
Who are you'? Who are you? ' | :

LONG SHOT. LAWRENCE and FARRAJ insignificant on the far
side. The voice of the MOTORCYCLIST echoes between the emi-
bankments.
Who are you? Who are you?
DISSOLVE

MED. SHOT. A TRAMCAR rattles its way through a crowded

" noisy street in CAIRO. As it passes across the picture it discloses

an ARMY TRUCK followed by a MOTORCY CLIST who is again
goggled and mufflered in anonymity. .

CL.OSE SHOT. In the back of the truck are LAWRENCE and
FARRAJ. The boy is asleep with his mouth open and LAWRENCE
steadies him against the sway of the truck. Bnth have had some
sort of a wash and the dust has been removed from their sun-baked
faces. LAWRENCE idly raises his eyes towards the rear of the
truck. :

CLOSE SHOT. Through the narrow gap in the flapping awning at
the truck, 2 CAIRO street, with MOTOR BIKE following.

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE and FARRAJ. The truck swerves
to the side, and LAWRENCE holds the sagging boy upright.

LONG SHOT. The skyline of Cairo with a British flag in foreground,

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE and FARRAJ in foreground of picture.
The truck has halted and through the awning in background, we catch
a glimpse of a pertico belonging to a very big building. As the
SHOT begins the DRIVER throws down the tailboard with a crash.
FARRAJ struggles out of slesp with a ery of desperate warning.

: FARRAJ
Daud!

LAWRENCE looks as though siruck. FARRAJ, hearing the mental
echo of his own cry, looks up sharply and apprehensively at him.
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Continued

DRIVER :
(puzzied, to LAWRENCE)
We're here, sir. ' '

CLOSE SHOT. THE MOTORCYCLIST,, stationary, from behind.
He twists his head (goggles now pushed up to reveal, after all, an
ordinary English face) to see what his strange charges are doing
now. .

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE and FARRAJ have dismounted, and
address themselves to the steps. LAWRENCE keeps one hand on
FARRAJ as though this were the one duty he were sure of.

'CLOSE SHOT. DRIVER, puzzled, touched, amused, but “keeping

well out if it," saunters towards his ecab, with one eye on FARRAJ
and LAWRENCE (off screen).

DRIVER
(with curiosity and some
sympathy)
You going in there, sir?

MED. SHOT. LAWRENCE and FARRAJ. LAWRENCE slows his
pace but does not stop.

LAWRENCE
Yes. '

CLOSE SHOT. The DRIVER, this not being his problem, nods
and swings himself into the cab.

MED. SHOT. We hear the truck start uyp. The CAMERA PANS
AND TRACKS with LAWRENCE and FARRAJ as they climb the last
few steps, cross a long open corridor running the length of the
building, and pass through a large doorway opening out into a patio.
PART of the patio is roped off and by an opening in the center a
PROVOST SERGEANT is seated at a desk. Near him are two M. P.
CORPORALS on duty. TWO MAJORS pass the CORPORALS on their
way out. The CORPORALS salute.

MED. SHOT. LAWRENCE and FARRAJ wander past the two
CORPORALS. They are surprised, but one recovers before the other.

_ CORPORAL
Here!

FARRAJ glances backwards but LAWRENCE, holding him by the hand,
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599

leads him on past the PROVOST SERGEANT who looks up from his
desk.

PROVOST SERGEANT
Here! You!

LAWRENCE and FARRAJ obediently turn at the PROVOST
SERGEANT's shout. His indignation is softened by amusement
at this bizarre and evidently harmless intrusion,

PROVOST SERGEANT
(rising, quite kmdly)
Where the hell d'you think you're gomg
Mustapha?

MED. SHOT. LAWRENCE gestures vaguely towards one of the
corridors leading off the patic. He is not "mickey taking. "

LAWRENCE
Er ... we're thirsty.

The PROVOST SERGEANT approaches, staring-hard. His expression
changes. He speaks gently.

PROVOST SERGEANT
Mister Lawrence, is it?

LAWRENCE
Yes, '

PROVOST SERGEANT
(taking in his clotlws and
_ FARRAJ)
Are you going to the Officers' bar, sir?

LAWRENCE
Yes,

LAWRENCE turns and goes, propelling FARRAJ before him. The
PROVOST SERGEANT is shocked and calls after him:

PROVOST SERGEANT
You can’t take him in there, sir.

FARRAJ turns round again but LAWRENCE does not appear to have
heard anything.
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600 MED,SHOT. The PROVOST SERGEANT and CORPORALS stare
after them. All are asionished and shocked, but a certain pleasure
begins to dawn within the PROVOST SERGEANT, who can anticipate:

601 LONG SHOT. THE CLUB. A DOZEN OFFICERS seated or standing
at tables, the bar itself vacant. The OFFICERS are conversing
quietly. Among others we see the CLUB SECRETARY from the
billiards sequence. In background LAWRENCE and FARRAJ enter
and make towards the bar. '

One by one the OFFICERS see them and absolute incredulous silénce
- falls, for they look completely Arab. Nobody moves. The CAMERA

PANS with LAWRENCE and FARRAJ into a CLOSE SHOT as they

come to a standstill in front of the bar. The Arab BARTENDER

is flung into instantaneous alarm and embarrassment partly on his

own, and partly on LAWRENCE's behalf, who regards him blankly,

BARTENDER
(leaning forward, urgently
confiding)
No. No. You must --- you must -~ no --
no~~ no=- no.
. ~ (hissing)
Go, Effendi, go!

He glances nervously at the thunderstruck OF FICERS and raises
his voice officiously.

| BARTENDER
Get out! You must get out! Get out!

602 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE and FARRAJ over the BARTENDER's
shoulder with the OFFICERS in the background. The BARTENDER
makes a move across picture in order to round the bar, but

- suddenly LAWRENCE grips him and turns him back into his first
position. LAWRENCE's face begins to show some sort of response

- to his situation. The response is venomous.anger. He speaks
very clear and Oxford in this silence.

LAWRENCE
We want two large glasses of lemonade.

BARTENDER
(utteriy lost)
... This ig a bar for British Officers.

LAWRENCE
~ {as one for whom wit is
an unavoidable burden)
That's all right; we’re not particular.
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There is a clatter from the background as the SECRETARY gets up
from his chair,

SECRETARY
Lawrence!

He comes up to LAWRENCE and FARRAJ.
Are you off your head!

LAWRENCE looks about him at the decent, puzzled English faces,
uncomprehending and therefore beginning to be indignant. Hatred
begins to shine in his eyes. The CAMERA begins to track in.

LAWRENCE
No, oddly enough I'm. not.

One or two more OFFICERS have risento their feet. They are
not enraged but displeased and spontaneously disapproving. The
Httle oddity with his self regard and cryptic utterances has really
gone too far with this latest escapade. = Tolerance must be with-
drawn. One of them calls out and others join in, overlapping.

CAPTAIN
Now look here Lawrence, just clear out
will you!

THE OTHERS

- Yes, go on, clear out!.
(in a no-nonsense voice)
Get that boy out of here, Lawrence!
(peremptory)
Oh go away, Lawrence.
(wearily)

The SECRE TARY places a firm grasp on FARRAJ's upper arm, sSays,

tight-lipped:

SECRETARY
- 'We'll have this one out, anyway.

LAWRENCE tears the SECRETARY 's hand from FARRAJ and flings
it away. The physical act {riggers a more violent vocal reaction

~ from the OFFICERS.

‘OFFICERS
Clear out!
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OFFICERS (Cont)
Clear off, Lawrence! !
Get that wog out of here' - .
Clear off! : ' .
Imshi! _
Yes, go on, Imshi!
Take that Little wog out!
-~ the little woz! )
--~little wog!
Imshi, the pair of you!
Imshi!
Imshi !
¥mshi!

BRIGHTON walks in and stops,‘ frowning and displeased. |
“ BRIGHTON

(cold and sharp)
What's going on?

603/ MED.SHOT. LAWRENCE, FARRAJ and SECRETARY in the

foreground at the bar. BRIGHTON and the OFFICERS in the back-
ground. The overlapping babkle ceases and there is an awkward
silence as BRIGHTON walks foward to the bar. The SECRETARY
steps back, making way for BRIGHTON as he passes him.

SECRETARY
- (murmuring with a nice
blend of discreet indignation)
It's Lawrence sir.

BRIGHTON stares and stares at LAWRENCE, who turns dehberately
away and addresses the BARTENDER, :

LAWRENCE
(softly}
Lemonade, with ice.

The BARTENDER jerks into action. BRIGHTON goes up to LAWRENCE
and barks:

BRIGHTON
Well! Explam yourself!

The BARTENDER passes two glasses of lemonade before LAWRENCE.
LAWRENCE passes one to FARRAJ, then turns to BRIGHTON, taking |
a breath deliberaiely. | |
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603/ Continued

LAWRENCE
We've taken Akaba.

BRIGHTON gives an irritable interrogative grunt. The precise
meaning of the words is too outlandish for him to take in.

- BRIGHTON
Hm?

Several OFFICERS have gathered round at a discreet distance.
There is a complete silence all round save far the considerable
noise of FARRAJ drinking,

_ LAWRENCE
{toc BARTENDER)
He likes your lemonade,

The content of LAWRENCE's words is still too unexpected to

be taken in. BRIGHTON wrinkles his brow. Heis trying to find
out what LAWRENCE can really be meaning for he is sufficiently
sensitive to see that he means something and something serious.

: BRIGHTON
Taken Akaba? Who has?

LAWRENCE
We have ,.. Our side in the war has. The
wogs have. - We have.

605/ CLOSE SHOT. BRIGHTON looks at LAWRENCE, hard and intelli-
7 gently, trying to differentiate fact and fantasy.

BRIGHTON
You mean the Turks have gone?

LAWRENCE

No, they're still there but they've no boots.
(he tries for a mare ordinary
tone)

Prisoners, sir -~ we took them prisoners.
(but his overworked nerves
must unwind)

The entire garrison --

LAWRENCE (off)
--No, that's not true - we killed some of
them - too many really - manage it better
next time.,
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608 CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE and BRIGHTON

LAWRENCE
Been a lot of killing one way and another.

BRIGHTON's stare is still appraising.

LAWRENCE
Cross my heart and hope to die, it's
all perfectly true,

609 CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE, BRIGHTON and the OFFICERS.

BRIGHTON
It isn't possible,

LAWRENCE
Yes it is. I did it.

There is a pause, BRIGHTON finds all the OFFICERS looking
at him.,

. BRIGHTON
You'd better talk to Allenby.

LAWRENCE =
(with a flicker of interest)
General Allenby?

BRIGHTON
Yes, He's in command now. Murray's gone.

LAWRENCE
(unwillingly interested, not
flippant) -
Well, that's a step in the right direction.

He places his glass on the bar. His hand is shaking violently.
- LAWRENCE

But first I want a room. With a bed. With
sheets.

BRIGHTON regards him with some sympathy, and perhaps the begin-

nings of admiration.

BRIGHTON
Yes, of course




R

123

609 Continued

610

611

LAWRENCE
{(quiet, but hard, a challenge)
It's for him.

'BRIGHTON hesitates, glances at FARRAJ.

BRIGHTON
All right.

Taking the initiative, heleads the way from the bar.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. The CAMERA TRACKS with LAWRENCE,
BRIGHTON and FARRAJ as they :make their way through the
OFFICERS and tabies.

BRIGHTON
(with a sharp glance at LAWRENCE)
You want a bed yourself, don't you?

LAWRENCE
(nods) '
See Allenby first, though. Will he see
me?

BRIGHTON
(looking at him with interest)
I think so. .

LAWRENCE
Do that then. ' '
(rubs his jaw, smiles faintly)
I better shave?

BRIGHTON
Yes.
(smiles)
And you'd better get into some trousers.

BRIGHTON nods, smiling at LAWRENCE's rig, expecting him to
enjoy the preposterousness of it, hut LAWRENCE looks at him
unfathomably. His smile fades. He cocks his head and frowns
enquiringly. _

MED. SHO’I". A GROUP QOF OFFICERS, standing quite still, staring.
Hold for a moment on the OFFICERS.
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INTERICR. GENERAL ALLENBY'S OFFICE
CLOSE SHOT. ALLENBY. He is seated at his desk in the office

- previously occupied by MURRAY. Most of the furnifure has been

changed together with pictures and other ornamentation. On the
wall behind him hangs a calendar depicting month by month a
bucolic England whichis no longer, and probably never was. The
office now has an airy atmosphere with everything in apple-pie
order. ALLENBY is a footballer, burly and fit; a gentleman, erect
and self-respecting; a General Officer who has thoroughly assimi-
lated power, shrewd, commanding, daring, and humble. He is
reading with quiet concentration a personal dossier. His tone is
flat, with no trace of comment, as if it might be a shopping list

he is checking.

_ ALLENBY
... undisciplined, unpunctual, untidy.

- The CAMERA TRACKS and :PANS very slowly off ALLENBY towards

the opposite side of his desk. In the background we can see seated
DRYDEN (nearest CAMERA) and BRIGHTON.

... 8Several languages ... knowledge of
music¢ ... literature .
(he browses) _

The CAMERA comes.to rest on a CLOSE SHOT OF LAWRENCE,
still in Arab clothes. He looks across the desk at ALLENBY
cautiously. On the otherwise vacant desk we see three photo-
graphs, These are a rubgy team, an English gentlewoman with
a discreet dependent face and a single link of pearls, and a bonny

- child on a New Forest pony in front of a country house.

Knowledge of ... knowledge of . ..

CLOSE SHOT, ALLENBY. He looks up and it is impossible to
tell from his expression or his voice whether he is satirical,

ALLENBY
You're an interesting man, there's no
doubt about it.

CLOSE SHOT. DRYDEN and BRIGHTON. BRIGHTON gives a
quick glance at DRYDEN. DRYDEN feels the look but does not
respond. '

CLOSE SHOT. ALLENBY and LAWRENCE. ALLENBY closes
the dossier and puts it on the desk. Then he speaks, not hectoringly,
not even sharply, but very much in the tone of a good barrister
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Continued
eliciting facts.
ALLENBY
Who told you to take Akaha?
_ LAWRENCE
Nobody.
ALLENBY
~== Sir.

He says this aiter a pause and rather quietly, without a shade of

-personal indignation, not insisting on his own rights but gently

indicating that the courtesies are to be observed. Tt shows a
concern not for his own privileges but as it were a fatherly concern
lest LAWRENCE should by his behaviour let himself down.

LAWRENCE
.'.'-." - Sil‘. )

ALLENBY now turns sideways to LAWRENCE and commences 2
sort of forensic examination, his tene being light, quick and
dispassionate. Now the pace goes ding-dong between them.

ALLENBY
Then why did you?
LAWRENCE
. Akaba's important.
ALLENBY
Why is it important?
S LAWRENCE
It's the Turkish route to the Canal.
ALLENBY
Not any more. They're coming through
Beersheba.
LAWRENCE

I know. But we‘ve gone forward to Gaza.

ALLENBY
So0? .
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. LAWRENCE
S0 that left Akaba behind your right.
ALLENBY
True.
LAWRENCE

And it will be further behind your right
when you go for Jerusalem.

ALLENBY
Am I going for Jerusalem?

LAWRENCE
Yes.

ALLENBY considers this for a second or two quite immob:ule and
it seems that he might be angry.

616 - CLOSE SHOT. BRIGHTON and DRYDEN. DRYDEN glances at
BRIGHTON, who is too pent-up with his own thoughts to notice.

617 CLOSE SHOT. ALLENBY over LAWRENCE, - After a moment's
consideration ALLENBY smiles gently and quickly, and then dis-
missing the smile, faces LAWRENCE, and leaning forward looks
at him full of keen interest.

ALLENBY
Very well. - Akaba behind my right.

' LAWRENCE
It threatened El Arish and Suez.

_ ALLENBY
Anything else?

818 CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE

_ LAWRENCE
Yes. Akaba's linked with Medina.

ALLENBY (off)
You thmk we should shift them out of Medina
now?

_ LAWRENCE
No. 1 think we should leave them there.
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CLOSE UP, ALLENBY. He looks at LAWRENCE for a second or
two, then relaxes, swivels his chair, and adopts the tone of a
mere equal. '

ALLENBY
You acted without orders you know.

CLOSE SHOT.. LAWRENCE AND ALLENBY. LAWRENCE smiles.

LAWRENCE
Shouldn't Officers "use their initiative at
all times"?
ALLENBY _
Not really ... Ii's awfully dangerous, Lawrence.
LAWRENCE
Yes, I know,
"ALLENBY
Already?
LAWRENCE
Yes.
ALLENBY

(suddenly brisk)
I'm promoting you Major ...

LAWRENCE
I don't think that's a very good idea.

: - ALLENBY
I didn't ask you. I want you {o go back and
{deliberately searches for
the most banal phrase)
-- carry on the good work.

_ : LAWRENCE
No thank you, sir.

ALLENBY
Why not?

CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE over ALLENBY., Now we see LAWRENCE
utterly in the grip of his contradictions. His face works and he twists
slowly about in his chair as he gropes for words.
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LAWRENCE
Well... erm... It' ~erm ... let's see
now ... I -- killed -- two people.

And now it comes with a convulsive rush.

I mean two Arabs. One was a boy -- this
was o
(in a tone of surprise)

yesterday ... Iled him into a quicksand
... the other was a man -- that was, oh let
me see -- before Akaba anyway -- I had

to execute him with my pistol ... there
was something ahout it I didn't like,

ALLENBY
(watching him carefully)
Well naturally.
LAWRENCE

| (staring into ALLENBY's face)
No. Somsthing else.

622 CLOSE UP. ALLENBY

ALLENBY
I see,
(He looks away- heis
uncomfortable)
Well that's all right; let it be a warning.

623 CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE. He is looking at ALLENBY almost
hungrily. His hands are beginning to shake,

LAWRENCE
No. Something else.

ALLENBY (off)
What then?

LAWRENCE
(after a pause)
I enjoyed it.

624 CLOSE UP. ALLENBY's face is aged and gloomy. He comprehends.
Glances at LAWRENCE, and with an almost physical effort slaps a
mask of conventional ignorance and dishelief on his features.
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CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE. He drops his eyes and tries to control
his hands which are now shaking violently. He suddenly becomes
aware of the presence of:

CLOSE UP. DRYDEN AND BRIGHTON. DRYDEN is watching
LAWRENCE with a deep look of pity and admiration. BRIGHTON's
face is frozen in horror and astonishment.

ALLENBY (off)
Rubbish. Rubbish and nerves. You're
tired.

LONG SHOT. ALLENEY has wheeled round in his chair fo face
LAWRENCE. He now stands up.

ALLENBY
What d'you mean by coming in here dressed
like that? Amateur dramatics?

LAWRENCE has thrown himself back in his chair, very upright

- under this onslaught of calculated vulgarity, has retreated right

back into the fastness of his glacial nature. His eyes flash con-
temptuously.

LAWRENCE
Oh yes sir. Entiraly.

ALLENBY
(holds out his hand)
Let me see that - hat - or whatever it is.

He takes the kafia and argyl, examining them with apparent interest.

Fascinating gear they wear. How d'you
think I'd look in this, Harry?

. BRIGHTON
(stizfly)
Damn ridiculous, sir. _

ALLENBY
(looking at LAWRENCE and
handing it back qw.etly)
Here, you keep it.

LAWRENCE
(taking it slowly)
What I'm trying to say is ... ¥... Idon't
think: I'm Tit for it? :



130 .

627 Coni_:inuec_l_

- ALLENBY
(briskly)

Really? What do you think, Dryden?

DRYDEN
Before he did it, sir, I'd have said it
couldn't be done. :

DRYDEN's praise is evidently of no great value to LAWRENCE.

: ALLENBY
Brighton?

LAWRENCE
(wryly)
Oh, I know what he thinks.

- . BRIGHTON
(standing to attention to
emphasise that he speaks
. officially)
I think you should recommend a decoration, sir.
I don't think it matters what his motives were.
'Twas a brilliant bit of soldiering.

628 BIC CLOSEUP. LAWRENCE. MUSIC, English theme, softly

commences. The effect of BRIGHTON's words upon LAWRENCE

i8 almost of a declaration of love.

629 BIG CLOSE UP. ALLENBY. He watches LAWRENCE covertly
for 2 moment or two, then raises his eyes towards the door.

ALLENBY
{(bawling)
Sergeant Major!

630 LONG SHOT. There is an immediate answering roar from without.

~ ALLENBY
Let's have a drink.

DRYDEN
(a little surprised)
Thank you, sir.

: ALLENBY
No, no, downstairs.
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DRYDEN and .. BRIGRTON are surprised --- this rugger tough act
is not usual --- but they catch on.

BRIGHTON
Very good, sir.

The door flies open, A-.véteran REGIMENTAL SERGEANT MAJOR
stands to attention. THE MUSIC is gathering strength.

- R.8. M.
Sir!

ALLENBY
You heard about this, Sergeant Major?
(indicating LAWRENCE)

. R.8.{M.
Yes, Sirl

ALLENBY
What do you think about it¥

R.S5. M.
Bloody marvellous, sir.

(to LAWRKENCE)
Well done sir.

LAWRENCE smiles helplessly, and swallows.

ALLENBY
Thank you Sergeant Major.

. R.S. M.
(roars)

Sir. .
(and goes)

ALLENBSY
(boisterous)
Come on then!

DRYDEN and BRIGHTON take their eue.

631 CLOSE SHOT: MUSIC CUTS ABRUPTLY. LAWRENCE and ALLENBY.
LAWRENCE, though he knows he is lost, must register his protest,
then slowly -- rises from his chair,
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LAWRENCE
(rather bitterly into ALLENBY's face)
You're a clever man, sir.

ALLENSY -
(he has the courage and takes
the trouble to answer this
personzlly, not officially)
No, but I know a good thing when I see one.
That's fa.xr, surely?

MUSIC RISING AGAIN. THE CAMERA PANS with ALLEN BY, as
he leads the way to the door and flings it open.

MED. SHOT:INT. GUTER OFFICE. THE CAMERA PAN.‘S with
ALLENBY and LAWRENCE as they cross the OUTER OFFICE. An
A.D.C. hurries over irom a desk and falls in behind BRIGHTON and
DRYDEN. The CAMERA comes to rest on & close up of the beaming
R.S8. M., his hand quivering at the salute as LAWRENCE and
ALLENBY pass by. He lowers his hand and grins after them.

CLOSE SHOT. GALLERY CORRIDOR. The CAMERMA is .shooting

on ALLENBY as he leads the GROUP out on to a gallery corridor

on the first floor overlooking the gardens. The CAMERA PANS

with them and TRACKS behind, following on their backs. ALLENBY
is deliberately informal (e.g. he is careful that they shall individually

- stroll, not march in step) We cannot hear what is being said but we

can see that it is LAWRENCE who talks -~ with some gesticulation

-~~~ and ALLENBY who listens. They pass a PAIR OF OFFICERS

who salute the G. 0.C. The CAMERA CENTRES ON THEM as they pass,
PANNING into a shot of their receding figures as they stand looking

after the GROUP in amazement.

REVERSE CLOSE TRACKING SROT. ALLENBY and his PARTY

ALLENBY
Look here now., I I'm to break through
to Jerusalem, I must concentrate - not
dissipate.

LAWRENCE
Clausewitz.

ALLENBY
(raises lits eyebrows, smiles)
D'you know 2 better?
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CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. An ELDERLY COLONEL comes out of
an office as the CAMERA APPROACHES him. He salutes hastily
towards CAMERA as it PANS with him into 4 CLOSE TRACKING
SHOT OF ALLENBY and LAWRENCE as they pass him by.
During the following dialogue we see him speak to the A.D.C.

in dumb show enquiring the meaning of the outlandish appantmn
by the GENERAL's side.

LAWRENCE
If I'm to occupy them while you're
breaking through, I mu st dissipate
not concentrate.

ALLENBY
{(smiling)
Marshall Saxe.

| LAWRENCE
Do you know a hetter?

They both laugh.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. GALLERY LANDING ON TOP OF STAIRS.
The CAMERA is approaching a group of half a dozen soldiers in
charge of an N.C. O. who have just reached the top of a fljght of
stairs leading bn to the gallery. The N.C 0. calls them noisily

to attention as the CAMERA STOPS TRACKING and ALLENBY

and LAWRENCE enter picture. ALLENBY salutes and leads the

way between the soldiers to the stairs, the men staring after him.

CLOSE SHOT TOP FLIGHT OF STAIRS ALLENBY and

LAWRENCE briskly descending the stairs.

. ALLENBY
Well, if I fight.like Clausewitz and you
tight like Saxe ---

. LAWRENCE
We should do very well, shouldn't we?

They laugh again as they move on out of bottom of picture and
DRYDEN and BRIGHTON step in behind. DRYDEN raises his eye-
brows, amused not 50 much by the pleasantry as by the Old Man's
whole-hearted adoption, of his ‘avuncular role.

MED. SHOT. The MUSIC RISES to full pitch as ALLENBY and
LAWRENCE walk on down the stairs. A PAIR OF JUNIOR OFFICERS
flatten against the wall -in awe and amazement as they approach.
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'CLOSE SHOT ALLENBSY and LAWRENCE as they pass the TWO

OFFICERS. LAWRENCE's eves slide over towards them to register
the effect of his passing in such company, and ALLENSY's eyes
slide over to register him doing so. ANOTHER OFFICER flattens
against the wall as LAWRENCE looks upwards.

CLOSE SHOT GROUP OF MEN at the top of the stairs looking down-
wards as others join them from behind.

LONG SHOT From above we see ALLENSY and LAWRENCE descending

- the LAST FLIGHT OF STAIRS. SMALL GROUPS of MEN in the hall-

way and the OFFICERS on the stairs stand like statues as the GROUP
passes on out of the picture.

| INT GROUND FLOOR HALLWAY AND STAIRS/GALLERY CORRIDOR

MED. SHOT. ALLENBY and LAWRENCE swing on to the ground floor
gallery and make for the entrance hall. MEN in GROUPS, MEN
walking and MEN coming up the steps slam to attention as the

'G.O.C. approaches.

ENTRANCE HALL.

The CA.MER&. PANS with the GRO.UP as ALLENBY leads the way into
the hall. The PROVOST SERGEANT leaps up from hehind his desk
and bellows the CORPORALS to attention.

CLOSE SHOT. The PROVOST SERGEANT and the CORPORALS as the
GROUP passes in front of them, their faces a study. '

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT. ALLENBY and LAWRENCE. LAWRENCE's
expression is of course excited, but not over-excited, rather it is
deeply happy, as of a young man who relaxes properly in the merited
approval of a respected faiher.

' THE OFFICERS' BAR

LONG SHROT. ALLENBY and his GROUP enter the Officer's Bar.
The GFFICEHS, taken aback by ALLENBY's presence, leap to their
feet. ' ' ' '

ALLENBY
Easy gentlemen! Pleasel

He} takesoff his Sam Browne as they hesitatingly sit. (Or some of them
do

ALLENBY to CAPTAIN, pleasantly:
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ALLENBY
Will you give us something to drink ?

CAPTAIN
Of course, sir!

ALLENBY
{to A.D.C.}
Tracy. '

-".: TRACY moves to the bar and orders drinks in a murmar. ALLENBY
' smiles round convivially, seemingly unaware of the thunderstruck
silence.

ALLENBY
o : I'm here on the Jnvitation of Major
Lawrence.

" He nods a little as though to say that the invitation of such a well
known and popular character will of course make everything acceptable.
Lo There is a beantifully calculated emphasis on "Major" and the effect
© of the speech is to deepen the thunderstruck silence.

647 CLOSE SHOT Satisfied, ALLENBY turns to LAWRENCE, apparently
having just noticed the view through the windows enclosing the sualit

patio.

ALLENBY
Shall we go outside?

*? The CAMERA PANS as ALLENBY leads his party out through the
E French windows towards an informal group of chairs by the side of -
a small fountain and pool with goldfish.

The OFFICERS crowd after them lining the windows to look out.
The A.D.C. appears behind them with a tray and a passage is

G made for kim.

648 CLOSE SHOT. The CAMERA is shooting from the patio through

the window on to the OFFICERS' faces. They are joined by the
CLUS SECRETARY, who has missed the foregoing proceedings
andis at aloss to understand the commotion until he edges into

o CLOSE UP and sees, to his astonishment:

l\ 640 CLOSE SEOT. ALLENBY and HIS GROUP seated by the fish pond.
b Throughout what follows LAWRENCE is absorbed. ALLENSY
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appears to be, BRIGHTON looks uneasy, DRYDEN smiles a liitle,
the A.D.C. is out of his depth, and looks carefully non-commiital.

In the background the OFFICERS at the windows surrounding the patio
begin to break up but throughout the following scene they come and go,
and every face we see looks out.

ALLENBY
{with no trace of comment in his tone)
So you'll hold down the Turkish Desert Army.

- LAWRENCE
Yes.
ALLENBY

(nowinfuses a shade of mockery)
With a thousand .Arabs?

CLCSE UP. LAWRENCE. He commences with enthusiasm and ends
fanatically, leaning forward almost as if it were ALLENBY he were
threatening

LAWRENCE

A thousand Arabs means a thousand knives;
delivered anywhere, day or night. It means
a thousand camels; that means a thousand -
packs.6f high explosive and a thousand crack
rifles. We can cross Arabia while Johnny
Turk' s still turning round. I'll smash his

- - railways and while he's mending them I'll
smash them somewhere else.

CLOSE SHOT. ALLENBY

LAWRENCE (oif)
In thirteen weeks I can have Arabia in chaos!

ALLENBSY replies with deliberate mildness, as one clearingup a
small point of information.

ALLENBY
You are going back then ?

MED SHOT. .LAWRENCE is given a moment's blank pause. Then
he laughs, and runs over ALLENBY with equivocal self-mocking
charm.
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There is no response. ALLENBY and DRYDEN drink. TLAWRENCE

LAWRENCE
Yes. Of course I'm going back.

ALLENBY
Hm. X we can see it, s0 can the Turks.
If he finds he's using four Divisions to
fend off a handful of bandits, he'll’ . withdraw.

LAWRENCE
He daren't withdraw. Arabia's part of his
Empire. If he gets out now he knows he'll
never get back again.

BRIGHT ON
1 wonder who will .

LAWRENCE
No-one Wwill. Arabia'’s for the Arabs now.

looks from one to the other.

LAWRENCE
That's what [ told them anyway. That's what

. they think, and that's why they're fighting.

He throws a small piece of potato-crisp ‘into the fountain. The fish
swim for it.

ALLENBY
(deadpan in the silence)
Oh surely.

LAWRENCE looks down into his drink.

LAWRENCE
(slowly)
They've only one suspicion; that we'll let
them move the Turks out and then move in
ourselves. I've told them that that's faise,
that we have no ambitions in Arabia.
(suddenly he looks up-at ALLENBY
-with great penetration)
Have we?

- ALLENBY
(caught a little off-guard)

I'm not a politician, thank God. Have we

ambitions in Arakia Dryden?

137
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DRYDEN
 (flickers a little)
Difficult question, sir.

ALLENBY smiles very charmingly at LAWRENCE and spreads his
hands, inviting him to sympathise with the simple soldier in the
hands of the diplomats. But LAWRENCE won't have it.

CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE

LAWRENCE
(very steadily, to ALLENBY)
I want to know sir, if I can tell them in your
name, we have no ambitions in Arabia,

CLOSE UP. Cornered, ALLENBY hesitates only fra.ctmna}ly before
he does his duty. He plonks down his glass.

ALLENBY
Certainly.

MED PANNING SHOT. The OFFICERS gathered alongthe windows |

of the club, .staring.

CLOSE SHOT. The SECRETARY, glancing to his right and left,
realises the indecorum of it. He leaves the window; but is drawn.
back. His expression is not now one of ‘rather comic amazement.
Nor is his frown the product of disapproval, but of simple mental
effort. If it's all right by ALLENBY it's all right by him. He is
trying to understand.

INT. OFFICERS' BAR. PATIO.'
CLOSE SHOT ALLENBY and LAWRENCE lean forward as they

bargain. BRIGHTON and A.D.C. watch fascinated. DRYD&EN
studies his fingers. . :

LAWRENCE
Two thousand small arms not enough.
I need five.

ALLENBY
Right.

LAWRENCE

Money. It'll have to be sovereigns. They
don’'t like paper.
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ALLENBY
(a little more cautiously)
Right.
LAWRENCE
Instructors for the Lewis guns.
ALLENBY
Right.
LAWRENCE
More money.
- ALLENBY
How much more?
: LAWRENCE
(thinks)
Twenty-five thousand now. A lot more
later, '
ALLENBY
Dryden?
DRYDEN

It can be done, sir.

LAWRENCE
A couple of armoured cars?

ALLENBY
(after a hesgitation)

Right.

LAWRENCE
... and Field Artillery.

ALLENBY
' (pauses)
Right!

ALLENBY springs to his feet as he says it so that the word is ambiguous
in intention. DRYDEN, BRIGHTON and the A.D.C. rise with him.
LAWRENCE too, but more slowly ALLENBY, bucklingslowlyon his Sam
Browne, moves away from LAWRENCE towards the bar and deliberately
raising his voice to be heard through the open French windows, says:
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ALLENBY
I'm going to give you every hlessed thing I
can Majoxr Lawrence, because I know you'll
use it. Congratulations and thank you!

ﬁe‘ walks briskly through the French windows calling to the OFFICERS
as he does so:

ALLENBY
Thank youior your hospitality gentlemen!

He goes, followed by BRIGHTON, DRYDEN and the A.D.C..
MED. CLOSE SHOT. LAWRENCE stands by the fountain looking after

-them, .8miling, "His eye is ca.ught by

MED. CLOSE SHOT The YOUNG OFFICERS are now openly crowding
round the windows of the bar looking at him. The MUSIC begins-to
well up agam

CLOSE UP: _LAWRENCE. His smile fades to an apprehensive
stillness.

CLOSE UP. A GROUP OF FACES péering at LAWRENCE through

- the glass.

REVERSE SHOT. Through a foreground of heads we see LAWRENCE
in LONG SHOT through the glass. He stands regarding his onlookers
with the same mocking, hopeless and stoical expression which we saw
at the beginning of the film. He fingers his Arab garments, then,
with a quick flip, he tivirls the end of his abaya around his right hand
~-~ as he did in the robing scene --- and walks towards the French
windows. The CAMERA PANS and TRACKS across the heads and
backs of the OFFICERS as ihey change position 1o watch him coming;

we cannot yet gauge their attitude, for they stand back leaving a distance

between themselves and LAWRENCE as he comes through the windows
and enters the bar.

CLOSE UP. LAWRENCE as he comes to a standstill. He raises
his hand to adjust his argyl.

REVERSE SHOT. LAWRENCE's head in the foreground with the

- OFFICERS in the background. (to be grouped and arranged to

recall as closely as possible the shot in which ALI presented the

robes surrounded by the smiling RAIDING PARTY). One or two of

the OFFICERS essay a smile. They begin to come forward underneath
the MUSIC. One or two rather sheepishly and tentatively raise their
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glasses to him. THE CAMERA STARTS TO CRANE UP AND BACK.
Then, suddenly they come forward quickly, smiling and congratulatory.
As the CAMERA LIFTS AWAY, we see LAWRENCE begin patied on

the back, congratulated, his hand shaken, a drink offered --- and
refused. He shrinks away from them as best he can, fending them off
with a smile which is so superficial, so withdrawn, so almost spinster-
ish as to be a repellent, not a real smile at all. They continue to surge
about him and the music continues very loudly, until suddenly:

MUSIC STOPS.
GALLERY CORRIDOR:

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT: ALLENBY, DRYDEN and BRIGHTON.
They are walking back along one of the silent corridors. This time
they walk briskly and in step. Their steps echo and they do not
look at one another.

DRYDEN

Are you really going to give them artillery
sir?
BRIGHTON

1 was wond'ering that, sir. Might be
deuced difficult to get it back again.

DRYDEN
(softly)
Give them artillery and you've made them
independent.

ALLENBY
Then I can't give them artillery can I?-

DRYDEN
(deprecatingly)
For you to say, sir.

ALLENBY
No it's not. I've got orders to obey,
thank God ... Not like thal poor devill
(jerking his head backwards)
He''s riding the whirlwind.

DRYDEN

. (dryly)
Let's hope we're not,
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CLOSE SHOT BENTLEY

He is sitting in the stern of a long boat, leaving in the distance a
small and rusty coastal steamer with one or two dilapidated lighters
about it. At his feet are a pair of leather travelling bags. Jerking
awkwardly to the motion of the beat (it is a rowing boat; we hear the
oars) festooned with camera cases, dressed in a light suit and trilby
hat, he is an incongruous, even absurd figure, But he makes no
attempt to be less sc. He has been in unlikelier situations before and
will again. Clutching the gunwhale with one hand he examines the
approaching shore steadily. His fough, alert and cynically humorous
face is alive with curiosity. This shot lasts no longer than is needed
to take it in, whereupon:

MEDIUM SHOT THE BOAT GROUNDS

The Arab ROWERS skip from it and haul it up the beach a little.
BENTLEY superintends the landing of his scanty baggage. His
attitude to the Arab is that of neither the sahib nor the humanitarian,
but simply of a rather graceless man who wants his bags. The two
cases are shouldered by TWO ARAES and he sets off after them up
the beach.

MEDIUM LONG SHOT from behind BENTLEY and BEARERS, in
FOREGROUND

We see the seaward fringe of the village-town of Akaba among its
scruffy palm trees.  The same dilapidated buildings as before and
among them a few indolent MEN and donkeys and unoccupied
CHILDREN, - But coming down the beach in the contrary direction
is a file of ragged STEVEDORES, bearing handsomely woven camel
bags, inlaid boxes, and rolled ca.rpets, BENTLEY'S BEARERS
pause. At the end of the file comes SELIM (the RECITER). Without
ceremony, ‘Bentley's bags are dumped and his MEN rush to help
quarrelsomely in the stowing of the camel bags, etc. in the boat.
BENTLEY is unruffled by the insult to himself, but sharply curious.
He accosts SELIM, raising his hat.

- BENTLEY )
'Scuse me, friend. Who do these bags
belong to?

e
-
Lot

SELIM looks at him gravely. Then:

SELIM
To Prince Feisal. .
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BENTLEY grunts. A thought strikes him. A knowing smile.

' BENTLEY
You're not Prince Feisal by any chance?

SELIM is not shocked but is interested by such ample ignorance.

SELIM
No.
_ BENTLEY
You know him though?

(indicating the baggage)

_ SELIM
He is my master. Iam his servant.

BENTLEY nods comprehendingly and lugs a business card from a
pocket. In the act qf offering it he pauses and with dreadful tact:

BENTLEY
Can you read?

SELIM flickers him a look of mild surprise. Then, having read the
card, he beckons silently and starts away up the beach, BENTLEY
following. '

CUT
INT. FEISAL'S QUARTERS IN AKABA

Almost stripped of furnishings. In the foreground, FEISAL is
examining BENTLEY's card. In background, BODYGUARDS
carry out some more camel bags. A SERVANT places a metal
coffee set conveniently to hand by a window embrasure with a seat
in it. FEISAL hands back the card. BENTLEY says, wagging the
card before putting it away. '

BENTLEY
The "Chicago Courier' is my own '
particular paper, but my work is syndicated
throughout America.

FEISAL
I understood so from your letter. Iam
glad we effected our meeting, Mr. Bentley.

e
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Hé gestures and they both sit in the embrasure. The window over-
looks the courtyard. FEISAL smiles: :

FEISAL
Now ... ?

BENTLEY
Where can I {ind Major Lawrence?

FEISAL |
{the smile going)
Is that what you have come for?

BENTLEY
(covering up)
Not altogether sir, no ...

FEISAL

(dry}
Well you will find Major Lawrence with .
my army Mr. Bentley.

BENTLEY
That's what I meant siy, Where will I
find your army? '

FEISAL
I don't know.

BENTLEY stares.
Last week they were near El Ghira.

BENTLEY
(ineredulous horror)
Ghira! _

FEISAL
. (smiling) |
Oh yes. Ifear you have a long journey.
Can you ride a camel? :

BENTLEY
I've never tried.

FEISAL
Take a mule. I Y were you I should try
Buldulla. Avoid Malaal - the Turks are there.
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BENTLEY
In Malaal now? They move fast.

FEISAL
They do. But not so fast as we do you

will find.
(he hesitates, then says:)
Myself, I am going to Cairo, as you know.

BENTLEY
(looks up from his pad;
he has caught the change
of tone instantly)
Yes.

FEISAL
There is work for me there of a dﬁferent
kind.

BENTLEY

k Yes.

II-4

FEISAL feels it is now BENTLEY's turn, and keeps silent.
BENTLEY amplifies his last word.

There can be no mistaking this

dxrectly

I understand that you've been g;ven no
artillery.

FEISAL
That is so.

" BENTLEY
You're handicapped.

FEISAL
(deprecatingly)
It ... restricts us 10 small things.

BENTLEY
It's intended to.

FEISAL
Do you know General Allenby ?

FEISAL addresses him very
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BENTLEY
Watch out for Allenby. A slim customer.

FEISAL
(inclines politely)
Excuse me ?

BENTLEY
A clever man.

- FEISAL

(the scholar for

a moment)
"Slim customer"; very good.

(to BENTLEY)
I shall certainly "watch out for'' him.

(he considers, then says:)
You are being very ... sympathetic,
Mr. Bentley.

BENTLEY

(with that curious sincere

insincerity of the news~

hawk on the job)
Your Highness, we Americans were once
a Colonial people. We naturally sympathize
with any people anywhere who are struggling
for their freedom. '

FEISAL doesn't even pretend to consider this as a serious motive.

FEISAL
Very gratifying.

BENTLEY

(laughs, a genuine im-

pulsive laugh of sheer

amusement and

appreciation)
Also, my interests are the same as yours,
sir. You want your story told. I badly
want a story to tell.

FEISAL
(is amused and approving
in his turn)
Ah. Now you are "talking turkey" are you not?
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and walks about a little, cheeriul,

FEISAL
Well, Mr. Bentley, I will give you a
guide. And a letter. And beforel
leave here ...
(he breaks off and
consuits a fine gold
watch, pursing his lips)

.« +« Ah which must be presently ... 1

will have some facts and figures put on
paper for you. You will find that we have
done many things, small but many. You
know of course that we are destroying the
Turkish railways ...

BENTLEY
(head hent, scribbling)
Yes, sir. Major Lawrence is in charge of
all this is he? '

FEISAL
(pauses and looks at the
bent head with some
coldness)
My army is made up of Tribes. The Tribes
are led by the Tribal leaders.

BENTLEY
_ (looks up; insistently)
Your people do think very highly of Major
Lawrence though?

- FEISAL
(sharply)

(he goes to the window
and looks out)
And rightly.” Inthis country, Mr. Bentley,

Yes.

the man who gives victory in battle is prized ..

(sadly)

beyond every other man ...
(he is silent for a moment
and then murmurs,
mindless of the repetition)

And now they are both amused, and surprised to find how well they
are getting on together, each in his own way being a shrewd man and
liking shrewdness in others. FEISAL rises swiftly from his chair
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_ FEISAL (Cont)
Myself I am going to Cairo ...
{abstractedly he returns
and sits, facing BENTLEY.
His eye lights upon the pad
and this draws his attention
back from his own thoughts)
One figure I can give you from my head;
because it never leaves my head. Since
starting this campaign four months ago we
have lost thirty-seven wounded, one hundred
and fifty-six dead.

BENTLEY is scribbling this down but does a horrified double take.
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You remark the disproportion between
our dead and wounded.

BENTLEY
(wondering, even awed)
Yes; four times as many.

FEISAL
That is because those too badly wounded to
bring away, we ourselveskill. We leave
no wounded for the Turks.

BENTLEY

(gently)
You mean ...?

FEISAL
I mean we leave no wounded for the Turks.
{(more moderately) '
In their eyes we are not soldiers but rebels.
And rebels, wounded or whole are not
protected by the Geneva Code, and are treated
.». harshly.

BENTLEY
How harshly?

FEISAL
More harshly than I hope you can imagine.

BENTLEY
I see.
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. FEISAL
Our own prisoners, Mr. Bentley, are
taken care of, until the British can relieve
us of them, according to the Code. I
should like you to notice that.

BENTLEY
(scribbling)
I do, sir.
' (off-hand again)
Is that the influence of Major Lawrence?

This time FEISAL's eyes snap with a direct anger and jealousy.

_ FEISAL
Why should you suppose so?

BENTLEY
(a bit thrown at thus
receiving for the first
time the full impact of
Royal personality) .
WellI... it's just ..., I heard in Cairo,
that the Major has a ... horror of bloodshed.

FEISAL

That is exactly so. With Major Lawrence,
mercy is a passion, With me it is merely
good manners. You may judge which
motive is the moreé reliable.

(he half pulls out the

watch again)
And now perhaps ...

BENTLEY
(rising immediately)
Sure. Thank you, sir.
(he moves away
towards the door)
D'you think you'll be able to manage the
letter and ...

FEISAL
(quiet reproof)
I will do everything that I have said,
Mr. Bentley.

BENTLEY, a bit rebuffed, nods smiling and goes to the doorway
where he is arrested by:
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Continued

. FEISAL
H * & ¥
BENTLEY turns.
You will tell me truly the nature of

your interest in my people, and in
Major Lawrence.

FEISAL is serious, but BENTLEY grins disarmingly, like a boy
caught out,

BENTLEY
It's very simple, sir. I'm looking for a
hero.

FEISAL

(is amused)
Indeed? You do not seem a romantic man?

BENTLEY

Oh no. '

(again the "sincerity")
But certain influential men back home
believe the time has come for America to
add her weight to the ... the patriotic
struggle against Germany ... and Turkey.
Now, I have been sent to find material which
will show our people that this war is ...

(he hegitates)

FPEISAL
Enjoyable ? '

BENTLEY
Hardly that, sir. But to show it in its
more adventurous aspects. After all your
Highness, war does wear such an aspect.
Nobody deplores it more than ...

FEISAL is looking out of the window again. He interrupts flatly.
FEISAL

You are looking for a figure who will draw
your country towards war?
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Continued

BENTLEY
(simply; hence with
some dignity)
All right, yes. -

FEISAL
Aurens is your man.

cuT

IST CLOSE SHOT: LAWRENCE and FARRAJ waiting by the plunger.
Train whistle over, (Carry through to pressing plunger and

‘reacting to explosion).

2ND (SHOT) LONG SHOT: THE TRAIN chugging along the line.
IST CLOSE SHOT: LAWRENCE'S HANDS pressing the plunger.
2ND EXPLOSION goes up in front of train.

2ND CLOSE SHOT. THE SKY ... THE DEBRIS from the explosion
flying upwards. '

2ND MEDIUM SHOT: THE TRAIN leaving the rails and plunging over
the embankment,

IST CLOSE SHOT: AUDA reacting.

2ND CLOSE SHOT: THE ENGINE slithers towards camera and
obscures it with dust. '

IST CLOSE UP. A CAMERA. THE SHUTTER CLICKS, the camera
is lowered disclosing BENTLEY.

2ND LONG SHOT: from top of dune the front three carriages derail.

2ND MEDIUM SHOT: A LINE OF ARAB FACES appearing over the
top of dune.

2ND MEDIUM SHOT: ONE OF THE CARRIAGES looms up above the
engine as steam starts to fill the screen.

1IST CLOSE SHOT: BRIGHTON and ALI. They are on the turret

of an ARMOQURED CAR in foreground of picture. In the background
is the second ARMOURED CAR and a group of CAMELS and HORSES.
There is a whistling noise and debris starts to fall.
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1IST EXTREME LONG SHOT: Disclosing the geography of the whole
scene. ARABRBS lining the dune in foreground., The TRAIN in its
last movements in the background DEBRIS falling on the dune. A
LEWIS GUNNER opens fire.

2ND CLOSE SHOT: A line of ARAB LEWIS GUNNERS open fire.

2ND CLOSE SHOT: A TURKISH MACHINE GUNNEST at the rear of
the train replying.

2ND CLOSE SHOT. ANOTHER LINE of ARAB. LEWIS GUNNERS
firing continuously.

2ND MEDIUM SHOT: THE TRAIN shuddering under the impact of
the bullets.

15T CLOSE UP: IBENTLEY, he takes another picture,

2ND CLOSE UP. AN ARAB LEWIS GUNNER f{iring and panning,

ZND CLOSE SHOT. A LINE OF BULLETS splash clouds of yellow
chips from the planking on the side of a carriage. A TURKISH
OFFICER fires a pistol from one of the windows.

1IST CLOSE SHOT: AUDA he pushes an Arab Lewis gunner out of
the way, takes over the gun himself and fires.

2ND CLOSE SHOT: A BODY falls through picture across a carriage
window reflecting sky. The WINDOW shatters the reflection gone
we now catch a glimpse of a bloody head slumping back inside the
carriage.

1IST CLOSE SHOT: LAWRENCE and BENTLEY. LAWRENCE
watched closely by BENTLEY, reacts dead pan to the killing.
LAWRENCE glinces towards the Lewis gunners.

IST CLOSE SHOT: A LINE OF ARAB LEWIS GUNNERS {roughly
from LAWRENCES P.0.V.) their faces tranced with slaughter.

1IST CLLOSE SHOT: LAWRENCE AND BENTLEY (SAME AS 13)
LAWRENCE
(velling above din)
"STOP".
The racket continues, he rises up out of picture,

IST LONG SHOT: LAWRENCE frightfully exposed, steps up over
the rim of the dune. He fires a VEREY PISTOL along the ridge.
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IST CLOSE SHOT: THE BEDOUIN LEWIS GUNNERS exactly as
before.

2ND CLOSE SHOT: THE REAR MACHINE GUN NEST on the train.
The DEAD bodies of the TURKISH GUNNERS sprawled over the
sandbags which are being spattered by bullets.

1IST CLOSE SHOT: LAWRENCE. He crams another cartridge into
his VEREY PISTOL and fires again.

IST CLOSE SHOT: BENTLEY watching him as the firing continues.

IST LONG SHOT: LAWRENCE dashes down the dune in front of the
Lewis gunners, between the train and his own men, just one or two
of whom are sufficiently arrested by the sight to cease fire. HE
FIRES ANOTHER VEREY LIGHT at a low angle almost into their
faces. . '

IST CLOSE SHOT: LAW