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HOWARD (QON SCRZZMN) (Contd)
Right ncw! BAnd send President
Ford a telegram =saying: "I'a mad
as hell and I'm not geing to take
this any more! I don't want th

banks selling my country to the

Arabsl I want this C.C. and A.
deal stopped ncwl == "

HACKETT
Oh' G‘Qd -

At which g
prophetic

' HOWARD (ON SCREEN)
I want this C.C. and A. deal stcpred
now! I want this C.C. and A. deal
stopred now!

oint, BECWARD keels over in his new fzaniliar
sweon. Cn SCREZN, ATTZNDANTS ccme ancd garT

HOWARD off —--

The cther

CHANEY
(to a TECENICIAN)
Is that it? Dces he ccxe back
later in the shcw? ‘

- TECHNICIAN
That's it., This is cne cf these
shows he just zonks out.

CHANEY
(to HACRETT
Do you want to see any more, Frank?
(HACXEZTIT sits in
numb silence)
All right, turn it off --

TECHNICIAN pushes a butten and the SCREEN

goes white. The first TECHNICIAN flicks the rcom

lights on.

AMUNDRSEN
(to HACXETT)
Do you want to go to your cffice?

BACKETT stares silently intc space.

CHANEZY :
- (to the TECHNICIANS)
Lock, could we have the room?

TECENICIAN
Sura L} . i
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149, The two TECHANICIAINS exit. SILZNCE £ills the 149.
cluttered room. AMUNDSEN and HACKXETT sit in their
chairs, CHAMEY leans against a sicde wall, DIANA
lounges against a rear wall. After a coment, i
AMUNDSEN stretches, stands -- (

|

AMUNDSEN
Well, I'd like to see a tyre-
script and run it a couple of
more tires, but I don't think he
said anything seriously acticnable.
But, as for this whole C.C, and A,
deal with the Saudis, ycu'd kncw 2
lot more a2bout that than I would,
Prank, is it true?

HACRETT sighs.

HACKXETT
(munbles)
Yes. C.C. and A. has two billions
. in loans with the Saudis, and they
- hold every pledge we've got. We
need that Saucdi money bad.
(he stands, so
wretched he is
trangquil)
. A disaster, This shew is a disaster,
* an unnitigated disastar, the death
knell., I'm ruined, I'm dead, I'n
finished.

CHANEY
Maybe we're overstating Beale's
clout with the public.

\ HACKETT

An hour ago, Clarence McElheny called
me from New York. It was ten co'cleck
in the East, and our people in the
White House repart they were already
knee-cdeep in tslegrams. By tomorrow
merning, they'll be suffccating in
‘telegrams.

CHANEY
Well, can the government stop the
deal?

HACKETT

They can hold it up. The SEC could
.hold this deal up for twenty years
if they wantzs to. I'm finished.

{MORE)



122

AACX=ETT (Contd)
e ' Any seccnd that rhone's coing to
; ) ring and Clarencz McElheny's going
- to tell me M», Jensen want3a me in
. " his office tcmorrcw morning sc ne
. can personally chep my head off.
' : (tears stream shame-
lessly dcwn his cheeks
. as he shuffles, a brcken
man, around the rocn
Four hours ago, I was the Sun God
at C.C. and A., Mr. Jensen's hand-
picked golden boy, the heir apparesat.
Now I'm a man without a corporationt

DIZNA
(comes off the
back wall)

.Let's get back to Hcward Beale.
You're not seriously going “o pull
Beale off the air.

HACKZTT
Mr. Jensen is unhappy with Howaxd
Beale and wants him disccntinuad.
- N DIANA
He may be unhappy, but he isa't
stupid enough to withézzw the numker
one shew on televisicn out of picgue.

HACKZTT
(explodes) .
Two billion dollars isn't pigue!
That's the wrath of God! sncé the
wrath oI God wants Howard Beale
firedl

. DIANA
What for? Every other network
will grab him the minute he waliks
out the door. He'll be back on
the air for aA3C “temocrrew. And
we'll lose twenty points in auvdience
share in the first week, rouchly a
forty millicn loss in revenues for
the vyear.

o . HACXETT .
C I'm going to kill Howard Beale!
o ' I'm going to impale the scn of a
bitch with a sharp stick threough
the heart! :

T




DIANA
And let's not discount federal
action by the Justice CepartTent.
. If C.C. and A, rpulls Beale 0ff the
. ) air as an act of retribution,
that's a flagrant violation of
network autcnomy and an egregious
- breach of the ccnsent descree,

HACRETT
(beginning to like his
new train of thought)
I'll tzke out a ccntract on him.
I'll hire professional killers.
I'll do it myself. I'll strangle
him with a sashcord.

DIANA
No, I den't think JSensen is goin
to fire anybodv. Ee's sitting up
there in his cffice suzzounied by
) lawyers and senior vige presidents,

- and right about now, they've kbegun
to realize the extraordéinary impact
af televisicn. That impact can be
focussed, manigulated, utilized.
If Howard Beale czn huxrt them, he
can help tham.

The PHONE RINGS. A mement of anxious silenze. BACRETZT
picks it uvp =--

HACRKETT

(on phone) .
Hackett =- Yes, Clarence, I've i
already boocked my £lisht ... Well,
can you give me a little mecre time
than that? I've got the red-eye
flight, I won't be back in New York
till six tomorrzew morning .,. That'll
be just fine. TI'll see you then =--

Be returns the phene to its cradle, regards DIANA for &
a mement.

HACKETT {(Contd)
Mr, Jensen wants *o meet Howard

- Beale personally. Ee wants Mr. Beale

in his office at ten o'clock tcmorzow
morning == . .
. ~
150, EXT: THE C.C. AND A. BUILDING = PARRX AVZ. 150,
AND 46TH STREET = MQRNING : .

A black limousine pulls to the curb in front of the
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C.C. and A. Building, discorging HACKETT, and, a momen-
later, HOWARD BZALZ, both dressed in banker's cray. l
As they move fcr the building's entrance, HACKETT
herding HOWARD along, it beccmes clesar that HCWARD
is in a beatified stats. His eyes glisten trans-
cencdentally, and he smiles the smile cf the elevazed
spirit. He suddenly pulls up abruptly, raises his

arms over his head, and announces at the tocp of his
lungs: .

HOWARD
(imbued)
The £final revelation is at handl
I have seen the shattering fulgura-
tions of ultimate clarity! The
light is impendingl! TI bear witness
to the light!

This outburst dcesn't seem to bother most of the PEZORPLZ
passing by except for ONE or TWO who murmur: "Hev,
that's Howard 3=22le, isn't is?" The cutburst cces
appall FRANK AACA=1i1, Who stares in distress ané en-
treaty to scme god in the heavens, and cluitches at
HOWARD's arm to get him moving again.

INT: ARTHEUR JENSEN'S OFFICS 151.

An enormous office with two walls of windcws towering
over the Manhattan landscape and through which SUTN-
LIGHT stzeams in.. ARTHUR JENSEN is rxising f£freom behind
his massive desk --

JENSZEN :
Good afternoon, Mr. Beale. They -
tell me you're a madman.

]

CAMERA DOLLIES to include HOWARD just coming into &
room.

HOWARD .
(closing the dcor
behind himsel¥f) ot
. Only desultorily.

JENSEN
How are you now?

HOWARD
(as mad as a hatter)
I'm as mad as a hatter.

JENSEN }
Who isn't? UrCon't sit dcwn.
(MORE)




JENSEN (Ccntd)
[ I'm taking ycu to ocur ccnferen
- ‘room which seems more seemly a
. setting for what I have to say
to you.

He takes HOWARD's arm and moves hln to a
. door leading cut of J“WSEN s offi -

JENSEN (Contg)
I started as a salesman, Mr. 3
I sold sewing machines and aut

125

ce |

large ocaken

|

eale.
o—

mcbile' parts, hair brushes and

electronic eguipment. They sa
I 'can sell anything. I'd like
to try and sell scmething to ¥y

They pass into ==

152. 1INT: THE CONFERENCE ROOM - C.C. AND A.
' BUILDING

-The overwhelning cathedral of a conferen
remembered perhaps £xcm an earliesr scene
Hackett gave his an 1ual report. when la
was in pitch darkness, but now the enorxm
are up, and an almost celestial light ¢
the huge wincdecws. Being cn the 43rd and

) the sky -outsicde is only sporadically int
the tcwers of other skyscragers. The <o
Circular bank of seats are all empty, and
effect is cne of hushed vastness --

N

JENSEN

Valhalla, Mr. Beale, please sit

down =--

Y

cu -

152.

ce rcen

wherz Frank
st seen, it
sus curtains
urs in throuch
d2th flcozxs,
errurted by
rhle semi-
d the cereral

He leads HOWARD decwn the steps to the flcor level

himself ascends again to the small stage
- HOWARD sits in one of the 200 odd seats.
a butten, and the encrmous drapes slowly
away layers of light until the vast rocm
dark. Then, the little pinscots at each
including the one behind which HOWARD is

ané the podium,
JENSEN chh 2s
fall, slicing
is u*‘erly

of the cesks,
seated, po?

on, creating a2 miniature Milky Way ef fect. A shaft of

white LIGHT shoots out from the rear of

the room,

spotting JENSEN on the pocdium, a sun of its cwn little
galaxy. Behind hinm, the shadcwed white o the lecture
(.- screen. JENSEN sudédenly wheels to his audience of cne

and roars out:
JENSEN

¥You have mecdcled with the primal
forces of nazure, Mr. Beale, and

(MORE)




JENSEN (Contd)
I won't have it, is that clear?!
You think you have mersly stcprad
a business deal -- that is noct the
case! The Arabs have taxken £ifi;
billien dollars out of this

countzy, and ncw they must put

‘At back. It is ebb and flcw,

tidal gravity, it is ecological
balance! You are an old man who
thinks in terms of nations and
peoples. There are no nations!
There are no ceoples! There are
no Russians. There are no Arzbs!
There are no thirxd worlds! Thers
is no West! Therz is only ocne
holistic system of systems, cne
vast and immane, interwoven,
interacting, multi-variate, multi-
national dominicn of dollars!
Petro-deollars, electro-cdollars,
multi-éollars), Reichmarks,
rubles, rin, pounds and shekels!
It is the internaticnal systesm of
currency that determines the
totality of l1if= cn this planet!
That is the natural ordexr of
things tecday! That is the atomic,
subatomic and galactic structure
of things today! Aand you have
meddled with the primal forces of
nature, and ycu will atone! Am I
getting through to you, Mr. Beale?

HCOWARD

(from the darkness)
Amen.

JENSEN

You get up on your little twenty~ -
one inch screen, lxr. Beale, and
howl about America and democracy.
There is no America. There is no
democracy. There is only IBM. and
ITT and A T and T and Dupont, Dow,
Union Carbide and Exxon. What do
you think the Russians talk about
in their councils of state. =-
Karl Marx? They pull out their
linear programning charts, statistical
decisicn theories ancé minimax solu-
tions like the geced little systems-
analysts they are and compute the

- {MORE)
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JENSEN (Contd)
price~cost probabilities of their
transactions anc investments just
like we do. The Moslem masses may
be medieval, but every rcment of
their lives is determined -- not by
some savage desert ged called Allan
== but by the primordial pull of 1
profit and the primeval push of
pcwer., We no longer live in a
world of nations and ideolcgies,
Mr. Beale, The world is a college
of corporations, inexorably deter-

"mined by the immutzkle by=-laws of

business. The world is a business,
Mr. Beale! It has been that way
since man crawled out of the slime,
and our children, Mr. Beale, will
live to see that perfect world
without war and fanine, cppression
and brutality =- cone wvast and
ecumenical holding company, Icr
whom all men will work to serve a
common prefist, in which all men
will hold a share of stcck, all
necessities provided, all anxisties
trancuilized, 211 borsdom anmused.
And I have chosen ycu to preach
this evancel, Mr, Beale.

BCWARD
(humble whisper)
Wwhy nme?
JENSEN

Because you're on televigion, durmy.
Sixty million people watch vou
every night of the weak, Mondéay
through Friday.

HOWARD slowly rises from the blackness of his seat
80 that he is lit cnly by the ethereal difZusicn of
light shooting out f£zem the rear of the rocm. He

stares at JZNSEN spotted on the podium, transifiixed.

BOWARD
I have seen the face of Godl

In b.g., up on the podium, JENSEN considers this
_curious statement for a moment.

JEMNSZEN
You just micht be richt, Mr, Beale.
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NARRATION
That evening, Howard Beale went
on the air to preach ths corporate
cosmelogy of Arthur Jensen.

INT: NETWORS NEWS CONTROL ROOM ’ 153.

The CREW at their various contrel panels. Business
as usual. If anything, SVZXYI0ODY in the ccnisol zcom
appears a little more bored. On the SACGY MONITOR,
HOWARD 3EZALE stancés in his stained-glass-filtered
spotlight, but, rather than his cld enraged seli, he

-geems sad, resigned, weary --

HOWARD (O YONITOR)
(sad, resicgned, weary)

Last nicht, I cct up here and
asked you reople to stand up and
fight for your heritage, and you
did and it was beautiful., Six
millicn telegrans werz receivad
at the White House. The Areb

- takeover of C.C. and A, has Lbeen

stopped. The pcople spcke, the
pecrle won. It was a radiant
erupticn of democracy. But I think
that was it, fellers. That sort
of thing isn't likely to hazpen
again. Because, in the boticro

of all ocux terriiied souls, we

giant, a sick, sick dying, cdecayi
political concept, writhing in it
final pain. I den't mean the Uni
States is finished as a worldd pcw
The United States is the most
powerful, the richest, the most
advanced couwntry in the world,
light-vears ahezad of any other
country. And I den't mean the
Communists are going to take over
the world. The Ccmmunists are
deader than we are. What's £inished
is the idea that this great countzy
ig dedicated to the freedecm and
flourishing cf every indiwicduzal in
it. It's the individual that's
£inished. 1It's the single, solitary
human being who's £finished. . It's
every single cne of ycu out there
who's finished. 3Seczuse this is no
longer a naticn of independant
individuals. This is a nation of
(MORE)
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HOWARD (Cl1 MONITOR) (Contd)
two hundred odd millicn tran-
Bistorized, decdorized, whiter-
than-white, steel-pelted bedies,
totally unnecessary as human
beings and as replaceable as
piston rods --

NARRATION
It was a perfectly admissable
argument that Howard Beale advanced
in the days that feollcved: it was,
however, also a very tedious and
depressgsing one. By the end of
the first week in June =--

INT: FIZTH FLCOR - CORRITOR - TUZSDAY, 154.
JONE 10 - 2:30 pP.M.

DIANA, carrving a small beoklet, striding dswn the
corricdor.
- , NARRATION

== the Howard Beale shecw had

dropred cne peint in the ratings,

and its trend of shares dipred

ander forty-eicht for the £irst

time since last November --

DIANA turns ints =--
INT: THE NWIGETLY NEWS RCOM - ROOM 517 155.

== guietly busy. Tyrewriters, itelechones. DIANA heads
straight for HCOWARD's gffice =-

NARRATION .
Hysteria gwept through the network --

DIANA wrenches the dcor to HOWARD's office oren and
strides into -- ’

INT: HOWARD'S OFFICE . 156.

== a8 DIANA sirides in, interrupting an urgent collccuy
between HOWARD at his desk and his agent, an urbane
gentleman in his late 60's, LEW WEISRC?2S =--

DIANA
(drops the becklet
she's carrying on
HOWARD's desk) ‘
In case ycu.haven't seen this
week's rating boox, your shars
is down another point.
(MORE)
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DIANA (Contad)

(to WEISXOPF)
I asked you to be here, Lew,
because you're his cgcédam agent,
and I'm counting on you to talk
gsome sense into this lunatic.
I'm sick of arguing with your
client, Lew.

LEW

- Patience, sweetheart, patience :---

: DIRNA
Patience, my ass. We're starting

130

to get rumbles from the acvertisers.

McCann-Zricscn called Zce Ccnnelly

this morming, and, when the acgencie

start calling the Head cf Sales

directly, that means in a week cr
two, we're going to start hearing
about sponsors bailing cut. He's

got to stop this corporata universe

kick --

HCWARD
(agitated)
I only say what my voices tell me
to say.

- DIANA
(ervotincg)
Well, fire them! We'll get vou

new voices! We'll cz2ll the Writers

Guild and get vou all the cgeddam
veices vou want! Lew herz rzgrese
a thousand voices., We'll get you
the best voices in the business!
We want you to go back to being
crazy, Hcward!

HOWARD
(stands, cries out)
I'm not an actor! I can't cet up
and perform mad scenes fcr voul
I am impelled by an inner force!
I do what I am told fo dol I say

what I am told to say! I have no
control over itl

DIANA throws up her hands in frustration —

INT: DIANA'S BEDROOM - THURSDAY, JUNE 19 -

7:15 P.M.

== ags MAX lets himself into the apartﬁent.

nts

157.

MaXx seems
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depressed. BOWARD'S VOICZ emanates froo the o.s.
bedrcom =--

HOWARD (C3 TV 0.S5.) !
-~ Well, the time has ccme to say: |
o is dehumanizaticn such a bad word?
. : ) Because gcod cr bad, that's what's
: g8o. The whele world is becoming
humanczic, c:ea‘"'es that look
human but aren't. The whole world,
. not just us. We're just the mest
advanced country, so we're getiting
there first. The whole world's
people are beccu'ng mass-produced,
prog*armed, wired, insensate things
useful canly to prcduce and ceonsume
other mass-prcduced things, all of
them as unnecessary and useless as
+ wWe are ==

e — i
U

MAX has crossed the living rcom, lcoks into —

158. TINT: THE BEDRCOM 158.

-= where DIANA is perched on her bed, murmuring inte
‘/M the phone -

. DIANA
(on phene)
Yeah .., Yezh ...

HOWARD (ON TV)
== that's the simple truth you
have to grasp, that human existence -
is an utterly Zutile and pu"*cse ess '
thing. 3ecause once vou've gras*ed
that, then #he whole uvniverses beccrmes
orderly and comprehensible -- '

DIANA locks up to drop a suriv glance on MAX in the
doorway, and returns to mutisring into the phone. Thev
~are both clearly in foul termpers =-- )

HOWARD (CN TV)

== We are richt now living in what
has to ke czalled a corporata society,
a corporate world, a corporate
universe. This world cu1t= simply
is'a vast cosmolegy of small

(o corporations orbitting around

' ‘ larger corporzticns who, in tuamn,
ravolve around glant corporations --
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MAX
{overlapping)
I'm sorry I'm late. I spent the
afterncen with ny dacghter -- ;
DIANA, mururing into the phone, dcesn't even seem to
have heard him., MAX turns away -- i |

|
HOWARD (0N TV) ‘!
== and this whole, endless, ultimate
cosmolocy is expressly cesicned for
the prcduction and consunpticn of
useless things -=-

DIANA clicks the remote control thing on her bed, and
the TV set goes black.

DIANA
(on phone)

Sooner or later, we'll have to

pull hin off the air, 3arkara, so
let's start looking around for
replacements. I hear ASC's grcoming
a mad preophet of their own in Chiczgo
as our ccopetiticn for nexit seascn.
See 1f you can get a tazpe on nhim.
Maybe, we can steal him. And let's
start building up the other segments
on the shecw, Svbil the Socihsayer,
Jim Webbing. The Vox Populil segment
-ls catching cn; let's mzxe that a
daily feature --

INT: THE LIVING ROQH 159.

MiX sprawled morosely on one cf the scft chaizs. We
notice that in the back of the living rcecm, a bridga
teble has been set up as a makesaift cesk, It has z

typewriter on it and a welter of parers and books andc

£iling folders. DIANA appears in the bedrocom doorway,
regards MAX coldly --

DIANA
(icily)
Every time you see scmebody in
your family, vou ccme back in one
of these morbid midéle-aged mocds.
I'm tired of vour goddamned morbid,
middle-aged moods, Max.

MAXK
(exploding freom the chair
And I'm tired of £inding ydu on
the goddamned phone every time
(MORE)



133

MAX (C01

: I turn around! I'm tl d of bein
o . an accessory in vour life! I'm tized
. of this hysteria abcux chard Bealel
Storming about the roeom in hig sudden volcanic rage, MAX
finds himself by the upstage typewriter, which he sweeps
crashing ofif the bricdge table, sending the welter oI
papers there flying off in a stom --

MAX (Contd)
== and I'm tired of pretending to
write this dumb beok abcut nmy
maverick davs in those creat early
years of television! Every
executive £ired frcm a networnl
in the last twenty years has
written this éduxb becok etout
the great early days of television!
Nobody wants another éurd bcok
about the great coddamned early
days ¢f televisicn!

DIANA
Terrific, Max, terrific. Mavbe
you czn start a whole new career
" ’ - as an acter.

For a mement, it lccks as if MAX is going to slug her
Then he ceflates -- ,

MAX

It's the truth. Afiter six mecnihs
0f living with vou, I'm turninc -
into ore of your sczipfs. 3ut this
isn't a seript, Dizna. There's
some real actual lifs coing cn
here. I went to visit-my wife tcoday
because she's in a2 state of devression,
s0 depressed my daughter flew in fxcm
Seattle to be with her, Anc I fesel
lousy about that. I feel lousy abcuk
the pain I've caused my wifz and kids.
I feel guilty and consciencs-
gtricken and all those things you
think sentimental but which my
generation called simple human
decency. And I miss my home because
I'm beginning to get scared shitless.
It's all suddenly closer to the end
than to the becinning, and death -
is sudcdenly a perceptible thing to
me, with definable features. You'wve
got a man going thrcugh prima

) (MDRE)
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MAX (Contd)
doubts, Diana, and you've got to
cope with it. Because I'm not
some cuy discussing male menopause
on the Barbara Waltcns shcow. I'm
the man you presumably lcve. I
live right here. I'm part of your
life, I'm real. You can't switch
to ancther channel. .

DIANA ,
Well, what exactly is it you want
me to do?

MAX
I just want you to love me, Diana.
T dust want you to love me, primal
doubts and all. You uncderstand

. that, den't you?

FPor one brief mcment, vou could almost believe she

dces understand.

certainly tears in MAX's eyes.

Then, shatteringly, the PHONE o.s. in the bedrcom RINGS;

DIANA
{small voice)
I don't know hcw to do that.

and DIANA cprcmptily turns to answer it =--

DIANA
(matter-of-factly
as she exits inte
the bedroom)
I'll be with you in a minute, Ma:

She stares, eyes-locked with MAX,

her eyes threaztening to well with tears. There are

He sighs, the inchoate moment of love evanesced --

NARRATION
By the first week in July, the
Howard EBeale shcw was dcwn eleven
points, andéd the panic had spread
to even those peorle who had only

a contractual connecticn to the
network -

INT: DIANA'S OFFICE - MONDAY, JULY 7 -

2:30 P.M,

LAUREEN HOBBS in a shrill, wide-eyed panic, raging =zll
over DIANA's office as DIANA's phone RINGS, and DIAMA

answers it ~-—

1¢60.

3 mea
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LAUREEZN

(in a raging panic)
== He's a plague! He's smallzeoxd
Be's tyrhcid! I den't want +c
follow his goédam shaw! I want
out of that eicht o'clock sgct!
I got encugh troubles withcut
Howard: Beale for a lead-in. You
quys have schedulsd me up against
Tony Orlando and Dawn! 1MBC'"s ¢ot
Little House on the Prairie! H/BC's
got that new Mel BrcoXs show! You
got to help me ocut! You got to do
something akcut Ecwaxd RBéale! Get
rid of the plague! Get him oif
the air! Do scmethingl Do anything!

DIANA
(hanging up and
yelling back)
We're trying to £ind a replacerment
. for him! 1I'm going down to lcok
at audition tares right now!

She is already ocut of her office --
INT: NINTH TLOOR = A SCREZINING RCOM le6l.

C.U. ¢f an imposing MOSAIC FIGURE, £fully bearcesd and
wearing ankle-lencgth black rcbes and thonged sandals,
standing cn a lcnely mountain spur invelghing against
the idclatries of the world. PULL BACX to show the
screening rocm halifi-filled with network and pregrarming
executives, spottsd around the rcem. DIANA is there -
and her top assistants =-- BARSARA SCHLISIUIGER and TOMITY
PELLEZGRINO. FRANK HACKETT is there; NELSOW CHANZY,
HERB THACXEZRAY (Stations Relz2tiens); and JCE CCIMNEILLY
and HARRY AUNTER. In b.g., the ranting MOSAIC FIGUIRE
ocn the wall console roars out his inveighing untd
otherwise indicated --

DIANA

(suddenly standing inte

the shaft of licht coming

froem the projecter)
No, damn it]! If we wanted hell-
fire, we'd get Billy Grzhan! We
don't want faith-healers, tentshow
evangelists or Cherammargau passicn-
playerst twhatabout that texrrific
new messizh ABC was supposed to have
s8igned up as our competiticn?
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PELLEGRIN
(Indicating the !
monitor screen) !
That's hinm. |

| . DIANA
’ , . ' That's hiz?
PELIEGRINO
Ye ah . "
DIANA

Jesus, .tuwn him c££.
The MCNITOR SCREEN goes blank.

PELLEGRIXNOC
I've got three more, but vou've
already seen the best ones. I've
got a gur: from Stokane and two
more helliires who see visicns
of the Virgin Mary.

DIANA sinks down in a chair and turns to HACXETT in the
row irmediately behind. :

AL DIANA

We're not going to find a replace-

] ment for Howard Bezle, so let's

" stop kicdding ocurselves. Fully

fledged messiahs cdon't ccome in
bvrnches., We either co with
Howard or we go without him. My
reports say we'll do better with- -

-

out him. It would ke disaster to
let this situzticn ¢o on even
another week. By +hen, he'll be
down sixteen points and the trend
irreversible, if it isn't already.
I think we should firz Howard.

HACXETT
Arthur Jengen has tzken a gtrong
perscnal interest in the Howard
Beale show.
(sighs glcemily,
addresses the
room at large)
. I'm having dinner with him tcnight.
(_ let me talk to Jensen and then
o : . let's meet in my ofiice at ten
©'clock tonight. Diana, give rme
copies ci all your audience research
(1ORE)

‘‘‘‘‘‘‘‘
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HACRETT (Ccntd)
reports. I may need them for
Jensen. Is ten ¢'clock ccavenien
for everycne? :

Apparently it is.

“162. INT: LANDING OUTSIDE DIANA'S APARTMENT -

8:00 P.M.

DIANA letting herself intoc her apartment.

163. INT: DIANA'S APARTMENT - FOYER

164.

165.

Dark, shadcwéd. She moves down to ==

INT: LIVING ROCH

137

152,

163.

164.

MAX has fallen asleep in one of the sof% chairs. The

newspaper he was reading has fallen to his lap.

mouth is a bit agzre and he wheezes a little.

suddenly an old man., DIANA stands and regarcs

with perceptible disgtaste.

Jacket, crosses to the bedrcen.

INT: BEDROC

All the lichts are cn.
in a shower rche, is packing MAX's thincs.

Eis
In the

-Btark lighting of the lamp behiné the chaiz, he seers

hinm

She slips out of her

165.

DIANA, freshly scrubbed and
A large

valise lies orened on the bed, and DIANA is £f2tching

MAX's suits frem the closet,
them away.

fo0lding them and packin

MAX aprears rumpled and in his shiz-t-
sleeves in the dcorway behind her, She senses
there, glances at him, continues with her racking.

DIANA |
I think the time has coms, Max,
to re-evaluate our =--2laticnship.

MAX
So I seen.

DIANA
I don't like the way this script
of ours i3 turning out. This whole

~ thing started out as a cecmedy,

remember? Ncw, it's turning into

a seacdy little drama. Middle-aged
man leaves wifs and family for young
heartless worman, goes to pct. The
Blue Angel with Marlene Dietrich

him

and Emdl Jannings. I don't like it.
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He moves to the bed to take over the packing., She s
in one of the bedrocm chairs.
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MARX
So you've decicded to cancel the
shew.
DIANA
Right. .
MAX

Listen, I'll do that.

R-
3 2
L]

DIANA '
The simple fact is you're a family
man, Max. Ycu like a heme ancé kxids,
and that's beautiful. But I'm
incapable of any such commitment
All you'll get frcm me is anothe
couple of mecnths of intermistent
sex and recriminata and ugly lit
scenes like the cne we had last
night. I'm sorry for all those
vicious things I said £o vou last
night. You're not the worst fuck
I've ever had. 3Believe me, I've
had worse. Ancé you don't pui and
snorkle ani mzke d=zath-like rattles.
As a matter of fact, ycocu're
serene in the sack.

MAX, who had gcne intoe the bathroom for his toilet

=

articles, ccmes out with them, stands, rocarxds DIANA. -

MAX
Why do women always think the
most savage thing they can say
to a man i1s to impugn his coccks-

manship?

DIANA
I'm sorry I impugned your cocks-
manship.

MAX

I stopped comparing genitals back
in the scheoolyard.

DIANA
You're being docile as hell abcut
this.

MAX

Hell, Dizna, I knew it was over
between us weeks ago.
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DIANA
Will you go back to your wife?

( MAX
I'll ¢rvy, but I den't think
she'll jump at it. But don't
worry about me. I'll manage.
I always have, always will. I'm
more c¢Tncarnzsd ahout you. COnce
I go, yeu'll ke back in the eye
of your cwn desolate terrors.
FPifty dollaxr studs and the
nightly sleepless contemplaticn
of suicide. You're not the
boozer tyre, so I figure a year,
maybe two before ycu crack up ox
Jump out your fouxzteenth flocor
office windcw,.

DIANA
(stands)
Stop selling, Max. I den't need
you.
She exits out into =-
INT: THE LIVING ROOM | 166.

== and across that to the == '
INT: THE XITCHEN ' 167.

== where a kettle is steaming. She festches a cup and
saucer from the curboard and would mare scme insztanc,
coffee but she is overtaken bv a curigus little spzsno.

- -

Her hand holding the cup anc saucer is shaXing so mucit

- o

she has to put them down. With visible effoh., she

pulls herself togethe She moves out of the Xitchzon
to the --
INT: THE LIVING RCOM ’ _ l68.

-~ where she stands in the middle of the rcom and
shouts at MAX through the orened bedrcem dcorway.

DIANA
(cries out)
I don't want youxr pain! I don't
want your menopausal decay and
death! I den't need you, Max.

Max
You need me badly! I'm you
last contact with human realltjl
. (FORE)



Be slams the valise shut.
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MAX (Ccntd)
I love you, and that painful,
decaying mencpausal love is the f
cnly thing between you and the
shrieking nothingness you live
the rest of the day!

DIANA
Then don't leave nmel

' MaX
It's too late, Dianal! There's
nothing left in you th=zt I can
live with! You're one of Hcward's
humanecids, and, if I stay with
you, I'll be d=stroyed. Like
Howaxd Beale was destroved! Like
Laureen Eckbs was destroved! Like
everything you and the whole )
instituticn of telsvision touch
gets destroyed! Ycu are tele-
vision incarnate, Diana, indifferent
to suffering, insensitive to jov.
All of life is reduced to the
coemmon rubble of banality. War,
murder, dezath are all the same
to you as bottles of kheer. The
dally business of life is a corrupt
comedy. You even shatter the
sensations of time and space into
jagged fracments of minutes, split-
seconds and instant reolavs. You
are macdness, Diana, v irulent maéness,
and whatever you touch cies with vou.
Well, not me! WNot while I can still"
feel pleasuvre and pain and lovel .
Oh, hell, Diana, it'c over with us.
I'm not sure it ever really haprened,
but I know it's over.

He tummns back to his valise and buckles it. DIANA

finds a chair, sits in it. A moment later, MAX ccmes
out cf the bedrzzm, lugging a raincoat as well as the
He lugs his way across the living rccom, then

valise.

pauses for a moment, reflects --

MAX (Contad)
It's a happy ending, Diana,.
Wayward husband comes to his senses,
returns to his wife with whcm he
has built a long and sustzining lcve. .
(MORE)
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MpX (Contd)
Heartless young woran left aicgne
in her arctic desolaticn, Music
up with a swell. Final ccrmercia
And here ares a few scenes fron
v next week's show.

i

'..l

- He disappears dcwn the fover. We can hear the CLICX
of the £front docr reing opened and the CLAK ol the
door closing. DIANA sits in her chaiz, pulling the

- shower robe around her, alone in her axctic desolaticn.

168. INT: 20TH FLOCOR = 'UBS BUILDING - LOZB3Y, 168.
IQUNGE, CORRILCOR - 10:15 P.M.

A solemn FRANX HACXETT in blue suit walks dewn the leng,
enpty, hushedé corridor to the large dcuwble dcors of his
office (which had originally been ZIDWRRD RUDCY's cfiice).
At the doors, NELSON CHANZY is waiting for him.

. CHANEY
o How'd it go?

HACKETT sighs, enters =-- a '
170, 3INT: SESCRETARY'S OFFICE 170.

== where EER3 THACXEBRAY and JOZ DCNNZILY are lounging.
Everybody follows HACKXETT into -- '

171. INT: EACKETT'S OFFICE (ONCE RUDDY'S OFFICE) 171.

Nighttimz outside, the crepuscular grandsur of
Manhattan glitter-ing belecw us. Waiting the
seated here and there, are WALTIR AMUNLSZIN and DIANSZ
HACKXETT sits benind his desk. The others 2li £iagé
places arcund the rocm.

HACKETT
Mr, Jensen was unhappy at the
idea o0f taking Hcward Bezle off
the air. Mr. Jensen thinks Hcward
Beale is bringing a very impoztant
message to the American gpeople. so
he wants Howard Beale on the

air. And . he wants him kept on.
Nobady has anything to say to this.

HACKETT (Contad)
Mr. Jensen feels we are being too
catastrophic in our thinking. I
argued that telewvisicn was a vola-
tile industry in which success and
failure were determined week by
(MORE)



IIACKXETT (Ccntd)
week. Mr, Jensen said he did nct
like volatile industries and suggested
with a certain sinister silkiness
that volatility in business usually
reflected bad management. He didn't
really care if Hcward Beale was
the numnter one show in televisicn
or the fiftieth. He didn't really
care if the Beale Shcw lost money.
The network should be stabilized so
that it can carry a losing shcw an
still maintain an overall profit.
Mr. Jensen has an important messaga
he wants conveved to the Amsrican
people, and Hcward Beale is cecnveying
it. EHe wants Howard Beale on the
air, and he wants him kept en.
I would descrikbe his position on
this as inflexible. Whers dces
that put us, Diana?

DIANA

(taking parers out

of her attache case)
That puts us in the shithouse,
that's whers that puts us.

(holds up her

sheaf of papers)
Do you want me to go thrcocugh this?
HACXETT
Yes.

DIANA
I have an advance TVQ report here.
The Beale show Q score, which was
forty-seven in the May bock, is dcwn
to thirty-three znd fazlling. Mest
of this loss occurred in the child
and teen anc eighteen~thirzty-four
categories, which were our core
markets. NBC Nightly News, by
contrast, has gone up to a twenty-
nine Q, and, at this rate, will
pass us by the end of July. Every-
body here knows the Neilsen and
share-trend scores. Let me just
capsulate our cwn AR demographic
reports which have been extensive.
It is the AR department's carefully
considered judgment -- and mine --
that if we get rid of Beale, we

(MORE)
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DIANA (Cecntd)

should be able to maintain a
very respectable share in the
high twenties, pecssibly thirty,
with a comparzble Q level. The
other segments on the Beale show

. _ == Sybil the Scothsayer, Jim

' Webbing, the Vox Populi =-- have

all develeoped their cwn audiences.
Qur AR rerorts show without
exception that it is Howard Beale
that's the destructive force here.
Minimally, we are talking about
a ten point differential in
shares. I think Joe oucght to
spell it out for us. Joe?

DONNZLLY
A twenty-eicht share is eichtiy-
thousand 4dsllar minutes, and I
think we could sell complete
positions cn the wheole. 2As a
. matter of fact, we're just geitiing
- into the pre-Christmas gift-sellers,
and I'll t=211 you the agencies are
coning back 4o me with four Zollar
- CPMs, If that's any indicatien,
L we're talking fcrty, forty-Zive
million dollar loss in annual
- .revenues.

: THACKXZRAY
You guys want to hear 2ll the flak
I'm getting frem the affiliates? .

HACK=TT
We know all about it, Berb.

‘ AMUNDSEN
And ycu would describe Mr, Jensen's
position on Beale as inflexible?

HACRETT
Intractable and adamantine.

CHANEY
So what're we going to do about
this Beale son of a bitch?

oo A sad silence gettles over the top management of UBS-TV
23 they lounce about the enormous rocm.

HACKETT
(sighs)
I suppose we'll have to kill him.



Another long ccanteoplative gilence,

HACKETT (Ccontd)
I don't supcese you have any ideas
on that, Diana.

: DIANA
Well, what wculd vou fellows say
to an assassination? --

172. INT: THE LOEBY - URS BUILDING - A FEW DAYS 172.
LATER - 6:C0 P.M.

Bustling and cxcwded. Long lines of PECPLE, four
abreast, rored off and waiting to cet into the
HOWARD BEALE shcw. Uniformed USEERS hers and there,
occasionally -chatting with the waiting CRCWD. OVER
THIS, the VOICZIS of the network meeting just inter-
rupted CONTINUE:

DIANA'S VOICE (Contd)
-- I think I can get the Mao Tse
Tung people 4o kill Beale for us.
. As one of their programs. In
- ’ fact, it'll make a hell of a kick-
off shew for the seascn. We're
facing heavy cogesition from the
other networks cn Wednesdzy nichts,
and the M20 Tse Tung Hour could
use a sensational show Zor an ogener.
- . The whole thing would ke done richt
on camera in the studio. We ought
to get a fantastic lock-in audience
with the assassinaticn of Eoward
Beale as our cpening show --—

173. INT: THE LO3BY =- UBS BUILDING - ELEZVATOR AREA 173.
elavators.

-= as the waiting AUDIZNCE is hexdad intcs the
OVER THIS, the VOICIS of the meeting CONTINUE:

AMUNDSEN'S VOICE
Well, 1f Beale dies, what would
be our continuing ebligaticn to
the Beale corporation? I kncw our
contrazct with Beale contains a buy-
cut clause triggered by his death
or incapacity --

174. INT: UBS BUILDING = FQURTH FLCOR 174.
-- as the elevator lozd of AUDIENCE is led out of the

elevator and dcwn the lcng, cargetad corridors, £ast
the large wall photographs of TV stars, glass-enclosed
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centrol rooms, and other shcowpieces of the network's
electronic glory. CVER THIS, the VOICSS CONTINUE:

i HACRETT'S VOICE
There must be a formula for the
computaticn of the purchase price.

AMUNDSEN'S VOICE
OQffhand, I think it was based on
a miltiple of 1975 earnings with
the base pericd in 1975. I think
it was, fifty cercent of salary plus
twenty-five percent of the first
year's profits --

INT: HACXETT'S QOrTICE 175.
The meeting is still going cn ==

AMUNDSEY (Contd

(continuing above sce=ch)

- == multiplied by the unexpired
porticn of the ccnirackt. I don't
think the shcw has any substantial
syndicaticn value, would vou say,
Dianavz

DIANA
Syndication profits are nmininmal.

THACKXERAY
(mutters to -DONNELLY)
Hey, we're not sericusly going to
kill him, are we?

DONNELLY
(mutters back)
I don't know, are wa?
INT: THE BEALE SHOW STUDIO AND AUDIENCE AREA l17c.

The new load of AUDIENCE finds seats in the rapidly-

£11ling auditcrium. On the flecor of the studio, the

CREW 18 setting the cameras, checking the bocns. The
gtage curtain is down. OVER THIS, the VOICES of the

meeting CCNTINUE: .

. CHANEY'S VOICE
As Herb says, we're talking abcut
a capital crima here, so tha network
can't be implicated,
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AMUNDSEN'S VOICE
{chuckling)
I hope vyou don't have any hidden
tape machines in thisg office,
1 Fran—k - .

INT: TEE BEALZS SECW STUDIO - SECWTIM 177.

The warnmup is over; the stage fcotlichts are on; the
AUDIENCE sits expectantly. The big wall CLCCX shcws:
6:29, clicks to 6:30. On the studio stage, the
ANNOUNCEZR strides ocut from the wings, kellcws happily
at the audience’ =-

. ANNOUNCZER :
Ladies and centlemen, let's hear
it == how cdo you feel?

REVERSE SHOT of the AUDIENCE. Suddenly S20T 178.
the GREAT AHMED REAM and some of his FOLLCYERS,
right in the middéle, happily joining 211l tha2 others
in their ccmmunal response:

AUDIZNCZ AND TEE XHEAN
We're mad as hell, and we'r=2 not
going to take this any morel

ANWOUNCZR
Ladies and centlemen! The Netwozk
News Hourl! ~ With Svbil the Scota-
sayer, Jim Webbing andéd his It's-
the-Emmes-Truth Cepartment, Miss
Mata Haxi, tonicht another seczment
of Vox Populi, and starring --— -

MUSIC: A FLOURISH OF DRUMS

ANNOUNCER (Contd)
=~ the mad prochet of the airways,
Howard Bealel

MUSIC: A FULL SYMPHCNY ORCHESTRA SOARS INTO AN IMPRRIRAL
CRESCZNLDQ =~

-= as the HOUSIZILIGHTS go to BLACK. The cur:tain 179.
8lcwly rises. The barz stage, the stained glass

“Windcw, the celestial SHAFT of light. HOWARD BCEALZ,

in his black suit ané tie, strides on frcm the wings,
stands basking in the SPOTLIET. APPLAUSE UP.

INT: HACKETT'S CFFIC= i80.

The weeting is still going on.
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' BACKXETT
Well, theissue is: shall we
kill Hecward Beale or not. I'a
like to hear some more cpinicns
yen that =--

DIANA
I don't see we have any copticn,
Frank. Let's kill the scn of a
bitch. .

INT: THE BEALE STUDIO 18l.

The APPLAUSE for HOWARD BEALE has died. HUSH ==
guddenly, the EUSE is shatterad by a HORREZNLOQUS
ENFILADE of GUNTIPE. 2An embroidery of red bullet
holes perforat=2 HOWARD's shirt and jackesi, and we
might even see the impact of a head wound as he
pitches backwards dead.

A BAKX OF FOUR COLCR TZLEVISICN MCUITORS 182.

It is 7:14 P.M., WESLNZSDAY, July 9, 1275, z2nd we

are watching the network news programs cn CE5, N3G,
ABC and UBS-TV, The AUDIO is ON: headshects of
WALTER CRONXITEZ, JCEN C:=ANCEZLLOR, ECWARD X. 8MITEH,
HARRY RTASONER, andéd JACX SNCWDIMN, subsc;t_t;ng Zor
HOWARD BEALZ, interspersed with tapes of the hcrridbla
happening at U3S the day befors, £lit and ZIlicker
across the four television screens. Televisica
continues relentlessly cn.

NARRATOR (QVER)
This was the story of Howard ZSeazle
who was the network news anchorman
on UBS-TV, the first known instance
of a man being killed because he
had lousy ratings.

THE END





