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PIERROT LE FOU

Titles: on a black screen appear a number of red letter
A’s seemingly placed at random. The letters of the
alphabet, in order, appear at brief intervals, all red,
except for the line of the main title which is blue. Harsh,
sinister music is heard. Finally, the full titles, in blue,
can be read :

JEAN-PAUL BELMONDO
| ET
g ANNA KARINA
i DANS
| PIERROT LE FOU
UN FILM DE
| JEAN-LUC GODARD

’il \ FERDINAND’S voice is heard before the title is complete,
and continues over the first four shots.
Medium close-up of a young girl, facing the camera,
playing tennis.
Long-shot from the edge of the tennis court. Two girls
are knocking-up. It is a beautiful summer day. Medium
shot of FERDINAND, who is browsing among some book-
stands outside a bookstore, called Les Meilleurs Des
{ Mondes. He is carrying a large comic book under his
| | arm.
’ ‘ A wide river at dusk, with the lights of the city reflecting
1| on the water; bekind the buildings in the distance, the
} l ‘ sky is deep red from the setting sun.
| FERDINAND off : * After he had reached the age of fifty, Velas-
quez no longer painted anything concrete and precise. He
drifted through the material world, penetrating it, as the
air and the dusk. In the shimmering of the shadows, he caught
| unawares the nuances of colour which he transformed into
W the invisible heart of his symphony of silence . . His only
experience of the world was those mysterious copulations
which united the forms and tones with a secret but inevitable
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movement, which no convulsion or cataclysm could ever
interrupt or impede. Space reigned supreme [t was as if
some tenuous radiation gliding over the surfaces, imbued
itself of their visible emanations, modelling them and endow-
ing them with form, carrying elsewhere a perfume, like an
echo, which would thus be dispersed like an imponderable
dusk, over all the surrounding planes
FERDINAND is in his bath reading from a paperback
history of art,* a cigarette arrogantly dangling from his
lips.
Feroivanp : * The world he lived in was sad. A degenerate
king, inbred infantas, idiots, dwarfs, cripples, deformed clowns
clothed as princes, whose only job was to laugh at themselves
and amuse those lifeless outlaws who were trapped by eti-
quette, conspiracy, lies, and inextricably bound to the con-
fessional by guilt. Outside the gates, the Auto-da-fé, and
silence
FERDINAND turns to someone off screen.
FerniNaAND : What about that, my little girl !
His young DAUGHTER, aged about five, crosses to the bath
and sits next to him, patiently listening as he pontificates
from the bathtub. She places her hand obediently on the
edge of the bath.
FErDINAND : © A spirit of nostalgia prevailed. But we see none
of the ugliness or sadness or any of the signs of gloom and_
cruelty of this crippled infancy. Velasquez is the painter of
the evening, of the plains, of the silence, even when he paints
in broad daylight, even when he paints in a closed room, even
while hunting and war thrashes around him. Spanish painters
never went outside except at those times in the day when
the air was radiant, when everything was burnished by the
sun. They discoursed only with the evening . . .’
Ferpmvann: Don’t you think that’s beautiful, my little Poppet ?
He turns to his DAucHTER who is listening with awe.
A Woman off : You're mad to read them things like that!
The WoMAN crosses the screen towards the child. We

* Elie Faure's Histoire de L’Art, L'Art Moderne 1. Page 167, Editions
le Livre de Poche.
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see nothing except her skirt as she drags the child away.
FerpINAND looks disgusted.
Ferowanp : Go on! Go and get laid . . And why hasn’t
Odile put them to bed, anyway !
The little GRL runs out from the bathroom into the bed-
room, followed by her MoTHER, who stops and examines
her make-up in the tall mirror.
Womax : Because Monsieur allowed them to go to the cinema
for the third time this weck.
FERDINAND emerges from the bathroom wearing a bath-
robe, and a long towel slung around his neck. He looks
at himself in the mirror and then cleans his feet with the
towel, nearly falling over in the process.
FerpiNanp : For the third time this week! They must be
playing Johnny Guitar down there; it's good she’s getting the
right education. We're living in a world of idiots too much.
Medium shot of their bedroom. He sits down on the
edge of the double bed, facing the camera, with his back
to his WIFE who sits on the other side. He is fed up. He
picks up the book he was reading, which he had put
down on the bedside table.
Wire: Come on! Hurry up! Frank and Paola will be here
any minute.
FERDINAND : I'm not going. No, I'm not going. That’s final !
I'll stay here with the kids.
Wire : Oh no, listen . Frank told me he would bring his
niece along to baby-sit until we got back. She’s a student.
FERDINAND : Since when did he have a niece? T know him too
well. She must be a call-girl.
The Wire gets up and flings a towel at him, which
wraps round his face.
FERDINAND : I’'m not going !
Wire: You'll do what I tell you. My father’s going to intro-
duce you to the Managing Director of Standard Oil.
FerpiNaND : And I’ll bring legal action against the Television
Company for giving me the sack.
Wire: Really . . . when we get some work for you, you’ll be
decent enough to accept it. Allez! Basta !
She rudely grabs the book out of his hand. He turns
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round as if to play the insolent child and cheekily picks
up a pair of her panties on the bed. -
FERDINAND : Aren’t you wearing anything under your skirt?
Aren’t you wearing a petticoat? ‘
Wire yNo, I'm wgca.rfng my new invisible panty-girdle which
you can’t see. )
She hands him a woman’s magazine, and shows him the
advert for her new girdle. He picks it up and staris to
read aloud. As he does so we see the page of the
magazine in close-up. The camera pans down and pans
up again as he reads. His last words.overlap onto the
next image, emphasising their absurdity. ,
FErDINAND off : Under my new knickers . . . ‘S'('ZA;'.\IDALE
. . . youthful contours. There was the Greek Civilisation, there
was the Renaissance, and now we are entering the Age of the
Arse.
WirE : Come on, I'll show you. ..
FERDINAND : She adores children!
Medium shot of the Wire leading her two small
children down the hall past the visitors who have arrived.
MARIANNE is sitting on the right, very demure and inno-
cent, playing with a woolly toy dog, a dachshund,
in her lap. She gets up and follows the WirE ant.I the
children. The camera pans with her. She is wearing a
navy blue blazer over a white blouse, and has her hair
tied back into bunches. As we follow them along the
hall, FERDINAND comes out of the bedroom straightening
his tie. He has just put on a clean white shirt.
WIFE to MARIANNE : And if you need us for anything you can
call us at .. She asks FRaNK. What’s the number?
Frank : 225-70-01.
Wire to FErbmNanD : Ah! Here’s Frank’s niece.
She introduces her husband to MARIANNE. They shake
hands with a touch of familiarity, without really stop-
ping, lingering, as their hands meet just long enough to
look into each other’s eyes.
FErpDINAND : Good evening . . .
MARIANNE goes off with the WIFE and the camera pans
with FERDINAND until he greets FRANK : Salut! Suddenly
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his behaviour is transformed. He seems to be triggered
off by some inner event. He abandons his lethargy as he
grabs his jacket, picks up some cigarettes off a side table,
and jokes with Fraxk about the telephone.
FERDINAND : 225 — you can’t say Balzac? You don’t know
Balzac? Read César Birotteau — and the three chords of the
Fifth Symphony which thundered in his poor head !
Frank : What's he on tonight?
Ferovanp : Come on, let’s go, allons-y, alonzo . . .
He flings open the door and lurches out into the night as
if hell bent on some adventure, as if the prospect of it has
suddenly turned him on, transformed his despair into
excitement . . FRANK hastily follows, pulling his wife
with him.
Long-shot of the Champs Elysées at night, with the
floodlit Arc de Triomphe dominating the image. The
opening chords of Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony accom-
panies FERDINAND'S voice off, as he starts to describe the
scenes that follow, each one parodying the colour and
style of the commercials shown in French cinemas,
advertising cosmetics, cars, chocolates, etc. . . . e
Feromvanp off : Chapter Two. A surprise-party. In English :
at the home of Monsieur and Madame Expresso, whose
daughter is my wife.
Image in red only: several guests at the party standing
elegantly poised, drinks in hand, boringly churning out
their bourgeois platitudes.
MaLe GuesT: An Alfa-Romeo does the first kilometre from
start in 34 seconds — fantastic braking power — four discs,
marvellously comfortable, and, of course, what road-
holding ! . . . Cruises exceptionally well, is sure, fast, pleasant
to drive, sensitive and well balanced.
FEmALE Guest: Keeping fresh is easy. Lava soap, Eau de
Cologne, scented perfume. To avoid all smell of perspiration
I use Printil after washing and I'm absolutely perfect for the
rest of the day. Printil comes in an atomiser, so fresh; or
spray, stick or bottle.
MaLE GuesT : But the Oldsmobile Rocket 88 offers so much
more, its design is handsome and strong, its line powerful
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yet sober, a rare elegance which proves that beauty is not

incompatible with high performance.
FErDpINAND walks slowly from right to left with a glass
in his hand. As he reaches the left side of the screen, the
camera culs to a similar shot with different guests, in
normal full colour. He stops between a girl who is sitling
down on his right, and a tough-looking American on his
left, drinking whisky and looking very bored. FERDINAND
turns to the man and starts a conversation. He cannot
understand French so refers the questions to the girl,
who interprets the conversation in French and English.

FerpINAND : You appear to be lonely . .

AMERICAN to the GRL in English : What did he say?

GrL in English: You're alone? She turns to FERDINAND.

He’s an American and can’t speak French.

FerpINAND : What’s his name, and what does he do?

GirvL in English : Who are you? What are you doing?

AMERICAN in English: I'm an American film director. My

name is Samuel Fuller. ’'m here to make a film in Paris:

Flowers of Ewil.

GirL : It’s Samuel Fuller, an American. He's a film director,

here to make Fleurs du Mal.

FerpINAND : Baudelaire. That’s great. He turns again to

FuLLer. I've always wanted to know exactly what the cinema

is.

GirL in English : He says he wants to know exactly what is

movies,

AMERICAN in English : The film is like a battleground.

GirL : The film is like a battleground.

AMERICAN in English : Yes .. Love.

GirL : Love.
AMERICAN in English : Hate.
GirL : Hate.

AMERICAN in English : Action.
GIRL : Action.

AMERICAN in English : Violence.
GmrL : Violence.

AMERICAN in English : Death.
GIrRL : And Death.

AMERICAN in English : In one word .. Emotion,

GIRL : In one word . . . Emotion.

FERDINAND looking into his glass, taking a huge gulp and
throwing back his head : . Ah! ..

A bright yellow image: a young man is talking to

FERDINAND’s WIFE; he stops and kisses her just as

FERDINAND  passes by. FERDINAND stops, pauses and

watches them kiss. He walks off the screen to the left,

unconcerned.

Blue image: a similar couple, talking and drinking.
FEMALE GuesT: My hairdo, light and soft, stayed in place
all day thanks to Elnett Satin Spray. With brushing, the
lacquer disappears, as if it never existed. My hair is like
strands of golden silk, shining and clean . ..

As previous images but in normal colour, a couple is

seen drinking and talking. The man is in a dinner

jacket, and the girl is wearing a topless dress. Both her
partner and FErDINAND, who is walking past, seem un-
q/fected by the sight of her naked breasts. FERDINAND
1s walking slowly from right to left as before. The girl
is talking.
FEmaLE GuesT: Women must stop wearing transparent
housecoats and romantic nightdresses. In daylight or any
bright light, lingerie looses all its magic and becomes in-
decent. (Still on page 10)

Blue image: a couple is sitting at both sides of a table,

beneath a forbidding French tapestry on the wall. As

FERDINAND passes, the man leans over and lights the

girl’s cigarette. As he clicks the lighter shut the coloured

filter changes from blue to green. FERDINAND goes off

screen to the left, after commenting . .

FErRDINAND : Olympio’s Sadness.

Blue image: FerDINAND meets FRANK and a WoMax.

He sits down next to Frank, tired and bored. (Still on

page 9)

FERDINAND fo FrANK : Give me the keys of the Lincoln.
Frank : Aren’t you staying?

Feromiann: No . . . I'm worn out. I've a mechanism for

seeing, called eyes, for listening, called ears, for speaking,
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called mouth. I've got a feeling they’re all going their separate
ways . . . There’s no co-ordination. One should feel they’re
united. I feel they are deranged.
WomAN : You talk too much! I’'m tired just listening to you.
FERDINAND : Yes, it’s true . . . I do talk too much. Lonely
people always talk too much. I'll wait for you at the house.
He stands up and FRANK hands him the keys.
FERDINAND pushes his way violently through a group of
guests to reach a table on which there is a huge iced
cake. He grabs a fistful of cake and flings it at the
frightened guests who cower away from the * madman’
in their midst . . . As he throws the creamcake the image
cuts to a firework exploding in the sky at night . . .
Feroivanp off: Next Chapter:
Despair
Memory and Freedom
Sorrow
Hope
The pursuit of time passed away
Marianne Renoir
Interior of FERDINAND’S apartment. FERDINAND enters
on the left and closes the door. As he climbs over his
children’s miniature sports car, parked perilously in the
middle of the hall, he notices something off screen to
the right. Camera pans with him as he approaches
stealthily and whispers to MARIANNE. She is asleep on
a chair, resting her head against the bureau, beneath a
drawing by Renoir. On her lap, open, is the huge comic
book that FErRoINAND had been carrying under his arm
at the bookshop. He touches her gently to wake her.
FERDINAND : Are you still here? . ..
MARIANNE waking up: I'm . sorry .I...
FErDINAND : It’s too late for the Métro. How will you get
home?
MaAriANNE : I don’t know . . . Are you on your own?
FErRDINAND : Yes, I got bored so I came home.
MARrANNE : Is everything all right? You look awfully
depressed.
FerpNAND : Well, some days are like that . . everyone you
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meet is an imbecile. Then you look in a mirror and start

wondering about yourself .. Come on. I'll take you home.
As they are talking, there is a clap of thunder and the
sound of torrential rain. She gets up and follows him
from the apartment, carrying the big comic book under
her arm.
Long-shot of fireworks exploding in the night sky.
MARIANNE is seen through the front windscreen of a
car. It is night and the green and red reflected lights of
a motorway zoom up and over the windscreen. The
lights seem to start in the throat, flood through the face
and fly off at a tangent into the sky. The image stays
in medium close-up on MARIANNE as she talks with
FERDINAND, who is driving, off screen on her right.

MARIANNE : Frank lent you his car?

FERDINAND off : Yes Why don’t you like Americans?

MARIANNE : Yeah! .. yeah! It's rather funny meeting each

other again isn’t it !

FERDINAND off : It must be four years.

MAaRIANNE : No, five and a half. It was October. Are you

married ?

FERDINAND off : Yes. I found myself a rich Italian girl. But she

doesn’t interest me very much.

MARIANNE : Why not get a divorce ?

FErDINAND off : I wanted to, but I’'ve become too lazy . . .

desire . in desire, you once pointed out, there is life. I

wanted desire, I was alive . . .*

MaraNNE : You still teach Spanish at St. Louis?

FErDINAND off : No. I work in Television. But I made a mess.

And you?

MariaNNE : Me, nothing in particular.

FERDINAND off : You don’t like talking about yourself ?

Marianne : No.

FERDINAND off : A friend of mine saw you in London a couple

of years ago. Do you still knock around with that American?

MARIANNE : No, it finished a long time ago.

* Translator’s note: FErDINAND puns on the French word for desire

‘envie’ and the phrase ‘en vie', in life — thus — j’avais envie, J'étais

en vie’,




FErDINAND off : And Frank, have you known him long?
MARrIANNE : No, not really . very casual.
FErRDINAND off : Still mysterious.
Marianne: No, 1 just don’t like talking about myself, as 1
told you.
On his suggestion of silence she leans forward and
switches on the car radio, smiling at him mischieviously,
Feroinanp off : Okay . right . . . then silence.
A news bulletin cuts in gratingly with its lalest facts from
the Vietnam war.
Rapio : . garrison already decimated by the Vietcong,
who lost 115 of their men . . . thus drawing to a close . . .
The camera remains on his face while she does most of
the talking. From time to time, he looks round at her.
He is smoking.
MARIANNE off : It's awful isn’t it, it's so anonymous.
FERDINAND : What is?
MARIANNE off : They say 115 guerrillas, yet it doesn’t mean
anything, because we don’t know anything about these men,
who they are, whether they love a woman, or have children,
if they prefer the cinema to the theatre. We know nothing.
They just say . .. 115 dead. It’s like photographs. They've
always fascinated me. You see a still photograph of some
man or other, with a caption underneath. He was a coward
perhaps, or pretty smart. But at that precise instant when
the photograph was taken, no one can say what he actually
is, and what he was thinking exactly . . . about his wife
maybe, or his mistress, his past, his future, or basket-ball .
One never knows.
Close-up of MARIANNE. As FERDINAND takes up the con-
versation, we see her reactions.
FErDINAND : Yeah . .that’s life!
MARIANNE : Yes, what makes me sad is that life in novels
is so very different. I'd like it to be the same, clear, logical,
formal. But it’s not like that at all.
FErpINAND @ It is, much more than people believe.
MARrIANNE : No, Pierrot.
FerpiNaND : I’'m not going to tell you again, my name is

Ferdinand.
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MARIANNE : Yes, but one can say . . . * My friend Ferdinand *
+ « she sings it to a musical phrase, laughing at her private

joke.

FeroNaND: Yes, one only needs to want something,

Marianne

MARIANNE, music fades in as if she is going to sing * Mon Ami

Ferdinand’: T want . . I will do everything you want me to.

FerDINAND : Me too, Marianne,

Marianne : Ill put my hand on your knee.

FErRDINAND : Me too, Marianne,

Marianne : T'll kiss you all over.

FErRDINAND : Me too, Marianne.
Close-up of MARIANNE, her hair blowing in the wind. It
is daylight. Music quietly fades away. Sadly, and pen-
sively, she says . . .

MAarIANNE : We will see . . . in time.
Close-up of Renoir's painting * Portrait of a Little Girl.

FERDINAND off : Marianne Renoir,
Interior of an apartment. MARIANNE, dressed in a blue
towelling bathrobe, is in a sparsely furnished kitchen.
The walls are white. Reproductions of paintings by
Picasso, Renoir and Modigliani are pinned haphazardly
to the walls, together with photographs from Life and
Pars-Match magazines. MARANNE is filling a red
enamel pan with water from a hose pipe.
Medium shot of FERDINAND as he wakes up in bed
in the next room; he drags his head from the pillow with
great effort, and lets out a horrible c¢ry of anguish,
perhaps mocking, perhaps in earnest.

MarianNE off : Okay, on your feet, you corpse!
Long-shot of the other room, MARIANNE enters from
the patio roof and goes and pours the water from one
pan into another. She opens the door of a fridge, look-
ing over her shoulder anxiously all the time to the left.
The camera pans with her as she moves left, passing a
photograph of Tshombe and a Modigliani painting.
She bends down at the side of a double bed on the
left of the room and, as she takes a breakfast tray from
the bed, we see for the first time the body of a man
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lying face downwards. A pair of scissors is embedded in
his neck. His shirt is covered with blood. She picks up
the tray, as if the body did not exist. (Still on page 11)
She enters from the right into the next room, carrying
the breakfast tray. She puts it on FERDINAND'S knees
as he sits up in the bed, resting his back against the
white wall.

FERDINAND : You see, I was right.

MARIANNE : What?

FErRDINAND : You didn’t believe me when I told you we

would always love each other.

MARIANNE : No.
Music fades in and she starls to sing him a song by
Bassiak. He sits up in bed eating his breakfast. She
goes behind a screen and brings out a pink dress on a
hanger. She ruffies his hair then rests her cheek on the
door-jamb as she sings to him.

MARIANNE singing : 1 never told you that I would love you

all my life,

Oh my love;

You never promised to adore me all
your life;

We never exchanged such promises,
knowing me,

Knowing you . . .

We could never have known that we
would ever fall in love :

We were so unfaithful.

And yet . . . and yet . . . very gently,
without a word spoken between us,

Little by little,

A true emotion has crept into our
bodies which enjoyed being together
somuch. ..

Close-up of MARIANNE in another room looking at
herself in the mirror as she sings and eats her toast; she
licks her fingers, and picks up a jar of honey to take into
FERDINAND’S 700m.

MARIANNE singing : Then words of love came to our naked
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MARIANNE singing :

lips,

Little by little,

Heaps of words mingled,

Very gently, with our kisses.

How many words of love?

I would never have believed that you
would always please me,

Oh my love.

We never thought that we would be
able to live together without ex-
hausting each other.

We wake up every morning, still sur-
prised to find ourselves so happy
to be

In the same bed,

Wanting nothing more than each day

To be so glad to be together.

And yet . .. and yet . . . very gently,
without a word spoken between us,

Little by little,

Our love has bound us together in
spite of ourselves without even think-
ing about it.

This feeling is stronger than all the
words of love that are known

And unknown;

This feeling is so strong and so
violent—

This feeling that we would never have
believed possible.

You never promised to adore me all
your life,

We certainly never exchanged any such
promises, knowing me,

Knowing you . . .

Let us keep the knowledge that our love
isalove...

That our love is a love

With no tomorrow.
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Close-up of MARIANNE against a white wall, looking at
FERDINAND in his bed.
Close-up of FERDINAND, his cigarette drooping from his
mouth, as he looks sorrowfully at her, then sadly and
very slowly, he turns away and looks down
Medium close-up of MARIANNE, still singing, as she
leans over FERDINAND and takes the cigarette from his
lips, kisses him and puts the cigarette back. Long-shot
of the kitchen: MARIANNE closes the door of the fridge
and goes to a small table in the corner against the
wall. As she turns off the gas on the little calor-gas
cooker, we see numerous rifles and guns stacked up in
the corner. She takes the pan from the stove with a
great flourish, casts an insolent glance at the dead body
on the bed, and swirls through the door, dancing to the
music, to be with FERDINAND again.
She sits down on the bed across his feel, leaning against
the wall, still singing . . . (Stil on page 9) the camera
tracks in fast to a close-up as the song ends.

FerpINAND off : Anyway, we’ll know very well when we are

dead . in sixty years, if we were always in love.

MarianNE : But no . . . 'm sure that I love you . but

you, I'm not so sure . . I’'m not at all sure.

FErDINAND : Yes, Marianne, yes.

Marianne : Good. I'm going to know it very well.
Close-up of Picasso’s painting ‘ Pierrot au masque’
Montage of images from the posicard reproductions on
the walls.

MarANNE off : You know your wife was here this morning.

FeErpINAND off : 1 couldn’t care a damn!

MARIANNE off | And not only that.

FeromanD off : 1 already told you, I really couldn’t care a

damn.
Close-up of two images of pistols on a table next to
brightly coloured table lamps.

MARIANNE off : Marianne tells a story about

FeErDINAND off : Ferdinand.

MARIANNE off : A story ..

Ferpmvanp off : Complicated.
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MARIANNE off : T knew some people . .

FERDINAND off : It’s just like during the Algerian war.

MARIANNE off : T will explain everything to you.

FERDINAND off : Waking from a terrible dream .
Long-shot of FERDINAND, now dressed, who goes into
the large room and sees the body on the bed, obviously
for the first time. He does not seem too surprised. He
picks up one of the guns and puts it down again, as he
surveys the room and its objects. He sits down on the
bed next to the body, as MARIANNE comes in from the
other room, now wearing the pink frilly dress she had
taken from behind the screen earlier. They sit on the
bed on both sides of the body, accompanied by ominous
music. The letters OASIS on the wall, OAS in red, IS
in blue. MARIANNE starts to empty the back trouser
pockets on the corpse. She flings out the contents onto
the floor, exasperated by not finding what she is looking
for. A noise outside startles them both. MARIANNE leaps
up and pushes FERDINAND back as he begins to rise. She
flings open the fridge door and throws him a bottle of
whisky which he catches. She hides down behind the
fridge door as camera pans right and picks up Fraxk
entering from the outside. Their voices off, almost
drowned by the music .

FERDINAND off : Frank had the keys?

MARIANNE off : T'll explain everything to you.

FErRDINAND off : You were lovers?

MaRrANNE off : T’ll explain everything to you.

FErDINAND off : Did he make love to you?

MARrIANNE off : T'll explain everything to you.
Long-shot as FraNk goes past the fridge, looks un-
emotionally at the body on the bed and goes through to
the next room, and then out to the patio roof. He puts
on his jacket, which he was carrying slung over one
shoulder. As he comes back into the apartment, FErpI-
NAND slips by behind him. FRaANK and MARIANNE come
out seconds later, and FRANK has his arms round
her; she is laughing and flirting with him. They
obviously know each other very well. She is again carry-
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ing the large comic book under her arm. As they enter
the large room of the apartment again from the patio,
FRANK attempts to kiss MARIANNE, passionately. She
manages to signal to FERDINAND over Frank's shoulder
as she gently pushes him down on the bed as if
encouraging his passion. But then she opens the book
to read to him and he is obviously bewildered. To
FRANK’S amazement FERDINAND arrives from the door
on the left and, without a word, walks calmly past the
end of the bed circling round ominously. FRANK remains
seated.

FERDINAND goes behind MARIANNE who is still standing
with the open book in her hands. FERDINAND takes it
from her, carefully putting the whisky bottle into her
hands, which FRANK has still not noticed. MARIANNE,
smiling weakly and obviously more than a litile worried,
creeps up stealthily behind FRANK, raises the bottle over
her head and crashes it down on FRANK'S skull. The
bottle smashes into pieces and FRANK collapses. He is
dragged out of the room by FERDINAND. T heir voices off,
continue a dialogue of phrases, as short and as irrational
as the cutting of the next sequence. The time sequence in
the following montage has been abandoned and the
images are mostly too short to make much sense of. T hey
convey the confusion and excitement as MARIANNE and
FERDINAND escape in a car, just as two unidentified men
are seen arriving at the apartment in pursuit. One of
them is tall and wearing a light grey suit; the other is a
midget. The action is accompanied by the following
erratic dialogue.

FErRDINAND off : In silence . . in silence . . . in silence
NE off : It's me, Marianne

FErDINAND off : He kissed you

MARIANNE off : A story

FerbNaND off : Complicated

MARIANNE off : 1 knew some people

FERDINAND off : You were lovers

MARIANNE off : Using my apartment

FERDINAND off : It was like during the Algerian War

MARIANNE off : 1 have a brother

FERDINAND off : Waking from a bad dream

MARIANNE off : Leave in a hurry . . . leave in a hurry . .

leave in a hurry

FERDINAND off : Reply

MARIANNE off : Bored to death st e

FERDINAND off : Argument

MARIANNE off : Garage

FERDINAND off : Who is it ?

MARIANNE off : 'In the Midi

FERDINAND off : Getting away

MARIANNE off : No money

FerDINAND off : In any case, it was the right moment to get

away from this stinking lousy world.

MARIANNE off : We left Paris by a one way street.

FErRDINAND off : Recognising two of her own . . . the Statue

of Liberty gave us a friendly wave . .
MARIANNE runs out onto the patio roof and looks over
the edge into the street below, dashes frantically back
into the room where FERDINAND is still dragging FRANK'S
body past the fridge.

MARIANNE off : A story She has picked up the comic book again, and is carrying
Feropvanp off : Complicated a cardigan. ‘
MARIANNE off : . . . leave very quickly She takes a rifle and rushes out onto the roof again.
FErRDINAND off : . . . waking from a bad dream In a long-shot from above, FERDINAND jumps into a little
MARIANNE off : 1 knew some people red car as it is moving away.

FerpmNanD off : Politics He is holding the gun MARIANNE had taken from the flat.
MARIANNE off : An Organisation The two of them leaving the apartment and running
FerpINAND off : Go away onto the patio roof.

MARIANNE off : Gun-running Travelling shot from inside the car as it approaches
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and goes under a red and white construction barrier
along the edge of the Seine.
The two of them rushing from the apartment again.
Seen from the roof, the tall man and the midget run-
ning across a car park between the cars.
MARIANNE and FERDINAND leaning over the balustrade
of the patio looking down towards the cars below.
(Still on page 11)
FERDINAND climbs down a drainpipe. As he jumps from
the bottom of the drainpipe, he trips and falls, and drops
the gun. He picks himself up and turns round to help
MARIANNE (0 jump off after him.
He catches her as she falls.
FERDINAND jumps into the moving red car.
The red car on a motorway seen speeding away from
the camera.
T he same red car in the car park.
MARIANNE is getting into it on the driver’s side and starts
to drive it away.
Red car on motorway coming towards the camera.
Travelling shot along the bank of the Seine, with the
Statue of Liberty at the end of the quay on the Isle de
Paris . . The car draws into a garage and stops in
front of the petrol pumps. MARIANNE leans out of the
window and yells at the attendant. FERDINAND gels oul
of the car and also speaks to the attendant.

FERDINAND : Put a tiger in the tank!

ATTENDANT : We don’t sell tigers here.

FErDINAND : Well, in that case, fill her up and shut your

mouth, my friend!
In medium close-up through one of the side windows we
see them whispering, plotting

Marianne : If it’s me, he won’t be so suspicious.
She gets out of the car, goes to the front and lifts up the
bonnet. The attendant goes to FERDINAND for the money.

ATTENDANT ;: That’s forty new francs.

Frromvano : Oil and water too, old friend !
The attendant goes io the front of the car and leans
under the bonnet to get at the engine. MARIANNE slams
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the bonnet down on his head and he crumples up un-
conscious.
Same scene from another angle. She beckons to
FERDINAND to come and help her.
MARIANNE : Help me, you fool !
FERDINAND gets out and drags the body from under the
bonnet and dumps it on the ground. MARIANNE closes
the bonnet. FERDINAND, however, sees another attendant
coming their way.
Ferovanp : Shit! There’s another of them !
Marianne : I've just remembered a gag in a Laurel and
Hardy movie. You get in the car.
MARIANNE and the attendant face each other, as she
listens to his complaint.
ATTENDANT: What's got into you, aren’t you ashamed?
Haven’t you got any money ?
MARIANNE : No, Monsieur, we haven’t got any money.
ATTENDANT : And so, you’ll have to work to earn some
money won’t you? Don’t you want to work?
MARIANNE : No, Monsieur, we don’t want to work.
ATTENDANT : All right then, what do you intend to do to
pay for the petrol?
MARIANNE points to the sky and he looks upwards. As
he does so she biffs him in the stomach and he crumples
up. She runs back to the car.
FERDINAND : Shit! — there’s another one!
She gets into the car as FERDINAND goes and spars with
the attendant in a shadow boxing match, neither of
them seeming to connect. MARIANNE drives towards
them just as FERDINAND knocks the guy to the ground.
She nearly drives over his head. FERDINAND gels into the
car as the attendant picks himself up and runs off towards
his office shouting . .
ATTENDANT : Must call the police!
Camera pans with the car as it leaves the garage court-
yard and pans up to the sign“ TOT AL
Ferpwvanp off : Total.
Close-up of a pop-art type comic cartoon image.
MarIANNE off : It was an adventure film.
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Close-up of Picasso’s painting * The Lovers’
FERDINAND off : Diadem of Blood.
Close-up of another painting, perhaps by Rouauit.
MARIANNE off : Total.
FERDINAND off : Tender is the night.
MARIANNE off : It was a love story. It was a love story.
FERDINAND off : Tender is the night.
MARIANNE off : It was a love story.
Inside the car at night, driving along a motorway, the
lights rocketing up and over the windscreen as before.
Close-up of FERDINAND.
MARIANNE off : I think the best thing we can do is to find my
brother.
FErRDINAND : What precisely is his racket ?
MARIANNE off : Oh, things in Africa .. Angola.. Congo...
FERDINAND : | thought he was supposed to be a broadcaster
for Monte Carlo Television.
MARIANNE off : Yes. .. that too.
FerpINAND : We've got to make a decision. Where are we

going?
Close-up of MARIANNE.
MArANNE : We said Nice . . . and after that perhaps Italy

FERDINAND off : You know that twelve thousand francs aren’t
going to get us to Nice? We'd be better off abandoning the
404.
MariaNNE : Have you killed a man before, Pierrot?
Feromvanp : My name is Ferdinand. Why do you ask?
MARIANNE : Because it'll have a bad effect on you, you
know

Close-up of FERDINAND.
FerpvanD : I wonder what she told the police? Perhaps they
haven’t questioned her yet.
MARIANNE : Don’t be a fool ! She’ll have said everything nasty
about you she could think of.
FerDINAND : She’s right. In any case, I'm pretty sorry for
her.
MARIANNE : Sorry? Men like you are always sorry. But always
too late.

Long-shot of the car drawing off the road onto a verge.
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When the headlights go out the only thing visible is the
indicator winking.
Close-up as they kiss each other tenderly and passion-
ately. Afterwards he turns the inside mirror round and
looks at himself in it.
MARIANNE : What are you doing?
FERDINAND : I'm looking at myself.
MARIANNE : And what do you see?
FerpINAND : The face of a man who’s about to throw himself
over a precipice at a hundred miles an hour.
She moves the mirror and turns it so she can see her own
face in it.
MAarIANNE : Well, I can see the face of a woman who is in
love with a man who is just about to throw himself over a
precipice at a hundred miles an hour.
FERDINAND : So, kiss me then, Music fades in.
Another long-shot of the car at the side of the road, the
indicator still winking.
Close-up of comic-sirip cover for a crime novel. A girl
with a revolver pointing at the camera. The word
“RENDEZVOUS.
Ferpvanp off : The following day. The following day.
Long-shot of the car driving along the road.
Ferpvanp off : The following day. The following day.
MaRrIaNNE off : We see the 404 .

FerDINAND off : . . . arriving in a little village in Central
France.

MarIANNE off : There’s almost no petrol . . .

FeroNanD off : . . in the car.

MarIaNNE off : Marianne

FeroINAND off : . . . and Ferdinand

MARIANNE off : . . . stop in front of a Bar.

Long-shot from above, the car arrives outside a small
village Bar. They leave the car and go inside.

MAarIANNE off : They order something . . .

FErDINAND off : . . . wondering .

MARIANNE off : . . how they’ll pay for it.
Medium shot of the interior of the café. While ordering
they listen anxiously to a transistor radio. They hold it
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close to their ears so that no one else will hear. ]
Same shot from the front. (Still on page 12)
MARIANNE off : The police are broadcasting their descriptions |
on the radio.
FERDINAND off : People look at them suspiciously.
MARIANNE off : The police des
FerDINAND off : People
MARIANNE off : The police des
FErRDINAND off : People . . .
MARIANNE off : The police des
FerDINAND off : People look at them suspiciously.
MARIANNE off : There was there ..
Extreme close-up of a young man who speaks about
himself directly into the camera.
Younc Man: Lazlo Kovacs,student,born25th January, 1936
at St. Domingo, exiled by the American invasion, living in
France as a political refugee; France, the country of Liberty,
Equality, Fraternity . .
Extreme close-up of a young woman who speaks directly
into the camera.
Younc Woman: Viviane Blassel, born 21st March, 1943 at
Marseilles. Er . . . I'm twenty-two years old and I work at
the perfume counter in a large store at Auxerre.
Extreme close-up of an old man.
OLp Max: Eté Andre, born 25th May, 1903 at Eure-et-Loire.
Sixty-two years old. At this moment employed as a film-extra.
MARIANNE and FERDINAND are sitting on a step in front
of a blue door; they look as if they are talking to each
other, but they are not.
FErDINAND off : Let’s tell them some stories. They will feel
sorry for us when we move them with words.
MARIANNE off : But what shall we say?
FerDINAND off : It doesn’t matter. The Siege of Constanti-
nople . . or the story of Nicolas de Staél committing suicide.
I don’t know or the one about William Wilson, who met
his double in the street one day, and then searched everywhere
for him, to kill him. When he’d eventually done it, he found
out he had killed himself, and it was his double who was still
alive.

48

MAaRIANNE off : Okay, they might give us some money after
all. .
Medium shot of MARIANNE, talking to LAzro, the Orp
MaxN and another man at a café table, outside. She is
gesticulating wildly, embellishing her weird and wonder-
ful tales with dramatic gestures, to enhance her hold
over her audience . . .

FERDINAND off : Marianne, who has the eyes of both Aucassin
and Nicolette, told them the story of the young and handsome
Vivien, nephew of William of Orange, killed on the plains of
Aliscan by the bullets of three thousand Sarrazines. His blood
flowed from a thousand wounds and yet he battled on alone,
having vowed not to retrace a single step. Oh! . . . so young
and handsome, why such a vow so noble, yet so mad?

Medium shot of FERDINAND talking to the young girl

and her boyfriend, who continue to drink, obviously

bored.
MARIANNE off : At first, Ferdinand told them the story of
Guynemer, but they weren’t listening. So then he told them
about the summer, and the desire that lovers have to breathe
the cool evening air.

Long-shot of the sea in bright sunlight.

Close-up of a painting by Renoir of a nude girl.

Same long-shot of the sea, the sun glistening on the waves.
MARrIANNE off : He spoke to them of man, of the seasons, of
unexpected encounters, but he warned them never to ask
what came first : words or things, or what would happen to us
afterwards . .

FerDINAND holds out his hand expectantly to his audience

but receives nothing.

Long-shot as they return to their car parked in front of

the café. The car is hemmed in by a car in front and

another behind. FERDINAND starts the car and lurches
forward, hits the car in front, slams his into reverse
and hits the car behind which is unceremoniously shoved
back a few feet. Now he has room to get out. The people
in the café have leapt to their feet but have little time
to protest. His car tears out into the street and they
drive away . . . as MARIANNE’S voice is heard . . .

49




MarIANNE off : 1 feel alive, that’s all that counts !

Quick shock-cut of two cars driving in different direc-
tions, as if straight into each other

Close-up of the comic-strip cartoon characters in the
large book they have had with them throughout the film:
a hard cover edition of the well known comic that all
French children read, * La Bande des Pieds Nickelés” As
the camera pans across a page of the book, we see the
three heroes, © Croquignol’, “ Filochard > and * Ribould-
ingue.” Piano music.

Long-shot as the car comes to a halt on a wild deserted
road between an avenue of plane trees, and far from any
signs of habitation. They get out of the car on each side
and take a closer look at something happening off screen
to the left.

MARrIANNE : I've an idea.

FERDINAND gets back in the car and she moves off left,
followed by FERDINAND driving the car. As the camera
pans after them we see the remains of a wrecked car.
1t has crashed vertically against a pylon, and the bodies
of @ man and a woman are hanging out of the door
and window, smothered in blood.* FERDINAND drives their
car round close to the wreck. MARIANNE jumps round
excitedly, delighted by the good idea she has just had.

MARIANNE : We can make it look like an accident and then

the police will think we have been killed. Eh, Pierrot?

He gets out of the car and slams the door. He does not
share her indifference or enthusiasm. Disgruntled as
usual, he refuses to be called Pierrot.

FERDINAND : My name is Ferdinand! My name is Ferdinand!
Medium long-shot of FERDINAND getting back into the
car to drive it even closer to the wreckage, at her com-
mand. She runs back onto the road, looking round ex-
citedly to see if there are any police cars or unwanted
witnesses in sight. They argue as he gels out of the car
and takes their belongings from it, handing them to
MARIANNE.

MARIUNNE : Come on . . . listen. There’s nothing to it !

* Editor’s note: the still on page 12 is a production still,
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FEroINAND : What?
MARIANNE : Set the 404 on fire, so they'll believe we've been
burnt too.
Feromnanp : Ugh . . . always fire, blood, war
MARIANNE : But listen, it’s my idea isn’t it? Drive it nearer
still! You know, make it look authentic. We're not in the
cinema you know! But nearer, nearer . . . and hurry up!
He finally gets it near enough for her satisfaction. He
takes the last things from the back seat and goes to collect
a few things from the boot.
Feromvanp : Damn, I've no matches, let’s go . . .
MARIANNE : That’s no problem. Give me the gun.
Ferpivanp : Christ! It's the same type that killed Kennedy.
MarianNe : Yeah, didn’t you know it was me? Look, get out
of the way, I'm going to shoot.
FERDINAND is trying to drag the case out of the boot
of the car when she orders him to get out of the way.
Ferovaxp : But wait a minute !
He leaps back as she takes aim.
Medium close-up of MARIANNE with the gunsights to her
eye; she presses the trigger. The car explodes into flames,
as he staggers up to her side, out of breath.
MARIANNE @ It burns jolly well, doesn’t it?
Feromvanp : Yes, but you know what was in that case?
MARIANNE : No, what?

FerpINAND : Dollars . . . the ones you were looking for in the
apartment.
MARIANNE : Stupid bastard . . . I'm sure you knew and didn’t

tell me on purpose !
Ferpmvanp : Right.
MARIANNE : But you realise what we could have done with all
that money? . . . Gone to Chicago, Las Vegas, Monte Carlo
. stupid bastard !
Ferorvanp: Yes . me .. Florence, Venice, Athens. Come
on let’s get going. Travelling is the essence of youth.
She is heartbroken, and stays looking at the car, think-
ing of all the money burning. He turns and walks away
from her, towards the fields. She follows reluctantly.
Long-shot of the two cars, blazing magnificently at the
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foot of what is now seen to be a sort of derelict road-
bridge, perhaps buwilt in the war, but now serving no
useful purpose whatsoever. A bridge joining nowhere to
nowhere. The camera pans very slowly round to follow
them as they walk on into the far distance, the black
smoke from the burning gasoline slowly obscuring them.

FerpiNaND off : Chapter Eight.

MARIANNE off : A season in hell.

Ferpivanp off : Chapter Eight.

MaRrIANNE off : We crossed France . . .

FErRDINAND off : . . like spirits . .

MARIANNE off : .. through a mirror.
Long-shot of them walking down the middle of a river,
hand in hand; FERDINAND still clutching the book under
his arm. Sinister music. They seem happy on their river
adventure. The water gets deeper and deeper so they
move towards the bank and climb out.
Long-shot of them sitting beneath trees, protected from
the world by the evergreen woods and glades of the
Loire valley landscape. They get up and dance along,
lyrically, happy and free. T he music continues in sinister
counterpoint to their mood. (Still on page 30)
Long-shot: they cross a deserted road and continue
their tramp through the countryside. MARIANNE is now
wearing a U.S. Army jacket over a red woollen pullover.

FErDINAND off : Like spirits .

MARIANNE off : . . through a mirror

FErRDINAND off : | saw the café where, one terrible night . .

Van Gogh decided to cut off his ear.

MArIANNE off : Compere, you're lying. What did you see?

FErDINAND off : Isaw .
Close-up: painting by Van Gogh of * Café by night’.
Medium shot: they are sitting in front of a * TOT AL’
petrol pump at a garage. He is reading the book, wearing
a gangster style hat and double breasted suit. She takes
the cigarette from his lips and smokes it . . .

MARIANNE : Look Pierrot, a Ford Galaxie !

FerpINAND : My name is Ferdinand. Yes . a ’62.

MarIANNE : Go on, show me you’re a man.
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FERDINAND : Wait! When I've finished. He reads: ‘ Having
covered quite a distance they arrived in sight of the Bayorda
desert which they had to cross in order to get to Khartoum.
* Damn there’s no shade ” cursed the Pieds-Nickelés, venturing
into the tract of sand beneath the scorching sun. * We’d have
been much more comfortable and better off in the shade.’’
MARIANNE : Make up your mind or I'll hitch-hike on my own.
FerpNAND : Okay . . let’s go.
Long-shot of FERDINAND helping her up from the ground
and again they dance and fool around as they make
their way towards a huge open American car just being
driven into the garage.
Medium long-shot: he beckons to her as they creep
round the car. Its occupants, a man and a woman, get
out and go into the garage.
TourisT: Give it a service! . . . where are the toilets? . . .
To his wife * Okay, come on Mimi . .
MARIANNE hides behind the car. She then creeps round
it and FERDINAND opens the door for her. She slips into
the car as the mechanic comes up.
FerpINAND talks to him as the car goes up on the pneu-
matic hoist. He moves under the car and turns it round
so it is facing outwards.
FerpiNAND : Wouldn't you fancy a car like that, eh, son?
MEecuanic: You bet [ would.
FErDINAND : Well, you’ll never have one.
He calls up to MARIANNE in the car to throw him down
its owner’s jacket from which he takes the money to
bribe the mechanic to let the car down. Dramatic music.
FeErpvanND : Marianne! The coat! Hey kid . . . wouldn’t
you like to earn yourself ten thousand francs?
He gives the money to the boy, who lets out the pressure
from the machine and the car comes slowly and painfully
down. FERDINAND gets into the car as it reaches ground
level, starts the engine and drives it away from the
garage like a lunatic, surging out into the road with
screeching tyres. MARIANNE waves happily to the world
as they speed away in their stolen American car.
Cut to shot of the clear sky with the sun blazing down.
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FeEroNAND off : The countryside gradually becomes more
mountainous . . .
MarIANNE off : Century after century plunged into the
distance like tempests . . .
Long-shot: the car drives off the main road down a side
road and then into a grass clearing. MARIANNE jumps out
while the car is still moving, and flings their old clothes
into the nearby bushes.
FERDINAND : Go on, chuck the clothes away while I turn the
car round . . . Yippee! . .. The Pied-Nickelés !
MARIANNE : Hurry up .. hurry up!
FERDINAND turns the car round without stopping, and
she runs after him . . . just managing to leap into the
car as it careers back towards the main road. MARIANNE
iS mow wearing a mauve-striped dress obviously stolen
from the car.
Long-shot: a police car with horn blaring and yellow
light flashing, drives down a narrow road between white
cottages.
Neon signs flashing “ VIE’ (part of a sign saying
“RIVIERA’)
Medium close-up through the front windscreen of the
car, as FERDINAND drives along the couniry roads
of Southern France. MARIANNE is reading a newspaper.
FerpINAND @ So?
MariANNE : Nothing special! They interrogated her. She said
she had seen us together, naked, in my bed. You see . . you
thought I was a liar!
FERDINAND : Isn’t there anything else?
MAarANNE : Come on, admit it, you’re still pretty interested
in your wife, really !
Short flashbacks from the Party scene, early in the film
at Madame Expresso’s.
Shot of wife introducing FERDINAND to MARIANNE.
Yellow image of group of guests talking and drinking.
Shot of FERDINAND on the bed as his wife throws the
towel in his face.
Woman v Rep : Nothing particular had happened. 1 don’t
understand it at all. He’s just gone mad, that’s all.
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Image as before, the two of them in the car, seen through
the front windscreen.
FErRDINAND : Ah well, when you ditch a woman, she says
you’ve gone out of your mind.
MARIANNE : Oh . . . with men .. it’s all bullshit!
FerpNAND : True . . by the way, I've no idea why, I've
begun to sense the feeling of . . death everywhere .
She turns on the car radio so loud that they have to shout
to each other over the noise.
MARIANNE : Tell me you're sorry. Go on, say it, say it.
FerpiNaND : Oh, shut up, for heavens sake! You're getting on
my nerves . . . No .. . The smell of death in the countryside,
in the trees, in the faces of women, in cars . . .
Marianne : You know we'’re going to be really fucked up
without money — we can’t even reach Italy!
FeromvanD : Well, we’ll just have to come to a stop . . .
wherever we are. There’s no alternative but to stop wherever
we are.
Same scene in car, from behind.
MarianNE : And what will we do all day? No . . . it’s vital
that we find my brother first of all; he’ll give us plenty of
loot . . . and then we’ll find a chic little hotel . . and enjoy
ourselves !
FERDINAND turning round and speaking direct into the
camera: You see! . .. that’s all they think about, enjoying
themselves !
MARIANNE also looking round, puzzled: Who are you speak-
ing to?
FerpmanD : To the audience.
Marianne : You see, I told you so
You're mad to have done it.
FerpNAND : No, I’m in love.
MARIANNE : That’s the same thing.
She leans over and kisses him gently on the neck.
MARIANNE : Personally, I decided never to fall in love again.
I find it disgusting.
Feromvanp : No, don’t say that! Don’t say that . . . not that.
Same shot seen from the front again. She is leaning her

. . you are sorry already.
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head on his shoulder as he drives with one arm around P

her.
FerpiNAND : Ten minutes ago, I could see death everywhere,
now it’s the opposite. Look . . . the sea, the waves, the sky
. Ah . .. life may be sad but it’s always beautiful. Suddenly
I feel free. We can do exactly what we want to do. Just
watch . ..
He swings the wheel of the car from side to side, violently,
arrogantly, rocking the car from side to side of the road.
FerDINAND : To the right . . . to the left . . . left, right . .
MariAaNNE : Little fool . . little fool. He’s following a straight
line and he’s got to stay with it right to the end.
FerpINAND : What! Then watch . ..
Very long-shot: the car swings from the road and drives
across the grassy slope between the road and the sea. But
the car does not stop. FERDINAND drives it straight into
the sea.
FErRDINAND off : Chapter Eight.
MARIANNE off : A season in hell.
T'he sky, bright sun, and loud romantic music.
FERDINAND off : Love has to be invented all over again.
MARIANNE off : True life lies elsewhere. Century after century
plunge into the distance like tempests.
FERDINAND off : I held her close to me . . and began to cry.
MARIANNE off : It was the first . . . it was the only dream.
Long-shot: they are hastily getting themselves and their
belongings out of the car as it gradually drifts out to sea,
sinking. (Still on page 29)
Neon sign flashing * RIVIERA.
FErDINAND off : So, are you coming?
MARIANNE off : Yes.
The beach. FERDINAND is sitting on the rescued suitcases.
MARIANNE comes up and he gets up and follows her.
They walk in single file along the beach, swinging their
cases jauntily, their voices off.
MARIANNE off : Where are we going ?
FerpiNAND off : To the Island of Mystery, like the ¢ Children
of Captain Grant.
MARIANNE off : And what shall we do there?

\
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FErpNanD off : Nothing. We'll simply exist .

MARIANNE off : Oh! la, la . . . that's going to be fun!

FERDINAND off : Clest la vie.

Close-up of the water's edge. Two pairs of bare feet walk
through the water. The camera tracks along following
their footprints in the wet sand, until no footprints
remain, only some seaweed lapping to and fro in the
water.

FErRDINAND off : No, not at all. Fortunately I don’t like

spinach, because I would crave for it if I was deprived of it.

I’d not be able to stand it. It's the same with you . . . except

it’s the opposite. There was a film like that with Michel

Simon, where he allowed himself to be possessed by a girl.

MARIANNE off : So! Have you helped yourself by wanting to

change your life?

FErDINAND off : I didn’t say all that just to be infuriating.
Long-shot into the tops of the trees, and upwards into the
sky.

MARIANNE off : In any case, you told me we’'d see it right

through to the end.

FERDINAND off : Yes. To the End of the Night.*

Medium shot: they are curled up on the beach asleep.
It is night. MARIANNE uncurls herself from him and, look-
ing up at the night-sky, rests her head on FERDINAND'S
body. As the camera pans up slightly, the flickering re-
flections of the moon on the sea come into the image.

MARIANNE : You can see the moon very well, can’t you?

Feromvanp : I don’t see anything unusual.

MARIANNE: Oh, but T do. Me . . T see a guy up there.

Maybe its Leonov or that American . . White.

FeroiNnanD : Yes, that’s true, I see him as well. But it’s not a

Popoff or a nephew of Uncle Sam. I'll tell you who it is.

MariANNE : Who is it?

Feromanp : It’s the man in the moon. And do you know

what he’s doing? He’s crossing himself like mad.

MARIANNE : Why?

Ferorvanp : Look.

MARIANNE : Why?

*“Voyage au bout de la nuit ’, a novel by Louis-Ferdinand Céline.
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Long-shot of the moon.
FerpvanD : Because he’s fed up. When he saw Leonov land
on the moon, he was happy. At long last someone to talk to!
Since the beginning of time he’s been the only inhabitant of
the moon. But Leonov tried as hard as he could to force the
entire works of Lenin into his head. So, as soon as White
landed, on his trip, he went for refuge with the American.
He'd not had time to say hello, before White stuffed a bottle
of Coco-Cola down his throat, demanding that he said thank
you beforehand. No wonder he’s fed up. He's leaving the
Americans and the Russians to fight their battles down below.
He’s getting out.
MARIANNE : Where's he going to go?
FerpINAND : He’s coming here.
Close-up of MARIANNE with her head in his lap. He
strokes her hair slowly and gently, and bends down and
kisses her shoulder. (Still on page 29)
FERDINAND : Because he thinks you are very beautiful. He
admires you . . . your arms .. and your breasts . are very
moving . . .
MARIANNE quietly : Stop it, stopiit. . .
Long-shot of the sea. The camera pans up into the sky
accompanied by grandiose music, building up to a
huge climax.
MARIANNE off : Chapter Seven.
A bare stretch of sand. Suddenly two pairs of feet appear
out of the sand, followed by arms, heads . . . they kiss
each other, still half-covered with the sand under which
they had buried themselves.
FERDINAND off : A poet, called revolver
MARIANNE off : .. Robert Browning .
FERDINAND off : . To escape from myself
MARIANNE off : .. Never.
FErDINAND off : Darling
MARIANNE off : As much as I will be myself .
FERDINAND off : And you will be yourself ..
MARIANNE off : As long as we both remain together in this
universe.
FErDINAND off : Me, who loves you.
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MARIANNE off : And you who rejects me.
FERDINAND off : So much that one yearns to escape.
MARIANNE off : Which looks far too much like fate.

FERDINAND 15 silting on a chair on the top of a cliff

looking out to sea. He is still wearing white jeans and a

striped madras cotton shirt. On his shoulder is a mag-

nificently coloured parrot, which seems to be watching
what FERDINAND is writing in his notebook.

Close-up of the pages in his notebook as he wntes.
FERDINAND’S diary: ‘I have decided to keep a diary. Such is
the essence of that being, face to face with nature, who is
unable to believe. The urgency to describe it with language.
We live by hunting and fishing. Tuesday: nothing. Friday.
In English: my girl Friday. Experience of the flesh. The
eyes; human countrysides. The mouth; onomatopoeias which
disappear by becoming language. The language of poetry
rises from the ruins. Friday; the writer decides to . . . (word
cut in half and incomprehensible) . . . the freedom of others.’

FERDINAND looks up and sees MARIANNE climbing over
the rocks towards him, carrying over her shoulder a long
pointed stick, with a fish on the end whick she has
speared. (Still on page 30)
FERDINAND writing in his notebook, as previous image.
Close-up of words being written in the notebook.
Medium shot: FERDINAND puls the final touches to a
home-made bow and arrow. He fires the crudely made
arrow and there is a quick cut to MARIANNE walking
along the beach with the fish, still in the air, on the end
of the stick. She seems happy and gay, walking at the
edge of the sea.
Close-up of the diary.
Long-shot: FERDINAND is driving a tractor with a flat
trailer behind it, on which MARIANNE is dancing and
leaping around. She is shouting and singing, but her
voice is being drowned by the noise of the engine. She
is dancing with a transistor radio in her hand and only
just ducks down in time as they go under the low-
hanging branch of a tree.

Close-up of the diary. The black writing is being corrected
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by a red pen.
Long-shot: they are swimming in the sea and only their
heads appear, very small at the bottom of the image.
Close-up of the diary. He is writing in red again.
Long-shot: FERDINAND is sitting reading on a iree-trunk
in the woods. MARIANNE comes up, her arms full of
shopping.
Ferpmvanp : Did you get the books?
MARIANNE : Not all of them, but I found some in the sale.
The author has the same name as you.
FerpmwanD : Oh, Ferdinand.
MAarIANNE ¢ You knew?
She throws him the books. He opens one and starts to
read. Carried away by the words, and his own reading,
he pompously mounts the fallen tree, shouting out the
words to the whole world. (Still on page 31)
Ferpvanp reading: ‘1 am the fire, I am the light, I am
miraculous. I hear nothing any longer. I am rising . . I pass
by .. through the air . .’ Ah! It’s too much. * I've seen
happiness before me . supernatural emotion! ’
FERDINAND jumps off the tree to her side. She is carry-
ing some bread and a few magazines. She soon gets
bored with him reading, and breaks of some bread to eat.
He circles round her, reading from the book in his left
hand. He caresses her shoulders, her arms, and her hair.
FErDINAND reading: ‘And then . I know nothing any

more . I go forward ... inch by inch on my hands . .
. I lightly

and I dare . . . towards the right . . I touch .
stroke the hair of a fairy . . . of the wonderful, adored .
Virginia !’

MARIANNE is by now wvery bored with FERDINAND'S
reading. She tilts up the cover of the book to read its
title, and does so to insult him.

Marianne : ‘ Guignol’s Band *! Right, are you coming?
She strides off leaving him to follow her, still reading
from his book. He follows her down the trail towards
their white stone cottage nestling under the cliff.

They reach the cottage and MARIANNE flings the food on

* A novel by Louis-Ferdinand Céline.
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the wooden table in the patio and goes inlo the cottage
through the open window.
FERDINAND reading : * Sublime happiness! Ah! . . I found
myself in an ecstasy so intense that 1 dared no longer move.
Happv to the pomt of tears, numbed by happiness I am

quivering  quivering . . . How my heart is swelling, burning
me. Unavoidably I burst into flames. I am in space .. I
cling to Virginia.’

FERDINAND is now sitting in the patio. A tame fox and
the parrot are sitting on the table. MARIANNE grabs the
book from FErpINAND'S hands and starts to read from it
herself, as a last resort to stop him reading.
MarianNe : Here, give it to me. Reading : * You promised me
China, Tibet, Mr. Sosthene the island of Sonde, and
magic exotic plants . . ." Where is all that now, eh?
FERDINAND gives some food to the fox, and opens a bottle
of beer for himself. As MARIANNE reads, she playfully
bangs the fox on ils head as if giving it a lesson.
MARIANNE : Ah! ah! T am confronting him with his lies!
Close-up on the parrot which squawks loudly.
FerpvanD off : What day is it?
Close-up on the fox’s face; it has just finished eating.
MarianNe off : Friday.
FerpiNanD off : You'll never leave me?
MarianNE off : No, of course, not.
Ferpinanp off : Of course, not?
Extreme close-up on MARIANNE, looking very sad. After
replying to FERDINAND she turns and looks straight into
the camera and then back at him. She repeals her reply
in a different tone, and looks into the camera again, then
looks down, implying that she is lying and that she is
a little ashamed of herself.
MARIANNE : Yes, of course . . . Yes, of course .
Close-up of FERDINAND’S dxa ry.
FerpiNnaND’s diary: ¢ Each picture, each book, presents its
entire being to the freedom . . . audience . . . Thursday .
poetry . . . he who loses wins .
Long-shot MARIANNE 1§ wallnng barefoot at the edge of
the sea, shouting and crying to the winds, flinging stones
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into the sea, her legs wet with the water, her hair pulled
up behind but wild-looking, and her eyes screwed up
against the sun. The camera pans to follow her as she
passes FERDINAND sitting on a ruined breakwater, writing
in his notebook, his parrot perched on his knee.
MARIANNE : What am I to do? .. I don’t know what to do!
What am T to do? . I don’t know what to do!
What am I to do? .. I don’t know what to do! .
FERDINAND shouts at her as she walks past, and then he
reads out loud to the parrot from his diary. MARIANNE
comes and sits at his side, rests her body against his,
pokes her finger at the beak of the parrot and sighs out
loud . . . she is desperately and agonisingly bored. He is
completely absorbed in his writing . . she rests her fore-
head limply on his shoulder as he continues to read.
FErRDINAND : Keep still, I'm writing! . . . * In the end that is
what it’s all about You are waiting for me . I'm not
there . . . I arrive . . I come into the room . . I no longer
really exist for you from that moment . whereas, before,
I was alive . . . I was thinking . I was suffering perhaps
That is what it is all about, to show you are alive thinking
of me . . seeing me at the same time, alive for that very
reason.’ I’ll underline that.
Close-up of the writing in the diary. Voices off over the
words on the page.
FERDINAND off : Are you still thinking about your brother and
the story about arms?
MARIANNE off : No.
Close-up : FERDINAND turns to her and they talk quietly,
with resignation. (Still on page 32)
Feromvanp : Why do you look unhappy ?
MARANNE : Because you talk to me with words and I look
at you with feelings.
Ferovanp : It's impossible to have a serious conversation
with you. You never have ideas. Always feelings.
MariaNNE : But that’s not true! There are ideas in feelings.
FErDINAND : Good. We will try to have a serious conversation.
You are going to tell me what you love, what you desire .
and I'll do the same. Okay then, you start.
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MARANNE : Flowers . . . animals . the blue of the sky . . .
music . I don’t really know . . everything . ..and you?
FERDINAND : Ambition . . . hope . . the movement of things
. accidents . . . and what else? .. I don’t know .
everything.
Long-shot of the same scene. Lethargically she leaves his
side and walks away to the edge of the sea, once again
flinging stones in the water, still unhappy and bored.
MARIANNE : You see I was right five years ago. We will never
understand each other. What am I to do? .. I don’t know
what to do . . . What can I do? . . I don’t know what to do
.. What am I'todo? ... I don’t know whattodo ...
Close-up of FERDINAND'S writing in the diary, with many
more scribbles this time.
FERDINAND’S diary: * Saturday . . . eroticism . . it is possible
to . . . approbation of life . . . death .. He crosses this word
out . . . Sunday, she opened the . and afterwards . . .
Monday ..very. .Iread very much...
Montage of images from comics and covers of paper-
back novels.
Sinister music.
Cover of a detective novel.
Photograph of a soldier.
Cover with a picture of a girl and the word * DEATH’
MARIANNE off : How are you doing, old man?
FerpivanD : I'm all right!
FERDINAND is sitting in the patio against a white wall.
He talks straight into the camera imitating the voice and
mannerisms of Michel Simon.
FerpivanD: I’ve found an idea for a novel. No longer to write
about people’s lives . . but only about life, life itself. What
goes on between people, in space . . like sound and colours.
That would be something worth while. Joyce tried, but one
must be able, ought to be able, to do better.
Medium long-shot of the same scene. MARIANNE joins
him at the table, throwing more books, this time at his
head. They have an argument.
MaRrIANNE : Here are your books.
Feromnvanp : But they're not what I asked for! There’s one
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missing. I asked for five books.
MaRrIANNE : I bought a record too, look ! . . .
FerDINAND : 1 told you only one record for every fifty books.
Music comes after literature!
He grabs the record and flings it to the ground. She
looks at him as though this is the last straw, shouls at
him — and stamps on the record to destroy it.
MARIANNE : If that’s what you want, my friend . . . my dear
friend! T'll pay you in kind . . . You'll get your money’s
worth !
FERDINAND off : What’s all this now?
Close-up on MARIANNE. She is alternately insolent and
sad. She is on the verge of tears.
MARIANNE : I know how to write moronic rhymes as well !
FERDINAND off : What’s the matter, Marianne?
MARIANNE : I'm fed up! I'm fed up with the sea, with the

sun, with the sand, tinned food, everything! . .. I’'m fed up
with wearing the same dress every day! . . . I want to get
away from here! . .. I want to live! .

FerDINAND ¢ff : What do you want me to do?
Marianne : I don’t know, I want just to go. Anyway, I've
thrown away the money we had to keep us for the winter.
FerDINAND off : Where did you throw it?
MARIANNE : Into the sea, you idiot!
Long-shot of the same scene. She grabs his books and
flings them all over the place. He lights a cigarelte,
trying to look cool. As they argue, he puts his hand on
her shoulder.
MariANNE : There you are!
FerpINAND : But you're mad, Marianne. If you want to leave
here so much, at least we have to have money.
At the mention of money, she turns round and slaps
him across the face.
MarianNe : There are lots of tourists who come in on the
boats .  We can steal some from them . .. Come on . .
Oh, come on, Pierrot !
FerpmvAND : My name is Ferdinand.
He turns round and stalks off, hurt, feeling it is over
between them . . . He climbs up onto the roof. She
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shouts up to him. He walks over the roof and the camera
pans round following him as he runs down and jumps
off, falling to the ground.
MarianNe: Come on now, the Jules Verne novels are finished!
Now we must start again like before with our detective stories
with cars, revolvers, night clubs. Come on! ..
FERDINAND picks himself up off the ground and runs afler
her to the beach. They walk along together, perhaps
accomplices again.
Feromanp : Wait for me, Marianne ! .
really exist then?
MariaNNE : You know, it’s really funny! You never believe
me.

. Does your brother

Long-shot: the camera pans down the tall pine trees.
They are walking together through the woods. FErpi-
NAND is still carrying his notebook and reading from it.
MARIANNE : Listen, if we find Fred and he gives us some
money, why don’t we go to Miami Beach? . . Deep down
I think you are a coward.
Ferpvanp : No. Reading : © Courage consists in remaining in-
side oneself, next to nature, which holds no account of our
disasters.’
MARIANNE : Are you going to hurry up? The tourist boat is
about to leave.
FErRDINAND sits down on a fallen tree, determined to
finish his writing, She saunters off along the fallen tree,
balancing, but at the last minute turns and waits for him
to stop writing.
FerpiNanD : Give me your lipstick. Writing : * In the end, the
only interesting thing is the part which human beings take.

The tragedy . . is that once one knows . . . what one
wants where to go . . what one is . . everything still

remains a mystery . . .’

MARrIANNE : Like the smell of Eucalyptus.
Fernivano : Eucalyptus, that's it.
MARIANNE : You don’t say!
FERDINAND writing : * And life
resolved .

. is this mystery . never
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MARIANNE : You get a move on, Paul !
FERDINAND : Shut up, Virginia !*
FERDINAND gels up and follows her.
Close-up of FERDINAND'S diary.
FERDINAND'S diary: ‘ Saturday . . we are dead men on
parole . . . the trees . . .’
Long-shot: camera pans across the pine trees as they run
and walk along beneath them. The noise of the cicadas
is deafening.
Close-up of the diary.
FERDINAND’s diary: ‘Saturday . . . 5 p-m. In order to get
some money, we did some drawings for the tourists, some
portraits of the champions of liberty.’
FERDINAND crosses out the word * tourists’ and writes
instead ‘ modern slaves’. Sound of jet aeroplanes on
soundtrack. Medium shot of MARIANNE and FERDINAND
on their knees painting on one of the wooden jettys. They
have drawn a huge portrait of Mao T'se~tung and in-
seribed it “ VIVE MAO °,
AmericaN Voice off : Hey, what are you doing there? Hey,
you . hey, you.
MARIANNE off : Ah zut! Amerlocs!
Medium shot of American tourists, drinking whisky
and reading detective novels and comics: a naval officer,
a sailor and his girl.
FeErpmvanp : It doesn’t matter; politics will have to be
changed. Good, there’s nothing else except .
MARiANNE : What ?
Ferpivanp : We can act a little theatrical sketch. Maybe
they’ll give us some dollars,
MARIANNE : Yes, but what ?
Feromvanp : I don’t know. Something that will amuse them.
Marian~e : I know . the warin Vietnam.
Close-up of fire over water, a hand over the flames with
a stick between the fingers— an approximation of a jet

fighter.

* “Paul et Virginie * by René Chateaubriand.
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Hand against the sky with lighted matches — dive
bombing. War sounds on the soundtrack. o
Close-up: the American sailor emjoying it immensely,
clapping and encouraging the performers.
Flames. o
Matches fall into the water and are ex!zngmsha'l. ‘
Medium shot of FERDINAND dressed in the officer’s uni-
form. He talks and gesticulates straight into l.lw camera.
In a terrible American accent he parodies his auflwncu,
biting out a cork from a whisky bottle and swigging the
whisky. He points a gun at the camera on the sound of
bombs dropping.
FERDINAND : Sure . . . Yeah, yeah
. Hollywood . Communist . .
MARIANNE is dressed in mock-Vietnamese costume ar{d
hat. Her face is painted yellow. She sings um'i talks in
pseudo-Vietnamese getting more and more animated as
the sound of bombs dropping gets louder. FERDINAND'S
voice continues off with his Americanisms. '
Close-up of yellow paper and writing as in fhc fizmy.
‘Uncle Sam’s nephew versus Uncle Ho’s niece.
Short burst of machine-gun fire. .
FErRDINAND is at a table slowly pouring himself a
glass of whisky. Suddenly he turns rour'xfi with his pistol
and fires it time and time again at the Vietnamese MA'RX-
ANNE, who comes wailing at him from the bushes, flailing
her arms in the air. o
Close-up of the sailor laughing his appreciation.
SaiLor: Yeah man! . I like that, that's good . . damn
good! Yeah man! I like that . . yeah, Xcah
FERDINAND in the uniform and the Vietnamese MARIANNE
continue to fight and scream at each other.
Close-up of tiger from a petrol advertisement. o
Close-up of the red letters * SS° from < ESSO’ sign.
Sounds of guns and war continue on the soundtrack. .
They collect money from the audzence_. FERDINAND 15
very disgruntled by the small amount given, but MAr-
ANNE makes up for it by grabbing all the money from the
officer’s hand.

New York .. Oh yeah
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FERDINAND : A little cash for the artistes !
AmEricaN : You know that did my heart good, fellow !
FerpINAND : Shit! Only one dollar.
Marianne : Don't worry, Pierrot.
Ferpmvanp : Down with Johnson !
AwmEerican : Eh! What are you doing there
As MARIANNE grabs the money they run away leaving
the Americans shouting after them.
MArIANNE : Long live Kennedy !
AMERICANS : Communists ! . . .
Close-up of flames over the water, as the outraged voices
of the Americans conlinue off-screen.
Close-up of their painting and the words * VIVE MAO°.
Long-shot: they are still running away from the Amen-
cans. They stop breathless and start arguing. In the end
MARIANNE s aboul! to go off on her own.
FerpmvanD : There we are, I routed them. Come on, let’s go
back.
MariannEe : No, listen, I want to go dancing.
Ferpmvanp : No . . come on with me, you can go tomorrow.
FerpINaND off : Next Chapter . . . Despair.
Marianng : No, I'm staying here.
FerpmNvanD : Okay then, I'm going back alone.
Ferpmvano off : Hope
MARIANNE : Yes, that's it then.
FErpINAND off : The search for lost times
Close-up of MARIANNE talking into the camera.
MarianNE : I was told they have dancing on the other side
... 'm going dancing. Too bad if we get killed. They will
find us anyway . and then? I wanted to buy myself a
gramophone on Tuesday. [ couldn’t do so because he bought
himself some books. Anyway, I don’t give a damn, but he
doesn’t seem to understand that at all. T don’t give a damn
about books, about records, I don’t give a damn about any-

thing, even money .. What I want is to be alive.
Long-shot: they are walking together through the tall
pine trees.

MARIANNE off : But he’ll never understand what it means to

be alive.
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T he introductory music for a song fades up as they are
wandering along in the woods together. He is slouching
along with his hands in his pockets. She starts to sing and
dances round him excitedly until he catches her mood
and starts to act out the words of the song, going down
on his knees and kissing her on the hip as she points
gloomily at the lines on her hand. (Still on page 32)
MARIANNE singing : I've only a little line of luck,
I've only a little line of luck.
So little luck in my hand
That it makes me afraid of tomorrow.
My line of luck, my line of luck . . .
Tell me, my love what do you think?
FerDINAND singing : What do I think? What does it matter?
It’s silly, but I love the line of your hip,
The line of your hip .
MaArIANNE singing @ My line of luck . ..
FERDINAND singing : I want to caress it with my hands,
The line of your hip!
MariaxNE singing : My line of luck!
FerDINAND singing @ It’s a flower in my garden!
MARIANNE singing : But look at my tiny line of luck . . .
But look at my tiny line of luck . . .
Look at this tiny destiny,
So small, in the palm of my hand.
My line of luck, my line of luck . .
Tell me, my love, what do you think?
Feroivanp singing : What do I think? What does it matter?
Be quiet and give me your hand.
The line of your hip .
MaRIANNE singing : My line of luck .
FERDINAND singing : It's a bird in the morning,

The line of your hip . .
MariaNNE singing : My line of luck,
The frivolous bird . . . of our destiny.

Even such a little line of luck,

Even such a little line of luck,

Such a little line of luck is better than
none.
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It’s scarcely even a mark on my hand.
My line of luck, my line of luck . . .
Tell me, my love, what do you think?
FERDINAND singing : What do I think? What does it matter?
I’m mad with joy,
Every morning !
The line of your hip
MARIANNE singing : My line of luck . .
FERDINAND singing : A bird sings in my hands.

The line of your
MARIANNE singing : .. hip..
FERDINAND singing : The line of my
MARIANNE singing : .. . luck.

Medium shot of FERDINAND, in a khaki uniform, sitting
in a field of grass, which is higher than his head. Very
slowly but emotionally, he talks straight into camera.
FERDINAND : Perhaps I am dreaming even though I am awake
. . . Her face makes me think of music. We have entered
the age of the Double-Man, One no longer needs a mirror to
speak to oneself. When Marianne says ‘it is a fine day’ what
is she really thinking? I have only this image of her, saying
‘it is a fine day °. Nothing else. What is gained by trying to
explain this? We are made of dreams . . and dreams are
made of us. . It is a fine day, my love, in dreams, in words,
and in death. It is a fine day, my love . . It is a fine day
in life.
Long-shot of a broad river. FERDINAND and MARIANNE
are sitting on the bows of a small fishing boat which is
being steered up the river by a fisherman.
Medium close-up: sitting on the boat, MARIANNE still
holding her little woolly toy dog, has a pink rose between
her breasts. She is making up her face.
FERDINAND : You know what I’m thinking?
MariaNNE : Couldn’t care less.
FerpmvaND : Oh, Marianne, let’s not start all over again!
MarrANNE : I told you to leave me alone. Anyway, I'm not
starting all over again, I am continuing.
Someone shouts at them from the quay. MARIANNE looks
up from her mirror and is suddenly angry.
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MARIANNE : Oh shit!

FerpNaND : What isit?

MARIANNE : Shit! shit! shit!
FerbpiNAND : What the hell is happening?

Long-shot: the quay, seen from the travelling boat.
Running along the quay is the MIDGET, seen earlier in
the flm when MARIANNE and FERDINAND were leaving
the apartment in Paris. He is wearing a captain’s uniform,
and running with him is a girl in blue jeans and a blue
and white striped pullover. The MIDGET is jumping up
and down in excitement. As he shouts towards the boat,
he takes the girl’s hand, pulling her towards the point
where the boat is going to reach the quay.

Close-up of MARIANNE and FERDINAND on the boat.
MarianNE : You know what you ought to write in your
novel?

FerpiNaAND @ No, what?

MAariANNE : About somebody taking a walk in Paris . . .
suddenly he sees death so, he promptly sets out for the
Midi to avoid confronting it again . . because he thinks that
his time has not yet come.

FErDINAND : And then?

MAaRIANNE : Then he drives through the night as fast as he
can and in the morning he arrives at the sea. He gets a lift
in a lorry, but gets killed . . just at the moment when he
thought death had lost track of him.

As she is talking to him of death, their boat passes under

a bridge and their faces go dark in its shade.

Long-shot of the boat as it comes into land at the little

inland port. She stands up on the bow of the boat as it

drifts towards the camera. She shields her eyes from the
blazing sun. She jumps off the boat before it stops, turn-
ing to FERDINAND to make him hurry up. He hesitates,
but she drags him off as he flings some coins into the
boat for the fisherman.

MarianNE : Come on, hurry up !

Ferpivanp : We've got plenty of time !

MArIANNE : No, no, I am afraid. You stay there.
MARIANNE forbids him to follow her as she goes to speak
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to the MGeT, who by now is leaning against a sports-
car and shouting into a walkie-talkie.
MmeeT : You see, people always meet again in this life.
MariaNNE : What do you want ?
She goes back to FERDINAND who is obviously ready to
beat up the MIDGET. MARIANNE leads him to one side,
takes his hand, and ruffles his hair before she leaves him.
She dances a couple of steps for his benefit, as she walks
away along the quay.
MARIANNE : I'll be back in five minutes.
FERDINAND : If you want T'll beat the hell out of him.
MARIANNE : No, no, I'm going to tell him some lies to get rid
of him. I have to find out where Fred is, Pierrot. ‘
FERDINAND : My name is Ferdinand. Okay, okay
MARIANNE : Okay Mambo . . -
FERDINAND goes off alone towards a restaurant near the
beach. The girl in the striped jumper follows him, as
the MiDGET has gone off with MARIANNE.
MARIANNE’S  voice from far off, out of frame: Pierrot,
Pierrot ! . .
He hardly turns round as he walks away
Close-up of the diary.
FERDINAND'S diary: * Eroticism in this sense, betrays
nostalgia of a continuity . . contradicts our scparalibn
clears divisions . . this desire of . . the next word is crossed
out . part also tied with . . and the murder
Long-shot: FERDINAND enters the restauran! through an
open window. It is empty except for red painted wooden
tables and chairs and a Mercedes car mysteriously
parked in front of the bar. Music blares from the juke-
bo.}' ." Everything is going badly, Madame la Mar-
quise, everything goes badly ',
I"ERDL\'AND goes to the bar as the girl in the striped
Jumper comes in through the door. She goes straight
to the juke-box and starts dancing to the music.
FerpiNAND : Two beers.
BAr GrL: Two?
FerDiNAND : Yes. When I finish one, I’ll still have another,
you see.
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FERDINAND picks up a newspaper from one of the tables
and sits down at another table near the car. A man in a
red pullover comes up to the lable, slaps FERDINAND on
the back and sits down next to him.
Ma~x: You remember me? Last year at Fontainebleu you
stayed at my place . . . I lent you 100,000 francs . . you
seduced my wife.
With the last remark FERDINAND remembers the situation.
FERDINAND : Yes, that’s right !
Max : So, you're in the Midi, then?
FErDINAND : Yes, I'm here on the coast.
Max : You're all right?
FErRDINAND : I'm fine.
Max : Cheerio, then .
The man gets up and leaves FERDINAND who drinks his
beer and reads his newspaper.
BAr GIrL : Are you Mr. Griffon?
FErDINAND @ Yes.
BAr GirL : You’re wanted on the telephone.
FERDINAND goes to the bar, picks up the telephone and
listens. After a pause he replies.
FerpivanD : My name is Ferdinand. It's me !
Medium shot: MARIANNE on the telephone in a room
with white stone walls and a reproduction of a Picasso
painting behind her.
MARiANNE : I'm all screwed up. They are completely mad,
you know . . . I promise you, it’s no joke.
MARIANNE’S conversation is interrupted by sounds of the
walkie-talkie. She puts the telephone down hastily as the
MmGeT comes through the door behind her, a large
Coca-Cola bottle in his hands. She grabs a newspaper
and holds it in front of her face as he picks up the
walkie-talkie and shouts incoherently into it. He takes
a piece of paper from a typewriter on the table between
them and reads from it into the walkie-talkie. He moves
past MARIANNE who snalches the paper from his hand,
but he manages to grab it back. The camera pans with
him as MARIANNE puts down the newspaper and watches
him, obviously determined not to let him out of her sight.
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Without him noticing, she takes out a pair of scissors
and hides them behind the newspaper.

The MIDGET puts the walkie-talkie down on a huge
wooden crate which is standing below a ‘ Playboy’ pin-
up on the wall. He takes a number of files from the top
of the crate as he shouts into the other room to MARI-
ANNE. He begins removing a number of rifles, revolvers,
and automatic weapons from the crate.

MmceT: If you don’t tell me where you put the money,

you're going to see . . we'll torture you with electricity like

during the war. And then, like in Vietnam, we’ll strip you
and put you in a bath full of napalm and set the whole thing
alight.
Long-shot of FERDINAND running out from the café to-
wards the camera.

MARIANNE off : No, make it quick if you don’t mind.
Long-shot of FERDINAND running across the end of a
long street.

MARIANNE off : You can kiss me however you like . I'll be

very kind to you again.

Close-up of MARIANNE on the telephone.

MARIANNE : Then come quickly.

Long-shot of the beach. The camera zooms back sharply
in three movements from close-up of FERDINAND running
along the beach, panning over the rooftops and ending
in a medium close-up of MARIANNE on a balcony looking
down at the beach. In her hand is the scissors which
she ominously hammers on the parapei. The MmDGET
comes up behind her and surprises her as he cocks
the pistol in his hand, loads it with five bullets, and points
it at her head. Sinister music. She bangs the scissors on
the parapet, behaving as if she is not really scared, and
ignores (Still on page 65) the pistol levelled straight at
her head. She nonchalantly trims the split ends of her
hair with the scissors . . .

Long-shot of FERDINAND running towards the tall apart-
ment building where MARIANNE is being held prisoner.
He half stops and looks up, shouting up to her that he
is on the way to help her.
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Interior of apartment. Very wide angle distorted close-up
of MiDGET; his arm holding the pistol moves round
until it points straight into the camera.
Exterior long-shot of the tall building.
Interior. Very wide angle distorted shot of MARIANNE,
the scissors in her hand chop-chopping inches from the
lens, from right to left, opposite to the movement of the
MmGeT and the pistol. (Still on page 65) Medium shot
of the ground floor of the building. FERDINAND rushes
in and takes the lift, just as two MEN in light grey suits
enter the building. The TaLL MaN with fair hair and
pale blue eyes is the one who was with the MIDGET at
the beginning of the fiim. He is talking into a walkie-
talkie set.
TaLr Man: We'll have to walk up
Hello, Jimmy . ..
FERDINAND breathlessly arrives through the door of the
apartment and starts to look round. He picks up Mari-
ANNE’s red dress which is laid over the typewriter. On
the floor he sees the MIDGET lying face downwards, dead,
the scissors embedded in his neck. There is blood every-
where.
FerpINAND  kneels down and starls to take out the
SC1sSOTS.
Close-up of the MIDGET'S head as FERDINAND pulls out
the blood-stained scissors.
FerpivanD :  Beautiful, magnificent death for such a small
man.
FERDINAND stands up pulling out the scissors with a jerk.
He cleans the blood off them with MARIANNE’s dress. As
he does so, the TALL MAN enters the room behind him
and stealthily moves towards the MmcET. FERDINAND
turns sharply and to his amazement, sees the Max Iift
up the MioceT by his feet and lay him unceremoniously
over the back of a chair. FERDINAND makes as if to leave,
but the Max bars his way at the door.
FERDINAND turns and tries to leave by the window that
leads onto the balcony but is met there by the OTHER

Man.

. into walkie-talkie:
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TaLL MaN: What are you doing here, my friend ?
FERDINAND : I heard a noise — I live downstairs.

The OTHER MAN advances and FErRDINAND backs into

the room.

Close-up of the TALL MAN with pale blue eyes, who

walks slowly and menacingly towards camera, raising his

right hand as if for a karate blow.

Close-up in profile of FERDINAND bracing himself for the

blow.

TaLL Man: Knock him down!

Close-up of the head from the Picasso painting on the

wall.

OTtrER MaN : We'll use your special method.

The Picasso head turns upside down. Agonizing screams

and blows on the soundtrack.

OtHER MAN : See, kid? Who is the strongest . . . ?

Close-up of head of girl from another Picasso painting.
OrneEr MAN off : What have you done with the money from
the 404?

TarL Man off : That'sit, into the bath.

The TaLL MaN leads FERDINAND towards the bathroom

while the OTHER MAN goes to the window and signals

with his hand to someone down below. He picks up o

silver revolver. The TaLL MAN sticks his head into the

room and they both go off into the bathroom.
TaLL MaxN off : Remember, we have to go and see the yacht.
OTHER MAN off : Listen, there is no towel.
TaLL MaN off : We can use that little whore's dress. Don't
strangle him . . . simply over the face so that the air can’t
get through when we use the water.

Close-up of FERDINAND in the bath, the pistol pointed

inches away from his chin. (Still on page 68) MARIANNE’S

red dress is put over his head.
OtrER MAN: Look pal, I'll help you by telling you what I
know. Afterwards, I'll ask one question and I want a straight
reply, without stalling. I know who you are. Your name is
Ferdinand Griffon. You were with Marianne when she
stabbed our friend Donovan, and you . . you both fled with
fifty thousand dollars which belongs to me.
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Water is poured over FERDINAND'S head from the .ha.nd
shower, and he starts to choke. The water makes it zr’r:-
possible for him to breathe Ihmugh.!hc ma}enal of the
dress. However, he deliberately replies stupidly.

FERDINAND : Ploum ploum, tralala . '

OtHER MAN: Personally, I have nothing against you. I arg

sure it was Marianne who enticed you into t}'us.story,tarx;c

that'’s vour business. As I was saying, you do’n t‘mtrr(ts e

cspccia'llv—-she does, yes, and I'll get her. You rc' going

tell me éxactly where I can find her, and the money. "
They take off the red dress and FERDINAND gasps for'a ;

OTtHER MAN: It's your last chance, cither you tell me now, or

you will be killed. 3

ERDINAND : Ploum ploum, tra la la ‘

' The dress is put back over FERDINAND'S head and t::
torture continues. When it seems as if FERDINAND can :
longer breath they remove the dress once again and
FERDINAND gasps out a reply. o

piNAND : At the Marquise night elub.— =

gﬁim Max : Good. Either it’s the truth or it’s a lie. An}frlvay,

he looks as if he will not tell us anything clse. We will go

and see. o .

FERDINAND : At the Marquise night club.

Close-up of FERDINAND'S diary. |
FERDINAND'S diary: * Maybe she panicked .. ”[‘humc}z:nyc.v;:r
I was normal I am going to to hate but I n

1 's loyalty
derstood . . about Marianne's loyalty o ‘

o CFERDINAND slouches ponderously along a rfulu,a) Irachk
next to a river. We hear the sound of a train approaci-
iné He sits down between the tracks, unbutions lh;

ja\c}cef of his light-weight suit, and hangs his hea

seen his knees. .
FERDIX);LL:L\‘: off : Ah! what a dreadful five in the aftcrnoodn

Blood. I do not want to see blood .~ Ah! what a d“I:ad(;

: | PR
in the afternoon I do not want to sce it . .
;‘:)lt f\'l:":nltnto see the blood . Ah! what a dreadful five in the

afternoon.*
j ? i -ia Lorca.
# ¢ Lament for Ignacio Sanchez Mejvras by Frederico Garcia
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The sound of the approaching train gets louder. There is
a very long, loud hoot of the train’s whistle. The camera
pans to the right so that FERDINAND is on the left of the
screen. At the very last minute he staggers up from the
ground and just escapes being hit by the train. The huge
engine blasts past the camera. Through the wheels of the
trucks we see him walking away towards the high grass
beyond the railway line.

MaRrIANNE off : We meet Ferdinand again as he reaches the
station at

Feromvanp off : Toulon.
Long-shot of the Toulon docks. The camera pans over
the rubbish floating in the water and comes to rest on
FERDINAND sitting on the quay reading a newspaper.
Their voices off continue the dialogue.
MARIANNE 0ff : We see him wandering around the streets and
the harbour. He stays in
FERDINAND 0ff : The little Palace Hotel.
MARIANNE off : He is looking for
FERDINAND off : Marianne.
MARUNNE off : He doesn’t find her. Days pass by. In the
afternoons Ferdinand sometimes sleeps in the cinema. He
continues to write his diary.
Medium shot of FERDINAND against a red and white sign
on a wall: * S.0.8.” He lights a cigarette and flashes a
look at the camera.
FERDINAND 0ff : For words in the midst of the shadows are a
strange power of enlightenment.
Mar1aNNE off : Of the things they signify, in effect.
Close-up of a drawing of Rimbaud with coloured vowels
dotted over his face presumably an allusion to the
poem of that name.
FERDINAND off : Even if they are compromised in day to day
life.
MARIANNE off : Language often retains only purity.
Close-up of the diary with red lettering. FERDINAND breaks
down the word MARIANNE into the words ARIANNE,
MER, AME, AMER and ARME.
Medium shot: FERDINAND in a cinema asleep in his seat,
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in front of a couple of sailors. At the sounds of war he
wakes up and looks at the screen. o
CoMMENTATOR : In Vietnam, the base at Da—Nan_g, which is
one of the principal strategic positions of tk.xe Amgncan lorccs:i
was attacked by the Vietcong. The daylight raid destroye
seven huts.
On the cinema screen we see newsreel footage of the war
in Vietnam: a boat going through [?ad(?y ﬁzldts” /@
ing i j ] ng into battle.
gun firing into the jungle, marines goin _
ComumeNnTATOR: In the jungle, for the ﬁxst time, the Anmtirlca;x‘
soldiers were fighting side by side with forces from bou}t1
Vietnam and Australia, in an all-out effort to reduce the
Vietcong resistance. S
FElngINAND is bored. He takes out th.e paperback history
of art he was reading at the beginning of the film. But
again he looks up at the screen. ' ‘
Ogn the screen a village hut is being set alight by the
soldiers, who are seen kicking the people as they escape
rom the flames. - .
Com{mwruon: In spite of this extension of thF Fonﬁlct, ang
the failure of the Commonwealth Peace mepn, Harol
Wilson has declared himself ready to intervene in an effort
towards eventual negotiations. _
0 Feromvaxp reading his book. The camera tracks into
exireme close-up as we hear some voices from the screen.
We see scenes from Godard’s short film * Le Grand
Escroc’. -
Man’s Voice : Your story ends there. . ‘
Womax's Voick : Yes, he turned his back on me, leaving me
unhappy . ' . .
g}:x the screen Jean Seberg is holding a IGmr.n. mouvie
camera as she talks. Cut to the image she is photo-
graphing, which seems to be a long-shot of two people
on a donkey :
Wowman’s Voice: We are carefully looking for B that
moment when one abandons the fictional cha.u‘acter in order
to discover the truc one if such a thing exists. :
Very tight close-up of FERDINAND’S eye looking over the

book.
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On the screen, the close-up of the three lenses of Jean
Seberg’s camera.
FErDINAND 45 sitting on the quay of the port with the
yachis and small boats behind him. He is eating a huge
piece of cheese which he covers with mustard. He is
wearing sun glasses, a dark pullover and a cap.
PRINCESS off : T am the Princess Aicha Abadie, and in spite
of the fact that I look like a doll, from Tanagra, it’s not true
-« « I have authority, and I do not like people to resist me.
I want them to obey me.
Medium long-shot of the Princess, who is wearing a long
white stole over a pink dress, and lipstick as red as the
1oses in her button-hole and hair. She is talking to a
young sailor who is coiling a rope patiently at her side.
SAILOR : So . . . Princess, what are the orders today?
PRINCESS : T am Lebanese by adoption . . . in 1960 I married
the Emir Abadie. I am the Queen of the Lebanon in exile,
because you cannot ignore the fact that it is actually a
socialist republic, And so I am incognito in Nice because my
husband and I have terrible enemies and there is a price
on our heads in the Lebanon. Often T am shot at by machine
guns which do not injurc me, because without doubt, I am
protected by Allah. In order to marry the Emir Abadie, 1
had to convert to the Islamic faith. I have been to Beirut
twice in my husband’s supersonic aeroplane.
FErDINAND continues to eat his lump of cheese.
The Princess and the sailor start to move down the gang-
way. The Princess speaks to FERDINAND.
PrixcEss : And the Marabout of Atla . . all right, Alexis?
Take care to stop me from floating away as there is quite a
tide . and you know I am very light. Help me, Ferdinand
She holds her hand out to him. He puts down his chees:
and leads her with his two hands towards the quay.
PrincEss : Ferdinand, we weigh anchor in an hour,
FERDINAND : Very good, Princess.
Pricess : Alexis, we will go into the town.
The sailor puts her coat around her shoulders and leads
her away,

FERDINAND goes back to recoper his cheese when he hears
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MARIANNE’S voice shouting to him.
MARIANNE off : Pierrot, Pierrot !
He stops and looks past the camera into the distance. He
walks back down the plank and comes close-up into the
camera.
He does not seem particularly pleased at what he sees
Long-shot: MARIANNE is silting on a capstan wearing
trousers, a sailor hat and a grey pullover tied around
her neck.
She gets up and pirouettes around a flagpole, then they
walk round each other somewhat embarrassed at seeing
each other again.
MariANNE : Pierrot, it's me
FerpivaND : My name is Ferdinand . Salut!
MARIANNE : You don’t seem terribly surprised to see me.
FerpINAND : What are you doing here?
MARIANNE : I am happy . . at last I've found you.
She pulls his hat down over his eyes. The camera pans
to the right as she sits down again on the capstan. He
joins her and they sit back to back.
Ferpivanp : Where are you living at the moment?
Marianne : With you, of course, you idiot! I'm staying with
you! I have been looking for you everywhere!
Ferpmanp: You only had to wait for me . . . after tele-
phoning.
Close-up on MARIANNE.
MarIANNE : But that's what I wanted to do. I managed to
get out before the others arrived . . . then I ran to the bar
to warn you not to come, but I didn’t see you there. So then
[ returned and I saw the others getting into a light blue Ford,
and 1 thought they had killed you. So afterwards . . . after-
wards I went all over the place, I didn’t know really where
I was.. and I was scared to go back to the coast. One day
I met Fred by accident in a bar in Toulon . . . yes, yes . .
in the Las Vegas in Toulon.
Ferpmeanp : How did you find me here?
MARIANNE : By accident as well.
Medium shot of the two of them.
MARIANNE : It’s true you know.
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FErpINaND : I believe you, liar !
Marianne : But why do you never believe that I love you.
I do love you . . in my own peculiar way.
FERDINAND : Yes, that's just it !
Mawrianne : The proof . . Look, vesterday I went down to
our little beach and I picked up your notebook.
FERDINAND : Thanks.
Marianne : Look at the last page, there is a little poem about
you. It’s by me,
Close-up on FERDINAND as he reads.
FErpINAND : Tender . . . and cruel .
real . and surreal

terrifying . .. and funny
nocturnal .. and diurnal
usual . . and unusual

handsome as anyone
MARIANNE : Pierrot le Fou!
FERDINAND : My name is Ferdinand. I have told you often
enough. Christ almighty! You bore me to death !
MARIANNE : If you think it’s going to do you any good to
scream * Christ almighty ’, you’re wrong.
FERDINAND : God, that makes me . . .
MARIANNE : Don’t talk that way !

Long-shot of them both. She starts putting on lipstick as
she gets more and more bored with the conversation.
FERDINAND : You can talk . .  We're wanted for murder.

Murder — do you know what that really means?
MARIANNE : Yes, of course, I know what it means, So? . . .
Does it make you afraid? Tell me what . . .

FERDINAND : I am looking at you . . . I am listening to you
-+ - but that’s not what is important.

MarianNE : Oh! Thanks very much.

FeronaND: No . . I want to say at this precise moment
before it’s already in the past . . . I don’t know . . . the
colour of the blue sky . . the rapport between us . .
MArIANNE : T don’t understand.

FERDINAND : The only thing I want is for time to stop. You
see, I put my hand on your knee which is marvellous in itself
. - . that is life. Space . . . feelings . . but instead of that I
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will follow you, and continue our story of blood and thunder.

It’s the same for me either way _ L

MARIANNE : You're coming? Fred is waiting for us.

FERDINAND : Okay, I said nothing at all. Allons-y, alonzo
MARIANNE jumps up and runs off and FERDINAND runs
after her.
Long-shot of the car park as they reach a_dark blue, open
Al{a\ Romeo sports car. MARIANNE dm_;es the.cm. as
FERDINAND, with a big flourish, throws his hat high into
the air. . .

FerpivanD : 1 don’t really know what the police are up to.

We should have been in prison long ago. |

MARIANNE : No, they are the stronger, they leave people to

destroy themselves. —

Flashing neon sign * CINEMA".

Long-shot: the car drives up outside a smqll compound.
MARIANNE sounds the horn and a guard jumps up and
opens the high wire gates. The camera pans with the
car as MARIANNE drives it towards a large motorboat
moored to the jetty. o ?

Ferpivanp : Why do you do things like that? -

MARIANNE : I've told you it wasn’t me who killed him !
FERDINAND helps her to get out of the car.

Same scene from another angle. They go over towards
the boat. - .
FERDINAND : It’s funny to be alive after seeing such a proces-
sion of corpses.
it’ /! Ha, ha, ha!

MARIANNE : Oh, yes, it’s funny ! Ha, ha, | '

FERDINAND @ It ;nakcs one think of the décorfor Pepe-le-Moko.

MARIANNE : Who?

FerpiNAND : Pepe-le-Moko.

s 5
AArRIANNE : Who is that! , .

;ERDrN.&ND: Really . . you don’t know anything at all !
They jump into the boat. FERDINAND stays at the helm,
acting as if he is revving up the engine. She goes up
front: still talking, and taps on the window. The motor-

boat speeds away.
Mmum’\'m;t:7 And what about you? Do you know what you

are in the final analysis?
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FERDINAND : Who, me? I am a man . of sensuality
MARIANNE : Says you! I know what you are, but you don’t,
FERDINAND : It’s true. I am only a huge question mark poised
over the Mediterranean horizon.

Close-up of FERDINAND’S diary. Blue paper.

FERDINAND'S diary : © . .. Their truth, their truth inde-
pendent of us in . our logic and of . . in knowing some-
thing ...

Close-up of MARIANNE sitting at the back of the boat,
her hair blowing in the wind, the sea behind her reflecting
the sun as the boat ploughs through it . .

FERDINAND off : Are your parents still alive ?

MARIANNE : Yes, they have never left each other. They almost

separated once, though. Papa was going on a trip, I don’t

know where . . anyway a very small trip. They didn’t have
enough money to buy two tickets. Mother accompanied him
to the bus they looked at each other. She was still down

below, he at the window. At the moment the bus started to
leave, Papa got down from the bus as quick as he could. He
couldn’t leave my mother. And as he was getting down from
the door at the front, she got up by the door at the back. She
couldn’t bear to leave my father. In the end Papa decided
not to go on the trip.

FERDINAND : What were you doing while you were working
as a liftgirl?

MARIANNE : Oh nothing I looked at people’s faces.
FERDINAND : Where was it ?

MARIANNE : Galeries Lafayette. Why all these questions ?
FErRDINAND : | am trying to know exactly who you are . . .
I never knew, even five years ago.

MarianNe: Oh! Me . . Pm just very sentimental that’s
all. You really would be a fool to find that mysterious.
FERDINAND : And your brother, what does he do exactly?
I never know whether you're telling stories or not.
MARIANNE : My brother .. oh! you know !

FERDINAND : But what was he doing at Tel-Aviy?
MARIANNE : Well . . listen, at this moment there is a war in
the Yemen. You're really not up to date with anything, He
gets money from the Royalist government.

92

Frromanp: And the others? They work for the Arab
League? .
MARIANNE : One doesn’t know. Almost certainly.
Feromnanp : He has a troupe of dancers, really?
MARIANNE : What's that to you?
Ferbvanp : What's the point of having a cover for arms
trafficking nowadays, when it's almost official ?
MARIANNE : What's that to do with you?
AND : Tell me!
FME;R:::';? Okay I'll tell you. In one hour there are three
thousand, six hundred seconds. In one day, that makes around
a hundred thousand. In an average life, that'makcs about
two hundred and fifty milliards of seconds. Since we have
known each other, we have been with each other for about
a month. If we add that up, that means I have seen you
only for one or two million seconds out c?f the tw’o hundred
and fifty milliards which make up your life. That’s not very
much. So it doesn’t surprise me that we don’t know who
V' e
" aA long-playing record is playing on a portable gramo-
phone, precariously balanced on a log near the edge of
the sea. The loud music ceases abruptly when the water
splashes onto the record. B
Long-shot of a beach. A troupe of dancers are practising
on the sand. In the foreground, MARIANNE hands a gun
to a man in a red pullover and then joins the dancers.
The young man in charge of the troupe comes up, pu!’s
his arms round her and kisses her. It is her “ brother’,
Frep. She dances round enthusiastically. The camera
tracks along the sand as MARIANNE and her brother walk
along talking. The pop music continues and .thef dancers
cavort around them madly like a Matz{se painting come
to life. They all shout out numbers in time with the
music. —_—
: ts to do it, really’
ﬁm‘:ﬂ;@, he’ll do anything I ask him. Oh! what a
mic-mac .. youknow . ..

Frep: Six...seven.. eight...
Marianne : It’s fantastic! . . One-two-three-four-five . . .
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Close-up of FERDINAND’S diary. He makes corrections
with a red pen.

FERDINAND’S diary: ‘ To see clearly . reason .. with

life.
Long-shot of FERDINAND sitting reading a newspaper at
the foot of a tree in a forest clearing. A small white car
drives up and MARIANNE and her brother, Frep get out.
Frep shakes Ferovano’s hand, and they all walk away
together. MARIANNE is playful and makes FERDINAND
carry her red pullover.

FERDINAND : What is it I have to do?

Frep : You will do what we tell you.

MARIANNE : Listen, open your eyes and your ears, and you’ll

see very clearly. You remember the scent of the Eucalyptus?

She strokes his hair and dances around him. as their

voices, off, carry on the dialogue.

FERDINAND off : It’s always complicated with you.
MARIANNE off : No, everything is simple.

FERDINAND off : Too many things happen at the same time.
MARIANNE off : Not at all,

A long montage of short images follow, edited out of time

sequence, which, accompanied by their voices off screen,

gives an idea of the chaotic way in which FERDINAND
might remember the extraordinary evenis he has by
accident been drawn into, in her real life game of cops
and robbers
FERDINAND off : There is a little harbour, like in a novel by
Conrad.

Long-shot from above of boats in the harbour.
MARIANNE off : A sailing ship, like in the novels of Stevenson.

The white boat, from right to left.

FERDINAND 0ff : An old brothel, like in the novels of
Faulkner.

A car is being driven through the pine forest.
MARIANNE off : A waiter becomes a millionaire, like in the
novels of Jack London.

Long-shot of the quay. A man wearing a caplain’s hat

and uniform, with a white dog on a lead, walking up
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the gangplank from a boat and coming towards the
camera. ' o

Ferpivanp off = It is always complicated with you.

MariannE off : No, everything is simple.

Ferpmnanp off : Too many things happen at once.

Marianne off : No. o

FErpINAND off : There are two guys who beat me up, like in

Raymond Chandler novel. )

T\IIA:I[ANNE off : And you . .and me. .and him . . . You
it is simple. o

. lThe Tl:u. Max with pale blue eyes and his friend are
sitting in an open car. They pass a black case be!w;;n
them which is open, and we see it is full of dollars. he
OTuER MAN checks it closely and hands it back to the
Tarr Man.

FERDINAND off : I see nothing at all.

Mariasne off : They want to buy

FERDINAND off : . . . the yacht.
MARIANNE off : The old manisnot . ..
FERDINAND off : . .. French.

The man with the dog gels into a darkA blue Bentley
helped by a driver wearing a gangster suil.
MARIANNE off : My brother cashed . . .

FERDINAND off : . . . the money

Marianne off : The others are not . . , .

FE‘::;AND fﬁ: . . . aware of what’s happening. -~
Long-shot of a red car. FRep hands a gun to the driver
inside. .

Marianne off : They are going to be .

FerpINAND off : . furious.

Long-shot of the dark blue Bentley. The TarL Man with
the blue eyes arrives and hands over the case of dollars.
The man in the Bentley hands out some documents

= A0 ll;i n. )
Mlmu,rhnw,: Zl;);’ aThcgy are going to follow Fred. We'll get

rid of them. — s
: An erwards? o

FERD?EAli?mﬂb at the wheel of the red car, lfghtmg a

cigarette, his elbow on the window-sill. He is anxious
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to leave. (Still on page 66)
MARIANNE off : You’ll do what you’re told.
Long-shot of the dark blue Bentley being driven very
fast through the streets towards the harbour, closely
followed by the open, grey American limousine contain-
ing the TALL MAN and his friend.
Neon signs flashing * LAS VEGAS? The sinister music
suddenly stops and is followed by piano music. At the
end of the neon signs the loud sinister music starts
again.
Medium shot of MARIANNE next to her blue car. She is
kneeling down, looking through the telescopic sights of a
rifle. (Still on page 67)
Long-shot of a clearing in the pine forest. The Bentley
and the American car drive into the clearing. A shot is
fired and the Bentley drives off. Just as the grey Ameri-
can car starts to follow, a huge rope-net drops from the
trees above it, covering the drivers and stopping the
car. They struggle under the rope. The red car enters
the clearing driven by FERDINAND.
Close-up of MARIANNE with the gun up to her eye.
Image seen through telescopic sights. The two men
struggling under the 10pe net. MARIANNE moves the
telescopic sight between the heads of the two men, look-
ing, waiting for the moment io press the trigger.
MARIANNE off : A woman can very easily kill people. It does
not mean that because she has round breasts and soft
thighs that she cannot massacre anyone she likes in order
to remain free, or to defend herself. Look at Cuba . . . or
Vietnam . . . or Israel
MARIANNE manages to keep the TaLr. MaN’s head in her
sights long enough . . .
Close-up of MARIANNE’S face with the gun at her eye.
She looks up, and then down into the sight again,
The TaLL MaN is shot dead by MARIANNE. (Still on
page 68)
Close-up of MARIANNE as she looks up again smiling at
her success.

Long-shot of the Bentley careering down the streets of
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a town. y
MARIANNE’'S blue car drives across right; anmm’§
red car from the left. They circle round anc{ round until
they are close enough to lean out of the_tr cars for‘a
quick kiss, before they drive off madly again in opposite
directions.
Ferpmvanp : I love you.
MariaNNE : Me too. o
Long-shot: the Bentley and the red car drive past “}z;”
warehouses near the harbour. The red car stops and the
Bentley crashes into it. .
Medium shot: FERDINAND jumps out of the car with a
gun in his hands. He is a bit dizzy fro'm the_tmpact ha_s
he lurches towards the Bentley. The driver sticks up his
hands through the open sun roof. FERDD{AND peers z_nt.‘o
the back of the car and sees that lhe'm.an in the captain’s
uniform has been murdered. FRED is in the seat next ZJ
the driver, and shoots the driver in the b({ck of the head.
Frep hands the case with the dollars to FERDINAND, who
ets back into his car and drives away.
FERDﬁNAND off : Next Chapter .. Despair . . Next Chapter
.. Liberty .. Bitterness. .. '
Il.ongyshot: Feromanp’s red car drives past two 'huge
mounds of lime. The camera pans left to right; it is not
horizontal so there is a sirange distortion emphasising
the drama . . . . |
Long-shot: the red car arrives outside a bowling alley.
FERDINAND parks his car next to MARIANNE'S and speaks
to a little girl sitting on a table. .
Ferpmanp : Tell me, have you seen a young woman, look-
ing like a Hollywood ﬁlmfstar? -
Gk : It’s none of your business. .
hrnifzterior of the bowling alley. B&AR{ANN'F,, wearing blue
corduroy trousers and a white T-shirt, is playing bowls.
(Sull on page 85) The camera pan.s left from MARIANNE
to FERDINAND arriving, then pans right to MARIANNE w}.lo
bowls. The camera tracks forward wuntil the ball hits
the sl;ittles. It tracks back as the ball returns towards
MARIANNE, and reaches her as she is taking off her soft
)
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shoes. She goes up to FerbNanD who has sat down,

with the case on his lap.
MARIANNE : Is it all there?
FErRDINAND : Yes.
MArIANNE : We'll meet again this evening as we arranged ?
FERDINAND : Yes. Some people saw me.
Marianne : You idiot !
FerpiNanD : I don’t understand.
MARIANNE : Fred will appear innocent now,
FerpiNaND : Why do you let me down?
MARIANNE : What's the matter?
Ferprvanp : Nothing, I'm just looking at the woman who
makes me suffer.
MARIANNE : But you know, Pierrot, fifty thousand dollars are
enough to make anybody nervous.
FERDINAND : My name is Ferdinand. Why did you kiss me
a few minutes ago?
MARIANNE : Because | wanted to.
FerbmvanD : Kiss me again.
MarianNE : Not in front of everybody.
MARIANNE tries to take the case from FrrpmvanD's lap.
In a flash, he clutches it like a maniac and puts it safe
between his legs. MARIANNE shrugs her shoulders, put-
ting on her shoes. She walks provocatively away from
him.
Feromvanp: Why do you wear such tight trousers?
She returns to him and tries to take the case. This time
he grabs it very violently.
MAriANNE : If that’s the way you feel, my dear, why don’t
you go back to Paris?
FErRDINAND : Kiss me.
MARIANNE : Right, I understand. You know, it's not going
to be so good for you now you've given us away.
FErRDINAND : Shut up, Cassandra.
MARIANNE : What?
FerpNanD @ It’s all right, it’s only the title of a novel,
He picks up a detective novel lying on the table, and
shows her the cover. She is furious and marches off
leaving him alone hugging the case of money.,
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MaRrIANNE : Stupid idiot !
He jumps up and follows her.
FerpiNanD : Listen . Marianne ...
Medium shot of MARIANNE walking towards her car
oulside. =
He catches up with her and they talk, sitting on the
cars.
MARIANNE : What? N ‘ )
Frromanp : TWA Nice, 3.15 Tahiti. An aeroplane. Let’s
take it.
Mariaxne : Both of us, evidently, you mean both of us.
Ferpmvanp : Evidently, yes. ‘ ’
Close-up on MARIANNE looking borefi to death. She
leans forward as his arm lingers behind her shoulder,
uneasy aboul resting on it. . . ‘
Marianne : Evidently . it's funny in French .. in the
end, words often mean the opposite to wh.al they. are ?UQ-
posed to mean. We say ‘evident’ about things which aren’t
evident at all. . .
Ferpmvanp ¢ Yes, me for example, it was evldg‘m thatnl
would not find the little old man from the yacht with a b;.l h(‘f
between his eyes, and worse, it came out of the back oh. Lj
skull. You know, don’t you, that your brother kxlled’ llni :
Mariaxne : That doesn’t matter to me. Most of all I'd I (;
to go away, I'd like to beat the hell out of here, but Fr}(;f
would find us and get his revenge. I once saw him get his
revenge on a girl.
Ferpmanp : I’ll protect you. .
MARIANNE goes ¢ boo boo’ at her little woollen toy dog.
Close-up on FEroNAND looking desolate. ’
MaRIANNE off : Good. I'll have to go alone, so that he won't
SllSp(‘Ct me. f l
Ferpmvanp : Okay, beautiful. '
MARIANNE : Okay, handsome. Good . . T'll go there since
there’s nothing more for us to say to each other. Meet me
again in half an hour.
Ferpmanp : No. I will countup to . . . 137.
Marianne : You are really ma_d. '
Long-shot: she kisses him gently on the lips . . he
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gels out of the car counting rapidly.

FerDINAND : One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight,
nine, ten . ,

MARIANNE : And the case?
FErDINAND : On your way
you'll see . .and me too
She starts to drive her car away as FERDINAND conlinues
his counting. He fiings the case in the back of her car
and she drives off triumphantly.
Interior of bowling alley. FERDINAND has now reached
48 .. He bowls and the camera tracks along the alley,
returning to where he is sitting. His voice counting con-
tinues over the next image of MARIANNE.
Medium shot of MARIANNE reconciled with her brother
at the helm of the boat. The sea glistens behind them as
they wait for the boat to leave. He takes off his sun-
glasses and they kiss affectionately. (Still on page 86)
Long-shot: FERDINAND'S red car arrives again outside
the closed wire gates of the little compound leading to
the jeity. He toots the horn, gets out, presses the buzzer
on the gate post, tries the gates and finds they are open.
He runs in. The keeper points to the Jetty and
FERDINAND runs towards the boat. He shouts out to
MARIANNE, but he is too late. The boat is already yards
away from the quay. She stands and looks at him as he
hangs his head, and kicks his toes against the ground,
walks round in a circle foolishly, desperate and sad, de-
feated and betrayed.
Medium shot: he hears a strange cry and walks around
the jetty to find DEvos sitting alone on the quay. They
talk and Devos, half singing, half talking, tells him the
story of the music that has haunted him all his life,
illusirating his tragic tale with elaborate gestures.
FERDINAND : Are you okay, old chap?
Devos: Ah! It’s that melody there . . . You've no idea what
it evokes in me . . You can hear that melody, can’t you?
FERDINAND : No, I can’t hear anything.
Devos : Not to be believed . That melody, for me it's my
whole life, my whole life . it .. when I hear it, for me

If you have confidence
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. one day, you know, I was at my place it was p.la'ymg
. she was at my side . . a woman . . l_'nagmﬁccnt,
beautiful, you understand . I took her hand like this fe
and then I caressed it like this . ontop .on top hE:c’
this. I asked her ‘Do you love me?’, she told me *No !
and so . . . I bought the record . because that music fo,r
me, it had . . it's a mass hysteria all my own . . . dor;}t
you think? . . One day I was at my place . . I put the
record on the gramophone . . like this . 1t wa's glilrm‘n;g’;
turning, turning . . in my head . . . I was dizzy'! .tc ‘:Ias
sitting by my side . it wasn’t .thc same one, i
another Ah'! she wasn’t as beautiful as the first onc -
at last . . I took her hand . . . then I bcgap to car’csbdxt L
underneath, to change it a little, One can’t al“;a,ys ) s
same thing . . . I asked her ° I_)o you love me?’ . . . ;
said ‘ Yeah, yeah’ . . But I didn't love ker . so .t.hc
broke the record . . . hop! la! . One day I turm'd .ont ;
radio. It was playing. That one! ax_ld why that one! ins ean
of another? She was sitting at my side . . she was sitting oas
my other side . because I was at her place I. it rv;'ed
a third one . . . I took hold of her hand . . and sta -
to caress it in both ways because I wa.ntt.td to get 1tb9v :
and done with . . . it was starting to irntate me 2 it. 1
asked her ‘Do you love me?’ She told me Yes, lglr.
asked her * Will you give me your ham.i? She to' ; 1}1(},
‘You've had it for the last ten minutes in your own. hts
true, believe me, it’s true what I said. §o, thcx?, I k'ql)t er.
Ten years! Ten years! This song, I can’t li.ikc it any or;lger.
[ can't bear it any longer! You can hear it? \qu can cz:;
it? . .. I can’t bear it any longer, that melody. You h;a; 111
They both stand up and the camera pans up siighlly.
Feromwanp : No.
Devos: That melody you hear .
Feronann: Aha! No!
Devos : Say it
mediately that I'm mad '
tell me ¢ You are mad.’ gay it
AND : You are mad.
FI;ZR\?::: Ah! well I prefer . . . I much prefer that.

. you don't hear it?
that I'm mad. No, but tell me im-

..goon. .Iwantto hear you
.. *You are mad.’
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Long-shot: FERDINAND leaves DEvos who stands alone
waving his hand around his head as if to say the whole
world is mad. FERDINAND hails a tug-boat passing close
to the quay. He jumps onto it.

FERDINAND : Are you going to the island ?

PiLot: Yes, sir.

FERDINAND : What’s the name of your boat?

PiLor : The Sawoa.

FERDINAND makes a pun on the name: If it’s not okay it’s

the same price.
FERDINAND sits at the bow of the boat and lights himself
a cigarette. He looks up as he hears DEvos shouting to
him from the quay.
Long-shot : DEvOs on the quay, waving his arms around
like a maniac.

Devos: So, then, this music . . . that I hear, maybe it

doesn’t exist, This music that haunts me, which has followed

me all my life . . this tenderness, no . . . the man is not

sensitive . . . you hear me? You haven't understood a thing !
Close-up of FERDINAND looking up at the sky.
Long-shot: FERDINAND standing on the boat as il
crosses rough seas. Grandiose romantic music.
Long-shot jump cut. FEROINAND reaches the top of a
cliff of the island and turns and waves . walks along
the path, singing to himself and makes the gesture with
his hands, repeating DEvVOS’s mannerisms.

FERDINAND singing : * Do you love me?’
He looks round sharply and shouts out * Marianne!’
He runs forward. Somebody fires a gun. He fires too
as he runs past a girl who walks along unperturbed.
Medium close-up : FERDINAND fires twice and shouts.
Long-shot: FERDINAND leaps down the trail towards a
villa. In the distance MARIANNE and FRED are escaping
towards the villa. (Still on page 86) FERDINAND fires
again.
Long-shot : he dashes round the corner of the path and
we see FRED's body on the ground. FERDINAND fires
again and stops. MARIANNE slowly stumbles down the
slope towards him and falls limp into his arms. He has
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shot her. He starts to carry her towards the villa and
we see a small neat blood-stain on her pullover in the

centre of her stomach. (Still on page 87)

FerpNanD off : I'm holding her close to me, and I'm crying.
MARIANNE off : It was the first, it was the only dream.
Medium shot: he carries her through the open door
of the villa. He lays her down on a deck-chair next to
the window. He comes through the open windows of the
villa and picks up the telephone.
FerDINAND : Get me Paris, Mademoiselle. Balzac 75-02.
Have you forgotten who Balzac was as well? Yes, yes, I'm
waiting, I'm waiting

He goes over to MARIANNE and picks her up roughly.

She moans
MARIANNE : I'miill '

FERDINAND carries her into the bedroom. He is talking

to her as he lays her down on the bed.

Feromvanp : This wouldn’t have happened if you hadn’t
done that . .
MARIANNE : Some water, please .
Feromvanp : This wouldn’t have happened if you hadn’t done
that . .
Close-up: MARIANNE fturns towards Feromwano. Blood
trickles from her nose and lips .
MarianNe : 1 ask you to forgive me, Pierrot
Feromnanp off : My name is Ferdinand . It's too late.

She makes an effort but her head falls . her eyes are

open . .sheisdead .. (Stillon page87)

Close-up of his diary, black writing on red paper. .
FerpmvanD’s diary : * Dynamite . . machine guns . . with
what the two brothers must . to supply the rebels who
... Marianne wassaying . . Friday ...’ '

FErDINAND is in a garage holding two strings of

dynamite, when the telephone rings. He searches roynd

until he finds the telephone and picks up the receiver.
FerpinanD @ Yes, ves, yes, yes, [ am waiting, [ am waiting.
Balzac 75-02? Is Madame Griffon there? Is that you, Odile?
Are the children well? No . . no .. itis not on anyone’s

behalf . . .
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As he is talking on the telephone, he takes some blue
paint from a tin on the shelf next to him and with a
piece of wood smears his face slowly until it is blue all
over. Close-up of the notebook. Blue paper. He inserts
the letters to complete the word * DEATH’.
Long-shot: FERDINAND leaves the villa carrying with
him the two strings of dynamite. He starts to run, and
howls out two agonizing, meaningless, helpless,
anguished cries for no one to hear . . . He swings round
holding the strings of dynamite with arms outstretched
like wings, and, screaming like a fury, he dashes along
the path close to the top of the cliff.
Close-up: FERDINAND, sitting down, the blue paint
caked dry on his face, looks from side to side and to the
sky . . . talking to himself.

Ferpmvano : What . . . T would like to say Oh! oh!

..why. .afterall. .Iamstupid...

He gives up trying to talk and instead wraps the yellow
dynamite around his head, tying it carefully with the
long fuse. He then wraps the red dynamite around the
yellow and again ties the fuse. He takes oub a box of
matches and lights a match but accidentally drops it
and the other matches scatter . . .

Ferovanp : Oh shit! . . beautiful death for
Close-up of his hands grappling for the matches near
the coiled fuse wire.
Very long-shot: the explosion of dynamite on the top
of the cliff. (Still on page 88)<The camera pans slowly
from FERDINAND'S violent death towards the calm open
sea . . MARIANNE’S and FERDINAND'S voices are heard
in the last fragments of Slalogue as the camera pans in
a great sweep upwards towards the sky .. Their voices
whispering intimately together

Marianne off : She’s found again

FeErDINAND off : What?

Marianne off : Eternity.

FERDINAND off : Itis thesea .. run away .

Marianne off : With the sun
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