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SOUND BEFORE VISION

The screen is in darkness and somewhere a child is CRYING. Itisa
bitter, desolate sound like that of a frightened chiid locked up alpns in
a strange room, The echoes of this despairing plea for comifort ssam
to raverberate not only through space, but back down the years to some
long distant paat. teca

INT, THEATRE FOYER - DAY - LOCATION

CLOSE SHOT - CAMERA LENS OFPENS UP ON: A large male band a3
{t releases the lid of an old-fashioned Jack-In-The~Box type Doll.
The lid is slowly pushad up by a chubby, hairless doil with wide,
unblinking eyes that rise out of the darkness of the box with & sinistes
kind of lethargy, like a blind snake gearching for the pun,

TWO SHOT

Watching this parformance and completaly terrified by it, iz a little
GIRL of no mores than four years, who is crying bitterly and trying to
hide her face in her MOTHER's dress. As the doll rises from its box
the Girl's horrified sobs mingle with ths peculiarly metallic weaping
SOUND of the machanical doll,

The young Mother, embarrassed by har daughter's behavior, stazts to
pull her away towards the theatre entrance., The big, insensitiva
looking theatre ATTENDANT, whose hand started this parformance,
squsazes tha Doll back into its box and turns awsy laughing barshly to
replace the toy on a display stand that contains several more of the

mechanical Dolls.

CUT TO:




EXT. - THEATRE AND STREET -~ DAY - STUDIO -LOT

LONG SHOT » The sxtravagant architecture of the small town theatrs
blends with the elaborate, late Nineteenth Century facade of the
buildings that surround it. We are oo Main Street in & sleapy little
Californian town. It is late afternoon in summer and the date is 1913.

The Mother comes out of the theatre entrance and moves away up the
street with the little Girl still hugging fretfully at her hand,

A horseless carrisge passes through FRAME and goes popping and
chattaring away down the almost deserted street, leaving bahind a thin
cloud of duat that settles slowly on the hot, unmstalled road. Across
the way at the theatrs entrance, 2 COMMISSIONAIRE ia Propping open
the doors in preparstion for the matinee audience that will soon be
coming out. As CAMERA BEGINS TO TRACK INTO MEDIUM SHOT,
the SOUNDS of a2 small theatre pit orchestra drift out anto the street.

CLOSE SHOT

CAMERA comes to rest on a Poster. Couched in the peculiarly naive
phraging that dates from a time when adysrtisernents were unsophisti-
cated and people were inclined to believe them, the poster announces

the star attvaction - :
: THE ONE AND ONLY!L

" BABY JANE HUDSON™"

LLL

THE DIMINUTIVE DANCING DUSE FROM DULUTH!

s

CAMERA MOVES AWAY INTO MEDIUM SHOT = past a board that
boasts: "HOUSE FULL", and around the cornez of the building where
at tha bottom of a short alley a few of the less fortunate, who were
unable te get ticksats, or could not afford them, stand by the Stage
Door waiting patiently for a brie{ view of their little idol.

OVERSCENE: A muffled burst of applause marks a high point
in the show.

GROUP SHOT: The MOTHERS, with their long, linen skirts, summer
blouses and wide=brimmed, straw hats, watch over their beribboned

Little girls like indulgent guards as a little ripple of sager anticipation
goes through the entire group.

CUT TO:

INT, THE THEATRE - DAY - STUDIO

MED. SHOT: Holding the stage entirely on her owan, BABY JANE
HUDSON, a pudgy six-year-old with golden curls cascading down to

(CONTINUED)
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her shoulders, is performing a tap dancing routine. Her movemsnta
are highly competant, but mechanical and devoid of any real

imagination or joy.
GROUP SHOT ‘

Standing in the wings, engrassed in his daughkter's performance is

RAY HUDSON, Smooth featured and good looking in an unremarkable
way, with slicked back hair, tailored blaser and a lacquared straw hat,
he looks like an imitation of an imitation. At hia side is his wife,
CORA, a crushed, colorlsss, but not unsympathstic woman in har
sarly forties. Standing in front of CORA is their first child, BLANCEHE
At thirteen Blanche Hudson is just entering the awkward, gangling stage
of early adolescence, but the face alrsady bears gigns of the looks and
persopality that ysars later are going to rmake her a groat stur, Cora
vests her hand on Blanche's shoulder in a gesture that denotes oywner-
ship rather than affection.

As the tap dancing routine mears its climax Ray Hudson exhorts his
child to greater efforts.

RAY HUDSON
(under his breath)
That's & girl, Janey = Show 'em how!

Blanche looks up at her father with an expression that combinas
jealousy with distaste. But he does mot notice her,

HIGH ANGLE

From up in the flies Baby Jane looks like a tubby dwarf gyrating on
the brightly lit stage.

REVERSE SHOT X !

A STAGE-HAND and an ELECTRICIAN lean on the railing of the Iliss
and look down glumly.

STAGE-HAND
(disgusted)
They've missed a trick with that kid -
they should heve ber play the violin -
on roller skates.

ELECTRICIAN
Don't worry - they will,

He turns away to adjust a spotlight.

MED. SHOT

Baby Jane finishes her routine and curtsies demuraly. Ray Hudson
comes onto the stage schoing the rapturous applausa with some

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

bandclapping of his own. With 2 quick smile for Baby Jane he turns to
the audience and raises his hands in a well practised geature of help~
lessness to quell the applause. '

RAY HUDSON
Thaﬂk Ycuo fOlk-l. . TM VO“Q .
Thank you, very rmuch... Now you're
mayba golng to find this bard to believe,
but this little trouper hare's just an
ordinsry little girl like any one of your

OWIL. « «

larchly)
... And maybe not such 3 lot different
from some of you bigger girls out there..,

CLOSE SHOT

A matronly MOTHER in the stalls bridles scstatically.

RESUME MED, SHOT ¢

Ray Hudson smiles patronizingly.

~ RAY HUDSON
Yes, sir. I1don't think Baby Jane's
one bit different from any one of you
except maybe she's had a'littls more
practice, Well, anyway - golly. you
know a little girl like that gets tired. ..

CLOSE SHOT

Eyes down and scuffing her foot on the boards, Baby Jane shows little
sign of fatigus.

RESUME MEDIUM SHOT

RAY HUDSON
...50 I'm going to bave to agk you
folks for just one final request...

The rest of his speech is drowned in an uproar of famale voices with a
few piping childish enes thrown in, all clamoring for their faverite
aunbey. But this is clearly a well rebearsed routina, because although
no single title is heard more clsarly than ancther, Ray Hudson has
slready exchanged a glance with the LEADZR of the five-picce
orchestra and the MUSICIANS hava already turnad over their scores
when Ray finally throws up his arms as {f giving way to some inavitable
and overwhelming demaad.

RAY HUDSON
Okay. .. okay... "I'm Writing To
Deddy”. 1 guess that's everybody's
{MORE)

{CONTINUED)
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RAY HUDSON (CONT'D)
favorits -~ leastways we never ssem
to get through a show without it,
{turning ta Baby Jane)
Janie, would you care to sing "I'm
Writing To Daddy'' for the folks ?

BABY JANE
(sweetly)
c‘mly. ')

As she steps forward with complets assurance, Ray Hudson goes &0
ait at the piano at the side of the stage, the lights go down, and the
orchestra breaks into a cloyingly sweet arrangemant of the simpls

tune,

BABY JANE
(singing)
“Oh, the postman, he won't mind,
'Cause Mama says that Heaven's near,
The' you've laft us beth behind,
I'm writing Daddy dear, ..
1. m‘ o d m.o“ .te-.d .tc‘ ] Otc....

As the song comas to an snd the spotlight ia extinguished and there 10
a momant of silencs and darinsss; then the lights go up and ths
audisnes breaks into a roar of applanse, Ray Hudsan comes forwarc
to the footlights and reaches down to belp a little BOY up onto the stay~
The Boy, dressed in a black tuxedo and looking like a miniaturs aduit,
pracants Baby Jane with an almost life-size doll in a ceilophane box.

Baby Jane makes and excellent job of appearing surprised and
gratified, She hugs the box to hor liftle chsst, grabs the Boy and

kisses him fizmly on the chesi.

CLOSE SHOT

The Doll is an accurats replica of Baby Jane,
MED, SHOT ~ SHOOTING FROM THE STAGE

The audience wildly applands and chuckies its approval of Baby Jaos =
onstage antics.

REVERSE SHOT

The Boy in the .tnaedo is released and scampers away into the wings,
Baby Jane curtsies and bows to both sides and the curtain begins to
fall. Ray Hudoon steps forward quickly and holds up his hands

appealingly.

RAY HUDSON
Thank you...thank you. We're really
glad you Hked the show....

(MORE)
(CONTINUED)



Revised 7/10/62 ! 5.6,
"Baby Jane"

15

16

17

18

19

CONTINU_ED:

RAY HUDSON {CONT'D)
(applause begins to die

£ down)

- And now don't forget thera's a genuine
Baby Jane dall just waiting for you to
collect her out in the foyer, And
rernerober, kids, you can tell your Mom
that every one of those cute little dolls

is an exact likeness of own Baby
Jage Hudson... Now, if you'll just -
CUT TO:

INT. - THEATRE FOYER - DAY - STUDIO

Flanked by the digplay stand with the Jack-In- The~Box Doll= is an
aven larger stand on which there is a regiment of identical, vacant
looking Baby Jans dolls. The big Attendant {from Scene 4 is standing
guard and the $l.350 sign prominently displayed above the stand
provides a harsh-contrast to Ray Hudson's bonayed words, Many
Mothers with excited children clinging to sither hand, hurry through
the theatre foyer'in an harassad attempt to reach the stage door bafore
Baby Jane finishes ber performance.

CcCUT TO:
e ——————

INT. STAGE AND WINGS - THEATRE - DAY ~ STUDIO

Baby Jane stands bored and impatisnt in the middls of the stags.

As Ray Hudson appears from behing the curtains she turns on her heel,
thrusts the box with the doll in it into her Mother!s hands, and strides
purposefully off into the wings, The parents and Blanche follow.

cuT TO:

EXT. ALLEY AND STAGE DOOR = DAY - LOCATION

The GROUE waiting outside the stage door has grown considersbly.
At that moment there iz a buxs of excitement near the front of the
crowd and the stage door opens. A little GIRL tops up and down

wm‘-

ILITTLE GIRL
I can't see, Mommy... I can’t see her.

The Mother picks up the Little Girl and raises her awikwardly to her
shoulders.

HIGH ANGLE

Ray Hudson pausas in the doorway to wait for Baby Jane, who follows
reluctantly and then atops altagether as a great gigh of delight risea

{(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

from the crowd. BStill dressed as for tha stage, Baby Jane blinks iz
the sunlight; her little fists bunched in anger.

JANE
(turaing back)
won't. .. I don't warma go back to
that ol' hotel, I don't have to take 2
nap - you can't make mal -

"

Ray bends down quickly in a vain effort to hide Jana's buret of tempsr
irem the crowd. Cora Hudson remains in the doorway looking unhagpy
and ineffectual,

RAY
Now, Janie = don't act up, sweetheart,
You've got to take your nap, You know

that.
JANE
{sbouting)
No, 1den’t "know that",.. 'As' I'm not
going to!
Ray locks up at the crowd, astempting to smile,
RAY
{truly embarrassad)

Come on now, Janie, you den't want
yournicoirtandaaothinkycn‘ua
bad little girl, now do you?

JANE
I don't care! I want a sweet ice|

RAY
But Jane, Itold you -

JANE
I wagpt it

As Cora hurries forward to try and relieve the gitvation, Blanche {2
ravealed in the doorway, She stares in horror at the fascinated crowd
and shrinks back in an agony of embarrasament as Jane begins 10
scream,

JANE
I make the moneye. so I can have what
I want|

Tane is trying to drag away from her Father, who holds her by ane ar=

RAY
Now, Jane! That's enough!

{CONTINUED)
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JANE =
Leave mas alone! Ineed an ice! '
The Hudsons are defeated by her sheer detarmination ud"Rsy weally
tries to maks a joke of his defeat, S

RAY

Well, ! guess if you need an ice you'd -
better have one, I mean, it's a pretty &
hot day and all, .

{trying to inject some

authority inte his voice

again)
Eut that's the last time this week.
You undezstand?

Ba:L Jans immediately relaxes and her expression beccmes damure
ag i

JANE
All right, Daddy,

Ray's relief {s pathetic, He takes out 3 handkerchisf to mop his face.
‘Then, suddenly, Jane has ancther demand. But this tirme thers is no
artifice = for a brief moment she is 1o ‘g:ricetxy patural, affectionate
little girl, She turns her head to look Blanche,

JANE
Blanche wants one too = We gotta
have an ice for Blanchse,

Irritated almost beyond eandurance by the very thought of anather delay,
Ray turns to look at Blanche. There is a moment's silencs as if all of
them - both the crowd and her family were waiting for Blanche's regly.

Sha hovers in the doorway, struggling for words.

BLANCHE
(vebemently)
Na. .. No, I don't want anythingl

on Blanche)
What the hell do you think youn're doing!

Blanche looks around wildly, then rushes back into the theatrs to bide
herself. Jane simply shrugs, turns and walks into the waiting and
somewhat stunned crowd followed by her angry father. Cora peuses,
rurns back toward the theatre, then decides to seek out Blanche.

CUT TO:

—————————
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20 INT. THEATRE = BACKSTAGE = MED, SHOT

21

Blanche stands in the wings pretending to watch the Jugglers who aze=
sow performing. Cora silently ahd sclicitiously approaches and is
about to speak when Blanche turns and discovers her. Then Elanche
turns quickly away and walks to & period water cooler, Her Mothar
patiently and slowly follows,

TWO SHOT - BLANCHE AND CORA

| ——————————————————————

Cora hesitates, uncertain whether Blanche is listening.

CORA
(a whisper)
You musin’t mind, sweetheart, Your
father didn't mean it, not the way it
a}.m.d. he didn‘t. .

Blanehe kesps her eye firmly on the watsr cooler and refuses to furn
toward har Mothex.

CORA
(continues)
Xt's just that he hae to give Janie a:lot
of special attention that he can't give
to you = or sven me - because of her
work, We ows such & lot to Janie «
all of us, .

Blanche clenches cup in her hand and ncowi- PAST CAMERA ar tha
Jugglers.

CORA
(continues)

- If it weren't for her we wouldn't bave- -
all the nice things we enjoy. You
wouldn 't have your pretty clothes; wa
couldn't go to the seashore in the
summer, and you wouldn't be able to
have your dramatic lassons either,

We'd miss an awful lot. Janie works
50 hard for all of us,

Cora leans cloger, dut Blanche, refusing to meet her eyes, remains
starizg at the act in progress.

CUT TO:

The Jugglers are nearing the end of their act and now are raceiving
considerable applause from the crowd.

CORA (over)
You're the lucky one, though Blanche,
Really you are.
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CAMERA MOVES INTO VERY CLOSE TWO SHOT

Cora moves even closer to her daughter as she trisa to persuade her
that patience will prevail,

CORA
One day it'll be you that's getting all
the attantian, when that happens

youmuttryndbckindertolm
and your father than they are to you
now. D'you kuow what I meaa?

Blanche looks up absantly 3t her Mothar's face,

BLANCHE
Uh -lw.h.-.

CORA :
1 hops you'll try and remember that, ..

In an irritated fashion Blanche violently turns the spigot of the water
coolar to the open position and lets the water drain out into the
overflow container,

. BLANCHE
I won't forget, ..’

Then ahe turns and walks quickly towards the stage dooz.

BLANCHE
(balf over her shoulder)
You can bet 1 won't forget!

FADE OUT:

24 thru 32 amittad

33

FADE IN:

INT., VIEWING THEATRE - FILM STUDIOS - DAY = STUDIO
One of Hollywood's lesser epics is on the scresa with Baby Jane
playing the lead. Eighteen years om, and unrecognizable as ths child
we knew, Baby Jane is moving towards & crisis in the story, FHex
gesturss ars exaggerated, her silences too long, and her breathing
heavy, The climax of the story has arrived and Baby Jane is about
to make & fateful decigion.

OVER SCENE: AN ANGUISHED VOICE
y, okay,.. That's esough.

The picture fades and the sound track grinds to a stop with Jane's
voice dropping to a gurgling basa before it finally dies. The lights
go up in the theatre to reveal DAVID FELDMAN, an aggressively

(CONTINUED)
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33 CONTINUED:

active, exscutive producer and MARTY McDONALD, a smoother, less
powerful personality who is an ageat. Feldman has risen and io
alrsady heading for the door, McDenald foliows him.

McDONALD
Well, what d'you think, Dave?

Feldman pauses by the door to give him a sour look.

FELDMAN

What's thinking got to do with it? She
stinks, doesn’t she?

McDONALD
(tentatively) '
They say the ending's pretty good,
Maybe we should've seen if through. .,

FELDMAN
(pained)

Plaass.

He is about to push through the door, when the PROJECTIONIST
appeara from the back of the theatre.

. PROJECTIONIST
You gonna want that picture again
today, Mr. Feldman? -

FELDMAN
I don’t think anybody's evex gonnx
want that picture again.

He goes through the door leaving McDonald to give the perplexed
Projectionist & sympathetic ghrug and then hurriss out.

. CUT TO:
33-A INT. PROJECTION ROOM - MED. SHOT

The Projectionist and his ASSISTANT are busy unloading the machine
and rewinding the flm,

PROJECTIONIST
When the old man hirsd them Hudson
sisters bow come he had to hire the
back and of the act too.,., Boy, what
2 no-talent broad that Baby Jane is,

ASSISTANT
You'd think at lsast she could stay
s0bEX. . n

CUT TO:



Reovised 8/1/62 13,
"Baby Jane" ‘

34 EXT. STUDIC GROUNDS - DAY ~ LOCATION

Feldman walks moodily aleng a path flanked by shrubs. He panses to
lot McDonald catch up with him.

FELDMAN
You're her agent, Mazrty, you'rs
supposed to look aftsr her intercats as
well as Blaoche's, Why don't you do
sverybody a favor and let us buy up
her contract? We'll pay her doublas
and she can retire like she should've
done ten YeATrs ago.

McDONALD
I don't know how I could put &
proposition like that to Baby Jane -
aven if Blanche agreed - I mean, Jane's
got her pride you know and she's a pretty
sensitive gizrl,

3 FELDMAN
~fisten, your 'pretty sensitive girl'
led her way through six cases of
cotch and slugped two studio cops,
not to mention one or two lees savory '
iterns of publicity before we got that
so-called epic in the can, Daon't talk
to me about "'sensitive’, Anyway, you
don't heve to talk to Jane, I Blanche'll
give us an 'out’ on that clause in her
' (MORE)

{CONTINUED)
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| FELDMAN (CONT'D)
contract that says Baby Jane has to
make cne picture for every picture we
make with Blanche, then Baby Jane's
contract isn't going to be any problem =~
that's what we keep lawysrs for.

McDONALD
Yeah, but somehow I don't see Blanchs

dadng that,

They have come out onto one of the studio roads opposite a pound stage
in fromt of which, in a specially marked "BLANCHE HUDSON" parking
bay there is an ezormous, twelve-cylinder, 1931 HISPANO-SUIZA,
Feldman wanders over to the ¢ar and begins to sxamine it with an

abstractad, pensive air,

FELDMAN
1 don't get it. Blanche Hudson's fust
about the higgest thing in movies today,
She can write her own ticket, pick her
own scripts and she's got more money
than sha knows what to do with,

i McDONALD
C_¥ ' (interrupting with
o ingenuous snthusiasm)

You're talling me! D'yon know she just
bought that tremendous place Valantino
used to have - and it's gonna taks more'n
a year to have it done over the way she
wants it before they maove in.

FELDMAN
{irritated by the
interruption)

Oh, F‘ho . .

{half a lavgh)
Well I guess thay can manage to Mstruggle"
by whers they are now. Anyway, the point
is she ought to have more senss than to
think she's ever going to make a star out
of Baby Jane again.

McDONALD
Blanche has no {llusions about that,
But she's a vary fine peraon, Dave,
She's never going to forgst thoes eazly
years and what her sister did for her.
She told me that herseif,

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)

FILDMAN
Well, Itell you, she's not doing Baby
Jane any favor, Soomer or latar that
girl's goinpbwindtwinahm-.
, you're going to their party at
the Grove tomight, aren't you?

McDONALD
Did you sver try rafusing ons of
Blanche's invitations ?

FELDMAN
Okay, well do me a favor, will you?
Talk to Blanche, Try to make her
understand,

McDONALD
I'll do my best,

FELDMAN
(sour but not unfriendly)
Thanks... Remind me to send you ane
of thoss Baby Jaas dolls for Christmas.

McDONALD
{ruefully)
Thanks, but I alrsady got mine for
this year. .

Feldman has been running his hmd:thouqhuully over oae of the car's
great headlamps. .

FELDMAN
(penaively)
I don't know. .. What do they make
monsters like this for.es ?

McDONALD

{(laughing unsasily}
For Blanche Hudson.

Feldman looks wonderingly down the length of the enormous, menacing
bonnet without apparently hearing McDonald's words or being aware of

his presence.
DISSOLVE:

EXT. GATES AND DRIVE TO HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - LOCATION

STARTING ON four heavy iron bars which fill the screen like the
window of a prisan cell, PULL BACK to reveal the dim outline of the

{CONTINUED)
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35 CONTINUED:

huge, wrought-iron gates 2s seexn irom just inside the drive. A glow
of Hghts approaches CAMERA.

OVERSCENE: The throbbing of 2 big caz's engins increases in
volumea

Two headlight beams swing towards CAMERA, approach rapidly, thon

stop and remain stationary. The idling cylinders can be heard
ing liks the angines af a ship. A door is slammed and the

silhoustts of a FEMALE FIGURE moves towards the gates, {t's shadow
growing larger as it moves away from the headlights, As the Figure
reachas forward to open the gats, the engine of the car suddenly
increases in volume, the lights appear to grow brighter and then surge
sowards CAMERA with the exhaust bellowing furiously, Thexrs ia =
wild scream, & soumd like an explosion and the scraen is thrown into
momentary darknees,

36 FADE IN - MAIN TITLES

THRU R

60 A single headlamp is still burning = staring blindly up towards the
skyline, CAMERA moves forward, passas through the damaged gatzs
and starts a detailed examination of the car.

OVERSCENE: A pingle set of footsteps are haard moving about
uncertainly, then they increass their pace, move
away and finally braak into a Tum.

HOLDING its subject in a constant CLOSE SHOT, CAMERA travels
ovar the wrascked car with loving care. Passing over the crumplad
radiator and along the buckied bonnet, CAMERA peers through the
shattered windshield to reveal that both the front seats ars empty.
The doors have burst open and lying on the concrete paving beneath
the running board is a Baby Jane doll. The face has been aplit awsy
in a jagged line frem brow to chin, exposing the hollow head and the
crude meehanism of wires that operated the movement of the glassy.
gightless syes. The remaining half of tha face still shows tha silly,
perfect, dead smile,

By now the MAIN TITLES are completed.
FADE QUT:




61

62

62

64

65

66

17,

EXT. GATES AND DRIVE TO HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - LOCATION

STARTING as in previous scenss on the bars of the gats, PULL BACK
to reveal that the gates have long since been repaired. A 1962 BUICK
passas smoothly through FRAME from right to laft, Coming {rom the
opposite direction, traveling more slowly and braking as it comes, a
1962 FORD passes in front of the gates. CAMERA PANS to follow the
Ford as it turns into the drive adjacent to that of the Hudson house,

EXT, CARAGE AND REAR OF BATES' HOUSE - DAY « LOCATION
The Ford turns off the gravelled drive and comes to rest on the
concrete parking area. MRS, BATES, a handsome, well-preserved
woman in her late forties, steps out of the car and glances akmost
involuntarily in the dizection of the Hudson bouse acrosa the way.

MED. SHOT

The Spanish style house lies shutterad and silext in the late afterncan
sun. At first sight the house gives the impression of a deserted
fortress, but the half-open garage doors reveal part of a dated,
expensive car. And as it travels slowly past the shuttered windows
up to the second floor, CAMERA reveals an open window behind which
a piece of light curtain material stirs very gently in the faint breeze.

REVERSE SHOT:

Mrs, Bates turns away with something like regret, slams the car
door and moves towards the back door of her house,

CUT TO:

INT. - BATES' SITTING ROOM - DAY » STUDIO

Curlsd up on the gsofa in the kind of tangled position that comes
naturally only to Yogis and teen-aged females, LIZA BATES is
watching television with the cool, detached appraiaal of a sophisticated

sixteen year old,

OVERSCENE: The rich, yeasty music and occasional snatches of
dialogue indicate without the necessity of vision that
someons in an old movie is suffering a grave emotional

crisis.
The door opens behind Liza and Mzs, Bates comes into the room.
Lize does not look up, and seeing the television set, Mrs. Bates astops
to watch, her eyes quickly taking on 2 far-away, wistful expression,
CLOSE SHOT - TELEVISION SCREEN

The tragic heroine, Blanche Hudson is playing out a scene with a
minor character, a DESK CLERX or a BUTLER.

HE
Who shall I tell them called?

(CONTINUED)
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SHE
(tragically)
It doesn't matter now.,. Neot any
MOors. .«

She moves out of FRAME, her footsteps receding.

HE
{calling after har)
Hey! Lady - you laft your purssa...
(after a pause)
Can you beat that.,. ?

Ha looks at CAMERA, puzzied by the vagaries of human nature.
MED. SHOT

As the massed violins swell up to assault the audience's emotione,
Liza turns becoming awars of someona's presence, and is mildly

surpriged at the faraway look on her mother's face. She looks back
at the screen.

CLOSE SHOT - TELEVISION SCREEN

An unspeakably cheerful ANNOUNCER comes on bearing aloft a tin of
dog food between two fingers as if it were some rare Jjewel,

ANNOUNCER
Sorry to break in on this fine old
Blanche Hudson movie, folks, but
ou'll be gladI did when you see what
have here for that favorite pooch of

yours. ..
MED. SHOT

Liza scrambles to her feet.

LIZA
Aw, shut up!

Che turns down the volumas, leaving the Anncuncer to mouth bis
slogans in silence.

MRS, BATES
(nostalgically)
1 remember when I first saw that
picture.,. Ithought it was just
wonderiful, ..

LIZA
Yaah? When was that?

(CONTINUED)



19,
86  CONTINUED:

MRS, BATES
1 seem to remamber your father took
me to see it at the Old Majestic. That
was before we wers married.

LIZA
{as if it followed)
Gee, she must be about hundred and
fifty by now.

MRS, BATES
(ruafully irenic)
As a matter of fact, dear, I think
Blanche Hudson's just a few years
older than I am.

LIZA |
{astounded)
Really?

MRS, BATES

{smiling)
Yes, dear... "really."

Mrs. Bates cdmn around to sit oo the sofa and wait for the show to
recommences, ;

LIZA
Well, how come we never see¢ her
around? We beean living next door
to them for six months now and the
only cne 1 evar see is that fat sister
siouching around. Don't they sver
havs company - | mean, it must be
awful being on their own like that.
Julie says that sister's a lush. You
ever seen her loaded?

MRS, BATES
(fealing she ought to
disapprove)
No, 1 never have.

LIZA
(unconcerned)
Well, that's what Julie told me.

She said she was supposed to be
responsible for that acecident whers
Blanche Hudson got crippled.

(CONTINUED]}
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MRS, BATES.

{a touch of asperity)
Well, that was a vary long time ago.
And maybe you shouldn't pay-too much
attantion to everything that Julie
Fowier tells you., There's too many
pecple in this towm with pothing to do
but talk, \

LIZA
Maybe so, but Julie's folks've lived

bers an awful long time, I guess she
should kaow,

MRS, BATES
(changing the subject)
Turn up the volume, we're missing
the picture. '

As Liza gets up, Mrs. Bates scttlas herself mors comiortably cn the
safa to enjoy & further bout of nostalgic sentiment.

CAMERA TRACKS INTO BIT CLOSE-UP OF TELEWION SCREEN

Blanche Hudson is playing out another emotional crisis. Standing over
a grave as the only mourner at a funaral; or looking in through the
rainstreaksd window at a wedding to wizich she has not been invited, or
merely standing alone and forlorn, Blanche Hudson is the periect,

tragic heroine of the late thirtiss.
INT. BLANCHE HUDSON'S BEDROCM - HUDSON HOUSE - EVENING -
STUDIO

Starting on a CLOSE SHOT of television screen as in previous scans,
PULL BACK to reveal BLANCHE HUDSON huddled in & whesl-chair,
She is watching the screen of & portable television set with a sad,
wistiul fascination.

Thirty years on, Blanche has retainad much of her iormar appearance
The aharply defined features of the exquisite face have bardly chanzed,
only the eyes - the celebrated luminous, dark eyes - are hollower,
sadder, more tired. But tha beauty is still there... if anything, mors
assured, refined and fmpressive than the image on the scrssxn,
Blanche still dressee with all the flair and taste she was famous for -
as if at any n:om,nt she ware going to be called upon to face her public

again, /

Although the rdom is sparsaly furnished to allow freedam of movemen:
for the wheel-chair the few articles of furniture it does contain maeks
up the entire world of the chronic invalid, There is a spacially railzad,
iran bedstead with a lifting bar above it to assist Blanche's restricted
movements: a bedside tabls with a pile of books on it, aod & little desk

that has no chair serves both as & writing desk and dining tabiza.
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CLOSE SHOT

Blanche shifts in her chair - the characters on the screen arousing har
to 2 more active interest, Her expression takes on the anguished
concern of the expsrt who sees something being done inadequataly.

BLANCHE
Qh, ne,.. He should've held that shot
until I was right offscreen. I told him
that when I vead the script - and I also
told him again when we started shooting,
but no. ..

She shakes har head with wry amusement. Then, watching the scrsen
again, she smiles to harself as if to say, “Just the aame, it's still a
pretty good picturs. '

CUT TO:

INT. JANE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - EVENING - STUDIO

Jane Hudaon is sitting on the edge of her bed, drinking from & glass
tumbler. There is no bottls in sight, but har reaction to ils taste
suggests that the drink is alcoholic, Her bed is hu&a and covered with
extremely feminine satin quilting, Sitting on the pillow is a big Baby
Jane doll surrounded by a forest of soift animals and smaller dells,

An emasculated, Disney-lke Fawn nuzzles the big doll's glazed chesk.

By wearing childishly fussy clothes, using heavy,, unfashionabls maks-
up and surrounding harself with the articles of her youth, Jane has
tried hazd to arrest the process of growing old, but has only succeedad
in achisving the rsverse. The frilly clothes accentuate her years, anc
the heavily caked make-up gives her the appsarance of a sad, tired
clowsn, whose bawildersd, and occasionally angry, eyes arms constantly
at variance with the painted mask they peer out of.

OVERSCENE: The sound of the televieion program from Blanche's
room along the gallery.

Jane frowns, finishes off her drink, and reaches down to the shelf in
the bedside cupboard for the bottle. She pours the last drops info the
tumnbler, swallows them and gets up.

INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - EVENING - STUDIO

Blamche is still watching the screen, The movie is in its final scencs.
As the music begins to swell up, Jane isg HEARD approaching along the
gallery. Blanche locks up, briefly distracted.

CUT TO:
INT. GALLERY AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - EVENING - STUDIO

5till holding her ampty glass, Jane is heading towards the stairs,
svidently in search of more drink. As she reaches Blanche's door she

HEARS the music that is swelling up OVERSCENE, Jane pausss to
(CONTINUED)
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listen for a moment, and then with a lock of angry determination goes
to open the door of Blanche's bedroom.

CUT TO:

INT, BLANCHEE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - EVENING « SETUDIC

BLANCHE'S P.O. V., - as the door bursts open and Jane stands thare
for a moment in Eﬁ.nt anger.
MEDIUM SHOT

Blanche is startled and confused as Jane ﬁ:ovoa into the room and go==
straight towards the television set.

BLANCHE
Jans, what are you =~

Jane switches off the set and starts out of the room again.

BLANCHE
{incredulous anger)
Jane| I was watching!

JANE
Then you'res an idict!

BLANCHE
I won't have you speak to me liks -~

Jane bas not even stopped to listen, She goes out and slams the door
with a thundsrous crash that cuts off Blanche's words and sends the
Parakeet screeching into tha air, to settle again in a flurry of feathass
as the echoes reverbarate through the house, HOLD ON Blanche's
anguished reaction,

INT. KITCHEN - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

In contrast to the rest of the Hudson house, the Jatchen ig a ralatively
modern snonymous room with most of the equipment that any Callforo-
ian housewife might think necessary, but it is in a state of slovenly
disorder. Jane, locking bleary and unkempt and wearing a housecoal
is preparing breakfast on a tray, In spite of her dowdy appearance,
Jane's preparation of the breakfast tray is carriad out with the clinicel
precision of someone suffering from a compulsion neurosis. The toast,
the cutlery, the cup and plates are all lined up with military symmaetry
and Jane pours orange juice into a glass with as much care as if it ware
medicine, until it reaches just the right level, As she placers the glase
on the tray tha back doar bell rings. She goes to open the door anc find:
herself facing a MAILMAN holding a spacial delivery letter-paclkage.

(CONTINUED)
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MAILMAN
Misgs Hudson?
JANE
(pleasantly)
That's right., Miss Jane Hudson.
MAILMAN
Ch, this'll be for your sister then.
JANE
(flatly)
I'1 taks it.
MAILMAN
v {uminterasted)
Sure.

He handa her the receipt pad and 2 pencil. She signs and takse the
package.

MAILMAN
Thank you.

Jane just nods, unwilling to speak. The Mailman has already turned
away, whea Jane catches sight of something QFF-SCREEN,

£xT. PARKING AREA AND GARDENS - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY -

Mrs. Bates is crossing the open ground between her house and the
Hudsan's, She is carrying a large bunch of flowers.

INT. HUDSON'S KITCHEN - DAY - STUDRIQ

Jane steps back from the door and makes a touching, but ineffectual

effort to straighten out her appearance. When the bell rings she acts
out tha business of just having heard it as if she had not koown it was
going to ring, Jane opens the door with 3 genuine gesture of welcome,
belisving for 2 moment, that the flowers aTe really for her.

MRS. BATES
Good morning, Miss Hudson., 1hope
['m not intruding, but I just coulda':
resist cutting these flowers for your
sistar after seeing her show last

uh‘.

JANE
(dully)
Thank you.

Jane makes no efiort o takea tham.

(CONTINUED)
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MRS, BATES

You must both be very proud of her
new success = [ mean, on telsvigion.

Jana's reply is no more than 3 mumble and she still makes no attempt
to taks the flowers.

MRS, BATES
: {(a little awkwardly)
Well, I can't tall you how nice it is
to be seseing all of her old pictures
ke thip, «

JANE
(fatly)
Il tell her you said so.

MRS, BATES
I'to sure my daughter and I would juat
love to meet ber ons day. Maybe she -~

JANE
{(intsrrupting) ‘
My sister ngver leaves the house,
Mzras, Bates.
(a faintly dark hint)
You'll have to excuse hex, she's not
.. .m0t really fit to receive visitors.

MRS, BATES
(aurprised)
I'm sorry to hear that - I didn't know...
{embarrassed - after
a pause)
Well, anyway...I hope she likes the
flowsrs,

She holds out the flowers and Jane takes them with an abrupt, gracsless
8.m.

JANE
Yes, I'l tall her. Thanks.

Jane shuts the door quickly and stands there for a moment, tense and
trembling., As she moves towards the kitchen table, a buzzer set in
the wall above her, shrills out loudly, Jane's head Jerks up znd she
glares at the ceiling. On the verge of tears, she spits ont two words
« the first of which is drowned by a further ring on the buzzer.

(CONTINUED)
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JANE
ess youl!

CAMERA CUTS AWAY from her face as if averting its gaze frora
something sad and oddly indeceat,

CUT TO:
CLOSE SHOT - INSERT

Blanche's hand with the forefinger pressed hard down on the ball-pusk,
CUT TO:

INT., BLANCHE'S BEDROOM = HUDSON HOUSZ - DAY - STUDIO

Blanche is just taking ber hand from the bell-push by her bad. She
turns and wheels hersalf to the half-open door, whare she listens for
s momaent as if expecting sorme violant reaction. Getting nothing but
silence, she whesls herself away to the bird cage in ‘the middle of the
roorn, whers with a gently teasing finger, she starts a guiat, com-
panionable conversation with the bird, ,

CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN - HALL AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY -

Carrying the breakfast tray, Jane uses her back to push open the swing
dooy from the kitchen and then slops acrosa the hall in her slippers.
The hall is large and gloomy. The main telephone is on 2 tabla near
the front door, which can be seen from the stairs that lead up to the
gallery on the sscond floor where the master bedrocms are locatad,
Jane climbs the long stairs witk a laborious waddle, raminiscant of
the child she used to be. Reaching the top, she heads for Blancha's
roorm which is in the centar of the gallery overlooking the hall.

CUT TO:
INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROCM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Hearing Jane's slippers flopping along the gallery, Blanche turns to
face her as she enters.

BLANCHE
{apologizing)
I'm sorry. Jane. 1 didn't mean to
ring you for my breakfast. I was
just wondering who those people were
at the door.

{(CONTINUED)
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JANE
Wasn't anything...
(aveiding Blanche's gaze)
Just that Mrs. Bates going on abou
the show last night.

Blanche smiles patronizingly and raises her eyebrows with that show of
detached interest that she must have put on for a thousand critics and
reviewers during the course of her caresr.

BLANCHE
Ch, really? What did she say?

JANZ
(flatly)
She said she liked it.

Blanche hides her disappointment mstert{;uy. but is nevartheless
too seli-concerned to realize that Jane is angry about something.

BLANCHE z
(innocently immodest)
Well, of courae, it had a tremendous reception
when it came out. I remember most critics
described it as, .. s sxguisite.

Jane puts the breakfast tray down on the desk near the windew and
turns on Blanche, :

JANE
(harshly)
D'you remember what year you made
that picture ?

Jane's anger is now getting across, but Blanche still cannot keep the
faint hint of patronage out of her tone. :

: BLANCHE
Oh, surely you remember that, it
was thirty-four - right after I did
"Moonglow',

JANE
That's right, I made a picture that
year too, Remember?

BLANCHE
(vaguely)
Yes.., Wasn't that the comedy -
the one thar Lloyd directed?

(CONTINUED)
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JANE

{cutting across ber)
No, it wasn't, It was a love story
with Grayson - 'The Longest Night'.
Marty McDonald sa2id it was the best
thing I sver did,

(Hercely, after a pause)
The studio nesvat even relsased it in
America,

Blanche speaks rapidly, desperate to placate her sister and svoid a
atorm,

BLANCHE
Yes, I remember Feldman telling
me how upset he was, The atudio
had a bad year and they couldn't -~

JANE
(interTupting)
No they didn't, They had a great year,
They just didn't want to show my film.
They weuras too busy giving a big build-up
to that "'stuff’’ you were turning out.

~ Jane stares at her sister as if daring her to argue. But Blanche drops
- her eyes and after & momaent Jane's manner reverts to its normal,
. slightly abstracted level. She walks ovar to the bird cage and Lifts it
up with brutal carelessness, as if there were nothing inside it,

JANE
(dully)
I'll clean out the cage.

0.5, Somewhere downstairs & door is unlocked, opened and closed
again Hrmily. A

BLANCHE
(a shade too brighrly}
Oh, that'll be Edaa.

JANZ
{suspicionsly)
Edna,.. ?

Blanche smothers an anxious frowa.

BLANCHE
Well, of courss, dear - it's Friday,
isn't it?
) JANE
(grudgingly)
Yeah...

{CONTINUED)
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She leaves the room carrying the bird cage. Blanche waits for a
moment or two then siter the door iz cloaed, wheels herself over to
her dressing table and starts to comb and brush her hair with

peculiarly tander cars and attention.
€UT TO:

INT. « HALL AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY ~ STUDIO

As Jans moves acrogs the hall with the bird cage, the kitchen door
cpens and EDNA STITT comes out. Edna, the Negro clsaning womas.
iz in her early thirties. She bhas 2 calm, handsome, dignified face,
with widaly spaced, tranquil eyes that have the peculiar guality of
appearing to abosrb and understand everything they see and at the
sama time remaining completaly noncommittal. Thus what other
peoples think they see in her face is oftan nothing more than a rellection
of their own fears and bad conscieace.

As this marment there ie a contained anger in her movements, which is
emphasized by the start of surprise she shows on sesing Jane, who
brushas past her into the kitchen without speaking. Edna gazes aftsv
her for & moment and then heads purposefully for the stairs.

CUT TO:
INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Blanche is geing through some papers at her desk when there iz 2
knock an the door, 2

ALANCHE
Come in...

(she turns her chair to
face Edna)
Hello, Edna... How are you today?

EDNA
(guardedly)
Fine.

BLANCHE
Did you see Jans ?

EDNA
mﬁ. - -

BLANCHE
(tentatively)
I den't think she's feeling too well
this morning.

Tdna draws herself up as if she were going to endorss Blanche's
comment with some force, but then she changes her mind and asks =

question.
({CONTINUED)
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EDNA
Did you speak to that Dx, Shelby
sbout Miss Jane like you said?

BLANCHE
(reluctantly)
Well, no, Ihaven't yet. It's & little
difficult - I mean, I don't want to
gpset her again if I can help it.

ZDNA
1 know that, Miss Blanche. But she's
going to be upset anyway, and the
longer you leave it the woras it's going
to be.

BLANCHE
I know, but I've been hoping maybe it
wouldn't be necessary.
{quickly}
[ mean, she seams to have been 30
much better lately...

Sdna's skeptical gase comtains a hint of reprood.

EDNA
It ign't any of my business, but she's
drinking again. 1 guess you know that.
don't you?

BLANCHE
No... Well, that is, I hadn't noticed.
Anyway, I don't think it does her any
real harm. You see, Edna, I
I underastand her.

EDNA
{a touch of iraeny)
You do, huh? Well, I think maybe
you ought to see this.

She takes a big bundle of letters from her apron pocket and hands them
to Blanche.

BLANCEE
What are these.., 7

She turns them over in her hand.

EDNA
{unsmiling}
1 guess they're what you'd call
“fan mail, "

(CONTINUED)
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Blanche smiles, and for a moment reverts to that slightly coy pose
which belongs to the great movie star who feigns to'be overwhelmed

by the interest shown in har.

BLANCHE

Oh, how kind people ars,
(holds out letters
impulsively to Ednoa)

You read them!

EDNA
(firmly sober)
I guess you'd better see them for
yourself, then you can tell me if
you ever saw them before.

Slightly puzzled by Edna's manner, Blanche selects a letter and is
surprised to find that the envelope is already open.

BLANCEHE
But it's been opaned,

EDNA
{dourly)
That's right - they all have, You'll
also find one marksd 'personal’ as
wall.

Blanche unfiolds the letier and begins to read - still mystified, but
quickly becaming sngrossed in the letter itself.

BLANCHE
(reading)

Dear Blancha Hudson, the other nightmy
husband end [ watched that lovely old
movie of yours, '"Last Honaymoan",
I remember saying to my husband at
the time that seeing you again was just
like maeting an old friend...

She breaks off and locks up at Edna.

BLANCHE
But it's charming... reaily charming.

EDNA
(drily)
Yeah., But the point is you never saw
it before, did you?

BLANCHE
Neo.

(CONTINUED)
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2 EDNA
I didn't think so somehow, I'm sorry,
 butI thought you ought to know,

: BLANCHE
{anxicysly)
But I don't understand. Where did
they come from - I mean, where'd
you find them?

EDNA
In the trask barrel - that's where.
I took some cld papers out just now
and just happened to look, They comae
from the television station that's
showing your old pictures, don't they?

BLANCHE
(suddenly realizing)
You mean Jane... ?
./'/

Edna nods sembraly as Blanche quickly searches for an excuse.

BLANCHE
She ray have thought they were just
advertising. -

EDNA
(relantless)
Ohk? .. then why'd she open the one
markesd 'personal' « and what sbout
this? You might as well see that too,
It's the envelope they all came in,

She hands Blanche the big envelope of the special delivery package.

TDNA
Other side...

Blanche turns ths envelope and the words that jump up at hex shock
her with the abrupt force of & slap in the face.

EDNA
Writing dirty words like that.,.
1 don't even want to remaember when
1 last saw words like that written

down.

’ BLANCHE
But I don't understand, Edna.
What'd make her do & thing like
thia 7

{CONTINUED)
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7 EDNA

A & {firmly)
You know what makes her do things
like that, She's sick, and she's not
getting any better, 'Fact is, just
this last month she's besn getting &
lot worae...

Blanche looks away guickly as if ovarwhelmed by some sudden intuitive
fear., Mistaking Blanche's sudden withdrawal for disbelief, Edunw triss

to press her point.

EDNA
If you don't believe me, how come
you're selling this house and planning
to move out?

Blanche turns to face Edna distractedly,

BLANCHE
(fearfully)
You said a month = gha's been getting
worse ''this last month. " D'you think

she knows... ?

Sy EDNA

"V A About selling the house? Why should
she? You don’t bave anything in
writing,

BLANCEE
But, she's my sister, Edna, Wa know
each othar, .. :

— -

Troubled by Blanche's vague, intuitive mood, Edna is snxious to kesp
their canversation on a practical level.

EDNA
I think sha's just jealous 'cos of those
movies of yours they've been showing
all week, Anyway, six weeks from now
you're going to bave to hand over the
house. Then she'il have to kmow.

BLANCHE
(agitated)
But how am 1 going to tall her, Edna?
How?
EDNA

. = Waell, if you'd just speak to that
A Dr. Shelby, maybe he could tell her.

(CONTINUED)
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BLANCEE
But it should be me, I shouldn't lat
some stranger tell her a thing like
th‘t. - .

EDNA
{quietly) =
He's a doctor - and she's a sick woman. :

Blanche locks at her helplesaly, still reluctant to face reality.

BLANCHE
But you don't know, Edna, When she
was & child - You didn't know her then,
when she was young.

“

There is pain in Edna’s expression 23 she forces her tone 0 remain
practical and unimpressed.

EDNA
1 seexn thoss pictures she kaeps.

BLANCEE
No. It wasn't just that she was pretty -
she was diife;enz. .. She was,.. alive,

Edna drops her eyes, unable to find an answer, Blanche looks around
distractedly to see Jane standing silently in the doorway.

CLOSE SHOT

Jane's blank, expressionless face provides a texrrible contrast to what
Blanche has said. There is no telling how long Jans has been standing
there or how much she has heard. She just stands there looking at
thermn and finally utters a flat, tonsless statarment.

JANE
[ was cleaning the cage. The bird
got out.

PULL BACK INTQO GROUP SHOT

As Jane moves into the room,. carrying the eropty bird cage.

BLANCHE
(frightened and con.funcd)/x‘
But where is it... ?

JANE
1 just told you, it flew away.

The tons of her volice is so uncompromising that Edna turns towards
Blanche, expecting her to challenge Jane, but Blanche camnot do it.

(CONTINUED)
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EDNA
{steraly)
Did you let that bird out on purposa,
Miss Jane?

Jane flashes har a look of intense batred, but addresses har reply
Blanche.

JANE
I told you once, I was cleaning the
cage and it flew straight out the window.
(flatly)
I'm sorry.

She slams the empty cage down onto the stand and walks out of tha
room. As the door closes Edna turns on Blanche.

EDNA
(furiously)
She done that om purpose. DBalieve
mea, sha did it on purposel

But Blanche is still anddous to mitigats the situation,

' ° BLANCHE

{(knowing it isn't 8o}
Never mind, perhaps he'll come back.

EDNA
{sadly, as if she had
reason to know)
He wen't be back.., A bird like that's
different - he can't live out in the opea
with the others...

Blanche does not reply, She sits stiffly in her chair, staring into her
lap. The events of the morning have frightened her more than she
cares to admit,

BLANCHE
{suddenly)
Edna.,. Edna, you won't change your
mind or anything, will you? Imean
about coming to live with me.

EDNA
You know I don't go back on my word,
Miss Blanche. But you're going to have
to maka up your mind about finding
somewhera for Miss Jane whera they
can look after her properly.

(CONTINUED)
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BLANCHE
(determineadly)
Ihave! I've made up my mind, I'm
going to call Dr, Shelby today.
(she turns away and her
next words are already
noticeably less detarmined)
It's just that I have to be sure I'm
doing the right thing for... for her,

Edna looks at her bowed head with a kind of sad, resigned patience.
CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Jane is rummaging through one -of the built-in cupboards that seems to
contain nothing but smpty liquor bottles. Eventually she finds a bottie
with a few dregs left in it, pours it out and swallows it, With a final
glance to check that all the bottles really are completely empty, she
turns away and hesds for the hall,

INT., HALL - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Jane crosses the hall, picks up the telephone, looks searchingly at
the closed door of Blanche's bedroom up on the gallery, and begins
to dial. | :

JANE

(into phone)
Hello, is this Jobnson's Liquor
department? ... Yss, this is Miss
Hudsen... Yes, that's right, Jane
Hudson. I'd like to have you send - ol
me some suppliss up to the house...
What's that? What d'you mean, you
can't take any more orders from me?
«es My sister?

She is on the verge of flying into a rage, but then she contrals herself
and speaks normally again,

JANE
Weall, now, see hare - I think there
must ba some mistake, .. Yes, well
you just hold the Line. I think you'd
better speak to my sister,

She turns her head away &3 if there were really someona in the hall
with her,

(CONTINUED)
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JANE
Blanche, would you mind having &
word with thege people...

Jate pauses, puts down the receiver, picks it up then speaks back inte
the phone again, But this time her voice i{s an uncannily accurate

imitation of Blanche's. Only her face, which pulls into & deliberately
gross caricature of her sister, betrays the fact that she is Impersoa-

ating someons,

JANE

(Blanche 's voice)
Hello, who is this, piease?... Ob,
yes, Mr, Carson. Yes, this is
Blanche Hudson, what seems to be
the trouble? ... Oh, I see. Well, '
no - I'm afraid there must've been
some misunderetanding. I certainly
didn't mean to suggest that you
shouldn't fill orders for her..,

(langhing)
After 3ll, we do pay our bills, don't
we,.. 7 Yes, fine - would you pleass.
I'l put har on.

Jane resumes in har normal voice.

JANE
All right, now? ... Good. Well,
anyway I'd like you to make that hal{
a dozen bottlas of Scotch and you'd
better make it three bottles of Gin
as well. Yes, thank you., Fine,

goodbye,

She hangs up anc turns to st¢e Edna looking down at her from the
gallery., There is no telling how long Edna has been standing there -
her expression betrays nothing., She moves along the gallery and
starts down the stairs without spesking.

JANE
(guiltily anxious)
Where are you going?

EDNA
(calmiy)
1 just told Miss Blanchs. ! bave
to go downtown and see the man
'bout jury service, or somathing,

JANE
(blankly surprised)
"Jury service... 7"

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)

EDNA
(with firm dignity)
That's right - jury duty.

Jane stands quite still watching Edna cross towards the kitchen., Thea,
as the door closes, shs glances up towards Blanche's room and reaches
out for the telephone again,

CUT TO:

INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE « DAY - STUDIC

Blancke has her chair by the bed and is using the lifting bar to raise
herself to her {eet, Holding tightly to the bar, she struggles into an
upright position and looks down at her feet -~ willing them to move.
Painfully and slowly cne slippered foot moves forward a matter of
inches. Taking a new grip on the bar; she starts to try and drag the
othsy foot. Somewhere downstairs a DOOR is CLOSED, Blanche
struggles back to her chair and then wheels herself quickly towards
the door. Ske cpens the door onto ths gallery and listens. The house
is completely silent. Closing the door again very quietly, Blanchs
moves back across the room and takes up the teiephone, and starts o
disl. Realizing almost immediately that there is something wrong
Blanche taps ths recaiver rest up and dowa. "

CUT TO:

INT. HALL - HUDSON HOUSE -« DAY - CLOSE SHOT - STUDIO

The receiver has bsen removed from the cradle of the main tslsphone
on the hall table. ©,5, the SOUND of Blanche rattling the receiver
ragt up and down.

CUT BACK TO:

INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROCM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Fearful and snxious, Blanche lowers the phons and wheels herself
to the door. As she cpens the door, she hears something that stops
her dead. O.S, the first bars of "I'M WRITING TO DADDY" echo
through the house with a terrible, aweet nostalgic clavity. Itis as
if Jane's voice were that of almost fifty years ago. Blanche {reezes
in an attitude of despair.

CUT TO:
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INT. - REHEARSAL ROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - ETUDIO

It is & long, rectangular, barely furnished room that seems kardly to
have changed since the days, long ago, when Bianchs must have used
it to rehesrse her parts for the screen, The curtains ars drawn,
shutting out almaost all the sunlight. Running 2long the eatire length
of one wall iz 2 bayr of the kind that ballet dancers use for theair
exercises, In the centre of the opposits wall is a large, full langth
mirror with a single Light above it, We see Jane in the shadows of
the far corner where she stands over the keyboard of a graad piazo.
Pieking out the melody with the fingers of one haad, she sings the
sirmple, childish song with an intensity that makes it strangely touching
Partially hidden, as she i3, by the shadows of the long room we caxn
almost believe that there is & child standing there singing in the dark.
But then the song comes to an end and Jans wanders aimlissasly towascs
the light, revealing her shoddy, soiled housedress and tired body.
&he moves up to the mirzror as if unconsclously looking for herseif,
Sesing her reflection, she looks at it searchingly, then siowly raiscs
her hands and fixes a broad satin ribbon of brilliant blue in her hair.
Sha tiss 2 bow, strikes & pose and begins to racite,

JANE
Now when I'm very good and
do just as I'm told,
I'm Mama's little angel,
Pa says I'm good as gold.
But when I'm very bad an'
answer back and pass,
Then Ma says I'm a devil an'
Pa says ['ve got my brass...,

The coy sxpression is replaced by one of genuine confusicn and
distress.

JANE
Now I wish you would tell me,
Gos I'm much too young to know. ..

She falters and stops, and then quite guietly begins to cry like a c¢hild.
0S, the type of BUZZER that is set {nto the wall in avery room in the
house lets out TWO shrill, insistent calls, Still crying silently, Jane
locks up &t the ceiling, her face very slowly composing itself into rigic
lines of anger. She stalks over to'the piano, raises the Lid to its full
extent and then deliberatsly sends it crashing down onto the keyboard.
The resonant, discordant crash ECHOES and RE-ECHOES through tbe
house. Jane turns back towards the mirror and siowly removes the
ribbon from her hair. She talks {irst to berseif, and then to the
mirror as if it were her gister.

JANE
All right, Blanche Hudscon, Miss Movie
Star, Miss big, fat, rotten actress.
Just press a button, ring 2 bell and the
whole world comes running - i{s that
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

JANE (CONT'D)

what you still think?

(she sneers at the mirror

and makes a gesture of

extreme servility)
Lunchk, Miss Hudson? Why certainly,
Miss Hudson, ['m sure we can find
somathing appropriate for you...
Miss Hudson.

Jane's laugh is an angry, choking bark. Che turas and walks aut of
the room.

CUT TO:

INT. - HALL - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Jane comss out of the Rehearsal Room, crosses the hall and barges
through the swinging door into the kitchen.

INT. - BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Blanche again reaches out to the bell-push in the wall by her bed, but
then thinks better of it. She sits for & moment, nervous and indecisive,
Then, she snatches up a book irom the table and makes a determined

effort to concentrate on reading from it.
CuT TO:

INT. » KITCHEN - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

With her back to CAMERA, Jane is preparing & lunch tray on the
kitchen table, Her mood appears to have changed again, and now a5
she works she is contsatedly humming the tune af "I'M WRITING TO

DADDY".
cuT TO:

INT. - BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

5till trying to concentrate on her book, Blanche looks up distractedly,
glances at the bell-push by the bad and forces hersalf to go on reading.
0.5, the SOUND of somecons crossing the hall towards the stairs and

a slight clatter of dishes. Blanche closes her beok and starts to
compose herself for Jane's entry. At the last moment sha decides
that it will lock better if she is reading and at eass. She turns her
chair away from the door and opena the book again, Jane entsrs
carrying a tray with a large, metal dish-cover on it.

BLANCHE
{a bit too brightly)
Ok, you've brought my lunch -
it's 2 bit early isn't it?

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
Jans goes to put the tray on ths desk,

JANE
Then what wers you Tinging for?

Blanche hesitates, watching Jans place the lunch tray very praclsely
on the middle of the desk,

BLANCHE
{forcing herself)
I wanted to tall you there's something
wrong with the phone.
{lamely)
I think maybe it's baen leit off the
kook downstairs.

Jane faces her tauntingly.
JANE

(pause)
Who did you want to call, Blanche?

lgs that so?

Blanche laughs nervously, then starts to speak a ahade too fast.

BLANCEE
Wall, actually [ wanted to call Bert

H‘nl.y: b“t e

JANE
(elaberately puzzled)
Bert Hanlay? '

BLANCHE - _—
Yes, Bert Hanley, our business
manager. It's something I've been
meaning to discuss with you..,
(she falters)

JANE
Well?

BLANCHE
{quickly)
The thing is ~ I'm afraid I've had
some bad news - You know, about
money. ..

She pauses, locking for some response from Jane, who Just gaszes at
her blankly,

(CONTINUED)
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BLANCHE
Well, anyway, the point is Bert Haanley
tells me wu're probably going to have
to sell the house.

JANE
Why should we have to sell the house,
Blanche ?
BLANCHE
(agitatad) .

That's just what I'm tryiog to tall you.
Our financial position has gotten to
the point where we just can't afford --

JANE
(intsrrupting flatly)
You've got planty of money investad -
1 know.

BLANCHE
Yes, but the trouble is that none of
those investments have been paying
m‘ly. md aw

JANE
(interrupting)
When did Bert Hanley tell you &ll this ?

BLANCHE
(takan aback)
Why... early last week, I think.

JANE
(hard, cold)
Bart Hanley didn't call here last
waek, I know that too.

BLANCHE
Well, no we didn't actually talk on
the phone, He wrote me a lettar -~

JANE
He didn't writs you any letter either.
There hasn't been a letter from his
office since -«

Blanche is almost beside harself with her imability to get through to
Jane.

BLANCHE
Yes, Jane, Yes, there has!

(CONTINUED)
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JANE
You'rs lying, Blanche. You're just
a liar.

BLANCEE
Jane!

JANE

You always wsre a liar - all the time.
Bert Hanley nsvar wrote you any letter
and ke nsver callsd you about salling
the housa., You called him four weeks
ago and told hum to sell 151

BLANCHE
(lying furiously)
I did nothing of the sort!

JANE
Don't you think I know? Don't you
think I know evarything that goes on
in this house?

BLANCHE
You'‘ve been spying on me - iz 'that
what you're trying to say?

JANE -
(comtemptususly)
What do you think.

BLANCHE
You're disguating. All the things
I've done for you - and you pay me
back by spying on me, when I'm only
trying to help -~

JANE
(interrupting menacingly)
Who are you trying to help, Blancha?
What were you planning to do with ms
when you'd sold the houss - you waxnt
to tall me that?

Blanche is silant, guilty,

JANE
What did you have in mind - some
nice little place where they could
"Iook after me'?

(CONTINUED)
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Jane dismisses Blanche with a contemptuous sneer and goes to unplug
the telephone extension.

JANE
1 don't think you'd befter tire yoursalf
out with the phone anymore. Lfthere
are any calls I'll take 'em downstairs.

She moves to the door carrying the phoze. Blanche moves as i{ to
speak, but Jane cuts her off in a way which indicates that the subject

is closed.

JANE
(matter-of-factly)
Eat your lunch, it'll get cold.

She goes out and turns towards her bedroom &t the end of the Zallery.
Blanche starts to follow, arriving in the doorway just as the door of
Jane's badroomn is SLAMMED. Blanche sighs, unable to face the task
of forcing herself into Jane's presence. She turns back into the room
and closes the door. Coming up to the little desk, she pauses to
admire the lunch tray. As she reaches out for the metal dish cover
she is like a person whose last solace in life is the enjoyment of food.
It is as if all that has gone before were momentarily forgotten, She

Lifts the metal cover.

CLOSE SHOT - TRAY

Lying, carefully arranged in the middle of a lovingly prepared ring
of Jettuce, is the dead PARAKEET - it's neck broken, the haad at a
grotesque angle and & rich dab of mayonnaise spattered across the tail.

REVEZRSE CLOSE SHOT - BLANCHE

Her strickesn reaction as she lets the metal dish cover fall from her

pand and it CLATTERS on the floor, Her mouth opens, but for
saversl moments no sound will come - than she begins to SCREAM -

LONG DISSOLVE:

INT. JANE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

The flowsrs that Mrs., Bates brought for Blanche stand in & vase De&T
the bed. Jane is selecting a coat irom the built~in cupboard near her
dregsing table. Her movements are calm, unhurried and methodical.
She settles on a sadly unsuitable coat with a little fur collar, slips it

on and heads for the door.

INT. GALLERY AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Jane comes out of her roam, closes the door firmly and makes for
the stairs,

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

BLANCHE'S VOICE QVER
Jane... ? Jane, wait, :
Jane walks on past Blanche's door without pausing, QVERSCENE:
Blanche is scrabbling at her door, trying to get it open.

BLANCHE'S VOICE OVER
Jane, plsass listen tp me...
\.' ~
Jane moves on to the atairs and down without looking back. Rlanche's
door opens and she wheels herseif rapidly along the gallery to the
head of the stairs just in time to see ths {ront door slam.

CLOSE SHOT
The telephone sits invitingly on the hall table.
cuT TO:

EXT. - GARAGE -~ HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - LOCATION

Jane slides back the garage door, climbs into the bulit_-&". dated
Cadillac angd drives off. !

CUT TO:

INT., HALL AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIC

Blanchs is still at the head of the stairs looking down at the telephone
and uncertain what to do. Fipally, she turns her chair and huwrries
back towards her room.

CUT TO:
EXT. MRS. BATES' HOUSE AND GARDEN - DAY - LOCATION

Mrs. Bates is kneeling by a flower bed against the wall of the housa,
cutting flowers to maks up 2 bunch. She straightens up and carries
her flowers towards the house, glancing up at the window of Blanche »
room across the way as she goes.

CUT TO:
INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Blanche has maneufered ber chair into position directly beneath the
high window with ite heavy, ornamaental bars, Just evoiding toppling
forward out of her chair, she reaches up, grabs tha sill and bagins

to pull herself up.

CUT TC:
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EXT. - NEWSPAPER OF FICE BUILDING - LOS ANGCELES - DAY -
LOCATION

Jane moves along the sidewalk with a kind of childish confidence, quite
uoaware of any curious glances from passersby. She looks up at the
name over ths main sntrance of the buliding and goes in.

CUT TO:

EXT. - MRS, BATES' HOUSE AND GARDEN - DAY - LOCATION

Mrs. Bates cuts the last flower, straightens up and starts towsrds
her house, glancing up at the window of Blanche's room across the

way as she goes.

CUT TO:
INT. - BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY -~ STUDIO

By changing hands guickly, shifting her grip from the sill to the
window frame, Blanche {s able to drag herself up the last {ew inches

to the window.

BLANCHE'S P, 0.V,

She is able to see most of Mrs, Bates' house and & narrow angle of
the garden and lawn that runs right up against the wall of the Hudsan
houss with clsar dividing line between the two propertiss. Blanche
looks through the window just in time to see Mrs. Bates opening the
French windows of har drawing room aad disappearing inside.
Realizing that she is too late to be hsard, Blanche chokes back a cry
for help. Then, suddenly struck by another idea, she starts to lower
herself quickly back into her chair.

CUT TO:

INT, - ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT - DAILY NEWSPAFER - DAY -
1

Jane stands at the counter, behind which 2 balding, elderly CLERK in
shirtsleeves is sorting papers. He is slow to look up.

JANE
1'd like to place an advertisamsent.

The advertising Clerk rises reluctantly to take the slip of paper that
Jane has pulled out of her bag. FHes reads it through with rapid, pro-
fessional disinterest,

CLERK
Personikl column?

JANE
1 beg your pardon?

(c ONTINUED)
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CLERK
You want it to go in the Peraonal
Column or in the Want Ads?

JANE
{bridling)
Oh, I think Personal's nicer, don't

you?
The Clerk shrugs and counts the words quickly with his pencil,

CLERK
That'll be six dallars and thirty ceats.

Jane starts to count out the money.

CLERK
{(with pencil poised)
Who's placing this ad? We have 20

JANE
(brightly)
Why, Iam,

CLERK
(slightly impatient)
Yeah, [ know. Imean who for? If
you're advertising for samecne to
do a job for you - we have to have
your pame for the records.

JANE
Wall, that's right. It's for me, I'm
placing it. Jane Hudson. Maybe you
remember me - '"Baby Jane Hudson?"

jane smiles sngagingly., The Clark is too borad even to deny remem-
bering her., He writes down the name,

CLERK

Oh sure...
(taking her money)

Thanks. It'll be in the paper
tomorrow.

JANE
Thank you...

Jane turas eway a little ¢restfallen, as if she had expected somathing
more. As she moves out of FRAME, the Clerk turns to a
COLLEAGUE sitting at a desk behind him.

(CONTINUED)
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CLEREK
Who in the hell was "Baby Jane Hudson?"
HOLD ON Clerk as he turns back again to watch Jane leaving the office.
CUT TO:
110 INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIQ

Blanche aits at her desk typing a letter. She has been typing rapidly
and now she stops to read the nots ovsr to harself, uncertain whether

she has struck the right nots.

BLANCHE
Mrs. Bates - this is from your
neigbbor, Blanche Hudsaon. Ineed
your belp. [ am unable to use my
telephone and urgently need to consult
my doctor, Please ring Dr. Shelby
a2t OL 6-1656 and ask him to come
here to the house immediately.

Blanche pauses and then quickly types & last line, reacding it out to
hersalf as she does so, -

Ry BLANCHE (CONT'D)
Pleass - on no account lat my sister
know anything about tiis,

She rips the paper out from between the rollers and moves quickly
towards the window,

CcCUT TO:

111 EXT. TRAFFIC LIGHTS - SUNSET & LA BREA = EVENING =
OQLATION

Jane's car slows down and stope &3 the lights tura Ted.

112 CLOSE SHOT

Jane glances up 2t the driving mirro¥ and treats herself to a salf-
satigfied little smile,

113 MEDIUM SHOT
The lights change again and the car moves on.
CUT TO:

o~
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EXT. « MRS. BATES' HOUSE AND GARDEN - EVENING - LOCATIOY

Mrs. Bates is just coming out into the gardan again, whers she starts
to gather another bunch of flowers.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT - BLANCHE'S BEDROOM/WINDOW & GARDEN - EVENING -

Blanche struggles to pull herself up the last few Inches to the wiadow
and looks out. -

BLANCHE'S P, 0. V.

Mrs. Bates, with her back to CAMERA is engrossed with her gardening

CLOSEZ SHOT

Blanche hesitates - swnmoning up the courage to call out and, perhap:
wondering what, in fact, one does shout in such & vaguely ridiculous
situaticn. The SOUND of an approaching car is heard. Blanche waits
a moment longer, then - crumpling the note into a tight ball, she
throws it out of the window a8 hard apg she can and shouts -

BLANCEHE

. Please...!

BLANCHE'S P, 0, V.,

M=rs. Batas straightans up with a puzzled frown asd turmas around to
orientate herself, In another moment she would be looking atraight
up into CAMERA, but the SOUND of the approaching car has been in-
creasing in volume and, she turns in that direction, realizing - as abe
thinks - that what first attracted her attention must have been Jane 's
car that is just coming up the drive to the garage, which is bananth
Blanche's window. Mrs. Bates smiles and moves forward.

CLOSZ SHOT

Blanche's tragic reaction as she rsalizes that Mrs. Bates is no: going
to see her and that she i3 walking straight towards the white dall of
note paper that lies on the lawn., The SOUND of the engine is cur anc
the car door slams.

BLANCHEE'S P.O.V,

Mrs. Bates moves across the lawn towards the glrugé and stops right
in front of Blanche's ball of paper without seeing it,

MRS, BATES
{calling out)

Oh, Miss Hudson, how nice to ses
you., I was just going to call on you.

(CONTINUED)

—
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CONTINUED:

Jane comes into view, moving rather belligerently towards Mrs. Bares.
They mest on the lawn with the crumpled note lying, still umnnoticed,
batwaen them.

JANE

(sharp, suspicious)
Why - what's the matier ?

She starts to turn as if to lock up at the CAMERA,
gur TO:
INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM = HUDSON HOUSE - EVENING - STUDIO

Blanche ducks back so quickly that she almost falls, Pressing her face
against the wall, she listens anxdously,

: MRS, BATES (VOICE OVER)
Oh, nothing at all, I just thought I'd
ask you about the flowera I brought
pver for your sistef...

CUT TO:

EXT, GARDEN AND quSON HOUSE - EVENING - LOCATION

Mrs. Bates goes on talking, unsasily aware that Jane is looi:ing, not
at her, but uyp at Blanche's window, :

INSERT = JANE'S P,O. V.

Rlanche's window is empty. The curtain is moving with 2 faint motien
that could be caused by the breeze.

TWO SEOT
Jane turns back to loock at Mrs, Bates.

- MRS, BATES
<o I'm afraid they don't last vexry
long at this time of year, I thought
perhaps, you might liks some more,

Jane impatiently scuffs the lawn with her foot = Kicking out at the ball
of paper without really being awazrs of it.

JANE
1 don't think you should trouble
yourseli,

MRS, BATES

Oh, really = it's mo trouble, I've just
been cutting some now, that's why I
came over,

(CONTINUED)
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Jane bends down, picks up the scrap of paper and starts slowly
gtraightening it out in her bands,

125 CLOSE SHOT

Jane resdsa the typswritten note without showing any veaction, Mru.
Bates prattles an,

MRS, BATES (VOICE OVER)
I always think it's nice to have flowers
in the house. @ makes a roam so much
more chearful = spacially a sick-room. ..
I mean; when there's an invalid in the
house...

126 TWO SHOT

Mrs. Bates' voice trails away as she watches Jane read the note.
Jans's head comes up with an angry jerk.

JANE
{suddanly harsh)
Mzrs., Bates, if my sister really needed
flowars, 1 guess we could afiord to buy
them,

—

She turns on her beeal and stalks away, lsaving Mre. Bates speechisan,

. CUT TO:

127 INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM = HUDSON HOUSE - EVENING - STUDIC
Blanche still has her iace prassed up against the wall and is listening
with inersaping fear, The SOUND of the back door to the kitchen is
alammed bard, Blanche jerks involuntarily snd lowers harsell slowly

into her chair and then with great difficulty once again she pulls heracl
up to the window and looks out,

guT TO:!
128 BLANCEHE'S P.O,V, - DRIVEWAY & BATES BACKYARD - DAY -

The driveway is deserted. .
128-A BALL OF CRUMPLED PAPER is no longer in evidencs.
128-B CUT BACK TO BLANCHE
129 CLOSE UP - BLANCHE

Blanche is confused and bewildered and completaly unawasze of what
has happaned and who may now have her aote, Vary slowly her face
digpappsars below the ledge of the window.

SUT TO:
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51.
INT. KITCHEN - HUDSON HOUSE - EVENING - STUDIO

Jane strips off her coat, bangs it on the back of the door, takes a tray
and slams it down angrily on the table. Then she turns away to siart
sorting out crockery for a meal.

CUT TO:

INT. - BATES' LIVING ROOM = BATES' HOUSE « EVENING - STUDIO

Still upset by her meeting with Jane, Mrs. Bates enters the living
room through the French windows from the garden. Liza Bates looks

up brightly from the sofa.

' LIZA
What's the matter, Mother? Ycu look
as though you'd been in a fight.

MRS, BATES
(distractedly)
I'm not sure that I haven't been.

She starts stripping off her ovarall,

MRS, BATES
That Jane Hudson gets me so mad -
I could Kill her, . :

LIZA
(facetiously)
Gee, that's a good idea! What shall
we use?

Mzs. Bates looks at her sharply, only bali-aware that a joke was
intended.

: CUT TO:
INT, - STAIRS AND GALLERY - HUDSON HOUSE - EVENING - STUDIO

CLOSE SHOT - Jane's face is devoid of all sxpression &5 she moves
forward like some painted robot.

LOW ANGLE

Jane advancss towards CAMERA carrying a tray that is covared by a
very white, linen cloth, She stops in front of Blanche 's room and
opens the door.

INT. - BLANCHE'S BEDROCM - HUDSON HOUSE - EVENING - STUDIO

Jane's P, O, V. = CLOSE SHOT - The lunch tray with the maeatal dish
cover is still in its place on the desk. CAMERA SWINGS away into
CLOSE SHOT of Blanche, who cowers back in her chair against the
far wall.
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REVERSE SHOT

Jane moves into the room, places the fresh tray on the desk, and plcios
up the metal dish cover on the old tray to look at what may still be on
the plate. Jane's back is shielding the plate {rom the CAMERA, but
the dead bird is presumably still there, and Jane shrugs her shoriders
in & matter of fact mannar s if to say '"What a ghameful waste''. She
replaces the dish cover, picks up the tray and starts to leave,

CLOSE SHOT

Blanche, who has been waiting fearfully for an explosion of some Jand,
now realizes that Jane intends to leave the room without uttaring a wor

Rather than suffer further uncertainty, Blanche forces herself to speal

BLANCHE
(tentatively)
Did you have a nice drive,., ?

Jane stops and treats her to a blank, angry stare.

JANE
What are vou talking about?

BLANCHE
Nothing, dear. It's just that it's beegy
such & long time since you were out of
the house. I thought perhaps you'd been
for a drive, or something...

Jane does not bother to reply, but stands there waiting, as If ske
Jmew thers were more to come. Blanche manages to force & smile,

BLANCHE
You know, I've just been thinking.
t's an awful loag time since we had
a raal talk together - 1'mean, about
the futurs and everything...

Jane puts the tray back on the table and waits with the kind of
martyred patience of sormaone axpecting to be told a lie.

BLANCHE
1 mean, I dida't want you to be
worriad about the house, Because
sven if [ have to sell it, we'd still
be together, and -

JANE
{flat, hard)
You're not going to sall the house,
Blanche.
AMORE)

(CONTINUED)
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The effsct is immediate,
se&rns about to bresak into tears.

CONTINUED:

JANE (CONT'D)
(pause, her expression
becoming almost wiatiul)
My father bought this house = and he
bought it for me. You don't like to
remembar that, do you?

BLANCHE
(urgently] -
No, you're wrong, Jane. Tou've
forgotten. Father died before we
ever saw this house. I bought it for
the two of us when I signed my first
contract,

JANE
You think I can't remamber anything.
But there's a whole lot of things 1
remember - and you never paid for
this house. Baby Jane Hudson made
the money that paid for this house,

that's who.
BLANCHE
You don't know what you're saylng «-
" JANE

{intarxrupting flatly)
We aren't ever going to sell this
place, Blanche. And we aren't
ever going to leavs it either. .

Blanche hesitates, but when Jane moves to pick up the tray again,
she forces herself to say something that will atop Jane from going,

BLANCHE
Jane... Jane, do you remember when
I first came home after the accident?

. JANE
You said ws wouldn't ever talk about
that again., You promised.

BLANCHE
(seizing her advantage)
I know 1 did. But you see I'm in this
chair, Jane, After all those years -
I'm atill in this chair. And that gives
you some kind of responsibility,
dossa't it?

(CONTINTED)

Jane leans weakly against the table and

53,



o4,

136 CONTINUED: {2)

(R JANE
(an asguishad plea)
No, Blanche,.. You promised...

BLANCHE
(smoothly)
But, Jane, I'm only trying to explain
the way thingas are.
. {relentlessly)
And if I weren't in this chair you
wouldn't be able to do thess awful

things to me,

Blanche waits for her words to taks effect, but she has been defeatsd
by her own logic. Jane's pathetic sxpression is suddenly transformed
into a quick, bright smile as she seizes om to & childishly simple
thought.

JANE

{pleased)
But you are, Blanche.

Blanche irowns distractedly, not following her immediately.

(‘.“.- | J.ANE
Lk You are in that chair.
o ; BLANCHE
{appalled)
Jane, you don't know what you're
saying.
JANE
But you just said it yourself.
(pauss)

So tell me, what ars these "awful
things" I'm supposed to be doing to you?

Blanche makes & fesbls gesture with her hand as if to brush aside the
words she spoke before. ‘

BLANCHE
I dldn't mean.,. I meant, you ~ you
wouldn 't have to work so hard. .,
{quickly)
And I was just thinking maybe we
ought to have -Edna come in more
often « maybs live with us.

< JANE
{ ‘ (latly)
\ We don't need Edna.

(CONTINUED)



136

137

55.
CONTINUED: (3)
Blanche stumbles on desperately and Jane bagins to smile,

. BLANCHE

But you get so tired, thera's so much
for you to do. And you... I mean,
you're not well. =

JANE
NN (seriously) _ : :
Maybe yau're right, Parhaps I should
N have & check up or semething.

Terrified of overplaying her band, Blanche drops her gazs and speaks
a3 casually as she can manage. -

BLANCHE
I'm sure it'd be good for you. We
could get some really good doctor,
someone who...
Blanche looks up at Jane-and her words trail away. Her sister is
smiling - grinning at hex:

JANE
We could even get that nice Dr, Shelby,
couldn't we 7 :

Jane takes the crumpled note irom her apron pocket and smoothes it
out.

JANE )
Let's see now, what's his number
again..., ? A

The =ealization that Jane has dsliberately been playing with her is 00
rmuch for Blanche and she raises her hands &s if to hide her face.
Jane's smile vanishes, She picks up the old lunch tray and goes to the
door, pausing briefly for her parting shot.

JANE
It's not e that needs a doctor,
Blanche,

She leaves the room and closes the door. Blanche's gaze flies straight
to the {resh tray oo the table.

CLOSE SHOT

The beautifully laundered cloth is drapad gver the tray, making a
white, clinical outline that is both bulky and sinister,
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Blanche skims across the room in her chair, determined to stifle hes
fear. Reaching the table, she raises her hand to lift the cloth and
stops dead without touching it. Her hand remains poised for a momen!
and then falls useleasly into her lap., Fighting back her desire to oo
she sets herself for another affort, but this one fails more quickly
than her first. Letting out & quick, harsh sed, she whirls ker chair
around and moves rapidly to the far corner of the room, befors turning
to look at the tray again.

CLOSE SHOT

The light is fading quickly and the whita cloth bagins to take on a
luminous quality &s night falls and the room dissolves into darkness,

LONG DISSQLVE:

INT. LIVING ROOM - THE FLAGG'S APARTMENT - DAY - ETUDIO

SHOOTING over the top of an upright piano CAMERA STARTS ON
CLOSE SHOT OF: EDWIN FLAGG peering shortsightedly through his
thiek lenses at the music rack in front of him, whilst his left hand picks
out a saries of tentetive, absent-~minded notes on the keybaard.
Although he is only thirty, the soft, Qleshy falds of Edwin's weak,
unlovely face make him look older. Still staring at the mnaic rack

with his pale, watery eyes, Edwin reaches out with his right hand,
picks up a ball point pan and raises it as if to mark his scors,

EXT. THE FLAGG'S APARTMENT AND SIDEWALK - DAY -
TSCATION

The apartment, an exact raplica of a dozen othars that form & side
street court, has the forlorn appearance of the kind of prefabricated
housing estates that were once put up with great speed in Culver City
and then promptly forgotten, The central, concrete sidewalk is
cracked and uneven, with waeds creeping ento it from the dry,
neglected flower beds that surround it, The cccasional pedestriacs
flit about like silent, gray shadows in a deserted town, The faint
tinkling of Edwin's piano is HEARD,

Edwin's mother, DELIA FLAGG, a dowdy, elderly woman with stringy
gray hair and a rabbitty old over coat is moving towards the {ront door
of her apartment, She has the tired, long suffering appearance of
sameone who has martyred themsalves for 2 lost cause and enjoyed
every miserable minute of it. Dslia Flagg takes the key from ker
purse, pruses with a proud little smile to listen to the pilano, and lets
herself into the apartment.

INT. LIVING ROOM - THE FLAGG'S APARTMENT - DAY - STUDIC

RESUME CLOSE SHOT OVER THE PIANO TOP;, Still stroking the
notes with his left hand, Edwin puts down his pen, rsaches cut 1o =
small table at his side and comes back with a thick, juicy sandwich,
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REVERSE SHOT

What Edwin has been looking at and marking ia not 2 music score, but
the Personal Column of & newspaper on which he bas drawn two thick
pircles around cne of the ads. He chews thoughtfully on his sandwich
like samecne who eats for the sake of comfort rather than sustépance.

DELIA (VOICE OVER) o
Hello, dear...

In spite of her years in the States, Delia Flagg's voice retains the -
characteristic, whining twang of the Cockney Londoner. Edwin's hand
drops from the keyboard and he spins arcund on his music stool with
an expression of anxiety and iwritation to ses his mother standing in

the doorway,

: DELIA
Doxn't stop for me, dear..

Edwin speaks with a synthetic, genteel British accent, which in
moments of strass is liable to slur back iato his native American.
He ignores his mother's remark and fires a que stion.

EDWIN
{anxious, but not for her)
Well, what did the doctor say?

DELIA
He says it's no use my tryin' to go
back to work for another six months.

EDWIN
(disappointed, unsympathetic)
Didn't he even give you anything to take?

DELIA
No. He says it's arthritis an' the
anly thing to do is not to try an'
work until it clears up,

She moves further into the room, anxious to ses the paper on the piano,
but afraid of irritating her som.

EDWIN
{bitterly)
Did he suggest what we should use
for money in the meantime ? /

DELIA |
No, dear. But he's ever such & nice |
wen. Anyway, never mind, we've
still got a bit of savings.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

Edwin's expression is one of pained disgust. As he turns away on iz
stool his mother tekes the opportunity of preping ovesr his shoulder,

DELIA .
Oh, that's nice. You've found something
then, have you?

EDWIN
You don't have to get so excited. You
haven't sven seen what it {s yet.

Delis rsachas over her son's shoulder to get the paper. He squirms
away from the momentary, physical contact.

DELIA
No, but it's a possibility, isn't it?
I mean there aren't all that many jobs
that'd be suitable = I mean to say for
someone with your qualificatiens.

EDWIN
(angrily)
What qualifications ?
DELIA
(vaguely)
Well, you know.,,Serious music an’
:h‘t. .. '
(becoming enthusiastic
as she reads)
But this sounds like just the ticket,
doesn’t 1t7?

hurls himself away from the pianc and paces up and down, locking
the ceiling as if he were seeking salvation from this pathetic, dating
woman. Stll halding the paper, Delia watches him for a momoent

then speaks very meekly.

DELIA
You going to eall?

EDWIN
(daliberately obtuse)
Call who?

o

EE

DELIA
Well, these people...

She points at the newspaper.
(CONTINUED)
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EDWIN
(grudgingly)
Might as well, ..

DELIA
(eagerly)
What, now?

He turns on her with another flash of anger.

EDWIN :
Well, it wouldn’t be a lot of bloody
use calling next week, would it?

Ax be goes on pacing the floor and glancing nervously at the telephone,
which stands on @ cheap little ornamental table, he suddenly becomes
the halpless, dependent child again. He turns and leans across the
table towards his mother with an outragecusly coaxing emile.

' EDWIN
I rell you what... You ring for me.
(quickly) :
Tell tham you're my secretary, or
something.

Delia smilas ecstatically at her son and chuckles like some coy
conspirator.
{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (3)

DELIA
All »ight, dear, I'll do that. 1 won't
let on who I am, I'll just tell them I'm
Mz. Flagg's secretary.

She folds the newspaper and paers avidly for the number,

DELIA
(happily) :
You know. I believe your old Mum
would maks a jolly good secratary.

Edwin stands by tha telephope, biting his lip as Delis reaches out for
the receiver. t

CUT TO: .
INT. - HALL AND GALLERY - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

The teiephone on the hall table is RINGING. Jane moves into FRAME
to answer it,

JANE
(into telephone)
Hello... ? Yes, that's correct, this
{s Miss Hudson.., Oh yes, about the

advertisement. ;
: {ths voice at the other end

causes her a moment of

doubt)
Who is this speaking? .., 1see, his
secratary... Yas, well certainly - I'll
be glad to give Mr. Flagg an appointmant.
Let me see now - What about this evening -
say about five, how's that? ... Fine.
I'll be expecting himn than. Thank you,
Goodbye, '

She hangs up smiling, oaly to look up furicusly a momsent later as the
buzzer from Blanche's room begins to ECHC around the house.

CUT TO:
INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STURIO

Slanche takes her finger from the bell-push by her bed and paugess o
listen. Hearing no kind of respongs, she presses the bell again,
lomg and bard.

JANE (OVER)
(loud and harsh)
Stop that!

(CONTINUZD)
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JANE
What d'you want?

BLANCHE
(confused and timid)
Who was that on the phome.,. ?

JANE
(flatly)
None af your business. What were

you ringing for?

BLANCHE
(pleading)
1'm hungry, Jane,..

JANE
(logically)

Blanche turns quickly to ses Jane staading in the doorway.

Of course you're hungry. You didn't

eat your dinner last night, that's why

you'rs hungry.

BLANCHSE
But you forgot my breakfast.

JANE
{evenly)
1 dign't forget your breakiast,
(a9 to a child)
1 didn't bring you any breakiast
because you didn't eat your dinner,

(she pauses thoughtfully)
You know, ] was just thinking, wa're

right back where we started.

JANE

When I was on the stage you had to
depend on me for sverything. Even
the food you ate came from me -
remembar ? You never thankad me
for that eithar, did you? And now
you even have to depend on me for
your food again.

{she smiles)
You see... we're right back where

we started.

(CONTINUED)

&L

Blanche looks at her anxiously, wandsring what piace of twisted logic
may be coming naxt,
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CONTINUED: ({(2)

BLANCHE
(almost hystezical)
Why are you doing this to me? Why?

JANE
) {innocently)
Doing what, Blanche ?

BLANCHE
Making me afraid to eat, trying to
make me starve myself,

JANE
Don't ba silly. If you starved you'd
die. 1 don't kmow what you'res talking
about, You really must be sick.

BLANCHE

(carefully)
Jane, have you ever stopped to think
that if something happensd to me,
I mean, you know - something... bad.
There woulds't be any money, bacause
1 wouldn't be there to sign the checks,
And you wouldn't even get your pocket
rmoney. :

Jane looks at her very stsadily.and smiles enigmatically.

JANE
Yes, I've thought of that.
-- . {pauses and thez becomes
abrupt again)
Why didn't you eat your dizner?

BLANCEE
{ was afraid, Jane, You mads me
afraid.

JANE
Huh, I thought you were suppossd to be
the 'big girl' in this family.

Jane goes across to the tray, lifts up the cloth contempruously and
takes a plump, clean looking chop in her hand.

JANE

There's nothing wrong with this,
Blanche.

She takes a healthy bite and chews on it with childlike pleasure.

(CONTINUED)

&2.

Jane shrogs as if to dismiss the whols thing and maves into the »oom.
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JANE

(chewing}
You're just a neurctic, Blanche,
D'you know that, you're just a nauratic.

She turns to gase idly out of the window and rsacts almost inmediately
to something she sees these,

BLANCHE

{cagerly)
Well, maybe I could have somae of it
now,

Jane glances distractedly at Blanchs, shakes her head "no' thexn turns
back to the window.

CcUT TO:

146 JANE!'S P.O,V. - CARDEN & DRIVE - BATES HOUSE

147

Liza Pates sits on the back stepe of her housa, She is going through
the business of combing out family cocker spaniel. Locking PAST
CAMERA, she waves and (silently to us) mouths unheard morning

greeting,
' CUT TO!

INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM =~ HUDSON HOUSE = DAY - STUDIO

Blanche slowly moves her chair in Jane's direction.

BLANCHE
Fleage, Jane,.. I'm hungry.

Jane turns back from the window and steals a stealthy look at her

. watch, Then ghe turns and hursies acroes the room toward dining/

desk suriace.
JANE

(hurziadly)
No, Ihave to go now.

Jane picks up the tray,

. BLANCEE
Ju.t a ntﬂl. s
; JANE
(primly)

No, you dida't want it last night, so now
you'll just have to wait until it's lunchtima,

She goes out quickly and c.louu. the door behind her, Blanche turns
her chair in a complete circle, her eyes searching the room as if to
find some way of escape, some means of calming her degperation,

CUT TO: -

e mm— o wy - —- i -— —
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148 INT. = KITCHEN - EUDSON HOUSE - DAY - LOCATION
Jane bursts into the kitchen to find Edna already taking off hes coat.

R JANE

{smiling pleasantly)
Hello, Edns...

EDNA
{a touch of caution)

Well, good morning,

Jane puts down the tray,

JANE
(very {riendly)
1 saw you coming up the drive, and
I wanted to talk to you.

EDNA

I see. ..

Jane is quickly feeling her way into the part she has decided to play.
She picks up her purse and turns to Edna with real humility.

3 JANE
Yes, ] wanted to apologize, I mean
about yssterday,

EDNA
{bemused)
Apologize... 7

e e
l' ;

JANE
(rather fast)
Yes, | wasn't feeling too good y=sterday
and I was a bit unkind, wasa't I? Well,
anyway, 1 wanted to make up for it todavy,
50 I got up early and fixsd the house and
everything so's you couid have the day off.

: EDNA
Well, Idon't kmow. ..

Jane digs into her purse and comes out with & five dollar bill, waich

she offers to Edna. There is nothing patronizing in her gesture,
because she has genuinely made herself believe in tha part she is
playing, and it.is this that eventually convinces Edna as well.

JANE
Lock, here’s five doilars. ..

R EDNA
([ v (reluctantly)
Does Miss Blanche know... ?

(CONTINUED)
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148 CONTINUED:

: JANZ
It's not fram Blanche. I saved that
sut of my own allowance. So whyn't
you go out to the beach for the day or
something.

EDNA
{embarrassed, touched)
Well, thank you... What I meant was,
does Miss Blanche know about taking

the day ofi.

JANE
Yes, 1told her, She said it was a
nice ldea,

Even now Edna is a bit doubtful and reluctant, but she camnct refuse
the money without hurting Jane's fselings.

EDNA
Well, if you say so0...

JANE
1 do.

Edna takes the money and stuffs it awkwardly inta the pocke: of bar
coat which she now has over her arm. Jane is edging her toyards the

door.
EDNA
I'll see you next week then, is that
right? '
JANE
{abstracted)
That's right, you coms in next week
sometime.
EDNA
I'll do that.

Jane holds the door opexn for her.

JANE
Bye now, and have a good time,

EDNA
Bye, and, ., and thank you.

jane smiles, ushers her out and cleses tha door.

CuUT TO:
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NT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Blanche looks up sharply as she hears the door slam in the kitchen
balow. She wheals herseli across the room, opens the door and
ligtens anxiously. The clatter of dishes from the kitchen is HEARD,
Blanche closes the door, moves over to the bed and starts the slow,
painful business of lifting herself with the aid of the bas and trying to
raove forward on hey feet. The fear and hunger of the paast few days 1©
already beginning to show in her face and in her movements,

- A Sur 10:
INT. KITCHEN - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO - CLOSE SHOT

Jane is shaking out & freshly laundered, linen cloth., As she foats
the zloth over the lunch tray that has besn preparec on the kitchen
table, CAMERA follows the cloth without evar quite seeing what it
finally comes down to covar. Jans lifts the tray and goes to the door

CUT TO:

INT, BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Blanche has succesdad in moving along the edge of her bed until she
{s 3 foot ar two away from her chair. The SOUND of Jane's footsteps

on the stairs is heard., Blanche panics and tries feverishly to regain
the safety of her chair, '

cuT TO!
INT. - GALLERY AND STAIRS - EUDSON HOUSE -~ DAY - STUDRIO

Jane comes along the gallery, reachss the door and enters withouwt
knocking.
CUT TO:

INT. - BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIC

Blanche collapses into her chair just as Jans appears in the doorway,
Jane moves into the room without appearing to have noticed Blanche '=
frantic movemants, 5till frightered but drawn almost aginst der will
by the loaded tray, Blanche follows Jane across the roam.

BLANCHE
Who was that at the door?

JANE
Edna.

BLANCHE
Edna? But what's she doing then?
Is sha down in the kitchen? '

[CONTINUED)
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CONTINUEZD:

JANE
(pleasantly)
Neo. I gave her the day off,

Blanche gesms about to remonstrate, but than thinks bester of it,

Jane puts the tray down on the table and goes on chatting pleasantly 2=
she moves around the room putting things iz order and nevex really
leaking directly at Blanche.

JANE
Yes, I think we give Edna a pretty
hard tims, considerizg. Itold her
she could comae back next wesk,

She finishes her work and pauses in the doorway whilst Blanche waits
impatiently for her to go so that she can examine her lunch tray. Jane
tusns to go, then almost as an afterthought looks straight at Blanche
and asks her a question,

JANE
Blanche, did you kmow we have rats
in the cellar? -

She goes out and closes the door without waiting for an answer or
sppearing to register Blanche's incredulous reaction., Blanche starts
to follow Jane to ask for an explanation, but quickly changes her mind
and moves back towards the tray on the desk. She is scurrying back
and forth like a trapped animal that knows if ls doomed but, stricken
with terror, does not know where the final blow is coming from.
Bianche stope in front of the tray and finally forces herself to take
hold of the cloth that covers it. Then, very carefully anc ready to

let it fall again at apy moment, she puils the cloth away fromm the tTay.

CLOSE £H0T - THE TRAY

A large plate with & cirvele of sliced tomate surrounding a iresaly
tossed grsen salad.

CLOSE SHOT

Blanche relaxes and smiles, It is only as she reaches out o take &
imaf of lettuce that she bsgins to sanse that there is something odd or
unusual about the way in which the salad has been heaped up ¢ form a
mound in the middle of the plate. Suddenly anxious, she snatchss
away u handful of lettuce leaves from the top.

CLOSE SHOT

Resting thers, as if in its nest, is 3 DEAD MOUSE in a trap. The
steel spring has broken the animal's nack, partially flattening it so
that the flesh has been squeezed back to form an obscenely plump
bulge within the loose, furry skin of the body.
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CLOSE SHOT

Blanche scraims and sweeps the tray off the table,

*~
-

CLOSE SHOT o

The plate smazhes on the floor.

DISSOLVE:
EXT. - GATES - DRIVE AND HUDSéhﬂHOUSE - DAY - LOCATION

Edwin Flagg enters the gates at the bottom of the drive and looks up
at the house.

LONG SHOT

The house lles silent, and apparantly deserted in the lats, afternocn
sun.,

MED, SHOT
Edwin closes the gates with timid care and starts up the _.d?i.va.
CUT TO:

INT, = KITCHEN - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY ~ STUDIO

Jane is seated at the kitchen tabls with a glass and a bottls in front
of her. She is elaborataly cverdressed in & bright, velvety crsation
that {s all bits and pieces of lace end fussy bows. Her hair is done
up with & ribbon and her face is plastersd with make-up. Jane takas
2 swallow from her glass and looks up at the clock, which shows
precisely five, She takes another, quick, nervous swig, Then, juset
as she is putting down har glass, ths doorbell RINGS. Jane lurches
to her feet and hurries out of the roam.

EXT. FRONT DOOR - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - LOCATION

Edwin is waiting uneasily on the doorstep. He mops his glistening
face with a rather soiled handkerchisf with which he then starts lo
wipe hiy hands. H= is just looking ysarningly back down the drive
when the door opens and he turns to be conirontec by Jaze,

CLOSE SHOT

Jane's face is contortad’in & manner that is intended to convey a
gracious welcome. It'begins to collapse, or rather unfold into soms-
thing very like cisappointment,

IWQ SHOT

Neither Edwinnor Jane can quite belisve that they are facing the
percon they wera supposed to meet.

(CONTINUED)
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JANE
Good afterncan...
EDWIN

L.. hello, un, I'm Edwin Flagg.
1 have an appointment with & Miss
Hudson for five o'clock, '

JANE
Well, you're right on tims, aren't you?

EDWIN
Yes, yes. Ibeliave Iam.

‘He goes on hovering on the doorstap.

JANE
Wall, come on in, I''m Miss Hudson,
Jane

Eawin is unable to control his surprise - his voice tumns into & bark.

EDWIN
Oh, r!l.lly 1

Flustered by his obviously unsuitable reaction, Edwin lorches forwazrd
and holds out bis hand. Realizing too late that he iz still holding his
grubby bandkerchief, ks stuffs it into his pocket and tries again. They

shake hands,

JANE
Coma in,

165- A EXT. LOCATION

166

Edwin follows her into the house,
INT. HALL AND LIVING ROOM = HUDSON EOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Jane closes the front door and hesitates in an agony of indecision Like
a young girl on hez first date.

JANE
Ferhaps we should - I mean, perhaps
you'd like to go into the living ToOm. ..
We could er,,. talk thare,

EDWIN
Ceartainly.

She leads the way unsteadily across the hall and they enter the living
room, where Edwin stands by the sofa, and looks around the room witk

self-conscious interest,
EDWIN

(mock English accent)
1 say, whaat a perfectly eharming room.
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EDWIN
Thank you.

He lowers himself cautiously onto the sofa and Jare sits down on tha
edge of a chair facing him, Thereise long pause.

JANE
Sao you're Mr, Flagg.

EDWIN
That's right

JANE
Edwin Flagg.

Edwin nods his head vigorously and gives her what is intended to be ax
encouraging smile. There is another awkward pause.

JANE
Well now, [ guess I should offer you
something.
{Jane suddenly stands up)
Yes, [ know, why doni't I go and fix us
some tea. D'you like tea, Mr, Flagg?

EDWIN °
Oh yes. I‘m very fond of tea.

She starts off ecross the rocm so that Edwin has to call aftar her.
EDWIN
You must have gusssed that I'm
Engu‘hn LI} \
Jane pauses by the door and looks at him vaguely.

. JANE
Ok really? Well, how nice,

She goes out Isaving him to look uneasily around the reom.
CUT TO:

INT. BLANCHE'S ROOM - HUDSON HQUEE - DAY - STUDIC

Blanche has the door of ber room open and is iistening, but all she oan
hear are some vague sounds from the kitchem. She wneels hersel
quietly out of the room and along the gallery to the stairs.

CuT T0:
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L
INT, LIVING ROOM - HUDEON HOUSE - DAY - STUDID

Edwin has gotten up and is inspecting the room more minutely, Pausing
in froat of the enormous, empty fire-place, he looks up at the expensive,
silver picturs frame that hangs above it, Only the glass and the card-
board backing remain, the picture has gone. Zdwin puzzles over this
for a moment, then shrugging his shoulders moves towards the door,

CUT TO:

INT. GALLERY AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE -« DAY - STUDIO

Blanche sits at the head of the stairs listening. She can see 3 large
part of the hall and the {ront door, but the doors to the kitchen and the
living room lie hidden away to her right. The SQUND of Edwin opening
the living room door and coming out into the h;u is hurd. Blanche
strains forward.

CuT TO:

INT. - HALL - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Edwin shuffles along the hall with timid curiosity, not at all sure of
bis bearings. The RATTLE of silverware is heard from the kitchan.
Edwin turns to look in the direction of the kitcken, but then hearing
nothing further, starts off slowly along the hall again, looking minutsly
at the ﬂch furnishings and pictures as if to estimate their cash value,

CUT TO:
INT, GALLERY AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Blanche can now quite definitely HEAR that someone is moving slowly
towards the foot of the stairs and that they will thersfors, come into
view &t any moment, She is ready to call out but dares not to do so
until she can be sure of knowing who it is.

CUT TO:

INT., HALL - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Edwin stops in front of a picture and is just starting to move on aguin,
when the kitchen door swings opan and Jane comes out carrying a
heavily laden tray, Edwin turns to face her and they look at each

other for a moment.
CuT TO:

INT. GALLERY AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Blanche is holding the newel post at the hsad of the stairs, leaning
forward as far as she dares.

(CONTINUEDR)
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173 CONTINUED:
v EDWIN (VOICE OVER)
Here, let me help you. That'a a terribly
big burdesa for... for such a little girl,
JANE (VOICE OVER)

(giggling)
Why thank you. You're very kind.

2.

As she hears Edwin's FOOTSTEPS moving away down the ball again,

Blanche reacts with bitter disappointment.
- CUT TO:

174 INT. LIVING ROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Edwin cemes into the room followed by Jane, puts the tray with ths
silver tea sarvice on the takle in front of the sofa and sits down. Jane

bands down clumsily and staris to pour.

JANE
1t's hot today. You must be tired -
driving out hare.

Edwin, who does not own & car and came by bus, tells a lie and

elaborates an it,

EDWIN
Well, actually I took a cab,,. It's a bit
e of 2 nuisance, but 1 had to put my car
ol | for servicing. ) :
= JANE
I always think it's nice to break bread
with strangers, don't you?

EDWIN
Ch Ye8,ae Y.'; tnd..do

As she hands out a cup for him it begins to rattle dangerously in hes

hand and the tez slops all over the saucer.

EDWIN

(half- rising)
Here, let me help you.

Jane smilas gracicusly and thay both sit down, Edwin glances arounc
the room, ssarching for a subject of conversation as he balances the te?

cup precariously on his knae,

EDWIN
(finally}
i den't think you, er, actually mentioned
the exact nature of your Wi...

JANE
. My act? Well, to tell you the truth I've
;-*' } been retired for quite a while now, There
\ was some family trouble, I had to look
after someone who was sick, you know.
But now, s«

EDWIN

(pornpouely)

Now you'rs free to return to your

i o i Y s
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CONTINUVED:

JANE
Yes. Wall, that is I expect to be {ree
inn a few days - maybe & week.

EDWIN
I see. And what exactly - I mean,
I take it you're a soloist, some
instrument?

JANE
I wonder if you can guess?

EDWIN
1don't kmow... Imean, can you give
me a hint?

JANE
(unable to hold back)
It's mot fair to make you gussy like
this, isit? I'U tell you. I'm "Baby
Jane Hudson !"

There is a terrible pause whilst Jane looks at Edwin encouragingly and
he fumbles for words.

EDWIN
{vaguely)

{catching himself just in
time and injecting a note
of genuine astonishment
into his voice)

Well, ! never! -- You mean, you're
really the "Baby Jane Hudson?'

JANE
{delighted)- :
Yes, [am too, I'm going to revive
my act. Just the way [ usedto do it -
exactly, Of course same of the
arrangements‘ll need to be brought
up to date. Music changes $o much,

Baﬁy. vo 2

doesn't it?
EDWIN
{bemnused)
Yes.
JANE

But they're all just desperats for new
acts, you know, Telavision, Las Vagas,
all the clubs, and there's still an awful
lot of people who remember me, lots of

(MORE)
{CONTINUED)
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JANE (CONT'D)
them. And after all, there's a whole
bunch of other old timers that have
come back, aren't there?

There is a hint of pleading in her questicn.

EDWIN
(hiding a sraile) p
1 don't see how you could fail.,

Jane's smile becomes intimats,

JANE
You kmow, I had a feeling about you...
A kind of faeling, the minute I opaned
the door and saw you standing there.
1 just knew we were going to turn out
to be friends.

Edwin smiles ingratiatingly and there is silence until Jane's thoughts
make another sudden change of direction. —

L JANE
I was thinking about costumes,

EDWIN -
(taken aback)
Costumas ?

JANE
Yes. I've taksn ali my old ones down
to be copied. Don't you think that's a
good idea ?

EDWIN
Well, of courss, I don't gquite
remembaer -«

JANE

(sympathetically)
No, of course, how could you. But
! do want your opinion, Edwin, I really
do. Before you came I put all my
pictures and stuff out in the rsheirsal
room so you can look at themn and tell
mes what you think,

She gets up and holds out her hand to him. Edwin has oo alternative
Bist to take her hand and let her lsad him from the room, A= she
erosses the floor Jane is doing somsthing very Like skipping with
pleasure,

(CONTINUED)
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JANE
You would like to see the pictures,
wouldn't you?

EDWIN
Of course.

JANE
Oh, I wish Daddy could be hare right
now! 'You can't ever lose your talent"
v.. he used to tell me. 'You can lose
everything else, but you can't ever lose
your talant,

Jane passes through the door into the hall pulling Edwin behind her like
a fat, hairless teddy bear.

175 NT. REHEARSAL ROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Jane leads Edwin into the rehearsal roomi, moving straight across to
tha piano. ‘
JANE
My scrap book's on the piane here.
You'll see all the pictures.

She picks the big, leather bound volume off the pianc top and opens it
for Edwin, who looks cautiously at the first picturs, and reacts with

pained incredulity.
175 CLOSE SHOT

The first picture is a full puge photograph of Baby Jane at the ags of
seven. 3he is looking up at the camera, one finger pointed daintily
at-her chin and her eyes smiling with & coy guile that would do credit

to & twenty ysar old.

JANE (VQICE OVER)
i always like that Sirst one, it's so...
I don't know, sad?

Before Edwin is forced to comment they are interrupted by the loud,
insistent shrilling of the BUZZER from Blanche's room.

177 TWO SHOT

Jana turns angrily, is about to say something fierce, but then controls
nerself enough to give Edwin an apologetic smile.

JANE
I'm sorry, you'll have tc excuss me.

(CONTINUED)
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EDWIN
Yes, of course...

As Jane exits, Edwin turns and goes on examining the scrap book,
leafing through it with increasing astonishment and dismay. Edwin
looks up nervously at the buzzer on the wall which kaeps on RINGING,
Ha puts down the scrap book and tumns hig attention to the pisno banch,
which he opens to find it stacked with sheet music. He bends down lo
pick up @ manupcript, when something else catches his eye and he
straightens up holding a phetograph.

CLOSE SHOT

Clearly visible beneath the vicious slashss of red crayon with which the
picture has been attacked is a photagraph of Blanche Hudson as she
appeared in one of her films. Edwin stares at the picture with scane-
thing like fear, then slowly turns in bewildered confusion at the ampty

*picture frame atop the maatel, The constant RINGING of the buszer

stops abruptly.

INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - EUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Jane is wrenching Blanche's arm away irom the bell-push, causing the
whesl chair to spin around, roll back and hit tha well. Jane raises hav
hané as if to strike.

JANE
(vancmously)
You always have to try and spoil
everything, don't you!

Blanche cowers back, searching for words - anything that will avert
tha hand that is raised threateningly above her head.

BLANCHE
No. Please, Jane ~ I only wanted to
know. ..,

JANZ

You want to know who's down there,
that's what you want to know... Well,
Il tell you. I've got a f{riend down
there, someons who's come to see ME,
He doesn't even know you exist. You
don't like that, do you?

BLANCHE
(quickly)
You're wrong, Jane. I waat you to
have {riends. That's what Ialways
wanted for you,.. Really.

(CONTINUED}
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Jane pauses, her expression becoming nostalgic as if she were looking
back over the years to examine the truth of Blanche's words,

JANE
{pathetically)
Wall, how come [ naver had any then?

Blanche flinches momentarily in the face of this unanswerable plaa.

BLANCHE
(fumbling)
I guess maybe you werea't, [ .mean,
maybe you were just too independent. .,

Jana's tone is still regrecful rather than angry.

JANE
Ne, that wasn't it. You always stopped
me, that's why., You always tried to
stop me having iriends - anything I
egver waated, .

BLANCHE
Not anymore, Jane. Really, not
anymore, 1'm pleased you've got
a2 {riend. that's what you need, I wes
Just hoping maybe I could meet him.
That'd be nice. We could have a nice
talk, just the three of us.

She looks at Jane and sees that she bas pushed her idea to0 quickly.

JANE
(angzy again)
Oh you'd like that, wouldn't you?
Then maybe you could tell him a
whole lot of liss about ma like you
did with the others. Scare him off,
ar maybe have him for yourself!

She euts off Blanche's protest with a stinging blow across the face.
CUT TO:;

T. REHTARSAL ROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Ddwin, the sbject of the sisters' quarrel, is looking anything but
desirable. He has sat himself down at the piano and is snuffling
asthmatieally amongst the sheet music on the rack, The covers of all
the scores feature Baby Jane in various coy attitudes and situations.
Edwin finds a particularly odious one where Baby Jane sitz at a listle
desk, A thick pencil is poised in her chubby fist and she is looking
skywards 23 if in search of inspiration {or the note she is composing,

(CONTINUED)
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Edwin opens the score and begins to play, tentatively at first, buz
quickly gaining confidence as he masters the simple tune,

Pecoming engrossed in this exercise he fails to notice Jane as she
moves quietly back into the room and comes to atand bahind him at the
piano, Jane starts to sing and Edwin looks around startled, but seaing
that she is hardly aware of him, he turns back and goes on playing,

- JANE

: (singing)

Oh, the Postman, he won’t mind

'Cause Mama says that Heaven's near,

Tho' you've left us both behind,

I'm writing Daddy dear...

1- 10” - wnn ..
The song comes to an end, Jane is twittering with delightad
arnbarrassment,

JANE
Wall, you certainly can play, can't
you, Edwin?
EDWIN
. (daringly)
And you certainly can singl
JANE

1 can sze you've done this kind of
work before.
EDWIN
Ch no., not really...
(failing to sound casual)
Actually I've speat most af my time

on sarious music. You know, composing
- and that sort of thing,

JANE
You mean this would really be yous
#rst contact with show business?

EDWIN
Well, not exactly. You see my father
was quite well known as an actor,

JANE

How nice., Was he in movies?
Perhaps I even worked with him.

Edwin contrives to combine gellantry with a plea for sympaty.
(CONTINUED)
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X EDWIN
Oh, I shouldn't think so. I mean, he's
been dead guite a long time now...

: JANE
1 know how you feel. I lost my father
—  when | was quite young...

They begin to talk across each other in the manner of lonely people who
are sager to pour outtheir hearts and are guite content to bask in the
glow éf.mutual sympathy without really troubling to Msten to what the
othar perscon is saying.

EDWIN
Of course he was more in the classical
tradition, [ mean as an actor. Shakespeare

and that sort of thing, you know.

: JANE
They used to say my father could've
had 2 real success in his own right.
'

Edwin is busy building his own images. Jane has to press bar point.

JANE
He was & musician tog, you know,

EDWIN

(vagualy)
Oh really, what instrument?

JANE
The banja.

. EDWIN

(blankly)
Oh, that's intereasting...

(he feels obliged to give

his comment weight)
Very native Amarican...

{he quickly ravarts to his

favorita subject)
Of course my father was British,
But he never really got a chance out
hers in Hollywoed...

He pauses to get Jane's attention, then lats out a rueful chuckls asg if
the well-practised line he is going to bring out had just accurred to
him,

(CONTINUED)
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EDWIN

= : It's funny really, bacause actually he

came from a rather diastinguished family
- socially, Imean, and nearly all the
parts he had were playing menials -
butlers and that kind of thing, you know,

Jans is not at all surs that she has understood him correctly, but
senses that sympathy would ba in order.

JANE
Gee, that's too bad.

EDWIN
Yes... My mother never really
appreciated him - [ mean, what 3
was trying to do.

JANE
I know what you mean. It's very hard
for an artist when people don't
understand, I remember -~

EDWIN
(interrupting)
1 somatimes try to explein to her that
if you're going to produces anything

TR decent in the way of serious music,

you have to have the right atmosphere.
But of course Delia can't understand
that.

JANE
(a touch of amxisty)
Delia? Whao's Delia?

EDWIN :
Well, you might not think it to look
&t her, but she's my mother,

JANE
(giggling)
Oh dear, for a moment there I thought
you had a little wife or a lady-friend
tucked away somewhere.

Edwin finds the thought genuinely abhorrent.
EDWIN
(hastily)
Oh nc, nothing like that...

: (CONTINUED)
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A lifetime of wheedling ha
playicg up his weakness.
of sad notes on the piano,

wnburdens himself with a ruah.

He looks up to see what effect he is hav.lng and is gratified by Jane's

reaction.

EDWIN
In fact, I dom't know why I'm telling
you all this, but you see I don't think
my mother ever really wanted mae,
My father usad to tell me that she
ferced him to marry her.,. And she's
the reason I applied for this job. You
ses, 1 need the money so that I can
ligat out' and find a place of my own,
somewhere I could really work - write
music.

EDWIN
1f you want to know the truth, I can't
stand my mother - she disgusts me,
She's one of those people who can
never leave you alone, always running
after me - and forever asking stupid
guestions, 1 don't kmow... ’

JANE
You poer boy,

EDWIN
If oniy I had the monsy for somewhere
to live 1'd leave har tomorrow.

JANE
But wouldn't she miss you?

EDWIN
Oh, she'd manage. God knows, she's
always saying, "I'll manage dear, I'll
manage. ' The trouble is with just the
few pupils I have for music lsssons 1
can't afford to go.

JANE
{indulgently)
Well, you won't need any more pupils
now, will you?

(CONTINUED)

s given Edwin a perfect gsanse-of timing in
Now he delibarately pauses to finger a couple
and then, as if arriving at the dreaking point,
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o EDWIN

(% {smiling gratafully)
That's what [ wanted 1o ask you about.
I mean, how much ware you actually
thinking of paying... ?

JANE
(émbarraased)
I don’t really know... What do you
think? Something ke Seventy five... ?
(quickly)
A week, of course,

EDWIN
(hiding his amazement)}
Why yes, I think that'd ba very fair.

JANE
That's settled then, isn't it? I never
like talking about monsy, do you?

EDWIN

{glibly)
No. ] mean to say, it's not that
imnportant is it? Not like relationskhips
between peopls and that kind of thing,

(he hegitatas)
The thing is though, - if I'm going to
move out, give up my pupils, I'l have
to know for sure., I mean when were

you thinking of starting?
Jane is a little astonished at his speed.

EDWIN
(desparately)
I mean, when could you let me have
* some money?

/‘
™~

JANE
Well, I've still got some family
matters to tie up, but that shouldn't
take more than about a week or 30,
and then ! don't see why wa couldn't
start rehearsing right away,

Jane glances at Edwin and sees that the vagueness of her timetable
has somehow disappointed him.

JANE
i But I teil you what. I'll get you
0" some money first thing tomorrow
< (MORE)]

(CONTINUED)
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JANE (CONT'D)

and then I can pay you a... a moatk
in advance,

{catching Edwin's

enthusiasm)
Maybe we could meet and have dinner
together somewhere downtown. Would
you lke that? Somewhsre nics.

EDWIN

(blanching)
That sounds fine.

JANE
Good. Wsll, how about comuing downtown
with me now. [ bave to collect.my

costumes,

EDWIN
1 promised my m« Delia I'd ba home
for supper.

JANE

(hiding her disappointment)
All right then, I'll drive you home.
I'm sure it's on my way, How's that?

EDWIN

(maekly)
Fine.

He gets up to follow her out.
CUT TO:

INT. GALLERY - STAIRS AND HALL - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY -

HIGH ANGLE - STARTING on the empty hall, we HEAR Edwin and
Jane approaching. Jane lzads the way across the hall, prancing Like
& ten-year-old.

JANE
D'you know, i'm so excited. I'm
just sure everything's going to go
marvelously - for both of us.

As Jans holds the front door open for him it seems that she 13 going to
lean over and kiss him on the cheek, but Edwin scoots through the door
yather too quickly, Jane smilas indulgently and follows Aaim out. The
door clogses and there is a moment of silance foliowed by SQUNDS of
activity from Blanche's bedroom. CAMERA SWINGS AROQUND to facs
the door just as it opens and Blanche wheels herself out, She stops to

(CONTINUVED}
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CONTINTUED:

listen. The SOUND of Jane's car is heard starting up., Blanche moves
towards Jane's bedroom at the far end of the gallery.

cuT TO:
EXT. - PARKING AREA & CARAGE - HUDSON HOUSE - EVENING -

The big car stands outside the garage with the engine running, Jans
closes the garags door, gets into the driving seat and turns an all
consumning, indulgant smile on Edwin, who is bouncing gently in the
comfort of the passenger seat likea scme clumsy, short-sighted penguls
Jane lets out the clutch and the car slowly moves away.

CUT TOC:

INT. JANE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON EOQUSE - SVENING - S'I.'UDIO

Blanche crosses the bedroom. glancing around quickly like someons
who knows what they 27e looking for. Moments later she has found
Jane's box of ehocolates on the dressing tabla. She starts to eal fas:
and wildly like & persecn orn the verge of starvation, In her haste she
accidentally shifts the box to reveal an autographed photograph of
herself undarneath. A fan mail picture of Blanche Hudson s she
sppeared in one of her films, the face has been ravaged by the haavy
strokes of a pencil, but the signature is still clear and unmarked.
Blanche picls up ths picture to examine it in silant horror, As she
goes to replace it she finds that it bas been hiding a check book and &
sheet of notepaper that is covered from top to bottom with painstakingly

' aceurate copies of her signature. 3She holds the notepaper up to

compars it with the signature on the picture, but it is only a gesture,
the truth has already hit her. She flips open the check book.

CLOSE SHOT -« CHECK BOOK

One of the checks has been torn out and written across the stueb in neat
capitals are the words WESTERN COSTUME. Below this i= the figurs

$%3.
CLOSE SEOT
Blanche's frightaned, bewildered reaction,
CUT TO:

EXT. - THE FLAGG'S APARTMENT & SIDEWALK - EVENING -
ATl

MEDIUM SHOT - Jane's car stops in the roadway by the iront of the
court in which the Flagg's apartment is situated. Edwin gets out, leans
in at the window of the car to say something, and then, as the cac
moves away, he turns and walks toward the apartment.
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CLOSE SHOT - EDWIN

As he =eackes the doar he takes a last, bemused look over his shoulder
to see Jane's car receding down the street. Then he grits his teeth
and prepares to face mother and home.

CUT TO:
INT., GALLERY -~ STAIRS AND HALL - HUDSON HOUSE - EVENING -

4

Blanche's wheelchair skims along the gallery and comes to an abrupt
stop atthe head of the stairs, where Blanche grabs the newsl past and

stares down into the hall.

BLANCEHE'S P.0. V.

The telephone rests with sedate mockery on the table in the hall. The
stairs leading down to it loock imposasibly steep and the expanse of
polished floor at the bottam seems limitless.

CLOSZ SHOT

Blanche closes hor';j;ta for a moment, then setting the brake an her
chair, she adjusts her grip on the bannisters and very slowly begins

to lift herself out of the chair,
LOW ANGLE '

Blanche gets one foot onto the stairs, drags her other foot forward and
lets her weight fall against the bannister. For a momsnt it seems that
her hands are not going to be strong snough, and she begins to slip,
but she manages to hold on.

cur 0!
INT. = LIVING ROOM - FLAGG'S APARTMENT - EVENING - STUDIO

Edwin sits hunched evar a book at tha table, Delia Flagg comes in {zom
the kitchen carrying a tray. There is samething infinitely sad about

the glow of pride with which she beams at her son. She puts the tray
down on the table and Edwin irritably shifts his book aside,

EDWIN
(looking up)
What is it?

DELIA
(akittishly)
Our little breadwinner's supper,

Edwin makes & tired gesture of despair,

EDWIN '
I know it's supper. But what is it?

(CONTINUED)
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DEL1A
Niacaroni cheese.

EDWIN
~ {completaly disgustad)
Ch, ne.

He turns back to his book 23 if the subject of supper ware ciosed.
Delia bites her lip, silently puts the platesand cutlary o the fakla, thel

locks at her san again,

DELIA
Did she say how much she's going to
pay?

Edwin loocks up sharply,

EDWIN
I haven't sven taken the job yat.

DELIA
I know dear, but didn't she say
anything about monsy at ail?

EDWIN
{flatly)
Na.
H= locks down at his book again.
DELIA

(28 if to harsell)
5till, it'd have to be a goad lot -
someone like that,.. Be nicae to have
a bit of money 2gain. Wé could even
go on a heliday, perhaps.

This last idas makes Edwin look up sharply, but she does not notice It

DELIA
D'you remember that place up the
coast we used to go to, Eddia?

The memory is clearly loathsome to him.

EDWIN
Yeas.

DELIA
{wigtfuily)
It'd be nice if we could go there again,
wouldn't {2, dear... ?

(CONTINUED)
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Edwin ¢s and lowars his head over the book again to hide 2
childighly cumming, little smile. .

CcCUT TO:
INT, HALL AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE = NIGHT - STUDIO

Blanche has gotten a considerable way down the stairs, but ths efiort
has taken a terrible toll cn her raserves. As ahe stops %o rest and
gasp for air, her eyes wander over the rest of the first floor which
is now within her view and witich she is seaing again as a stranger
after all these years, The house is completely silent with only
Bilanche's harsh, uneven breathing to accentuate the stillness.
Somewhers down on the highway & passing ‘motorist SOUNDS bis horn.
Blanchs takes a desp, gulping breaih and resumes hexr descent,

CLOSE SHOT = BLANCHE

Her drawn, weary face is cantorted with the agonizing effort to
support her weight on the bannistars,

CUT TO:
E£XT. WESTERN COSTUME COSTUME - DUSK - MED, SHOT -

mmr———"_—"———_—_—

Jane pulls her long Lincoln Continental out of the inside lane of the
west moving traffic on Meiross and turns right onto parking lot.

As Jane emerges from the now meoticnless car, CAMERA PANS UP
TO REVEAL the sids of a hugs bualding upon which is painted
"WESTERN COSTUME COMPANY,"
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198 INT. - HALL AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIC

Blanche negotiates the last two steps, and reaching the bottom of
the stairs has no alternative but to let herself slip to tha floor.

199 LOW ANGLE - BLANCHE'S ,0. V.,

The telsphone with its little table and chair still seems 2 terrible loag
WAy AwaY.

200 REVERSE SHOT
Blanche starts to drag herself across the floor on her hands and hips
CUT TO:

201 EXT. PARKING LOT ~ NEAR COSTUMERS » HOLLYWOOD - NIGHT -
A

Jane's car moves forward, pauses at the entrance o the parking lot,
and then moves out and away into the busy Melrose traific.

SUT TO:
202 INT. BALL AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE = NIGHT - STUDIO

Blanche erawls the last few fest to the telephone, Reaching the chais,
she pausas breathing hard, then drags harseld up into & semi-sitting
position, She grabs clumeily at the phone, knocks the rsceiver Izom
its cradle, scrambles it back onso the table and starts o dial,

CUT TO:

203 <. RECEPTIONIST'S OFFICE - DR, SHELBY'S OFFICE - NIGHY -
STUDIO

CLOSE SHOT = Telaphone on receptionigt's desk. 'rho— talephone stazis
to RING and goss on RINGING for a few marments umtil a figure movas
inta FRAME and lifts the receiver.

204 MEDIUM SEOT

MISS HILT, a starched, antiseptic looking receptionist speaks into
the phone with & voice that contains neither urgency nor curiosity
It sounds guite lifeless, lika a recorded message,

MISS HILT .
Dr. Shelby's office. Good svaning.
Tkis is Miss Hilt speaking. May I be
of agsistance ?

She waits with her pencil pcised,

CUT TO:
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INT. HALL AND STAIRS - EUDSON HQUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO

Blanche strains forward, her anxiety and exhuastion making her
incoherent,

BLANCHE
This is Blanchs, Blanche Hudson.
You've got to help me! Is the Doctor
there? I must speak to him.

She waits breathlassly.
CUT TO:
INT. RECEPTIONIST'S OFFICE - NIGHT - STUDIO

Miss Hilt would appear to know ail about, what she svidencly thinks of
as, the long-sufifering, hysterical rich and Blanche's gutburst causes
no more than a slightly raised eyebrow and a faint hesitation in the
Receptionist's voice. '

MISs HILT
Well, he's with a patient right now, .,

Miss Hilt has the expression of someone who is nct going to give
anything away free. )

CUT TO:

INT. - HALL AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGET - STUDIQ

Blanche is near to tears with frustration and anxiety.

BLANCHZ
But I have to talk to him - I've got to!
MISS HILT

(cpolly)
Just hold on, plaase. I'll see if 1 can
speak to him.

There is a click and the line goes dead. Blanche is forcad 20 £it and
wait,
CUT TO:

EXT. DRIVE AND GARAGE - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGET - LOCATION

Jans's car comes purring up the drive and stops outsids the garage.
Jane gets out and stands for & mament, her head slightly raised, as
if listening for something.

CcuUT TO:
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INT. HALL AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGET - STUDIO

A male voice i3 HEARD on the line,

DR. SHELBY (VOICE OVER]
Hello. ..

Slanche calis out, unable to control her voice.

BLANCHE
Doctor Shelby... 7

She glances around, fearful of being observad.
CUT TO:

INT. RECEPTIONIST'S OFFICE - NIGHT - STUDIO

Misg Eilt 1s sitting behind her desk with Dr. Shalby standing by her
side. He looks reliable enough, but there is just that touch of asperity
about him which suggests that he might have a short temper where

. /bysterical patisnts are concerned, There is already @ kint of impatiance

DR, SHELBY
Yes, now just a moment, please.
Miss Hilt tells me that you'rs a little
upsst, What seems to be the trouble 7

He exchanges & glance with Mise Hilt.
CUT TO:

INT, HALL AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIC
Blanche speaks with a rush. '

BLANCHE
It's about my sister. I need your
halp. Ineed you hers at the house.

DR. SHELBY (VOICE OVER}
Has thers been some kind of accident?

BLANCHE
No, it's nothing like that. It's the way
che's behaving - I can't tell you on the
phone. You'll have to come over right
away - before she gets back and -

DR, SHELBY (VOICE OVER)
(interrupting)
1 don't quite understand. Is this some
kind of emotional disturbance you'rs
talking about?

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

Blanche is teo agitated to notice it, but there is suddenly more light
in the dimly 1t hall, as if somecne had opened a door,

LONG SHOT - SHOOTING FROM KITCHEN DOOR

Blanche has her back to CAMZRA, Her head is slightly turned so that
{t is seen in proiile, % :

BLANCHE.
(seizing on his phrase)
Yes, that's it - ghe's emcticnally
disfurbed - unbalanced.

CLOSE SHOT
Jane stands by the kitchen door, her eyes glittering.

RESUME LONG SHOT - JANE'S P,O. V.

DR, SHELBY (VOICE OVER)
{faint and quarulous)
Are you trying to tell mae she's violent?

BLANCHE
I don't know. ,. I mean, yes! Yes,
'h. ‘.o i

Blanche turns towards CAMERA,

CLOSE SHOT

Blanche reacts with terror.

DR. SHELBY (VOICE OVZIE)
Ars you sure this isn't 2 mattar for
the palice ?

Blanche continuss to stare OFFSCREEN, too frozen with fear to have
anderstood the Doctor properly, :

BLANCHE'S P.O. V.

Jane's hunched figure is silhouetted against the open door of the
kitchen.
BLANCHE (VOICE OVER)
(a jerky whisper)
No"l Iw'tbw.‘.l.l.

DR. SHELBY (VOICE OVER)

{confused)
Hello. .. 7 Miss Hudson... 7

{CONTINUED)
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Jane stands quite still.

BLANCHE (VOICE-OVER)
Yes ... L.. I, éon't... ‘:

DR, SHELBY (VOICE OVER)
lirritated, abrupt)
Oh, very well. We claarly, ar‘en't
going to gat anywhere like this. I'll
come over as soon as 1 can,

Before Blanche can say anything further, there iz a click and he has
bung up. Jane moves away from the door and starts to crose the hall
guite slowly and cblivious of the ciothes over her arm, waick begin to
fall one by one, leaving a trail across the hall, until finally, a8 she
comeas into CLOSE SHOT, she is empty handed,

217 CLOSE SHOT

Blanche is trying to speak. i

BLANCHE
That was ==

218 TWO SHOT
Jane interrupts her quietly end moves atill closer,

JANE
i know who it was|

BLANCHE
(inding her voice)
No. Jene! You're wrong! It was --

JANE
(her interruption is loud
and fierce)
1 heard you! I heard what you were
saying about me! I know what you're
trying to do!

Blanche cowers back ready to scream. Jane raises her hand.
/" BLANCHE
I wasn't trying to do anything. ..
Please - |

Jane strikes her hard across the face., Blanche falls, taking the chalr
with har, Jane moves in to strike again, hiding Blanche from CAMER-
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CAMERA MOVING AWAY

Past the telephone receiver that is swinging uselessly from the table
und on to the trail of clothing that looks as if they had been tailored for
some monstrous child. The SOUND of blows &3 Jane strikes out again
and again is heard. The SOUNDS of the beating finally die and are
followed by silence.

CLOSE SHOT - BLANCHE

CAMERA MOVES into CLOSE SHOT of Blaache lying twisted up in a
corne> with her head resting against the wall. Her eyas are open and
staring blindly., Jans's footsteps are HEARD moving slowly back to
the tabls, The receiver iz replaced and lifted again.

CLOSE SHOT

Jane's movements are calm and unhurried, She dials a number and
waits sersnly for a reply. The telephone on the other end of the lina
RINGS two or thrss times and then someone lifts the receiver,

MISS HILT (VOICE OVER)
Dr. Shelby's office. Good evening. ~
This is Miss Hilt speaking, may I
help you?

jene smiles, and when she spesks it is with the voice of her sistes,
Blanchs Hudson.

JANE
(genile, faintly apologetic)
This is Blanche Hudson again. I'm
gorry but d'you think I could have
ancther word with the Doctor ?

MISS HILT
(surprised)
Oh... Well, yes, certainly. I'll
see if 1 can catch him, Hold on,
plaase.

Jane waits apd turns to look at Blanche with a mild, speculative
interest.

CLOSE SHOT

Slanche's eyes are still wide and staring. She lets out a falat
whimper., The voice of Dr. Shelby is HEARD on the telaphone,

DR. SHELBY (VOICE OVER)
Hells, Miss Hudson... I'm onmy
way now., Miss Hilt just caught me
at the elevator.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

Doector.

I guess I was just upset,
but we're not going to nes

JANE [{VOICE OVER)

Oh, I'm so glad I caught you in time,

I'm terribly sorry, but I'm

afraid it's all been a silly misunderstanding.

I'm very sorry.
d you after all.

DR. SHELBY (VOICE OVER)
But, I und.eugood. oo

JANE (VOICE QVER)
Yes, | know, but it seems Jane's gons
to another doctor on her own... Yas,
another doctor. .

DR. SHELBY (VOICE OVER)

(very irritated) ,

Well, of course, if she's chosen to go
to someons slse...

Bianche's eyes flickar and close as she hears her last hops slip away.

CLOSE SHOT

Jane smiles as she musmurs sympathetically into the phone.

Yes, it's really very thoughtless.of
But of course, as you say, if

her.

JANE

sameone else is treating her we can't
really interfere, can we? I'm sorry...

Goodbye.

Jane hangs up, wilks
starts to drag her across

over to Blanche and catching hold of her &rm,

the floor lika a sack of meat,
LONG DISSOLVE:

EXT. CARAGE AND DRIVE - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - LOCATION

Jane's car atands outside the garage with its engine running. She
closes the garage door and is just coming around to get imso the driving
saat when she ¢atches sight of something OFFSCREEN,

JANE'S P.C. V.,

Edna Stitt {s walking up the drive towards the housa.

MED, SHOT

Jane slams the car too angrily and hurries forward to meet Edna,

{(CONTINUED)
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EDNA
{pleasantly)

Good morning.
JANE

! thought I told you not to come back
until next week.

EDNA
(refusing to take offense)
Yes, but I had a fres day today, sol
thought I'd just come by and ses if
thers was anything that nesded doing.

JANE
Weil, there isn't.r And you could have
saved yourself the trouble, I was going
te send you & note, but now you're here
I might as well tzll you - we're not going
to be needing you anymore.

EDNA
1 don't think I un <=

JANE
{interrupting)
We're closing up the house - moving
out. Blanche wants to take a smallsr
place by the ocean... The doctor says
it'd be good for her, so that's what
we'ra doing.

EDNA
Yesz, but just a moment -

JANE
. leasantl
S, domt we P Ion R T patd for
today., I'll sead you a check,

EDNA

{quietly)

I'm not worrisd about any pay. I'd
just like to see Miss Blanche before
igo.

JANE
Well, you can't.
(quickly)
She's still asleep,

Edna has already sensed that something is very wrong, but she
deliberately persues her point with complete innocence,

(CONTINUZD)
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EDNA
That's all right, I don't mind waiting.

JANE
Mayba not, but I havexa't got time 1o
wait around « I bave to go out, Se
just give me the kaye to the house
and I'll mail you a check for what we
owe,

She holds out her hand commandingly.

EDNA
{coolly})
I'm sorry, I don't hava the keys.
I guess ] must've left them at home.

Jana is far too agitatad to recognize this as a ptraightforward Lie,
She hesitates for a moment, then turas on her heel, stalks back to
tha car, switchee off the ignition and comes back.

JANE
All right, you can send the keys when
you get home. All I know is you're
fired - 50 you can just go awayl ~

Without waiting for a raply, she turns around, walks back into the
kitchen and siams the daor,

227 INT, KITCHEN - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

Fighting down her mounting hysteria, Jane leans against the table for
& few moments, then goes to the window, cautiously moves the curtain

aside & littls and peeps out,
228 JANE'S P,0.V.

Edna stands indacisively in the drive, &s i{ debating whether or net 1o

follaw Jane and hava a first class row. But then, with a lagt glance ur
in the direction of Blanche's window, she turns reluctantly and salowly
walks away,

229 CLOSE SHOT

Jane smiles and lowers the curtain, Then, moving over to the kitchen
cupboard, she takes out a bottle and a glass and, like a child rewardis
herself for a good daed, pours hersslf 2 very large drink.

DISSOLVE:
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EXT. INTSRSECTION - RESIDENTIAL DISTRICT - LOS FELIZ -
D - L {

Edns walks towards the Bus $top near the cornesr and sits down on a
bench to weit, A Bus moves into FRAME and staps, hiding Edna from
view. The Bus pulls away again %o raveal Edna still sitting on the
hench watching the intersection intently.

EDNA'S P. 0. V.

Jane's car pulls up at the intersection, waite for the traific and then
turns into the main highway that leads downtown.

CLOSE SHOT

Edna opens har purse, takes out a key, weighs it thoughtiully in her
kand, and then gets up to walk back the way snhe has come.

DISSOLVE TO:

=XT. DOWNTOWN BEVERLY HILLS = DAY = LOCATION

Jans's car crawls along in heavy traffic.
CLOSE SHOT
Jane bears down impatiently on ker horm.

MEDIUM SHOT

A POLICEMAN standing on the sidewalk 1soks up sharply, registers
Jane's car, but then decides that it is all too much trouble anyway.

and the traffic moves on.
MEDIUM SEOT - INT. KITCHEZN DOOR = HUDSON HOUSE - DAY -
ETUDIO

There is the rattle of & key in the lock, then the deor opens and Edna
steps into the kitchen. Having defied Jane she is now just a bit nervous
and moves cautiously. Clogiag the door bekind her, shes starts across
the kitchen, notes the half-empty bottle of whigkey on the table with a
disapproving f{rovn, and goes on out into the hall,

INT. HALL - STAIRS AND GALLERY ~ HUDSON HOUSE - DAY -
1

Edna comes to the bottom of the stairs, pauses 20d calls out gently,

EDNA
Mise Blanche? ...

There is no response, Alfer listening for a moment longer Edna
climbs the stairs, moves quickly along the gallery and stops in front
of Blanche's doar. She knocks very gently.

{CONTINUED)
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EDNA
Miss Blanche... 7

There is no response and Edna kmocks sgain.

EDNA
Miss Blanche, are youawaks ... 7

ain there is silence. Edna reaches down to open the door and is

amazed to find it lockad, She pushes firmly against the door, but
there iz no doubt about it, the door is locksd, Edne RATTLES the

handle and pounds cn the door.

EDNA
{calling out)
Miss Blanche, are you all right in
there?

Appallad by the lack of response, Edna turns away calling out as sha
goms, =
EDNA
Wait now, I'll go and find the key.

She runs along the gallery into Jane's room.
INT. JANEZ'S SEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

ESdna searches rapidly through the junk on Jane's dressing table
witbout results. She pulls out a drawer from the dresser, iips the
contents onto the bed 2nd scrabblas through the collaction of gaudy
scarves and cheap jewelry without finding what she wants. Another
drawer, this one {ull of clothing, is tossed onto the bed, causing the
pile of soft-toy animals and dolls on the pillow to topple over and
scatter on the floor.

CUT TO:

INT, FIRST NATIONAL BANK - DAY - LCCATION

Jane comes up to the counter, and with a tight, litsle jerk pusaens a
check through the bars to the CLERK,

JANE'S P, O, V.

The Clerk, a sober-looking man with glassas, iz still claaring hus
counter {rom a previous transaction. He looks up and smiles.

CLERX
Good morning, Miss Hudsaon.

CLOSE SHOT

Jane nods and manages a brief amile,
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JANE'S P.O. V,

The check lies untouched on the counter. The Clark finishes cleaxing
kis counter.

CLERXK
How's Miss Blanche these days?
TWQ SHOT '
JANE
(taken aback)
Slanchs ?
(quickly)

Oh, she's just fine.

(warming to her part)
‘Course she doesn't like this weather
too well - She's ¢lder than I am, you

know.

The Clerik smiles politely, slightly bemused by Jane's train of thought.
He picks up the check, glances al the signature on the back and looks uf

again with an air of polite expectancy.

CLERK
Your deposit slip?

JANE
: (flustared)
Cagh == I, er Blanches - she wanted me
to get it all in cash this time.

/

The Clark looks faintly surprised.

JANE
(quickly) _
I guess she has some special reason.

CLERX
{distantly)
Yes..., But doasn't she normally.
I mean if she isn't going to deposit
her monthly allowance she usually
gives us a call to let us know just
what she wants, doesn't she?

JANE
(blankly)
She hasn't ¢called?

CLERK
I don't think so,

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUE D:
JANE
(brightly)
Ok, well, I gusss she must still be
asleep,
(quickly)
She gave me the check last nighe.
CLERX
(axpressioniess)

[ see. Just a momant, please.
He moves away towards a 2ad CLERK further cowr tha counter,
CLOSE SHOT

Jane grips the counter tensely.

JANE'S P,O. V.,

The Clerk is talking to the 2nd Clerk who has his back to CAMETRAL
The 2nd Clerk glances arcund at Jans, nods gravely to his colleagua
and then glances at Jane again.

SLOSE SHOT

Jane offers him a weak, encouraging smile.

MED. SHOT
The lst Cierk comes back and opens the drawer under the counter,
CLERK
(srxiling)

I guess that'll be all right, Miss
Hudson. Did you want all cash?

TWO SHOT

JANE
(ner voice is very small)
Please... Thank you.

The Clerk quickly skims through a bundle of notes and pushes the loosa
bills 2cross the counter.

CLERXK
There you are.

Jans scoops up the notes in an untidy bundle and stufis them inte her
purse,

' JARE
Thank you. Thank you, very much,

(CONTINUED)
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CLERXK
Bys now,

Jane pives him a quick, anxious smile and movas away.
CUT TO:

249 INT, STAIRS AND GALLERY - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIQ

Edna hurries along the landing carrying a heavy hammer and & screw-
driver, She kneels down in front of Blanche's door and examines the
lock. In keaping with the Spasish style of the house, the lock is a
heavy, wrought-iron affair that is firmly embedded in the timber of
the wood of the door. Seeing that there ia no headway t o be made in
that dirsction, Edna turns her attention to the hinges that carry the
door itseli.

250 CLOSE SHOT

The screwdriver is inserted into & gap in the binge and Edne starcs
to tapa the base of the hinge-pin with tha bammezr in an eifort to
raise it. As she works she keeps up & constant flow of muttered
conversation, designed as much to calm her own fears as it is to
consoie Blanche if she should be listening,

EDNA
Miss Blanche, I'll tell you right now, if that
sister of yours has been giving you sieeping
pills or sormething to keep you quist while she's
out doing I don't know what, I'm sure 23 hall
going to have the police on to ber...

Tdna wields the hammer with increasing force.
CUT TO:

251 EXT. DRIVE AND GARAGE - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - LOCATION

Jene's car comes gp the drive, coasts into the parking area and stops.
Jane gets out and is alrsady on her way 1o the kitchen entrance, when

goamaone calls out,

MRS, BATES (OVER)
Oh, Miss Hudson...!

Jene stops and turns. Mrs. Bates, wearing her gardening smock and
carrying 2 pair of clippers is hurrying across the yard. Jane waits
impatiently. . '
MRE, BATES
{arriving breathless)

I'm glad [ caught you. Ihope you won't

think it an imposition, but ['ve been meaning

to ask you for some days DOW...

{CONTINUZD)
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CONTINUED:
JANE
(irritably)
Yes?
MRS, BATES

well, to tell you the truth, I'm kind of short
on help arcund the house and 1 was wondering
if you'd mind my asking your cleaning woman
if she could give me one or two days a week,

JANE
(mmgraciously) )
Far as | know you can have her any time you
want. My sister and I, we're moving out 8o
we won't want her anymore. But you'll have
to call her. She isn't here now = ['ve already

lat her go.
MRS, BATES
But I just saw her come in...
JANE

(as if to an idiot)
1 know, but I sent her home.

MRS, BATES
{(a confuaed laugh)
But that's impossible - I just saw her come
in a little while aga.

Jane stares af her in sudden consternation, turne on herhpel and roms
{nto the house, Mrs. Bates is left standing speschless.

CUT TO:

INT. GALLERY - STAIRS AND HALL - HUDSON HOUEE - DAY -
1

Zdna is on the verge oi removing the first hinge-pin whan she BEEARS
the kitchen door being slammed. She puts down the hammer and geis
to ber feet like somesons ready to do battle. Walking across the gallery
she stares angrily down into the hell ag Jane comes in, Jans stops o
look up and the two women glars at each other in baleful gilence. Thexn,
ag Jana starts to run up the stairs, Edna turns to wait for hes, Wiat
ever the outcome of their conversation might have been, the tone of it
ig settled by Edna's first, aggressive comment, after which Jane i=

alrsady on the defensiva,

EDNA
So you finally decided to come tack, huh?

(CONTINUZD)
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152 CONTINUED: -

JANE
3 {blustering}
What're you doing here? 1 told you, you
were fired.”

E DNA
(firmly)
Never mind that. I wantto know what's
goiag on here.

\\

JANE
(plaintively)
You said you didn't have yous kay.

EDNA
Wall, it just so happens I did. So now you
go ahead and tall me what you mean oy
lacking Miss Blanche in her room.

JANE
This isn't Blanche's hotse, it's mine,
And I can do what I like. ‘

EDNA
it don't make a bit of difierence whose houss
it is, You have to act like & grown Woman just
the same as everyone else, Suppcse therae'd
been a fire or somsthing and Miss Blanche
locked up like that,

JANE )
(with childish logic)
Well, there wasn't,

EDNA
Now open that doar and let's stop &ll this
nonsense,
JANE
No.
EDNA
Then give me the key.
.- JANE
. No,.. Sha's asleep.
‘ (quickly)
. I gave her a sleeping pill.
EDNA

You &id, sh? Then you'd better give me
that key, and quick, Don't you know better
than to fool with stuff like that,

{CONTINUED) -
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252 CONTINUED: (2)

Tl Edna holds out her hand demandingly, Jane steps back and stamps hav
=N foot, rapidly reverting to the tantruwmns of her childnood.

JANE
1 won't, I will not and you can't make me,
{her tone indicating the reverse)

I'm not afraid of you!

EDNA
All right, Miss Hudson. I'm not geing to
fool with youw If you won't give ma that
key, I'm gaing right down and call tha police.

She holds cut her hand again, Jane is almost blubbering.

JANE
You'll be sorry...

EDNA
The key...

Jane grubs iz her purse like a teariul child and hands Zdna the key,

JANZ
I never meant to do her any harm...

u“ Zdna looks at her sharply, half sensing something ominous in toa
st vremark., Hes manner throughout has been for all the wozrld lke a o
mothar with & spoiled ¢hild.

EDNA
You better not have done her any harm.

She bends forward to-unlock the door, whilst Jane shrinks back,
253 INT. BLANCHE'S ROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - DAY - STUDIO

The door is pushed open and Edna stumbles forward a pace, uapre-
pared for the dim light of the room with its drawn curtains.

254 CLOSE SHOT

Edna's ayes dilate with some unspeakable horror and her lips begia tc
trsmble.

255 EDNA'S P, O. V.

The shaft of light from tha doorway shines in onto the bed. With he-
arms raised almost vertically by two cords strappec fo her wrists anc
attached to the lifting bar above the bed, Blanche lies suspended ir &

N way grotesgualy reminiscent of 4 carcass hanging from the butcher's
— hook in & slavghter house. As she struggles to raise her head aad
~- stares at CAMERA with seemingly bling, sunken eyes, she lets ouf =

choking sound that is muifled by the ugly strip of surgical tape, stuck
crudely over her mouth.
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REVERSE SHOT

As Edna falls back, her hand searching blindly for suppor: against the
door, Jane bends down behind her and picks up the hammar, |

EDNA'S P, O, V. ‘

GLOSE SHOT ' W

The figure on the bed is trying to convey some terrible and immediate—
terror with a convulsad threshing of her body.

CAMERA SWINGS AROUND TO CLOSE SHOT of Jane. Her syes and t

face suffused with the fury of a child that has been tried beyond endur-~ |
ance. She cries like a tortured animal and laghes out and down with

the hemmer.
- LONG DISSQLVE:

INT. FLAGG'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT - STUDIO

Delia Flagg is fussing about with a dustar, polishing the television set

and & vulgar little, plastic lamp that stands above it. Edwin enters

{rom his bedroom, drapes his jacket over a chair and goes to fix his

tie by the mirror. He peers at his reflaction with epormous interest,
studiously ignoring his mother, who has stopped dusting to wateh him. '

DELIA
Going out are you, dear?

EDWIN
(without turning)
You know I am.

He starts to whistle a brutally syncopated version of "I'M WRITING TO
DADDY". Delia flicks abstractediy ata non-existent spack of dust on

the table,

DELIA
" Having dinner with her?
EDWIN i
Uhuh, . . E
DEL1A
{meelkly)
1'd forgotten. .. /s

Edwin glances irritably at his mother's reflection in the mirror as if
to say, ''You're a liar', but he is fseling too pleased with himgelf to
pick a quarrel, so he just turns to put on his jacket and heads for the

door.
(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUZD:
DELIA
{anxiously)
You won't be back too late, will you... ?
EDWIN

Wko knows... 7

He goas out tha door, smiling and thinking maybe he won't be back at
all,

CUT TO:
INT, REFEARSAL ROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - NICHT - STUDIO

STARTING ON closed door 2s it burst open aad Jane staggers into the
darkenad room. With a glass in one hand and a bottle in the othar, she
fumbles for the light switch on the wall, spilling her drink in the process
Finally a light springs on over the piano at the far end of the room.
Jane lurches across the room, steadies her bottle on the pianc and
drags her beloved scrap-book towards her,

CLOSE SHOT

The picture of Baby Jane Hudson smiles coyly into CAMERA, Jane
distorts her face into 3 sorry imitation of the lictle girl's smile. Then,
gulping down ancther drink, she turns the page to a picturms of Baby
Jane in a dance routine, Beneath the picture is a faded newspaper
cutting, dated September 30th, 1913, Jane stares down at the page,

muttaring thickly,

JANE
You could've been better’n aay of 'em...
but "they' didn't want that, ., ;

She bends low aver the pictures, as if to whisper,

JANE
««+ They didn't love you enough - d‘you
know that?

She sways back, grabs at the album for support end sends {f to the
floor amidst & shower of loose photographs, She tries te bend down to
pick up the album, lurches forward and ends up on her kmees. Starting
to gather up the pictures, shes grabs at one that her knee is regting on.
The full-plate close-up of Baby Jane tears right in half. She whimpars
and tries, Ineffectually to hold the two halves togsther, But she cannot
hold them steady and in 3 sudden fury, tears the picture into pieces.
The deoor-bell RINGS shrilly, Jana starts back in fright and cowers
against the base of the piano, There is 2 pause and then ths ball RINGS
again, longar, more insistent,
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MED, SHOT

Jane scrambles to her feet and creaps with an elaborate cunning
towards the window that looks out onto the fremt porch. Holding the
half empty bottle of Scotch in one hand, shs carefully pulls the curtain
agide with tha other. :

INT/EXT. - REHEARSAL ROOM AND FRONT PORCH - NIGHT -

o

Edwin Flagg, locking like a fat, restless bug. waits impatiantly on the
dooratep. :

- JANE
{half & whisper)
Sdwin,. ..

She drops the curtain and staggers away towards the door, using the
wall to support harsell.

INT. - HALL AND GALLERY - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO

Tha ball is dark with just & single light glowing down from the gallery.
Crossing the ball as quickly as she can, Jane has elmost reached the
door, when samething makes her stop tnd turn to look up at the galiexry.

JANE'S P.O. V.

The gallery hangs, as if suspended - a single point of light in a cloud of
darkness. The door to Blanche's bedroom is half open.

CLOSE SHOT

Jane suddenly remembers and turns to stare fearfullyat the iront door,
The bell RINGS sgain, loud, angry, insistent.
JANE
{(a choked whisper)

No... I'm sorry, Edwin... I can't let
you in... not aow.

As if in contradiction to her words she moves slowly towards the doorT.

EXT. FRONT DOOR - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIC

Convinced he bas heard some , Edwin rests his hand on the door
and listens carefully. The faint, muffled SOUND of heavy brsathing is
WTARD. Edwin frowns, half afraid, half angry.

EDWIN
{almost whispering)
1t's me, Edwin... Miss Hudson... 7
Who's in there... ?

There is RO Tesponse.
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INT. BALL AND GALLERY - HUDSCN HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO

Jane is leaning against the door as if she meaat to comfort it. She
listens in silence a3 Edwin shuffies his feet, There is a long paunse.

EDWIN (OVER)
Oh, the hell with it...

As his footstepa begin to receds, Jane can hardly prevent herself (rom
out to him, She stifles a ¢ry and goes on listening ustil finally

ths SOUND of Edwin's footsteps die out. Then Jane begins to cry,

She pounds impotently on the door, turns away and moves unstendily

towards the stairs.

JANE'S F.O.V,
Up on the galiery the door of Blanche's bedroom remains balf opexn.

MED, SHOT

Jane starts to climb the stairs, loses har nerve and sinks down ageiass
the bannisters, crying bitterly,

LONG DISSOLVE:

EXT. KITCHEN - GARDEN AND GARAGE - HUDSON HOUSE -

L

LONG SHOT - The house is dark and silent,

CAMERA TRACKS IN

To detect & faint movement by the kitchen door. We HEAR rather than
see pomsthing being manhandled through the doorway, down the sted
and into the yard, Momants later Jane emerges from the shadows and
passes through the dim pool of light that comes from the Bates' house
across the way. She is pushing & metal wheel chair towards the Garags
Jane's back is ta CAMERA and cbscures the content of the chair from
view, but it would appear to be heavily laden and one of the wheels has
devaelopad an intermittent SQUEAK,

Jane reaches the garage, moves forward along to slide open the door
then comes back for the chair. Before she disappears into the darkane:
of the garage we have the brief impression of 2 heavily blankatad figar-
sitting moticnless in the wheel chair. The SOUND of the wheal chaix
rattling across the concrete floor of the garage is heard.

CUT TO:
EXT. GATES AND DRIVE - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - LOCATION

LONG SHOT - a car is approaching along the highway. It slows down
near the gates and then the lights sweep past and on up the drive to
the Bates' house.
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EXT. SIDE ENTRANCE AND GARAGE - BATES' HOUSE - NIGHT -

TECATION

Mrs, Bates' Ford stops in front of her garage. The lights are doused
and Mrs. Bates gets out, #As she moves towards her back dooxr, Mrs.
Batss becomas aware of a dim light shining out fram the Hudson's
girage, Mrs, Bates slows down, pauses and then changes direction
to go and investigats.

CUT TO:

INT, HUDSON GARAGE - NIGHT - STUDIC

The big car faces towards the garage entrance. What light there is
comes from the interior of the opsn trunk at the back, where Jane,
partially obscuresd by the 1id of the trunk, appears to be sprsading a
blanket, The -wheel chair stands facing CAMERA next to the open
trunk. It is now quite bare with only a rather coiled blanket draped

acrosa the back.
REVERSE SHOT
Mrs. Bates api:eart {5 tha doorway and reacts with mild surprise.

MRS, BATES
oh.; M‘-" Hﬂdaﬁn - I ‘ho“gh:v .

REVERSE SHOT

Jane looks up petrified. Mrs, Bates {alters on to the end of her
ssntence.

MRE, BATES (OVER)
I'm sorry, I thought perhaps you'd lsft your
lights on. ..

Jane slams down the lid of the trunk, throwing the garage into darkaess.

CLOSE SHOT

Eewilderad and unsasy, Mrs. Bates steps back into the dim pool of
light outside the garage. The SOUND of the ampty wheel chair rattling
rapidly agross the floor to the entrance is heard.

TWO SHOT
Jane emerges irom the garags.
MRS, BATES
(hesitantly)

1 just came home and 1 thought the lights
of your car were on = I've had that happen
to me and -~

{CONTINUED)
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279 CONTINUZED:

JANE
{interrupting)
That's all right, Mrs, Bates.
MRS, BATES
(laughing unsasily)
Yes, 1've had that happen to me. Wake up
in the morning and find you have a dead
bettery = that's no joke...

Jane just stands there looking at her.

MRS, BATES
{thoroughly unnerved)
Well, as long 3s sverything's all right...
1"l just say goodnight.

: JANE
{flatly)
Goodnight.

280 JANE'S P, 0.V,

Mrs, Bares moves away towarde her house,

281 CLOSE SHOT

Satigfied that Mrs, Bates is really dsparting, Jane turns avay and
wheels the chair guickly back to the kitchen, lifts it up the atep anc
disappears inside. A few moments later Jane appears i the doorway
again and locks out.

282 JANE'S P,O., V.

A light sp::-inzs on in the Bates' kitchen and the door is closed.

283 MEDIUM SHOT

Jane comes out of the kitchem, locks the door, hurries across o the
garage, and disappears inside. The SOUND of the car starting in the
garage is heard. The headlights blase up and the car comes swaeding
out of the garage and tears away down the drive.

284 LONG SHOT

The hounse is dark and silant again.

285 CAMERA TRACKS IN AND EOLDS ON

_.W

The darkened window of Blanche's badroom.
cuT TO:
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292

EYT. GAS STATION - HOLLYWOOD - NIGHT - LCCATION

LOW ANGLE - LONG SHOT - An énormous billboard towers up into
fhe night above the gas stanom. The advertisement features a gigantic

hand seaching out for a telephons.
CAMERA TRACKS IN to read the bold legend, which says that:
PEACE OF MIND IS JUST A TELEFPHONE CALL AWAY

Bensath this, in more discreet lettering, is the nams of the Funeral
Dirsctors who are offering this friandly advice, :

CAMERA SWOOPS DOWN to fizd the tiny figure of Edwin waiting
impatiently on the sidewalk for 2 caller to vacate the nearby telephone

booth,
MEDIUM SHOT

A MAN comes out of the ul-pliono 'boofh and Edwin runs up to grab
the door. '

INT. TELEPHONE BOOTH - NEAR GAS STATION = HOLLYWOOD -

s <.+ (»)

M

CLOSE SHOT - Edwin dals quickly and then waits impatisntly as the
phone at the other end beging to RING. Edwin is pear to tears with
petulance and irustrated greed.

CuUT TO:

INT. HALL AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO
The telephone on the hall table is RINGING shrilly, The SOUND
schoes through the big, dark houss, but there is nobody thars to
answer it,

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM - FLAGG APARTMENT - DAY - STUDIO

Edwin sits at the table, spooning corn-flakes into his mouth with 2

kind of absentminded fury and ignoring his mothsyr who sits 3cross
the table from him. Dressed in hex street clothes, with a parcsl

of groceries at her feet, DELIA watches her son with a cautious,
injured axpression bafors speaking.

DELIA
' {Tentatively)
Well, what d'you think you'll do?

EDWIN
(viciously)
Don't worry "I'll manage!"

(CONTINUED)}
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292 CONTINUED:

DELIA
(angrily)
I suppose you think I'm just malking
all this uwp!
EDWIN

(infuriating indifference)
1 don't have the faintest idea.

DELIA
Well, Hazel should know, shouldn’t sha?
She worked right in the same studio,
And that's when it bappenad = just after
ona of those studio parties = right in
front of their own house, Jane Hudson
drove a car straight at her sister and
crippled har for lifel

EDWIN
{determined disbelief)
Aw, come on. D'you mean she tried

to kill har?
DELIA
{dramatically)
('f":ﬂ Yes, She tried to murder her own
o wister|
EDWIN
(laughing)
Well, how is it they didn't arrest her
then ?
DELIA

They would've only the studio bad it
all hushed up because of Blanche
Hudson's caresr.

EDWIN
' (scornfully)
Yeah, that sounds very likely,

Infuriated by his disbelief, Delia rises from her chair to stand oves
him,

DELIA
Yes, doesn't it]! So the fine woman
you've chosen to run around with turas
sut to be broke and a murderer as well,

( J (CONTINUED)
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292 CONTINUED: (2)

EDWIN
(deliberataly baiting her)
I sae.

DELIA
(shouting)
Well, it's true,

Edwin gets up with a studiously lijht-heutld smile,

EDWIN
All right, if it's trus, then I ssk
her about it when I see her again,
shall I?

She catches at his arwm to try and stop him moving away,

DELIA
(= horrified plea}
You're not going to see a womaxn like
that again. ..

He breaks away and moves toward the door,

| ZDWIN
{lightly)
Whay not? You just told me, she's
got & rich sister.

DELIA
You haven’t evaa heard the worst of
it yet!
EDWIN
(hughiag)
You meaxn there’s more?
DELIA

Yes, there is, After she'’d yun down
ber own sister, your precious Jane
Hudson just ran off and left her there
to dis =~ like some poor animal, She
just walked off and disappeared for
three whole daya.

Tor Edwin there is no question of either beliaf or disbelief, it has
merely become @ straight fight with his mother in which it is essential

for him to remain unimpressed.

EDWIN
So then what happened? Don't tell
me they couldn't find her,

(CONTINUED)
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DELIA
Ch, yeas, they found her all right..,
{suddenly embarrassed
and her voice drcps fo an
outraged whisper)
They finally found her in some hotal
roam with, .. with a man she'd never
even seen before.

Edwin opens the door bafore firing hia parting shot,

EDWIN
{viciously)
What'rs you compiainiag about!
lan't that how I was conceived!

He goes out slamming the door behind him. HOLD ON Daliz's
strickesn reaction.
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293 INT., HALL AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO

The telaphone on the hall table is RINGING, Jane staggers through ths
darksned hall to answer it.

JANE
{into phone - blearily)
Hello,.. 7

MAN'S VOICE
Good evening. Is thie Miss Hudson?

JANE
{cautiously)
Yeos...

MAN'S VOICE
This is the Los Angeles Police Department,
Seargent Hanlon speaking. ..

June shrinks back and puts her hand over the mouthpiece.

MAN'S VOICE
We underatand you bave a Miss Edna Stitt
working for you. Is that correct?

JANE
Yes... Well, no. No, she laft,

' MAN'S VOICE
She did? When was that?

JANE

(vaguely)
About & week ago, I gusss,

MAN'S VOICE
1 sae. Waell, we bave a report here filed by
her cousin listing ber as 2 missing person.
Did she tell you what her plans were or
anything like that?

JANE
No, she didn't, But, er.., No, Idon 't
know at all. ..

MAN'S VOICE

Well, we have a couple of other addresses

to check - maybe we'll come up with something.
Otherwise we'll probably be getting in touch
with you again. And meanwhile if you hear
from her wa'd appreciate it if you'd let us know.

JANE
(faintly)
Yes.

(CONTINUED)
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293 CONTINUED:

MAN'S VQICE
Thank you. Good night. 2 2

JANE
{a whisper) ~

G'night.

She bangs up, walks away very slowly, pauses and then suddexly
starts up the stairs towards Blanche's bedroom.

CUT TO:
294 INT. (UPSTAIRS) BLANCHE'S BEDROOM ~ HEUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT -

The room is in darkness with only a na¥row shaft of light shining ia
_ through the cpen dooz, Jane appears outlined against the doorway,

RS JANE
Blanche, .. ?

She moves into the reom without switching on the Light. As she goes
to sit on the edge of the bed her face is iit up by the light from the
gallery, but the figure that lies on the bed, half suspended {rom the
lifting bar, remains in desp shadow. .

: JANE (Cont'd)
The police are looking for Elvira.,.
{ake pauvaes, hsr
mind wandering)
It was ber fault, you know, She
wouldn't go away. You heard her,
she wouldn't leave me alone.

There is a feabls, wriggling movement from the figure on the bed,
Jane looks &t Blanche abszent-mindedly, then reaches forward, takes
the surgical tape fram ber mouth and unties her hands. Blanche, s3]
hidden by shadows, flops down onto the pillow,

JANE (Cont'd)
1 don't know what to do, Blanche,
What am [ going to dosss ?

She waits for & response, buteither through fear or exhaustion Blanche
remains silent, Jane risea f0 move across the room to the window.

|

| JANE (Cont'd)
If they find her we'll have to ron away...
That's what we'll do, we'll just go away
where thay can't find ws... But then I
wen't see Edwin any more, Ha wouldn't
like what I did. It wasn't my fault, but
he wouldn't like it,

(CONTINUED)
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i94 CONTINUED:
The thought makes her first sad, then angry.

JANE (Cont'd)
I don't care! We'll just leave, that's
all, Go to the beach., Than we could
be by the seashore all the time, like
we used to be when [ was little and
Daddy was there. Maybe we could
have friands - people that'd come to
see ua, I'd ke that,

119,

Struck by same entirely new thought, she pauses then turns dack to

Blanche and clutches her shoulder,

JANE (Cont'd)

Blanche,.. 7 Listen to me, Blanche,
I always wanted things to be nice, you
know that. How could Elvira make ms
do a thing like that? Idon't underatand.
It's like when they came for me in that
hotel room and told me you ware hurt -
and they said I'd dons it, Thers was a
man there - a policeman, He hit me -

d my face, 1 tried to tell him I
wouldn't do & thing like that, But ee=

Blanche has been getting increasingly agitated, and now tries to
intarrTupt,
BLANCHE
Jans, it wasn't...

JANE
He said 1 was 2 lisTe.e.

She sees Blanche trying to speak and bends toward her,

BLANCHE
“The accident... it didn't...«

JANE
(interrupting sadly)
No, it wesn't an aceident. I did it
- you told me sa yourself,

BLANCHE
But I want to tell -=

(CONTINUED)
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294

CONTINUED: (2)

JANE

(braaking in angrily)
No! I don't want to talk about it,
Every time I think of something nice -
you have to remind me of all the bad
;l;cingl. I want to talk sbout something

‘. "e

(she pauses and moves

sway)
D'you remember bow I used to rehearss
on the beach with Daddy... 1'd be dancing
on the sand and all the folks would come
and watch ~ lots of 'em, all crowding
round to see Baby Jane Hudson...

For a mament the memory is very real to her and Jane locks as
though she can really see back across the ysars, then, suddexnly,
the picturs is shattered. The doarbell RINGS long and hard, Jane
starts back in fright and turns instinctively towards Blanche.

TANE (Cont'd)
Whet shall I do?

BLANGHE
Lat t!_aun in,

JANE
What {£,..?

BLANCHE

B may ba Edwin, He can hslp,

Jane's face brightens and she is immediately convinced that it is
Edwin, -

JANE'
Yeos, it is, I's Edwin.

She starts quickly for the dooz, then stops dead, Her momentary
:ad;me vanishes and is replacsd by a cold, hard anger as she turns
on che,

JANE (Cont'd)
You now want to make him tell on
me)

As she picks up the rope and closes on Blanche the ball RINGS agasa.

She stifles Blanche's fseble protests, grabs one of her hands that still
has the cord attached to the wrist, and yznks ths cord over the LiftHing

bar so fiercely that Blanche is again half suspended over the bed.

CUT TO:
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295

295-A
296

257

299

299-A
300

INT., GALLERY ~ STAIRS AND HALL - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT -

The doarbsall RINGS a third time,
INSERT ~ POLICEMAN'S SLEEVE - ringing doorbell,

LONG SHOT

From the front door, Jane comes out of Blanche's badroom, glams
the door, runs along the gallery and down the stairs, calling out 28
she goes: =

JANE
Dan't go, Edwin.,. Wait for me...

REVERSE SHOT - JANE'S P, 0.V, - FRONT DOOR

CAMERA TRACKS with Jane across the hall, going faster all the
time, Her hand reaches out to throw back the balt and then she pulls

the door wide.

REVERSE SHOT

Jane staggers back, petrified.

JANE
Edwin, what, e 7

POLICE CAR
GROUP SHOT

Edwin is tricvmphant,

EDWIN
You peel ;

Cne of the Policemen steps forward.

ist POLICEMAN
Miss Jane Hudson?

JANE

{faintly)
Yeguus

{CONTINUED)
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300 CONTINUED:
£ 1st POLICEMAN

PR I'm sorry, Miss Hudson, but we just picked
~7 up this young man at the bottomn of your drive.
' Says he was on hiz way to ses you, Is that
right?
JANE

Yes. yes, of course, But I don't understand...
Edwin has started to sway on his faet, He interrupts belligerently.

EDWIN
They're trying to say I'm drunk.

2nd FPOLICEMAN
(net wnfriendly)
Let's just say a little happy, O. K. ?

‘ EDWIN A
What d'you mean, happy? I'm not happy,..

He lurches forward and the ist Policaman catches his arm to steady
him, '

CUT TO:
“.~) 301 INT, BLANCHE'S BEDROOM = HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO

CLOSE SHOT - With cne free hand that Jaze, in her haste, left untiad,
Blanchs is just ramoving the surgical tape {rom her mouth, It comey
away painfully from her parched skin, but the only sound she can

e is a barely audible croak. She Iooks st the little badside table
and tries to reach out for {t, Blanche deliberately lzunches hersel!
at tha table and just manages to touch it with har finger tips before
the restraining rope jerks her back, The table rocks dangercusly,
but remains standing, She whimpers despairingly and sets hersel!
for another effort.

cuUT TO:
302 INT, HALL AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO
Edwin has evidently besn giving the Policemen a dressing down,
EDWIN

v+ So thers!

lst POLICEMAN
(patiently)
It's not a question of trying to run you in,
T just trying to protect your own interests
Q ;:d the intarsats of the householders around
Te.

(CONTINUZD)
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CONTINUZID:

EDWIN
(furiously)
You think I'm not a housaholder?

lat POLICEMAN
(unimpressed)
1 wouldn't know.

EDWIN
Well, I1am! Sonow you know!

1st POLICZMAN
{erily)
Yeah, now we know.
(smiles sympathetically
at Jane who bas been
fluttering nervously in the
doorway)
Sarry to have bothered you, Miss, Goodnight,

Jane gives tham a frozen smile and the two Policemen turm o0 walk away
towards their parked car. Jane steps out of tha door to watch them go.
antil Edwin catches hold of her arm and pulls her back into the house,

JANE
Are they going?

EDWIN
Of course they'rs going,

He starts to shut the door.
CUT TO:

INT. BLANCHEZ'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO

CLOSE SHOT » The i'opn around Blanche's wrist bites into her flash.
The front door SLAMS.

MEDIUM SHOT
Blanche collapses exhausted. The table ig still standing.
CUT TO:

INT. HALL AND STAIRS « HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO

Edwin casches hold of Jane's gshoulder as if to shake ber,

EDWIN

(bullying)
What the hell happened to you, anyway?!
1 told you I had to have that money|

{CONTINUED)
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305

A-306

306

CONTINUED:

JANE
Oh, Edwin, don't get mad with me.
I've got your money, really I have. .
And well go right on baing friends
and everything, But don't be mean

to me,

EDWIN -
Who's being mean? You did promise,
you now.

JANE

I know I did, and I'm going to shew you
I meant it too. Look, wa'll have &
drink together, that's what we'll do.
We'li have a drink in the kitchen, it's
pice thers. And then I'll run up and
get your money.

EDWIN 3

(grudgingly)
ch. Ok‘Yo .

\ JANE )
Oh, and I've got something alse for

EDWIN
{predatory intarest)
Yeah? What is it?

JANE
(coyly)
It's a surprise. i
{tbazn)
What would you like to drink - Scotch?

EDWIN
Fine.

They exit toward kitchan,
INT. BLANCHE'S ROOM

She continues to struggle - trying to raach the table,
INT, KITCHEN = HUDSON HOUSE ~ NIGET - STUDIO

Jane anters and switches on the light, Edwin follows her quickly into
the kitchen. She goes to the cupboard to get the drink and Edwin zits
down at the table,
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307

308

309

310

CLOSE SHOT - THE WHEEL CHAIR

M

It stands iz a corner with a soiled blanket draped over the seat,

BACK TO SCENE 306

Jane puts the bottle on the table, gives Edwin his drink, then knocks
back her own in one gulp. ‘

JANE
You finish your drink and I'll get you
your present.

He turns to watch her go, thea pulls her up sharp.

EDWIN
(brutally)
Wait a minute.

Jane pauses in ths doorway.

EDWIN
Somebady was telling me something
about you my- -t

Janes pales and begins to tremble. Edwin locks at har gearchingly.

EDWIN
You sure you've got that money?
(drunkenly before
she can answer)
Aw, naver mind. . .

Jane gives him a terrified lock and hurriss out of the roam., Edwin
turns back to finish his drink and pours another,

cuT To!

M

CLOSE SHOT - Blanche's eyes are wide, Ske lies there waiting,
listening.

INT, BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO

CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO

Edwin is swilling drink with unaccustomed freedom,

JANE (OVER)
(timidly)
I hope you're going to like it...
Edwin turns to see her coming into the kitchen carrying & box.

(CONTINUED)
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310 CONTINUED:

= JANE
> 1t's sornething I used to give to all my really
* good friends, All the pscple that worked with
me,

She opens the bax on the table and holds aut one of her Baby Jane
Hudson dolls. Edwin stares incredulously and is about to lat out a bark
of disappointed laughter, whan he looks up at Jana's anwious faca and
manages & moderatsly surprised exclamation,

EDWIN
Gen, ..

JANE
(proudly)
It's a genuine "Baby Jane Doll. " They used
to make them specially,

EDWIN

(trying hard)
It's marvelous... Very lifelike,

Jane umiles ecstatically and puts the doll in & sitting pesition oo the
table,

,-‘k JANE
N /) {to the doll)

=t Now you just sit thare and talk to Edwin
and Jane'll yun upstairs to get Mr, Flagg's
money.

She smiles lovingly at Edwin, who watches her run out of the kitchen
and then turas to laugh at the dell, '

EDWIN
{to doll)
Well, how d'you do, Miss Hudson. Tell me
now, who was that lady that just lsft the
rocm, ., 7 Huh, not talking, eh? I think
maybe you need a drink.

He picks up the doll and tries to force his drink into the half cpen
mouth,

31l CLOSZ SHOT

The whisky pours over the glazed features and runs down to sail the
doll's dress.

312 MEDIUM SHOT

ll&.a-j Quickly tiring of this game, Edwin has another idea. He finishes off
the drink himsalf, gets up and goes to put the doll in the wheel chair.

(CONTINUED}
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3l CONTINUZED:

He stands back to admire hiz work for 2 moment and then decides to
improve on it.

EDWIN
No, wait, now, You're not really
ecomfortable like that, are you?

He lurches forward to pick up the doll again,
t CUT TQ:

413 INT. GALLERY - STAIRS AND HALL - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT -
ZTUDIO

Jane comes out of ber bedroom, holding & purse, She shuts the door
and starts along the gallery.

314 INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM ~ HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO

Blanche has been listaning tensely, Now she squirms towards the sdge
af the bed, trying to set herself for 2 final effort to get at the tabls.

CUT TO:

415 INT. GALLERY - STAIRS AND HALL - HUDSON HOUSE « NIGHT -
STUDIC ~

Jane has reached the toﬁ of the stairs and is just starting dowa. Edwin
calls out with drunken gise from the direction of the kitchen.

EDWIN (VOICE OVER)
Hey, stand back thers, here comes the
Supex Chief. ..

Jane stops dead. Staring down OFFSCREEN her axpression freezes.

316 JANE'S B, O, V.

Sitting in the wheel chair, with the blanket draped over his head and
the doll cradled in his paunchy lap. Tawin comes whirling across the
hall, giggling like an idiat.

JANE (OVER)
{screaming)
Edwin. ...

The chair slews around and stops abruptly, Edwin jerks up his head
to face CAMIRA.,
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REVERSE SHOT

Jane is running down the stairs sereaming at him,

JANE
Stop ... stop it...

Edwin stumbles to his feat, still clutching the doll and backs away.
CUT TO:

INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOQUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO

Blanche launches herself at the table, and is only preventad fram
falling out of bed entirely by the cord that bites into her wrist, The
table, lamp and tray go over with & resounding CRASH.

guT TO:

INT. HALL - STAIRS AND GALLERY - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT -

The CRASEH reverberates through the house, Jane is brought up shor:
at the bottom of the stairs. The blanket slips from Zdwin's shoulders

39 he stands gazing up at the gallary.

: EDWIN
Chrigt, what was that?

JANE
Nothing, .. I don't know...

Edwin is 2lready moving up the stairs. Jane tries to hold him back.

JANZ
It's nothing. I baven't done anything!
He ghakes her loase and starts to take the stairs two at a Hma,
calls after him pathetically.

Jane

JANE
Don't go in thexe,.. Listen to me, Edwixn. .,
Please. ., She'll - sha'll take you away. ..

But Edwin reaches the top of the stairs without looking back. Jane
goes to follow him, Edwin runs along the galiery, throws open
Blanche's door, and switches on the light.

INT. BLANCHE'S ROOM « HUDSON HOUSE - NIGET - STUDIO

Blancha is hanging half-way out of the bad, ber hsad nearly touching

the flpor and her arm held back at an awkward angle by the cord that
bites into her wrist. With its matted bair trziling on the dusty floer

the thing that glares up at the CAMERA with cracked lips that are drawr
back in aninvoluntary grin, looks like a mummified skull wnich soma
grussome humorist has equipped with a pair of living syes,

—_
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521 REVERSE SHOT

Edwin stands helplessly in the doorway, frembling with fright and
nausea, Jane appears behind him and trias to pull him away.

BLANCHE -
_ (s hoarse whisper)
Pleass.,. Let me go...

: an't listen to her. She wented toleave me,

Eawin tur;ii:-nd tries to shake her off.

, EDWIN
She's dying for Christ's saka! Doz't you
know she's dying! '

Jane holds on tightar than ever.

But you' fr dJ‘ Edwi ’
ut you're my friend, Edwin. You're m
friend, i a , =

v '/
. EDWIN
(rising to & scream)
Get away from me! Let me gol

=7 He pushes her away with such force that she falls -gtinst the door and
- he runs out of the room, -

CuUT TO:

122 INT. GALLERY - HALL AND STAIRS - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT -
BTUDIO

Edvwin races down the stairs, only just avoiding falling headlong to the
bottom. As he crosses the hall Jane reaches the head of the stairs,

JANE
¢ Edgwin... 1

The sight of her makes him doubly determined to escape. Suddanly
becoming aware of the doll that g still in his hand, Edwin burls it
away across the hall and runs out into the night, Jane runs down the
stairs and goes to the door to pesr out into the darkness. Realizing
that she is too late, she turns back, picks up the broken doll and begins

to sab.
! CUT TO:

323  EXT. DRIVE - GATES AND ROADWAY - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT -
TOCATION |

Alrsady out of breath, Zdwin hurries tarough the gates at a hali-Tum,
looks up and down the road f{or someone to run to, and finding the street

{CONTINUED)



Revised 7/23/62 130,
"Baby Jane" .

323 CONTINUED:

deserted, he begins to walk quickly down the hill, his breath caming
in short, uneven gasps.

CUT TO:

324 INT. HALL & DOOR - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO

Still sobbing, Jane seems about to dissolve into a paroxysm of seli-pity
when an idea strikep her, Slowly she closes the door.

JANE
{gradual realization)
He's going to tell.,, He hates ma,
and he's going to tell, ..

CUT TO:

325 EXT. ROADWAY - MeCADDEN PL, - NIGHT - LOCATION

Edwin is walking, more .clowlf now, along the righthand side of the
road. Becoming aware of the headlights approaching from behind,
he turna and starts trying to flag down the car.
EDWIN

' Hay, stop! 1 gotts...
326 CLOSE SHOT |

Edwin is 1it up briefly in the glare of the headlights,
327 MEDIUM SHOT

He turns and curses aa the car swaeps by without slowing.

CUT TO:

328 INT. BLANCHE'S BEDROOM - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO

Blanche is still in the position in whick Edwin saw her, With har onse
free hand, she iz scratching weakly at the floor as if she were trying
to raise hersslf, but she camnnot do more than leave a wavering pattern
in the dust with her long, cracked fingeroails.

328-A INT, HUDSON HALL - NIGHT

Suddenly Jans realizes the totality of her jeopardy, looka off toward
Blanche's room and hurriss upstairs,

CUT TO:
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329

330

33l

33z

333

i34

335
thru
350

E¥T. - LARCHMONT & MELROSE =~ NIGHT - LOCATION

Edwin, his face running with sweat, is hurrying towards the brightly
lit intsrsection,

CUT TO:
INT. HALL S5TAIRS AND GALLERY - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT -
STUDIO

Jans runs through the hall and up the stairs, calling out like a tarrified

JANE
nlwo e } Blmeb‘. ool

She runse along the gallery a.nd into Blanche's bedroom,
INT. ELANCHE'S BEDROOM ~ HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT - STUDIO
Jane appears in the doorway, i

REVERSE SHOT

Blanche is still lying balfway out of the bed, with her head nearly
touching the floor, Her eyes are closed and it is impossible to tell
whether she is dead or merely unconscious. Jane lifts ber back onto
the bed and starts to untie the ¢ord arcund her limp hand.

JANE
Blanche, you've got to help me, We!
got to leave. .. Ch plaase, Blanche help
me, Wa've got to...

She pulls at Blanche's shoulders 1o get her into a sitring position, then
struggles to lift Blanche {rom the bed.

CUT TO:

EXT. ROAD - MELROSE LLARCHMONT - NIGHT - LOCATION

Edwin is nearing the intersection when he glances around and seeing
beadlights from behind, heo steps out into the rosd to make a determined

effort at stopping the car,
EXT. KITCHEN - HUDSON HOUSE = NIGHT - STUDIO

Jane wheels Blanche through the kitchen toward the back door.
WIPE TO:

OMITTED
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e 351

352

353

354

RIE=

EXT. PARKING AREA - DRIVE AND GATES - HUDSON HOUSE -

NiGHT - LOCATION - ARIrLEX .

Jane's car reverses in front of the garage and then shoots forward down
the drive.

INT. JANE'S CAR - HUDSON DRIVE - NIGHT - 5TUDIO

Wrapped in a blankst, and with ber head bumping loosely against the
back of the seat, Blanchs lies huddled up on the passenger seat of the
moving car.

EXT. DRIVE = GATES AND RCAD - HUDSON HOUSE - NIGHT -

LOGATION
MEDIUM SHOT - The gates loom up at tha bottom of the drive.
LONG SHOT

The car passes through the gates, turns right and gathers spesd, The
receding tail-lights glow and finally disappear.

DISSOLVE:
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EXT. BEACH - SANTA MONICA - NIGHT - LOCATION

LONG SHOT - The long stretch of sand with the waves beating up onto
it seerms bare and deserted. As CAMERA TRACKS INa patch of dark-
ness that might be a small rock in the middle of the beach, begins to
take on the vague outlines of a human figure lying huddled on its sids.

MEDIUM SHOT

Another shape, this one identifiable es Jane, moves up the beach from
the direction of the sea, As she comes closar we notice that Jane is
pausing occasionally to scuff at the sand with her bare feet, as if

anjoying the sheer luxury of being on a beach.

CLOSE SHOT

Jane comes to ait down next to the huddied figure which we now
recognize as Blanche. With her legs stretched out in front of her
and propping herself up with her arms, Jane sits back looks out to sea.

JANE
; (balf to herself)
1 like this place. We can just it here for
a while, and in the morning the sun'll come
up and it'll be nice,

She turns to glance at Blanche, who liss quite still with hoz eyes clozed
50 still in fact that it is impossible to know whether she is breathing or

not,

JANE
|a hint of reproach)
You should logk st the sea. The water has
all lights on it in the dark. You used to like
that.

As she turns to lock out to séa again, she starts, very quistly to hun
a little tune.

DISSOLVE:
EXT. - PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY - SANTA MONICA - DAY -

The great highway seems to be shuddering beneath the unending
streams of traffic that pound along it in both directions,

CAMERA PANS AWAY to the littls, weekend houses that line the beach.
CAMERA TRACKS INTO CLOSE SHOT of Jane's old-fashioned Cadillac
parked haphaszardly in froat of cne of the houses.

CUT TO:
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359 EXT. WESTWARD BEACH - DAY « LOCATION 2

CLOSE SHOT - a lsisurely band is wielding a child's plastic spade to
build a mound of sand that is already some aix feet long and eightean
inches high, PULL BACK TO REVEAL Jane sclemnly digging away
with a thoughtful childlike sxpression ou her face. CAMERA PANS
alowiy over the top of the mound to discover Blanche on tha other
sids. She is still lying as befors, but Jane has draped a heavy blanket
over her shoulders during the night and now the sun beata down on har,
apparently infusing some last remnants of life into her wastad body.
She tries to raize her head to look around, but she cannot.

SUT To:

360 OMITTED
360-A EXT. LUNCH TRUCK = WESTWARD BEACH = DAY = LOCATION

The lunch truck is designed to provide two service arsas; one at the
rear and the other along the side that faces the CAMERA, Two
MOTORCYCLE POLICEMEN are sitting on stools at the end of the
countar, Thair MOTORCYCLES are parksd in B3,G, close enough for
the constant crackle of ons of the SHORT WAVE SETS to be haard
throughout the scene, The first Foliceman, 2 solid, friendly looking
man in his forties, stirs his coffee thoughtfully, whilst his COMPANION,
s younger and brashar, wolis down a hotdog and scans a newspapsr.

A YOUNG ASSISTANT turns away from serving a CUSTOMER and comos
along the counter to speak. L

: ASSISTANT |
1 see they found that colored woman.

ist POLICEM AN
{(disturbed by a visual
mermory)
Yeah, they found her all right,

ASSISTANT
Sure is a rotten way to gt your
picture in the papszs,

The lst Policermnan 1ooks at him sharply to see if he is making 3 jokea,
but decides that he isn't.

ASSISTANT
- D'you rackon you'rs gaoing ta find that
Baby Jans, or whatever they call her?

lat PFOLICEMAN
Sure, we'll find her, But I guess mayhe
it'll be too late,

2nd POLICEMAN
wiping his mouth)
Say, what is this Baby Jans anyway?

1st POLICEMAN
{smiling with bitter irony)
One of Hollywood's all-time greats,

He picks up his coffee and starts to gulp it down,
°  CUT TO:

v eramr—y —
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364
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366

367
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369

370

L36.

EXT. BEACH - SANTA MONICA - DAY - LOCATION

CLOSE SHOT - Bored with her game, Jane throws down her spade,
srushes the sand from her dress and stands up.

JANE'S P, O, V.

There are now a fair number of people dotted about the beach.

CLOSE SHOT

Jane turns to look around and emiles, For soms obscure reason the
gight of all these peonle seams t0 please her.

MED. SHOT

Jane glances down at Blanche as if to make sure she {s safe and then
walks away towards the water.

CLOSE SHOT

Blanche lies in the sun with her eyes closed. A SERIES of childish

GIGGLES above the genaral sounda of the beach is heard, Blanche opens
her eyss and shifts her head to locate the sound,

BLANCHE'S P,O. V.

Sitting some t;mnty yards away is & TRIO of girls in their early tesns,
MED, SHOT '

Blanche struggles to prop hersalf up on her elbow and wave her hand.
The GIRLS go on giggling amongst themsalves, Blanche triss to call

out.

BLANCHE
(very weakly)
Miss! Young lady...

The Girls do not hear and Blanche ie just sinking into the sand again
when one of them suddenly turns to look in he? direction. PBlanche

beckons to her.

CLCSE SHOT

The zirl locks nervous and uncertain. She turns and murmurs some-
thing to her companions.

BLANCHE'S P.O.V,
Now all three of the Girls turn to gaze at Slanches with open curiosity.

MEDIUM SHOT

Blanche beckons frantically and the first Girl points at herseli with
modest inquiry., Blanche nods and the Girl gets up very reluctantly
and walke towards her,
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371 TWO SHOT

The Girl siops within a few feet of Blanche and locks down at her tiraidiy,
as if poised for flight,

BLANCHE
{z fierce whisper)
Listen to me,,, Flease listan, I want
you to get someone. A paliceman. Tell
him my nmne i%.0e

Her words trail away as she stares at the Girl in astonishad disbeliel,
The Girl's large, dark eyes are wide with confusian and sha is shaking

ber haad,

BLANCHE
But, please,,. You can't refuse...

The Girl shakes her head more vehemently, evidently in an agony of
embarrassmant,

GIRL
Por favor,.. Nada Wl'“.o . Sepora =
1 tourista - solo Espagnol = no Inglese,

Bafore Blanche can make any further effort to get through to har, the
Girl turns on her hsels and scampers away. Blanche lets out & dry =of

and sinks down uttarly defsated.

CUT TO:

372 thru 375 OMITTED
375- 4 EXT. LUNCH TRUCK AND STEPS TO BEACH - DAY - LOCATION

A voung, sports-car type of MAN comes up tha gteps to the lunch trucik,
carrying a small rack of empty bottles. He puts the rack on the
counter and speaks to the Assistant,

YOUNG MAN
I brought back the emptien,

ASSISTANT
Thanks,

The Assistant starts to count out scrne peanias for the bottles, and the
Young Man turns to speak to the lst Policemaxn.

YOUNG MAN
Oh, &X... Officer - there's a car down
there parked half=way out in the road. -
I almost got mysel! stuck in the sand
trying to get round it,

(CONTINUED)
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~ 375-A CONTINUED:
| ASSISTANT

You mean that old Linceln convertible 7
YOUNG MAN

That's right.
ASSISTANT

Yeah, that waa here this morning whan

we pullsd in, '

The two POLICEMEN exchange a glance and the clder ane is already
nu_pping from his stool when the Young Man speaks again,

YOUNG MAN
The keys are right thers, but I didn't
want to move it, I thought maybe you'd...

1lpt POLICEMAN
Yeah, sure,

He moves away with his companion on his heels, The Young Man stops
to pick up his change and goes to follow.

375-8 MEDIUM SHOT
The two Paolicemen skirt & line of parked cars,

375-C POLICEMEN'S P.O. V.,
Jane's old car pa.rkid in the roadway.

375-D CLOSE SHOT

The lat Policarnan moves into FRAME to check the license plats, He
looks up, satiafisd but not particularly surprised. i

_ 1st POLICEMAN
¥Yup, this is it,

) 376 MEDIUM SHOT

The 2nd Policeman runs back to his motorcycle and grabs at the short~
wave traasmitter in the pillion,

377 REVERSE SHOT

The 1st Policeman steps back from the car and starts to walk around
it as if he were axamining some strange beast, 34

CcuT TO:

~ 378 EXT. BEACH - DAY - LOCATION |

MEDIUM SHOT - Jane is walking slowly along the adge of the water in
her bare feet, Paddling like a child, she lets the occasional wavelsta
come up ovar her ankles, and moves along quite cblivious of the ,

SRAEER 118 e AR » {CONTINUED)
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139,

CONTINUED:

children playing around her, who stop their play to stare at her as
she pagses.

OVIRSCENE: The dalightad screams of a young GIRL who is being
chased across the beach by & young MAN,

crowdad beach. She looks around in both directions, suddenly sware
of having lost her bearings, Then she sees Blanche, smiles and sets
pff to rejoin her.

Jane looks up, sees the Girl running away and then registers tha

CLOSE SHOT
Jane sits down beaide Blanche and starts to put on her shoes,
BLANCHE
{a harsh whisper)

Ja.n.. “n

Jane bends down to listexn.

JANE
You must be hot.

She folds the blanket back from Blanche's shoulders.

BLANCHE
Jane, help me, I'm afraid. You've got to
fetch somsona = a doctor.

Jane starts back in fright.

: JANE
I can't. ..

BLANCHE
You must - if [ die here you'll be all alone,
Jane, All alona.

JANE
(agitated)
1 can't they'll be mean to me, They'll
take me avay and be crual, liks they were
before.

BLANCHE
No, Jane. They'll be kind, they will...
really. I'll tell them that you're not to
blame. ..

Jane looks more confused and anxious than evar.

{(CONTINUED}
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BLANCHE
vv. Jane. I'll tell them that it's all my fault,
That I'm to blame.

JANE
. (simply)

But you're not.

BLANCEHE
1am,.. I speat my whols life trying to make
you pay for what happened when we were
children., I never bad anything then unless it
came from you. Ihatedyou for that.., and
the way Father used to send me away and spend
all his time with you.

JANE
I don't want to hear,

. ~ BLANCHE
You must - it's important for you.

JANE
But I know it all. I've knownm it all so long.

BLANCHE .
Not all of it, Jane. When things changed and
it was me that was sarning all the money, Fathar
was dead, sc I never even had a chance to show
him. But you were there to taks it out on, and |
fixed it so that you'd be dependent on me; so's
you'd have to live an my charity like I'd had to
on yours. That wasn't enough, though. I wanted
you to be grateful just like I'd bad to be too...
But you never were, You'd never admit that
anything had changed. And the more I beat you
down, mads you look foolish and chsap, stopped
you getting married or even having any real
friends, the mors you'd just laugh at me. So in
the end I made you waste your whole life paying
for something you never did. D'you know what
I'm talking about?

JANE

ibevﬂdorcd .
No, Blanchs - it keeps trying to come o me...
bm. 1 dmlt h"- -

BLANCHE
Remember how you always used to drive mae
everywhere? They called you Blanche Hudson's
chauffeur &t the studios - I liked that, But that
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)

. BLANCHE (CONT'D)
night - the night I got burt - you were terribly
drunk. You got drunk and 1 wouldn't let you
drive anymore, And whesn we gat bome I made
you go to open the gates... ¥ou'd made me look
pilly at tha party - imitating me - making
people laugh... I remember watching 15 you
-got out of the car =

{ sizaply)

And then I tried to run you down. But you saw
me and the car hit the gates... D'you know I
remember thinking - even than that you'd dane
that deliberately, That you'd knewn what 1 was.
going to do, and that you were pleased beciuse
you knew I'd only hurt mysell,

CLOSE SHOT

Jane is crying like a child, mai:i’.n; no &ttcmﬁt to hide her tears or
even avert her facs. :

' BLANCHE

Then you ran away because you wers f{rightened.
And I managed to get out of the car and crawl up

to the gates, When they found you they paturally
assumed that it was your fault. You were so diunk
and confused you didn't inow any bettar. I just lst
them go on thinking it was you = let you go on -
thinking it and paying for it, because that way 1
could hold on to you,

Jane suddenly turns her face away. Blanche looks at her sister's
averted profils, as if only now a thought had just occurrad to her.

BLANCHE
You weren't even ugly then - I mads you
that way.
(a sense of wondar)
I even did that. .. )

BLANCHE'S P,0O, V,

Jane turns to face her. She is no longer crying and her face has an
expression of such peculiar gentleness and detachment as to maks one
think that this final confession has finally pushed har over the edge,
After a long pause she turns to glance over her shoulder and then looks

solicitously at Blanche,

JANE
There's a place that sells things up there.
I'll get you & ing.
(she starts to get up)
Maybe they have ices... You like ice cream.
I'll see what they have.

She smiles and walks away.



382

383

384

385

CLOSE SHOT

As Blanche watches her sister go, her mouth begins to tremble, 2
terribls sob wracks her wasted body and she hides heér face in the

blanket, ) _

EYT. CAFETERIA - BEACH - SANTA MONICA - DAY - LOCATION

LONG SHOT - Several POLICEMEN are patrolling alertly through
different parts of the crowd, ignoring the CHILDREN that rus bacsk
and forth across their path, . N

-~

MEDIUM SHOT

A conatant stream of people moves in and out of the Saack Bar building.
A POLICEMAN moves through FRAME, his eyes travelling restlessly
back and forth over the pecple sitting on the sand. As the POLICEMAN
moves on, Jane comes into FRAME &nd crosses the path he has taken oo
her way to the Snack bar.

INT. CAFETERIA - SERVICE COUNTER = DAY - STUDIO

Jane edges timidly up to the busy counter and waits to be servad, FHar
manner, voice and childliks enthusiazm could all be those of Baby Jane
Hudson forty years ago. She smiles anxiously and a harrassed mals

ASSISTANT stops in fromt of her.
ASSISTANT

Y..h. . ?
' . JANE
Do you have ice cream?
ASSISTANT
Surs, What flavor?
JANE .
Oh... Well, which do you have?
ASSIETANT

{rattling it off impatiently)
Vanilla, coffee, Strawberry, lemon-

(i JANE }
terrupting
Strawberry. I'll have strawbarry, please,
Two big ones, please.
|
Tha Assistant turns away to whip up two ice cream cones for bar, and
Jane laoks around the Snack Bar with an amiable, childlike interest.

ASSISTANT
That'll be forty cents.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

Jane puts her purse on the counter and solemnly counts cut the monay.
+he Asgistant hands Jans the two cones and swaeps the cash up off tha
counter.

JANE
Thank you.

the cones very carsfully with two hands, she turns to walk
cut onto the beach.

EXT. BEACH NEAR SNACK BAR - SANTA MONICA - DAY -

The Two motorcycle Policamen are moving slowly across the baach

; towarda the Saack Bar,

MED, SHOT
Jane comes out of the Snack Bar holding her ics cream cenes.

CLOSE SHOT

One of the Policemens' attention has been attracted. He nudges his
Colleague and they move forward quickly.

POLICEMENS' P,O. V.
Jane has her syes glusd to the ices as if willing them not to fall as she
walks awkwardly over & patch of loose sand.

15t POLICEMAN (OVER)
Miss Hudson..,?

Jane goes oo walking. =

1st POLICEMAN (OVER)
(a shads loudsr)
Miss Hudson.

JANE
Yes?

She turns with & smils on her face, and then as the smile dies, she
boks confused and anxious,

GROUP SHOT

The lst Policernan closes with her and taking her very gently by the
srm, begins to talk in a quist, {riendly voics.

let POLICEMAN

We've besn looking for you, Miss Hudson.
I'm sorry, but we have to fiad your sister,
is she down thare on the beach with you?

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
Jane reacts pleasantly to his friendly manner.

JANE
That's right,

The Znd Pelicsman moves forward and takes the ice cream out of her
hands,

. \ 2nd POLICEMAN
I'll taks these for you -

JANE
: {slightly alarmed)
No. they're mine. B
(she appeals to the
1st Policernan)
They're for my sister Blanchs... She's
going to be a film star - did you know that?

A crowd is quickly beginning to gather around them.

l1st POLICEMAN
That's right, Miss. We want to find your
sister, because ] think maybe she nseds
help.

Jane looks at him blankly.

lst POLICEMAN
<o 1think maybe she's in trouble.

Jane reacts to the word 'trouble’ and looks around, becomes aware of
the crowd that surrounds hber. !

JANE'S P.O, V,

There is something reminiscant about the grouping of the onlookers,
samathing that gives themn the appsarance of a posed group rather thas
a mere collection of individuals. '

lst POLICEMAN (OVER)
Won't you show us where she is, please?

Jane looks at the FPoliceman puszzled, the beginnings of some memory
fliooding over her,

1st POLICEMAN

(kind, gentle, encouraging)
Won't you show us, please, Miss Hudson.
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MZDIUM SHOT

Jane smiles and nods, pleased to be of service. She taikes a step back
and composes her face in innocsnt concentration. Then, with a
terribls daslicacy. she lifts her skirt with the tips of hor fingers.
curtsies and starts to dance. ..

CUT TO:
EXT. BEACH NEAR WATER'S EDGE - SANTA MONICA - DAY -

e v R LS S

CLOSE SHOT - Blanche liss on her side, her fingers opening sad
cloeing very slowly on & handful of sand that is gradually being blown
away. The tsars are streaming down Blanche 's face and she is shaking
her head fror side to side as if to deny, not only all that has happensd
but also the crusl joke of life itsell, *

OVERSCENE: = The voice of Baby Jane Hudsoun, echoing as it did om
the stage of a little Californian theatrs flity years 2go, is sicging
"I'M WRITING TO DADDY".

CAMERA FULLS BACK SLOWLY INTO MEDIUM SHOT as the desolate

childish voice soard up to take in the lat Policeman who is striding
across the beach towards the pathetic bundle that is Blanche Hudson.

THE END




