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Ner . o . SEQUENCE AT

><ﬁ> - FADE IN:
1 |

A-1 _TEE MAN«MADE MOUNTAIN PEAKB or %ANHATTAN

on & sunny day_in Octobez, 1938, THE CﬁMERA-PANS ACROSS
the distant ridge of midtown bulldings, then slowly FINDS A
‘FOREGROUND: THE REAR OF A SMALLZAPARTI&&ENT .I{GUSE on Easgt
.55th Street. o

It is & 4—story affair of brick, housing some sight apart-
ments, half of them glving on the garden cor rather on the
routine back yard with a sumse - trse, & stons bench, and some
-mouldy flower boxes in which geraniums are dying._

THE M@VING CAMERA ‘CONCENTRATES on the éth floor apartmant,.

which boasts three windows., Twe of them give on the living

room, one -on the bedroom of the brothers Birnam, THE - .
'_CAMERA NAHROWS ibs. intarest to THE BEDROOM WINDGW.

. It is open, 1ika a million other windows in Kew Yerk that
warm-day. What gives 1t individuaslity is that from an awn-
ing cleat there dangles down the outside wall something
which very few psopla hang from thelr wiadows- a bottle cf
whiskay. _ _ _

. f

| {:]_ _ Through the win&ow we ean 808 the brobhers Birnam packing.
A-2 - INT, BEDROOM | | | |

It is a smalliah room with twin beds in opposite oorners,
vobh of them unmade. There sare bocks on the night tables,
two chests of drawers with some of the drawers open, snd
the closet is open too. - One door leads to tha living roam,
another to the cramped. antranca hall, - SR

(Maybs this is the tzme to describe tha apartmanb¢; Ycu*va L
seen that living room & hundred times if you know 1itsrate, o
artistically inelined people. On:-ons wall are bookshelves.
surrounding a marble fireplace, on which stands 'a- tiny plasu

ter bust of Shakespeare. In the shelves, art books. and- -
serious works of fiction: Thomas Mann, F. Scott Fitzgerald;n
James Joyce and the like. . There are Picasso,'Van Gogh and
Utrillo reproductions on the other walls, A comfortable,

elderly armchalr stands near one of the windowa. There ia

8 stadio couch, a 1ow, tiled table »a-oh, you. know.;

Off the 1living room 13 the familiav kitchenette for . tha
iight housekeeping of two bachelora - 1.3. coffee and
e coffee, _

Sélﬁ%} a The bathroom, 1nconveniently enough, is off the sntranoe_
’ : hell, A floor plan, authentlcated by the author of tha
book& will be furnished on request}. o o

10-23-4¢ . T :-:(C¢ntinuéd)f'
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(Conttd)

To get back to the bedroom and the Birnam brothers: & small
sultcase lies open on each bed, DON, the brother nearest
the window, is bent over one, putting in socks, shirts, ete.
He 1s thirty-three, an extremely.attractive guy, but ten
pounds underweight, and in his eye there is something rebel-
llous, something sly. ' - :

WICK, two years younger, is much sturdier, kindly, sympa-
thetic, solid gold, He wears glasses and is smokinhg.e

cigarette, He:ls on his way from the closet to his suite
case with some stuff, He throws a sweater across to Don. .

) WICK#_ | Better take this along, Don. It's -
_ _ golirig to be cold on the-fgrm._
poN: Oksy.  _ | | |
W;GK:-  o '-gow;many~shirﬁs are you;takihg?-'".
DON: Three, -
WICK: “Itm Eakiﬁg five,
'.DONi__. © Five? |
WICK: T told them at the office I might

not be back till Tuesday. Wetlll
get there this afternocon. Thattll

- glve us all Priday, Saturday, Sunday, -
Monday., We'll make it s long weekend,

DON:  Sounds long, all right.

WICK: - Ittll do you good, Don, after what

- you'lve been through. -

Don has crossed'to_tha cheét.bf'dréwérs anﬁ fished out more
shirts and socks, -~ o S o :

WICK: : Trees and grass and sweet cider and

buttermilk and water from that well
thatts colder than any other water,

DON: - Wick,-piease,'why this emphasis on
liqulds? Noble, upstanding, nauseat-
ing liquids., - - _ o

WICK: ~ Sorry, Don, "
DON, his back toward Wick; is bent over the suitcase,'pack-
ing. His eyes travel to the window, o

DON:  Think it would be a good idea if

we took my typewriter? g
' B B (Continued)
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- A-2  {(Contfd) - |
) WICK: What fory
DON: . {1ndignently}
To.write: To write there. I'm
going to get started on my novel,
WICK:  You really feel up to writing?
DON: . Why not? | |
WICK: T mean, sfter what youfva been
: ' through.
DON: o I havanft touched the stuff for
_ _ ten days now, | ]
WICK: . T know you haventt, threvs ﬁhe
: Jportable? :
DON: : : In the 1iving room clcset, klnd of
- ‘towards the back.
Bant forward ﬁensely, ‘he watches Wick go inbo the living
poom,  Left alone, he acts with lightning rapiditys He -
S takes the sweaber, goes over to the window, pulls up the
Cf% L whigkey bottle, wraps the sweater around it so that cnly
S~ ) the top with the string sround 1t shows. He tries bo
) loosén the. noose but he's nervous and 1oses a precious-
second. _
From the . living room- has been coming. the sound of chk opens -
ing the closet door and ransacking, Now comes4 '
WICK'S You sure it's in the closet9 I
VOICE: . can‘t find it. -
 DON3 S (Worlking dssperately)
' Look by the big: ohair,_
,WZGK}S' _ ) : (Approaching fast3
VOICE: = - Isn't it under your ‘bed? -
‘Don sees ‘he canft 1oosen thﬁ string in time, 'In'the last
fraction of & second before Wick enbers, he manages to
- lower the bottle back down the wall, With what nenchalanca
_he .can muster he bends down and looks under. the ‘bed just as
Wick entars, a sheal of white pawer 4in his hand, _
DON s _ Of course. Here 1t Las
{{WJ Hes pulls out & Remington portable, 1830 model,

WICK: ' Here!s some PAPET.

‘He puts 1t in Donts suiteases - |
10=23-44 - o _ {Continued)




3 RV | THE LOST WEEKEND | Amd
X | : o
T A=2-  (Cont'd)
! {0 : -
: C:) - WICK: We'll fix a teble on the south
N ‘ porch, . sNobody to disturb you me |
o ' : _ 111l see to 1t, ZExcept meybe ' -
| Saturday night we'fll go over to
2 - the Country Club, - o
DON: I'm not going near that Country Club, .
WICK: " Why not? o ?
i' - o DON: - Bedamae-they're & bunch of hypocrites -
B o o and I don't like to be whispered aboutb: S
‘ Look who's here from New York, :The =~ = ;
' ‘Bilrnam brothers -~-or rather the nurse ,
- _ and'thetinvalié. o o
t'- - _- - WICK: = Stop that,'Doﬁa,FNoﬁody-there'knbﬂs*.' :
- o R © ebout you, . . _ e i
r . o - S L X
- o - DON: - No? We get off the train and .the :
- _ S alerm is sounded: .The leper is back,.. . !
: : o "~ Better hide'yaar liguor. | B . : -
f ' _ chtsteps have been racing up the stairs outside the flat, _ :
ST : -and now there is a distinetive ring of ‘the doorbell: :short, = |
Short,-long,-short.=3 Ll o - o '
DON: - Helen.: .
WICK:  I'1l take it,

' He-gaeé toward ﬁhe door while the-b311 resum&s.short, short, .
long, short, : _ ' S : - S

From the bedroom we see him open the door. Ittty HELEN, all

- rlght, -She 1s & clean-cut, good looking glrl of twenty-six.
Her face-1s brave, gay piguant, - She's wearing & three-
quarter<length leopard coat, . The Indian Summer day is a

- good ten degrees too warm for the coat, but that doesntt:
~Stop Helen from wearing her beloved, . In her hand ars two

; : books wrapped, and another small package. .She enters -

ﬁ - breathlessly, - ' _ ST T |

HELEN: Hello, Wick, - Where!s Don?'f
Seeing him,. she crosées o thé bedroom, -

HELEN: ©  Glad I made it. I was afrald
you might be gone, - Presents,w'

She puts the packagés in the suitcasé;u~

| _ HELEN: - The new Thurber-bobk, with comical jokes
; : : _ and plcbtures, and a guilet little double
o 10-0344 | murder by Agaths Christie..

{Continued)
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B HELEN: ~ {Putting in. the second
(Contta) | peckage )
" 'Cigarettes and chewing gum.
DON: | Thanks, Helen--n |
HELENa_'_ _ﬁow have 8 good. time, darling._ And~
: : 'remamber -—— lots of sleep, lots of .
DON: ~ And sweet older and some of bhab.
: R nice. cold water from the’ wells®
HELEH: __Band down. | _ , _
Itts a. ranning gag between thase two. 'Don bends 50 ﬁhat”#"‘
' shs can kiss him on ths cheek. _-" ' o
-HELEN- §.='-I!d better be goinge .I*ve missed
e T ten minutes ‘of ths oonocert already. -
'DON* R What concert? R R !
_HELEE&,s:_' : 'carnegie Hall.. Barblrolli conductn
. -~ ing. They gave me two tzckebs at
_ . --the qffice.- . \ g
“DON' R th are you gcing Withf
- EELEN* | o _Nobadyg_
_'Somathing flickers in Bon*s eya¢ ,.
poN: What ave they playing? """ |
._HELEK:Z - ' .Brahms‘ Seccnd Symphony, something o
S L by Beethoven; something by Handel, S
o E and not one. note of Grieg; o
DON:. Sounds wonderful.
HELEN: }_' Goodbye, boys. Sae you ﬁonday.
WICK: Tuesdﬁy. | |
. DON: S (Holding Helen by the arm)
B ' Just a minute. Wiek _—
Wick looks uﬁ; . _ .
DON ) I just hed =2 érézy:inggfzjw ~5':”‘ _ L
9-2B=44 R ... {Continued)
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A~z (Cont'a)
WICK:
DON:

WICKS
DON3

'HELEK£'

DOR:
WICK:

DONe

WICKY
HELEN:

DON

HELEN?

DON:
WICKY

DON: .
WICK:
_beN%'

-WZCK?
9~25-44

- Ag. for instanca‘

“later train and Helen wouldntt.

Mo, I‘m not upsetting;any plans.

 But Helen, 1t's so silly!l A4 whale
of n concert end an empty seat next

They!ll be at the station to m@et

‘we 're taking the lafe train; have
by ten.

'ﬁothing doing. We're going.;:j
that empty seat,: I'1l find myselfl
'There. Dia you hear her9 Aﬁé'ncw
'the train anyway.

“Twouﬁwenty.

1 want you. to go. You and Heleﬁ;__
Me and Helen? "

mm Tos? WeRKEND | 1ot

Who says we heve to take the tWOm
forty-five train? We could go on the
six«thirty. S .
Whet are ydn talking sbout?

I just th@ught we could take &

have to go alons to the concerts.
She's got two tickets, hasn't sha?

You'rs going on that two-forty=-rive.

you. _
No, Don. E#erythiﬁg 8 all séf.
us. Dinner?tll be walting.

So what? We put in a call that -

supper gt nine o*c¢ock, be in bed

Wick's right. And don't worry about

a very handsome So&th American millions
gire. . _ _ :

we'd have to break our necks to catch

(Looking at her wrist waﬁch)

Sea?

| (Giving up)
A1l right.. Go ahead‘

| Waiz_é”minute, I m hot going.

Thén'whatﬁ&re;we ta%king abou;?

“{Continued)




=
o

A~z (Conttd)
~ DON:

WICKs
DONs .

chﬁz

Eelen.

There 1s an exchange of suspicious looks batwean Wiok and

HELEN:
WICK:

Don; ¢
WICK;
| WICK:

HELEN:” |

WXCKS
DON!

WICKy
DONz,
HELEN:

Wick, .who has been qmcking 2 cigarette throughoub the scene,

Yone of the thres see, bub we

do, that 1t doesn't fall out the window dbut ricochets . -
agalnst thé opened casement to ths window sill,'whsra it

throws 1t out the window. '

" to be glone for a couple of hours sn

. Yéé;' That was the 1@33* Whﬁ.like§

Brabma, yon or 19
Sinne when dnn't you like Brahms?

i‘ll stay right hare and finish
paeking. Take . 8 1ittle nep maybe.

Ronsenss' If anybcdy goes vos Halen 8
your girl. -

There 3 somathing in that, Dona

What's znore, T donf t th;!,nk you should
be left a*oneo - LT

1 ghogl&n’t?

f_ N59  8
:Really, Dono_ o
:Why” I can't be t”usted, .15 ﬁﬁaﬁ iﬁ?_ '
_ What T mﬁant to say _ﬂ\_ _.?  ' ;; ?@;'
- wzck..' o o

Aftsr whaﬁ Don*s baen through e

After what I’ve been through, I
couldn't go to'é conecerb. I esuldn*ﬁ
face the crowd. L couldn't sit through
1% with all those people arovnd.. I:want

kind of sssemble myself, Is that’ gu
an extraordinary thing to want2

- Don'z gct 80 outragsd, would yon,mind?

A11 right. Anything else?

Pleaae, boya,

1138 smoulderingeF-

WIGK;_ e

Sm@3-44

-y

Gomﬁ on, Helen. -

TEE LOST WEmKENb | e

Cﬁénping@a)._
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A2 (Cont'd) S

HELEN.S | You!ll stay right here, won't you?
DON3 . fhere would I go? __
HELEN: Then you'll ‘be here whan we come

: back? |
DON 3 I tolﬁ you I'm[not leaving this
' _ : apartmenm,
WICKs  You've told us a gecd many things,

. D(}np _

Furious, Don takes & bunch of keys from hils pocket.

QON. L ALl right, if you don’t believe me,' 
_ o - why don't you taks my key and loek
- e in liks 8 dog. -

 EELEN; - {To Wiek) = - o
S Wetve got to trust Don. Thatts the |
| only WaY e o e 'g
WICK§ o Sorry, Done . '... |
e _ : - {To Helen) T L . :
_ -Here we goe. = - o T )
HEL&K:i'Iif"-'Sﬁ-long,.Don‘L.'- é
DON, "'31 - So longe; - _ |

| EELEN:, - (Pulling him by the

' : - lapel)
. Bend down,,

His face is now close to herss, She kisses him, Wieck turns
awaye His eyes fall on the cigarette still smeuldering on
the sllls He ‘goes. toward the windowe. .

Don, held by Helen, watches him tensely. Wick flips the

- cilgarette into the garden and is about to turn back into-
the room when his eyes fall on the cleat and the string.«
He leans from the Window. '

Dcn leots Helen go, staring at Wick, panic In his OYO B
Helen, sensing something amiss, looks from one: brother to
the. others,

WICK: - - '(31&113.’135% up: 'tha. b.ot-‘blef;‘v
_ h Vhattg this,.Don?. . .

Helen and Wick watdh Eon. Dontsg face. . relaxes into an irmmow
_cent grinm o . o

9~25-44 . o | {Continued) -
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-2 (Contid) ST |
DON: - That? Ths.—t‘a'_w,hiékey,.: 1sn'h 187

T,
; o4
T .
|, :
e

WICK: How did it get bhere?
DONz- - I'dbn[t know. - . _ _
WICK? Iisuppoééfit'dropped from somé 6@0ﬁd;i
: Or someons was bouncing it against
: _3hiswwall,and it got stuck.
Dogf.;: I must ﬁavégput'it there.
_WIOK: . Yes, you must. o o
- DONt 'bniy'l.dénft fémsmberﬁwban.'-?rdbaﬁiﬁ o
- during my last spell, or maybe the . -~ . = *

. one before., L

'-.Biéisyea_meeﬁ Helen's. : Hers 3re_££fiﬂiﬁsi§Zdistbéééééi“

DON' : Don't look at me like that, Helen., . S |
S " Doesn't mean a thing., I didn't. . o |
‘know it was there. 4&nd 1f I had, S

I wouldn't have %ouched 1t.

ti; S Wi¢k,hgé'iwistad-%hsfstring.cff'ﬁhé bottles . |
ﬁéﬁé-'j-  ) Won’t-mindiwhat?-”'

Wick, the botile 'in his hand, goes through the living room :
toward the kitchenette. Don looks after him, then follows
him} & stubborn smile on his lips. Helen tralls after

them, acutely embarrassed. = P .

‘A~3  EITCHEAETTE

' Wiek has stepped to the sink.  He opens the bobiley turns.
it upside down and lets the Whiskey run out. Don and Helen
some to the deor from the Iiving room snd stand wabtching.
Don has -something of the feeling of a man watchlng the

- execution of a very good friend, but he senses Helen's _
eyes upon him and preserves Kis nonchalant expression. The
bottle emptled, Wick pubs it in the sink. o _

WICK: Now you trot along with Helen.

(Pointing at the bottle) -

DON: - . Why?. On account of that?
rﬁ(‘> : ~ . You think I wanted you out of the apart-
R ' ) 1 mﬁntube¢auseLbf”that2”~l“resent-th&t;iike
“the devil, and if there's one more word -
of discussion, I don't leave on your
_ L blasted weekend. S
10-23-44 : S : {Continued)




AB
A3

Aed

AmD

| IHE LOST WEEKEND = A=10

(Contid)

HELEN : Let's goe _
Wick shrugs and goes to the hall for his habs

HELEN | (To Don)-
Be good, won't you, Don, darling9

She turns to go, but Don holds her batk.

DON: - Of course, Helen. J&st stop watch—
ing me all the fime, you twos Let
- me work 1% out my way. Itm trying,

Z'm trying. : o

HELEN: We're both trying, Don. You're -
_ trying not to drink, and I'm try-
-1ng not to love you.1:

She- ¥isses him on the mouth, a woman hopelessly in 1ove.”'
Then, so that he won't see her moist eyes, she turns and
‘hurries into the entrance hazl. .

LETTLF ENTRANCE HALL - BIRNAM APARTMENT

Wick stands, hat in hand holding ﬁhe door open.- Helen
comes out guickly and ﬁaking a handkerchief from her bag;

hurries past Wick into the hall, Wick turns toward. Don,- :

who has followed Helen to the entrance halle’ ;

WICK: You call the farm,Dong Tell them .
' we're taking ﬁhe six—thirty tralne

- DON: © ‘Sure. . .

chx- 8o long. . o |
He goes out, shutting the door behind him. Don steps

quickly to the door; presses hls ear against it to hsar '

what the two are saying outside.

- POURTH FLOOR HALL ﬂRD S?AIRCAQE - APARTNENT HOUSE

It is narrow and simple. There is no elevator, A skylight;
somewhat obscured by dirt and dust, lights the fourth floor
backs: Every so ofien down the stalr there is 8- light L

bracket, always burning.

:Helsn stands at the top of the stairs, blcwing her nose. -

 10~25-~44

Wick takes her arm qulﬁkly.-
WICK: | Cama on, Hezen; _
HELEN: Oh, Wick, what are we going to do

about him ever«
(Continued}




AB | THE LOST WEEKEND sl
4-5 - (Cont?d) | |
WICK: - He'll be all right.

| HELEN: o What if he goes out and buys
| _ _ another ‘bottle?

WICK: With what9- He hasn't a nickels,
' There isn't a store, there isn‘t a
bar that'd give him fzve cents? worth
of credits

They descend a few steps&

’ - T HE&EN: | "~ Are you sure he hasntt anoﬁher bottle
: ' , - hidden somewhere? _ R ;
: L _ .

WICK: Not any more, he hasn't, I went
: Cthrough the apartment with a fines .
toothed comb. The places he can o S
figure out ! SR ' S - S

_mhay go on down the stairs. :
A6  INT. THE APARTHENT . |

Don stands at the door,” panic in his face.- Has his brother ,
discovered the other two bottles? He puts the chain on the )
door to insure hls privacy, then dashas into. the hathroom. '

AwT BATHROO% - BIRNAM APARTMENT

. i It’s aldufashionsd, with a bathtub on claw feet, a showar o

E _ cutain above 1t -+ all the plumbing on that scales’ Don - ’
: : ‘dashes in, takes a nail file, kneels beside the grille of |

L ' & register in the side wall, pries 1t out with the file,’ ?
é looks inside, pubs his hand ine “The botile is gmee’ He
looks at the hole wida~syea, pushas back the grille and

. rung oth _ . _

AwB Don comes running in, goes. to the coubh, pulls it‘away~frcm--
o the wall, throws himself ‘on his belly on the couch and
reaches under the side of 1%t which was towards the walle-
His hand explores among the: aprings. ‘There is no bobttle
there, .He sits ups -His face is coversd with swelte .He
'ta?es but his handkerchiaf and wipes his faceu

Just then, from the direction of the entrance door, thare
is the noise of a key belng turned in the lock.. Don
freczes, ‘his eyes tarning towards the door,.. horzified.

o | ALY ENTR&ECF DOOR TO THE AFARTEEN? (FROM QON’S ANGLE)
P a

o~ _ _ It opens as far as the chain will allow, stOps with & sharp
bite of metal oh wood., -TheXe 1s. anotlier trym ﬁhen the
doorbell is rung. P

10-23-44 S -,
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s - AnlO DON _ |
&:) He has not stirreds He rises slowly from the couch, takes

a few steps towards the entrance door,

DON: Who is 1%7 |

No answer, Just the doorbell belng rungagain§
DON: WHO IS IT? |

Awll CQRRIDQR-OﬁTSIDE BIRNAM APARTMENT

At the door stands MRS. FOLEY, e middle-aged charwoman with
: - a lapge utility bag over her arm« Her key ls in the door, .
f _ which is open as far as the chain will permit. S

MRS, FOLEY: =~ Mrs. Foley. OCome to clean up.

] DON: : “ (His nerves on edge)

: : -~ XNobt todays Doss it have %o be .
f today? :

i' | 4-13 MRS, POLEY | | |

R wl MRS. FOLEY: T ought %o change the sheets,

and. todayt!s my day to vacuums -
Awld DON ' '

’i' : S . DON: You cantt come in., I'm not .
dressed. ' '

- A-~15 MRS, FOLEY

MRS. FOLEY:  Shall I wait, shall I come baok,
- : or what? - , -

DON'S VOICE: You come on Mondaye

MRS. FOLEY:  All right, Mr, Birnam, Is your
: ' brothepr here? - - _

DON'S VOICE: No, he isntt

MRS, FOLEY:  How about my money? Didn't he
B ' © leave my monsy? :

Awl6 DO

RNV He stands galvanized. The word "money” has sent an electric
current through his mind. - .

DON: . What money?

10w 23mbd { Continued)
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A-16 {Cont1d)

L A-L7

A-18

Awl9

A-20

 MRS. FOIEY: My five dollars. Didn't he leave 1t?

DON: - o (Stalking his prey)

| Probably, Where would he leave 1t?
MRS, FOLEY!S | B |
VOICE: In the kitchen.
DON: Where in the kitchen?
MRS. FOLEY'S o -
VOICE: In the sugar bowl.

o Don breathes like one who's Ffound the combination o the

safe with the crown Jawels.

: DON' ' : Just & miﬂute.

He goes to the kitchﬁnette. -

_KITGHEKETTE

On the counter under the cupboards stands thﬁ sugar bowl,.
Don lifts the 1id., . There's nothing but sugar in the bowl,

but lining the 1id is a folded five-dollar bill. Don takes

it out, goes into the entrance hall and even though Mrs.
Poley can't see him, instinctively holds the five doll&ra
behind - his ‘back.

DON: o Sorry, Mrs. Foley. ‘It's not there.
I He must h&va forgotten. L o

MRS. FOLEY | | - |
MRS. FOLEY: Oh, Putt! I wanted to do some ahopping._
DCN'S VOICE: Ixourll gat 1t Monday all right.,. |
MRS. FOLEY: Goodbya, Mr. ‘Birnam. |

She closes th@ door, takes the key and starts down the
stairs. ' : . .

DON

He brings the five. dollars from behind his back. He 1looks

at 1%, folds 1t neatly, pockets 1t, pubts on his hat, then,

with an afterthought, goes into the living room. He push-

es the couch back against the wall with his root, then goss
out.

FOURTH FLOUR HALL AND STAIRS

Don goes to the balustrada, looks down,-

10*23-44
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STEEP SHOT OF THE STATRS | |

Don's head in the foregrowmd. The coast is clear of Mrs.
Foley. Like a convict eseaping, Don slips down thﬂ stalirs,

SLOW DISSOLVE TO'

BROPHY'S LIQUOR STORE - {TRANSP,) - CLOSE SHOT OF LIQUOR

A rackful of thsm, filling the secreen., THE CAMERA IS RE«
HIND the rack of liquor in & store on Third Avenue. THE
CAMERA MOVES slowly toward them so that only asbout eight
bottles £ill the sereen and we can ses, between them, the

- shop, 1ts window. on Third Avenus, 1ts entrance door. No -

one 1ls visible in the shpp.

Through the gless door we ge® Don Birnam hurrying Up. He
gives a quick glance in each direction, to see that hs’s
not observed. He peers into the shop to make sure there

-are no other customers, then quickly steps inslde and

stands breathing heavlly.
A salesman rises in the foreground, h ia back to the GAHERA.

Don points to. two bottles in the foreground,_

DON: - . {With 81l the nonchalance
o he can . scrape together)
- Two. bottles of rye.

SAIESMAN: I'm sorry, Mr.-Bimnam.
DON: - What'are yoa-ﬁorry-éﬁouﬁ?-' |
SBALESMAN; Your brother was in bsré. He saild .

he's not going to pay for you eny -
. more. That was the last ttme.:_

DON: B He won't, huh9
He takes tha five dollars from hils pocket and unfurls i’t,

1lks a card trickster._'

DON: Two bottles of rye.

SATESMAN: - What brend?
DON:  You lknow what brand, ¥r. BroPhy.
The chaapest.
SAIESMAN: A1l right,
. DON¢  Nome of ﬁhat-tweiéewyear-dld, sgedw

In-the~wood chichi, Not for me.,
- Liquor is all one, anyway.

10-23-44 o o (Continued)
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The salesman has taken two bottles from the rack in the
foreground and put them on the counter,- - Don gives him the
money and picks- np the bottles 1ike & miser grabbing gold.:
SALESMAN: Don!t you want a bagv

DON: Yes, I want a bag,:

The salesman hands him & bag: and steps out of the shotb to-

wards the cash reglster. We hear the ping of its bell, the
opening -of 1ts drawer. Meanwhile, Don thrusts the bottles

‘in the bage. It ig a 1ittle short and the necks of the

bottles protnude. The salesman hendy him his change. Doﬁl

pockets it..
SALESMAN: ~ You know, your-brother asked me not

to sell you anything even if you had
money, but I can't stop nobody,. can.
I, not unless you're a minor.

- DON: - I'm not a minor, Mr. Brophy, and

Just to gquiet your conscience, Itm
buying this as a refill for my clgam
_ratte 1ightar‘.g.' _

Another customer enters the ‘shops Don takes the package
and walks past the newcomer towards the door, hiding. it
from him gracefully, like 8 football in a snesk play.z

”THIRD AVENUE, OUTSIDE BROPHY'S LIQUGR SHOP

“Don comes: out with the bottles in the paper bag:- He wants
- to start down the street but about twenty-five feeb away .
- stand two middle-aged Hokinson ladles, one of them kerbing

her dog on a 1eash. They are chatting. P
Don stops. He 11l have to pasa them if he goes down tha
street and he doesn't want to, not with these bottles peek~
ing out of that bag. He turns back and approaches the
grocery store nexit door to Brophyts: In front of it is =
frait stand. Screening his gesture from the ladles with _
his back, he picks up three apples and pubs them in the top
of the bag, to camouflage the bottles. He puts down a coin,
then walks down the street toward the 1adies, flaunting

- a paper bag which is obviously full of applesg

The 1ady with the dog sees him. Don removes hia hat in &
courtly bow,_vary.much st ease with the appless . :

DONs .  Good afternoon, Mrs, Deveridge. .
MRS. o
DEVERIDGE: Hello, Hﬁ. Birnen,

Don - passea ‘the 1adie§.

| 10-23-44 . (Continued) |
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MRS, DEVERIDGE:  (Oonfidentially, o =
- . - " her companianff T

' : - That's that niece young men that - E

A . drinks. . B |

The other lady tsk~tsks;}.Thayfboth look after Don.

Don 1s about ten feet beyondfthem}'7Pérhapa'he“has over~

‘heard the remark. . In any case, hejis?looking_back;;_Hia
look meets thseirs., - Embarrassed,-they turn., . Mrs., -

Deveridge-jerksgen the leash. . - o
MRS. DEVERIDGE: Come on, Sophie. - Let's go. R
_gney.walkfdowﬁ gne;gzreet_1n;the,opgag:ﬁe;airecéicn-zrcm
. AORe e
 A-24  DOX T T L S ST
o He looks aftérytham.'fHe.is jﬁs£7in frbnt of NAT '3 BAR., -
L : -_He;gteps.harriedlyzinto:tha-bar;,_*" ST ‘
r : A-25 D, NAT'SBAR L
T A typical dingy Third Avenue bar. The sun slants dustily
: ' into the walnubt-brown room. There is a long bar with a .
5 3 ' mirror behing it,_some'marbleatqppedrtables-and'bentWooﬁ

- ' o chairs, Theﬁwoodwark;-the*furniture,pﬁhe[plaster-of'the
}'tfi? _ place have sbsorbed and give forth a sour- breath of hard’

liquor, a Stals smell of flat beer. .

A : As Don enters with the two bottles and the apples, there R
: . - are three people in the bapr. Nat, the bertender, a broad- |
| shquldefedi'ﬁonnonsenSe_type,of,guy;_squeezing;lemonS'in E
r - - Preparation for the evening tredes and, sitbting at a table |
! - In the corner, a girl namedaGLORIA;;with-an:OQt»ofetowner
who-hasn‘t.bothered‘toztaks'off;hisuhat;;,Hé?s”about;fifty'
and_the[managaruqua-hardwaréwstqrgain_ﬁlizabeth,jNéw;. :
o Jersey.~fGloria”isfg*sh0pworn;ﬁWentyvthpee;ﬁ:Shefs*brukn-: o
E nette,-wears=net_stockingéﬁand_aﬁsMallﬁpazentfleathen*hat;'; o
and is a8 1lttle belaw.the;staﬁdar&syqf=th§5$t;ﬁMbritz.lobby o

Dcn_crqssea-ﬁpjthé bﬁp;fgfif'”5.:” '

| RS - Nat foday? T T T

NAT:- . (on guapd)
Don sits on a barjstobl,.puﬁting dowﬁ tgéfpépar'ﬁag;':f ”"

) pows. ' This'being an especially fine =
e j _ s afternoon,-l-have.dscidedaﬁo agk
-~ for your hand in marriage, . . =
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{Cont1d)
NAT: | {Wiping his hands)

R Look, Mr. Birnam -- _ _
DON: '  If that is your attitude, Nat, I sﬁail
: _ - have to drown my sorrows in a, jigger

of rye. Just one, thatts all‘

NAT: - | Can't be done, Mr, Birnamt

DON: ~ Cant't? Let me guess why. My brother

_ was here, undermining ny financial K

_ _structure.-_ =
WAT: I didn't tell him nothing about the
- - wrist wateh you. 1eft here, or yoar '
N cuff 1inks. _

‘DoN: Thank you, Nat. Today, youfll be -

. glad to know, we can barter on a
cash basis. _

} He takes the bills and change from his pocket, puts it on

the bar . .
maT: (Reaching for the
' o - "bottle and ﬁhe jigger)
: One straight rye._g
DON: That was. the ‘idea.

Nat pours the drink, then returns to squeezing 1emon3a Don.

‘picks. up the glass, is suddenly acutely aware of the people

at the table, of Nat's eyes., The glass freezes halfway to
his mouth. He pubs it down-and starts playing the noncha«

_lant, casual drinker =~ the man who can take 1t or leave it.
- He fingers the glass, turning it round and round. He takes

a pack of cigarettes from his pocket and shakes one out,

lights it,  As he puts the match in the ashtray, his eyes
fall on that jigger of whiskey. It's hard to resist it any
longers He takes a handkerchief from his pocket; wipes his

forehead, then his parched mouth. The time. has come NoOWs
He pubts the handkerchief back in his ‘pocket, 1lifts the '

glass and drains i1t in one gulp. Actually, Don doesn't

like the taste of liquor, actively hates it indeedy as a -

one~legged man might hdte the sight of his crutdhes but

need. them in order to walk.  _

- Now that he has the drink in him, 8 kind of relievsd grin :

comes back to Don's face. He holds the empty jigger in his

“hand. Nat has come up with the bar towel to wipe off the
wet ring 1eft by the glass» j _

10-24=44 | - ~ (continued)
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DOV. Don't wipe it away, Nat, Let me
-have my little vicious cirele.
The circle is the perfect geometric
figure. ¥No end, no beglinning v

| What time 1s it9 L
NAT: o Quarter of four‘
DON: : Good‘ That. givea us the whole after-'

noon together,
: {He holds out his glass

- for ancther drink) _
OnTy tell me when it's a quarter of
six. " Veéry important. We'lre going
tc the country for a. weekend, my
brother and Ty

From the table in. the background comes Gloria, hmadad for sf
the powder room. Passing Don,. sha runs her flnger through
the neckline of h;s hair.  : y :

| GLORTA: Hello, Nr, Birnam. Glad to have

- you - back. with tha organlzation.

 DON: Hi_. Hello, Glorla.

 She goes on. Don turns back to Nat.

DON: R Not just 8 Saturday Sunday weekenda
: 4 very long weekend. I wish I could
.take you along, WNat. TYou +~ '
{(With.a gesture towards
~ the ligquor shelves)
and alluthat goes with-youaﬂ'

Without 8 change of expression, Naﬁ paurs the second drink¢

DON: Kot that I'm. cutting myself off

“from clv1lization altogether,_

He points at the bag with the apples showing.: ﬁat 1ooks,

but doesn't get it. TLike a magician, Don takes two apples
oat, revealiﬁg the necks of the bottles, _

- DON: : (Gulping down tha

- whiskey) .
Now of course there arises the problem _
of transportation inbto the country.
How to smuggle these two time bombs _
past the royal guard. I shall tell you .
- how, Nab, because I'm so fond of you.
Only glve me anothsr drink.

Nat pours one,

10-24w=44 . o | _ D : (Cohﬁihued)
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DON: Tm going to roll one bottle in a copy .
of the Saburday Bvening Post, so my
brother can discover 1t like that, .
{He snaps his fingers)
And I want him to. discover i%t, be=-
cause that'll set his mind at’ rest.
The other botile —w
(Confidentially to Nat),
Come here,

Nat leaﬁs over ﬁhe bar towards -

DON: " That one Iim tucklng into my dear
- brotherts suitcase. He!ll transport
1t himself, without knowing it, .of -
course, While he's gresting the care-.
taker, I'1l slide 1t out and. hide 1t
in a hollow of the old apple trse.

RAT: - Aw, Mr.-Blrnam,'why don‘t you 1ay
R off the stuff for a whilsa o

DON: I may never'touch it while I'm there., .
) - Not a drop. What you don't understand,
-all of you, is -that I've got to know
itts around._ That I can have 1t if I
- need it, I can't be ocut off completely.
That's the devil. That's what drives
yon Lrazy. ' ”

NAT ¢ Yeah. I know a lot of guys like that._
- They btake a bottle and put i1t on ths
shelfs All they want ls just te look
at it, They won't even carry a corke
scerew along, just to be sure., Only _
all of a sudden they grab the.bottle
and bitE'off-the neck. . -

DON: o Nat, one more reproving word and 1
shall consult our 1awyer about a
divorce. :

_.Ke points to the empty glass for Nat to fill it. HNab pours
another jigger.-' o

DONs  Quarter of six. Don‘t forget; My
I ~ brother must £ind me at home, ready
and packed, _

Gloria is back from the powder room, On her way %o her
gentleman friend at the table, she runs her finger through
the neckline of Don's hair, She is almost past him when he
‘catches her hand snd pulls her bowards him.

10424~44 - - | . {Continued)
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. DON: ” Shall we dance? _ _
I GLORIA: Youtre awfully prebty, Mr. Birnﬂm"'
/'/‘"‘ Sl . -
Lo i> DON: “You say ‘that to all the boys.-
GLORIA: Why, natch. Only with yeu it's on the
o level._- . _
DON:  Is it? Whatever beoame of your manicurist _
- Job? o R . S
‘GLORIA: Ttve atill gob 1t. oniy _1 .;fina' T cantt
- : work more than four hours a day, bthree
‘days 8 week. Ibt!'s too tough: on your eyes,
all ﬁhoae 1iﬁtle hangnails.' S _
DON: '.ss.t down
ﬁo thanks. .Thanks a 1ot but no thanks.

GLORIA:

Don looks off

DON:

GLORIA_.:]
 DON:

GLORIA:

DON:

GLORIA: -

GLORIA-

There!s aamebody waiting,r:._ |
'taward tha table.ﬁ , ﬁf L

'Him? I bet he wears arch supportars.

He's just an old frisnd of the folka. _
Lovely . gentlemanﬂ_ Buya me dimpled Scotch.

He should buy you Indian rubies, and =
- villa in Calcutta overlooking the Ganges.

"Don’t be ridic,_“

o Glori&, please, why imperil our friendship
 jwith these laathsome abbravi&tious._:,=

I eould make myself frae for later on 1f
you want. : _

:'7"I*m 1aaving for the weekend, Gloria. -Maybe__
: another bime. . e e

.,_” time.”g

And as she laans ovar, sha runa her forefinger again
through tha neckline of hia hair._j;_g,__. o

GLORIA:

Juat erazy about ths back of your ha1r¢:_i”

She returns 0. the tabla._i""

KAT;f
DON: .

(7o Nat)

Nat, Weave me another;-

Yourd better take it easy

Dont't worry . about me . Just let me know o

when itfa 8 quarter of six._

 (conttmued)
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(Contta) R
o NAT: ff. . okay.
| DONA.'- | _:1 and have one yourself, Nat. e
NAT: _Not me, M, Birnam.:ﬁ. .""'_ .
' 90N£_ ' 1 often wonder what the barman buys, one~

half 80 precioua a3 the stuff ha sells._.f
Nat haa poured the drink Don points at it.. ' '

f : | o : DON: :. COma on, Hat. One littla jigger of -
o | | ¢ dveams. o

. NAT:  "s Nope..-' B |

| DON:”-_.'  _“ You don't approve of drinking?

N NAT:._ o 1Not ﬁhe way z““ drink. __'

o pow: '\It shrinks my liver, doesn't it Nab?

R o . It pickles my kidneys. Yes. Buﬁ what
i _ . does it do to my mind? It tosses ﬁhe"
' T sandbags overboard so ‘the. balloon can.
- soar., Suddenly I'm above the ordinary.
Im competent, supramely compeltent.
I'm walking a tightrope over Nlasgara =
. Pells.  I'm ons of the great ones.  I'm
 Michelangelo moulding the beard of Moses.
I'm Van Gogh, peainting pure sunlight.. . -~ - -
- I'm Horowitz playling the Emperor Concerto.
~ I'm John Barrymore before the movies got -
him by the throat. I'm & holdup man -« -
~I'm .Jesse James and his two brothers, all
_three of them.  I'm W, Shakaspeare.~ And ‘
- oub: there itrs nat Third Avenue any - -
“longer, Itts the Nile. The Nile, Nat, _,.;3
. "and down 1t noves the barge of Cleepatra.(
o Liste‘“ ' - - _ .

_di\ﬂfiPnrpla -the sails, and “so perfumed ﬁhat
'"]}'The ‘winds wers love-sick with them4
- thHe oars were silver, - . ;
'_Which to the. tuna of flutes kept strcke,
. gnd mads . o
~;jThe water which thﬁy beab to follow o
' faster, ol ' S
As AMOTOUS of their strokea. Fcr.her o
. e owWn person, : SRR
1) o : S ';_It beggar!d all descriptiom.

(Continued)
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“fag During the last two lines he has plcked up the jigger of
B, rye. THE CAMERA 1s on the wet rings which the wet glass has
L . l1left on the bar.

| Gredually the music swslls under thﬁ Shakespearean quotation’
| and drowns it out. In two QUICK DISSOILVES we see the flve
rings, then six, then n;ge. Ovepr the last, the light has
changed. ' ' : :

DISSOLVE TO: -

A-26" THE BAR AGATN

It is dusk. The electric. lights are on. The place is about
helf filled -- eight customers at the bar, five tables occu-
-pied. Glcria and her friend are 8till thsra. -

Don, an empty Jigger in his hand, stands at the same spot,
only now leaning with his baeck against the bar. "He is dog~
gedly quoting Shakespsars, mors to himself than to the others
at the bar, who are ignoring him. . .

SR DON: I ~ The cloud-cappfd towars, the gorgeous
: ' o - palaces,
‘The solemn temples, the great globe
i _ itself -
Ct? ' - Nat puts drinks befora some obther customers, then goes over .
: to. Don, taps him on tha shoulder._" .
NAT: Mr. Birnam, you cught to go hpms.
. - Youtrs 1ate. ' .
DON & S Yea, all which it inherzt shall dissolve —

Nat leans forward as tactfully as possible.

NAT: -+ You ought to be hgmﬂ, on account of
S : your brothar.-'- o S

Don half turns to hhna_ 
- DON: : Who says 807

NAT: | “You sald so yoursalf. On account of
' , - you're going away somewheres.

DON: Huh? |

NATh - Dontt yuu remamber”

He pushes %the bag with the bottlss and’ the apples towards
‘Don. Don looks at them, Suddenly it penehrates. He 1is
saized by al&rm. ' '

K,,

1o~24.44 e .,f[' ' . (Goﬁtiﬁued}




A-28

429

“A=30

CAm3l

’ 10~24-44

THE 1.0ST WEEKEND | A-23

(Conttd)

DON: What time i1s 1t?

NAT: Ten past six.

DON: Why didn't you tell me?
KAT What do you think Ifﬁé bsen

doing for half an hour?
Don snatches up the bag, the apples spilling out as he does
50, Hs turns to go. Nat points et what's lefi of Don's
money on ths bar, o :

NAT; : " Take your change,

Don scoops up the money, & few dollar billa and some silver!.

and hurries oub.

THIRD AVENUE, CORNER OF 55TH STREET. = (EVENING)

- Don comes from Nat!s bar, runs arcund the corner o hls
.house. _ _

A?ARTMENT HOUSE WHERE THE BERN&MS LIVE

Don, clutching the bag with the botitles, rans into- tha

house.

FIRST FLOOR HALL,_APARTMEﬁT HOUSE

Don dashes in and starts apstairs. After a few steps he

stops. What if his brother is up there already? He stands.

undecided, then sneaks down the steps and walks to the rear
of the entrance hall, whers thera's & glass doar 1aading
into the shabby. garden.;; : _

'GARDEN IN BACK OF APARTMENT HOUSE - (DARK)

- Don cames out, -walksg far enough to be able to look up at

the back of the building. Are the lights on in their apart~
ment on the fourth floor? There is & light on the second
floor, nothing on the third ‘and on the fourth the lights -

“are on in the living room and the badroom windows, all" of
‘Which are opens. . _

Don stands looking up. What shall he do? Go up and face

the music? Run away? Weakly he walks over to the stone-

bench and sits down, pubtting the boitles on the bench next
him, He takes out his handkerchief, mops his forehead, His

-eyes go up to the Zighted windows again.
- IEE LIGHTED WlNDOWS FROM DOWN BELOW

Someone has stepped tc the bedroom window., It's Holen. He

can regognize her, silhouetted against The light oz‘ﬁha room,

*
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A=32  DON, SITTZNG ON THE BE&OH

His eyes fixed on ‘the window above, Instinctively, he
- drawg back into the shadow of the sumas tree, as though
Helen could see him through the dasrkness.

4~33 EXT, BEDROOM WINDOW, FROM DON'S POINT OF VIEW

Helen disappears from the window 1nto the room.

A=34  INT, BEDROOM

‘Helen i1s moving away from the window. Wick stands ‘before
his sultcase, which is open and all packed savs for slippera
end bathrobe, which he is rolling togath&r. :

HELEN: Do you suppose ha!s at morandlis,
S or Nat's bar, or that place on
Porty~second Streat? :

WICK: : -What difference doss it make?

HELEN: - - Ynu!re not really going, Wick.
- - WICK: - I certainly am. |
:C:?- : . ‘He puts the roba with the slippers inside it inte the cass,

HELEN, - You can't leave him alone. Not
' for four days. S _

Wick slams shut the suitcase, snaps the lock.

HELEN: Wick, for heaven's sake, if het
_ . left alone anything can happenz

- I111 be tied up at the office svery -
minube,  All Saturday. All Sunday.

I can't look out for . him. You know
‘how he gets. Het!ll be run.over by .
& car, He'll be arrested,  He doesn't
know what het!s doing. A cigarette will
fall out of hisg mouth and he'll burn
in his bed «~

WICK: | Oh Helen, if it happens, it happens.
L And I hope 1%t does. I've had gix '
_ years of this,™ 17ve had my baliyful._
HELEN: You can't mean that. |

Wick takes his suitcase, goes into tha'living-rbom;

WICK: Yaes, I do, It*s terrible, I know,
‘ but I maan its

Hslen follows hime
10=24wds
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Wick comes into the living room, seots down tha gultcase and
during the ensuing scene takes 8 t0pcoat from the closeb.

HEELEN: For heaven‘s sake, Wick -

WICK: Who are we fooliag? We've tried

: everything, haven't we? Welve
ressoned with him, we've babled him,-
Welve wabtched him like & hawk., Weltve
trisd trusting him, How often have you
cried?; How often have I beaten him up? .
We scrape him oub of the gubtbter and pump
some kind of sell-respect into him, and
bagk he falls, back in, every timas-

HELEN: Hets a sick parson. ‘It's as though
L he had gomething wrong with his lungs
or his heart. You wouldnt't walk out on
" him because he had an attack¢ He- naada
our help.,

WICK: " He won!t accept our help. Not Don.
: : . He hates us. He wants to be alone with
that bottle of his. .It's the only thlng
hs givss s hang aboutb, _

Helen turns away fram'chk, leans against the wall, hoping
he Won!t see that she's crying. -

WICK* ; - Why kid oursalves? He*s one of the
' - lost ones. _
"~ {(OR, ALTERNATE LINE: )
Why kid ourselvas? He's a hopeless
“alcohalic.

Wick 1eans into the bedroom, snaps off the 1ight. He picks
. up the suitcase, pubs the topcoat over his arm, takes her '
very gently by the 8rme _

WICK: o Conme, ﬂelen.

He leads her towards the entrance door. = -

A-36  DON, ON THE BENCH IN THE DARK GARDEN
He stares towards thavéindows"

A=37  THE WINDOWS, FROM BELOW

o " The bedroom window is dark. In the next second the lights
/ in the livmng room go off. ' : . :

_ 10 24-44
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DON, IN THE GARDEN

He picks up the bottles, rises, walks across the garden
towards the glass door to the hall, peers through it
caatiously. -

- STAIRCASE AND HALL FIRST FLOOR OF THE APARTMENT HOUSE

{FROM DON'S POINT OF VIEW)

Wick and Helen come down the stalrs, Wick carrylng the
sultcase and topcoat, They go out the front door,

" EXT, APARTMENT HOUSE-

Wick and,Heleﬁ'haﬁe~cOme out. Wick is hailing a texia

WICK: Taxid Taxli

R  {'To Helen) . :
It11 give you a 1lift as far as
Grand Central, _ -

HELEN:'j No thenks, Wick. I éding'to_
: S wait hera. B o o
WICK: - . You'lre crazy,
- HELEN: | Because I won't give up? Maybe
Hose . I e, _

A taxi drives up.

: WIGK:' . 0Oh Belan, give yourself & chance,

Iet go of hLM»
HELEN: | - Goodbye, Wiclk,
Wick Opens the éocr of the taxi,
DON, AT THE GLASS DOOR TO 'I‘I-IE GARDEN:

- He stands with the bag of bottlss in his hand, peering

threugh the entrance hall out ta the street.,
STREET (SHOT FROM BEHIND DON)

Wick gats in the taxi, it drives off, _Helen paces up and

down in front of the house._

‘Don opens the glass door, steps cautiously into the en~

trance hall.
ENTRANCE HALL

' ‘Squeezing close to the stalrcase wall so that Helen won't

see him, Don gebs to the staircase, then 1eaps up the

stalrs as though pursued,
LOm24wmsd '
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BXT. APARTMENT HOUSE

Helen waits outside the house, A couple of kids chasing
each obher on roller skates almost run into her, BShe steps

- back and gtands in the doorway, looking up and dowu the

gtreet,

STAIRS BETWEEN THE THIRD AND FOURTH FLGORS

Don is hurrying up on tiptoe, £wo steps at a time. Suddenw
1y the door of a third-floor apariment toward the street is
opened. Don flettens himself asgalnst the wall, not Ho be
seen by Mrs, Deverldge, who is coming out with her dog,
Sophle, to give Sophle her evening airing,., Sophle glves.
one bark in the direction of Don, bubt Mrs, Deveridge pays
no attentlon and descends the stairs, Don starbts up ths -
stairs agein, as ailantly and as fast as he ‘cane :

FOURTH-FLOOR LANDING :

Don- gets to his door, opens it cautioualy, slipa inside.'

'INT. LITTLE ER?RANCE HALL OF BIRNAH APARTMEKT

The only light is the light from outside, coming from 1iv~
ing room and bedroom, Don steps inslde, closes the door.
- He doesnt!t turn on the light but very carefully adjusta ‘the

chain on the: door, puts his hat away. :
LIVING ROOM

Dim but for the light outside. As Don enters, he slips the
bottles from the paper bag and puts them on a table next

‘the -armchair, He crumples the bag and throws it in the
fireplace, He takes one bottle, staris towards a bookcase

and 1s about to hide it behind the books when he changes
his mind, He looks around the room. His eyes fall on the

¢elling. He goes to the table next the couch, pulls it
into the middle of the -room, brushes some magazines to the
~floor, takes a small chair, puts 1% on the table, climbs to

the table, from the table to the chair, He 1s now directly

below the celling lighting fixture, an inverted metal bowl
- sbout two and a half feet in diasmeter. Don reaches over -
“the edge and deposits the bottle inside the bowl so 1t cantt

be seen from the room., He climbs down, readjusts the teble,
the chalr, and puts the magazines back. Don picks up a
glass which 18 over a carefe on the mantelplece, He puts
it next the bottle by the wing chair, He opens the bottle,
pours & glass aboubt three gquarters full, puts the glass

- down,. He 1oosens his tie and lets himself fall into the

easy chalr, He looks through the open wilndow on the 1ights

of New York. Hls eyes slowly wander to the glass, He

smiles. It's a smlile of relief, of contentment at being

‘alone with his vice, There's & little pain in his smila,
_too._.~ _ _ .

10-24~44
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A~49  THE GLASS OF WHISKEY

Cs THE CAMERA MOVES TOWARD ZT until the glass isntd visible
‘\> o any more -~ just a smooth sea of aleohol, with a little
| h - light playing on it. THE GAMERA plzmges deep into that
! 8564,

FADE OUT:

END OF SEQUENCE "A"

\ .‘ 10D 4__44
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SEQUENGE “s't . (e9).

| PADE IN:

STAZRCASE AND LANDING FOURTH FLOOR - DAY

Through the skylight streams & dazzling shaft of sunlight,
falling square on the door to thﬂ Birnams! apartment. -

On the threshold 1163 a coOpy of the. Naw‘York Timss, and . be~_

- side 1t stands & quart of milk, . Pinned to the door 15 a8

piece of paper. from & noﬁebook. R S
. . _
From inside there 1s ths sound of the chain being detached,.

- and’ the door opens slowly. Don emerges. He'ls drosSed ex-

aotly as he was the day before ~w same sult, same shirt,
same tle. He has slept in them and they are wrinkled. He

 _hasn‘t shaved.  As he comes out and the sun hits his face,

he squints in agony. As he carefully closes the door, hisi

eyes fall on the. note. He- reads it._ 

Dcn dear'

I.w&ited_for you to come home.
. -Please be careful. UGet some . -
.- 8lesp. Eat. And eall me, call -
- me, call me. S R

Halan

._There s & 8ly expression on Donts face as ha closes the door
‘leaving everything just where it 1s =~ note, milk bottle,.fh

paper. Peering down, he assures himself ﬁhat the coast is

'-.clear, slips down the stairs.-

-DISSQLVE ?0.

EXT. A?ﬁRTMENT HOUSE - DAY, SUNEY LIGHT TRAFFiC

The entrance door is helf. open and Dava, the janitor, an.

. Italian-looking man ebout fifty-five, is sweeping the side-

walk In front of the house. Don comes to the doorway, walts
until Dave's back 1s tunned, th@n hurries out and slips down

tg straet GAMER& WITH HIM

. Two houses down, in a semi-baasmsnt ia MRS.- WERTHEIM'S HEND

LAUNDRY, Don goos down the. steps into it. o

.ZN MRS WERTREIM'S LAHNDRX

Ths oubar room is a kind of foice, with k: counter and
shelves of clean Aaundry in boxes and paper packages. Steam
issuas from the actual laundry at the rear. - .

11-4-44 I " (Continued)
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MRS. WERTHEI%, & gray—haired, sbocky woman,. is sorting

laundry,.

The shop's bell rings as Don comes in.

ere on edge but he menages %o work up & liﬁtle nonchalance.

DON:

URS. :
WERTHEIM:

She has picked a package from thﬁ shelf, puts it ‘on the -
dountsr. _ o

MRS.

| WERTHEIMg_

DON

" MRS.
-DQN;;

KRS.

WERTHEI%.

DON:, - -

MRS..

WERTHEIM: -

DQN{

MRS.

WERTHEIM:

DON:

MRS.
WERTHEIM:

- Her eyes fall on his tortured faoe.
‘She rings open the cash register.

MRS..

WERTHEIM:
C 11edmdd

Gutan

Business he is good, thank you.:

Tag, Mrs. We?ths&m. How &1 businesa”

Thsra

isntt & fortune-in 1%, Dbut you know:

small fish, good fish.
young and heslthy.

And I keep
Why shouldn't I,-

sitting in a Turkiah bath all. day for

fres?

Thrae

dollars and ninety.__

| I wander 1f you could do we & favor,
__gnaadige Frau°

Always glad, Mr. Birnam..

N My brother'!s gone away for the woak~

snd and he took the checkbook-along..¢«',

Oh, you went & blank chsok9

It's not thet.
11ttla shﬂrt.;

It'a Just that I*m a

(S4zing up h&s stature)

What do you. maan, Joulre- shorﬁ?

I wonder if you: could 1let me have a

littla cash, bitte schoen? o

1itt1a'cash° ' o |
I thought about twenty doi}ars, maybe.'-

back.,

E You thought ses. Iio, Mr. Bimam.
- not..
I want to, but I cannot.

'Only t11l Monday, whan my %rothsr cemss‘“

-I can-~
Not that I don't waat to, because
And whken 1

BRY not I mean absolutely nat.

I'11 let. you have five collars.

His nerves-

Itts toe maGs: for hﬁr.

(Continued)
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DON 3 . That's all right.
She hands him the five dollars. ‘
DON ¢ | ﬁanka schpen;_Mrs; Werthelim.
He turns and 1eavés,.&oesn't sven heafi
MRS, Your laundry, Mr. Birnaml How abduﬁ
WERTHEIM your 1aundxy°

. She looks after him but there’ 8 only the ringing of ths

shop bsll as he leaves.
DISSOLVE TO3

) NQT'S BAR - BRILLIANT SUNSEZFE OUTSIEE

No.one is in the bar but Nabs he is cooking. some ham and

eggs for himself on an elesctrlc plate behind the bar.  Thes .
fioor has been mopped and ia still hiny.] The chairq are
piled on abﬁ ta“les.-.- . - _ . e

Into the bar comes Don. He 13 malking rathﬁr slowly but
itis a tremendous effort not to race in and yell for what he
needs SC despewately.

NAT: : ) ) :ﬁ:ia .

DPon goes to the bar and 3its. He *akas ths five dollars

from ngs pockeb, pubs it on Lhﬁ bar.

;NAT. o Thought yau'wers going away for the

weekené

No answer from Dan. Hb sits hnlding his hsad in his hands. 
The bar is silen’ sxcept for the sizzling nolse of the eggs.
and hawm. ~Suddenly Don pounds tha bar and explodas. _

- DO -_-:- ' For the love. of Pete, what are you '

~ doing, Nat. G"ve mﬁ 8. drimk*

NAT: Right with you, Nr. Birnam. Just e

_fixing my lunch.

'.DONé'f""_ Woll, stop 1t and come on and’ give .

me 8 drink, for heaven's aaks.
(Banging the bar)
me on, omw ont o

NAT: fOkay._

He stirs ths focd once mpre and takes the skillet off the
stove, snaps off the eleatrici*y with g slownaag agonizing'
to Don. ' _

1l-s-44 '-" _ § - fCOﬂtiﬂuﬁd3~
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"DON ¢

THE-LOST_WEEKEND

(Quietly, though hin"
nerves are cracking) =
Gaa't you hurry it up & 1ittle, Nab?

- Nab pours a Jjiggerful,

NAT:
DON:

- Don chokes it
Nat pours it.
NAT: |

DON:
NAT: .
DOK;_Hw'
 NAT:
§' Cf}"_;,f B 'D°¥{;
O omAT:
- DONy
- NAT:

- DON:

Here you are, Nb..Birﬁam.

Thank you, Nat,

Bl

(32)

down and holds outl the jigger for anoﬁher..

That young lady stopped.ia last night,

1ooking for you.,

: What young lady9 :
,The cns with the 190pard coat.

Yeah?

to drop in, but I know she wa.s making
ﬁhe rounds after ybu. : _

(Panicky)

. What did you sey bo hs&? S
I said yon hadn‘t been in for two jf7“

weeks‘

. Good. T canlt 1et hsr'see me . _Noﬁ’_
. now whila I'm’”off“ 1ike*t&is; B

" -She was acting like she just happanea -

',Then why in the neme of -——— Why donft _:;”'
_you cut. 1t short9 o o

 ‘You*re talking like a dhild Ybu can't:- 
eubt 1t short!  You're on that merry-go-

- pound and youfve got to ride it all the
way, round and round, till the blasted

music wears itselfl out and the thing

" dles down and clunks to & stop.

Nat- brings over “the plate of ham and aggs.-

| ' nomé
O mam
- 11~4~44 -

You got to_eat-sdmst&ing,somatimé._

How abo&t you eating ﬁhis?
“Talte 1t away.

{Continued)
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DON: Give me enother drink.
NAT: : Look, Mr. Birham,'this ig stlll morning;

‘He pours snother drink. Don downs 1%,

TON: That!s when you need it most, in the

- morning, Haven't you learned that, Natbt?
. At night this stuff's a drink, In the
morning itfs medicine. .

- .

NAT: Okay if I eat?

DON: - -Mbve it o 1ittle to one stde.
_Don teps with the jigger. Nat £1lls it, thsn_sitszddwn to

his ham and eggs.'

.DON. _'. : ..Nat are you ever scared when ynu weke

1lmd-44

up? So soared the sweab starbs oub of -
you? No, not you. With you it's sim~
. ple., Your alarm clock goes off and.
you open your eyes snd brush your teeth
and rsad the Dally Mirror. That's all,
Do you ever lie in your bed looking ab
the window? A little daylight's aommng
~through, and you start wondering: is
- ib getting lighter, ig it getting _
darker? "Is it dawn or dusk? That's a .
- _terrifying problem, Nat, You hold your . -
breath and you pray: that itts dusk, so
Cyou can go oub and get yourself some
more 1iquor. Because 1f it's dawn,
youtre dead., The bars are closed and
- the liguor stores dont't open 111 nine..
- You can't last t111 nine., Or i} might
be Sunday. That!'s the worst. No - . -
“liquor stores at all, and you guys
wouldn't open & bar, nob. until one
o?clock Why” Why, Nat? =

NAT: Because we got to -go to dhuroh onca in -
a while, That's why._ S

DON: ' h'E@s, when a guy naeds it most.
Ho drinks his jiggerful. | | .

NAT: ~ How about ﬁhose two quarts? Did you
S - polish ﬁham off last night?

;- =' .:-f (Goﬁﬁinued)"
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(Conttd)
DONs . - ‘What two quarbts?-
NATs - The two bottles you had..

An electric¢ current runs through Don. .

DON: - Thatts right, I 4did have two bottles,
didntt I? I hid one of tham.. Itve-
ati1ll got it.. I'm a capltalist, Natb!:
Itve got untapped reserves., Iim rich:

He taps the glass on the bar,.

HAT _ {Pouring annther
: drink)
Mr.. Birnam, 1f you had enough money
yom'd kill yourself in & month.

From the streeb. enters Gloria, wearing a shirtwalst and
skirt, another foolish 1ittle hat, and highmheeled shoes -
with bows.

GLORIA:- Say, Nat, was. there 2a gantlaman -
{She sees Don)
Héllo, Nr. Blrnam. Didnt'd you go
away for- the waekend?

DON: ' Apparently.not, Giorial,

- GLORIA R {Back to Nat)

Was thera a gentleman in here asking for me? .
NAT: '  Not to my knowledga there_wasn'tﬁ
He is drinking his coffee..

GLORIA:. . He was supposed to come around twelve
otclock. He'!'s from Albany.

DpON:  Another friend of the folks?

GLORIA: Morse a friend of a friend of the folks

type. A fellow telephoned me about him,
Wants me to ghow him the town.

. NAT: Like Grantts Tomb for instanga?_
GLORIA: Bub def.
NATS Amazing, aint't 1%, hew many guys run

down from Albany just to see Grani's Tomb,

1l-4uds | (Continued)
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~ Don shekes his head.
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\ (85)

{(Cont1d)

GLORIA: - (To Don) '

Sometimes I wish you came from Albany.

DON: Where would you take me?

GLORIA: Oh,.lots of places. The Music Hall,
and then the New Yorker Roof maybe.

DON: . There is now being presented at & theatre
on Forty-fourth Street the uncub version.
of Hamlet, I szee us as sobiting out for

| that, Do you know Hamlet?_
GLORIA: I know Forty~fanxth Straet. _
. DON: . 114 liks to get your interpratation of
' : Hamlet!s character,
GLORIA: -~ And z!d like to give 1t to you.'
. DON: - . - Dinner afterwards, I think,: othihg'
: befors. Always see Shakesyeara on &an.
empty stomach. :
GLORIA:  Not. even a pretzel?

!

DON: . But afterwards, dozens of bluepolnts

in the Rainbow Room. ' And a very 1ight
wine, - Vouvray perhaps, Do you care
- for Vouvray? -

GLORIA: | " (Mystified)

S y-Why, atch.- _ .
DON: We may plindfold the orchestra so
o - that I can dance with abandon.

o GLORIA=  - Arentt YOu_going'to'dance with'ﬁa?
DON: -~ Of course, little Gloria.

A man haa enterad the bar, a round-faced, middle»aged man

with pince-nez., There is & Guide of New York sticking from

 “his pocket, He's the guy from Albany, all right.
ALBANY: ~ (Rather loud)

Goald E have a glass of water?

NAT: . Why, SUPE. And What gshall it be
~ for s chaser9

1l-dwdd ' - R {Continued)
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BN _ T L .
B ij) ALBANY: =~ | (Ccnfidantially)
| . : , well-m@z thia 1s Nat'a Bar, isn't 1%7

NAT:: \_That'g what ‘the men. said.

ALBANYEi - Imm lcoking for a yo&ng 1ady nama
: - of Glorias, ‘ :

With his thumb, Nat indicatas Gloria.

ALBANY:. . (Beaming) | S )
" Lo ﬁre you Miss Gloria? -

a S | - GLORIA:L:. - ,Who, me? Ko, Itm not.. z just liva o : : !
s o ERE - with Glaria.' She's not here.. . ' :

ALBANY: She isn't?

‘PGLORIA'las " 4nd she won't be. Shets down to o
_ . . the Aquarium._ o - s : | i

ALBANY: _Aquarium? .  ;*_.'__ o . o |
GLORIA: . Feeding bubble-gum to the jelly fish, _ |

-.ALEANK:, - _Bag pardon9

L - GLORIA: Ruptured. appendix. Middla of last L o
R S  night. Went like that] - | - |
L . L a . . {(8he lets out her breath

' : : - : with an explodzng noise)
Scarsd the 1ife out of me,

ALBANY: = That's terrible.i'
GLORIA: ~  Goodbye, -

CALBANY: - Goodbye, - B
He. takes & couple of steps towérdé the ddcr, %ﬁfﬁé;;
ATLPONY: -COuld T have & word with z u? |

GLORIA: - . ©No thanks.. Thanka-a.lct,-but-no-
. bhenks.. - i L

ALBANY: - : Ycufre welccma, Itm sure,
Ha walks cut, bewildered.x-
S/ DON:.  Wasn't that rather rude, Gloria,

to. send that.nlce man all alone to
Grant*s Tcmb?

Llwdmdd S o _: P | o T'(Ccntinued)
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GLORIA:

DONz
GLORIA:
DON:

THE LOST WEBKEND | B9

When I have a chance to go out
with you? Don't be ridic.

Oh, is our engagement definite?

You meant it, didn't yau?

Surely, surely.

He ﬁowns the 3igger of rye.

. GLORIA.

.. DON:

 GLORIA:

GLORTA:

DOﬁ;

DO

GLORIA:.

DON::

| GLORIA:

Itm going to get & faeial, & finger-
wave, & manicure. The ‘works., Right.
NOW, - S

(With a sudden thought)

'Xoufra,going to ¢all for ne, arenfb

you? If you are, what time?

What time do youisaggésﬁ?_
‘How about elght? -

Eight's fine.

I live right 1n the corner house, - -
You know where the antique shop 1is,
the one with the wooden Indlan out- .
side? They've got the. Indisan sign

 on me, I always say.

I*ll'béltheré.

.Secdﬁd_floors' Ch, Mr. Birnanm,
all I've got ls a semi~formal.

. Will that be all righﬁ?

That‘ll be fine.

' (Happily}
Gaodbys, Nat. - S

She starts for the door,-turné,'

GLORIA:

_She exith

DON:

1iwd=idd

~o'eloeck.

You know, this show you're taking
me to. JIf it's too highbrow, I _
can just lean back and look at the
back of your neck, can't I? Eight

One last one, Nat, Pour:it softly,-
gogr 1% gently, and pour it to the
rim. - v _ :

. (Lontinued)
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NAT:

DON:

NAT:

DON:
NAT:
DONs

NAT:

DON:

NAT:

1l-4-44

DON:
NAT:

DON
NAT:

DON;

THE LOST WEEKEND | Bw10
B o (s8]

Look, Mr, Birnam, there's a lot
of bars cn Third Avenue. Do me a
favor «- get out of hers and buy
it someplace else.

What's the matter? | _

I don't like you much., What was
the idea of pulling her leg? You
know you're never going to take her
out.

Who says I'm not?

I say so. You're drunk and you're
just making with your mouth. . =

Give me a_drink, Nat,.

And that other dame -~ I mean the
lady. I don't like what you e

'doing to_her selther.

Shut up.

You should've seen her last night
coming in here looking for you,
with her seyes 8ll rainy and the
mascara all washed away.

Give me a drink’

That's an awful high class young _
1&&?‘ . ’ b . . !

-Ybu bet she. is.'

HCW‘bha heck did she sver get mixed
up with a2 guy that 30ps it up like - -
you do? '

It's = problem, isn't 1t. That nice

 *young man that drinks, and the high-

class young lady, and how 4id she
ever get mized up with him, and why
does he drink and why doesn't he stop.ﬂ

Thatts my novel, Nat. I wanted to

start writing 1t out in the country.
Morbid stuff., Nothing for the Book-ofw
the Month Club. A horror story. The

“confessions of a booze addict the log -

book of an alcoholic.

(Holdlng out the jigger)
Come on, XNat, break down.
. (Continued)
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Nat does break down and pours & drink.

o DON: - . . Do you know what I'm going to call
© my novel? The Bottle -- that's all.

Very simply, The Bottle. I've got .

it all in my mind., TLet me tell you
the first chapter. It all starts
one web afternoon aboub thrse years:
ago. There was a mablnee of -

‘Lo Travists at the Metropolitan -

SL.OW DISSOLVE TO:

B-5  EXT. METROPOLITAN OPERA HOUSE = AN AUTUMN AFTERNOON,
| HEAVY REIN | | o |

B _ HIGH CAMERA, SHOOTING DOWN past the glags-and-iron marquee.

| ' towards the entrance, beside which is s billbosrd announcing

Verdi's LA TRAVIATA. A crowd of people is streaming into
the building. They are wearing raincoats, carrylng -
unbrellass v . : ) e

B-6  THEE VESTIBULE AND CLOAKROOM WINDOW AT THE METROPOLITAN

It 1s doing a land-office business, checking dripping
g _ - umbrellas and apparel. Among the crowd is Don Bilrnam. . He
i(tj . is-alene and wearsaacbéwler'and'a,straight*raindoats..Ha '
takes off his hat and shakes the rain from it, then peels
_ _ - off his raincoat. In the slde pocket of his sult ls a pint
;o - - of liquor. It bulges and the nose projects. For a second
@ : _ Don considers whether 1t'll pass muster, but it's 2 little
: : . too prominent. With a quick gesture he btransfers the bottle !
: to the pocket of the raincoat, rolls the raincoat up like’
g - swaddling clothes around a precious Infant. . Seelng an open- -
L ing in the line at the clogk room counber, . he steps Into 1. - f

There is -a great confusion dfihands,faeats;_abéﬁ'checks,;'
: : customers and overworked attendsnts., Don hands hig coat to :
3 . an sttendant. His eyes linger on 1fs pocket with a certaln o
f ‘tenderness, then he turns snd starts towards the door of é
the audltorium. : e . o
DISSOLVE TO: -
B=7 A SECTION OF SEATS AT THE METROPOLITAN

Don sits abbut_fiveiseats fram-théuaisie. He is under the
pleasant sp911-of-the'overtube-éf”La Traviata. . - - .

. B-8  DON | -

) He sits between an elderly daughter and her sge-old mother, ,
and & middle~aged man and wife, . He is glancing through the -
program as the curtain rlses (changling the light on our - -
group).  Don looks upe: " - . SRR

1ledwds
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THE STAGE
The set ig a Louls XIVih salon, in the year 1700. Ttts

Violetta'ls supper, The guegts are singing "Libiamo,
libiamo," which is a drinking song in walbz time,

DOR

He loves music and especially Italian opera, but maybe he'd
have come 1ate if he!d remenbered the content of ihe first

sCene.

ON THE STAGE

Powdered footman are ponring wina into ﬁhe glasses of ths
over—vivacioua guests«

DOW L . .
Thirst in hils eyes, he looks away from the stage, tries tq

‘concentrate on the ceiling of ﬁhe Metropolitan. No go.

His eyes wander back. to.

- THE STAGE

Alfred and Violetta are batting the drinking song back and
Torth, as the chorus, glasses in hand, stands alowﬁy HWaY~-

ing, echoing each. couplet.

DON

That ﬁhirst is coming up again. The first'drbps of sweat
are gethering on his forehead. As he looks at the stage,-
his imagination ls working at top 3peed. -

STAGE

The swaying echelon of choristers SLOHLY DISSOIVES to a row
of raincoats, exactly like the one Don wore., They hang

from hangers and sway sifwly to. Verdi's rhythm
- DON'S FACE

His' eyes glued to What he sees on the stage.. He takes dae
handkerchief from his pocket and wipes his forehead._-. .

THE STAGHE

The ralncosts swaying Slole; THE OAHERﬁ APPROACFES one of

them, From the pocked projects a bettle of whlékey.-

DON | B

He is wiping his parched mouﬁh. He puts the handkerchiefl
backe - He fishes the coat check from his pocket, buries it
in his fish, fighting the foolish impulse, . It's & short
siruggle, which he loses. He rises and, to the lrritation

of his neighbors, leaves his seat amid some disapproving
shushings from the row bahind. - _

EﬁSSOLVE-TO.
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Bel9- GLO&K ROCM ANB VESTIBULE

It is complstely ampty save for the elderly attendant, who
is dozing over his paper, From inslde comes Vérdi's music
and Don Birnam, He puts the check on the: counter. The ate-
tendant ‘looks up from a newspaper. o ' -

ATTENDANT: = Did you rorgat somsthing?

DON:  No. Going home, if it's all
right with you, - | -

The attendant tekes the check and leaves. Don rolls his
program and shicks 1t into the sand of the cuspidor. He ls

£11l=4 with a nervous anticipation of tha drink which is on
its way. The attendant returns., .

ATTENDANT« - Bay, this lsntt yaurs.

Don loocks, The attendant holds & short leopart coat and a
lady's small umbrella. '

- DON: ' No, it certainly lantt,

ATTENDANT 3 . _f ' (Comparing the check with
o o the number on the hanger)
That’s what it says though - 417;

~ DON: I don*t care what it says.

ATTENDAKT'. - The checks mnst have got mixed up.

DON: N Maybe they did. Find me my coat, t's_
' S e plain m&nfs raincoat and & derby.

ATTENDANT: Are you kidding? Do you know how many

- plain men's raincoats we have on & day -
1ika this? About 8 thousand. '

poN: Let me get back there. I cah find it.'
-&TTEN?ANT;'_-'That’s against regulations, sir,_ |
“DbON: I not going to walt till the end

of ths performance,

&TTEND&NT: i Ybu can get your coat tamorrow.
Donts nervousnass is mounting.- HB is searching hia pcckets.

DON': S Loak, man., there!s something in the
L pocket of that coafy I wes It so. happens
I find myself without.any money and I -
‘peed that- coat, ﬁnd I need it now.

“lledmss o | (Ccntinued)
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ATTENDANT:  TListen, if sverybody went in there alig-
' ging through those coats ... THere's Trogu=
lations, Therets’ got tc be regulaticns.

DQN;__ What do yoa suggeat?

ATTENDANT : You just wait till the other party comes
: and then you can swap,

DON: | I want my coat,
ATTENDANT; = As far as I'm concerned, that!s your coaty

‘He shoves the. leopard coat and umbrella close to Don, o

DON* e Ybu?re 8 great help.

" He is biting his lips, unsble to find another argument, The -

Bw20

Ba2l

B-22

" atbendant has returned to the other end of the counter and .
- resumed his doze., Don gets out a cigarette, Without open-

ing his eyes, the attendant calls 1it,
ATTENDANT: Mo smokingo |

nom:” - f  (Sourly)
I thought BO. .

He puts the cigarette away, leans back on the counter, arms

: fO}.ded;

DISSOLVE TO.
VESITBULE, NEAR CLOAK ROOM

Empty, save for Don, who paces up and down nervousliy, carry-
ing the leopard coat and the umbrella, He glances over the
coat a little, at the initlals inside, at the label,  Over
the scene comes & muted aria from the second act. -

DISSOLVE TOs _
A& STATRCASE ILHEADING TO THE GALLEHY

Bmpty, save for Don, who sits on 8 step, the coat next him,
With the umbrella he 1s nervously traclng the pattern In the
carpet, Inside, the music riges to a finale and the first.
people start streaming down from the gallery, Don grabs up
the coat and hurries towards the clogk room. -

.VESTIBﬁLE AND CLOAK ROOM

'People are streaming up- from all sides to get thelir belonge
ings,  Don comes iInto the shot and, standing on his toes, -
trids to locate the claimant of his coat and hat, o

DISSOLVE TO:
| 1le4-44 ’
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B-23 VESTIRULE AND CLOAK ROOM

(”\ It is akmcst empty. Don still stands with the ccat, lcok~

! ing. As the last few people leave, at the far-end of the
counter he sees Helen, in a 1ittle leopard hat, his coatl
over her arm, his derby in her hand. She sees "nim with
her coat and her umbrella and the two apprcach slowly.

DON't o (T ing to control
: ‘his irritation)
That's my coat youlve got‘

HELEN: And that's mine, thank heaven‘ They .
' . mixed up the_ch@cks,' ' .

S . DON: . They certainly did» 'I thoughtﬂyou’d'
| o - ~ mever come e '

He'takés his coat rather brusquely, thrusts the’ 1acpard-
coat at har.- : . _

_HELEN* : Ybu can’t'havs-béen Waiting'so 1ong6

; o -~ DON: }j IOnly since the first aria of the .. B %
: . {first act. ‘Thatfs all., S :

. HEEEN:?- Do you always 3ust drop in for the o
o overture? _ _ R . o

" Don takes the coat, feels it hurriedly to maks smre the
botile is still there, and starts away. : _

90%. o Gcodbye.

Helsn 1s- left with the leopard coat and his bow&er.

| - HELEN:; o (Waving the hat- towaré Don)
» S _ L Hay, wait a’ minutez

éﬁ ' - __-"“  | Don cemas back, takes the hat, starts away again.;;
. HELEN: My umbrella, if you don't mind. B |

His patiance exhausted, ‘Don stops again, takes the umbrel-
1a and tosses it in Helents direction. Helen, who is |
getting Into her coat, can’t catch it, It falls right
nsxt to hsr._ : _ R o

-1

_ HELEN. - Thank. you vary much.;::'

_ Don stands abashed. He goes back, picks up the umbrellam;»
E_QFME_ o DON. : .I'm terribly sorry._w '
o 'HEEEN:f_ You've the rudest person I ever

BEW,. What’s the matter wmth you?

‘DON: "'Just rude . eS8, . o _ . | a
1l-¢ . ’-" h - o _(Gontinued}-f'
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HELEN:

DCHNe ..
HELEN$
DONs.
HELEN:
poN:
HELEN:
‘DON: -
HELEN:
DON's

- HELEN:
DON:
HELEN §

 DON:

THE LOST WEEKEND

Really, somebody should talk el
“your mother.

They tried, Miss St, John.
My name's not St, John.
Bt. Joseﬁh, then,

St, James.

First names Hilda or Helen, or Harriet
nmaybe? _

Helen.. _
You come f“om Toledo, Ohio.
wa do you know?

I've had thres long acts o work
vyou out from that coat of vours.
Initlals, lebel -« Alfred pitzer,
Fine Furs,-Toledo; Ohilo. : R

Maybe I should have e?plored you
coat.

' Bub you didnft.
'_-Didn*t have time.

Good;: My name 1is Do Birnam.

As thsy go on talking, they walk from the cloak room,
through t he vestibule; to the street, Don carryiug his

‘over<hls arm.
bows - -
HELEN:

. DON:
HELEN:

- How do ybu 1ike New York?

Love 1t.. _
‘How long sre you going'to stay?

Oh, sixty years, perhaps.:'

Don doesn’t get it‘

HELEN:
DON:

| HELEN:
DON:

C1l-4-44

I live here howi - It've got a Job.

‘Doing what?

I'm on Time Magazine.

Time Hagszine” in. that c¢ase perw-
haps you could do something for
me.

(Continued)

B-16
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o . HEIEN: Yés‘ _
1\:_.; . -
!' {ﬁ> DON: | Could you help me to become Men of the
7 - Year9 -
| .
| HELEN: __Delighted. What do you do? o
! o DOW: Yos, what do I do? I'm 8 writer. Itve
- - just started a novel, I've started -
guite a few novels. I never seem to
finish onﬂ, o I : §
HELEN: : ln that case, why not writbe short stories. ?
: - )
- DON: . I have soms of those . The first para—' g

H R . o - graph., Then there's one-half of the . . A

S o . .. opening scens of a play., It all takes . !

- : S place in the leaning tower of Pisa and _ o

: ' S explains why it leans. And why all senai~ I %
 ble bulldings should lean._ .

iEELEN:' ' Ehsy!ll lcve that in Toledo.
'QONi- .- Are you by sny dhance coming here tc
- . _LOhengrin next week?
f f:;& - HELEN: -~ = I don*t know. |
é < _' _ DON: . .Because i you are, I'm not going to let o
g o D ~ this coat out of my'hands._ : | o ;
3- ' _'“',. ' _gELEN:'- . Don*t wWorry. L | _' |
" . . DON: _ | I do, though. To be really. safe, mayba : | |
j' . : - we should go. togeﬁher. e f
- HEIEN: ~ We could.
DOW: Ara'ypu in'ﬁhe telephone book? _ é
' HELEN: ~ Yes, but I'm not home very mich. !
| DON‘ . Then It11 call you at the office. | o
HEIEN: . Editorial Research If Hanry Luce answers
' the phone, hang up. _ _ . _
They have reached the carb outside the Mbtropolitan.- It is
dark and the rain has settled to a8 driazle.__ R
DON: ’l‘axi." | N ' o
7N . HELEN: : No, thank you. Itm tgking the subway.
A E o . N NS
: - DONz ' Very sensible.

11-4edd S o  (Contimued)
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- HELEN: As a matter of fact, I'm golng to an eX-
(o ' : tremely corazy parity on Washingbon Sguare.:
/) ' If you want, I'1l take you along.
There is a spllt second of indeclsion bub it is ended by
Dan's awareness of the bottle in his ralncoat,
~ DON: Thenk you very much, Miss St. James, bub
o I have to see a Iriend uptown.
| HELEN: Gooébye, Mr, Birnam,
I DON: ‘Goodbye, | .
! | : He is unfurling his ralncoat in ordar to put it on before he
J - gbeps from under the marguee., Helen 1s aboub a step and a
T o half away when there 1s a crash, She stops and locks down,
r ; - - as does Don, On the sldewalk lles the pin‘b oft v&nske'g; brokm.
| HELEN: . Who ﬁhrew that? o | |
DoN: . ~ (Casually) T
= S I% fell out of my pocket. ' - _ |
;"' EELEN{j' o Do ycu’always carry those things? 1 ' _' ;
BV | DON: . You see ... that friend, the one uptown, - -
o o : ' - he has a cold, I ﬁhought i'd take this R
O S elong and make him & hot toddy. - .
- HELEN:  Now he gets hot lemonade and some aspirin. | l
E - - DON: _ I ﬁh&llm' | &
P | ~ HELEN:.  Goodbye. - | - - | !
t-' She goes. Don looks atb ﬁhe broken bobtle, then after Helen,-' '
- - With suddan decislon he oalls after hsr.. o _ |
? DOW:  Miss St. Jamest !
. HELEN: : _(Tuz*n_ﬁ.ng:) | o o
- ) Yos? _ S o ' E
DON: What kind of a party was that ynu asked
- me to?
| HELEN: A aockﬁail.party,
DON: Invitatlon still stand?
- HELEN: ' 0f course. Come on. o
ﬁbJ}, . He joins her, ‘takes the umbrella out of her hand and holds

it over ﬁhem'boﬁh a8 thsy go down the straet.
mssowa TO: | |
'11~4r44
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As We have left it, empty save for Nat and Don. Sunlight

ountside,

Nat is now taking the chairs from the tables and

arranging the bar for the afternoon and evening trade, whils

Don leans back ageinst the bar, the jigger of whiskey in his

hand, and goes on talking.

DON;

DON 3
CNATe

DOK:

. DON:

NAT:
DON: -

Nat does;, .

1le7~44

‘ﬂndlno.drinking?.

‘How's that for a first meeting, Nat?

cute, full of laughs., A charming glrl,

an extra specilal girl, Her coat-check _
might just as well have been mixed up with
the coat-check of a solid citizen, the son
of the chairman of some insurance Company,
nighly eligible, no vices except that some-~
times he plays the cello. Bub oh no, that
would heve made everybhing too simple. Ib

had to be that young man with the bottle.

Listen, once that bottle smashes, doesn't
she cabtch on? - : : . :

No, she'doesnft.

okay. So they go to that cocktail party

~and he gets stinko and falls flat on his

fTacs s

Hs doesnit!"ﬁafs crazygabont that giri _
by then., He drinks tomato julce. Doesn't

touch liquor for that whole week -~ for

two weeks, for six weeks,

He's in love, huh?

Thai!s what!s going to be  hard to write, .

. Love's the hardest thing in the world to

write dbout. So simple.. You've gob to
catch it through details, like the early

- morning sunlight hitting the gray tin of

the ashcans in front of house. A ringing
telephone that sounds like Beethovents
Pastoral. A letter scribbled on her office
stationery that you carry in your pocket
because it smells of all the lilacs in
Ohio.. S o o

s

He thinks he's curéd.lef he-cén got 4
job mow, they can be married and thatt!s

that., Only itts not, Nat, Not quite.

Because one day, one terrible day --
) - {He %aps the jigger)

Pour it, Nate

{Continued)
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Yﬁﬁ NAT: | Yoah?
...... Don drinks. |
NAT: o Woll, go on..
DON " You ses, that girl's been writing to

her family in Toledo, They want to
meet this young man, 8o they come to
New York. They stay at the Hotel
Manhattan, Thelr very first day, shels. |
to introduce him to her parents. One. ' !
o'clock. Lobby of the hotel, ., , =~ = . .

SLOW DISSOLVE T0: o - N |
B-25 INT. LOBBY OF THE MANHATTAN HOTEL - (MIDDAY)

It 18 filled with the routina activity of & big commarcial
hotel on 2 hot summer day. -

Ecn Birnam, in a 1ight summer suit, paces up and dowa the '
lobby. Under his arm is a floristts box. He keeps eyeing f
‘the doors to the elevatora, He walks toward one of those 5
S circular plush setieses common to hotels, sits down, puts the
e - flower box next to him and adjusts the knot ol his tia, his

f\w/ - eve still on the elev&tor doors¢ _ _

on the other side of the settee are a middlenaged couple, ,
Don can't see them, they can't see him, ag he overhears their
conversation, and 1% tekes. him a2 little time to realize that |
they are Helen's parenta._

MR. ST. JAMES is wearing a linen suit and a good but yellow-

ing panama hat, the brim turned up. MRS, ST, JAMES is a |
chesrful little woman with glasses pinned to her dress, ﬁhe ?
kind that pulls 'Mr. 8t, Jamas ig fuming 8 little.:- o

_ MR ST JAMES: Jush walked in for g simple haircut.
No, that wasn't snoéugh, not for New
York, They gave me a shampoo, a scalp -
riagsage, & manicure. Thought they!'d - -
tear my shoss off and paint my toenaila.'

Mrs. St. James laughs comfortably._. _
MRS. ST. JAMES: I hed a lovely morning. Just did a

: 1ittla window shopping. I di&n!t wanb
o get all tired ouh.

o - MR, -ST. JAMES: On account of meeting that young man?
et Now, Mother._ .

MRS, 3T. JﬁMES Who did you get & - haircut for9 f _
11-7-44 T ;;_ o R __' (Continued)
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) MR, 8T, JAMES. . Wonder what's keeping Helen.
MRS. ST.JAMES: She'll be here.
MR: ST.JAMES:  This Birnam fellow Went to Gornell,
: - didn't he? ' :
WRS. ST.JAMES: I belleve so, but Helsn says he
' nsver graduated. o
MR, ST.JAMES: I wonder why. HOW'old is et |
URS. ST.JAMES: Thirby-three. o 8
‘MR, ST.JAMES: _ He has no job. As far as I can . - *
° find oubt, he never hdd onev I ]
wish Helen wagn!t so vVBgue. o _
By now Don knows only too well that he is the subgect of their.
discussion. He leans his head agaiast the back of the settee,
acutely uncomfortable._' N - '
MRS, ST, JﬁMES. . Maybe' he nas a little money. Some
- ' -pGOple do, you know, Father.. S
(O B 1MR;]ST;3£MESE” He ought to have & job anyway.

MRS, ST.JAMES: He'ls a wrzter.'

MR, ST.JAMES: A writer? What does he write?
B ‘I never heard of his name, _ N ;

MRS, ST.JAMES: New-Father, relax. You. aiways expact'- : ;
. ' the worst.,  TIt've made up my mind he's. : .
8 well-brought-up young man who wipes . o
hig feet before he. entara & house an& : _
doesn*t even: smoke.' : S

MR. ST.JAMES: I hope he realizes Hoelen's our only
: ' . Gaughter and we ought to know 8 few g
_thlngs about him.-~" _

MRS. ST.JAMES: Those'll all come out ~- his baékgrounﬁ,_-
: S '_*his prospeets, his~church affiliations.

Don cantt take any more of thiss He picks up the florist's
box, rises and moves away from the ssttee. When he has =
reached the seécurity of some potted paims, he looks back.
Through one of the revolving doors comes Helen, in a new
spring sult, She looks around, sees her parents, goes up to.

- them. There is a greéting, some conversstlon apparently abcut
"Don and the fact that he!ll get there any minute., She sits on
the setiee between her parenta, all three of them waiting for

PO )

\.._,/‘:-

e

'1146»44 - - | :_ | B o o '(Contih@ed)-'
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B-26

B-27

B-28

B-29
B-30

B3l

Don stands undecided,'th@n locks around, 1063%33 the publie
telephone booths, sieps into one of fSthen.,

INT, TEIXPHONE BOOTH

Don deposits a nickel and dials the number of the Hotel
Manhattan, which 1s above the mouthplece of the phone,

DON: . Manhattan Hotel? ... Will you page
Miss St, James? She must be In the
lobby. i

He holds the phone and looks through the glass door of the-

- telephone booth,

LOBBY, FROM DON'S POINT OF VIEW (SILENT AS IT I8 SHOT

ﬁﬁWﬁTﬁ SOF%E%W@%W&

A bell-hop crosses the lobby, paging Miss St. James. Hslen
rises and follows him over to the line of house phones on
& shelf. She plcks up the phcne, speaks. -

DON; AT TﬁE PHONE

DON: ~ Helen? ... Don. I'm terrlbly sorry
o but I can't get there for a while.
Please go ahead with your lunch and
apologlze to your parvents ,.. No, -
- nothing serious, 1I'll be there.-
Goodbye.

LOBBY} FROM BON'S ANGLE, THROUGH THE GL&SS OF THE PHOKE
BOOTH i

Helen has hung up too. 8he goes towards her parants, her
Pace & llittle crastfallen.  As shs joins them she evidantly.

- starts to explain,
”EXT TELE PHONE BOOTH

Don emerges with the floriat's box, careful not to be 88En.
He leaves through one of the side dcors..

DISSOLVE TO: |
LIVING ROOM, BIRNAM BROTHERS! APARTMENT - TWILIGHT

SHOOTING TOWARDS hall and entrance door. In the dim fore-.
ground stands a small table, beyond it the vague contours
of Don lying on the couch, On the floor beslde him an .
empty bottie, in his hand a half-filled glass. There are
footsteps from the stalrs. A key is turned in the lock,
and Wick enters, He wears a hat and carries a brief-case.
Ho switches on the 1light in the 1ittle entrance hall, fllps
his hat jaunbtily tc a hook on the coab-rack and comes Into.
the living room. A8 he crosses the thrashol& he bscomes
1
aware of Dén 8 presencs. (Oontinued)
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WICK: - sonv"

He snaps on the light, sees Don on the couch, drunk.  Don
doesn't move an inch, only his eyss close, -

DON: ' Turn off that light.,
WICK: | : For heaven!s gsake, éon.
DON:. . Turn 1t off 1

Wick snaps off the light, From now on the scene plays in

. dimness, save for the shaft of light from the entrance hall,

Wick throws the briefcase into a cheir,

WICK:s . . I thought yoa were with Helen and
o her father and mother,

No answer,

WICKs x What happensd?

_stiil no énswer. Wick goas and sits beside Don, takes tho
8 glass frcm his hand, _ _

WIcK: = S (Gently)

C o Come on, Pon, = =
DON:_ S couldn!t face it.- .
WICK: = You couldnft face what? Didn't

ybu go to see them?.

DON: = 'N_Gertainly I went., One ofclock |
o - sharp. And I saw them, all right. .
Only they didn*t see me. T ;

WICK: . How was thatv'f

DON+ Such nics, respectable peopla. .
I I couldntt face %them, Wick, and all
the questions they'd ask me. "' I cculdn’t
face them, Not cold., I had to have a
drink first, Just one. iny.the'one
didn't do anything to ms.__' '

WICK: - 8o you had another and anothsr. You
‘e poor idiot, Don. Won'!t you ever learn
with you 1t’3 like steppzng off a roof:

and expecting to fall just one floor?

Don puts nis arm over his facaa_"

11~7-44 . o :_]; L ° (contimued)’
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f%;\ ‘ DON: . Youtre right, you!re righﬁ, A i
e ] B o There's nothing I can’ say; _ SR |

There is a long second of 3118nce, Wick 1ooking at Dons

DON: : .. Go ahaad. Bawl me out Wick let me,
have it, Why don't you take that botbla
and smash 1t over my face.

Therg is another_pause. Wick speaka very quietly. -
WICK: ' Itls a quarter of eight., I suppose bhey're

L | _ o .8t1ill in that hotel, waiting for you., | |
* . DON: © ¢all her up, Wick, will you? Tell =~ |

r- o | ' _ her something. Tell her Ifm gicke ;
: - ' ' Tell her Itm deaﬁa, _ r

Wick has bent over ﬁon and 1oosened his tie.#

- DON:  will you call hexr? | :
Q. - : - WICK: S Yés, Tt11 eall her. - . o AL
' | DON: - . she must have wri*ten them & lot of. |

y-_. . . S nice things about me. What a gentle~._ - |
- L © man I am. A princes - '

O wrok: © Which hotel is it?

DON: - The Msnhattan, Mp. anﬁ Mrs, Gharles
St. James from Toledo, tho. ' :

Paylng no .attention to the sound of steps Which has besern

coming from the staircase, Wick rises, puts the glass of :

whiskey on the table and 1s about to cross towards the tele~ '

phone when the doorbell rings == short; -short; long,; short: |
Wick freeszes. Don sits 'up on the couch: They know that ring |
: Thera is a halpless 1ook in Don's eyese . L

"WIGK- I _ (Whispering}
. Gat up, Don.

Don, clinging to Wick's arm, pulls himself up.e . Wick puahes _
him through the doorway to the dark. bedroam,_closing the docr
after him. The bell rings: again, that same ringi _

WICK' 7 Just a minute, Helen,

He snaps on the lights in the living room, ralla the ampty
bottle under the éouch, tdkes the glass of whiskey, pubts it
behind the pile of records, As he is starting towards the
e . door, ‘the bottle rolls from under the couchs Wick stops and
A } : © rolls it back agaln, then goes into the hall and opens. ﬁhe
et _ door. . Helan, in = great hurry, stands outside, nervous.

_llé7;44 - ' | ' : a g o (Continued)
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HELEE§ Heilo, Wick.  Is Don here?

WICK: Don? NOsfﬂ

Helen comes into the 1iving room. _ _
HELEN+  Any 1dea whers he could be?
WICK: Wasn't he meeting you?
DON, IN THE DARE BEDROOM - | |

He sbtands leaning against the wall, breathing heavily. His
eyes gleam with anxiety. COming From the-living ropm, stabm

bing htm deep, is" _ _
H“LEN!S ' " He Was supposad to maet us for 1unch, '

- VOICE: * - then he telephoned hetd be late.

. Motherts beglnnlng to think I just
' made him up.

LIVING ROOM

HEIEN: . - Do you suppose something?s happenad
L b0 hlm? . _
' WICK:"f | - Nonsense.
HELEN:  Bub surely he'd have celled back
S o - 1f he were all right. '
WICK: ~ Where did he ocall you from?
HELEN: I don't xuow. | | |
WiCK: I think Itve got an idea. Hﬁ-célled
: - from out of town. ' o
HELEN: oub of town? Where? '
WICK: Philadelphla.__ﬂ'” o o
HELENS o What's hﬂ doing in Philadelphia?
3 WICK: There!s an opening on tha Philadelphia

Inquirer. The Book Sectlon, Don wrote
them, - He wired, I think this morning
early he 3ust toock a train.. )

HELEN: = He never told me a word about it.

WICK: ' I!m-not supposad to tell you elther,
He wanted it to be a surpriss.

. HELEN: | He aid!
- 11-7-44 ’
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B~34 DON, IN THE DARK BEDROOM

He suffers like a dog as he hears what's being said iIn the
living roon.

WICK!'S He probably couldntt get to the .
VOICHE: right people right away, missed &

: train. You know how it is.
HELEN'S Oh, it would be Just wonderful 10
VOICE: he got the job and started working.

Or would it, Wick, with him in
Philadelphia and me in New York?

B35 EZVXNG ROOM - WICK AND HELE%

HELEN: . Don't ever tell him I said that
: ' though, will you9 ‘

WICK: _ Of course not.

Suddenly his eyes are transfixed. From under the couch has
rolled the bottle.  As Helen speaks, he tries to get near it
wlthout her noticing. :

 HELEN: x could never unde;stand why somebody
: : like Don, a person with so much talent,
such flagshes of real brilliance ...
Maybe Itm a 1ittle pregadlceda

Suddenly she sees Wick trying to kick the bottle. back under
the couch. _

HELEN: What are you doing, Wick?
WICK: = Nothing, Helen.
HELEN: " Where!d that bottle come from9.
WIGK: : It just rolled out9
HELEN: " From under the couch? .
WICK: Yes, Helen.
- (®with an attempt at
casunalness)

JItts my guess that Don céughz an
early train.

HELEN: (4 wild guess)
Is that Don's bottle?
WICK: What makes you think that?
HELEN: There was & bottle the first time
: we mebd,

11-7-44 ~ (Continued)




W 'THE LOST WEEKEND -~ Beg7
' {55)

B=35 (Combtd)

WICK: There was? .
HELEN: It fell out of Dont's pocket,
WICK: It was for me, Helen,

B~36 DON, IN THE DARXK BEDROOM

He stands with his head agalnst the door post, listening,

harassed,
WICK!'S This one 1s mine, toos You'might-

VOICE: _ &8 well hear the family scandalgn

'. B~37  WICK AND KELE§ IN THE LIVING ROOM -

WICK: ~ Don thinks I drink too much, . .
He wélks,over'tb the records and picks up'the'glass.f
WICK: I had to promise I'd go on the wagon.
' That!s why I hid the bottle; 80 he
wouldn't. see it. :

He takes: a: drink.-
HELEN: I -so sorry, Wicke -I shouldn't have .
' . sbarted asking questions. It was none
of my b&siness. S :
WICK: Forget it.

B~-38 DON, IN THE DARK'BEDROOM

His brother's gesture has shaken him.

HELEN'S . Itd better be’ getting back to the
VOICE:. hotels  Don may be there alrsadys -
- And don't worry, Wick, I won't
_msntlon this to him,

WICK'S Thank you, Helen.
VOICEs _ : -
HELEN 1S . Goodbye,; Wick.-

' VOICE: | -
WICK'S | Goodbye., -
VOICE:

Shé must be on her way to the front doors With sudden
decision Don copens the door to the living room and walks
slowly oat. _ .
DON:i Helen§

11w"7=44 f
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5-59 LIVING ROOM & ENTRANCE HALL

mﬁlmost at the door to the entrance hall, Helen turns back--

Wick stands, the glass of whiskey in his hand, startled
- taut at the sight of Don who comes in, not tov steady on
- his. feet. _ . _ ' . o

DONz . ;nlfm sorry, Helen. I can’t 1et
’ . _you go._ th 1ike that..: ;*'*
WICK: .Shut your mnuth,'bon,'f:
' SRS v {To Helen) S
o u.I'll %ake you dewnstairs. :
poN: Thank you very mich for yoar R
- . Philadelphia Story, chk. Nice SRR
't?Y~.e.--_-. S SRR

Helen comes back into the room, staring 8t Don, She 15 bow

‘ginning to realize that he‘s &rank. Don. looks at the glass

in Wick*s hand.
DON: S That locka s0 silly on’ you.
He takes the glass out of Wick's hand.  f ”3::.

WICK: "*-._ (Tc Helen)
e T ___.Don't 1isten to him,

DON:  You don't have to. Just 1003 at
o o _the two of us.;." AR Lo
HELEN: . Yes._ What's all thia covering up?}

WiKs: e ALl that happened 18 thab Doa was ;
. ‘nervous at the idea of meeting your e
.- parents and so'he took a couple nf
: fdrinks.';;ig:ﬂ”“ _'i e o o

DON: - '.y£ f_Come on, Wick: Shefd have found cut
T “;,-sooner or later. NSt .

'HELE&:'*']t'-7‘Stop 1t, Both of you, Don's s 11t1s
- 1 tight. Most people drink a little. 4
*;10% of them get tight onca in a while.

DON: - :;' Sure; The 1ucky ones who can take ib _ﬂff:-i

~or leave it: But then there are the
ones who cantt teke it, but can*t Leave.
it either, What I'm trying to say is-
- I'm mot a drinker. I'm a drunk. They
-,  had to put me away onae.:r.{ S

 5-(Cbntinued)"“
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WICK: .'_' . He went to a cure.p.f

DON: " Which didn't take. Thaﬁ first day we
- met, you see, the dirty trick was I
should have had the decency to geb
- drunk, . 3ust for. your sake._:-

HELEN: o For'wx sake?. Welre talklng abouh you«
_ . o - {Turning to Wick) .
Is iﬁ really that: bad, Wick?

DONs -~ :_Yes, it 13.-

WICK: Can't we . go ‘over. this tomcrrow, Dan f?'}f
. when. you?re faaling more 1like. yourself?-:" . |

. - DON: '_ ' fHelan's heard ‘the facts. @hatfs all :* o
f. S - there is to- ité_*  . . ) |

: . ... HELEN: . Itye aeard them and’ thsy’re not vary
. - S pleasant.  But they could be worses
o - o After ally, youire not an embezzler or . |
L | - a murderers You d¥ink too. much, Thatfs. '

S not fatal. . One’ cure didn't take. There '
are ctherso ' ' S

_ WICK#Q R Of course tbere are. L
AU ~  DON: _This has a familiar ringw_'ﬂ

o - HELEN: = Thsrs must e, a reason why you drink, o - %

DON: _._._I!m Way ahsaé of tbe right dcctar¢srifl
know the reason.. The reason 1s mes
: What Trame Or, rather, what I'm nots.

HELEN: What aran*t you ﬁhat you Want to ba, Don?

DON: A writer. Silly, 1sn’t it? You sse, _

o © in college I passed for & genius, They
counldn't get out the college: magazine e
without one of my-stories.  Boy, was I =

- hioke Hemingway atuffa -I reached my. peak
~when I was ninetesn, ~Sold .a plece to the:
= Atlantic Month*yo It was’ reprinted in the -
- Readers! Digesty  Who wants to stay in -~
eollege when he's Hemingway? My mother
‘bought me a brand new.typewriter, end I .
‘moved right in on New York,. Well, Cthe
- first thing I wrobte; that dldn't. quite
come off« ~and the second I droppeds -
The public wasn*t ready for that cne.__

D .
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 DON:

"DON»

WICK:

DON:

I starteé a third, a fourﬁh, only abouﬁ then
somebody began to look over my shoulder and
. whisper, In a thin, clear voice liks the = = :
B-string on ‘a violin. Don Birnam, he'd whisyar,.

& couple of drirks Jjust o put 1% on its fegt?
Thet made 811l the differencsﬁ_ Suddenly I could

. Helen. Most men MWead 1lives of gulet L .
-deSperation._ I cahz’ﬁ take quiet desperation._j

B S S
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1t's not good enough. Not. that way, How aboub

So I had a ocouple. Oh, that was a great idea.

see the whole thing +- the traeglc sweep of the
great novel; beautifully proportioned. . Butb -
before I could reelly grab it and throw it down _ :
on ‘paper, the drink would wear off and every-. . - T
thing be gone like & mirngoe. ' Then there was o

despair, and & drink to countebbalance: despair; 
~and one to counterbalan¢e-the counterbalance. . -~ - |

I'd.be sitting in front of that typewrlter, - - [

-trying to squeeze out & page thai was ha&fway

decent and that guy Neulﬁ pop up again,..
What guy? :Who &?e-you talking sbout? .

The other Don Birnam. There are itwo of us, . '

you know: Don the drvnk and Don the writer. - o
And the drunk will sayy to the writer, Come on, = -
you idiot. Iet's geb some good out of that - . _ l

portable. Let's hoek it. We'll take it to * ~ |

that pawn shop over an Third Avenue. &lways
good for ten dollars, for another drink, _
snother binge, another bender, another sprea.
Such humorous words... I tried t0 break away

“from that guy & lot wf ways. .No good. Once.
- I even bought myself & gun and some bull@ts.

(He goes to the desk)

'I msant to do 1% on nm‘thirtie%h birthday._-

Hb opens the drawer, takes out two bullets, holds thsm in the -
palm of his hana. ST g - S SR

Bsre are the bullefs, Tha g&n Want fcr thres

- quarts of whiskey.  That other Don wanted us
5o have a drink fikﬁt.. ‘He always wanbts us . -
to. have a drink f%;rst._ The[fIOp.suieida of a I

flop Writer.;a:_

-'All righﬁ, maybe ycnﬁre nct a wriﬁer..jifﬁ;-
;mhy dontt. you do &emething elseQ

' Yes, take E:S ,nice job Public aocountant,

real estate ‘salesgan. I haven't the guts,

But ycm are & wriﬁ:er. You have evary L L
guality for if' Imagination, wit, pity - :_~:

(Continusﬁ}
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- fow, Yes, go on, doe Then you'll be

caughts Caught in e trap,.to be scrutin-

‘ized and criticized and laughed at and -
thrown in the wastbepaper baskeéet because
yaa’re no goode_ No good.:

Nobody %hinks thatg;_. _ _
Op 1f they do eo. Why nobt face reallty,




Y
by

B~40

(Gontid)
: DO%‘

| WICK:

DO&: |

HELEN:

DONs
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_ Come on, 1et's face reality. I*m thirty- K
© thpee and I'm living on the charity of .

my brother. Room and boapd .free,.and.

fifty oents a week for clgarebies, JAn'g:

ocoasional ticket for a concert or a
ghow, out of the. bigness ‘of “his heart.
And it is a big heart a patient haart.

' Now, Don, E‘m Just earrying yuu alang ;5 .

for the time being,;.,-

' Shut up, Wick. vae never dona any» '

thing, Iftm not doing enything, I nevyer
will do auything Zera, zero, zaro.

'Nm; x____ shu‘b up. e'll straigh‘ben iﬁ
Loow o . _

:-.Look. ‘Wick has the misfortune to ba my
prother, You just walked in on this,
and if you lkmow whatls good for you, .

voutll turn around and walk out again.

| | 'Fi Welk fast and don't burn back.
 Helen looks at him for & seaond, then takes off her hat' 

and throws it inbo a naarby dhair.fﬁ_,J\__

HELEN:

‘DON._ -

HELEN:

(To chk) o R
Why donft you make some cofree,.Wiok? R
Strong Threa’cups..33,5 o A

'--Wiok gass into the kitohanatta, T

_meo yvurself a favor, ﬂelen. Gé'qﬁ;  -
1_ 01ear out.;k_;¢_,” ,_,JH _”.,. _ .' R

" Bevause Iive got a pival? Beoausa e
‘ 30u’ra 4in love with this? . R

L.(Sha points at ﬁhe
i bottle)

'f’fou danit'knaw e, Don. I'm going tc i e
*fighe and fighb anﬁ fighb. Bend domn.

He doesn't band. Shs raises herself to her tiptoas and“ 
kisses him'wanmly.;i UICIE A

\BISSOLVE BACK T0: e
 NAT'S BAR - LATER N TE DﬂY
Nat and Don alone.;

Nat is behin& ﬁhe bar, puﬁt&ng tcoﬁh—~

pieks into ollives which he takes from & bowl &nd arranges

in & row on a plate,

him end what's left of Mrs. Wertheim's five. dollars, 15

-playing with -1 full Jigger of rye._.,._wg__;

'7~f;{contin a

Don, sbout ten wet rings in front of o
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" Don fumpsrup, - oo

- DON:

CNAT:
DON:

{Conttd)
DON:
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'That was thres years ago; Nat. That's

& long time to keep fighting, to keep
belisving., They'd try. a health farm, &

 psychiatrist, a sanatorium in New Jersey.

No go. She'd be patient., She'd be gay.. o

‘Shefd encourage him, Shet!d buy a new ribbon-

for hils typswriter ~ & two~color job, black
and red, - Just write, Don, Keep writing.h,

- That first paragraph came off 50 well 4.e .

- leﬁ goa- Three yaars of it,

NAT:

- DONs
NKT:‘

' And what9 Eow doea it coma aut? R

There was no' second paragraph: There were.
drinks, . Drinks sneaked in seﬂretq In the .
bathroom, here, In Harlem, Promises again,
lies sgain. But she holds on. She knows .
she's clutching a razor blade. but she won'tf

-I don*t know, Havan't figured that faﬁ;:_l
'Waﬁ? me to tell you? " One day - your guy R é

gets wise to himself and geis back that

- gun, Or, if he's only got & dollar ten,

he gces up to the Empire State Bnilding,

:'Way Lp on bop, and then —- - - [

;Or he cén do 1% for . a aicxel, in a submu
Wway undar e trainﬂ   ,.”_ o o

DON:

NAT:

NAT:"
DON:

-This guy? Not from.whera I sit.-

-fYés, Mr, Birnam

Am I all,paid up?

{he snaps his fingers) o ;

Think so, Nat? What if Helen is right, :
after all, and he sits down -and. turng oubr -
something good -~ but good -~ and that pulls

:him up and sneps’ him out of 182

Shut ﬁp,“Nat,' Itm,going to do it. CTm

- going to do it ncw, CItts all_there. You
_ hsard it , T T

_  That¥s why I. didnft go. on that weekend,
'see, so I can be alone up there and sit

down et my bypewriter, This time Ifm going
to do it ﬂatg: Ifm going to d0 it

By gosh, maybe you will
'}TThank you, Nat

(he?s u? on his faeﬁ)

(Gcntinued)
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‘He goes back into the living room, pulls the -couch. rom”;-
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_ _ o te1)
(Cont'd) o | o
NAT® .yes,7mr. Birpem, '
DON o Goodbye, Nat, . I'm going home, This =

‘ ~ time I've- got it, It going to write..f"
NﬁT; o . Good luck, Mr Birnam. -

DISSOLVE'-

INT. BZRNAM APARTMEHT - (DAY)

Don entars, the fire of real purpose in his eye,z He ‘hangs -
his hat on the hatraek, goes to the bedroom, picks up the -
.typewriter, grabs the sheaf of typewriter paper Wick has

- laid on top of his sultcase and earries them dnbto the

ilving room. He puts the typewriter on the desk,. Sitting.:
down, he inserts a. sheet of paper in ths roller and begins

- to type:

_ THE BOTTEE , :
A Novel by Don Birnam

He pauses, then types undsrneath"’”

' For Helen-w W&th All My Lave- '

He rolls the shaat of paper. up, studies what he has typed

as though 1t were a painting., Then he begins to . hry and -
formulate that first sentence of his book, To do so0 is:
absolute agony for him. He geis up, puts a cigarette in
his mouth, takes a match from a- folder, lights the : _
cigarette, throws the folder on the small fable next to the
big chair, As he does so his eyes fall on the empty bobtle
and glass, He looks at them for a minubte, then goes over
to the bookease, pube his arm Iin back of the books and

runs his hend along the rear of tha shslf, looking for a

that bottle.u_lt!s not ﬁhere,;'y

He runs into the bsdroom, hnrries to his be&, where his o
suitcase lies packed but not closed,. He Wipes the . suitn_ﬂ. :
cagse from the bed, the contents.spilling over the floor.;_ B
He pulls up one. end of the matiress, looks under 1ts.
thhing, o : o .ﬁ B

the wall and, 1ying on his stom&ch, probaa among the

- aprings.. Nothing therao He lies on the couch, breathing.

heavily.

DON: - You had another-bottle, you know you did.

- Where d41d you put 1t? Ybu're not craay._
Where did you pub it? o S

He jumps up, runs back +o the bookcase,'starts pulling out
books; . row by row, He goes to the closet, opens ﬁ:mkkapmus\

out all . its contents, throwing them on the floor. Nothing-. .~

thers,
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He goes back %0 the blg chair, throws himself down, ex-
heusted. His eyes fall sgein on the empty bottle and the
empty glass. Behind the glass lies the folder of matoches.
Something is written on it bubt it is distorted by the glass.
However, it atitracts Don's attention enough to make him
push the glass to one slde. The folder reads:

'HARRY'S & JOE'S
Where Good Liguor Flows
| 13 W. 52nd St.
DISSOLVE TO: o |

INT. HARRY'S & JOE'S ON B2ND ST.

You know how those places look: the lower floor of a brown-

stone house, narrow, intimate, smoky. One side is a bar.
Along the other wall there is a long, built-in bench with
individual tables in front of it., At 2 miniature piano &

- guy is playing and singing "It Was So Bsautiful."

Don Birnam sits on the bench at one of the small tables, In
front of him ls an empty cocktail glass. It is about his

 fourth. At the next table on the bench sits a couple -~ &

show girl type, about twenty~four, and & man sbout thirty-
five. They are nuts about sach other and are holding hends
as they llsten to the hoarse planist. Howsever, to Don the
music means 11lttle. He is very much the man of the world,

~holding his alcohol superbly, smoking & cigarette. - He snaps

his finger at a walter, who 1s passing with a tray of drinks.
The waiter stops: ~ = o e

DON: . Where is my check, -
WAITER: - Right here, sir.

The waiter takes the check which is thrust between his vest
and hls stiff shirt and pubs 1t face down. in front of Don,

- then hurries on with the fray of drinks. Don turns the

check over.  It's for four dollars. Suddenly his financial

-situation dawns on Don. He puts his hand in his pocket and

pulls out whaet cash he has. He does 1t very cautiously, _
under the table, so that no one slse can see 1t. He hasn't .
enough ~ only two one-dollar bills and some small changs.
Panlo selzes him. At that moment the waiter roturns, ex~
pecting b0 be paid,. -~ . . . . S . '

WAiEERé : Yes, sir.

One more gin vermouth. =

DON: n (4 little stiffly)

-

WAITER  Yes, sir.

11-7-44 . ({Continued)
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Taking the check, the waibter leaves., Don has gained a little
time; bubt what shall he do with i1t? He considers the situa-
tions The door is some thirty feet away, end the check-room
girl stands in front of it., Don looks around. Nobody In
the bar he knows. Next him the couple 1is cooing away like .
Spring, =- but on the bench between him and the girl lles

her bag. It's a handsome leather bag with gold initlals,.
M.M. It's sbout a foot and & half away from him, bubt it
seems 1ike a mile snd & helf to Don. There must be some
money in that bag. Don looks arcund the room; his plan

-~ forming. - No one i1s looking at him. 4s though inadvartentiy,'

ha'drgps-his hand on the bench beSide_ths.bagf- _ o
The man is whispering something into the girl!s ear. She 13

shaking her head. Don pulls the purse imperceptibly closer

to himself, Guests and walters are passing by. Very calmly

 Don. smokes his cigarette, & great gentleman. The bag moves

very close to his coat. Now, switching his ecigarette, Don

. srosses his other arm so he can pull the bag up under his

coat. -He pulls i% to his armplt and holds 1% there, tucked -

¢lose to his ribs. Nothing in his face bstrays him. -
' The lovers are still at it. Thé”waitsr cqmaS back with the

DON: R (The young Dake) . - . - .
: | S Thank you. Where is your wesh room?
 WAITER: . Over theve, sir. . e

He points to a door attthﬂ‘6th5rfehd?of t5e_rdam}. Qﬁ its
panel is the stylized proflle of a gentleman with & -top hat.

Don starts to rise. The walter pulls the table away for him.

Don carries the. bag under hls open coat by the pressure of

" nis upper arm. Between his fingers is a cigarette, so thab

B-45

the whole thing looks Ffairly natural. There 1s-a tlny puz-.

. 2led look from the waiter as Don welks slowly towards the
.wash rOOMm, - T R L T

INT. WASHROOM

T4'4 a twow-wash-basin affalr, with a colored attendant who,
as Don enters, is brushing a customer. e o

ATTENDANT: - - How's about __.a__céma- blon, sir?
CUSTOMER: What for? o
ATTENDANT: . (Chuckling)

For your buttqnhole,_sir{

CUSTOMER:  Okay.

R -7 S . - | SR : S '(Continued) -
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On the shelf above the washstand between talcoum powder,nall
files and brushes, there stands a bumbler with carnationse.

~ The attendant takes one, puts it Into the customerts lapel.
_The customer tips him dnd walks out. : . o

Don is ieft alone with the attendant, who points'to'ﬁha
other bowl, runs fresh waber in 1te

ATTENDANT:  Right heve, sir.

Don steps to the wash bowl,. His brain ls functloning per-
foctlye _ : ' _ ' '

" DON: . 7 Wipe my shoes, will you? -
ATTENDANT:  Yes, sir.. -' ST _.

As Don picks up the cake of soap, he watches the attendant
get a polishing rag and bend down to dust off hls shoess
Now Don doesn't lose a split seconds He plays his cards
like a master, He puts down the cake of soap, pulls out
the bag, opens 1%, There, between a compact, lipstick and
keyes, are some bllls, He fishes out a ten~dollar bill,’
thrusbs it in his pockebs and is about bo close the purse

when he sees the carnations.  He can’'t help smiling at the

1388 which flashes inbo his mind. He takes one of the
cernations; puts it indto the purse, closes the purse and
thrusts 11t back under his coat. Just ag the attendant
straightens up, Don puts both hands in%o the water. The

attendant holds out a towel, Don wipes hils hands,

ATTENDART: - How's about_a carnation?

DONs : ~ {Raffles by now)
1 took oney : I

ATTENDANT:  You did, str?

~He looks at Donts lapel, mystifled.

DON: . Yes, for a very kindfladyg'.“”

‘Don tips the attendant with a fifty-cent pieces The

attendant doesnlt get the joke but chuckles automatically
and opens the door lnto the bar. B L

THE BAR S L
The plano lsn't belng playéd-and the-place is strangely .
gquiete Don walks from the wash room, slowly towards his
tables Suddenly he stopse The space where the lovers
sat ig empbty now. That's the storm signals Don looks

around. Does the 1ittle piano stands Don's walter, the
head waiter, the pilanc player and the lovers. They're

- staring at Don. In fact, he!s suddeniy aware that he 1s

the foeus of every eye in the room. In the next second
the storm breaks. -

{Continued)
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WAITER: - That’s.him; fhét's the man.
HEADWAITER:  You Wefe sitting here,'siré
DON: _ I beg yéur-pardon. -

He doesn't play it very well now. MeMats escort is o
right at him, grabbing him by the coat. "

M.M.!'S ESCORT: You ook this lady's bag, didntcha?

Come on, give 1% back.,

pow: . (With very little hesi-

bation ané 8 wan smile)
Of course. : _

He takes. the bag but from under his coat and hands it to
the lady. .

_M._EI’S E?SCGRT: -Somebociy call a ccp.

MeMos R No, George, nos It doesn't mattar
as long as I have the bag.

M.M.'S ESCORT: Well, look in it. Maybe he's taken
. - - _someﬁhing. ' ' o C

DON: = = Ten dcllars, to be exact.

.Don.hclds out the bill. M.M.?s escozt snatchesfit.fram

h;s handc

M.M.'S ESCORT: I ought to kick your teeth in.

11-7-44

M.Me: . George, George! He?s_dr&nk.”'f-
HﬁAnWAzTER:- N (Grabbing.bon)r |
- Get out of here.
WAITER: - How abont the check9'
DON: | . ..Exactly. That’s why I had to barrow..

from the ladye. I di&n't have anongh.'

He fishes what money he has left from his pocket. The
walter snaps it ups _

DON: _ I'll coms back and pay tha reat.

HEADWAITER: - Don't you ahow your face here again
. o BVeT, i

(Shouting towsrds
ﬁhe entrance door)

(Continued)
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HEADWAITER {Continued) R
o Mikel Mikel - '
- {To walter)
Come on, Charlie,

He and the waiter grab-ﬁon, start him towands the déor,
From the street comes Miks, the huge doorman-bouncer. - He
helps with the ejec¢tion. ' I

DON:. - {To the entire bar)

: - S - I assure you I'm not a thief,

i B B I'm not a thisf} _ ' _ 1
f : As they drag him toward the entrance door, the pianist, in l
F o - an access of delicabte humor, begins to pound the plano and f
ﬁ - | sing, "Somebody stole my purse, Scmebody stole my purse," o

: By-this timé'theyfve got Don %o the_doofa The_hea&waiter
- ) gets Don's hat from the checkroom girlis hand. He puts 1t
: on Don's head, the bouncer pulls him through the door..

B-45 EXT, FIFTY.SECOND STREET (NIGHT)

A line of welting texls elong the brilliantly lighted night
. - elub street, The bouncer, dragging Don from Harry'!s and.
ﬁ(f} _ Joel!s, glves him one last shove down the sfreet. - N

Pon comes to a stop and leans heavily agalnst an lron rall- .

L . ing, wiping his face with his hand. He straightens his hat, .

| . looks back, The doorman and the taxi drivers are staring . |

‘ : after him, Don turns, straightens himself as best he can i
end sterts for home, shame weighing down every limb,

DISSOLVE TO:

B~46  STATRCASE & FOURTH FLOOR LANDING, BIRNAM APT, HOUSE (NIGHT)

It 1s meanly lighted by the wall brackets, The newspaper,
the bottle of milk, Helen!'s note =~ are all as they were. '

Don drags himselfl up ths.1aétffew'stepé,'unlocks the door
and goes in, leaving paper, bottle and note untouched, '

Bw47  INT, BIRNAM APARTMENT - DARK

Don has entersd. Aubtomatically he swltches on the light in

the corridor., In a sbtupor of shame and misery he stumbles

over to the living room couch, flings himself down on 1t

and lies covering his face with his arms, After a time he

brushes the tesrs from his eyes with his sleeve and as he

| does se, catches sight of something which rivets his atten~
tion, brings a halfw-crazed smlle to his l1ips, ' o

On the ceiling is the shadow of the bottle which he hid in
the light flxture, A

1le744 (Continued)
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With new strength Don gets to his feet, nervous laughter
shaking him, He pulls the coffee table under the light
fixbture, puts the chailr on it, climbs up and retrieves his
bottle., He climbs down agein, opening the bottle fiercely.
He goes to the table where his empty glass stands, pours it
half full, Over his face as he looks at the glass of :
whiskey comes the uplifted peace of a worshipper at the
high altar. There the glass stands, gleaming in the light

from above., Again the. CAMERA SLOWLY MOVES TOWARD IT,

immerses in its depths. Oblivion again,

| ﬁ%DE'OﬁT:

' END OF SEQUENCE "B"

LlwT=id
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SEQUENCE "g"
FADE IN: .
THE_BIRNAM APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM

About 9:30 the next morning. The living room is in the
same wild disorder -~- books on the floor, a tsble on the
chelr under the ceiling Fixture, the couch moved from the

‘wall, clothes and shoes spilled from the closed. Two empby

bottles and a sticky glass stend about, and the porteble,
with its almost virgin sheet of white paper in the roller..

Itts a nasﬁy sight, and its nastiness 1s emphasized by the

sunlight stresming in and mixing with the yellow pallor of
ﬁhe'electricylightg_forgottan_and buraing on. . D

Don is not in sight. Only the telephone, which stands on -

- the desk next the open portable, is alive. It is ringing

at the top of its bell.

BIRNAM APARTMENT - BEDROOM

Hereﬁreigns the seme cohfusion: ~the sulbease flung on the
floor, the window shade flapping, and on the tnmade bed,
not In 1%, fully dressed -- shoss, sult, tle -~ lies Don,

the comforter and bedspread pulled up over him. .

The belephone rings remorselessly. Don opens his eyes ..
slowly. The brighiness of the day stabs them, he shubs
them. Agein the telephone. - . - . S
Don gets up. He is weaker than he thought. Steadylng him-
self on the bedpost and helding the door frame, he slowly
moves out of the bedroon. . . o : : S

LIVING ROOM

- Don enters. He seems to be golng straight to the ringing

telephone, only he isn't, He passes it and goes to the.
open window, He pubs his arm against the window frame,
Presses his forehsad against 1t, stands thers, every vibra-

tion of ﬁhe-tslephpne bell shaking his nerves.

DON: . Stop it, Helen, stop it, stop if.
: Ttm all right, I just can't talk. -
Stop 1t. o o

Mere is anoﬁher'fing end snother, then the phone stops.
Don's eyes fall on the bottle and the glass by the big

chalr, He moves slowly towards i1t, picks up the botbtle,

holds 1t upside down over the glass. One slow drop iz all

it yields. Don pubs down the botitle, goes to the other bob-

tle on the mantel shelf, plcks 1% up, goes to the kitechen.

1l-14-44
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KITCHEN - BIRNAM APARTMENT:

In the sink is the bobtle Wick emptied thet first afbep-
noon. Don picks 1t up, goes back into the living room.

LIVING ROOM ~ BIRNAM APARTMENT
Don goes to the glass, holds the two bottles upside down

over 1t. Two more meagre drops emerge, 1like thick SYPUD.
They barely stain the bottom of the glsass. _

Don pubs down the two bottiles, picks up the glass, empties
the pitiable three drops into the parched desert of his
throat. Por a sscond 1t seems that he hag found some re~
Lief. That's not true. His need for alcohol has bsen mul-
Tiplled tenfold by that mockery of a drink. He's got to

- get another bottle, another drink.

What are his finances? Quickly he goes through his pockets, -
In the palm of his hand there are oxectly two cents. He B
looks around the aparitment. Thers on the desk sbtands. the
typewrlter. Don walks towards ib, rips the sheet of paper
from the roller, glams the 11d of the cover shub, picks up
the typewriter. It 1s heavy, bterribly heavy. He drags 1t
to the 1little hall, picks up his hat and puts 1t on.

A% the'door,3weakness overcomes him, ' Dragging his hand

wilth 1t, the typewriter sinks to the floor,

DON: " You!ll never make 1t. You'll never
' make that hock shop. It's a block
and a half away. .

He 1z crouched helplessly ageinst the door. At thab moment
the telephone shrills agaln, Once more Don stralghbens
himself’, opens the door and leaves. - S _

-OUTZER DOOR - B_IRNAM APARTMENT

The note from Helen 1s still pinned to the door. There arve
now bPwo newspapers, two bobtles of milk. Don steps over .-
them camefully, closes the door and starts-&own the sbalrs.

DISSOLVE TO: o -
EXT. BIRNAM ATARTIENT - (SUNNY MORNING)

Mrs. Deveridge snd her dog Sophie are outside the apartment

- house. Mrs, Deveridge 1s talking to Dave, the janitor, who

leans on hls broon.

Don comes from the house with the typewriter, He stops to
make sure the two are absorbed in conversation, then steps
quickly past them down the street toward Third Avenue.
Looking back to see whether they have seen him, he turns
into Third Avenue and sbaris uptown. ' '

11-14-44  °
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C=~8 THIRD AVENUE )
{;4\ , This is to be Dcn’s Via Dolorosa, this black roaring,
LS : perilous street up which he drags the helllsh welght of

that portable -- that portable which grows heavier with
every step -~ in quest of a pawn shop which will give him
a few dollars for it. A few dollars which will msan drink,
dyink which he needs to live.

Setting his jaw and whipping on his will, he reaches ﬁhe

: first hock shop. A steel gate is drawn across ibts entrance,

H Don stares at the obstruction, completely mystified. There
- ' igs a woman standing nearby, wheeling & baby in a baby car-

riage. Don turns to her. L

o | DON: This isn't Sunday, is i, lady?
o . womaN: B
i DON: | I asked is this Sunday.
WOM&§: "_: No, SatﬁadayQ Why?' |
?- - :' DON: . Beoause it's closed. |

* S {Looking around)
- Nothing else is gloged.

WOMAN: - Well,. somebody passed away, mnst liksly.' . ' !

a

] o Don stands helpless for a noment , then, feeling the' woman‘s .
; S - intrusive stare, stralghtens up. In the next block, miles. :
| B and miles away for the way he feels, is another pawn shoy. , ¥
' He starts for it. - S - T :

| Again avery_step is agony. Overhead the elevated.ﬁhun&aré_.
E excruciatingly. Sweat pours from his forehaad He dhanges
: the typewriter from,one hand to ancthsr._*-" L

% = - At last he makes the secon& pawn shop, It too is- closed
f He paera ﬁhrcagh the. iron gate Anto the dark shop, turns
around.

E' _ s Across the street in . ﬁhe sams block is ﬁhe third nawn . J
- ' : shop, He must makb i1t, but to get ﬁhera he mmat cross the I
raging torrent of Third Avenua. o

| He mskes a pzllar of the el, leans against 1t, Shaking.
When a trolley.car gets out of his way, he continuas to
. eross ﬁhe street. o _ _

‘That pawn shop is close& too. Deon takes a bar and shakes it.

N DoN: " What's go&ag on? What is 1t? Did you
e - _ all go to a funeral, all of you? Maybe
- s 1tts you that died, Don Birnam. Maybe -

it's your funer&l. - : o

11-14~44 : o . . (Continued) -
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BN S He pulls himself away and resrosses the strest. - o

Reason has entirely deserted him, but blind insbinet diives
him on. = _ o

Sixty-first Street, Seventy-first Street. Four more pawn

shops, all of them closed. Seventy-ninth Streot, He's ale
most struck by a car. The typewriter falls from his hand..
A truck runs over it but atraddles it. Don gets it again,

Up the street, up the street, up the strest. One pawn shop

closed after another. His feet are burming, as 1f ih

sldewalk were hot lava, Hls ears are bursting,
Elghty-ninth Street, Ninety-fifth Strvest. Past bars, _
funeral parlors, children on roller skates, and always the
recurrent torture of the slsvated overhead. On and. on,
unable to stop. ' - o )
Flnally, helf dead, he reaches & pawn ghop on 120th St,, and
finds the answer t0 his erucifixion. Two men in dark sults

- with black bowlers and praysr books under their arms watch

f - him .as he rattles the e¢losed gate of the pswn shop, salmost

- out of his mind., _ S ' S

. iST HAW:  What's the matter with you? =~

Nl ST | = | o A f - | |

§- Qtj DCN: o Why ares they all closed? " Theyire. _ |

i' - ' | S all closed, svery one of them. o _ g

E - lST:MAK: : _Suré'they-ara‘. It's Yom Kippur, E

E DON: It's what? . _ !
1ST MAN: It's Yom Kippur, & Jewish holiday., |
DON s It ds. . ) o

.ThaﬁjmakBS'sensa'to*him, 'Dfrd¢eé 152

DON: . What are you talking about? How = B
. ' . about Kelly's? How about Gallagher's? :

15T MAN: They! re cléﬁéd 00+ \We‘va'got'an _
. agreement, '~ They keep closed on Yom
Kippur and we don't open on St._Patricg‘a.x‘

The two_men-st&nd:grinnihg, _ N
DON: : ~_ {Almost weepling) 5
That's a good joke. That's funnmy,
that's very funny, -~ =~ - ]

_—

11-14-44 | 7 (Continued)
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He picks up the typewriter, turns and star@s walking back._

THE CAMERA goes slowly up.to a sidewalk clock wlth a diadem

“of three balls, which stands outside ths hock shop. Tha

time Is twenty minutas of cne.,
VERY sL.ow DISSOLVE TO:

THE CLOCK IN NAT'S BAH .
Tt says five minutes of four. THE CAMERA PANS DOWN. Nat

is at the bar. Hs and two or three customers are listening
%o race results on & 1little radiec. Don drags himsell in; -

drenched in sweat, his breath as short and agonized as that
of a dying man. He goes to the end of the bar closest the
door, holsts the typewriter on it with 8 final awful effort

| lsans his head on it.

DON: -T; Nat -

Nat comas to hﬁu

NAT:Y - o What's the matter, Mr..Birnam9

DON: - Iet me have me, Nat. I’m dying.

- - _.Just one. o _
NATD:  f' X thoughb you wers homs writing that book._
DON: - ":‘ Thﬁy*ra playing & trick on me. A dirty

trick., Give me one, Nat. "I'1l pay you
when I can. Jusi don’t lst me die hsre. :

NAT: Mo eredit, and you kmow 16, .

'-aoxé"_,.']'; All right, ao_it’s charity. Itm beg-~

11~14—44 S | o - {(Continued)

fging you'fcr one._ Giva me ona.n__

S (Pouring a drink)
Ons 8 t00. many and & hundrad*s not
anough _ S

He shoves thﬁ drink at Don.'

- Don is shaking so that he san't pick wup the glaas. - He f‘

bends down, sucks half of it, then lifts the glass, drains.
the rest, He holda out ths ampty glass $o Nat his eyes
imploring.

NAT: That!s a11.

DON: Come on,. Nat, come :on.. It1l let you'
have my typewriter. . R
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? __,/f . ) . o .
NAT: : I'm no writer. . Xbu‘re the writer.
: _ Now go. (o away.
DONs Nat -- o
NAT: ' T mean it. Get out.

" Don takes ths typewriter, drags himsslf out of Natts place.
C-10 THIRD AVENUE, QUTSIDE NAT'S -

Don emerges, starts dragging himself up the street towards
~home. As he passes the antique shop, suddenly he stops.
There sbtands the wooden Indlan Gloria spoke about, pointing
up. That'!'s whers Gloria lives. Second floor, this same
house. Don‘walks into tba house. S -

o DZSSOLVE TO ¢ | | :
0-11 smms Am:a HALINAY OHTSIDE GLO‘RIA’S pDooR ) .

This is a really crummy Third Avenue house -« dark wcodwnpk,
_ paint peeling from the walls Beside the door &t the head
P e . cf the sbtairs there are about three bells, for the several
Ay -~ peoupants of the apartment within. Don drags himsslf up
T . . the stalrs, puts down the typewriter and inspects the name -
- o tags by the bells, Ome of thom says: GLORIA DE VRIES. Dcn '
rings the bell besiéa it. From insida comes:? . :

GLORIA!S o
VOIGE: = .  Who is 1t?

Don rings agaiﬁ.

GIORIA'S -
VOICE: Who is i‘a?
"DON: o It*s mﬁ.'

" The door is opened by Gloria, She 1s Weafing a dressing
gown and bedroowm slippers. Her halr is the ruined elaborate
hairdress of yesteray, and her eyes are blazing with
anger. .

GIORIA: : Why, Nr. Birnam, as I live and
' . breathe! Only if youlwve coming
for our date, you'lre & 1ittle late,
_ awan‘u you, ¥r. Birnam? And if
s : _ you® re coming o apologlze -~ no
RN o ' thenks. Tnanks & lot, bubt no thanks.

11~14-44 o o - . {Continusd)
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DON: Gloria ~-
GLORTA . Save your saliva. I've had enough of
~ you, Def, but def, What do you think
I am? I bresk a business date, I buy -
an evening purse, d facial, a new halir-do.
Well, maybe you cen do that to your ritzy
friends. You can't fo me, understand?
DON: - Blorla, o _
GLORTA: Okay, what do you want, Mr. Don Birnam
' - Esquire? . | .
DON: = T need some money.
- GIORIA: You what? = -
DON:. "-.gould y0u léﬁ'me'havé"same'moneyﬁ |
GLORIA: -~  Say, you oubt of your mind? Don't be

ridic., Get out of here, .Make with
those stairs., (o onj

' She starts back into the apartment, but Don gets her by the

hand, pulls her towards him and klsses. ‘her, At first she
regists, then her hand creeps up to the baek of his necky
clutches 1t hungrily._- '

GLORZA. © I wasg waiting half the night, like it
was the first date I ever had, And
the other helf I was crying.

{She 1oohs ab him)
ch much money9

DON: - ._-_'Could you 1et 1) have ten or five, or
- something? ' .
GLORIAT It sae,'

She slips into the apartment 1eaving the door aboubt three
lrches sjar, Don leans agahnst the door.jamb, breathing
heavily. S e R -

After & couple of seconds GZoria reappears with a wallebt,
She takes five dollars out, gives it to him, Don takes 1t

with & sheking hand, .

GLORIA: (not cing)‘ : -
You look ewful sick, hcney. Ybu_got
& fever or samething? :

She brushas hls forehead with the back of her hand.
DON: CIm all right now,

Nlwldudd , : L o B (COntinued)--
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He takes her hand and kissas it. Gloria 1oaka at him, then

at her hand. h

GLORTA: - Thank you a-lct; You do reslly like
: me & little; don't you, honey?

DON ¢ Wy, natch, Gloria. Natch.

He bends, plcks up the typewriter and starits downstairs.
Gloria looks after him. From inside the apartment comes:

A NAGGING . '
WOEAN'S VOICE: Gloria, whera are you9

GLORIA.. o Goming‘_

She reenters the;apartment closing the door:.

STaJRCASE - GLORI&‘S HOUSE

Don is coming down, holdin@ the banisbter with his left
hand, the btypewrilter in his right. TUp the staircase comes -
a 1little girl sboub seven, running & stlck along the
spindles of the banister and singing the Hut Suf Song. The
sound mekes Don wince, and as the child gives no sign of

- yielding precedence to him, he switches the typewrliter to

his other hand and leans avalnst the shair wall. -

The child passes hims . ﬂs Don goes on, he slips, starts

Cfalling, clutches a light bracket trying to check his fall;.

It pulls from the wall under hiis weight and he falls,
eclutching the typewriter, down- the long flight of stairs.
A terrible, back- breaklng fallse

The- little girl s tands. horrifisd, then starts crylng and _
runs up the stalrs.: For an 1nsﬁant Don lies at the foot of

the stairs, still clutehing the typewriter. Hig hat has
fallen off% He struck his head. It is in wild pain. He -
gets to his knees, to his feet, lunges towards the door to
the street, taking the five dollars from his pocket.

THIRD AVENUE

Don comes out of Glorials houéé,'staggers towards Nat!s bar,

- the typewriter in ons hand, tha five &ollar& in the others

DON:s Nat! I've got-mﬁney oW, Nat, I've
: got monsyl :

The fall has been 00 muchlfor him. Ha-sinks to his knées;
drags himself a few feets : - _

DON: . I need & straight one, Nat! Quick;7
quick' .

11-14w44 A (Continued)
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. He collapsess Psople becoms aware of him -~ one, two,

fours A crowd closes in.

Don lies on the sidewalk; 1ooking up helplessly, His eyes
are dims He tries to hold the money up but is oo weaks
His hand drops backs The ring of faces looks down at him,
among them the familiar face of Nats

DON'3 - Nat. I got the money, Nat.
Te re is the clang of an ambulance, the shriek of brakess

The faces part to let two stretcherubearers bend over Don
and take him on & stretcher. _ :

__Don is carried to the ambulance &89 ths crowd watches,'_

The doors of the ambulance are closeds . The ambulance"

starts off, bell ring*ng llke mads

Nat has pilcked up the typewriter and looks after the

~ambulance; his eyes full of pitys
- THT, MOVING AMBULANCE =

Don lies half—conscious, his eyes staring through the ambu~7'~

_lance window.--

GUT OF WhE‘AMBULANOQ'WIHDOW - (TR&NSPR?ENCILS}

Fleeting.impressions of & wild U turn:on Third Avenue ««
the elevated, the Chrysler Bullding, the 1t2ll midtown
structures, the lower houses of downiown, a high iran .
fence; the enirance of Bellevue Hospitala

DON - IN THE ﬁMBULANGE

His eyes;cloge. .He_10565'consciousnéssg_7
FADE OUT. _ o
END OF SEQUENCE,“C“_

11-14-44
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FADE IN' oo
D-1 & WIRE BASKET WITH FOUR MILK. BOTTLES IN IT

moving away from-the GAMERA.. Gradually we see that it is in
the hand of a mlilkman ascending the stairs of the Blrnam .
apartment house. He leaves a bobttle by the door of the rear
apartment on the third floor, one in front of Mrs. Deve-
rldge‘s, then starts up to the fourth floor.

5 o . 'As he gets h&lfway up, he stops momentarily 1n surprlse. )

b _ o 'In the embrasure by the banister at the top of the stairs, 5 |
- o wrapped in her leopard coabt, is Helen $t. James,. dozing = = |
o o - wearily. Beyond her 1s the. doar to the Birnam apartment, = .
S ~ Helen's note still pinned to the panel, two milk bottles and. :

the newspapers of the last two days on the thregshold,- )

The mzlkman resumes his walk, careful not to ‘wake up the - -
young lady. - He deposdits a milk bottle beside the others and \
descends carefully. AS e reaches the third floor, Mrs. S

. Deveridge, in & kimono, has just opened her door and is tak-
ing in her milk bottls. i _ _

: Cmﬁ S --';MRS DEVERIDGE* o (Briskly) g . I _ !
RN : " Gcod morning. . S L
o - - The milxman gestures ‘o her not o speak 80 loudly, then = g
T . makes & mysterious gesture of the thumb indicating the upper
: _ - “hall, Mrs. Deveridge looks up. The milloman proceeds down

f the stairss Mrs. Deveridge sets down the milk bottle and

: 5 goes np-ﬁhe 3tairs._ As she goes, she ealls sharply.

MBS, DEVERIDGE, Anything wrong up there” Anything
. wrong? '

. Helen wakens at the first syllable, orientates herself as 801
whers she is, and gets up. : _ _

; " MRS. DEVERIDGE: Are you a1l rightvi S ﬁ_..' Ty
' | HBLEN: Itm fine, thank yous | | . o
MRS, DEVERIDGE Have you’ been here all night?

HELEN: zrve ‘been waiting for Mr; Birnam.-

MRS, DEVERIDGE ‘Mr. Don Birnam? = - B
Py "HELEN: . Yes, I suppose he must have stayed
S _ _ - overnight with - some friends., He:

has some- friends on Long Izland,

11+29-44 . o ';_”_ I (Gontinued)
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\(_) MRS. DEVERIDGE: Now, now, what kind of story is
HELEN I beg your pardon?

MR8, DEVERIDGE: Look, I'm his landlady. I know
_ what goes on in this house., I know
- Mr. Don Birnam, I knew all about him
-the flrst week they moved here, three
years ago. Heard those bottles ratile
_ = _ _ in their garbage can. I know allk _ -
5 o ' _ . about you, You're Don Birnam's girl, _ .
- : ' ' T also know he's not staying with any
friends in Long Island, Hels off on
- another tooft and you know I'm darned.. -
right, Now-come on down and I*ll make'_
) you some breakfast, - '

i':_u' ;_ ~'; | HELEN: . -': : T don't care for any breakfast, nor
S ' o o do I care for that kind of talk, :
o . even. supposing you were right. . )

B mas; DEVERIDGE.-Whieh I am, Now you‘re going to
' have sonme coffee. -

T -“"\I .

- htfjl -_-_:'.' They sbart. downstairs, Mrs. staridge talking as. they S |
T - descend, DT

SRTARE L MRS DEVERIDGE. I sould have kicked him out fifty times,. !
3 T _ . The last when two taxi drivers dumpsed him = ;
T : " into the entrance hall, -out cold on the :
floor; with all my tenanbts going in and out,'

- and children leaving for sahool.

HELEN: - - Oh please, pleases

MRS, DEVERIDGE: Well, I didn't put him out, not as 1ong -
. " as his brother could pay the rent. You .
couldn't help liking him anyway. He was
sc good-looking, he had such nice manners.'
- He always had a 1ittle jokea-“

HELEN: '_stop tallking about hlm as 1if he ‘were dead. -

MRS, DEVERIDGE: Did I? I didn't mean to. Hope 1t
Wasnft bad luck, o

~ DISSOLVE TO:
D=2 THE ALCOHOLIC WARD

'ff{ ) _ We start on Don Birnam's face, He 1is 1y*ng on a ¢ot, his .
- " syes closed. He has a three-day growth of beard. His face
has the pallor and. immobllity of death.

11 29-44 : . B -”'_ . AR o  '(§ontihpa¢)f
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Over the shot come curious sounds of moaning, of incdherent
mumbling, of slippered feet shuffling along a sonerete
floor, of a mysterioua metéLlic chattering.

Don isntt dead. The sounds raach hls sars at last. His eyes
open for a second. Then his gaze is dlrected emptily upwan&:

THE BILE = OOLORED CEILING OF A LARGE ROOM

Over it the same strange noises. Don's eyes (i.ie: THE CAVERA)

 slowly descend the bile~colored walls, broken by opaque .

leaded-glass windows and .the large glagsed swinging door
leading to an oubter room. - At last the nature of the room -
itself i revealed, It is filled with-rows of strangely-

- low cobts, about thirty of them, standing on dwarf legsi
- Eight of them are occupied by men whose ages range from 20

to 60, 8ix of them are white, two of them colored, All are.
unshaven an& dresssd in shabby flannel hospital pajamas.

Don's dull eyes dontt quite. comprehend. His head aches
furiouslys In the cot next him is a man about 50; bur-
rowing into .the matiress in drunken sleep; his mouth
fallen opendé In the cob opposite him, a very thin young
fellow lies shaking and sweating profusely., His entire
frame, all of it, trembles as if a fine motor operated
somewhere beneath the mat%ress iﬁself.- : _

on the other side of Don’s cot, 8 huge negro lies babbling
incoherently. No words are audible, save now and then a
number. His voice hasg the sound of infinite worry.

Agalnst the wall, not far from Don, stands a man about 50,
in a faded terry-cloth bathrobe, He has an incredibly sensi-
tive faces One.ear is bandageds He locks as though he _
wanted to crawl into the wall from shames Ths rast of the

,Zmen 1n the coby are sleeping lumps.

Don addresses the ‘man standing agalnst the wall. L

DON: : C What's thzs place?

The man 1ooks at Don but doesn't answer¢ N

DON: | Hey, you, what's this placs?'

- The man stands starlng ‘at him, terrifieda'
 DoN: E Im talking to you.
- The man drifts away eerily.

From the opposzte direction comes a male nurse: He is a ro-
bust guy with a sarcastic mouthi He makes consbantly with

the jokes; all of them at the listener! 8 axpense. His name

is BIM.

11— o-24 . (Continued)
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| BIM: - '-Gocd morning, marry sunshine*
' Howlsg. your hea&? S

DONE Where am. I? What is tnis?

BIM¢ _ _ This? This is the Hangover Plaza.
DON: = VWhat hospital is thia* o
BIM: - - Alcoholic War&. Kow’s tha haad?
DON: .It aahea. R S o
:  BIM:  We thought you’d fractured ner $111
- o _ ' . we seen the X-rays. All in one- 91909,3 ___- _
5 S ' : - Just a concussion, o T

DON ¢ T Why did they put me 1n the Alcoholic- '
S - Ward? , x

| | BIM: _"Are you kidding? Wé took a peek . S |
i SRR o B at your blood, Straight appleaack. o |
: - _ - Ninety~six proof.'n - L

DON: - Vhat day is this?

BIN:  Sunday. e L T e
' o (He holds out ‘the keymring) - |

. S _ | These yours? They fell out of some~ . .
l o - " . body's pocket, - You and the ecolored - . - !
r T ' - j._-u,”fellow was, being undressed at the S ]-:_ : !

DON: o Ehey’re mina..:
Bim throws them at himg

é f_-_ - '_DOﬁ. e ';”Qj Are ycu a doctor? R |
CoBmM: ‘Nope. I'm a nursa.i Xaﬁe of:Doién;-
: : ' _ - . They.esll ms‘Bim, You can call me . R
- - CoBlm, T
i | | He gebs 8. Qad and paﬁcil from his nocket._ el ;
 BIM: E g'~  What's your nama?
DQN:;" ~ Birnam. B ' 
BIM: What kind of Eirnam?
D __ DON§ o 7:.“Dom Birname -

. {Continued)
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DON: _ -Tuo h&ndred and nine East Fif-«-- _
- o _Say, what do you need that for°'i.“

BIM: _ For the post card. o
_ DON; o o What post card? | .
SR : BIM: . e your folka, sc’s they'll know
L o B o whicre honey-boy. 1s and where they = -
: . : - o ca:a ‘plek him up when hefs feeling S
DON‘;_ L 'No addrass. | L
' _BIM*_  Okay, We'll get 1t oub of the tele=
' ~ prone book, or the directory, or .
_ : ;maybe yoa’ve got it in yoar wallet.
5 . - . DON: S ””'_-' (On his feeh) o - |
L . _ S - ¥o post card., Uhderstand? No—.- S r
- ST o — };boiy 8 going to pick me: Ups. A ';.--;__ : i
e T ' o |
f_“(:?_-'_' - BIM: o Ths management insists,- If we let L
L - S+ you guys go home slone a lot of you ,j; R
N S - . donl't go home. You hlt ths nearest - |
o S '-_fba“ and ‘bounce right *;*‘ What we . . ]
. cail the ‘Quick Ricochs __.ut _   o

g . DON§"'”:__[  Listen, I'm as ‘well as you are.,f_: f N |
). : o __' - : I can leave right nowe . D N |

~ DON; '- ;3 ' :_Where are my clot aw?




D-3 (Gont’d) - (o)
BIM: Downstairs.” -
DON: _ “How do I get out of this pléca?":'
BIM: | | {Pointingltb the glass doors)

Right through "here.

Don has risen. ga-is-weéring f1anne1ipajamasglike all.thé
rest of. the patients. There are canvas sllippers on his '
feet. He is not quite as steady on hls pins as he

S , - thought. However he manages to make the_swinging.giéﬁg_f
- door.. : L ' . S
. ' ~ Bim stands .quietly watching him, a great blg grin on .

L - | his face. _
. D-4  THE ANTE-ROOM '

'It‘is'ﬁ¥35aped,_ébout fourteen feet wide. Along the walls
are benches and & collection of wheel~chairs. Sitting on

: them end milling eimlessly around, are some thirty alcohol~
SR . ics. They wear terry-cloth bathrobes over thelr pajamas,’
o - ecanvas slippers on thelr feet. * They sre well on their .
- : - : way to normallbty, but they are st11l not a pretty sight -~
I gctj ' - unshaven, bunged-up, shame-faced. = _ -

In the listless, burned-out collection, Don 1s the only
l person .who moves with purpose. He scarcely notices the -
] men as he passes them, intent on finding the door.. He
. . goes eround the bend of the sll and there is the door, =2
f _ heavy wooden one with a grated peep-hole and beside 1t =z
i uniformed guard. Don goes to the door, tries to opsn 1t.'"

%' GU&RD:. ~ Wnere do you'think”youlrg gp;ng?_:
é DON: . To get my clothés;? L  .; )
5 GUARD: You got your discharge?
; N DoN: My whet? |
| GUARD: Your release? -

DoN: - I'mall rightg gét-me'éﬁf.r

At this moment the door is opened by another mele nurse,.
carrying a pile of clean sheets and pillow cases. Don.
tries to take edvantage of the opening of the door to geb
out, but the guard pulls him by the arm, 'whlle the enter"’

';} . ing nurse locks the door with his own Keye -
| GUARﬁ:_' . Gc.oh;-gét'baék;'i_ o o
_ DON: '~ Keep your héﬁas off me. s
11-20-24 B | o | ."H (Conbinuea)'.“__
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Qver the shot.cbmes;i'

BIM'S vozcE"' Birnamz

_Don Hurns . At the bend of the ccrridor stands Bim, wiﬁh &a

tumblar of medicine in his hané.-

'BZM' _ COms here, Birnam.

Don %}proaches him slowly.

 DON: | Istnisa jailv-”':”
.BIM;~  ' ,,2.  Well, th@s éepartmeﬁt - it‘s kind

' of halfway hospital, halfway jail,
' but We run it more 1ike a flcphousa,; .

He g&ides Don back toward the ward, CAMERA AHEAD OF THEM.
~ DON: . Listen, Bim, in my elothes therers-"

" five -dollars, That's for you if o
only youiwon1t send that post card.

- BIM: ;  _.'ﬁothlng doxng. N _
- DON: .;' j I don't want anybcdy to knows. gff” -
"'BiM: o 7['<“_'Listen, your folks might a8 well

'_'get used to our litt;e nost oardsaf Sl

- DON: f7 3-f-lWhat are you talking abothN}-f
CBIM:  There'll be more of thsma Yourll,

- be back..ﬁ,_

_Bzm:'."'_3;f¥f'Listen, T oan plek an. alky with
. - . one eye shut, Youlre one and -
; you*11 come. back.; They 311 ng_

He points at a man in a wheel*cbairﬂ i%'ﬁf"'”'

'BIM. j.-r'ai Him, for instanceu Fa turns up

‘every month, just as sure a8 the

Bas. bill, - '
L (He pcints at another man)
. And him there, That!s another re-
o peater.  This is his forty-fifth -~
- otimes Big execubive in the adver- f~-*
- tising business, A lovely fellow,
'»;'ﬁBeen coming here ever sinca 1927.

(Continusd);"'




MK - ©HE TOST WEEKEND = 12-10-44 _?géj
| ST e 84)

-4 {(Conird)

Y BIM: f (Ccat’d) -
bl R - Good 0ld prohibition days._ You
o ' - should have seen the place then.. .

Say, this is nothings Back then :
we had really a furnover. ~Standing -
room only. ~Prohibitiont That's
what started half these guys off, l
Whoopeei : _ e S

- They have reached the ward by now.'ﬁ".

S D-5 -mmwmm | '_"_

?_' - _: o :Bim seata Don on. his bed.-;-. o _

. ' BiM:  ' L Now 115 éown 11ke 2 good boy and . |
' - - drink this.. el o
DON: What is 162 I

BIM: Doctcr's orders.-.zt?ll*calm:#auf_"

S | down. - G

| DON:  Idom't want 1t._-f EER |

g {tij  Bm:  Youbetter take i1t. Come the night

o R there's apt to be & 1ittle floor -
: S o show around here.. ﬁight get on your

A - S nerves.-_ B N :

- DON: ':Floor 3how? - N " N
BIM: ~ Didn't you ever havs the D.T.1s?
DoN: . No. . IR
.BIE:'*'J:V- You will, brother. u;lfbiﬁjj,

DON: 5 .Not me-_l' L _ PR

BIM: Want to make a small bsﬁQ"You re

. . -3just a freshman. Walt till you! rs
8 soPhamors.;'That's when you start
seeing the 1ittles animals, -
(He holds out ﬁhe drink)
.Drink it. S SR
poy: I don‘t want 1%. o o

R . : BIEII:- P 'Tb.ai; stuff abou‘e pink elephants, that's
L : - the bunk. -It's 1little animalds,’ 1istle
L ' - tiny turkeys in straw hats. -Mldgebt

'_mcnkeys that come ﬁhrough ‘the key~hales._';f
See that guy in the corner? ‘-

‘He points to the men with the sensitive face, who stands-'
against the wall. T A (Continued)
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b BIM: With him it's beetles. Comes
ST ' {Cont'd) the night, he sees beetles crawling

21l over him. Has to be dark,
thoughe I5%g 1like the doctor was.
saying to me, "Delirium i1s a disease
of the night." Well, good night.

And on the grimming face of Bim,
| DISSOLVE TO: | | \
' D=6  THE WARD - (NIGHT) S o | - |

SR It 1a lighted by a falnt blue 1ight but the lights are
& ' on in the anteroom and some light comes through the glass
: doors. There are the sounds of & ward fnll of drunken men = *
P - o slghs, heavy breathing, snoring, babbling, moaning. ' On |
| : S his cot lies Don,; his eyes wide opsn. Suadenly there comes .|
3 - _ a sharper sound -~ & violent slapping of & bed. Don plvots E

' in the directlion of the sound. e |

- _'_' On & ¢ob ir the corner is the man wlth the senglitive face r

! and the addiction to bestles. He iz slapping wildly atb _ |

. his bed, moaning. -He rises-and begins %o slap the wall and 4
scroam, _ : : '

Bl ' ST _ _ N
: ;(:j o Don ﬂtares at hinm nhrough tha éim“ess, R S _ N

. ' Through the glass doors come two male nurses with flashe- )
i § lights., They run to the cot of the DT, viectim. There is )
: o ' ¢ wild scrabble as he fighis them off. One of the nurses

B - races back to the door and callss ' ' : !

: o NURSE? Straitjacket* And the doctor! )

By now, from several other beds in the ward comes éemenﬁed
sereaming, A third nurse races 1n, throws a straitjacket
to-the first murse, hurrieq to one of the other beds.

Seen thwough the glass doors, a doctor comes running down

g : the ante-room, followsd by another male nurse with a cart. '
; ' on which ars hypodermlc syringes, etc., The doctor must !
: - have been in another bullding, because over his shoulders o
1s flung a dark blue overcoast, He enters the ward snd

dashes in the direction of the beetle patient., 4s he goes,

he tosses the overcoat on the empty cot next Don,

Don looks after the doctor, then is fascinated by the coat
lying beside him.  In the corner the three nurses and the
doctor are working over the besetle pabilent, the doctor giv- -
L ing him & hypo, the nurses gebtting him. into the straitjacket
! The wsrd 1s now reelly goinﬂ off like ¥ bunch of fire-
{ crackers. .

11-29-44 S o '(CQntinued)
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DOCTOR:s : {Po the nurses)

Get him up to the violent ward.

From the cot on the other side of the ward .the third male
nurse calls

ZRD MALE Help me with this ona, Will TOW, .
HURSHEY:: - Doo?

The doctor goes to him while the nurses drag the beetle
patiemt through the swing door Into the ante-room.

Don slips from hig ved and, crouching on the floor, pulls
the doctoris coat from the cot and, holding it tight,
crawls to the swinving glass doors &nd slides through them.

THE LIGHT?D ANTE~ROOM

It is empty save for. the two nurses;. who are leading the
beetle pabient around the bend of the ell., In & crouching
positicn, Don makes his way down the ante-room, holding the
coat close. AL the bend he locks. _

The two nurses with the beetle patient have reached the
outer door, beside which stands a night guard.

18T FLURSE:. Violent ward. Get the elevator._

The guard opems the door and leads the way. ?he nirses
drag the patient oub,

- Don makss his way to the door, glances throagh the neep~

hole, then sneaks oub:.
CORRIDOR OQUTSIDE THE VAFD

' The ghardq the two nurses and the patlent are at the ele~ .
- vator. Don sneaks behind them, through the door to the

fire Sbamfuor:

FIR™T s%zwq |

Don runs caatiously downiy . putting the coat on as he goes,
He feels something in. the pocket, takes out z package of -
clgarebtes, matcﬁes, a couple of nickels. . He hurries down
the stalrs. _ _ : '

GROUND FLOOR GORRIBOR'GF'HOSpITAL'

A guard stands at the steps leading from the main entrance
to. the psychlatric -hospital., He is talking with three

female nurses. Don slides behind them and ont the entrance,

which 1s By now grey with the cold dewn,

1l.2 9~44




D-11

D-12

D-13

D-14

D15

THEULOST WEEKEND | D-11
— (87)

BXT, ENTR&VCE TO ?SYCH ATRIC WARD

- Don comss out, orientates himself quickly, runs throagh
" the ga e and np the deserued stresb.

A STREET IH THE 20'3

Deserted except for a water wagon. Don runs up 1t toward
the entrance of the elevated. :

VTHE QTAIRw OF THE ELEVATFD

" Don runs vp them just as a train rattles in. THE PANNING

CAMERA catches the train as it_laaves for uptown.

ﬁESSOLWEvTQ:'

DON - 1N THE ETEVATED (PROCESS)

He slts wahohlng the first rave of srnlight strike the tall

buildirgs iu the Bast 4Cis. The train comes to & stop and
Don gets-up; ' : S L _ _

DISSOLVE TO: -

43RD STREFT - ABOUT 6:30 IN THE MORNIRG

Don comes from the elevated, hurries down the street.
CAMERA PANS with him., Don stops in front of a shop. On
1ts window is painted LIQUCR AND WINES, and a couple of
botiles are in the foreground, It is closed, Dcn erosses

- the street and stations himself In fronit of the bullding

opposite, leanling against an iron railing.

Elderly people pass him and 2o up some steps. Slowly Don

becomes aware that he is stending in front of a church and
bhe people are goﬂng to morning mass. :

THE GAMERA PANS up the chnrch to the cross on its gable,'
then SWINGS ACROSS to the” Chﬁysler Building opposits; now
bashed in bright suni;g;t. hs the CAMERA PANS along the
clear say, . ' ' _ =

$ISSOINE:

THE CAMERA CONTINES DOWN to the one-story building which

- houses the liquor shpp.' It is 9 ofclovk by now and the
| 11-29-44 | L . | (Continued)
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owner, a midéle~ag§d man in hat, cost and muffler, Is just
unlocking the door, ' ' : _

Don, tormented by the long walt, sees him open it end starts
to eross the strest. o

INT, THE LIQUOR STORE

The proprietor enters, hangs up his hat, takeg off his
muffler and is about to take off hisg coat when Don comes
in, The scene betwsen the two is played very quietly.

'D0§3 - I want a.quart of rys. Quick.
PROPRIETOR ! ALY right if I take off my coab
_ o CPirst?

DON ¢ © Fo.

The propristor senses that there is something wrong. He
looks at Don. As his gaze reaches Don's pajama trousers

~and canvas slippers. Don speaks.

DON: : No ecracks, no questions. Just a
quarﬁ of rye. :

The proprletor grasps that this is no jokxng matter. He -

- pilcks up a botile,

?ROPRZETOR: Thattll be two fzftesn.
DON 3 o Give it to msu
PROPRIETOR:  Twb fifteen. 

_ DOH‘ o " Come on. T need that 1iquor, z want

Dm18

it, Itm going to get it.  I'm going
to walk out of here with that quart
of rye, understand. One Way or_'
ancther.' :

There is murder in his eyes.. The Droprletor is completely
under the spell of that terrible glance, - He hands over the

. bottle. Don takes it and walks out. The propristor takes

a few steps toward the door as if he were about to summon
help and cateh Don, then he thinks better of it. With a
What the~hell. gesture, he starts taking off his coat.

vBISSOLVE TO‘

EXT. THE BIRNAM AP&RTMENT HOUSE '

Don, holding the bobtle under his blus coat slips Quietly‘
past Mrs. Werthezm's laundry an& into the entranceway,. He

12m6wdd S (Continued}
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looks inslde, to be sure he is not observed, then fishes the
keys from his pajsama pocltet, where Bim &roppad then, and
opens his mail box, Ths post card iz there, He takes 1it.

out, crumples 1t and, putting it in the pocket of his aver-

coat, goes inside the house.
DISSOLVE TO¢
INT, THE BIRNAM APARMNT“

_'Don enters, looks around the apartment which is still dn
ubber disorder. The elactric lights, burﬂlng on hee&lessly,

offend him and he snaps off the light switch., Automatically
he takes the chain to hook it into 1lts socket, butb misses
the socket. The chain slips down and dangles.-

Don, mnot notivfng ‘walks to his blg cheir, On the small

“table next 1t stand the three empty bottles. He sweeps them
%o the floor., He takes the new bobttle from his pockat and
.sznkimg into the big chair, staris opening it;'_;

On the desk behind him, the telephone starts ringing. He
doesn't seem o hear it. Without winking an eyelash, he
pours his glass half full, lifts it so that glass and hand

obscure ‘hisg face. .

DISSOLVE T0: . = -

THE_APARTMENT (NIGHT)

In the dark sits Don, passed oub. The bottle next him is
four~fifths empty.  He opensg his eyes, stlll in a half~
stupor, stares straight before him: Oubt of the corner of
one eye he sees sometnlng and slowly and with dirficulty '
turns his hsad. o

In the wall above the couch, close to the door, ﬁhere is 8

- hele in the plaster, as if left by a large nail carslessly

withdrawn so that some of the plaster went with it. Out
of the hole peers & small mouse.

‘AL first Don draws back repelled but the mouse is such &
- friendly, harmless creature that afber a moment his face-

relaxes and he half smiles at 1ts

Just as he does so, from the direotion of the window there

whirs past him a strange winged thing. It is a bat, swoop=

ing in slow loops around the room, - Don crouches 1nto the
back of hls chair, staring in wild distaste.  The top of the

‘batts hooked wing nicks his forshead as it speeds in swift

but fluttering flight straight at the. mousea
Don stiffens against the back of his Ghalﬁa i

12mBmdd : T - (Conblnued)
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The bat has made another swoop and spread its wings over the

‘{g P, mouge. Beneath those black wings some hideous pygmy struggle
. is going on. Apparently the bat has seized the mouse in its
claws,
Don gives a cry of horror,
Now from behind the struggling'wings comes & spurt of-blood.
- Don cries out =0 hard his throat seems to burst apart, buriles
his horrified eyes in ﬂhe back of his chair.
f | ‘From downstairs oomes the barking of mrs. Deveriége's dcg. |
E D-21 STAIRGASE T0 THE FQURTH FLOOR AND THIRD FLOOR LANDING . :
P _ _' . Mrs. Deveridge stands about four steps.up, looking at. the
S : - door to the Birnam apartment, - She must have been listening ?
= _ from Dont's first scream., Sophie, standing beside her, is -
3 barking wildly; Beyond her, the door %o her apartment is |
i o Open. _
l'i - . MRS, D&VERIDGE' Shut up, SOPhiez $hut upl . ' _ '_'
? '_ Dragging Sophie after her, she hurries into her apartment, |
. - D-22 LITTLE ENTRANCE HALL OF MRS, DEVERIDGE'S APARTMEN? o

. - ‘The telephone is on the table by the door, a memorandum pad
? | - beside it. Mrs, Deveridge ploks up the phone and, glancing |
i at the pad, dials a number. . _ _ )

! , MRS, DEVERIDGE: (Inta phone) g - !
. _ © Miss St. James? es. He's back. He's -
%."' : _ upstairs .. "This is Mrs. Deveridge.
@ _ : _ He's backl In the apartment. I heard S
E ' him yelling.: He's just got to remember !
. : - that there are other tenants vee. Miss Ste’ *
)} ' James? Miss 8t, Jemes?’ _ -]

Helen has obviously hung up. Mrs. Deveridge, e 1ittle indig-
nant does the same. : _

DISSO&VE TO: _
D-23 INT, BIREAM,APARTMENT

Don still cowers in his chair, hig face hidden in his arms,
his breathing heavy with terror.s From oubtside comes the sound
of footsteps racing upstalrs toward hzs door,. then the door-
bells: short, short, long short, _

Viwjf _ Don's eyes turn slowly tcward the doors His brain is still
' functioning, for there 1s new terror in thoseé eyesg.

12w6=ds
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=" D24 EXT. DOOR OF BIRNAM APARTMENT

Helen stands oatside,'ringing the_bellc No answer,
HELEN" | Don, open the door. Open it, pleasea
Still no answer and she raps on the door,

D25 DON, INT APARTMENT

é . S He sits staring at the door, holding-his breath not to betray
] g ' his presence, _ S

. EELEN's Don, won't you let me in? I know .
[' o o VOICE: . youtre there. Please open tha door._ s

Don doesn't move, doesnft answer.

E S D-26 HELEN AT THE DOOR

'_-:. T HELEN' . Don, don't you hear me? I want to
o ' _ help TOU..

. She bangs on the door, rattling tha docrknob hslplasaly.
] L D-27 DON |
] L staring.at the docf._'_ o
% : N EELEN*S I won't go away, ‘Don. Do T have
: ' VOICE1 to get the janitor with the pass

- key to. 1et me in? _
Don sits bathed in sweat, tears of terror in his eyes._ |

D28 HELEN AT THE DOOR

: : _ She turns and ‘runs down ths stairs. Mrs, Devaridge stands in '
; . o her door,: peering up. She hurries to the stairwsll and calls
- down i%t, _ _

" MRS, DEVERIDGE: Dave} Dave}_
“DAVE'S VOICE: Yes, Mrs, Deveridge? |
MRS. DEVEREDGE Come on up with the pass Koy
D-29 DON, INT. A?ARTMEHT - ' _ .
o . His eyes are on the door. Now they focus ON THE DOOR CHAIN.
e It is not hooked in place but hangs limply, Don realizes
he's forgotbten to put it up, but if's not tod late, is it?
With a desperate effort he flings himself to the floor and-
-starts inching hig way to the" door._- S -

12~6~44

\_,_/':




Dm30

D-31"

- D=32

D33

™ME LOST WEEXEND - D16
' (82)

STATRS IEADING TO THE FOURTH FLOOR .

Dave, the janitor, & virng with labelled keys on it in his
hand, leads Helen and Mrs. .Devaridga up the stairs‘ '

INT, BIRNAN APARTIENT .

Don 1d almost at ﬁhe.door;,'There'is the souid of sscending
footsteps. With his last strength Don ralses himself
against the door, sitretches out hig hand, gets the door:
chain, triss to slip 1t in its notch, but misses., The Loot-
steps have stopped by now, There is the noigse of a key be--
ing pushed into the kayuhole.- Don tries agaln,.bub by this_-
time the door is open, Don throws all hig- weight agaiﬁst

- the door but zb ig no vse.
-OUTSIDE THE zaooza N | |
Dave has openad ﬁha dccr an& holds it open as far as he can,. .

Helen slips into Dave'!s place in the doorway.. TFrom behind

- the door comes ﬁhe sound of Donts agonized breaﬁhing.

"HELEN.q. . - (Holding the doorknob)
Thank you very much. :
MRS. .  You!d betber let us come too. Ebu cantt .
DEVERIDGE: = go in there alons. .
HELEN: It1l be fine, thank yous

She stma63'waiting until.Dave and Mps. Deveridga start

'downstairs. _
INT,. THE AP&RTMEET

Don crouches behind ths-door, . A shaft of iight comes from

~ the coPridor. Helen enters, closing tae door behind her.

She kneels dcwn,besida Don,

HELEN: . Don, éarling e

DONy Go 1 away, Helen.

HELEN: . Itm hsre to help you, Don.

" DON't S No, No,. o

HEIEN: | Look at’ ybu; How 1ong is it gincs: you*ve

hed mnyﬁhiﬁg to eat?

_Dcn.doesn't answer.

HELEN?: .. You want to get up, Don.‘ Put your-hand
: on my shoulder. . .

Don blindly does as. &he ‘B8aYS.

HEIEN: ~ . You!Il have a bath. . Iill help you shave,.’

- You!ll eat and slaep, and vhen Wlck oomes
back evarything wlill be all. right¢? :

le-6=44"  C ' {Contimued)
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o They are boside ﬁhe light switdh. Helen snaps 1t on,
_{jj _ _ DON‘ . Ho, Helsn, nc! o -
 HELEN: | What!s ‘the matter, Don?
DON: -ﬂwmn.bmwzmmf
HELEN' ' What well?

Don gesturea toward the spct where the bat and ﬁha mouse.
were. . _

DON: . The mousa-ana the_bat;_
CHEIEN:  What mouse? What bat?
I DON:. ~  That hole in the wall --
!3- D HELEN: ~ Thewe 18n't any hole in thé well, Look,
|

She leads Don toward. 1t, He staves at ﬁhe.smnoﬁﬁ;'un—
stained wall ‘ : S ) ' _

- HELEN: == See?
o '. o Dpn-runs'hiS'hand over the Wailg | R . 5

ﬁELEﬁ" . f_ Ybu had soms kinﬁ of a nightmare. - |
' She lea&s him into ﬁh$ bedraom, talking as’ ﬁhey 8°~ ” .

S EELEN:. . Stop shaking, Don. Everything will be
o | . ellvighb, It1l stay right with you. !

'She seats him on ﬁha bad._ Don is panting hand, com@letely ;
oblivious of the faet: that Helen iz in ‘the roam. _ : o

- DoN: Little animala. I%!s always littls
S animals, That's ‘whet Bim saidu :

“HEIEN: - Ybufra no% making mnﬁh sense., o
She turns on the bed lamp. ' o

DON: And do you know What Nat said abaut the'
anding? Like this: - .
{He snaps his fingers
s vsrtically) :
He thsm -
%ally)

e ”' £9 gcea.anu&&peating the geatare, growiﬂg\ﬁeepeir in hBis
A oyes. |

| 18-6-4¢
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SEQUENCE 1Y .

FADE IN: _
A WINDOW IN THE BIRNAM AFAETEENTiQ”TUESDAY MORNING

Tt is raining outside and from the eaves comes a steady

drip in the exact rhythm in which Don snapped his fingers - -

"like this, or like that, llke this or like that."
THE CAMERA PANS to include the whole living room. Helen

lles asleep on the couch, using the pillow and the comforter

from Wick's bed. She is wearing Wick's foulard dressing
gown. The room is asll tidy now, On the armchalr nedr the
kitchen door lles Helen's lesopard coat,

In the door to the bedroom stands Don, Now that he is

‘shaved, we can-see how pale his face is. He wears the dark

sult {(the oné he wore to the opera) and as his eyes shlift
from Helen to the coat, he 18 Just tying hls tis. He has
not yet buttoned the buttons on the points of his soft
collar, Very cautiously he begins to tiptoe toward the
chair, He plicks up the leopard coalt and atarts bowaprds

the entrance door. He opens it carefully but it does coreak
s little :

._Just as he is.slippiﬁg out, comes =

HETEN'S
VOICE: Don! Doni

Don shuts the door behind him. In the next second Helen.
hurries into the shot. She ls berefooted, Just wearing the
foulard dressing gown. She flings open the door and runs
oub. ' ' T :

| POURTH FLOOR LANDING AND STATRS

Helen runs to the banister.éﬁd'looks down. Don hes already

peached the second floor and is hurrylng down the stairs,

Helan. . :

the fur coat over his arm, not paying any attention to

HELEN: . Where are'yoﬁ gbing, Don?
DISSOLVE TO: | |

| EXT, PAWN SHOP, THIRD AVENUE o LIGHT RKIN

Don is jusﬁ~coming'from it. .He'walks aown the street aboutb
ten steps when Helen comes up to him, She wears the dress
she wore lagt night. ¥o hat, no cont. '

HELEN: A1l right, Don. Give me the

pawn Ltlckeét.

Don disregerds her, tries te go on, -Helen overtakes him

(Continued) .
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. DON:

HET.EN:

DON:
HELEN:
DON:

HELEX:

DONs
HELEN:
DON:

HELEN:

DON:

He goes on.

THE LOST WEEKEND H-2

No scene, please. .

No scene. Juet give me the pawn
tic.?:{et:i - C B

I don't want yoﬁ to go in'there
now claiming it, It would look
gqueer, ' T '

You're ashemed of what the pawn
broker may think, is thabt it?
it doesnft matter what I think.

Wick!ll get you back your coat.

"~ You couldn‘t have taken my. braeelet

or WMy pay chsck? It had to be tbat
coat?

You mean the onsg that brought ug

. together? Stop being sentimental.

I have, Don, I pssure you. Tt's
finlshed. It'sg dead. For three

vears they couldn't talk me outb of

you. I was the only one who really
understood you. I knew there was

a core of something ... And there.was

8 core, and now I know what It is, -

A sponge. And to gosk it full youtll -
do anything ruthless, selfish, dishonastg

I asked you not to meke a sgene.
Then give me the ticket.

No, Helen, not now X told you.
Cut it out. _

I don’t want the money. You can -
get as drunk as. yoa 1ike for all I
gare,

Thank you.

Helen stands looking after him for a moment,

then turns angrily and proceeds toward the pawn shop,

B-4 INTERIOR PAWN SHOP #1

‘The pawn broker has pub Helen's coat on.a hanger and is

brughing 1t..

18-21-44

Helsn enters, very matter~of~fact.

{Continued)
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HELEN: A gentleman wag here a while Bgo.
- . .. . How-muech-did you give him for
that cont?

PAWN BROKER: Hwh? . .. . .

HELEN: I want 1t back, It's my coatis

PAVIN BROEKER:  It's your coat?

HELEN:' o It’s all. right. He had my permis~
' : sion. How much did you give him9

PAWN BROKER: He didn't want any money. Heﬂ“,3'_'- ' |
o wanted to swap ite. - P |

HELEN: For what? - S R }

PAWN BROKERS$ Something he hpcked here 8 long

while back, | S

HELEN: What?
- PAWN BROKER: = A gun, Now if Jou want that coat

I can mm=

Helen is already out of the shop and running down thﬁ ' ;
rainy street.. . - - _ B o

DISSOLVE;

'DON'S DESK |

On it lies & revolver and the second page of a letter on

“which Don is writingse

seeeBut amid all the grimness

can we shere one 1little joke,

dear Wick: I did finish something,
- didntt I Goodbya.
: o . " Don

THE BIRNAM APARTMENT

Don 1s seated at the desk. As he has been out in the rain,

his hair is still a little damp. He puts down the pen,

gets up, sbands the letter consplcuocusly on the desk, picks

up the revolver; .gets the cartridges from the drawer and.
loads the guns, With a last look at the room, he walks

into th& bathroom.

" Don stands and locks at himself in the mirror, the gun in:

his hand, Ha noﬁices the unbuttoned points'nf‘his coller




- MR - TEE_IOST WEEKEND - . Ee4.

(e7)
LT E-6 (Ccnt*d)

e and with a rueful smile at tne funny tlming of his urge fcr
tidiness, buttons one. 48 he is bubtoning the sécond, there
is & sound from outside: Startled Don pubs the gnn intc the
empty wash bowl, '

Tha door is being opened. Dave, the janitor, is letting
Helen in. She looks around wildly. She 1is. ‘breathing hard
from her race to get there. Thsrs 158 rain on her hair and
her face, and her dress 1s wet. o :
r ' Don comes from the bathroom.. Helen stan&s staring at him,
| Wiping the rain from hsr faca, and maybe some tears too.
- | DON:  Wnat is 1t; Heleh? o
- HELEN. (To the Jaﬂltor) -
o L Thank you very much. = =
] DAVE: ‘Thet's all right Miss._ \
_ ﬁé iea#es, closing the door. Dom and Halen are .alone., Dur-
ing the following scene, Helen's eyes are constantly on the
-lookout for the gun. _
5(ij B '  DON: 7 Vhet's the matter? Ccme on. 3
: '_ HEL&N:' . Rothing s the matﬁer, except ths-
h o o L - rain's worse and I can't get &
- ' - - taxi. Perhaps you can lend me 8
coat under the oircumstancas.
DON._- o ._Sure.- How abo&t my raindbat?
He takes 1t from the hook. J ”
_ BELEN : Fuany, after all thsse years we.
- . should wind up just as we met -~
_ I with your: raincoat - o
DON: - And I with your leopard ceat.
' I alweys got the best of the
bargain., Gocdbys, Helen. -
.agzﬁxé_ - Goodbye. |
| Shs stands looking abcut
- DON.. : What are you looking for” _
ﬁxﬁj : HELEN ¢ : I 3ust thought if you had anything

- for my head --

12-21 -44 o S .i © {Continued)
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DON:s

HELEN :
DON ¢ -

THE 1OST WEEKEND = . Ees

Would you care to wear my black
bowlar9 o

Some old scarf or.somgthing; .

All right.

He steps to the chest of drawers in the bsdroom..

'Hélsn, iooking around desperately, sees something reflected.

4n the shaving mirror: THE GUN IN THE WASH BOWL.

Befora she can step toward 1%, Don is baok w1th the séarf.

DON"

HETEN 1
DON:
'HELEN:
"DON 3 |
HELEN :
DON :

HEIEN
DON 3

Here you are.

Thanks;

‘Well, goodbys{

Ch, Don, there was gt1ll some
whiskey left in the bottle when
I cleaned up 1ast night. '

Was thﬁre?'_' |

Wonld you like to know Where I
put the bottle” 3 '

No.

Don't you want a drink, Don?

~ Ho.

Helen goes to the umbrella stand, takes out the bottle.

'jHEtEN‘-

Just'bns;.'Look it‘s'right'here.

She puts down the raincoat and the scar?® and goes to the
kltchen for a glass. _

DON=
HELEN:

DON

12-21w-44

' What are you up to?

Nothing. I'm 3ust ashamed of

the way I talked to you; like =
narxow~minded, ingensitive, drisd-
up, small-town teetotaller:

I don't feel like & drink. Not
now, I told you. -

{Continued)
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ifﬂ] " HEILEN s Come on, Don. .Just one.  I'11 have
o - _ - one with you. I'm in no -hurry.
- This isg my easy dey at the office.
| DON ¢ ‘ Helen, there are a few things I want
‘ _ to put in order before hick €0Me s,
5 HELEN Iet me stay.
‘DoN: No.

i o _ Hé_picks up the raincoat and thé_séarf.'

' - ' DON§ - Itm sorry; You'll have to run along.
;'.: | ) He bénds down for a kiss.’ Helen stands looking at_him,f f
: | DoON: Don'% let me. bend for nothing. | |
E. | , Helen holds out the glass. o - E
: HBLEN; You need this, Don...Drink‘it,. |

I want you to drink it. I'1ll get
you some more. I'1ll geit you all

you wantb.
s _ ' . : -
L pows What kind of talk is that?
. HETLEN ; Ttts just that I'd rather have you
S ' -drunk than dea&.
DON @ Who wants to be dead?
EELEN: - Stop lying to ms.
She turns and runs into the bathroom and picks up the gun.
Don follcws hsr.
DOR: Give it to me.
Helen holds it behind har. """"""
DON : B Heleni
Helen bturns btoward the window, lifting her arm bto throw the
gun out., - Don catchss her srm and ﬁwists it,
DON: Tet gol.
J _ "Helen drops the gim.

12-21-44
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Don picks up the gun,

DON ¢

He half pushes, halfl leads her into the entraneslhali‘

DON ¢

HELEN ¢

DON¢

. HELEN:
DON:

HELEH;
- DON:

HELEN :

DON 3

DON &

HELEN

HEIEN t

IEE LOST WEZKEND Be7

Go on now.

And ho fuss, please; Don't eall In
$he neighbors, It won't do any good,
I promige you.. L o '

- That's hotvtrué, We love you, Wick

(100)

I won't, You!ve.made up your mind.
Could you tell me exactly why?

Repause 1t's best all around, for

everybody. For you, for Wick, for o
mes ., . : .

A11 right. Just for ms, then.
8¢lfish again, o

Ehat‘s s sad final word, Don.

Look &t it thls way, Helen. This

business is Just & formallty. Don
Birnam is dead already. He dled

over this weekend,
Did he? What did he die of? |
Of'a 1ot of things. Of alcohol, of

‘moral anemisz, of fear, of shame, of

D.T.tu.

Oh, that Don Birnam. And mow you
want to kill the other one, - o

What other? -

There were two Dons., You told me .
g0 vourgelf, Don Birnem, the drunk,
end Don Birnam, the writer. Who

died of fear and shame and D.Tav82

The drunk, noi the writer. '

Youlre just wasting youﬁ'timﬁ;

So now thet Don ths wrlter is free,

now that he's cured, you want o
tlow out his brains and his talent -
end his ambitlon. -

 {Continued)
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DON Talentl Ambitionl That’s way back
somawhere._ -

HELEN: ‘Itts nob. Itts ahead. You can writa
now, You gan finlsh something, I = .
promige you. He can't whisper to you
any more, He can'ts interfere. Hels

_ doad, . S
DON: Stop trying %o stall me, Helen. Ib's
_ : Yoo late. Itve lost ths wlll to- write.,__
it!s all gone. What do ybu expeot,
| | miracle? . .
HELEN: Yos, XBB, yes. If T could only m&ke
. . 'yOu - . .

The doorbell rings.

DONs - | Who 1s 1%?

NAT'S VOICE: It's me, M, Birnem,

DON: : What 1s it, Nat®

_Naw;r- | I got somsﬁhing for you.

Don goss bto the dooy and opans it, Nat stands outside
holdling something undern his wet rainooat.

NAT: - You kmow when ¥you had your accldend? -
Well, alftorwards I found this float-
ing around on the Nile.-

He pulls out Donls typewriter.

DON: - Thank you, Nat, -

NAT: ' She writes real good, oiled her up
a 1ittle. And I dldn't oll her up so

- you ean hoak her. '
Helen comes up,- ' _
HELEN: 1011 bake 1%, Nat,

NAT: . Hello, Miss.

Helen tskes the typewriter, earrias it toward tha dssk. o

NAT: _ ‘Goodbys, everybody. !
(Discreetly, to Dcn)
How's 21l them 1i1acs in Ohio?

12m26wdd o - B (CQntinuad)
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%i:j Don goes into the living room, Helen sits ab the desk,
- opening the typewriter.. :
HELEN: - Come on, Don, le¥'s get to work.
| What are we walting for?
| DON: . You'lre not serious about this,
Helen. : L
HELEN: Somebody is. Somebody somewhere

‘sent this typewriter to you. Why?
Because he means you're to write.
L _ I didn't ask for a -blg miracle.

DON: Write what? 4 brisk little serial,

' blending love, humor and success?
Something in four installmsnts, for
a slxck—paper magazine? '

HELEN: - Just what vou started to write.
Where's that page I found?®.

- {8he picks it up) _ :

"The Bottls. A novel by Don Birnam." - )

What was that to be? _ ' §

DOX¥s. - About a drunk. Aboui a messed-up
- 1ife filled with a lot of weekends
1ike this last onse.  The sultcases
he packed, the trains ‘he misssd»-
Lost weekends.

HELEN: Good, It1l say this for Don, the

drunk: he leftb you & wenlth of
_ material. : _ _ _
~ DON: ' You'll notice there lsn't even the

first word of the first line. No
pattern, ne anything. '

HELEN: But yoar patiern is the weekend.-
' You just sald the beginning: you
"~ packing your suitcase. Therel!s no .
need to be afraild of this white sheet.
I'1l 4o the . typing.. Come on. Light
a clgarette, walk up and down. You'rs
~godng to dletste ons page befora I leave
this chair,

Don ligk&s a cigarette,hthinks.;:1

?,f \ | HELEN: Itm walting.,

e |  DON: o stood in the bedroom, packing
: his suitaase. _

-

Helen typas 1t, o . (Continued)
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DON: - Ho was a highlyrunrémarkable‘yoﬂng
" man, comma, thait ig, In most respoots.

As Helen is typing it, the door is opened and Wick comes in,
carrying his sultcase and wearing his camel'!s-hair overcoat,
wet from the rain, He stops in the doow, surprised to find
such a peaceful picture..

WICK: Why, hello._ _

IHELEK:-  Qulet, Wick. 'Wé?re‘working.

WICK:  You ere? | o

HEZEN:. ' ._ Just fix us some breakfast.-
- WICK: _'. --All right. .

He is still. widaneyed from surprisa as he putg down ths
uitoase.._ _ _ :

:DON. o You’ll'find quite'a supply of milkg'

With the words, he thrusts his cigaretta into the fall

: 3igger of whiskey.

Wick!s eyes goggle incredulously as he moves into the kitchenw{i

'.DON. - " Where. was I? Oh, yos.

- {Starting to dictata)
It was a iong weekend Hlis brother
had prescribed for him, on the fanlly
farm upstate, He loved the farm, butbt
his mind wesn't on the fanm, nor was
it on tha Weekendg.. : -

SLOW DISSOLVE T0:

FIRST SHOT OF THE PICTURE - DON?S VOIGE _
T R (Continuing) .

Only this time iIn reverset ...Nor was it on the shirts he
We stert with Don standing was placing in his sultcasés.. =
on that sunny day in the - His mind was hanging outside the
bedroom, packing, THE CAM= window., - It was suspended Just -
ERA MOVES AWAY, GOES DOWN = about eighteen inches below. -
THE WALL to the bottle hang~ Out beyond it, in the warm -

ing there, and MOVES ON October day,.stood New York,
ﬁLONG THE BACK OF THE FACADE Iincredibly beautlful._ ind its:
OF THE APARTMENT to the . - beauty did not escapes our young
splendld. panorana of New man. To ¥Him it looked like the

Yﬁrk. o _ display counter in. some gigantle.

- liquor storet tall bottles,
~squat bottles, pints, Yuards,
magrnums, piled up ma3estically

FADE QUT: ' in the sunshineses




