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W are floating up a steep scrubby slope. W hear male voices
gently singing "Tunbling Tunmbl eweeds" and a deep, affable,
West ern-accented voice--SamElliot's, perhaps:

VO CE- OVER
A way out west there was a fella,
fellal want to tell you about, fella
by the name of Jeff Lebowski. At
| east, that was the handle his | ovin'
parents gave him but he never had
much use for it hinmself. This
Lebowski, he called hinself the Dude.
Now, Dude, that's a nane no one woul d
sel f-apply where | conme from But
then, there was a | ot about the Dude
that didn't make a whol e | ot of sense
to ne. And a | ot about where he
lived, like- wise. But then again,
maybe that's why | found the place
s' durned innarestin'.

We top the rise and the snoggy vastness of Los Angel es at
twilight stretches out before us.

VA CE- OVER
They call Los Angeles the City of
Angels. | didn't find it to be that
exactly, but I'Il allow as there are
some nice folks there. 'Course,
can't say | seen London, and | never
been to France, and | ain't never
seen no queen in her damm undies as
the fella says. But I'Il tell you
what, after seeing Los Angel es and
t hi sahere story |I'mabout to unfold--
wal, | guess | seen sonethin' ever'
bit as stupefyin' as ya' d see in any
a those other places, and in English
too, so | can die with a smle on ny
face without feelin' like the good
Lord gypped ne.

I NTERIOR  RALPH S

It is late, the supermarket all but deserted. W are tracking
in on a fortyish man in Bernuda shorts and sungl asses at the
dairy case. He is the Dude. His runpled | ook and rel axed
manner suggest a man in whom casual ness runs deep

He is feeling quarts of mlk for coldness and exam ning their



expiration dates.

VA CE- OVER
Now this story I'm about to unfold
took place back in the early nineties--
just about the time of our conflict
with Sad' mand the Eye-rackies. |
only nention it 'cause sonme- tines
there's a man--1 won't say a hee-ro,
'cause what's a hee-ro?--but sonetines
there's a man.

The Dude gl ances furtively about and then opens a quart of
mlk. He sticks his nose in the spout and sniffs.

VO CE- OVER
And |'mtal kin' about the Dude here--
sonetines there's a nman who, wal,
he's the man for his tine'n place,
he fits right in there--and that's
the Dude, in Los Angeles.

CHECKOUT d RL

She waits, arnms folded. A small black-and white TV next to
her regi ster shows George Bush on the Wite House lawn with
hel i copter rotors spinning behind him

GEORCE BUSH
This aggression will not stand.
This will not stand!

The Dude, peeking over his shades, scribbles sonething at
the little customer's lectern. M|k beads his nustache.

VA CE- OVER
...and even if he's a lazy man, and
the Dude was certainly that--quite
possibly the | aziest in Los Angel es
County.

The Dude has his Ral ph's Shopper's Club card to one side and
is making out a check to Ralph's for sixty-nine cents.

VA CE- OVER
...which would place himhigh in the
runnin' for | aziest worl dw de- - but
sometines there's a man. . . sonetines
there's a man.

EXTERI OR RALPH S

Long shot of the glowi ng Ralph's. There are only two or
three cars parked in the huge |ot.

VO CE- OVER



VWal, | lost mtrain of thought here.
But--aw hell, | done innerduced him
enough.

The Dude is a small figure wal king across the vast |ot.

Next to himwal ks a Mexican carry-out boy in a red apron and
cap carrying a small brown bag holding the quart of milk.
The two nmen's footsteps echo in the still of the night.

After a beat of wal king the Dude offhandedly points.

DUDE
It's the LeBaron.

DUDE' S HOUSE

The Dude is going up the wal kway of a snmall Venice bungal ow
court. He holds the paper sack in one hand and a smal

| eat herette satchel in the other. He awkwardly hugs the
grocery bag against his chest as he turns a key in his door.

| NSI DE
The Dude enters and flicks on a |ight.

His head is grabbed from behind and tucked into an arnpit.
We track with himas he is rushed through the Iiving room
his arm hol ding the satchel flailing away from his body.
Going into the bedroomthe outflung satchel catches a piece
of doorfranme and wal |l board and rips through it, leaving a
hol e.

The Dude is propelled across the bedroomand on into a small
bat hroom the satchel once again taking away a piece of
doorfranme. His head is plunged into the toilet. The paper
bag hugged to his chest explodes mlk as it hits the toilet
rimand the satchel pulverizes tile as it crashes to the
floor.

The Dude bl ows bubbl es.

VA CE
We want that noney, Lebowski. Bunny
said you were good for it.

Hands haul the Dude out of the toilet. The Dude bl ubbers and
gasps for air.

VA CE
Where's the noney, Lebowski!

His head is plunged back into the toilet.

VA CE
Where's the noney, Lebowski!



The hands haul hi mout again, dripping and gasping.

VA CE
WHERE' S THE FUCKI NG MONEY, SHI THEAD!

DUDE
It's uh, it's down there sonewhere
Lemme take anot her | ook.

H s head is plunged back in.

VA CE
Don't fuck with us. If your wife
owes noney to Jackie Treehorn, that
nmeans you owe noney to Jackie
Tr eehorn.

The inquisitor hauls the Dude's head out one last tine and
fl ops himover so that he sits on the floor, back agai nst
the toilet.

The Dude gropes back in the toilet with one hand.

Loomi ng over himis a strapping blond nan.

Beyond in the living rooma young Chinese man unzips his fly
and wal ks over to a rug.

CH NESE MAN
Ever thus to deadbeats, Lebowski .

He starts peeing on the rug.

The Dude's hand comes out of the toilet bowl with his
sungl asses.

DUDE
Ch, man. Don't do--

BLOND MAN
You see what happens? You see what
happens, Lebowski ?

The Dude puts on his dripping sungl asses.

DUDE
Look, nobody calls nme Lebowski. You
got the wong guy. |'mthe Dude,
man.

BLOND MAN
Your nane is Lebowski. Your wife is
Bunny.

DUDE

Bunny? Look, noron



He hol ds up his hands.

DUDE
You see a wedding ring? Does this
pl ace | ook like I'mfucking married?
All ny plants are dead!

The bl ond man stoops to unzip the satchel. He pulls out a
bowing ball and exam nes it in the nanner of a superstitious
native.

BLOND MAN
The fuck is this?

The Dude pats at his pockets, takes out a joint and lights
it.

DUDE
Qbviously you're not a golfer.

The bl ond man drops the ball which pul verizes nore tile.

BLOND MAN
Wo?

The Chinese man is zipping his fly.

W00
Yeah?

BLOND MAN
Wasn't this guy supposed to be a
mllionaire?

WO
Uh?

They bot h | ook around.

W00
Fuck.

BLOND MAN
What do you think?

W00
He | ooks li ke a fuckin' |oser.

The Dude pulls his sunglasses down his nose with one finger
and peeks over them

DUDE
Hey. At least |I'm housebroken

The two nmen | ook at each other. They turn to |eave.



W00
Fucki n' waste of tine.

The blond man turns testily at the door.

BLOND MAN
Thanks a | ot, asshol e.

ON THE DOCR
SLAM WE CUT TO

BOALI NG PI NS
Scattered by a strike.

Musi c and head credits play over various bow ing shots--pins
flying, bow ers hoisting balls, balls gliding down |anes,
sliding feet, graceful releases, ball return spinning up a
ball, fingers sliding into fingerholes, etc.

The music turns into boomy source music, comng froma distant
j ukebox, as the credits end over a clattering strike.

A lanky blonde man with stringy hair tied back in a ponytail
turns fromthe strike to walk back to the bench

MAN
Hot damm, |'mthrowi n' rocks tonight.
Mark it, Dude.

We are tracking in on the circul ar bench towards a big man
nursing a large plastic cup of Bud. He has dark worried
eyes and a goatee. Hairy legs energe from his khaki shorts.
He al so wears a khaki armny surplus shirt with the sl eeves
cut off over an old bowing shirt. This is Walter. He

squi nts through the snoke fromhis own cigarette as he
addresses the Dude at the scoring table.

The Dude, also holding a large plastic cup of Bud, wears
some of its foamon his nustache.

WALTER
This was a val ued rug.

He el aborately clears his throat.

WALTER
Thi s was, uh--

DUDE
Yeah man, it really tied the room
t oget her - -

WALTER
This was a val ued, uh.



Donny, the strike-scoring bower, enters and sits next Walter.

DONNY
What tied the roomtogether, Dude?

WALTER
Were you listening to the story,
Donny?

DONNY
What - -

VWALTER
Were you listening to the Dude's
story?

DONNY
I was bow ing- -

WALTER
So you have no frame of reference,
Donny. You're like a child who
wanders in in the mddle of a novie
and wants to know -

DUDE
What ' s your point, Walter?

WALTER
There's no fucking reason--here's ny
poi nt, Dude--there's no fucking reason--

DONNY

Yeah Walter, what's your point?
VWALTER

Huh?
DUDE

What's the point of--we all know who
was at fault, so what the fuck are
you tal ki ng about ?

WALTER
Huh? No! What the fuck are you
tal king--1"mnot--we're tal ki ng about

unchecked aggressi on here--

DONNY
What the fuck is he tal ki ng about?

DUDE
My rug.

WALTER



Forget it, Donny. You're out of
your el enent.

DUDE
Thi s Chi naman who peed on ny rug, |
can't go give hima bill so what the

fuck are you tal king about?

WALTER
What the fuck are you tal ki ng about ?!
This Chinaman is not the issue! [''m

tal ki ng about drawing a line in the
sand, Dude. Across this Iine you do
not, uh--and al so, Dude, Chinaman is
not the preferred, uh. . . Asian-
American. Pl ease.

DUDE
Walter, this is not a guy who built
the rail- roads, here, this is a guy
who peed on ny--

WALTER
What the fuck are you--

DUDE
Walter, he peed on ny rug--

DONNY
He peed on the Dude's rug--

WALTER
YOU RE QUT OF YOUR ELEMENT! This
Chi naman is not the issue, Dude.

DUDE
So who- -

WALTER
Jeff Lebowski. Cone on. This other
Jeffrey Lebowski. The nmillionaire.

He's gonna be easier to find anyway
than these two, uh. these two

And he has the wealth, uh, the
resources obviously, and there is no
reason, no FUCKI NG reason, why his
w fe should go out and owe noney and
they pee on your rug. AmI| wong?

DUDE
No, but--

WALTER
Am | wrong!

DUDE



Yeah, but--

WALTER
Ckay. That, uh.

He el aborately clears his throat.
That rap really tied the roomtogether, did it not?

DUDE
Fucki n® A

DONNY
And this guy peed on it.

WALTER
Donny! Pl ease!

DUDE
Yeah, | could find this Lebowski guy--

DONNY
H s name is Lebowski? That's your
name, Dude!

DUDE
Yeah, this is the guy, this guy shoul d
conpensate ne for the fucking rug.
I nean his wi fe goes out and owes
nmoney and they pee on mny rug.

WALTER
Thaaat's right Dude; they pee on
your fucking Rug.

CLOSE ON A PLAQUE

We pull back fromthe nane JEFFREY LEBOWEKI engraved in silver
to reveal that the plaque, fromVariety Cl ubs International
honors Lebowski as ACH EVER OF THE YEAR

Refl ected in the plague we see the Dude entering the room
with a YOUNG MAN. We hear the two men tal k:

YOUNG MAN
And this is the study. You can see
the vari ous commendati ons, honorary
degrees, et cetera.

DUDE
Yes, uh, very inpressive.

YOUNG VAN
Pl ease, feel free to inspect them

DUDE



I"'mnot really, uh.

YOUNG MAN
Pl ease! Pl ease!

DUDE
Uh- huh.

W are panning the walls, |ooking at various citations and
certificates unrelated to the ones being di scussed of fscreen:

YOUNG MAN
That's the key to the city of
Pasadena, which M. Lebowski was
given two years ago in recognition
of his various civic, uh.

DUDE
Uh- huh.

YOUNG MAN
That's a Los Angel es Chanber of
Comer ce Busi ness Achi ever award,
which is given--not necessarily given
every year! Gven only when there's
a worthy, sonebody especially--

DUDE
Hey, is this himw th Nancy?

YOUNG MAN
That is indeed M. Lebowski with the
first |ady, yes, taken when--

DUDE
Lebowski on the right?

YOUNG VAN
O course, M. Lebowski on the right,
Ms. Reagan on the left, taken when--

DUDE
He' s handi capped, huh?

YOUNG MAN
M. Lebowski is disabled, yes. And
this picture was taken when Ms.
Reagan was first |ady of the nation
yes, yes? Not of California.

DUDE
Far out.

YOUNG MAN
And in fact he net privately with



the President, though unfortunately
there wasn't tinme for a photo
opportunity.

DUDE
Nancy's pretty good.

YOUNG MAN
Wbnder ful wonan. W were very--

DUDE
Are these

YOUNG MAN
These are M. Lebowski's children
so to speak--

DUDE

D fferent nothers, huh?
YOUNG MAN

No, they--
DUDE

| guess he's pretty, uh, racially
pretty cool --

YOUNG MAN
They' re not his, heh-heh, they're
not literally his children; they're
the Little Lebowski Urban Achievers,
inner-city children of prom se but
wi t hout the--

DUDE
| see.

YOUNG VAN
--without the nmeans for higher
education, so M. Lebowski has
commtted to sending all of them
to coll ege.

DUDE
Jeez. Think he's got roomfor one
nor e?

YOUNG MAN
One- - oh! Heh- heh. You never went
to coll ege?

DUDE
VWll, yeah | did, but | spent nost
of ny time occupying various, um
admi ni stration buil di ngs--



YOUNG MAN
Heh- heh- -

DUDE
--snoki ng thai-stick, breaking into
t he ROTC- -

YOUNG MAN
Yes, heh--

DUDE
--and bowing. I'll tell you the
truth, Brandt, | don't renenber npst
of it.--Jeez! Fuck ne!

Qur continuing track and pan have brought us onto a franmed
Li fe Magazi ne cover which is headlined ARE YOU A LEBOASKI
ACHI EVER? (Oddly, the Dude's sungl assed face is on it; we
realize that, under the magazine's |ogo and headline, the
display is mrrored.

We hear the door open and the whine of a notor. The Dude,
wearing shorts and a bowing shirt, turns to | ook.

So does Brandt, the young man we've been listening to. He
wears a suit and has his hands clasped in front of his groin.

Entering the roomis a fat sixtyish man in a notorized
wheel chair--Jeff Lebowski .

LEBOWBK
Ckay sir, you're a Lebowski, I'ma
Lebowski, that's terrific, |'mvery

busy so what can | do for you?

He wheel s hinself behind a desk. The Dude sits facing him
as Brandt wi thdraws.

DUDE
Well sir, it's this rug | have, really
tied the room together-

LEBOWBK
You told Brandt on the phone, he
told ne. So where do | fit in?

DUDE
Wel | they were | ooking for you, these
two guys, they were trying to--

LEBOWSKI
I"l'l say it again, all right? You
told Brandt. He told ne. | know

what happened. Yes? Yes?

DUDE



So you know they were trying to piss
on your rug--

LEBOWEKI
Did | urinate on your rug?

DUDE
You mean, did you personally cone
and pee on ny--

LEBOWSKI
Hell o! Do you speak English? Parla
usted Inglese? [|'Il say it again.

Did | urinate on your rug?

DUDE
Vell no, like | said, Wo peed on
the rug--

LEBOWEK]
Hello! Hello! So every tine--I
just want to understand this, sir--
every time a rug is mcturated upon
inthis fair city, | have to
conpensat e t he--

DUDE
Conme on, man, I'mnot trying to scam
anybody here, I'mjust--

LEBOWEKI

You' re just | ooking for a handout
li ke every other--are you enpl oyed,
M. Lebowski ?

DUDE
Look, let nme explain sonething.
I"'mnot M. Lebowski; you're M.
Lebowski. [|I'mthe Dude. So that's

what you <call me. That, or Duder.
H s Dudeness. O El Duderino, if,
you know, you're not into the whole
brevity thing--

LEBOWSKI
Are you enpl oyed, sir?

DUDE
Enpl oyed?

LEBOWSKI
You don't go out and nmake a living
dressed like that in the niddle of a
weekday.

DUDE



Is this a--what day is this?

LEBOWBKI
But I do work, so if you don't mnd--
DUDE
No, look. | do mnd. The Dude mn nds.
This will not stand, ya know, this
will not stand, man. | nean, if

your wife owes--

LEBOWEKI
My wife is not the issue here.
hope that ny wife will soneday |earn
to live on her allowance, which is
anple, but if she doesn't, sir, that
will be her problem not mne, just
as your rug is your problem just as
every bums Iot inlife is his own
responsibility regardl ess of whom he
chooses to blane. | didn't blane
anyone for the loss of ny | egs, sone
chi naman in Korea took themfrom ne
but I went out and achi eved anyway.
| can't solve your problens, sir,
only you can.

The Dude ri ses.

DUDE
Ah fuck it.

LEBOVEK]
Sure! Fuck it! That's your answer!
Tattoo it on your forehead! Your
answer to everything!

The Dude is heading for the door

LEBOASKI
Your "revolution" is over, M.
Lebowski! Condol ences! The buns

| ost!
As the Dude opens the door

LEBOWEK]
...My advice is, do what your parents
did!l Get a job, sir! The buns wll
al ways | ose-- do you hear ne,
Lebowski ? THE BUVS W LL ALWAYS- -

The Dude shuts the door on the old man's bellowing to find
hi msel f - -

HALLWAY



--in a high coffered hallway. Brandt
i s approachi ng.

BRANDT
How was your neeting, M. Lebowski?

DUDE
Okay. The old man told nme to take
any rug in the house.

WALKWAY

A housenan with a rolled-up carpet on one shoul der goes down
a stone wal k that wi nds through the back |awn, past a sw mm ng
pool to a garage. Brandt and the Dude foll ow

BRANDT
Manolo will load it into your car
for you, uh, Dude.

DUDE
It's the LeBaron.

DUDE' S PO NT OF VI EW

Tracking toward the pool. A young wonan sits facing it, her
back to us, leaning forward to paint her toenails.

Beyond her a black formfloats in an inflatable chair in the
pool .

BRANDT
Wl |, enjoy, and perhaps we'll see
you agai n sone tine, Dude.

DUDE
Yeah sure, if I'"'mever in the
nei ghbor hood, need to use the john
CLOSER TRACK

Arcing around the woman's foot as she finishes painting the
nails emerald green

THE DUDE
Looki ng.
W DER

The young worman | ooks up at him She is in her early
twenti es.

She | eans back and extends her |eg toward the Dude.

YOUNG WOMVAN



Bl ow on them

The Dude pulls his sunglasses down his nose and peeks over
t hem

DUDE
Huh?

She waggl es her foot and giggl es.

YOUNG WOVAN
G ahead. Bl ow.

The Dude tentatively grabs hold of her extended foot.

DUDE

You want nme to bl ow on your toes?
YOUNG WOVAN

Uh-huh. . . | can't blow that far.

The Dude | ooks over at the pool.

DUDE
You sure he won't m nd?

The man bobbing in the inflatable chair is passed out. He
is thin, in his thirties, with long stringy blond hair. He
wears bl ack | eather pants and a bl ack | eather jacket, open,
shirtl ess, exposing fine blond chest hair and pal e skin.
One armtrails off into the water; next to it, an enpty

whi skey bottl e bobs.

YOUNG WOVAN
D eter doesn't care about anything.
He's a nihilist.

DUDE
Practici ng?

The young woman smil es.

YOUNG WOVAN
You' re not bl ow ng.

Brandt nervously takes the Dude by the el bow

BRANDT
Qur guest has to be getting al ong,
Ms. Lebowski.

The Dude grudgingly allows hinself to be |ed away, still
| ooki ng at the young wonan.

DUDE
You' re Bunny?



BUNNY
"1l suck your cock for a thousand
dol | ars.

Brandt rel eases a gale of forced |aughter:

BRANDT
Ha- ha- ha- ha! Wonderful woman. Very
free-spirited. W're all very fond
of her.

BUNNY
Brandt can't watch though. O he
has to pay a hundred.

BRANDT
Ha- ha- ha- ha-ha! That's narvel ous.

He continues to | ead away the Dude, who | ooks back over his
SHOULDER

DUDE
I'"mjust gonna find a cash machi ne.

BOALI NG PI NS

Scattered by a strike.

THE BOW.ERS

Donny calls out fromthe bench:

DONNY
Grasshopper Dude--They're dead in
the water!!

As the Dude wal ks back to the scoring table he turns to
another teamin black bowing shirts--the Cavaliers--that
shares the I ane.

DUDE
Your maples, Carl.

Walter, just arriving, is carrying a leatherette satchel in
one hand and a large plastic carrier in the other.

WALTER
Way to go, Dude. If you will it, it
is no dream

DUDE
You' re fucking twenty mnutes |ate.
What the fuck is that?



WALTER
Theodor e Her zel

DUDE
Huh?
WALTER
State of Israel. If youwll it,

Dude, it is no--

DUDE
What the fuck're you tal ki ng about ?
The carrier. Wat's in the fucking
carrier?

WALTER
Huh? Oh--Cynthia's Pomerani an.
Can't | eave hi mhone al one or he
eats the furniture.

DUDE
VWhat the fuck are you--

WALTER
I'' msaying, Cynthia's Poneranian.
I"'mlooking after it while Cynthia
and Marty Ackerman are in Hawaii .

DUDE
You brought a fucking Porerani an
bow i ng?

WALTER
VWhat do you nean "brought it bowing"?
I didn't rent it shoes. |'mnot

buying it a fucking beer. He's not
gonna take your fucking turn, Dude.

He lets the snmall yappi ng dog out of the carrier. It scoots
around the bowling table, sniffing at bow ers and waggi ng
its tail.

DUDE
Hey, man, if ny fucking ex-w fe asked
me to take care of her fucking dog
whil e she and her boyfriend went to
Honolulu, 1'd tell her to go fuck
herself. Wiy can't she board it?

VWALTER
First of all, Dude, you don't have
an ex, secondly, it's a fucking show
dog with fucking papers. You can't
board it. It gets upset, its hair
falls out.



DUDE

Hey man- -

WALTER
Fucki ng dog has papers, Dude.--Qver
the 1ine!

Snmokey turns fromhis last roll to | ook at Walter.

WALTER
Snmokey Huh?

WALTER
Over the line, Snokey! |'msorry.
That's a foul.

SMOKEY
Bul I shit. Eight, Dude.

WALTER
Excuse ne! Mark it zero. Next frane.

SMOKEY
Bul I shit. Walter!

VWALTER
This is not Nam This is bowing.
There are rul es.

DUDE
Conme on Walter, it's just--it's
Smokey. So his toe slipped over a
little, it's just a gane.

WALTER
This is a | eague gane. This
determ nes who enters the next round-
robin, am| wong?

SMOKEY
Yeah, but--
WALTER
Am | wrong!?
SMOKEY
Yeah, but | wasn't over. G me the
mar ker, Dude, |I'mmarking it an

ei ght.
Walter takes out a gun
WALTER

Smokey ny friend, you're entering a
wor | d of pain.



DUDE
Hey Walter--

WALTER
Mark that frame an eight, you're
entering a world of pain.

SMOKEY
I'"'m not - -

WALTER
A world of pain.

A manager in a bowing-shirt style uniformis running for a
phone.

SMOKEY
Look Dude, | don't hold with this.
This guy is your partner, you shoul d--

VWalter prines the gun and points it at his head.

WALTER
HAS THE WHOLE WORLD GONE CRAZY? AM
I THE ONLY ONE HERE WHO G VES A SHI' T
ABQUT THE RULES? MARK | T ZERO

The Porneranian is excitedly yapping at Walter's el bow, making
hi gh body-twi sting tail-waggi ng | eaps.

DUDE
Walter, they're calling the cops,
put the piece away.

WALTER
MARK | T ZERO

SMOKEY
VWal ter--

WALTER

YOU THI NK 1" M FUCKI NG AROUND HERE?
MARK | T ZERO !

SMOKEY
Al right! There it is! 1t's fucking
zero!

He points frantically at the score projected above the | ane.

SMOKEY
You happy, you crazy fuck?

WALTER
This is a | eague gane, Snhokey!



PARKI NG LOT

Wal t er

and the Dude wal k to the Dude's car

The Poner ani an

trots happily behind Walter who totes the enpty carrier.

As the

DUDE
Walter, you can't do that. These

guys're like me, they're pacificists.
Snokey was a consci entious objector.

WALTER

You know Dude, | nyself dabbled with
paci fismat one point. Not in Nam

of course--

DUDE
And you know Snokey has enoti onal
pr obl ens!

WALTER
You nean--beyond pacifisnf®?

DUDE

He's fragile, man! He's very fragile!

two nmen get into the car:

WALTER
Huh. | did not know that. Well,

it's water under the bridge. And we
do enter the next round-robin, am!|

wr ong?

DUDE
No, you're not w ong--

WALTER
Am | w ong!

DUDE
You're not wong, Walter, you're
just an asshol e.

They watch a squad car take a squealing turn into the |ot.

WALTER
Ckay then. W play Quintana and
O Brien next week. They'll be
pushovers.

DUDE

Just, just take it easy, Walter.

WALTER
That's your answer to everything,

Dude. And let ne point out--pacifism



is not--look at our current situation
with that canel fucker in Irag--
pacifismis not sonething to hide
behi nd.

DUDE
Vell, just take 't easy, man.

WALTER
I'"mperfectly calm Dude.

DUDE
Yeah? Wavin' a gun around?!

WALTER

(snugly)
Cal mer than you are.

-his irritates the Dude further.

DUDE
Just take it easy, nan!

Walter is still smug.

VWALTER
Cal mrer than you are.

DUDE' S HOUSE

A large, brilliant Persian rug |lies beneath the Dude's beat -
up old furniture.

At the table next to the answering nmachine the Dude is m xing
kal hua, rum and m | k.

VA CE
Dude, this is Snokey. Look, | don't
wanna be a hard-on about this, and |
know it wasn't your fault, but I
just thought it was fair to tell you
that Gene and | will be submtting
this to the League and asking them
to set aside the round. O nmaybe
forfeit it to us--

DUDE
Shi t!
VA CE
--so, like | say, just thought, you

know, fair warning. Tell Walter
A beep.

ANOTHER VO CE



M. Lebowski, this is Brandt at, uh,
well--at M. Lebowski's office.

Pl ease call us as soon as is
conveni ent .

Beep.

ANOTHER VO CE
M. Lebowski, this is Fred Dynarski
with the Southern Cal Bow i ng League.
I just got a, an informal report,
uh, that a uh, a menber of your team
uh, Walter Sobchak, drew a | oaded
weapon during | eague play--

We hear the doorbell.
THE DOCR

It swings open to reveal a short, hairy, nuscul ar but bal ding
m ddl e-aged man in a black T-shirt and bl ack cut-off jeans.

DUDE
H ya All an.

ALLAN
Dude, | finally got the venue |
wanted. |'m Perform ng ny dance

qui ntet--you know, ny cycle--at Crane
Jackson's Fountain Street Theatre on
Tuesday night, and 1'd love it if

you cane and gave me notes.

The Dude takes a swig of his kal hua.

DUDE
Sure Allan, I'Il be there.
ALLAN
Dude, uh, tonorrow is already the
tent h.
DUDE
Yeah, yeah | know. Ckay.
ALLAN
Just, uh, just slip the rent under
my door.
DUDE
Yeah, okay.

BACK I N THE LI VI NG ROOM

The voice continues on the nmachi ne.



VA CE
--serious infraction, and exam ne
your standing. Thank you. Beep

VA CE
M. Lebowski, Brandt again. Please
do call us when you get in and I'l]|
send the linmp. Let ne assure you--I
hope you're not avoiding this cal
because of the rug, which, | assure
you, is not a problem W need your
hel p and, uh--well we would very
much like to see you. Thank you
It's Brandt.

TRACKI NG

We are pushing Brandt down the high-ceilinged hallway.
Di stantly, we hear a dol orous soprano. Brandt tal ks back
over

H S SHOULDER

BRANDT
We' ve had sone terrible news. M.
Lebowski is in seclusion in the West
W ng.

DUDE
Huh.

Brandt throws open a pair of heavy double doors. The mnusic
washes over us as we enter a great study where Jeffrey
Lebowski, a bl anket thrown over his knees, stares hauntedly
into a fire, listening to Lohengrin.

BRANDT ANNGUNCES, AMBI GUOUSLY:

BRANDT
M . Lebowski .

Jeffrey Lebowski waves the Dude in wthout | ooking around.

LEBOWBK
It's funny. | can | ook back on a
life of achievenment, on chall enges
met, conpetitors bested, obstacles

overcone. |'ve acconplished nore
t han nost nmen, and wi thout the use
of ny legs. What. . . Wiat nmakes a

man, M. Lebowski ?

DUDE
Dude.

LEBOWSK



Huh?

DUDE
| don't know, sir.
LEBOWSKI
Isit. . . is it, being prepared to

do the right thing? Watever the
price? Isn't that what nakes a man?

DUDE
Sure. That and a pair of testicles.

Lebowski turns away fromthe Dude with a haunted stare, | ost
i n thought.

LEBOWEKI
You're joking. But perhaps you're
right.
The Dude thunps at his chest pocket.

DUDE
Mnd if | snoke a jay?

LEBOWEKI
Bunny.

He turns back around and the firelight shows teartracks on
hi s cheeks.

DUDE
' Scuse ne?
LEBOWSK
Bunny Lebowski. . . She is the |ight

of ny life. Are you surprised at ny
tears, sir?

DUDE
Fucki n® A

LEBOWEKI
Strong nmen also cry. . . Strong mnen
al so cry.

He clears his throat.

LEBOWSKI
| received this fax this norning.

Brandt hastily pulls a flinmsy sheet fromhis clipboard and
hands it to the Dude.

LEBOWBKI
As you can see, it is a ransom note.



Sent by cowards. Men who are unabl e
to achieve on a level field of play.
Men who will not sign their nanes.
Weakl i ngs. Buns.

THE DUDE EXAM NES THE FAX:

VE HAVE BUNNY. GATHER ONE M LLI ON DOLLARS I N UNMARKED NON-
CONSECUTI VE TVENTI ES.  AWAI T | NSTRUCTI ONS. NO FUNNY STUFF

DUDE
Bummer .

Lebowski | ooks soul fully at the Dude.

LEBOWEKI
Brandt will fill you in on the
details.

He wheels his chair around to once again gaze into the fire.
Brandt tugs at the Dude's shirt and points himback to the
hal | .

HALLWAY

The soprano's singing is once again faint. Brandt's voice
i s hushed:

BRANDT
M. Lebowski is prepared to nake a
generous offer to you to act as
courier once we get instructions for
t he noney.

DUDE
Wiy nme, man?

BRANDT
He suspects that the culprits night
be the very peopl e who, uh, soiled
your rug, and you're in a unique
position to confirmor, uh, disconfirm
t hat suspi ci on

DUDE
So he thinks it's the carpet-pissers,
huh?

BRANDT

Wel | Dude, we just don't know.
BOALI NG PI NS
CRASH- -scattered by a strike, in slow notion

W DER



Still in slow notion. W are |ooking across the |length of

the bowing alley at a tall, thin, Hi spanic bow er displaying
perfect form He wears an all-in-one dacron-polyester stretch
bowing outfit with a racing stripe down each side.

FAST TRACK I N

On the Dude, sitting next to Walter in the nolded plastic
chairs. The Dude is staring off towards the bow er.

DUDE
Fucki ng Qui ntana--that creep can
roll, man--

BACK TO THE BOALER

Di spl ayi ng great slownotion formas the Dude and Walter's
conversation continues over.

WALTER
Yeah, but he's a fucking pervert,
Dude.

DUDE
Huh?

WALTER

The man is a sex offender. Wth a
record. Spent six nmonths in Chino
for exposing hinmself to an eight-
year - ol d.

FLASHBACK

W see Quintana, in pressed jeans and a stretchy sweater
wal king up a stoop in a residential neighborhood and zi ngi ng
t he bell.

The VA CE- OVER conversati on conti nues.

DUDE
Huh.

WALTER
When he noved down to Venice he had
to go door-to-door to tell everyone
he's a pederast.

The door sw ngs open and a beer-swilling m ddl e-aged man
| ooks dully out at Quintana, who | ooks hesitantly up.

DONNY
What's a pederast, Walter?

WALTER



Shut the fuck up, Donny.
Pl NS
scattered by a strike.
QUI NTANA
wheel ing and thrusting a black gloved fist into the air.

Stitched above the breast pocket of his all-in-one is his
first name, "Jesus"

BACK TO WALTER AND THE DUDE
They have been joi ned by Donny.

VWALTER
Anyway. How nuch they offer you?

DUDE
Twenty grand. And of course | stil
keep the rug.

VWALTER
Just for making the hand-off?

DUDE
Yeah.

He slips a little black box out of his shirt pocket.
DUDE

...They gave Dude a beeper, so
whenever these guys call--

WALTER
VWhat if it's during a gane?
DUDE
I told himif it was during | eague

pl ay- -
Donny has been wat chi ng Qui nt ana.

DONNY
If what's during | eague play?

WALTER
Life does not stop and start at your
conveni ence, you mniserable piece of
shit.

DONNY
What's wong with Walter, Dude?



DUDE
| figure it's easy noney, it's al
pretty harm ess. | nean she probably
ki dnapped hersel f.

WALTER
Huh?
DONNY
VWhat do you nean, Dude?
DUDE
Rug- peers did not do this. | nean

l ook at it. Young trophy wife.
Marries a guy for noney but figures
he isn't giving her enough. She
owes noney all over town--

VWALTER
That . .. fucking...bitch!

DUDE
It's all a goddamm fake. Like Lenin
said, | ook for the person who wll

benefit. And you will, uh, you know,
you'l |, uh, you know what |'mtrying
to say--

DONNY
I amthe Wl rus.

WALTER
That fucking bitch

DUDE
Yeah.

DONNY

| amthe Wl rus.

WALTER
Shut the fuck up, Donny! V.I. Lenin!
Viadinmr Ilyich U yanov!

DONNY
What the fuck is he tal ki ng about?

WALTER
That's fucking exactly what happened,
Dude! That makes me fucking SICK!

DUDE
Yeah, well, what do you care, Walter?

DONNY
Yeah Dude, why is Walter so pissed



of f?

WALTER
Those rich fucks! This whol e fucking
thing-- | did not watch ny buddies

die face down in the nuck so that
this fucking strunpet--

DUDE
I don't see any connection to Vietnam
VWl ter.

WALTER
Well, there isn't alitera

connection, Dude.

DUDE
Walter, face it, there isn't any
connection. It's your roll
VWALTER

Have it your way. The point is--

DUDE
It's your roll--

WALTER
The fucking point is--

DUDE
It's your roll.

VO CE
Are you ready to be fucked, man?

They bot h | ook up.

Qui ntana, on his way out, |ooks down at themfromthe lip of
the lanes. Over his polyester all-in-one he now wears a

wi ndbreaker with a racing stripe and "Jesus" stitched on the
breast. He is holding a fancy bl ack-and-red | eather bal
satchel (perhaps a Sylvia Win). Behind himstands his
partner, O Brien, a short fat Irishman with tufted red hair.

QUI NTANA
| see you rolled your way into the
sems. Deos mo, nman. Seanus and
me, we're gonna fuck you up

DUDE
Yeah well, that's just, ya know,
i ke, your opinion, man
Qui ntana | ooks at Walter.

QUI NTANA



Let ne tell you sonething, bendeco.
You pull any your crazy shit with
us, you flash a piece out on the

lanes, I'Il take it away from you
and stick it up your ass and pul
the fucking trigger til it goes
"click".

DUDE
Jesus.

QUI NTANA
You said it, man. Nobody fucks with
t he Jesus.

Jesus wal ks away. Walter nods sadly.

VWALTER
Ei ght - year - ol ds, Dude.

DUDE' S BUNGALOW

We are | ooking down at the Dude who is prone on the rug.
H s eyes are closed. He wears a Wal kman headset. Leaking
tinnily through the headphones we can just hear an
intermttent clatter

In his outflung hand lies a cassette case | abel ed VEN CE
BEACH LEAGUE PLAYOFFS 1987.

The Dude absently licks his lips as we faintly hear a hal
runbling down the lane. On its inpact with the pins, the
Dude opens his eyes.

He screans.

A bl onde woman | oons over him Next to her a young nan
in paint-spattered deni ns stoops and swi ngs sonet hi ng towards
the carrier.

The sap catches the Dude on the chin and sends his head
t hunki ng back onto the rug.

A mllion stars expl ode against a field of black. W hear
the "La-la-la-1a" of The Man in M.

The black field dissolves into the pattern of the rug.
The rug rolls away to reveal an aerial view of the city of
Los Angeles at twilight, noving bel ow us at great speed.

The Dude is flying over the city, his arnms thrown out in
front of him the wind whipping his hair and billow ng his
bowl ing shirt. He | ooks up

Ahead the nysterious bl onde woman wi ngs away, riding on the
Dude's rug like a sheik on a magic carpet. She is outpacing



us, growi ng smaller.

The Dude does a couple of lazy craw strokes and then notices
that a bowing ball has naterialized in his forward hand.

Hi s benusenent turns to concern over the aerodynanic
inplications just as the ball seens to suddenly assume its
wei ght, abruptly snapping his armdown, and himafter it. He
is falling. Froma high angle we see the Dude hurtling down
toward the city, dragged by the ball.

A reverse |ooking up shows the Dude hurtling toward wus
out of the inky sky, his eyes w de with horror. Led by

the bowing ball, he zoons past the canera |leaving us in
bl ack.
We hear a distant runble, |ike thunder. Dull reflections

materialize in the darkness. They are glints off the shiny
surface of an onconing bowing ball.

We pull back to reveal that the blackness was the inside of
a ball return, and the gleam ng bowing ball is being
regurgitated up at us, overtaking us.

The Dude | ooks up, up, up at the loomng ball, its mass
rolling a huge shadow across his face.

The gl eami ng ball shows three dead black holes rolling toward
us --finger holes.

The largest--thunb--hole rolls directly over us, engulfing
us once again in black..

The black rolls away and we are spinning--spinning down a
bow ing | ane--our point of view that of someone trapped in
the thunbhole of the rolling ball

W see the receding bower spinning away. It is the bl onde
worman, perform ng her followthrough

Fl oor spins up at us and then away; ceiling spins up and
away; the length of the alley with pins at the end; fl oor;
ceiling; approaching pins; again and again.

We hit the pins and clatter into bl ackness. W hear pins
spin, hit each other and drop

W hear an irritating, insistent beeping.

FADE | N

We are close on the Dude, upside down. As the picture fades
in the bowing noises continue, but filtered and faint.

They cone fromthe Dude's Wal knan, the headset of which is

now askew, with one armoff his ear.

As the Dude opens his eyes we spiral slowy upward to put



himright side around. H's head is now resting agai nst
har dwood fl oor, not rug.

DUDE
Ch nan.

He raises hinmself onto his elbows and mnassages the
red lunp on his jaw. The beeper on his belt is
blinking red in sync wth the continuing irritating beeps.

W DE ON THE ROOM

An end table is wupset, but otherwise the furniture is
in place. The rug i s gone.

The Dude |ooks around. The bow ing sounds conti nue.
The beeps conti nue.

The phone starts to jangle.
TRACK

W push Brandt down the famliar marble hallway.
Again there is a distant aria. Brandt throws out a
wist to look at his watch.

BRANDT
They cal |l ed about eighty m nutes
ago. They want you to take the noney
and drive north on the 4 5. They'll
call you on the portable phone with
instructions in about forty mnutes.
One person only or 1'd go with you
They were very clear on that: one
person only. \Wat happened to your
j aw?

DUDE
Ch, nothin', you know.

They have reached the little desk outside of the big
Lebowski's office; Brandt opens its bottomdrawer with a key
and takes out an attache case. He hands this to the Dude
along with a cellular phone in a battery-pack carrying case.

BRANDT
Here's the noney, and the phone.
Pl ease, Dude, follow whatever
i nstructions they give.

DUDE
Uh- huh.

BRANDT
Her life is in your hands.



DUDE
Ch, man, don't say that..

BRANDT
M. Lebowski asked ne to repeat that:
Her life is in your hands.

DUDE
Shit.

BRANDT
Her life is in your hands, Dude.
And report back to us as soon as
it's done.

DUDE' S CAR

We pan off the Dude, driving, to his point of view through
the front w ndshield. The headlights play over Walter
standing waiting in front of the storefront of SOBCHAK
SECURI TY. Though he is wearing khaki shorts and shirt, the
fact that he holds a battered brown briefcase nmakes hi m| ook
oddly like a commuter. He also holds an irregular shape
bundl ed in brown w appi ng paper.

The car stops in front of himand he opens the Dude's door
and hands in the briefcase.

WALTER
Take the ringer. "Il drive.

The Dude takes the briefcase and slides over.

DUDE
The what ?

WALTER
The ringer! The ringer, Dude! Have
they called yet?

The Dude opens the briefcase and paws benusedly through it
as the car starts rolling.

DUDE
What the hell is this?

WALTER
My dirty undies. Laundry, Dude.
The whit es.

DUDE

Agh- -
He cl oses the briefcase.

DUDE



VWalter, |'msure there's a reason
you brought your dirty undi es--

WALTER
Thaaaat's right, Dude. The weight.
The ringer can't | ook enpty.

DUDE
Wal ter--what the fuck are you
t hi nki ng?

VWALTER
VWll you're right, Dude, | got to
thinking. | got to thinking why
should we settle for a neasly fucking
twenty grand--

DUDE
We? \What the fuck we? You said you
just wanted to cone al ong--

WALTER
My point, Dude, is why should we
settle for twenty grand when we can
keep the entire mllion. AmI| wong?

DUDE
Yes you're wong. This isn't a
fucki ng game, Walter--

VWALTER
It is a fucking ganme. You said so
yoursel f, Dude--she ki dnapped herself--

DUDE
Yeah, but--

The phone chirps. Dude grabs it.

DUDE
Dude here.

VA CE
(German accent)
Who is this?

DUDE
Dude t he Bagnman. Were do you want
us to go?
VA CE
... Us?
DUDE
Shit. . . Uh, yeah, you know, nme and the driver. |'m not

handl i ng the noney and driving the car and tal king on the



phone all by my fucking--

Wal t er

dick.

VA CE
Shut the fuck up

(Beat)
Hel | 0?

DUDE
Yeah?

VA CE
Ckay, listen--

| ooks over at the Dude and bel | ows:

VWALTER

Dude, are you fucking this up?
VA CE

Wio is that?
DUDE

The driver man, | told you--

Di al tone.

DUDE

Oh shit. Walter

WALTER
What the fuck is going on there?

DUDE
They hung up, Walter! You fucked it
up! You fucked it up! Her life was
i n our hands!

VWALTER
Easy, Dude.

DUDE
W're screwed nowt W don't get
shit and they're gonna kill her!

We're fucked, Walter

WALTER
Dude, nothing is fucked. Cone on
You' re being very unDude. They'l|
call back. Look, she kidnapped her--

The phone chirps.

WALTER
Ya see? Nothing is fucked up here,
Dude. Nothing is fucked. These
guys are fucking anmateurs--



DUDE
Shutup, Walter! Don't fucking say
peep when |I'm doi ng busi ness here.

VWALTER
(patroni zi ng)
Okay Dude. Have it your way.

The Dude unclips the phone fromthe battery pack

VWALTER
But they're anateurs.
The Dude glares at Walter. |Into the phone:
DUDE
Dude here.
VO CE

Ckay, vee proceed. But only if there
is no funny stuff.

DUDE
Yeah.

VA CE
So no funny stuff. Ckay?

DUDE
Hey, just tell ne where the fuck you
want us to go.

A H GHIWAY SIGN: SIM VALLEY ROAD
It flashes by in the headlights of the roaring car

DUDE
That was the sign

Walter westles the car onto the two-1ane road.

WALTER
Yeah. So as long as we get her back,
nobody's in a position to conpl ain.
And we keep the baksheesh

DUDE
Terrific, Walter. But you haven't
told ne how we get her back. \Were

is she?

WALTER
That's the sinple part, Dude. Wen
we nmake the handoff, | grab the guy

and beat it out of him



He | ooks at the Dude.

VWALTER
... Huh?

DUDE
Yeah. That's a great plan, Walter.
That's fucking ingenious, if |
understand it correctly. That's a
Swi ss fucking wat ch.

VWALTER
Thaaat's right, Dude. The beauty of
this is its sinmplicity. If the plan
gets too conpl ex sonething al ways
goes wong. |If there's one thing
| earned in Nam -

The phone chirps.

DUDE
Dude.

VA CE
You are approaching a vooden britch
When you cross it you srow ze bag
fromze left vindow of ze noving
kar. Do not slow down. Vee vatch
you.

dick. Di al tone.

DUDE
FUCK.

WALTER
What' d he say? Were's the hand-
of f?

DUDE

There is no fucking hand-off, Walter!
At a wooden bridge we throw the noney
out of the car!

WALTER
Huh?

DUDE
We throw the noney out of the noving
car!

Walter stares dunmbly for a beat.

WALTER
We can't do that, Dude. That fucks



up our plan.

DUDE
Well call themup and explain it to
"em Walter! Your plan is so fucking
sinmple, I'msure they'd fucking
understand it! That's the beauty of
it Valter!

WALTER
Whoden bridge, huh?

DUDE
I'"mthrowi ng the noney, Walter
W' re not fucking around!

WALTER
The bridge is conming up! G nme the
ri nger, Dude! Chop-chop

DUDE
Fuck that! | |love you, Walter, but
sooner or later you re gonna have to
face the fact that you' re a goddam

nor on.
WALTER

Ckay, Dude. No tine to argue. Here's

the bridge--

There is the bunp and new steady of the car on the bridge.
The Dude is twisting around to pull the noney briefcase from
the back seat. Walter reaches one arm across Dude's body to
grab the |aundry.

And t here goes the ringer.
He flings it out the w ndow

DUDE
vl ter!

WALTER
Your wheel, Dude! |I'mrolling out!

DUDE
VWhat the fuck?

VWALTER
Your wheel! At fifteen empee-aitch
I roll out! | double back, grab one
of "emand beat it out of himi The
uzi!

DUDE
Uzi ?



Wal ter points across the seat at the paper-w apped bundl e.

WALTER
You didn't think I was rolling out
of here naked!

DUDE
Wal ter, please--

Wal ter has flung open his door and is |eaning hal fway out
over the road.

WALTER
Fifteen! This is it, Dude! Let's
take that hill!

Walter rolls out with his parcel, giving a |oud grunt as he
hits the pavenent. The car swerves and |urches and the Dude,
cursing, takes the wheel.

QUTSI DE

VWl ter tunmbl es onto the shoul der and-- RAT- TAT- TAT- TAT! - - muzzl e
fl ashes tear open the wrappi ng paper.

I NSI DE THE CAR

The car rocks and the Dude westles with the wheel.

QUTSI DE

The car clunks and screans around in a skid.

I NSI DE

The Dude is thrown forward as the car hits sonething.

OUTSI DE

As the Dude struggles out holding the satchel of noney. The
front of his car is crunpled into a tree. The car body saps

back to the left, where the rear wheel has been shot out.

WALTER is just rising from the ground nassaging an
i njured knee.

The Dude runs up the road toward the bridge,
frantically waving the satchel in the air.

DUDE
VE HAVE I T! WE HAVE | T!!

There is a distant engine roar. A nptorcycle bunps up onto
the road fromthe ravine under the bridge and, tires
squeal i ng, skids around to speed away in the opposite



direction. It is closely followed by two nore roaring
not or cycl es.

DUDE
VWVE HAVE IT!'!. . . W have it!

The Dude and Walter stand in the middle of the road, watching
the three red tail lights fishtail away.

AFTER A LONG STARI NG SI LENCE

VWALTER
Ahh fuck it, let's go bowing.

BOALI NG LANE
A ball runbles in to scatter ten pins.
WALTER

He turns fromthe |ane to where the Dude sits in the nook of
nol ded plastic chairs. The Dude |istlessly holds the portable

phone in his lap. It is ringing.
VWALTER
Aitz chaimhe, Dude. As the ex used
to say.
DUDE

What the fuck is that supposed to
mean? What the fuck're we gonna
tell Lebowski ?

WALTER
Huh? ©Ch, him yeah. Well | don't
see, um- what exactly is the probl enf

The portabl e phone stops ringing.

DUDE
Huh? The problemis--what do you
mean what's the--there's no--we didn't--
they' re gonna kill that poor woman--

WALTER
What the fuck're you tal king about ?
That poor wonan--that poor slut--
ki dnapped herself, Dude. You said
so yoursel f--

DUDE
No, Walter! | said | thought she
ki dnapped herself! You're the one
who's so fucking certain--

WALTER



That's right, Dude, 1 %certain--
Donny is trotting excitedly up.

DONNY
They posted the next round of the
t our nanment - -

WALTER
Donny, shut the f--when do we play?

DONNY
This Saturday. Quintana and--

WALTER
Saturday! Well they'Il have to
reschedul e.

DUDE
Walter, what'm | gonna tell Lebowski?

WALTER
| told that fuck down at the | eague
office-- who's in charge of
schedul i ng?

DUDE
vl ter--

DONNY
Bur khal t er

WALTER
| told that kraut a fucking thousand
times | don't roll on shabbas.

DONNY
It's al ready posted.

WALTER
VELL THEY CAN FUCKI NG UN- POST | T!

DUDE
Who gives a shit, Valter? Wat about
that poor woman? \Wat do we tell--

WALTER
C nmon Dude, eventually she'll get
sick of her little gane and, you
know, wander back- -

DONNY
How cone you don't roll on Saturday,
Walter?

WALTER



I''m shoner shabbas.

DONNY
What's that, Walter?

DUDE
Yeah, and in the neantine what do |
tell Lebowski ?

WALTER
Saturday is shabbas. Jew sh day of
rest. Means | don't work, | don't
drive a car, | don't fucking ride in
a car, | don't handle noney, | don't
turn on the oven, and | sure as shit
don't fucking roll

DONNY
Sheesh.

DUDE
Val ter, how -

WALTER
Shoner shabbas.

The Dude gets to his feet with the portabl e phone.

DUDE
That's it. |'mout of here.

WALTER
For Christ's sake, Dude.

Wal ter and Donny join the Dude as he wal ks out of the bowing
al |l ey.

Hell, you just tell him-well, you tell him uh, we made the
hand- of f, everything went, uh, you know- -

DONNY
Oh yeah, howd it go?

WALTER
Went alright. Dude's car got a little
di nged up- -

DUDE

But Walter, we didn't make the fucking
hand- off! They didn't get, the
fucki ng noney and they're gonna- -

t hey' re gonna- -

WALTER
Yeah yeah, "kill that poor wonan."



He waves both arnms as if conducting a synphony orchestra.

WALTER
Kill that poor wonan.

DONNY
Walter, if you can't ride in a car
how d' you get around on Shanmas- -

WALTER
Real | y, Dude, you surprise ne.
They' re not gonna kill shit. They're
not gonna do shit. What can they
do? Fuckin' amateurs. And neanwhil e,
| ook at the bottomline. Wo's
sitting on a mllion fucking dollars?
Am | wrong?

DUDE
Walter--
WALTER
Who's got a fucking mllion fucking

dollars parked in the trunk of our
car out here?

DUDE
"Qur" car, Walter?

WALTER
And what do they got, Dude? M dirty
undies. My fucking whites-- Say,
where is the car?

The three bow ers, stopped at the edge of the |ot, stare out
at an enpty parking space.

DONNY
Who has your undies, Walter?

WALTER
Where's your car, Dude?

DUDE
You don't know, Walter? You seemto
know t he answer to everything el se!

WALTER
Hm Well, we were in a handi capped
spot. It, uh, it was probably towed.
DUDE

It's been stolen, Walter! You fucking
know it's been stol en

WALTER



Wll, certainly that's a possibility,
Dude- -

DUDE
Aw, fuck it.

The Dude wal ks away across the Iot. The portable phone starts
ri ngi ng agai n.

DONNY
Were you goi ng, Dude?

DUDE
I'' m goi ng hore, Donny.

DONNY
Your phone's ringing, Dude.

DUDE
Thank you, Donny.

DUDE' S LI VI NG ROOM

The Dude is slunped disconsolately back in his easy chair,
fingers of one hand cupped over his sunglasses. Facing him
on the couch are two uniformed policenan, one m ddl e-aged,
the other a fresh-faced rookie.

At the cut the portable phone, in the Dude's lap, is chirping.
The Dude waits for the rings to end. Wen they do:

DUDE
1972 Ponti ac LeBaron.

YOUNGER COP
Col or ?

DUDE
Green. Sonme brown, or, uh, rust,
col orati on.

YOUNGER COP
And was there anything of value in
the car?
DULLY:
DUDE

Huh? ©Oh. Yeah. Tape deck. Couple
of Creedence tapes. And there was
a, uh. . . ny briefcase.

YOUNGER COP
In the briefcase?

DUDE



Papers. Just papers. You know, ny
papers. Busi ness papers.

YOUNGER COP
And what do you do, sir?

DUDE
' m unenpl oyed.

CLDER COP

...Mst people, we're working nights,
they offer us coffee.

There is silence. Dude continues to stare at a spot on the
floor. The older cop stares at him

DUDE
.Me, | don't drink coffee. But
it's nice when they offer.

AT LENGTH:

DUDE
.Al'so, nmy rug was stol en.

YOUNGER COP
Your rug was in the car.

The Dude taps the floor with his foot.

DUDE
No. Her e.

YOUNGER COP
Separate incidents?

The Dude stares at the fl oor.
Si | ence.

OLDER COP
Snap out of it, son

The home phone starts ringing--a ring distinct fromthe
chirp of the portable. The Dude nakes no nove to answer
it. Finally the rings stop as an answering machi ne ki cks
on.

DUDE
You find them nuch? Stolen cars?

Dude' s Voi ce on Machi ne The Dude's not in. Leave a nessage
after the beep. It takes a m nute.

YOUNGER COP
Somet i nmes. I wouldn't hold out nuch



hope for the tape deck though. O
t he Creedence tapes.

DUDE
And the, uh, the briefcase?

Beep.

FEMALE VO CE ON MACHI NE
M. Lebowski, 1'd like to see you
Call when you get home and I'Il send
a car for you. M nane is Maude
Lebowski. |'mthe wonan who took
t he rug.

Beep. Dial tone.
OLDER COP
Well, | guess we can close the file
on that one.

TRACKI NG FORWARD

We are noving through the open living area of a |arge downtown

L.A loft. A huge unfinished canvas, |it by standing

i ndustrial lights, dom nates one wall. The furnishings are
spare given the space. On the floor is the Dude's brilliant
rug.

We hear a runble |ike an approaching bowling ball. The Dude,

standing in the niddle of the loft, |ooks into the nurky
dept hs of the cavernous space.

Sorret hi ng huge and white hurtles towards the Dude's head.
As it roars overhead he ducks, and spins to watch it pass.

We see the backsi de of a naked woman in a sling suspended

froma ceiling track runbling over a canvas that lies on the
floor. She is holding a paint bucket in one hand and a brush
in the other, with which she flicks paint down at the canvas.

The Dude turns again as he hears running footsteps. Two
young nmen in paint-spattered shorts, T-shirts and sneakers
reach the sling shortly after it reaches the end of its track
and haul it back for another push.

VO CE
"Il be with you in a mnute, M.
Lebowski .

She runbl es by in anot her pass.

Al right, we'll do the blue tomorrow. Elfranco. Pedro.
Hel p me down.

The two nmen help Maude out of her sling. She is naked



except for leather harness straps which ring her breasts
and wap her thighs and give her sonmething of a domnatrix
| ook.

Does the femal e form nmake you unconfor- table, M. Lebowski?

DUDE
Is that what that's a picture of?

MAUDE
In a sense, yes. Elfranco, ny robe.
My art has been commended as bei ng
strongly vaginal. Wich bothers
sone nen. The word itself makes
sone nen unconfortable. Vagina.

DUDE
Ch yeah?

MAUDE
Yes, they don't like hearing it and
find it difficult to say. Wereas
w t hout batting an eye a man w ||
refer to his "dick" or his "rod" or
his "Johnson".

DUDE
"Johnson"?

MAUDE
Thank you.

This to El franco, who has handed her a robe.
Al right, M. Lebowski, let's get down to cases. M father

told nme he's agreed to |l et you have the rug, but it was a
gift fromnme to ny late nother, and so was not his to give.

Now. As for this. . . "kidnapping"--
DUDE
Huh?
MAUDE
Yes, | know about it. And | know

that you acted as courier. And |et
me tell you sonething: the whole
thing stinks to high heaven

DUDE
Ri ght, but et ne explain sonething
about that rug--

MAUDE
Do you like sex, M. Lebowski?

DUDE



Excuse me?

MAUDE
Sex. The physical act of |ove.
Coitus. Do you like it?

DUDE

I was tal king about mny rug.
MAUDE

You're not interested in sex?
DUDE

You nean coitus?
MAUDE

I like it too. It's a male nyth

about fem nists that we hate sex.

It can be a natural, zesty enterprise.
But unfortunately there are sone
people--it is called satyriasis in
men, nynphonmani a i n wormen--who engage
in it conpul sively and without joy.

DUDE
Ch, no.

MAUDE
Yes M. Lebowski, these unfortunate
soul s cannot love in the true sense
of the word. Qur nutual acquaintance
Bunny is one of these.

DUDE
Li sten, Maude, |'msorry if your
stepnother is a nynmpho, but | don't
see what it has to do with--do you
have any kal hua?

MAUDE
Take a ook at this, sir.

She is ainming a renote at a projection TV. The screen
flickers to life. Atitle card:

JACKI E TREEHORN PRESENTS
SECOND CARD:

KARL HUNGUS

AND

BUNNY LAJOYA

I'N



A TH RD CARD
LOGIAMM N

The Dude is at the bar, a bottle of kal hua frozen hal fway
to his glass.

Fromthe tel evision set we hear a doorbell ring, and then
door openi ng.

On the TV screen the door opens to reveal a sall ow faced
man in blue coyer-alls. It is Dieter, the floater in
Lebowski's pool .

DI ETER
Hel 1 0. Nein dizbatcher says zere
iss problemnit deine kable.

DUDE
Shit, | know that guy. He's a
nihilist.

MAUDE

And you recogni ze her, of course.
The girl answering the door is Bunny Lebowski .

Bunny The TV is in here.

Dl ETER
Za, okay, | bring nein toolz.
Bunny This is ny friend Shari. She just cane over to use
t he shower.
MAUDE
(grimy)
The story is |udicrous.
Dl ETER
Mein nommen iss Karl. [Is hard to

verk in zese cl ozes--

Maude swi tches off the set.

MAUDE
Lord. You can imgi ne where it goes
from here

DUDE

He fi xes the cabl e?

MAUDE
Don't be fatuous, Jeffrey. Little
matter to ne that this wonman chose



to pursue a career

i n pornography,

nor that she has been "bangi ng" Jackie

Treehorn, to use the parlance of our tines. However. | am
one of two trustees of the Lebowski Foundation, the other

bei ng ny father.

The Foundation takes youngsters from Vatts

and- -

DUDE
Shit yeah, the achievers.

MAUDE
Little Lebowski Urban Achievers,
yes, and proud we are of all of them
| asked ny father about his wthdrawal
of amllion dollars fromthe
Foundati on account and he told ne
about this "abduction", but | tell
you it is preposterous. This
compul si ve

fornicator is taking nmy father for the proverbi al

DUDE
Yeah, but ny-

MAUDE
I"mgetting to your rug. My father
and | don't get along; he doesn't
approve of ny lifestyle and, needl ess
to say, | don't approve of his.
Still, 1 hardly wish to make ny
father's enbezzl ement a police matter,
so |'mproposing that you try to
recover the noney fromthe people
you delivered it to.

DUDE

Well--sure, | could do that--
MAUDE

If you successfully do so, | will

conmpensate you to the tune of 1% of
the recovered sum

DUDE
A hundr ed.

MAUDE
Thousand, yes, bones or clans or
what ever you call them

DUDE
Yeah, but what about - -

MAUDE

ride.



--your rug, yes, well with that noney
you can buy any nunber of rugs that
don't have sentinental value for ne.
And | am sorry about that crack on
the j aw.

The Dude fingers his jaw, where the lunp fromthe sap has

all but di sappeared.

DUDE
Ch that's okay, | hardly even--

MAUDE
Here's the nane and nunmber of a doctor
who will ook at it for you. You
will receive no bill. He's a good
man, and thorough.

DUDE
That's really thoughtful but I--

MAUDE
Pl ease see him Jeffrey. He's a
good man, and thorough
LI MO

The Dude sits in back holding a Wite Russian,

listening to

the chauffeur, a nman of about the sane age from whose livery

cap a ponytail energes.

DRI VER
--So he says, "My son can't hold a
job, my daughter's married to a
fuckin' loser, and I got a rash on
my ass so bad | can't hardly siddown.
But you know ne. | can't conplain."”

THROUGH RASPI NG LAUGHTER

DUDE
Fuckin' A, man. | got a rash
Fuckin' A, man. | gotta tell ya

Tony.

He takes a sip of a freshly-nm xed Wite Russian,
m |k on his nustache.

| was feeling really shitty earlier in the day,
little noney, I was down in the dunps.

TONY
Aw, forget about it.

DUDE
Yeah, man! Fuck it! | can't be

whi ch | eaves

I'"d lost a



worryi ng about that shit. Life goes
on!

The linmo has rolled to a stop. The Dude gets out, still
hol di ng his drink

TONY
Hone sweet hone, M. L. VWho's your
friend in the Vol kswagon?

DUDE
Huh?

His eyes on the rearview mirror, Tony jerks a thunb over his
shoul der .

He foll owed us here

The Dude turns to | ook

H S POV
Hal fway up the block a Vol kswagon bug has pulled over to the
curb. In the driver's seat we see a fat nan's shape.
THE DUDE
He scow s.
DUDE
When did he-

The Dude is grabbed from behind and nuscled away in a half-
nel son by anot her uniformed chauffeur.

SECOND CHAUFFEUR
Into the Iinp, you sonofabitch. No
argunents.

As he is frog-marched towards another |lino the Dude hol ds
his drink away fromhis chest and cups a hand underneath it.

DUDE
Fuck, man! There's a beverage here!

The waiting linmo's back door is flung open.
| NSI DE

The Dude is shoved in and awkwardly takes a seat facing the
rear. The door is slanmed behind him

LEBOWSKI
Start tal king and talk fast you | ousy
bum



BRANDT

W' ve been frantically trying to

reach you, Dude.

Brandt sits catty-corner fromthe Dude;

directly across from

the Dude is the big Lebowski, a conforter across his knees.

LEBOWSK

Were's ny goddamm noney, you bunf!

DUDE
VWell we--1 don't--

LEBOWSKI
They did not receive the noney,

you

nitwit! They did not receive the
goddamm noney. HER LIFE WAS I N YOUR

HANDS!

BRANDT
This is our concern, Dude.

DUDE

No, man, nothing is fucked here--

LEBOWBKI

NOTHI NG | S FUCKED! THE GODDAMN PLANE

HAS CRASHED | NTO THE MOUNTAI N

The Dude takes a hurried sip fromhis drink.

DUDE

C non man, who're you gonna believe?
Those guys are--we dropped off the

dam noney- -

LEBOWBKI
VWHAT?!

DUDE
| --the royal we, you know, the

editorial--1 dropped off the noney,
exactly as per--Look, |I've got certain

i nformati on, certain things have

come to light, and uh, has it ever
occurred to you, man, that given the
nature of all this new shit, that,

uh, instead of running around bl am ng
me, that this whole thing m ght just
be, not, you know, not just such a

sinpl e, but uh--you know?

LEBOWSKI
What in God's holy nanme are you
bl at heri ng about ?



DUDE
I"lI'l tell you what |'m bl at hering
about! | got information--new shit
has cone to |light and--shit, man
She ki dnapped hersel f!

Lebowski stares at him dunmbstruck. The Dude is encouraged.

DUDE
Well sure, look at it! Young trophy
wife, | nean, in the parlance of our

times, owes noney all over town,

i ncludi ng to known pornographers--
and that's cool, that's cool -- but
I' m sayi ng, she needs noney, and of
course they're gonna say they didn't
get it 'cause she wants nore, man

she's gotta feed the nmonkey, | nean--
hasn't that ever occurred to you...?
Sir?

LEBOWSKI

(quietly)

No. No M. Lebowski, that had not
occurred to ne.

BRANDT

That had not occurred to us, Dude.
DUDE

Well, okay, you're not privy to all

the new shit, so uh, you know, but
that's what you pay ne for. Speaking
of which, would it be possible for
me to get my twenty grand in cash?
I gotta check this with my accountant
of course, but ny concern is that,
you know, it could bunp ne into a

hi gher tax--
LEBOWEKI

Brandt, give himthe envel ope.
DUDE

Vel |, okay, if you' ve already made

out the check. Brandt is handing
hima letter-sized envel ope which is
di stended by sonet hi ng i nside.

BRANDT
We received it this norning.

The Dude, frowning, untucks its flap, takes out sone cotton
waddi ng and unrolls it.

LEBOWSK



Since you have failed to achieve,
even in the nodest task that was
your charge, since you have stolen
ny noney, and since you have
unrepentantly betrayed ny trust.

The waddi ng, undone, reveals a smaller wad of gauze taped up
i nside. The Dude undoes the tape with his fingernails and
starts to unroll the inner package.

LEBOWEK]
I have no choice but to tell these
buns that they should do whatever is
necessary to recover their noney
fromyou, Jeffrey Lebowski. And
with Brandt as ny witness, tell you
this: Any further harmvisited upon
Bunny, shall be visited tenfold upon
your head.

Bet ween t hunb and forefinger the Dude holds up the contents
of the package--a little toe, with enmerald green nail polish

LEBOWSK
...By God sir. | will not abide
anot her toe.

COFFEE SHOP

The Dude and Walter sit at the counter, both staring off
into space, both absently stirring their coffee with little
clinking noi ses.

AFTER A LONG BEAT:

WALTER
That wasn't her toe.

DUDE
Whose toe was it, Walter?

WALTER
How t he fuck should I know? | do
know t hat not hi ng about it indicates--

DUDE
The nail polish, Valter.

WALTER
Fine, Dude. As if it's inpossible
to get sone nail polish, apply it to
soneone else's toe--

DUDE
Soneone el se's--where the fuck are
t hey gonna- -



VWALTER
You want a toe? | can get you a
toe, believe ne. There are ways,
Dude. You don't wanna know about
it, believe ne.

DUDE
But Walter--

VWALTER
"Il get you a toe by this
afternoon--with nail polish. These
fucki ng amat eurs. They send us a

toe, we're supposed to shit our-
selves with fear. Jesus Christ. My

point is--

DUDE
They' re gonna kill her, Walter, and
then they're gonna kill ne--

WALTER

Well that's just, that's the stress
tal king, Dude. So far we have what
| ooks to ne |ike a series of
victimess crines--

DUDE
What about the toe?

WALTER
FORGET ABOUT THE FUCKI NG TOE

A waitress enters.

WAl TRESS
Coul d you pl ease keep your voices
down--this is a fanmly restaurant.

WALTER
Oh, please dear! |'ve got news for
you: the Supreme Court has roundly
rejected prior restraint!

DUDE
Vlter, this isn't a First Amendnent
t hi ng.

WAl TRESS

Sir, if you don't calmdown |'m going
to have to ask you to | eave.

WALTER
Lady, | got buddi es who died face-
down in the nuck so you and | could



enjoy this famly restaurant!

THE DUDE GETS UP

DUDE
Al right, I"'mleaving. |'msorry
ma' am

WALTER

Don't run away fromthis, Dude
Goddamit, this affects all of us!

The Dude has left frame; Walter calls after him

WALTER
Qur basic freedons!

He | ooks defiantly around.

WALTER
I'"mstaying. Finishing my coffee.

He stirs the coffee, bopping his head in tine to the Mizak
af fecti ng nonchal ance.

VWALTER
Fi ni shing ny coffee.

DUDE' S BATHROOM
A dri ppi ng noi se.

The Dude sits in the bathtub, staring stuporously, a joint
pi nched in one hand, a washcl oth draped over his head.

We hear the phone ringing in the other roam

The Dude is staring at his toes, which protrude fromthe
soapy water, splayed against the far side of the tub.

After the Dude's outgoing nessage we hear:

VO CE THROUGH MACHI NE
M. Lebowski, this is Duty O ficer
Rol vaag of the L.A P.D.

The Dude | ooks stuporously up, his head swayi ng.

VO CE THROUGH MACHI NE
W' ve recovered your vehicle. It
can be clainmed at the North Hol | ywood
Auto Circus there on Victory.

DUDE
Far out. Far fuckin' out.



MESSAGE
You'll just need to present a--

The nmessage is interrupted by |oud smashi ng sounds, as of
someone applying a baseball bat to the answering machi ne.

DUDE
Hunh?

He | ooks blearily at the open doorway.

A tall nman dressed in black |leather with a cricket paddle is
striding across the |living roomtowards the bathroom

DUDE
Hey! This is a private residence,
man!

The man has entered the bathroomand, in stride, swings the
cricket paddle up to smash the overhead light. Two other
nmen are entering behind him

The roomis dark now except for spill fromthe living room
the nmen are backlit shapes.

One of themholds a string at the other end of which a small
animal skitters excitedly about the floor.

The Dude | ooks curiously at the small, nattering ani nmal

DUDE
Ni ce nmar not .

The man with the string scoops up the marnot and tosses it,
screamng, into the bathtub

The Dude screans.

The marnot splashes frantically, biting at the Dude in a
frenzy of fearful aggression.

FI RST MAN
Vee vant zat noney, Lebowski.

The Dude, screaming, grabs the lip of the tub and starts to
hoi st hinself up but the first man lays a palmon top of his
head and squi shes himback into the water.

SECOND MAN
You think veer kidding und maki ng
mt de funny stuff?

TH RD MAN
Vee coul d do things you only dreaned
of , Lebowski .



SECOND MAN
Ja, vee could really do it, Lebowski.
Vee belief in nossing.

He scoops the marnot out of the water. It shakes itself
of f, spraying the Dude.

DUDE
Jesus!

Dl ETER
Vee belief in nossing, Lebowski!
NCSSI NG !

The marnot, back on the floor, is skittering around, shaking
itself and convulsing in little sneezes.

DUDE
Jesus Chri st!

FI RST MAN
Tonorrow vee cone back und cut off
your chonson.

DUDE
Excuse nme?

FI RST MAN
I SAY VEE CUT OFF YOUR CHONSON!

The three nmen turn to | eave. Over their retreating backs:

SECOND MAN
Just sink about zat, Lebowski.

FI RST MAN
Ja, your viggly penis, Lebowski.

SECOND MAN
Ja, und maybe vee stanp on it und
skvush it, Lebowski!

NORTH HOLLYWOOD AUTO Cl RCUS

A policeman with a clipboard is |eading the Dude through a
| arge parking |ot.

POLI CEMAN
You're |lucky she wasn't chopped, M.
Lebowski. Mist've been a joyride
situation; they abandoned the car
once they hit the retaining wall.

They have reached the Dude's car. The driver's side
exterior has been scraped raw. The policenman hands the Dude
a door handle and an exterior rear-view mrror.



POLI CEMAN
These were on the road next to the
car. You'll have to get in on the
ot her side.

The Dude clinbs in the passenger side.

DUDE
My fucking briefcase! |It's not here!
POLI CEMAN
Yeah, sorry, | saw that on the report.
You're lucky they left the tape deck
t hough.
DUDE

My fucking briefcase! Jesus--what's
that snell?

POLI CEMAN
Uh, yeah. Probably a vagrant, slept
inthe car. O perhaps just used it
as a toilet, and noved on.

The Dude tries to roll down the driver's wi ndow but it wll
not go; he bellows through the gl ass:

DUDE
Wien will you find these guys? |
mean, do you have any prom sing | eads?

The policeman | aughs, agreeing broadly.

POLI CEMAN
Leads, yeah. 1'Ill just check with
the boys down at the Crine Lab.
They' ve assigned four nore detectives
to the case, got us working in shifts.

The Dude | ooks sadly through his w ndow at the policeman
rocki ng back on his heels, his raucous |aughter nuffled by
t he gl ass.

BOALI NG ALLEY BAR

The Dude, Walter and Donny sit at the bar, the Dude with a
White Russian, Walter with a beer, and Donny eating beer
nuts.

DONNY
And then they're gonna stanp on it?!

WALTER
Oh for Christ--will you shut the
fuck up, Donny.



DUDE
| figure ny only hope is that the
bi g Lebowski kills nme before the
Germans can cut ny dick off.

WALTER
Now that is ridiculous, Dude. No
one is going to cut your dick off.

DUDE
Thanks Wl ter.

WALTER
Not if | have anything to say about
it.

DUDE

(bitterly)
Yeah, thanks Walter. That gives ne
a very secure feeling.

WALTER
Dude- -

DUDE
That makes me feel all warm i nside.

WALTER
Now Dude- -

DUDE
This whol e fucking thing--1 could
be sitting here with just pee-stains
on my rug.

Wal ter sadly shakes his head.

VWALTER
Fucki ng Germans. Not hi ng changes.
Fucki ng Nazi s.

DONNY
They were Nazis, Dude?

WALTER
Comre on, Donny, they were threatening
castration!

DONNY
Uh- huh.

WALTER
Are you gonna split hairs?

DONNY



No- -

WALTER
Am | wrong?

DONNY
vell - -

DUDE
They're nihilists.

VWALTER
Huh?

DUDE
They kept saying they believe in
not hi ng.

WALTER

Ni hilists! Jesus.
Val t er | ooks haunt ed.

Say what you like about the tenets of National Socialism
Dude, at least it's an ethos.

DUDE
Yeah.

WALTER
And let's also not forget--let's not
forget, Dude--that keeping wildlife,
an anphi bi ous rodent, for uh,
donestic, you know, within the city--
that isn't |legal either.

DUDE
What ' re you, a fucking park ranger
now?
WALTER
No, |'m-
DUDE
Who gives a shit about the fucking
mar not !
WALTER
--We're synpat hi zing here, Dude--
DUDE
Fuck your synpathy! | don't need
your synpathy, man, | need ny fucking

Johnson!

DONNY



What do you need that for, Dude?

WALTER
You gotta buck up, man, you can't go
into the tournanment with this negative
attitude--

DUDE
Fuck the tournanent! Fuck you
VWl ter!

There is a noment of stunned sil ence.

WALTER
Fuck the tournament ?!

SAD; QUI ET:
WALTER
Ckay Dude. | can see you don't want
to be cheered up. C non Donny, let's
go get a | ane.

They | eave the Dude sitting norosely at the bar. As he stares

DOMWN | NTO H' S EMPTY GLASS:

DUDE

Anot her Caucasi an, Gary.
VA CE

Ri ght, Dude.

STI LL STARI NG DOMN AT THE BAR:

DUDE
Friends |ike these, huh Gary.

GARY
That's right, Dude.

The pop song on the jukebox has ended; soneone puts on
"Tunbl i ng Tunbl eweeds. "

A man saunters up to the bar to take the stool that Valter
vacated. He is niddle-aged, am able, craggily handsone--Sam
Elliot, perhaps. He has a | arge Western-style mustache and
wears denins, a yoked shirt and a cowboy hat.

TO THE BARTENDER

VAN
D ya have a good sarsaparilla?

We recogni ze the voice of The Stranger whose narrati on opened
t he novi e.



BARTENDER
Sioux City Sarsaparilla.

The Stranger nods.

THE STRANGER
That's a good one.

Waiting for his drink, he | ooks amably around the bar. His
crinkled eyes settle on the Dude.

THE STRANGER
How ya doin' there, Dude?

The Dude, still staring down at his drink, shakes his head.

DUDE
Ahh, not so good, man

THE STRANGER
One a those days, huh. Wal, a w ser
fella than m self once said, sonetines
you eat the bar and sonetines the
bar, wal, he eats you

DUDE
(absently)
Uh- huh. That sonme ki nd of Eastern

t hi ng?

THE STRANGER
Far fromit.

DUDE
Mm

The bartender puts a brown bottle and a frosted gl ass on the
bar in front of The Stranger, who touches his hat brim

THE STRANGER
Much obl i ged.

He | ooks back at the Dude.

THE STRANCER
I like your style, Dude.

THE DUDE LOOKS UP, ABSENTLY:

DUDE
Vll | like your style too, nan
Got a whol e cowboy thing goin'.

THE STRANGER
Thankie. . . Just one thing, Dude.



D ya have to use s' nany cuss words?

The Dude | ooks at The Stranger as if just now noticing how
out of place the cowpoke is.

DUDE
The fuck are you tal king about ?

The Stranger chuckl es indul gently and pushes off fromthe
bar .

THE STRANGER
Ckay, have it your way.

He brushes his hat brimwth a fingertip.

THE STRANGER
Take it easy, Dude.

DUDE
Yeah. Thanks nan.

He is gone. "Tunbling Tunbl eweeds” is ending as we hear an
of fscreen voice, breaking the spell:

VA CE
Dude! Dude!

THE DUDE LOCKS:

Tony, the unforned lino driver, is at the door of the bar,
beckoni ng.

MAUDE' S LOFT

She strides toward us, naked under a robe which she is just
cinching shut. Paint flecks her skin.

MAUDE
Jeffrey, you haven't gone to the
doct or.

DUDE
No it's fine, really, uh--

MAUDE
Do you have any news regardi ng ny
father's noney?

DUDE
I, uh... noney, yeah, | gotta
respecfully, 69 you know, tender ny
resignation on that matter, 'cause
it looks like your nother really was
ki dnapped after all.



MAUDE
She nost certainly was not!

DUDE
Hey man, why don't you fucking listen
occasional ly? You might learn
somet hing. Now I got--

MAUDE

And pl ease don't call her my nother.
DUDE

Now | got - -
MAUDE

She is nost definitely the perpetrator
and not the victim

DUDE
I"'mtelling you, |I got definitive
evi dence- -

MAUDE
From who?

DUDE
The main guy, Dieter--

MAUDE
Di eter Hauff?

DUDE
Vel | --yeah, | guess--

MAUDE
Her "co-star" in the beaver picture?

DUDE
Beaver? You nean vagi na?--1 nmean,
you know hi n

MAUDE
Di eter has been on the fringes of--
well, of everything in L. A, for

about twenty years. Look at ny LFP s.
Under ' Aut obahn.'

The Dude fingers through the al buns filling one bookshel f.
MAUDE
That was his group--they rel eased
one albumin the m d-seventies.

The Dude stops between two al buns.

DUDE



Roy Orbison. . . Pink Floyd.

MAUDE
Huh? Autobahn. A-u-t-o. Their
music is a sort of--ugh--techno-pop

The Dude pulls out an albumwith a worn sleeve. On it is
the group's name, Autobahn, the al bum nane, Nagel bett, and a
pi cture

OF THREE YOUNG GERVANS, THEI R FOREHEADS LOOM NG BELOW
SLI CKED-

back hair, gazing upward in thin-lipped epi phany. They are
wearing severe but nmodishly retro suits. Each has his nane
under his picture--Dieter, Kieffer; and Franz. A bed of
nails is the only set dressing on the cyc.

DUDE
Jeez. | mss vinyl.

MAUDE
Is he pretending to be the abductor?

DUDE
Vell...yeah--

MAUDE
Look, Jeffrey, you don't really
ki dnap sonmeone that you're acquai nted
with. You can't get away with it if
t he hostage knows who you are.

DUDE
Wel | yeah...l know that.
MAUDE
So Di eter has the noney?
DUDE
Well, no, not exactly. It's a

conplicated case, Maude. Lotta ins.
Lotta outs. And a lotta strands to
keep in ny head, man. Lotta strands
in old Duder's--

MAUDE
Do you still have that doctor's
nunber ?

DUDE
Huh? No, really, | don't even have

t he bruise any nore, |I--

She is scribbling.



MAUDE

Pl ease Jeffrey. | don't want to be
responsi ble for any del ayed after-
ef fects.

DUDE

Del ayed after-eff--

MAUDE
I want you to see himimrediately.

She is picking up a tel ephone.

MAUDE
I'Il see if he's available. He's a
good man, and thorough

CLOSE SHOT  THE DUDE

His eyes are closed, a headset on, his shirt off. Leaking
tinnily through the headset we hear the opening bars of
"Comn'" Up Around the Bend."

Behind him cropped so that we see only a little of his torso,
a white-snocked figure taps at the Dude's back. After a
nonent the figure circles to one side, out of frame. His
hand reaches in to pull one armof the headset away fromthe
Dude's ear, and as he does so the nusic issues nore strongly.

VO CE
Coul d you slide your shorts down
pl ease, M. Lebowski?

The Dude's eyes open.

DUDE
Huh? No, she, she hit ne right here.

VA CE

I understand sir. Could you slide

your shorts down pl ease?
DUDE' S CAR
The Dude is driving hone. A Creedence tape plays. The Dude
is sucking down a joint. He glances at the rear-view nmrror--
and, noticing sonething, |ooks again.
H S POV
A Vol kswagon bug is following, a |lone fat man dri ving.

THE DUDE

His eyes still on the mirror, he absently takes the joint
between thunb and forefinger of his right hand and flicks it



out the driver's w ndow -except that the wi ndow is not open
The butt bounces off the glass and around the car, showering
spar ks.

DUDE' S CROTCH

The glowing butt rolls down the car seat between his |egs.
The Dude screans.

THE STREET

The car careens wildly as the surrounding traffic veers off
to, make way, horns blaring. The car finally spins and cones
torest with its passenger side wapped into a tel ephone
pol I .

I NSI DE THE CAR

The Dude frantically grabs at his door, which won't open,
and then slides over to push at the passenger door, which
al so won't open

DUDE
Fuck Me.

But he is sitting on the passenger side now, away from
the Iit butt. He |looks around for it.

Smoke is wisping up frombetween the Driver's seat cushion
and back cushi on.

DUDE
Fuckol a, man.

He takes his beer and pours it in between the cushi ons.
There is a hissing sound. But there is a piece of paper
sticking out from between the cushions.

The Dude pulls it out.

It is lined spiral notebook paper, slightly singed and

dri ppi ng beer, covered with handwiting. In the upper right-
hand corner is the nane Lawence Sellers, and under that,
Ms. Janmtoss 5th Period. The thene is titled "The Loui si ana
Purchase.” Inred ink is a large circled D and somne
handwitten margi nal comrents; misspelled words are circled
in red throughout.

CRANE JACKSON' S FOUNTAI N STREET THEATER
We are behind Walter, the Dude, and Donny, facing the stage
in the background where Allan, the Dude's bal ding |andl ord,

is performng a dance noder ne.

As Walter talks to the Dude he leans in to him his voice
hushed, so as not to disturb the rest of the very sparse



audi ence.

WALTER
He lives in North Hollywod on
Radf ord, near the |n-and-Qut Burger--

DUDE
The | n-and-Qut Burger is on Canrose.

WALTER
Near the |n-and-CQut Burger--

DONNY
Those are good burgers, Walter

WALTER
Shut the fuck up, Donny. This kid
is in the ninth grade, Dude, and his
father is--are you ready for this?--
Arthur Digby Sellers.

DUDE

Who the fuck is that?
WALTER

Huh?
DUDE

Who the fuck is Arthur Digby Sellers?

VWALTER
Who the f--have you ever heard of a
little show call ed Branded, Dude?

DUDE
Yeah.
WALTER
Al but one man died? There at Bitter
Creek?
DUDE
Yeah yeah, | know the fucki ng show

VWal ter, so what?

WALTER
Fucking Arthur Digby Sellers wote
156 epi sodes, Dude.

DUDE
Uh- huh.

WALTER
The bul k of the series.

DUDE



Uh- huh.

WALTER
Not exactly a |ightweight.
DUDE
No.
WALTER
And yet his son is a fucking dunce.
DUDE
Uh.
WALTER

Yeah, go figure. Well we'll go out
there after the, uh, the.

He waves a hand vaguely toward the stage.

VWALTER
What have you. We'll, uh--
DONNY
W' Il be near the In-and-Qut Burger.
VWALTER
Shut the fuck up, Donny. We'Ill, uh,
brace the kid--he'll be a pushover
W'l | get that fucking noney, if he
hasn't spent it already. MIlion
fucking clans. And yes, we'll be

near the, uh--sone burgers, some
beers, a few | aughs. Qur fucking
troubl es are over, Dude.

RESI DENTI AL AREA

The Dude and Walter are pulling up in front of a dil apidated
house sitting on a scrubby lot. Parked incongruously in
front of the house is a brand new red Corvette.

DUDE
Fuck me, man! That kid' s already
spent all the noney!

WALTER
Hardly Dude, a new 'vette? The kid's
still got, oh, 96 to 97 thousand,

dependi ng on the options. Wit in
the car, Donny.

THE FRONT DOCR

Walter rings the bell. It is opened by a matronly Spani sh
wonan.



WOVAN
Jace?

WALTER
Hello, Pilar? M name is Walter
Sobchak, we spoke on the phone, this
is nmy associate Jeffrey Lebowski .

VWOVAN
Jace.

WALTER
May we uh, we wanted to tal k about
little Larry. May we conme in?

WOVAN
Jace.

They enter a dimliving roomand stand, |ooking about, as
Pilar

CALLS UP THE STAI RS

Pl LAR
Larry! Sweetie! Dat mang is here!l

There is a rhythmi ¢ conpressor sound; Walter places it and
nudges the Dude. At the other end of the living rooma man
lies on sonething that |ooks like a hospital gurney with its
nm dsecti on encl osed by a notorized stainl ess-steel bubble.

It is aniron lung, artificially breathing with distinct

hi sses in and out.

WALTER
That's him Dude.

VI VA VOCE
And a good day to you, sir.

Pl LAR
See down, pl ease.

WALTER
Thank you, ma'am

He and the Dude sit on a sagging green sofa. In a | owered
voice, to Pilar

WALTER
Does he, uh. . . Is he still witing?

Pl LAR
No, no. He has healt' problens.

WALTER



Uh- huh.
HE BELLOWAS ACROSS THE ROOM

WALTER
I just want to say, sir, that we're
bot h enor nous--on a personal |evel
Branded, especially the early
epi sodes, has been a source of, uh
inspir---

There are footsteps on the stairs. Larry, a fifteen-year-
ol d, | ooks at the two nen

Pl LAR
See down, Sweetie. These are the
pol i ceman- -

WALTER

No ma'am | didn't nean to give the

i npression that we're police exactly.
We're hoping that it will not be
necessary to call the police.

He adopts his comand voice in turning to Larry:
WALTER
But that is up to little Larry here.

Isn't it, Larry?

Walter pops the latches on his attache case and takes out
the homework, which is nowin a ziploc bag. He holds it out
at arms length, displaying it to Larry.

WALTER
Is this your honmework, Larry?

Larry does not respond.

WALTER

I's this your honmework, Larry?
DUDE

Look, man, did you--
WALTER

Dude, please!. . . |Is this your

hormewor k, Larry?
DUDE
Just ask himif he--ask hi m about
the car, nan!
Walter is still holding out the homework.

WALTER



Is this yours, Larry? |Is this your
honmewor k, Larry?

DUDE
Is the car out front yours?

VWALTER
Is this your honework, Larry?

DUDE
We know it's his fucking honmework
VWalter! \Were's the fucking noney,
you little brat?

Throughout Walter has been staring at Larry with the homework
ext ended towards him

VWALTER
Look, Larry. . . Have you ever heard
of Vi et nanf?

DUDE

Oh, for Christ's sake, Walter!

VWALTER
You're going to enter a world of
pain, son. W know that this is
your honmework. We know you stole a
car - -

DUDE
And the fucking noney!

WALTER
And t he fucking noney. And we know
that this is your honmework, Larry.

No answer.

WALTER
You' re gonna KILL your FATHER, Larry!.

FI NALLY, | N DI SGUST:

WALTER
Ah, this is pointless.

As he shoves the homework back in the attache case:

WALTER
Al right, Plan B. You m ght want
to watch out the front w ndow there,
Larry.

He is heading for the door. The Dude, puzzled, rises to
foll ow him



VWALTER
This is what happens when you FUCK a
STRANGER in the ASS, Larry.

OUTSI DE

Walter is striding down the lawn with his attache case like
an enraged encycl opedi a sal esnman. W thout | ooking back at,
the Dude, who foll ows:

VWALTER
Fucki ng | anguage probl em Dude.

He pops the Dude's trunk, flings in the briefcase and takes
out a tire iron.

VWALTER
Maybe he'll understand this.

He is wal king over to the Corvette.

WALTER
YOU SEE WHAT HAPPENS, LARRY!

CRASH He swings the crowbar into the wi ndshield, which
shatters.

WALTER
YOU SEE VWHAT HAPPENS?!

CRASH! He takes out the driver's w ndow.
WALTER
TH S 1 S WHAT HAPPENS WHEN YOU FUCK A
STRANGER | N THE ASS!

Li ghts are going on in houses down the street. Distant dogs
bar k.

WALTER
HERE' S WHAT HAPPENS, LARRY!
CRASH!
WALTER
HERE' S WHAT HAPPENS! FUCK A STRANGER
IN THE ASS!
CRASH!

A man in a sleeveless T-shirt and boxer shorts has run over
behi nd Wal ter and grabbed hi mfrom behind on a backsw ng of
t he crowbar.

MAN



VHAT THE FUCK JOO DO NG, MANG?!
He westles the crowbar away fromthe startled Walter.

MAN
I JUS' BAWDEEZ FUCKEEN CAR LASS WEEK!

Walter cringes before the enraged Mexican.

WALTER
Hunh?

The man | ooks about, wildly.
MAN
I KILL JOO, MANG I--1 KILL JOR
FUCKEEN CAR!

He runs over to the Dude's car.

DUDE
No!  No! NO THAT'S NOT--

CRASH  CRASH!

MAN
I FUCKEEN KI LL JOR FUCKEEN CAR!

CRASH!

MAN
I KILL JOR FUCKEEN CAR!

| NSI DE THE CAR
G ass rains in on a terrified, cringing, Donny.

MAN
I KILL JOR FUCKEEN CAR!

ON A DEAFENI NG
CRASH VEE CUT TO

THE DUDE' S CAR

We are | ooking into the car through the broken wi ndshield as
it rattles down the freeway. Wnd whistles through the caved-
in w ndows.

The Dude drives, his jaw clenched, staring grimy out at the

road. Walter, beside him and Donny in the back seat, nunch
"on I n-and-Qut Burgers.

Creedence nusic plays above the bluster of w nd.



DUDE' S BUNGALOW

As the Dude tal ks on the phone he is hanmering a two-by-four
into the floor just inside, and parallel to, the front door.

DUDE
| accept your apology. . . No I, |
just want to handle it nyself from
now on. . . No. That has nothing to
dowthit. . . .Yes, it made it
horme, I"'mcalling fromhome. No,
Walter, it didn't ook like Larry
was about to crack.

He finishes hamering, rises and grabs a strai ghtbacked chair
t hat stands near by.

DUDE
Well that's your perception. . .
VWell you're right, Walter, and the
unspoken Message is FUCK YOU AND
LEAVE ME THE FUCK ALONE. . . Yeabh,
I'"I'l be at practice.

He hangs up and has just finished sliding the chair into
place with its top under the doorknob and its | egs braced
agai nst the two-by-four, thus wedgi ng the door closed, when
the door is opened--outwards. The chair clatters to the

fl oor.

DUDE
Huh?

Wo and the blond man who earlier peed on the rug stride in,
ki cking the chair away.

W00
Pin your diapers on, Lebowski. Jackie
Treehorn wants to see you

BLOND MAN
And we know whi ch Lebowski you are,
Lebowski .

W00
Yeah. Jackie Treehorn wants to talk
to the deadbeat Lebowski .

BLOND MAN
You're not dealing with norons here.
BLACKNESS
Qut of the bl ackness sonething is falling toward us. It is

a worman, falling in slow notion, her linbs flailing, her
nmouth contorted by either fear or ecstasy. She is topless.



She falls past the canera, |eaving bl ackness, then after a
beat reappears, rising into the night sky.

MALI BU BEACH

A crowd of nostly tanned mniddl e-aged nen with bl owdried
hair, wearing jogging outfits and other expensively casual
attire, are blanket-tossing the squealing young wonman in
ni ght mari sh sl ow noti on

W DER

It is a party, lit by festive beach |lights and standi ng
kerosene heaters. 1960's mmi nstreamjazz, of the Mancini-
Brubeck school, has been piped down to speakers on the beach'

In I ong shot now the worman rises, squealing, disappears
i nto darkness, descends into light, rises again.

A man wal ks towards the canera through the pools of beach
light. He is handsone, fiftyish, wearing cotton twill pants
and a Turnbull & Asher shirt with a foulard knotted at the
neck. Behind him the wonan rises and falls, appears and

di sappears.

VAN
Hel | o Dude, thanks for coming. [|I'm
Jacki e Treehorn

| NSI DE THE BEACH HOUSE
The Dude is | ooking around at the '60's nodern decor

DUDE
This is quite a pad you got here,
man. Conpl etely unspoil ed.

TREEHORN
What ' s your drink, Dude?

DUDE
White Russian, thanks. How s the
smut busi ness, Jackie?

TREEHORN
| wouldn't know, Dude. | deal in
publ i shing, entertainnent, political
advocacy, and--

DUDE
Whi ch one was Logjamrn' ?

TREEHORN
Regrettably, it's true, standards
have fallen in adult entertai nnent.
It's video, Dude. Now that we're



conpeting with the amateurs, we can't
afford to invest that little extra
in story, production value, feeling.

He taps his forehead with one finger.

TREEHORN
Peopl e forget that the brain is the
bi ggest erogenous zone- -

DUDE
On you, maybe.

He hands hi mthe drink.

TREEHORN
O course, you do get the good with
the bad. The new technol ogy permts
us to do exciting things with
interactive erotic software. Wave
of the future, Dude. 100% el ectronic.

DUDE
Uh-huh.  Well, | still jerk off
manual | y.

TREEHORN
O course you do. | can see you're

anxious for me to get to the point.
Wl | Dude, here it is. \Were's Bunny?

DUDE
I thought you m ght know, man.

TREEHORN
Me? How would I know? The only
reason she ran off was to get away
fromher rather sizable debt to ne.

DUDE
But she hasn't run off, she's been--

Treehorn waves this off.

TREEHORN
I've heard the kidnapping story, so
save it. | know you're mxed up in

all this, Dude, and | don't care
what you're trying to take off her
husband. That's your business. All
I"'msaying is, | want mine.

DUDE
Yeah, well, right man, there are
many facets to this, uh, you know,
many interested parties. |If | can



find your noney, man-- what's in it
for the Dude?

TREEHORN
O course, there's that to discuss.
Refill?
DUDE
Does the Pope shit in the woods?
TREEHORN
Let's say a 10% finder's fee?
DUDE
Ckay, Jackie, done. | like the way

you do business. Your noney is being
held by a kid nanmed Larry Sell ers.

He lives in North Hollywood, on

Radf ord, near the |In-and-CQut Burger
A real fuckin' brat, but |'msure
your goons'l| be able to get it off
him mean he's only fifteen and he's
flunking social studies. So if you'l
just wite ne a check for ny ten per
cent. . . of half a mllion

fifty grand.

He is getting to his feet, but sways woozily.

DUDE
I"ll go out and mingle.--Jesus, you
m x a hell of a Caucasi an, Jacki e.

The Dude shakes his head, tries to focus.

TREEHORN
A fifteen-year-old? |Is this your
i dea of a joke?

Jackie Treehorn's image starts to swm He is joined on
either side by Wo and the blond man, all three nen | ooking
grimy down at the Dude.

DUDE
No funny stuff, Jackie. . . the kid's
got it. Hyya, fellas. . . kid just
wanted a car. All the Dude ever
wanted. . . was his rug back
not greedy. . . it really.

He squints at Jackie Treehorn, who swins in and out of focus.
Ti ed the room toget her.

He tips forward, spilling his drink off the table.

FROM UNDER THE GLASS COFFEE TABLE



Looking up at the Dude as his face hits the glass and
squi shes.

FAST FADE OUT
BLACK
THE STRANGER S VO CE

Dar kness war shed over the Dude--

darker'n a black steer's tookus on a

nmoonl ess prairie night. There was

no bottom
We hear a thundering bass.
SCRATCHY WHI TE TI TLE CARD
JACKI E TREEHORN PRESENTS
ANOTHER TI TLE CARD
THE DUDE
AND
MAUDE LEBOWSKI
I N
THI RD Tl TLE CARD:
GUTTERBALLS
The title logo is a suggestively upright bowing pin flanked
by a pair of bowing balls. The bendi ng bass sound turns
into the lead-in to Kenny Rogers and the First Edition's
"Just Dropped In."
The Dude is wal king down a long corridor dressed as a cable
repai rman. The Dude's face is washed with a brilliant |ight
as the corridor opens onto a gleam ng bowing alley.
In the center of the alley stands Maude Lebowski, singing
operatic harnmony to the Kenny Rogers song. She wears an
arnored breastplate and Norse headgear, has braided pigtails,

and holds a trident.

The Dude stands behind her and, pressed up agai nst her, helps
her with her followthrough as she rel eases a bowing ball.

The lane is straddled by a line of chorines in spangly mni-
skirts, their arns akinbo, Busby-Berkley style, their |egs
turning the lane into a tunnel leading to the pins at the
end.



But it is no longer a bowing ball rolling between their

| egs--it is the Dude hinself, levitating i nches off the |ane,
the tools fromhis utility belt swinging free. He is face
down, his arns, torpedolike, pressed agai nst his sides.

Hi s point of view shows the |ane rushing by below, the little
bal | - gui de arrows zi ppi ng by.

The Dude twi sts his body around, performng a barrel-roll so
that he is now gliding along the | ane face-up

Now his point of view |l ooks up the dresses of the passing
chori nes.

The Dude smiles dreanily and does a backstroke notion so
that he is once again gliding face-down. He |ooks forward
and his forward nonentum bl ows back his hair.

Coming at us, as we go through the last few pairs of Iegs,
are the approaching pins. W hit the pins, scattering them
and rush on into bl ack.

A body drops down into the blackness in slow notion--a topless
wonan, squeal ing, her |egs kicking.

As she drops out of frame, |eaving blackness again, three
nen are entering fromthe background, enmerging into a poo
of light. It is the Germans, advanci ng om nously, w el ding
oversi zed shears which they nenacingly scissor.

The Dude, now standing in a field of black, reacts to the
advanci ng Germans. He turns and runs, fists punping.

The scissoring sound of the shears turns into the whoosh of
car-bys. The field of black is punctured by headlights.
The Dude is running blearily down the mddle of the Pacific
Coast Highway. Cars rush by on either side, horns blaring.

Wth the BLOO VWHUP of a short siren blast, a squad car with
flashing gunballs pulls up

SQUAD CAR

The Dude sits in the back seat, his head lolling with the
notion of the car as he blearily sings the thenme of Branded:

DUDE
He was innocent. Not a charge was
true. And they say he ran awaaaaaay.
CH EF' S OFFI CE

The Dude is hurled against the chief's desk, which he bounces
off of, to cone to rest nore or |less seated in a facing chair.

Hs wall et is tossed onto the desk.



The chief leans forward, takes the wallet and sorts through
it with disgusted incredulity.

CHI EF
This is your only 1.D.?

He is | ooking at the Ral ph's Shopper's dub card.

DUDE
I know ny rights.
CHI EF
You don't know shit, Lebowski.
DUDE
I want a fucking | awer, man. |
want Bill Kunstler.
CH EF

VWhat are you, some kind of sad-assed
refugee fromthe fucking sixties?

DUDE
Uh- huh.

CHI EF
M. Treehorn tells us that he had to
ej ect you from his garden party,
that you were drunk and abusi ve.

DUDE
That guy treats wonen |ike objects,
man.

CH EF
M. Treehorn draws a lot of water in
this town, Lebowski. You don't draw

shit. W got a nice quiet beach
conmunity here, and | aimto keep it
nice and quiet. So let nme nake
sonething plain. | don't like you
sucki ng around bot hering our citizens,
Lebowski. | don't |ike your jerk-

off name, | don't like your jerk-off
face, | don't like your jerk- off
behavior, and | don't like you, jerk-
off --do I nmake nyself clear?

The Dude st ares.

DUDE
I"msorry, | wasn't |istening.

The Chief hurls his steaning nmug of coffee at the Dude. It
hits himin the forehead with a thud, the scal ding coffee



spl ashi ng everywhere.
The Chief is already up off his chair, rounding the desk

DUDE
--OM  Fucking fascist!

The Chief slaps himtw ce.

CH EF
Stay out of Malibu, Lebowski!

He kicks the chair out from under the Dude, and then starts
ki cking at him

CHI EF
Stay out of Malibu, deadbeat! Keep
your ugly fucking gol dbricking ass
out of ny beach conmunity!

CAB

The Dude, in the back seat of a taxicab that rocks and squeaks
with every bunp, is gingerly touching at sore spots on his
face and scal p.

"Peaceful Easy Feeling" is on the radio.

DUDE' S POV

The back of the driver, a large black man with rasta dreds
under a knit cap.

DUDE
Jesus, nman, can you change the
station?

DRI VER

Fuck you man! You don't like ny
fucking music, get your own fucking

cab!
DUDE
I'"ve had a--
DRI VER
I pull over and kick your ass out,
man!
DUDE

--had a rough night, and | hate the
fucki ng Eagl es, nan--

DRI VER
That's it! Qutta this fucking cab



THE STREET

The cab screeches over towards the curb. Another car,
oncoming, its radio blaring Metallica, speeds by.

| NSI DE THE OTHER CAR

It is a red convertible. The driver, singing |loudly and
badly along with the radio, her hair blowing in the wind, a
dreany smle on her face as she speeds al ong, higher than a
kite, is Bunny Lebowski .

THE FOOTWELL

On the accelerator her right foot, in an open-toed bright
red hi gh-heel ed shoe, has five painted toes.

When she downshifts her left foot enters to engage the clutch.
Fi ve nore toes.
DUDE' S BUNGALOW

The Dude staggers in the open front door, one hand pressed
to a lunp on his forehead, and | ooks around.

DUDE
Jesus.

The place is a weck. Furniture has been overturned,
uphol stery sl ashed, drawers dunped.

Qui et .

The door to the bedroom starts to creak open.

The Dude cri nges.

Maude energes fromthe bedroom She is wearing a bathrobe.

MAUDE
Jeffrey.

DUDE
Maude?

She pulls open the bat hrobe as she approaches.

MAUDE
Love ne.

The Dude is stupefi ed.

DUDE
That's ny robe.



THOOVP!  ON THE
EMBRACE VWE CUT TO

BLACK

After a beat, a long sigh, and then a voice fromthe
bl ackness:

MAUDE
Tell me a little about yourself,
Jeffrey.

DUDE
Well, uh. . . Not nuch to tell.

A match is dragged across a headboard; the Dude is lighting
hinmself a joint. He shakes the match out to restore bl ackness
except for the glowing tip of the joint.

DUDE
I was, uh, one of the authors of the
Port Huron Statenent.--The original
Port Huron Statement.

MAUDE
Uh- huh.

DUDE
Not the conpromi sed second draft.
And then I, uh. . . Ever hear of the

Seattl e Seven?

MAUDE
Mmun.

Adick--the Dude turns on a bedside |lanp. He and Maude lie
next to each other in bed.

DUDE
And then. . . let's see, | uh--nusic
busi ness briefly.

MAUDE
n?

DUDE
Yeah. Roadie for Metallica. Speed
of Sound Tour.

MAUDE
Uh- huh.

DUDE
Bunch of assholes. And then, you
know, little of this, little of that.
My career's, uh, slowed down a bit



|ately.

MAUDE
What do you do for fun?

DUDE
Oh, you know, the usual. Bow .
Drive around. The occasional acid
f |l ashback.

He clinbs out of bed but Maude remains in it. She wedges a
pillowinto the small of her back and clasps a hand on each
kneecap. She pulls her knees in toward her chest to keep
her pel vis raised.

MAUDE
What happened to your house?

DUDE
Jacki e Treehorn trashed the place.
Wanted to save the finder's fee.

MAUDE
Fi nder's fee?

DUDE
He thought | had your father's noney,
so he got ne out of the way while he
| ooked for it.

MAUDE
It's not my father's noney, it's the
Foundation's. Wy did he think you
had it? And who does?

DUDE
Larry Sellers, a high-school Kkid.
Real fucking brat.

He picks a Wiite Russian off the bedside table.

MAUDE
Jeffrey--

DUDE
It's a conplicated case, Mude.
Lotta ins, lotta outs. Fortunately
|'ve been adhering to a pretty strict,
uh, drug reginen to keep ny m nd,

you know, linmber. |'mreal fucking
close to your father's noney, rea
fucking close. It's just--

MAUDE

| keep telling you, it's the
Foundati on's noney. Father doesn't



have any.

DUDE
Huh? He's fucking | oaded.

MAUDE
No no, the wealth was all Mother's.

DUDE
But your father--he runs stuff, he--

MAUDE
We did | et Father run one of the
conpani es, briefly, but he didn't do
very well at it.

DUDE
But he's--

MAUDE
He hel ps adm nister the charities
now, and | give hima reasonable
al l owance. He has no noney of his
own. | know how he likes to present
hi nsel f; Father's weakness is vanity.
Hence the slut.

DUDE
Huh. Jeez. Well, so, did he--is
t hat yoga?

Thr oughout, Maude has been |lying on her back with her knees
pul l ed in.

MAUDE
It increases the chances of
concepti on.

The Dude spits sone Wite Russian.

DUDE
I ncreases?

MAUDE
Wl |l yes, what did you think this
was all about? Fun and ganes?

DUDE
Well...no, of course not--

MAUDE
I want a chil d.

DUDE
Yeah, okay, but see, the Dude--



MAUDE

Look, Jeffrey, | don't want a partner.
In fact I don't want the father to
be soneone | have to see socially,
or who'll have any interest in rearing

the child hinself.

DUDE
Huh. . .

Sorret hi ng occurs to him

DUDE
So...that doctor

MAUDE

Exactly. \What happened to your face?
Did Jackie Treehorn do that as well?

The Dude is staring off into space, thinking.

absent .
DUDE
No, the, uh, police chief of Malibu.
A real reactionary. . . So your
father. . . Ch man, | get it!
MAUDE
What ?

The Dude is |eaving the bedroom

DUDE

Yeah, ny thinking about the case,
man, it had becone uptight. Yeah.

Your father--

LI VI NG ROOM

H s answer

The Dude finishes punching a nunber into the phone.

PHONE VO CE

This is Walter Sobchak. | m not

| eave a nessage after the beep
FROM THE BEDROOM

MAUDE' S VO CE
VWhat're you tal ki ng about?

Beep.

DUDE

Walter, if you're there, pick up the
fucking phone. Pick it up, Valter
this is an emergency. |'mnot--



VWALTER
Dude?

DUDE
Walter, listen, I'mat ny place, |
need you to cone pick nme up--

WALTER
| can't drive, Dude, it's erev
shabbas.

DUDE
Huh?
WALTER
Erev shabbas. | can't drive. [|I'm

not even supposed to pick up the
phone, unless it's an energency.

DUDE
It is a fucking energency.

WALTER
| understand. That's why | picked
up the phone.

DUDE
THEN WHY CAN T YOU--fuck, never m nd,
just call Donny then, and ask himto--

WALTER
Dude, I'm not supposed to make calls--

DUDE
WALTER, YOU FUCKI NG ASSHOLE, WE GOTTA
GO TO PASADENAI  COVE PICK ME UP OR
"M OFF THE FUCKI NG BOALI NG TEAM

MAUDE' S VO CE
Jeffrey?

THE DUDE

He energes on his front stoop,
attention is caught by sonething down the street.

H S POV

A car

is parked hal fway down the block. W can see the

shape of a fat man in the driver's seat.

THE DUDE

Striding purposefully down the street.

pulling on a shirt.

Hi s



H S POV

The fat man | eans forward and we hear the sound of the car's
ignition coughing, but the engine will not turn over. Mre
whi nes and coughs; no start.

The man hurriedly funbles in front of him He brings up a
newspaper, which he holds before his face.

THE DUDE
As he gets to the car. He reaches through the open driver's
wi ndow and grabs the newspaper and hurls it to the ground.

He is revved with nervous energy.

DUDE
Get out of that fucking car, man!

The man nervously conplies. The Dude flinches at the man's
novenent as he gets out.

The man cringes, reacting to the Dude's flinch.

He is wearing a cheap blue serge suit. He is bald with a
short fringe and a nustache.

The Dude shouts to cover his fear:

DUDE
Who the fuck are you, nan! Cone on
man!
MAN
Rel ax, man! No physi cal harm
i nt ended!
DUDE

Who the fuck are you? Wy've you
been foll owing me? Conme on, fuckhead!

MAN
Hey, relax man, |'m a brother shanus.

The Dude is stunned.

DUDE
Br ot her Shamus? Like an Irish nonk?
MAN
Irish m-Wat the fuck are you tal king
about? M nane's Da Fino! |I'ma

private snoop! Like you, man

DUDE
Huh?



DA FI NO
A dick, man! And let ne tell you
sonething: | dig your work. Playing
one side against the other--in bed
wi th everybody--fabul ous stuff, nan.

DUDE
I'"'mnot a--ah, fuck it, just stay
away fromny fucking |ady friend,
man.

DA FI NO
Hey hey, |I'm not nessing with your
speci al | ady- -

DUDE
She's not ny special |ady, she's ny
fucking lady friend. |1'mjust hel ping
her conceive, man!

DA FI NO
Hey, man, |'m not--

DUDE

Who' re you working for? Lebowski?
Jacki e Treehorn?

DA FI NO
The Gundersons.
DUDE
The? Who the fff--
DA FI NO
The Gundersons. |It's a wandering

daughter job. Bunny Lebowski, nan
Her real nane is Fawn Gunderson
Her parents want her back.

He is funbling in his wallet.

DA FI NO
See?

The Dude | ooks at the picture.

It is probably a school portrait, unm stakably Bunny, but
fresh-faced, nmuch younger | ooking, with a corn-fed smle and
straight Partridge Fam |y hair and bangs.

DUDE
Jesus fucking Christ.

DA FI NO
Crazy, huh? Ran away a year ago.



He i s hol ding out another picture.

The @Qundersons told me to show her this when | found her
The family farm

A bl eak farnmhouse and silo are the only features on a flat
snow swept | andscape.

Qutsi de of Moorhead, M nnesota. They think it'll make her
honesi ck.

DUDE
Boy. How ya gonna keep 'em down on
the farmonce they seen Karl Hungus.

He hands back the picture.

She' s been ki dnapped, Da Fino. O maybe not, but she's
definitely not around.

DA FI NO
Fuck, man! That's terribl el

DUDE
Yeah, it sucks.

DA FI NO
Wl |l nmaybe you and nme coul d pool our
resources--trade information--
prof essi onal courtesy--conpeers, you
know- -

We hear distant yapping, growi ng |ouder with the hum of an
appr oachi ng car.

DUDE
Yeah, | get it. Fuck off, Da Fino.
And stay away fromny special |a--
fromny fucking |ady friend.

The Dude steps out to neet Walter's car as it pulls up, its
passenger wi ndow open and the ponerani an | eani ng out and

yappi ng.
DENNY' S

Four people sit at a booth: Dieter, Kieffer, Franz, all in
bl ack | eather, and a young woman with [ ong stringy bl onde
hair, wearing torn and patched jeans and a ri bbed sl eevel ess
tee-shirt, worn thin with age. She is apparently braless,
and is teutonically pale with birthnmarks on her face and

ar ns.

Notable is her canera-side leg, which ends in a bandage-
swaddl ed foot. Dried rust-colored blood stains the tip of
the bandage. The four are arguing, loudly, in German



They seem very unhappy. A waitress enters with a checkpad
and pen.

WAl TRESS
You fol ks ready?

The German shouting stops. Dieter |ooks sourly up.

Dl ETER
I haff |ingenberry pancakes.

Kl EFFER
Li ngenberry pancakes.

FRANZ
Sree picks in blanket.

The worman speaks to Dieter in German. He nods.

Dl ETER
Li ngenberry pancakes.

WALTER S CAR

Walter's eyes are on the road as he listens,

Dude,

t he back seat.

DUDE
I mean we totally fucked it up, man
We fucked up his pay-off. And got
t he ki dnappers all pissed off, and
the big Lebowski yelled at me a | ot,
but he didn't do anything. Huh?

WALTER
VWll it's, sonetimes the cathartic,
uh.

DUDE
I"msaying if he knows |'ma fuck-
up, then why does he still |eave ne

in charge of getting back his wfe?
Because he fucking doesn't want her
back, man! He's had enough! He no

| onger digs her! It's all a show
But then, why didn't he give a shit
about his mllion bucks? | nean, he

knew we didn't hand off his briefcase,
but he never asked for it back.

WALTER
What ' s your point, Dude?

DUDE
His mllion bucks was never in it,

dri vi ng,

whose speech is occasionally punctuated by yaps

to the
from



man! There was no noney in that

bri efcase! He was hoping they'd
kill her! You throw out a ringer
for a ringer!

WALTER
Yeah?

DUDE
Shit yeah

WALTER

Ckay, but how does all this add up
to an enmergency?

DUDE
Huh?
VWALTER
I'"msaying, | see what you're getting

at, Dude, he kept the noney, but ny
point is, here we are, it's shabbas,
t he sabbath, which I"'mallowed to
break only if it's a matter of life
and deat h- -

DUDE
Walter, conme off it. You' re not
even fucking Jew sh, you're--

VWALTER
What the fuck are you tal ki ng about ?

DUDE
You' re fucking Polish Catholic--

WALTER
What the fuck are you tal ki ng about?
I converted when |I married Cynthial
Cone on, Dude!

DUDE
Yeah, and you were--

WALTER
You know t hi s!

DUDE
And you were divorced five fucking
years ago.

VWALTER
Yeah? What do you think happens
when you get divorced? You turn in
your library card? Get a new driver's
license? Stop being Jewi sh?



DUDE
Thi s driveway.

AS HE TURNS:

VWALTER
I'"'mas Jewi sh as fucking Tevye

DUDE
It's just part of your whole sick
Cynthia thing. Taking care of her
fucking dog. Going to her fucking
synagogue. You're living in the
fucki ng past.

WALTER
Three thousand years of beautiful
tradition, from Moses to Sandy Kouf ax- -
YOU RE GODDAMN RIGHT | LIVE IN THE
PAST! |--Jesus. What the hel
happened?

He is looking off as the car slows. The Dude | ooks where
Walter is |ooking.

THE LEBOWSKI MANSI ON

Walter's car pulls up the drive into the foreground and he
and the Dude get out.

Both are gaping off at the front |awn.

WALTER
Jesus Chri st.

THEI R POV

Tire treads | ead across the mani cured front |awn to where a
little red sports car rests with its hood crunpled into a
pal m trunk.

TRACKI NG DOMN THE GREAT HALLWAY

Through the French doors at its far end we can see Bunny,
naked, briefly bouncing on the diving board before spl ashing
into the illum nated pool outside. Heavy netal nusic filters
in froma boom box by the pool

Brandt, approaching, stoops and strai ghtens, stoops and
strai ghtens, picking up the discarded clothes that run the
| ength of the hall

BRANDT
He can't see you, Dude.



We pull the Dude and Walter as they approach the doors to
the great study. Wilter's dog follows, stiffly waving its
tail.

DUDE
Where' d she been?

BRANDT
Visiting friends of hers in Palm
Springs. Just picked up and |eft,
never bothered to tell us.

DUDE
But | guess she told Dieter.

WALTER
Jesus, Dude! He never even ki dnapped
her.

BRANDT

Wo's this gentl enan, Dude?

WALTER
Wo'm1? [|'ma fucking VETERAN

BRANDT
You shouldn't go in there, Dude!
He's very angry!

BANG -t he Dude and Walter push through the double doors into--
THE GREAT ROOM

The big Lebowski turns at the sound of the door. His
wheel chair hunms as he spins it around.

LEBOWSKI
(bitterly)
Well, she's back. No thanks to you.

DUDE
Where's the noney, Lebowski ?

WALTER
A M LLI ON BUCKS FROM FUCKI NG NEEDY
LI TTLE URBAN ACHI EVERS! YOU ARE
SCuM NAN!

The dog yaps.

LEBONSKI
Who the hell is he?

WALTER
"Il tell you who I am |'mthe guy
who' s gonna KI CK YOUR PHONY



GOLDBRI CKI NG ASS!

DUDE
We know the briefcase was enpty,
man. We know you kept the mllion
bucks yoursel f.

LEBOVEK]
Wel |, you have your story, | have
mne. | say | entrusted the noney

to you, and you stole it.

WALTER
AS | F VE WOULD EVER DREAM OF TAKI NG
YOUR BULLSHI T MONEY!

DUDE
You t hought Bunny'd been ki dnapped
and you could use it as a pretext to
make sonme noney di sappear. All you
needed was a sap to pin it on, and
you'd just met ne. You thought,
hey, a deadbeat, a |oser, soneone
the square community won't give a

shit about.
LEBOWSKI

Vll? Aren't you?
DUDE

Vell. . . yeah.
LEBOWSKI

Al right, get out. Both of you

WALTER
Look at that fucking phony, Dude!
Pretending to be a fucking
mllionaire!

LEBOASKI
| said out. Now.

WALTER
Let ne tell you sonething el se.
I've seen a lot of spinals, Dude,
and this guy is a fake. A fucking
gol dbri cker.

He is crossing to Lebowski.

VWALTER
Thi s guy fucking wal ks. |'ve never
been nore certain of anything in ny
lifel



LEBOWSKI
Stay away fromne, mster!

Wal ter reaches around from behind and hoists the big Lebowski
out of the wheelchair by his arnpits.

VWALTER
Wal k, you fucki ng phony!

The bi g Lebowski waggl es hel plessly, his rubbery feet grazing
the floor |ike a Raggedy Ann's. The poneranian gaily | eaps
and yaps.

LEBOWEKI

Put ne down, you son of a bitch
DUDE

Walter!
WALTER

It's all over, nman! W call your
fucki ng bl uff!

DUDE
WALTER, FOR CHRIST'S SAKE! HE' S
CRI PPLED! PUT H M DOMN!

WALTER
Sure, I'll put himdown, Dude. RAUSS!
ACHTUNG, BABY!

He shoves the big Lebowski forward and he crunples to the
fl oor, weeping.

WALTER
Oh, shit.

LEBOWSKI

(sobbi ng)
You're bullies! Cowards, both of
you!

Walter is abashed. The Big Lebowski flails about on the
floor.

WALTER

Ch, shit.
DUDE

He can't wal k, Walter!
WALTER

Yeah, | can see that, Dude.
LEBOASKI

You nonst ers!



DUDE
Hel p me put himback in his chair.

Wal ter noves to conply.

WALTER
Shit, sorry nan.

THROUGH HI S TEARS:

LEBOWEKI
Stay away fromne! You bullies!
You and these wonen! You won't |eave
a man his fucking balls!

DUDE
Wal ter, you fuck

WALTER
Shit, Dude, | didn't know. |
woul dn't've done it if | knew he was
a fucking crybaby.

DUDE
W're sorry, man. We're really sorry.

The Dude has picked up the Big Lebowski's plaid | ap warnmer
and is frantically tucking it back in around his waist and
batting the dog away.

DUDE
There ya go. Sorry nman

Wal ter, puzzled, hands on hips, stands over the big Lebowski.

WALTER
Shit. He didn't look |like a spinal

TEN PI NS

Scattered at the cut.

DUDE AND WALTER

Each with a beer at the scoring table.

WALTER
Sure you'll see some tank battles.
But fighting in desert is very
different fromfighting in canopy
jungl e.

DUDE
Uh- huh.



VWALTER
I mean 'Nam was a foot soldier's war
whereas, uh, this thing should be a
fucking cakewal k. | nean | had an
ML6, Jacko, not an Abrans fucking
tank. Just ne and Charlie, man,
eyeball to eyeball.

DUDE
Yeah.

VWALTER
That's fuckin' conbat. The man in
the bl ack pyjamas, Dude. Wbrthy
fuckin' adversary.

DONNY
Who's in pyjamas, Walter?

WALTER
Shut the fuck up, Donny. Not a bunch
of fig-eaters with towels on their
heads tryin' to find reverse on a
Soviet tank. This is not a worthy--

VA CE
HEY!

The Dude and Walter | ook.

Quintana is bellowing fromthe lip of the lane, and is
restrained by O Brien

QUI NTANA
VWhat's this "day of rest"” shit, nman?!

Walter | ooks at himinnocently.

QUI NTANA
What is this bullshit, man? | don't
fucking care! It don't matter to

Jesus! But you're not fooling nel!

You might fool the fucks in the |eague
of fice, but you don't fool Jesus!

It's bush | eague psych-out stuff!
Laughabl e, man! | woul d've fucked

you in the ass Saturday, I'll fuck

you in the ass next Wdnesday i nstead!

QUI NTANA

He makes hip-grinding coital notions as O Brien |eads him
away.

QUI NTANA
You got a date Wednesday, man



Walter, his head cocked, and the Dude, peeking over his
shades, watch hi m go.

WALTER
He's cracking.

BOALI NG ALLEY PARKI NG LOT

Donny, Walter and the Dude energe fromthe alley, each hol ding
his | eatherette ball satchel

WALTER
Atree of |life, Dude. To all who
cling toit.

They react to the droning synthesizer-based technopop coni ng
froma boom box.

REVERSE

Dieter, Kieffer and Franz, in shiny black | eather, stand in
aline facing themin the all-but-deserted |ot. Behind them
orange flames lick gently at the Dude's car, which has been
put to the torch. The orange flanes glow on the nen's
creaking leather. Next to the car are three notorcycles,
parked in a neat row. The Dude | ooks sadly at the burning
car.

DUDE
They finally did it. They killed ny
fucking car.

Dl ETER

Vee vant zat noney, Lebowski.
Kl EFFER

Ja, uzzervize vee kill ze girl.
FRANZ

Ja, it seenms you forgot our little
deal , Lebowski .

DUDE
You don't have the fucking girl,
di pshits. W know you never did.
So you've got nothin' on ny Johnson.

DUDE

The men in black, stunned, confer anongst thenselves in
German. Under his breath:

DONNY
Are these the Nazis, Walter?



Walter answers, also sotto voce, his eyes still
nmen:

WALTER
They're nihilists, Donny, nothing to
be afraid of.

The Gernmans stop conferring.

Dl ETER
Vee don't care. Vee still vant zat
nmoney or vee fuck you up

Kl EFFER
Ja, vee still vant ze nobney. Vee
sreaten you

on the three

He pulls an uzi fromunder his coat. It glints in the

firelight.

VWALTER
Fuck you. Fuck the three of you

DUDE
Hey, cool it Walter.

Wal ter ignores the Dude, addresses the Gernans:

WALTER
There's no ransomif you don't have
a fucking hostage. That's what ransom
is. Those are the fucking rules.

Dl ETER
Zere ARE no ROOLZ!

WALTER
NO RULES! YOU CABBAGE- EATI NG SONS-
OF- Bl TCHES- -

Kl EFFER

Hs girlfriend gafe up her toe! She
sought we'd be getting million
dollars! Iss not fair!

WALTER
Fair! WHO S THE FUCKI NG NI HI LI ST
HERE!  WHAT ARE YOU, A BUNCH OF
FUCKI NG CRYBABI ES?!

DUDE
Hey, cool it Walter. Listen, pal,
t here never was any noney. The big
Lebowski gave nme an enpty brief case,
man, so take it up with him



WALTER
AND | ' D LI KE MY UNDI ES BACK!

The Germans confer again, in Cerman
Donny is visibly frightened.

DONNY
Are they gonna hurt us, VWalter?

WALTER 'S TONE | S GENTLE
WALTER
They won't hurt us, Donny. These

men are cowar ds.

THE CONFERENCE ENDS

Dl ETER
Ckay. Vee take ze nmoney you haf on
you und vee call it eefen

WALTER
Fuck you.

The Dude is digging into his pocket.

DUDE
Cone on, VWalter, we're ending this
t hi ng cheap.

Walter's eyes, burning with hatred, are |locked on Dieter's.

WALTER
What's mne is mne

DUDE
Cone on, Walter!

Louder, to the Gernmans, as he looks in his wallet:

DUDE
Four doll ars herel!

He i nspects the change in his palm

DUDE
Al nost five!

DONNY
(trenul ously)
I got eighteen dollars, Dude.

WALTER

(grimy)
What's mne is mne



Wth a ring of steel, Dieter produces a glinting saber.

Dl ETER
VEE FUCK YOQU UP, MANl VEE TAKE YOUR
MONEY!
WALTER
(coolly)
Come and get it.
Dl ETER
VEE FUCK YOQU UP, MAN
WALTER
Cone and get it. Fucking nihilist.
Dl ETER
I FUCK YOU' | FUCK YQU
VWALTER

Show nme what you got. N hilist.
Dipshit with a nine-toed wonan.

In a rage, Dieter charges.

Dl ETER
I FUCK YOU' | FUCK YOU

WALTER
hurls his | eather satchel.
KI EFFER

Watching Dieter's charge, is caught off-guard. The bow i ng
ball thuds into his chest and lifts himoff his feet.

He falls back, his uzi clattering away.

WALTER

twi sts away as Dieter reaches him grabs Dieter's head in
bot h hands; draws Dieter's head up to his nouth, which closes
on Dieter's ear.

DUDE

He rushes Franz but draws up short as Franz sends out karate
ki cks, his | eather pants squeaki ng and popping. Franz gives
a loud cry with each kick; the Dude |eans back, throwing his
arnms up, evadi ng the kicks.

WALTER

Hs jawis still clanped on Dieter's ear. Dieter draws his



saber against Walter's side, draw ng bl ood.

Wal ter doesn't react to the wound. Gowing as Dieter
screans, he worries his ear, waggling his head with his jaws
cl anped.

THE SABER

Dieter drops it.

DUDE

Anwkwardly circling, evading Franz's Kkicks.

WALTER

still worrying the ear. Wth a tearing sound his head and
Dieter's separate.

Dl ETER, EARLESS, SCREAMNS:
Dl ETER
| FUCK YOU' YOU CANNOT HURT ME! |
BELI EF | N NUSSI NG
Walter spits his ear into his face.

DUDE

The Dude and Franz, both now panting heavily, have yet to
establi sh body contact. Franz continues to kick.

FRANZ
VEAKLI NG

WALTER

draws back his fist.

Dl ETER
NUSSI NG

WALTER
ANTI - SEM TE!

Baml - - A power house blow to the mddle of his face drops Dieter
for the count.

DUDE AND FRANZ

Wth a piercing shriek Franz finally sunmons the nerve to
charge the Dude, hands raised to deliver karate bl ows.

As he reaches the Dude--WHHAP--the boom box sw ngs into
frame to smash himin the face. 1ts volune shoots up.



Wal ter bashes hima few nore tinmes over the head. The nusic
screeches to static, then quiet. Laid out now, Franz too is
qui et .

Al'l quiet.

Walter, panting, |ooks around.

WALTER
W' ve got a nman down, Dude.

Wth a hand pressed to his bleeding side he trots over to
Donny, who |ies gasping on the ground.

The Dude, al so panting, rises and trots over.

DUDE
Hy God! They shot him Walter!

WALTER
No Dude.

DUDE
They shot Donny!

Donny gasps for air. H's eyes, wide, go fromthe Dude to

Walter. One hand still clutches his eighteen dollars.
WALTER
There weren't any shots.
DUDE
Then what's. ..
WALTER
It's a heart attack
DUDE
Wha.
WALTER
Call the nedics, Dude.
DUDE
Wha. . . Donny--
WALTER
Hurry Dude. [I'd go but |I'm punpi ng

bl ood. M ght pass out.

The Dude runs into the lanes. Wilter lays a reassuring hand
on Donny's shoul der.

WALTER
Rest easy, good buddy, you're doing
fine. W got help choppering in.



FADE CQUT
HCOLD | N BLACK

THE DUDE AND WALTER

They sit side by side, forearnms on knees, in a nondescri pt
waiting area. Walter bounces the fingertips of one hand off
those of the other. They sit. They wait.

Atall thin man in a conservative black suit enters. He
eyes the Dude's bowing attire and sungl asses and Walter's
army surplus, but doesn't make an issue of it.

MAN
Hel l o, gentlenen. You are the
ber eaved?
DUDE
Yeah nan.
MAN
Francis Donnelly. Pleased to neet
you.
DUDE
Jeffrey Lebowski .
WALTER
Wal t er Sobchak.
DUDE
The Dude, actually. 1Is what, uh
DONNELLY
Excuse nme?
DUDE
Not hi ng.
DONNELLY
Yes. | understand you're taking

away the remains.

WALTER
Yeah.

DONNELLY
We have the urn.

He nods through a door. Another man in a black suit enters
to carefully deposit a large silver urn on the desktop



DONNELLY
And | assune this is credit card?

He is vaguely handing a | arge | eather folder across the desk
to whonmever wants to take it.

WALTER
Yeah.

He takes it, opens it, puts on reading glasses that sit

hal fway down his nose, and inspects the bill with his head
pul l ed back for focus and cocked for concentration. Silence.
The Dude smiles at Donnelly. Donnelly gives back a
nortician's smle. At length Walter holds the bill towards
Donnel |y, pointing.

WALTER
What's this?
DONNELLY
That is for the urn
WALTER
Don't need it. W're scattering the
ashes.
DONNELLY

Yes, so we were inforned. However,
we nust of course transmt the renmins
to you in a receptacle.

WALTER

This is a hundred and eighty doll ars.
DONNELLY

Yes sir. It is our nost nodestly

priced receptacle.

DUDE
Well can we- -

WALTER
A hundred and eighty doll ars?!

DONNELLY
They range up to three thousand.

WALTER
Yeah, but we're--

DUDE
Can we just rent it fromyou?

DONNELLY
Sir, this is a nortuary, not a renta
house.



WALTER
We're scattering the fucking ashes!

DUDE
Val ter--

WALTER
JUST BECAUSE WE' RE BEREAVED DOESN T
MEAN WE' RE SAPS!

DONNELLY
Sir, please | ower your voice--

DUDE
Hey man, don't you have sonet hi ng
el se you could put it in?

DONNELLY
That is our nost nodestly priced
recept acl e.

WALTER
GODDAMNI T! IS THERE A RALPH S AROUND
HERE?!

PO NT DUME -- DAY

It is a high, w nd-swept bluff. Walter and the Dude wal k
towards the lip of the bluff. Parked in the background is
one lonely car, Walter's.

Walter is carrying a bright red coffee can with a blue plastic
lid. Wien they reach the edge the two nen stand awkwardly
for a beat. Finally:

WALTER
I"l'l say a few words.

The Dude clasps his hands in front of him \Walter clears
his throat.

WALTER
Donny was a good bow er, and a good
man. He was. . . He was one of us.

He was a man who | oved t he outdoors,
and bow ing, and as a surfer explored
the beaches of southern California
from Redondo to Cal abassos. And he
was an avid bower. And a good
friend. He died--he died as so many
of his generation, before his tine.
In your wi sdomyou took him Lord.
As you took so many bright flowering
young nen, at Khe San and Lan Doc
and Hill 364. These young nen gave



their lives. And Donny too. Donny
who. . . who | oved bow ing.

VWalter clears his throat.

WALTER
And so, Theodor e--Donal d- - Kar abot sos,
in accordance with what we think
your dying wi shes mght well have
been, we conmit your nortal remains
to the bosom of.

Walter is peeling the plastic |lid off the coffee can.

WALTER
the Pacific Qcean, which you | oved
so well.

AS HE SHAKES OUT THE ASHES:

VWALTER
Goodni ght, sweet prince.

The wind has blown all of the ashes into the Dude, standing
just to the side of and behind Walter. The Dude stands,
frozen. Finished eul ogi zing, Walter |ooks back.

WALTER
Shit, I'msorry Dude.

He starts brushing off the Dude with his hands.

WALTER
Goddam€m wi nd.

Heretof ore notionl ess, the Dude finally expl odes, sl apping
Wal ter's hands away.

DUDE
Goddamit Walter! You fucking
asshol e!

WALTER
Dude! Dude, |'m sorry!

The Dude is near tears.

DUDE
You nake everything a fucking
travesty!

VWALTER
Dude, I'm-it was an acci dent!

The Dude gives Walter a furious shove.



DUDE
What about that shit about Vietnam

WALTER
Dude, I'msorry--

DUDE
What the fuck does Vi etnam have to
do with anything! Wat the fuck
were you tal king about ?!

Walter for the first time is genuinely distressed, al npost
| ost .

WALTER
Shit Dude, |I'msorry--

DUDE
You're a fuck, Walter!

He gives Walter a weaker shove. Walter seens dazed, then
wraps his arns around the Dude.

WALTER
Amw, fuck it Dude. Let's go bowing.

THE LANES THE DUDE AND WALTER BOWLI NG

We wat ch each of them glide across the floor, release, follow
t hrough--gracefully. W have never seen them bow before.
They are quite good. Each wears a bl ack arnband on his

bow i ng shirt.

BAR AREA

The Dude wal ks up to the bar.

DUDE
Two oat sodas, Gary.
GARY
Right. Good |uck tonorrow.
DUDE
Thanks, man.
GARY
Sorry to hear about Donny.
DUDE
Yeah. Well, you know, sonetines you

eat the bear, and, uh.

"Tunbl i ng Tunbl eweeds"” has conme up on the jukebox, and The
Stranger anbles up to the bar.



THE STRANGER
Howdy do, Dude.

DUDE
Oh, hey man, how are ya? | wondered
if 1'd see you again.

THE STRANCER
Wul dn't mss the sems. How things
been goin'?

DUDE
Ahh, you know. Strikes and gutters,
ups and downs.

The Stranger's eyes crinkle nerrily.

THE STRANGER
Sure, 1 gotcha.

The bartender has put two gl eam ng beers on the counter.

DUDE
Thanks, Gary...Take care, man, |
gotta get back

THE STRANGER
Sure. Take it easy, Dude--1 know
that you will.

THE DUDE, LEAVING NODS

DUDE
Yeah man. Well, you know, the Dude
abi des.

Gazing after him The Stranger draw s, savoring the words:

THE STRANGER
The Dude abi des.

He gives his head a shake of appreciation, then looks into
the canera

THE STRANCER
I don't know about you, but | take
confort inthat. 1It's good know n'
he's out there, the Dude, takin' her
easy for all us sinners. Shoosh. |
sure hope he makes The finals. Welp,
t hat about does her, waps her all
up. Things seemto've worked out
pretty good for the Dude'n Walter,
and it was a purt good story, dontcha
t hi nk? Made nme | augh to beat the
band. Parts, anyway. Course--|



didn't like seein'" Donny go. But

t hen, happen to know that there's a
little Lebowski on the way. | guess
that's the way the whol e durned human
comedy keeps perpetuatin' it-self,
down through the generations, westward
t he wagons, across the sands a tine
until-- aw, look at ne, |'mranblin'
again. VWal, uh hope you fol ks enjoyed
your sel ves.

He brushes his hat brimwith a fingertip as we begin to pul
back.

THE STRANGER
Catch ya further on down the trail

As we pull away The Stranger swivels in to the bar. As his
voi ce fades:

THE STRANCER
...Say friend, ya got any nore a
that good sarsaparilla?...



