THE APARTMENT

by
Billy Wlder and I.A L. Dianond

THE APARTMENT
A DESK COWMPUTER

A man's hand is punching out a series of figures on the
keyboard.

BUD (V. Q)
On Novenber first, 1959, the
popul ati on of New York City was
8,042,783. if you laid all these
people end to end, figuring an
average height of five feet six and
a half inches, they would reach
fromTimes Square to the outskirts
of Karachi, Pakistan. | know facts
like this because | work for an
i nsurance conpany - -

THE | NSURANCE BUI LDI NG - A WET, FALL DAY

It's a big nother, covering a square block in | ower
Manhattan, all glass and aluminum jutting into the | eaden
sky.

BUD (V. Q)
-- Consolidated Life of New York.
We are one of the top five conpanies
in the country -- last year we
wote nine-point-three billion
dollars worth of policies. Qur
hone office has 31, 259 enpl oyees --
which is nore than the entire
popul ati on of Natchez, M ssissippi
of Gallup, New Mexi co.

I NT. NI NETEENTH FLOOR

Acres of gray steel desk, gray steel filing cabinets, and

steel -gray faces under indirect light. One wall is |lined
with gl ass-encl osed cubicles for the supervisory personnel
It is all very neat, antiseptic, inmpersonal. The only human

tough is supplied by a bank of |BM nachi nes, clacking away
cheerfully in the background.

BUD (V. Q)
I work on the nineteenth floor --
Ordinary Policy Departnent -



Premi um Accounting Division -
Section W-- desk nunber 861
DESK 861

Li ke every other desk, it has a small nane plate attached to
the side. This one reads C. C. BAXTER

BUD (V. Q)
My nane is C.C. Baxter - C for
Calvin, C. for difford -- however

nost people call ne Bud. |'ve been
with Consolidated Life for three
years and ten nonths. | started in

the branch office in Cincinnati

then transferred to New York. M

t ake- home pay is $94. 70 a week, and
there are the usual fringe benefits.

BAXTER i s about thirty, serious, hard-working, unobtrusive.
He wears a Brooks Brothers type suit, which he bought
somewhere on Seventh Avenue, upstairs. There is a stack of
perforated premumcards in front of him and he is totaling
them on the conputing machine. He |ooks off.

ELECTRI C WALL CLOCK

It shows 5:19. Wth a click, the minute hand junps to 5: 20,
and a piercing bell goes off.

BUD (V.Q)
The hours in our departnment are
8:50 to 5:20 --

FULL SHOT - OFFI CE

Instantly all work stops. Papers are being put away,
typewiters and conputing machi nes are covered, and everybody
starts clearing out. Wthin ten seconds, the place is

enpty -- except for Bud Baxter, still bent over his work,
marooned in a sea of abandoned desks.

BUD (V. Q)
-- they're staggered by floors, so
that sixteen elevators can handl e
the 31, 259 enpl oyees without a
serious traffic jam As for

mysel f, | very often stay on at the
of fice and work for an extra hour

or two -- especially when the
weather is bad. It's not that |'m
overly anbitious -- it's just a way
of killing time, until it's all
right for me to go hone

You see, | have this little problem

with nmy apartment --
DI SSOLVE TO
STREET I N THE WEST SI XTI ES - EVEN NG

Bud, wearing a weather-beaten |Ivy League raincoat and a



narr ow bri nmed brown hat, cones wal king slowly down the
street skirting the puddles on the sidewal k. He stops in
front of a converted brownstone, |ooks up.

BUD (V.Q)
I live in the West Sixties - just
hal f a block from Central Park. M
rent is $84 a nonth. It used to be
eighty until last July when Ms.
Li eberman, the landlady, put in a
second-hand air conditioning unit.

The wi ndows on the second floor are lit, but the shades are
drawn. Frominside drifts the sound of cha cha nusic.

BUD (V. Q)
It's a real nice apartment -
not hi ng fancy -- but kind of
cozy -- just right for a bachelor.
The only problemis - | can't
al ways get in when | want to.

I NT. THE APARTMENT - EVEN NG

What used to be the upstairs parlor of a one-family house in
the early 1900's has been chopped up into living room
bedroom bat hroom and kitchen. The wall paper is faded, the
carpets are threadbare, and the uphol stered furniture could
stand shanmpooi ng. There are |lots of books, a record player
stacks of records, a television set (21 inches and 24
paynents), unfranmed prints fromthe Miseum of Mbdern Art
(Picasso, Braque, Kl ee) tacked up on the walls.

Only one lanmp is lit, for nood, and a cha cha record is
spi nni ng around on the phonograph. On the coffee table in
front of the couch are a couple of cocktail glasses, a
pitcher with sone martini dregs, an alnost enpty bottle of
vodka, a soup bow with a few nelting ice cubes at the
bottom sonme potato chips, an ashtray filled with cigar
stubs and lipstick-stained cigarette butts, and a woman's
handbag.

MR Kl RKEBY, a dapper, middle-aged man, stands in front of
the mrror above the fake fireplace, buttoning up his vest.
He does not notice that the buttons are out of alignnent.

KI RKEBY
(calling off)
Come on, Sylvia. |It's getting late.

SYLVIA, a first baseman of a dane, redheaded and saftig,
comes cha cha-ing into the room trying to fasten a neckl ace
as she huns along with the nusic. She dances anorously up
to Kirkeby.

Kl RKEBY
Cut it out, Sylvia. W got to get
out of here.

He hel ps her with the necklace, then turns off the phonograph



SYLVI A
What's the panic? 1'mgoing to
have anot her martooni

She crosses to the coffee table, starts to pour the remants
of the vodka into the pitcher

KI RKEBY
Pl ease, Sylvial! It's a quarter to
ni ne!

SYLVI A

(dropping slivers of

ice into the pitcher)
First you can't wait to get ne up
here, and now -- rush, rush, rush
Makes a person feel cheap.

Kl RKEBY
Sylvia -- sweetie -- it's not
that -- but | promsed the guy |I'd

be out of here by eight o'clock
positively.

SYLVI A
(pouring martini)
What guy? \Whose apartment is this,
anyway ?

Kl RKEBY
(exasper at ed)
Wiat's the difference? Sone
schnook that works in the office.

EXT. BROANSTONE HOUSE - EVEN NG

Bud i s pacing back and forth, throwi ng an occasional gl ance
at the it windows of his apartnent. A mniddle-aged wonan
with a dog on a | eash approaches al ong the sidewal k.

She is MRS. LIEBERMAN, the dog is a Scottie, and they are
both wearing raincoats. Seeing them Bud |eans casually
agai nst the stoop.

MRS. LI EBERVAN
Good eveni ng, M. Baxter

BUD
Good eveni ng, Ms. Lieberman

MRS. LI EBERVAN
Some weat her we're having. Mist be
fromall the neshugass at Cape

Canaver al
(she is half-way up
t he steps)

You | ocked out of your apartnent?

BUD
No, no. Just waiting for a friend.
Good ni ght, Ms. Liebernan.



MRS. LI EBERMAN
Good night, M. Baxter.

She and the Scottie disappear into the house. Bud resunes
paci ng, his eyes on the apartnent w ndows. Suddenly he
stops -- the lights have gone out.

I NT. SECOND FLOOR LANDI NG - EVEN NG

Kirkeby, in coat and hat, stands in the open doorway of the
dar kened apart nent.

Kl RKEBY
Cone on -- cone on, Sylvial

Syl via cones cha cha-ing out, wearing an inmtation Persian
| anb coat, her hat askew on her head, bag, gloves, and an
unbrella in her hand.

SYLVI A
Some setup you got here. A real
honest -t 0- goodness | ove nest.

Kl RKEBY
Sssssh.

He | ocks the door, slips the key under the doornmat.

SYLVI A
(still cha cha-ing)
You're one button off, M. Kirkeby.

She points to his exposed vest. Kirkeby | ooks down, sees
that the buttons are out of line. He starts to rebutton
them as they nove down the narrow, dimy-lit stairs.

SYLVI A
You got to watch those things
Wves are getting snarter all the
tinme. Take M. Bernheim-- in the
Cl ai ns Department -- cane hone one
night with lipstick on his shirt --
told his wife he had a shrinp

cocktail for lunch -- so she took
it out to the lab and had it
anal yzed -- so now she has the

house in Great Neck and the children
and t he new Jaguar --

Kl RKEBY
Don't you ever stop talking?

EXT. BROANSTONE HOUSE - EVEN NG

Bud, standing on the sidewal k, sees the front door start to
open. He moves quickly into the areaway, al nost bunping
into the ashcans, stands in the shadow of the stoop with his
back turned discreetly toward Kirkeby and Sylvia as they
come down the steps



Kl RKEBY
Where do you live?

SYLVI A
| told you -- with ny nother.

Kl RKEBY
Wher e does she live?

SYLVI A
A hundred and seventy-ninth
street -- the Bronx.

Kl RKEBY
Al right -- I'Il take you to the
subway.

SYLVI A
Li ke hell you will. You'll buy ne
a cab.

Kl RKEBY

Way do all you dames have to live
in the Bronx?

SYLVI A
You nean you bring other girls up
her e?

Kl RKEBY
Certainly not. |'ma happily

marri ed man.

They nmove down the street. Bud appears fromthe areaway,
gl ances after them then nounts the steps, goes through the
front door.

I NT. VESTIBULE - EVEN NG

There are eight nail boxes. Bud opens his, takes out a
magazi ne in a paper wapper and a few letters, proceeds up
the staircase

I NT. SECOND FLOOR LANDI NG - EVEN NG

Bud, gl ancing through his nmail, cones up to the door of his
apartment. As he bends down to lift the doormat, the door
of the rear apartnent opens and MRS. DREYFUSS, a jovial
wel | -fed m ddl e-aged worman, puts out a receptacle full of
ol d papers and enpty cans. Bud | ooks around from his bent
posi tion.

BUD
Oh. Hello there, Ms. Dreyfuss.

MRS. DREYFUSS
Somet hing the matter?

BUD
I seemto have dropped ny key.
(faking a little search)



Ch -- here it is.
He slides it out fromunder the mat, straightens up

MRS. DREYFUSS
Such a racket | heard in your

pl ace -- maybe you had burgl ars.
BUD

Ch, you don't have to worry about

that -- nothing in there that

anybody woul d want to steal..
(unl ocki ng door qui ckly)
Good night, Ms. Dreyfuss.

He ducks into the apartnent.
I NT. THE APARTMENT - EVEN NG

Bud snaps on the lights, drops the nail and the key on a
smal | table, |ooks around with distaste at the ness his
visitors have left behind. He sniffs the stale air, crosses
to the window, pulls up the shade, opens it wi de. Now he
takes off his hat and raincoat, gathers up the renains of
the cocktail party fromthe coffee table. Loaded down with
gl asses, pitcher, enpty vodka bottle, ice bow and potato
chips, he starts toward the kitchen

The doorbell rings. Bud stops, undecided what to do with
the stuff in his hands, then crosses to the hall door
barely nanages to get it open. M. Kirkeby barges in past
hi m

Kl RKEBY
The little |ady forgot her gal oshes.

He scours the room for the m ssing gal oshes.

BUD
M. Kirkeby, | don't like to
conplain -- but you were supposed

to be out of here by eight.

Kl RKEBY
| know, Buddy-boy, | know  But
those things don't always run on

schedule -- like a Geyhound bus.
BUD

| don't mind in the sumer -- but

on a rainy night -- and | haven't

had any di nner yet --

Kl RKEBY
Sure, sure. Look, kid -- | put in
a good word for you with Shel drake,
i n Personnel

BUD

(perking up)
M . Shel drake?



Kl RKEBY
That's right. W were discussing
our department -- manpower-w se --
and pronotion-w se --
(finds the gal oshes
behi nd a chair)
-- and | told himwhat a bright boy
you were. They're always on the
| ookout for young executives.
BUD
Thank you, M. Kirkeby.

Kl RKEBY
(starting toward door)
You're on your way up, Buddy-boy.
And you're practically out of Iiquor

BUD
I know. M. Eichelberger -- in the
Mort gage Loan Departnment -- |ast
night he had a little Hall oween
party here --
Kl RKEBY
Well, lay in sone vodka and sone
vernouth -- and put my name on it
BUD
Yes, M. Kirkeby. You still owe ne

for the last two bottles --

Kl RKEBY
I"1l pay you on Friday.
(in the open doorwaY)
And what ever happened to those
little cheese crackers you used to
have around?

He exits, shutting the door

BUD
(making a nental note)
Cheese crackers.

He carries his load into the kitchen

The kitchen is minute and cluttered. On the drainboard are
an enpty vernouth bottle, sonme ice-cube trays, a jar with
one olive init, and a crunpled potato-chip bag.

Bud comes in, dunps his load on the drainboard, opens the
ol d-fashioned refrigerator. He takes out a frozen chicken
dinner, turns the oven on, lights it with a match, rips the
protective paper off the alumi numtray and shoves it in.

Now he starts to clean up the ness on the drainboard. He
rinses the cocktail glasses, is about to enpty the martin
pitcher into the sink, thinks better of it. He pours the
contents into a glass, plops the lone olive out of the jar,
scoops up the last handful of potato chips, toasts an



i magi nary conpani on, and drinks up. Then he pulls a
wast ebasket from under the sink

It is brinful of liquor bottles, and Bud adds the enpty
vodka and vernouth bottles and the olive jar. Picking up
the heavy receptacle, he carries it through the living room
toward the hall door.

I NT. SECOND FLOOR LANDI NG - EVEN NG

The door of Bud's apartnment opens, and Bud cones out with

t he wast ebasket full of enpty bottles. Just then, DR DAVID
DREYFUSS, whose wife we net earlier, cones trudging up the
stairs. He is a tall, heavy-set man of fifty, with a bushy
must ache, wearing a bul ky overcoat and carrying an aged

medi cal bag.

DR. DREYFUSS
Good eveni ng, Baxter.

BUD
H , Doc. Had a | ate cal | ?

DR. DREYFUSS
Yeah. Sone clown at Schrafft's
57th Street ate a club sandw ch
and forgot to take out the toothpick.

BUD
Oh.
(sets down wast ebasket)
' Bye, Doc.
DR DREYFUSS
(indicating bottles)
Say, Baxter -- the way you're

belting that stuff, you nmust have a
pair of cast-iron kidneys.

BUD
Ch, that's not me. It's just that
once in a while, | have sone people
in for a drink.

DR. DREYFUSS
As a matter of fact, you nust be an
iron man all around. From what |
hear through the walls, you got
sonet hing going for you every night.

BUD
I"'msorry if it gets noisy --

DR. DREYFUSS
Sonmetimes, there's a tw -night
doubl e- header.
(shaki ng his head)
A nebbi sh Ii ke you!

BUD
(unconfortabl e)



Yeah. Well -- see you, Doc.
(starts to back
t hr ough door)

DR DREYFUSS
You know, Baxter -- |'m doing somne
research at the Col unbia Medica
Center -- and | wonder if you could

do us a favor?

BUD
Me?
DR. DREYFUSS
When you nmake out your will -- and

the way you're going, you should --
woul d you mind | eaving your body to
the University?

BUD
My body? I'mafraid you guys woul d
be di sappoi nted. Good night, Doc.

DR. DREYFUSS
Sl ow down, ki d.

He starts into the rear apartnent as Bud cl oses the door
I NT. THE APARTMENT - EVEN NG

Bud, | oosening his tie, goes into the kitchen, opens the
oven, turns off the gas. He takes a coke out of the
refrigerator, uncaps it, gets a knife and fork froma
drawer, and using his handkerchi ef as a potholder, pulls the
hot alum numtray out of the oven. He carries everything
out into the living room

In the living room Bud sets his dinner down on the coffee
table, settles hinself on the couch. He rears up as

sonet hing stabs him reaches under his buttocks, pulls out a
hairpin. He drops it into an ashtray, tackles his dinner

Wt hout even |ooking, he reaches over to the end table and
presses the renote TV station-selector. He takes a sip from
the coke bottle, his eyes on the TV screen across the room

The picture on the TV set jells quickly. Against a
background of crisscrossing searchlights, a ponpous announcer
i s making his spiel

ANNOUNCER

-- fromthe world's greatest
library of filmclassics, we
proudly present --

(fanfare)
Geta Garbo -- John Barrynore --
Joan Crawford -- \Wallace Beery --
and Lionel Barrynore in --

(fanfare)
GRAND HOTEL!



There is an extended fanfare. Bud |eans forward, chew ng
excitedly on a chicken |eg.

ANNOUNCER
But first, a word from our sponsor.
If you snoke the nodern way, don't
be fool ed by phony filter clainms --

Bud, still eating, automatically reaches for the station-
sel ector, pushes the button.

A new channel pops on. It features a Western -- Cockamani e
I ndi ans are attacking a stagecoach.

That's not for Bud. He switches to another station. In a
frontier saloon, Gower Street cowboys are disnantling the
furniture and each other.

Bud wearily changes channels. But he can't get away from
Westerns -- on this station, the U S. Cavalry is riding to
the rescue. WII| they get there in tinme?

Bud doesn't wait to find out. He sw tches channel s again,
and is back where he started.

On the screen, once nore, is the announcer standing in front
of the crisscrossing searchlights.

ANNOUNCER
And now, Grand Hotel -- starring
Geta Garbo, John Barrynore, Joan

Crawford --
(Bud is all eyes and
ears again)
-- Wl lace Beery, and Lionel
Barrynore. But first -- a word
fromour alternate sponsor
(unct uously)
Friends, do you have wobbly
dentures -- ?

That does it. Bud turns the set off in disgust.

The TV screen bl acks out, except for a snall pinpoint of
light in the center, which gradually fades away.

In the bathroom Bud, in pajamas by now, is brushing his
teeth. Fromthe shower rod hang three pairs of socks on
stretchers. Bud takes a vial fromthe nedicine shelf,
shakes out a sleeping pill, washes it down with a glass of
water. He turns the light off, wal ks into the bedroom

In the bedroom the single bed is nade, and the lanp on the
night table is on. Bud plugs in the electric blanket, turns
the dial on. Then he clinbs into bed, props up the pill ow

behind him Fromthe night table, he picks up the magazi ne

that arrived in the mail, slides it out of the wapper,
opens it. It's the new issue of PLAYBOY. Bud |eafs through
it till he comes to the piece de resistance of the magazi ne

He unfolds the overleaf, glances at it casually, refolds it,
then turns to the back of the nmmgazine and starts to read.



VWhat he is so avidly interested in is the men's fashion
section. There is a layout titled WHAT THE YOUNG EXECUTI VE
WLL WEAR with a sub-head readi ng The Bow er is Back
Illustrating the article are several photographs of nale
nodel s wearing various styles of bow ers.

Bud is definitely in the market for a bow er, but sonehow
his mnd starts wandering. He turns back to the overl eaf
again, unfolds it, studies it, then holds the nagazi ne up
vertically to get a different perspective on the subject.

By now the sleeping pill is beginning to take effect, and he
yawns. He drops the magazine on the floor, kills the light,
settles down to sleep. The roomis dark except for the gl ow
fromthe dial of the electric blanket.

Three seconds. Then the phone jangles shrilly in the living
room Bud stunbles groggily out of bed, and putting on his
slippers, nakes his way into the living room He sw tches
on the light, picks up the phone.

BUD
Hell0? -- Hello? -- yes, this is
Baxt er.
I NT. PHONE BOOTH I N A MANHATTAN BAR - NI GHT

On the night is a hearty man of about forty-five, nothing
gut personality, nost of it obnoxious. H's nane is DOBlI SCH

Qutside the booth is a blonde babe, slightly boozed, and
beyond there is a suggestion of the packed, snoky joint.

DOBI SCH
Hi ya, Buddy-boy. |I'min this bar
on Sixty-first Street -- and | got
to thinking about you -- and

figured I'd give you a little buzz.
BUD - ON PHONE
BUD
Well, that's very nice of you --
but who is this?
I NT. PHONE BOOTH
DOBI SCH
Dobi sch -- Joe Dobi sch, in
Admi ni stration.

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
(snapping to attention)
Oh, yes, M. Dobisch. | didn't

recogni ze your voice --
I NT. PHONE BOOTH

DOBI SCH



That's okay, Buddy-boy. Now like

was saying, I'min this joint on
Sixty-first -- and I think | got
| ucky --

(gl ances toward bl onde)
-- she's a skater with the Ice
Show - -

(he chuckl es)
-- and | thought naybe | could
bring her up for a quiet drink.

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
I"msorry, M. Dobisch. You know
like to help you guys out -- but
it's sort of late -- so why don't

we make it sone other tine?

I NT. PHONE BOOTH

DOBI SCH
Buddy-boy -- she won't keep that
long -- not even on ice. Listen
kid, I can't pass this up -- she

| ooks like Marilyn NMonroe.

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
| don't care if it is Marilyn
Monroe -- I'malready in bed -- and
I've taken a sleeping pill -- so

I'mafraid the answer is no.

I NT. PHONE BOOTH

DOBI SCH
(pull'ing rank)
Look, Baxter -- we're naking out

the nmonthly efficiency rating --

and |'mputting you in the top ten
Now you don't want to | ouse yourself
up, do you?

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
OF course not. But -- how can | be
efficient in the office if |I don't
get enough sleep at night?

I NT. PHONE BOOTH
DOBI SCH
It's only eleven -- and | just want
the place for forty-five m nutes.

The bl onde opens the door of the phone booth, |eans in.

BLONDE



I"magetting lonely. Wo are you
tal king to, anyway?

DOBI SCH
My not her.

BL ONDE
That's sweet. That's real sweet.

Dobi sch shuts the door in her face.
DOBI SCH
(into phone agai n)
Make it thirty minutes. Wat do
you say, Bud?

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
(a last stand)
I"'mall out of liquor -- and
there's no clean glasses -- no
cheese crackers -- no not hing.
I NT. PHONE BOOTH
DOBI SCH

Let me worry about that. Just
| eave the key under the mat and
cl ear out.

I NT. THE APARTMENT

BUD
(into phone; resigned)
Yes, M. Dobi sch.

He hangs up, shuffles back into the bedroom

BUD
(rmuttering to hinself)
Anyt hi ng you say, M. Dobisch -- no
trouble at all, M. Dobisch -- be

my guest --

He reappears fromthe bedroom pulling his trousers on over
hi s paj ama pants.

BUD
-- W never close at Buddy-boy's --
| ooks like Marilyn Monroe --
(he chuckl es a | a Dobi sch)

Putting on his raincoat and hat, Bud opens the hall door,
takes the key fromthe table, shoves it under the doornat.

H s eyes fall on the Dreyfuss apartment, and there is some
concern on his face. He picks up a pad and pencil fromthe
table, prints sonething in block letters. Tearing off the
top sheet, he inpales it on the spindle of the phonograph
then wal ks out, closing the door behind him The note reads:



NOT' TOO LOUD
THE NEI GHBORS ARE COWPLAI NI NG

EXT. BROANSTONE HOUSE - N GHT

Bud comes out the door, in slippered feet, pants and raincoat
over his pajamas. As he sleep-wal ks down the steps, a cab
pulls up in front of the house. Bud ducks discreetly into
the areaway. M. Dobisch, bareheaded, energes cautiously
fromthe cab. Between the fingers of his hands he is
carrying four |ong-stenmmed gl asses, brinful of stingers.

The bl onde steps out, holding his hat.

BLONDE
This the place?

DOBI SCH
Yeah.
(to cab driver)
How nmuch?

CABBI E
Seventy cents.

Dobi sch, his hands full of stingers, turns to the bl onde,
i ndi cates his pants pocket.

DOBI SCH
Get the nmoney, will you?

The bl onde plants the hat on top of his head, unbuttons his
overcoat, reaches into his pants pocket. As she does so,
she jogs his el bow

DOBI SCH
Wat ch those stingers!

The bl onde has taken out Dobisch's noney clip, with about a
hundred dollars in it.

DOBl SCH
G ve him a buck.

The bl onde peels a bill off, hands it to the cabbie, hangs
on to the rest of the roll just a second too |ong.

DOBI SCH
Now put it back, honey.
(she does)
Atta girl.

The cab drives off. Dobisch and the blonde start up the
steps to the house.

BLONDE

You sure this is a good idea?
DOBI SCH

Can't think of a better one.

BLONDE



(hol di ng door open

for him
I nmean - barging in on your
nmother -- in the nmiddle of the night?
DOBI SCH

(edgi ng past her with stingers)
Don't worry about the old I ady.
One squawk from her, and she's out
of a job.

In the areaway, Bud has overheard them and it doesn't make
hi m any happier. He steps out on the sidewal k, shuffles
down the street.

I NT. SECOND FLOOR LANDI NG - NI GHT

The bl onde and Dobi sch, his hands full of stingers, come up
to Bud's door.

DOBI SCH
Get the key, will you.

Aut ormatical ly, she reaches into his pocket.

DOBI SCH
Not there. Under the mat.
BLONDE
(puzzl ed)

Under the mat?
(picks up key)

DOBI SCH
(inpatiently)
Open up, open up -- we haven't got

all night.
The bl onde unl ocks the door to the apartnent, opens it.

BLONDE
(suspi ci ously)
So this is your nother's apartnment?

DOBI SCH
That's right. Maria Quspenskaya.
BLONDE
(sticking her head in)
H ya, Quspenskaya

Dobi sch nudges her inside with his knee, kicks the door shut
behi nd him

The landing is enpty for a second. Then the door of the
rear apartnent opens, and Dr. Dreyfuss, in a beaten bathrobe,
sets out a couple of enpty mlk bottles with a note in them
Suddenly, from Bud's apartment, conmes a shrill ferale giggle.
Dr. Dreyfuss reacts. Then the cha cha nusic starts full

bl ast .



DR DREYFUSS
(calling to his wife
of f-screen)
Mldred -- he's at it again.

Shaki ng his head, he cl oses the door
EXT. CENTRAL PARK - NI GHT

Bud, in raincoat and slippered feet, turns in off the
street, plods along a path in the deserted park. He stops
at a danmp bench under a lanp post, sits. In the background,
lights shine fromthe towering buildings on Central Park
Sout h.

Bud huddl es inside his raincoat, shivering. He is very

sl eepy by now His eyes close and his head droops. A gust
of wind sends wet |eaves swirling across the bench. Bud
doesn't stir. Heis all in.

FADE OUT
FADE | N:
I NT. LOBBY | NSURANCE BUI LDI NG - DAY

It's a quarter to nine of a gray Novenber norning, and work-
bound enpl oyees are piling in through the doors. Anong them
is Bud, bundled up in a raincoat, hat, heavy nuffler and

wool gloves, and carrying a box of Kl eenex. He coughs,

pull's out a tissue, wipes his dripping nose. He has a bad
col d.

The | obby is an inposing, marbled affair, as befits a
conmpany which | ast year wote 9.3 billion dollars worth of
i nsurance. There are sixteen elevators, eight of them

mar ked LOCAL - FLOORS 1-18, and opposite them ei ght nmarked
EXPRESS - FLOORS 18-37. The starter, a uniformed Val kyrie
wielding a clicker, is directing the flow of traffic into
the various el evators.

Bud joins the cromd in front of one of the express el evators.
Al so standing there is M. Kirkeby, reading the Heral d-
Tri bune.

BUD
(hoarsel y)
Good norning, M. Kirkeby.

KI RKEBY
(as if he just knew
hi m vaguel y)
Oh, how are you, Baxter. They
keepi ng you busy these days?

BUD
Yes, sir. They are indeed.
(he sniffs)

The el evator doors open, revealing the operator. She is in
her mddle twenties and her nane is FRAN KUBELI K. Maybe



it's the way she's put together, maybe it's her face, or

maybe it's just the uniform-- in any case, there is
somet hi ng very appeal i ng about her. She is also an
i ndividualist -- she wears a carnation in her |apel, which

is strictly against regulations. As the elevator |oads, she
greets the passengers cheerfully.

FRAN
(rattling it off)
Morni ng, M. Kessel -- Mbrning,

M ss Robi nson -- Morning, M.
Kirkeby -- Morning, M. WIllianms --
Morni ng, M ss Livingston -- Nbrning,
M. MKellway -- Mrning, M.
Pirelli -- Mrning, Ms. Schubert --

Interspersed is an occasional "Mrning, Mss Kubelik" from
t he passengers.

FRAN
Morni ng, M. Baxter.

BUD
Mor ni ng, M ss Kubeli k.

He takes his hat off -- he is the only one. The express is
now | oaded.

STARTER
(wor ki ng the clicker)
That's all. Take it away.
FRAN

(shutting the door)
Watch t he door, please. Blasting
of f.

I NT. ELEVATOR

Bud is standing right next to Fran as the packed express
shoot s up.

BUD
(studyi ng her)
What did you do to your hair?

FRAN
It was maki ng nme nervous, so |
chopped it off. Big nistake, huh?

BUD
| sort of like it.

He sniffs, takes out a Kleenex, w pes his nose.

FRAN
Say, you got a lulu.

BUD
Yeah. | better not get too close.



FRAN
Ch, | never catch col ds

BUD
Real ly? | was |ooking at sone
figures fromthe Sickness and
Accident Clainms Division -- do you
know t hat the average New Yorker
bet ween the ages of twenty and
fifty has two and a half colds a

year ?
FRAN
That makes ne feel just terrible.
BUD
Wy ?
FRAN
Well, to nmake the figures conme out
even -- since | have no colds a
year -- sonme poor slob nust have

five colds a year.

BUD
That's ne.
(dabs hi s nose)

FRAN
You shoul d have stayed in bed this
nor ni ng.
BUD
| shoul d have stayed in bed | ast
ni ght.

The el evator has sl owed down, now stops. Fran opens the door

FRAN
Ni neteen. Watch your step

About a third of the passengers get out, including Bud and
M. Kirkeby. As Kirkeby passes Fran, he slaps her behind
with his folded newspaper. Fran junps slightly.

FRAN
(all in the day's work)
And wat ch your hand, M. Kirkeby!

Kl RKEBY
(i nnocently)
| beg your pardon?

FRAN
One of these days |I'm going to shut
those doors on you and --

She withdraws her hand into the sleeve of her uniform and
waves the "anputated" armat him



FRAN
Twenty next.

The doors cl ose
I NT. NI NETEENTH FLOOR - DAY

Kirkeby turns away fromthe el evator, and grinning snugly,
falls in beside Bud.

Kl RKEBY
That Kubelik -- boy! Wuld I Iike
to get her on a slow elevator to
Chi na.

BUD

Ch, yes. She's the best operator
in the building.

Kl RKEBY
I'"'ma pretty good operator nyself --
but she just won't give nme a

tunbl e -- date-w se.
BUD
Maybe you're using the wong
appr oach.
Kl RKEBY
A lot of guys around here have
tried it -- all kinds of
approaches -- no dice. What is she

trying to prove?

BUD
Coul d be she's just a nice,
respectable girl -- there are
nmllions of them

Kl RKEBY
Listen to him Little Lord
Faunt | er oy!

Leaving Bud at the enpl oyees' coat-racks, Kirkeby heads
toward his office, one of the glass-enclosed cubicles. Bud
hangs up his hat and raincoat, stows away the gl oves and
muf fler. Qut of his coat pocket he takes a plastic anti-

hi stam ne sprayer and a box of cough drops, and stil
carrying the Kl eenex, threads his way to his desk. Most of
the desks are already occupied, and the others are filling
rapidly.

Once seated at his desk, Bud arranges his nedicaments neatly
in front of him He takes a Kl eenex out of the box, blows
his nose, then | eaning back in his swivel chair sprays first
one nostril, then the other. Suddenly the piercing bell goes
off -- the workday has begun. Being the ultra-conscientious
type, Bud instantly sits upright in his chair, renoves the
cover fromhis conputing machi ne, picks up a batch of
perforated prem um cards, starts entering figures on his
conput er.



After a few seconds, he glances around to nake sure that
everybody in the vicinity is busy. Then he | ooks up a nunber
in the conpany tel ephone directory, dials furtively.

BUD
(cuppi ng hand over
phone nout hpi ece)
Hel l o, M. Dobisch? This is Baxter
on the nineteenth fl oor

I NT. DCBI SCH S OFFI CE - DAY

It is a glass-enclosed cubicle on the twenty-first floor
Through the gl ass we see another enornous | ayout of desks,
everybody wor ki ng away. Dobi sch is holding the phone in one
hand, running an electric shaver over his face with the other

DOBI SCH
Oh, Buddy-boy. | was just about to
call you.

(shuts off electric shaver)
I'"msorry about that nmess on the
living roomwall. You see, ny
little friend, she kept insisting
Pi casso was a bum-- so she started
to do that nural -- but I"'msure it
will wash off -- just eyebrow pencil.

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
It's not Picasso |'mcalling about.
It's the key -- to ny apartment --
you were supposed to |eave it under
t he mat.

DOBI SCH - ON PHONE
DOBI SCH
| did, didn't 1?1 distinctly
renmenber bendi ng over and putting
it there --

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
Oh, | found a key there, all
right -- only it's the wong key.
DOBI SCH - ON PHONE
DOBI SCH

It is?

(takes Bud's key out

of his pocket)
Well, how about that? No wonder
couldn't get into the executive
washroom t hi s norni ng.

BUD - ON PHONE



BUD
And | couldn't get into ny
apartnment -- so at four a. m | had
to wake up the landlady and give
her a whol e song and dance about
going out to mail a letter and the
door sl amm ng shut.

DOBI SCH - ON PHONE

DOBI SCH

That's a shame. I'Il send the key
ri ght down. And about your
pronotion --

(leafs through report

on desk)
-- I'"'msending that efficiency
report right up to M. Sheldrake,
in Personnel. | wouldn't be
surprised if you heard from him
before the day is over.

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
Thank you, M. Dobisch.

He hangs up, feels his forehead. It is warm Cipped to his
handker chi ef pocket are a black fountain pen and, next to
it, a thernoneter in a black case. Bud unclips the

t hermonet er case, unscrews the cap, shakes the thernoneter
out, puts it under his tongue. He resunes worKk.

A nmessenger cones up to his desk with an interoffice envel ope.

MESSENGER
From M. Dobi sch.

BUD
(thernoneter in nouth)
Vi t.

He turns away fromthe nessenger, unties the string of the
envel ope, takes his key out, puts it in a coat pocket. From
a trouser pocket, he extracts Dobisch's key to the executive
washroom slips it discreetly into the envelope, reties it,
hands it to the messenger.

BUD
(thernoneter in nouth)
To M. Dobisch.

Puzzl ed by the whol e procedure, the messenger |eaves. Bud
now renmoves the thernmonmeter fromhis nouth, reads it. It's
worse than he thought. He puts the thernoneter back in the
case, clips it to his pocket, takes his desk cal endar out of
a drawer, turns a |leaf. Under the date WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 4
there is an entry in his handwiting -- MR VANDERHOF. Bud
consults the tel ephone directory again, picks up the phone,
di al s.



I NT. VANDERHCF' S OFFI CE - DAY

This is another gl ass-encl osed cubicle on another floor. MR
VANDERHOF, a Juni or Chanber of Commerce type, is dictating
to an elderly secretary who sits across the desk fromhim

VANDERHOF

Dear M. Maclntosh --

(phone rings and he

picks it up)
Vander hof, Public Relations. Oh,
yes, Baxter. Just a mnute.

(to secretary)
Al right, Mss Finch -- type up
what we got so far.

(he waits till she is

out of the office;

then, into phone)
Now what is it, Baxter?

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
Look, M. Vanderhof -- |'ve got you
down here for tonight -- but |I'm
going to be using the place
myself -- so I'll have to cancel
VANDERHOF - ON PHONE
VANDERHOF

Cancel ? But it's her birthday -- |
al ready ordered the cake --

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
| hate to disappoint you -- | rmean,
many happy returns -- but not
toni ght --
VANDERHOF - ON PHONE
VANDERHOF

That's not |ike you, Baxter. Just
the other day, at the staff neeting,
I was telling M. Sheldrake what a
reliable man you were

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
Thank you, M. Vanderhof. But |'m
sick -- | have this terrible
cold -- and a fever -- and | got to

go to bed right after work
VANDERHOF - ON PHONE

VANDERHOF



Buddy-boy, that's the worst thing
you can do. If you got a cold, you
should go to a Turkish bath --
spend the night there -- sweat it
out --

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
Oh, no. |'d get pneunpbnia -- and if
| got pneunonia, |'d be in bed for
a month -- and if | were in bed for
a month --
VANDERHOF - ON PHONE
VANDERHOF

Ckay, you made your point. W'll
just have to do it next Wednesday --
that's the only night of the week I
can get away.

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
Wednesday -- Wednesday - -
(leafing through cal endar)
| got sonebody penciled in -- let
me see what | can do -- |'Il get
back to you.

He hangs up, riffles through the directory, finds the
number, and with a furtive | ook around, dials again.

BUD
(into phone)
M. Eichelberger? Is this Mrtgage
and Loan? I'd like to speak to M.
Ei chel berger. Yes, it is urgent.

I NT. ElI CHELBERGER S OFFI CE - DAY

Al so gl ass-encl osed, but slightly larger than the others. M
El CHELBERGER, a solid citizen of about fifty, is displaying
some nortgage graphs to three associates. A fourth one has
answer ed the phone.

ASSCOCI ATE
(hol di ng out phone to Eichel berger)
For you, Mel.

Ei chel berger puts the charts down, takes the phone.

El GHELBERGER

Ei chel berger here -- oh, yes,
Baxter --

(a glance at his

associ ates; then

conti nues, as though

it were a business call)
What's your problen? -- Wdnesday



is out? -- oh -- that throws a
little nonkey wench into ny
agenda -- Thursday? No, |'m al
tied up on Thursday -- let's
schedul e that neeting for Friday.

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
Fri day?
(checks cal endar)
Let me see what | can do. I'll get

back to you.
He hangs up, consults the directory, starts to dial a nunber.
I NT. KIRKEBY'S OFFI CE - DAY

It's anot her of those gl ass-encl osed cubicles, on the
nineteenth floor. Kirkeby is talking into a dictaphone.

Kl RKEBY
Premi umw se and billing-w se, we
are ei ghteen percent ahead of | ast
year, Cctober-w se

The phone has been ringing. Kirkeby switches off the nachine,
pi cks up the phone.

Kl RKEBY
Hel | 0? Yeah, Baxter. \Wat's up?

BUD - ON PHONE
BUD
I nstead of Friday -- could you
possibly switch to Thursday? You'd
be doing me a great favor --

KI RKEBY - ON PHONE

Kl RKEBY
Vell -- it's all right with ne, Bud.
Let ne check. I'Il get back to you

He presses down the button on the cradle, dials Qperator.
I NT. SW TCHBOARD ROOM

There is a double switchboard in the center, with nine girls
on each side, all busy as beavers. In the foreground we
recogni ze Sylvia, Kirkeby's date of last night.

SYLVI A
Consolidated Life -- |I'll connect
you -- Consolidated Life --

The girl next to her turns and holds out a line.

SW TCHBOARD G RL
Sylvia -- it's for you.



Sylvia plugs the call into her own sw tchboard.

SYLVI A
Yes? Oh, hello -- sure | got home
all right -- you owe ne forty-five
cents.
KI RKEBY - ON PHONE
Kl RKEBY
Ckay, okay. Look, Sylvia -- instead

of Friday - could we make it
Thur sday ni ght ?

SYLVI A - AT SW TCHBCARD

SYLVI A
Thursday? That's The Untouchabl es --
wi th Bob Stack.

KI RKEBY - ON PHONE

Kl RKEBY
Bob WHO? -- all right, so we'll
watch it at the apartnent. Big deal
(he hangs up, dials)
Baxter? It's okay for Thursday.

I NT. NI NETEENTH FLOOR - DAY
Bud, at his desk, is on the phone.

BUD
Thank you, M. Kirkeby.
(hangs up, consults
directory, dials)
M. Eichelberger? It's okay for
Fri day.
(hangs up, consults
directory, dials)
M. Vanderhof? It's okay for
Wednesday.

During this, the phone has rung at the next desk, and the
occupant, MR MOFFETT, has picked it up. As Bud hangs up --

MOFFETT
(into phone)
Al right -- I'Il tell him
(hangs up, turns to Bud)
Hey, Baxter -- that was Personnel

M. Shel drake's secretary.

BUD
Shel dr ake?

MOFFETT
She's been trying to reach you for
the last twenty minutes. They want
you up stairs.



BUD
n!

He junps up, stuffs the nose-spray into one pocket, a
handful of Kleenex into the other.

MOFFETT
What gives, Baxter? You getting
pronoted or getting fired?

BUD
(cocki ly)
Care to make a small wager?
MOFFETT
I've been here twice as long as you
have --
BUD
Shall we say -- a dollar?
MOFFETT
It's a bet.

Bud snake- hi ps between the desks like a broken-field runner.

At the elevator, Bud presses the UP button, paces nervously.
One of the elevator doors opens, and as Bud starts inside,
the doors of the adjoining el evator open, and Fran Kubel ik
sticks her head out.

FRAN
Goi ng up?

Hearing her voice, Bud throws a quick "Excuse ne" to the
other operator, exits quickly and steps into Fran's el evator

BUD
Twenty-seven, please. And drive
carefully. You're carrying precious
cargo -- | mean, nanpower-w se

Fran shuts the doors.
I NT. ELEVATOR - DAY
Fran presses a button, and the elevator starts up

FRAN
Twent y-seven.

BUD
You may not realize it, Mss
Kubelik, but I"'min the top ten --
efficiency-wise and this nmay be the
day -- pronotion-w se.

FRAN
You' re beginning to sound like M.
Ki r keby al ready.



BUD
Why not? Now that they're kicking
me upstairs --

FRAN
Coul dn't happen to a nicer guy.
(Bud beans)
You know, you're the only one
around here who ever takes his hat
off in the elevator

BUD
Real | y?

FRAN
The characters you neet. Sonething
happens to nmen in el evators. Mist

be the change of altitude -- the
bl ood rushes to their head, or
sonmething -- boy, | could tell you
stories --

BUD

I'd love to hear them WNaybe we
coul d have lunch in the cafeteria
sometine -- or sone evening, after
work - -

The el evator has stopped, and Fran opens the doors.

FRAN
Twent y- seven.

I NT. TWENTY- SEVENTH FLOCOR FOYER - DAY

It is pretty plush up here -- soft carpeting and tal
mahogany doors leading to the executive offices. The el evator
door is open, and Bud steps out.

FRAN
| hope everything goes all right.

BUD
| hope so.
(turning back)
Whul dn't you know they'd call me on
a day like this -- with ny cold and

everything --
(funbling with his tie)
How do | | ook?
FRAN
Fi ne.

(stepping out of elevator)
Vi t.

She takes the carnation out of her lapel, starts to put it
in Bud's buttonhol e.

BUD



Thank you. That's the first thing
ever noticed about you -- when you
were still on the local elevator --
you al ways wore a flower --

The el evator buzzer is now sounding insistently. Fran steps
back i nsi de

FRAN
Good | uck. And wi pe your nose.

She shuts the doors. Bud | ooks after her, then takes a

Kl eenex out of his pocket, and wi ping his nose, crosses to a
gl ass door marked J. D. SHELDRAKE, DI RECTOR OF PERSONNEL. He
stashes the used Kl eenex away in another pocket, enters.

I NT. SHELDRAKE' S ANTEROCOM - DAY

It is a sedate office with a secretary and a coupl e of
typists. The secretary's nane is MSS OLSEN. She is in her
thirties, flaxen- haired, handsone, wears harl equin gl asses,
and has an incisive manner. Bud conmes up to her desk

BUD
C. C. Baxter -- Ordinary Prem um
Accounting -- M. Sheldrake called
ne.
M SS OLSEN
| called you -- that is, | tried to
call you -- for twenty m nutes
BUD
I"'msorry, | --
M SS OLSEN
Go on in.

She indicates the door leading to the inner office. Bud
squares his shoulders and starts in.

I NT. SHELDRAKE' S OFFI CE - DAY

M. Sheldrake is a $14,000 a year man, and rates a four-
wi ndow of fi ce.

It is not quite an executive suite, but it is several pegs
above the glass cubicles of the mddle echelon. There is
lots of leather, and a | arge desk behind which sits MR
SHELDRAKE. He is a substantial |ooking, authoritative man in
his mddle forties, a pillar of his suburban community, a

bl ood donor and a famly man. The latter is attested to by a
franmed phot ograph showi ng two boys, aged 8 and 10, in
nmlitary school uniforns.

As Baxter cones through the door, Sheldrake is |eafing
t hrough Dobi sch's efficiency report. He | ooks up at Bud
through a pair of heavy-rinmmed readi ng gl asses.

SHEL DRAKE
Baxt er ?



BUD
Yes, sir.

SHEL DRAKE
(studying him
I was sort of wondering what you
| ooked like. Sit down.

BUD
Yes, M. Shel drake.

He seats hinself on the very edge of the | eather arnthair

faci ng Shel drake.

SHEL DRAKE
Been hearing some very nice things
about you -- here's a report from
M. Dobisch -- loyal, cooperative,
resourceful --

BUD

M. Dobi sch said that?

SHEL DRAKE
And M. Kirkeby tells nme that
several nights a week you work late

at the office -- without overtine.
BUD
(rmodest | y)
Well, you know how it is -- things
pile up.
SHEL DRAKE

M. Vanderhof, in Public Relations,
and M. Eichel berger, in Mrtgage
and Loan -- they'd both like to
have you transferred to their
departnents.

BUD
That's very flattering.

Shel drake puts the report down, takes off his gl asses,
across the desk toward Bud.

SHEL DRAKE
Tell me, Baxter -- just what is it
t hat nakes you so popul ar?

BUD
I don't know.

SHEL DRAKE
Thi nk.

Bud does so. For a noment, he is a picture of intense
concentration. Then --

BUD

| eans



Wul d you mind repeating the
question?

SHEL DRAKE
Look, Baxter, |'m not stupid.
know everyt hing that goes on in
this building -- in every
departnent -- on every floor --
every day of the year.

BUD
(in a very small voice)
You do?

SHEL DRAKE

(rises, starts pacing)
In 1957, we had an enpl oyee here,
nane of Fow er. He was very popul ar
too. Turned out he was running a
bookie joint right in the Actuari al
Department tying up the sw tchboard,
figuring the odds on our |.B. M
machi nes -- so the day before the
Kentucky Derby, | called in the
Vi ce Squad and we rai ded the
thirteenth fl oor.

BUD
(worried)
The Vice Squad?

SHEL DRAKE
That's right, Baxter.
BUD
What -- what's that got to do with
me? |'mnot running any bookie joint.
SHEL DRAKE
What kind of joint are you runni ng?
BUD
Sir?
SHEL DRAKE
There's a certain key floating
around the office -- from Kirkeby
to Vanderhof to Eichel berger to
Dobi sch -- it's the key to a
certain apartment -- and you know

who that apartnent bel ongs to?

BUD
Who?

SHEL DRAKE
Loyal , cooperative, resourceful C
C. Baxter.

BUD
Oh.



SHEL DRAKE
Are you going to deny it?

BUD
No, sir. I'mnot going to deny it.
But if you'd just let me explain --
SHEL DRAKE
You better.
BUD
(a deep breath)
Wel |, about six nonths ago -- | was

going to night school, taking this
course in Advanced Accounting --
and one of the guys in our

departnent -- he lives in Jersey --
he was going to a banquet at the
Biltnore -- his wife was neeting
himin town, and he needed sonepl ace
to change into a tuxedo -- so

gave himthe key and word nust
have gotten around -- because the

next thing | knew, all sorts of
guys were suddenly going to
banquets -- and when you give the
key to one guy, you can't say no to
anot her and t he whol e thing got out
of hand -- pardon ne.

He whi ps out the nasal -spray, adm nisters a couple of quick
squirts up each nostril.

SHEL DRAKE

Baxter, an insurance conpany is
founded on public trust. Any
enpl oyee who conducts hinmself in a
manner unbecom ng --

(shifting into a new gear)
How many charter nenbers are there
inthis little club of yours?

BUD
Just those four -- out of a tota
of 31,259 -- so actually, we can be

very proud of our personnel --
per cent age-w se

SHEL DRAKE
That's not the point. Four rotten
apples in a barrel -- no matter how
large the barrel -- you realize
that if this ever |eaked out --

BUD
Ch, it won't. Believe ne. And it's
not going to happen again. From now
on, nobody is going to use ny
apartnment --



In his vehenence he squeezes the spray bottle, which squirts
all over the desk.

SHEL DRAKE
Where is your apartnent?

BUD
West 67th Street. You have no idea
what |'ve been going through --
with the neighbors and the | andl ady
and the liquor and the key --

SHEL DRAKE
How do you work it with the key?

BUD
Well, usually | slipit to themin
the office and they |leave it under
the mat -- but never again -- | can
promni se you that --

The phone buzzer sounds, and Shel drake picks up the phone.

SHEL DRAKE
Yes, M ss d sen.

I NT. SHELDRAKE' S ANTERCOM - DAY

Mss Asen is on the phone

M SS OLSEN
Ms. Shel drake returning your
call -- on two --

She presses a button down, starts to hang the phone up
gl ances around to see if the typists are watching, then
rai ses the receiver to her ear and eavesdrops on the
conver sati on.

I NT. SHELDRAKE' S OFFI CE - DAY
Shel drake is talking into the phone.

SHEL DRAKE
Yes, dear -- | called you earlier --
where were you? Ch, you took Tommy
to the dentist --

During this, Bud has risen fromhis chair, started inching
toward the door.

SHEL DRAKE
(turning to him
Where are you goi ng, Baxter?

BUD
Well, | don't want to intrude --
and | thought -- since it's al
strai ght ened out anyway --

SHEL DRAKE



I"mnot through with you yet.

BUD
Yes, sir.
SHEL DRAKE
(into phone)
The reason | called is -- | won't

be home for dinner tonight. The
branch nmanager from Kansas City is
intown -- I'mtaking himto the
theatre Miusic Man, what el se? No
don't wait up for me -- 'bye,
darling.

(hangs up, turns to Bud)
Tell me sonething, Baxter -- have
you seen Music Man?

BUD
Not yet. But | hear it's one swell
show.
SHEL DRAKE
How woul d you like to go tonight?
BUD
You nean -- you and nme? | thought

you were taking the branch manager
fromKansas City --

SHEL DRAKE
I made ot her plans. You can have
both tickets.

BUD
Well, that's very kind of you --
only I'mnot feeling well -- you
see, | have this cold -- and

thought I'd go straight hone.

SHEL DRAKE
Baxter, you're not reading me. |
told you I have plans.

BUD
Sodol -- I'mgoing to take four
aspirins and get into bed -- so you
better give the tickets to sonmebody
el se --

SHEL DRAKE
I"mnot just giving those tickets,
Baxter -- | want to swap them

BUD

Swap t hen? For what?

Shel drake picks up the Dobi sch reports, puts on his gl asses,
turns a page.

SHEL DRAKE



He reaches into his coat pocket,

Kl eenex,
it up.

Bud | ays the key on the desk,

It also says here -- that you are
alert, astute, and quite
i magi native --

BUD
Ch?
(the dawn is breaking)
Oh!

and then finally the key to his apartnent.

BUD
Thi s?

SHEL DRAKE
That's good thinking, Baxter. Next
month there's going to be a shift
in personnel around here -- and as
far as |'mconcerned, you're
executive materi al

BUD
| an?

SHEL DRAKE
Now put down the key --
(pushing a pad toward him
-- and put down the address.

fountain pen, uncaps it, starts witing on the pad.

BUD
It's on the second floor - ny name
is not on the door -- it just says

2A --

fishes out a handful of

He hol ds

unclips what he thinks is his

Suddenly he realizes that he has been trying to wite the
address with the thernoneter.

BUD
Ch -- terribly sorry. It's that
cold --

SHEL DRAKE
Rel ax, Baxter.

BUD
Thank you, sir.

He has replaced the thernoneter with the fountain pen, and
is scribbling the address.

BUD
You'll be careful with the record
pl ayer, won't you? And about the
liquor -- | ordered sone this
nmorning -- but |I'mnot sure when

they'll deliver it --



He has finished witing the address, shoves the pad over to
Shel dr ake.

SHEL DRAKE
Now r enenber, Baxter -- this is
going to be our little secret.

BUD
Yes, of course.
SHEL DRAKE
You know how peopl e tal k.
BUD
Ch, you don't have to worry --
SHEL DRAKE
Not that | have anything to hide
BUD
Ch, no sir. Certainly not. Anyway,
it's none of ny business -- four
appl es, five apples -- what's the
di fference -- percentage-w se?
SHEL DRAKE

(hol ding out the tickets)
Here you are, Baxter. Have a nice
time.

BUD
You too, sir.

Clutching the tickets, he backs out of the office.
Dl SSOLVE TO
I NT. LOBBY | NSURANCE BUI LDI NG - EVENI NG

It is about 6:30, and the building has pretty well enptied
out by now. Bud, in raincoat and hat, is |eaning agai nst one
of the marble pillars beyond the elevators. His raincoat is
unbuttoned, and Fran's carnation is still in his lapel. He
is |ooking off expectantly toward a door marked EMPLOYEES
LOUNGE - WOMVEN

Sone of the feral e enpl oyees are energing, dressed for the
street. Anong them are Sylvia and her coll eague fromthe
swi t chboar d.

SYLVI A
So | figure, a man in his position
he's going to take me to 21 and E

Morocco -- instead, he takes ne to
Hanburg Heaven and sone schnook's
apartnment --

They pass Bud wi thout paying any attention to him Bud has
heard the crack, and |ooks after Sylvia, a little hurt. Then
he gl ances back toward the door of the |ounge, as it opens



and Fran Kubelik cones out. She is wearing a wool coat over
a street dress, no hat.

FRAN
(passi ng Bud)
Good ni ght.

BUD
(casual ly)
Good ni ght.

She is about three paces beyond hi m when he suddenly realizes
who it is.

BUD
Ch -- M ss Kubelik.
(he rushes after her
taking of f his hat)
I've been waiting for you
FRAN
You have?

BUD
| alnost didn't recognize you --
this is the first time |'ve ever
seen you in civilian clothes.

FRAN
How d you make out on the twenty-
seventh fl oor?

BUD
Geat. Look -- have you seen The
Musi ¢ Man?
FRAN
No.
BUD
Woul d you like to?
FRAN
Sure.
BUD
| thought maybe we coul d have a
bite to eat first -- and then --
FRAN
You mean tonight?
BUD
Yeah.
FRAN
I"msorry, but I can't tonight. I'm

meeti ng sonebody.

BUD
Oh.
(a beat)



You nean -- like a girl-friend?

FRAN
No. Like a man.

She proceeds across the | obby toward the street entrance,
Bud foll owi ng her.

BUD
| wasn't trying to be personal --
it's just that the fellows in the
office were -- whether you wondering
about you ever --

FRAN

Just tell "em-- now and then
BUD

This date -- is it just a date --

or is it sonething serious?

FRAN
It used to be serious -- at |east |
was -- but he wasn't -- so the

whol e thing is nore or |ess kaputt.

BUD

Well, in that case, couldn't you -- ?
FRAN

I"'mafraid not. | pronised to have

a drink with him-- he's been
calling ne all week --

BUD
Ch, | under st and.

He foll ows her out through the revol ving doors.
EXT. | NSURANCE BUI LDI NG - EVENI NG

Fran and Bud cone out.

BUD
(putting his hat on)
Well, it was just an idea -- | hate

to see a ticket go to waste --

FRAN
(stops)
What tine does the show go on?
BUD
Eight-thirty.
FRAN
(1 ooks at her watch)
Well -- | could neet you at the
theatre -- if that's all right.

BUD



Al right? That's wonderful! It's
the Majestic -- 44th Street.

FRAN
Meet you in the | obby. Ckay?

Bud nods happily, falls in beside her as she starts down the
street.

BUD
You know, | felt so lousy this
nmorning -- a hundred and one
fever -- then ny pronotion cane
up -- now you and I -- eleventh row
center -- and you said | should

have stayed in bed.

FRAN
How i s your col d?

BUD
(high as a kite)
What col d? And after the show, we
could go out on the town --
(does a little cha
cha step)
|'ve been taking from Arthur Mirray.

FRAN
So | see.

BUD
They got a great little band at El
Chico, in the Village -- it's

practically around the corner from
where you live

FRAN
Sounds good.
(a sudden thought)

How do you know where | live?

BUD
OCh, | even know who you live
with -- your sister and brother-in-
law -- | know when you were born --
and where -- | know all sorts of

t hi ngs about you

FRAN
How come?

BUD
A coupl e of nmonths ago | | ooked up
your card in the group insurance
file.

FRAN
Oh.

BUD



I know your height, your weight and
your Social Security nunber -- you
had nmunps, you had neasles, and you
had your appendi x out.

They have now reached the corner, and Fran stops.

FRAN
Well, don't tell the fellows in the
of fice about the appendi x. They may
get the wong idea how you found

out .
(turning the corner)
' Bye.
BUD
(calling after her)
Ei ght-thirty!

He wat ches her wal k away, an idiot grin on his face. Despite
what he told Fran, his nose is stuffed up, so he takes out
the anti-histani ne and sprays his nostrils. Then, carried
away, he squirts sonme of the stuff on the carnation in his
buttonhol e, noves off in the opposite direction.

EXT. DOWTOM STREET - EVEN NG

Fran comes hurrying along the street. She is late. Her
objective is a small Chinese restaurant, with a neon sign
readi ng THE RI CKSHAW - COCKTAI LS - CANTONESE FOOD. She
starts down a flight of steps leading to the entrance.

I NT. CHI NESE RESTAURANT - EVEN NG

The bar is a long, narrow, dimMy-lit roomw th booths al ong
one side. Beyond a banboo curtain is the main dining room
whi ch does not concern us. The place is decorated in Early
Beachconber style rattan, fish-nets, conch-shells, etc.

The help is Chinese. At this early hour, there are only half
a dozen custoners in the place -- all at the bar except for
one man, sitting in the last booth with his back toward
camera. At a piano, a Chinese nenber of Local 808 is

i mprovi si ng nood nusi c.

Fran conmes through the door, and w thout | ooking around,
heads straight for the |ast booth. The bartender nods to
her -- they know her there. As she passes the piano player
he gives her a big snmle, segues into JEALOUS LOVER.

Fran cones up to the nan sitting in the |Iast booth.
FRAN
(a wistful snile)
Good eveni ng, M. Shel drake.

Shel drake, for that's who it is, |ooks around nervously to
make sure no one has heard her

SHEL DRAKE
Pl ease, Fran -- not so | oud.



(he gets up)

FRAN
Still afraid sonebody may see us
t oget her ?

SHEL DRAKE

(reaching for her coat)
Let ne take that.

FRAN
No, Jeff. | can't stay very |ong.
(sits opposite him
with her coat on)
Can | have a frozen daiquiri?

SHEL DRAKE
It's on the way.
(sits down)
| see you went ahead and cut your

hair.
FRAN

That's right.
SHEL DRAKE

You know I liked it better |ong.
FRAN

Yes, | know. You want a lock to

carry in your wallet?

A waiter cones up with a tray: two daiquiris, fried shrinp
eggrolls, and a bow of sauce.

WAl TER
(showing all his teeth)
Evening, lady. N ce see you again.

FRAN
Thank you.

The waiter has set everything on the table, |eaves.

SHEL DRAKE
How | ong has it been -- a nonth?
FRAN
Si x weeks. But who's counting?
SHEL DRAKE
I mssed you, Fran.
FRAN
Li ke old times. Sanme booth, sane
song --
SHEL DRAKE

It's been hell.



FRAN

(di ppi ng shrinp)
-- sane sauce -- sweet and sour.

SHEL DRAKE
You don't know what it's like --
standi ng next to you in that

el evator, day after day -- Good
nor ni ng, M ss Kubelik -- Good
night, M. Sheldrake -- |I'mstil

crazy about you, Fran.

FRAN
(avoi ding his eyes)
Let's not start on that again,
Jeff -- please. |I'mjust beginning
to get over it.

SHEL DRAKE
| don't believe you.

FRAN
Look, Jeff -- we had two wonderfu
nonths this sumer -- and that was

it. Happens all the tinme -- the
wife and kids go away to the
country, and the boss has a fling
with the secretary or the
mani curist -- or the elevator girl.
Cones Septenber, the picnic is
over -- goodbye. The kids go back
to school, the boss goes back to
the wife, and the girl --

(she is barely able

to control herself)
They don't nake these shrinp like
they used to.

SHEL DRAKE
| never said goodbye, Fran

FRAN

(not 1istening)
For a while there, you try Kkidding
yoursel f that you're going with an
unnmarri ed nman. Then one day he
keeps | ooking at his watch, and
asks you if there's any lipstick
showi ng, then rushes off to catch
the seven-fourteen to Wiite Plains.
So you fix yourself a cup of
instant coffee -- and you sit there
by yourself -- and you think -- and
it all begins to look so ugly --

There are tears in her eyes. She breaks off, downs what's
left of the daiquiri.

SHEL DRAKE
How do you think I felt -- riding
hone on that seven-fourteen train?



FRAN
Why do you keep calling ne, Jeff?
What do you want from nme?

SHEL DRAKE
(taki ng her hand)
| want you back, Fran.

FRAN
(wi t hdrawi ng her hand)
Sorry, M. Sheldrake -- I"'mfull up
You'll have to take the next
el evat or.
SHEL DRAKE

You're not giving me a chance, Fran
| asked you to neet ne because -- |
have sonething to tell you

FRAN
Go ahead -- tell ne.

SHEL DRAKE
(a gl ance around)
Not here, Fran. Can't we go sone
pl ace el se?

FRAN

No. | have a date at eight-thirty.
SHEL DRAKE

| nportant?
FRAN

Not very -- but |I'mgoing to be
t here anyway.

She takes out an inexpensive square conpact with a fleur de
lis pattern on it, opens it, starts to fix her face. The
wai ter conmes up with a couple of nenus.

WAl TER
You ready order dinner now?
FRAN
No. No di nner
SHEL DRAKE
Bring us two nore drinks.
CUT TO
EXT. MAJESTI C THEATRE - EVEN NG
It is 8:25, and there is the usual hectic to-do -- taxis

pul l'ing up, people mlling around the sidewal k and crowdi ng
into the lobby. In the mddle of this nelee, buffeted by the
throng, stands Bud, in raincoat and hat, | ooking anxiously
for Fran.

CUT TO



I NT. CH NESE RESTAURANT - EVEN NG

Fran and Shel drake, in the booth, are working on the second
round of drinks.

SHEL DRAKE
Fran -- renenber that | ast weekend
we had?

FRAN
(wryly)
Do |I. That leaky little boat you
rented -- and me in a black negligee
and a |life preserver --

SHEL DRAKE

Renmenber what we tal ked about ?
FRAN

We tal ked about a | ot of things.
SHEL DRAKE

I nmean -- about ny getting a divorce.
FRAN

We didn't talk about it -- you did.
SHEL DRAKE

You didn't really believe ne, did

you?
FRAN

(shruggi ng)
They got it an a | ong playing
record now - Music to String Her
Along By. My wife doesn't understand
me -- W haven't gotten along for
years -- You're the best thing that
ever happened to ne --

SHEL DRAKE
That's enough, Fran.

FRAN
(going right on)
Just trust ne, baby -- we'll work
it out sonmehow --

SHEL DRAKE
You' re not being funny.
FRAN
| wasn't trying
SHEL DRAKE
If you'll just listen to nme for a
mnute --
FRAN

Ckay. |'msorry.



SHEL DRAKE
| saw my lawyer this norning --
want ed his advice -- about the
best way to handle it --

FRAN
Handl e what ?

SHEL DRAKE
What do you think?

FRAN
(looking at himfor a
| ong nonent - then)
Let's get sonething straight,

Jeff -- | never asked you to | eave
your wife.

SHEL DRAKE
O course not. You had nothing to
do with it.

FRAN

(her eyes nisting up again)
Are you sure that's what you want?

SHEL DRAKE
I"msure. If you'll just tell ne
that you still love ne --
FRAN
(softly)
You know | do.
SHEL DRAKE
Fran --
He takes her hand, kisses it. The bar has been filling up

and now two coupl es are seating thenselves in a nearby booth.
One of the women is Mss O sen

FRAN
(pull'ing her hand
away gently)
Jeff -- darling --

She indicates the other customers. Sheldrake gl ances over
hi s shoul der.

SHEL DRAKE
It is cromding up. Let's get out of
here.

They rise. Shel drake | eaves sone noney on the table, |eads
Fran toward the entrance. As they pass Mss Osen's booth
she turns around slowy, and putting on her glasses, |ooks
after them

Shel drake slips a bill to the piano player, who gives thema
big smle, slides into JEALOUS LOVER again. Retrieving his



hat and coat fromthe checkroomgirl, Sheldrake steers Fran
t hrough the door.

M ss O sen watches themwith a cold snile
EXT. CH NESE RESTAURANT - EVEN NG
Fran and Shel drake cone up the steps.
SHEL DRAKE
(to a passing cab)

Taxi !

It passes w thout stopping.

FRAN
I have that date -- remenber?
SHEL DRAKE
I love you -- renenber?
Anot her taxi approaches. Sheldrake gives a shrill whistle,

and it pulls up. He opens the door

FRAN
Where are we going, Jeff? Not back
to that | eaky boat --

SHEL DRAKE
| prom se.

He hel ps her into the cab, takes out of his coat pocket the
page fromthe pad on which Bud wote the address of the
apartment.

SHEL DRAKE
(to cab driver)
51 West Sixty-Seventh

He gets in beside Fran, shuts the door. As the cab pulls
away, through the rear wi ndow the two can be seen ki ssing.

CUr TG
EXT. MAJESTI C THEATRE - EVEN NG
It's 9 o' clock, the lobby is deserted, and standing on the
sidewal k all by hinself, is Bud. He takes a Kl eenex out of
hi s pocket, blows his nose, stuffs the used Kl eenex in
anot her pocket. He | ooks up and down the street, consults
his watch, decides to wait just a little |onger

FADE QUT:
FADE | N:
BAXTER S DESK CALENDAR
The | eaves are flipping over. M. Shel drake seens to be

usi ng The Apartnent regularly -- for the nane Sheldrake, in
Bud's handwiting, appears on the pages dated Monday,



Novenber 9, Thursday, Novenber 12, Thursday, Novenber 19,
Monday, Novenber 23, and Monday, Novenber 30. M. Shel drake
al so seens to be Baxter's only customer by now, since the
ot her | eaves of the cal endar are bl ank

DI SSCLVE TGO
I NT. NI NETEENTH FLOOR - | NSURANCE BUI LDI NG - DAY

It is a gloony Decenber norning, and hundreds of desk-bound
enpl oyees are bent over their paper-work.

Bud Baxter, in raincoat and hat, is clearing out his desk.
He has piled everything on his blotter pad -- reference
books, papers, a fountain pen set, pencils, paper clips and
the cal endar. Watching himfromthe next desk is a

dunmbf ounded Moffett. Bud picks up the blotter pad with his
stuff on it, and as he nmoves past Mffett's desk, Mffett
takes out a dollar bill, drops it grudgingly on the | oaded
pad. Bud flashes hima little grin, continues between the
desks toward the row of gl ass-encl osed offices housing the
supervi sory personnel

He comes up to an unoccupi ed cubicle. A sign painter is
brushing in some new lettering on the glass door -- it reads
C. C. BAXTER, Second Admi nistrative Assistant. Bud studies
the sign with a good deal of satisfaction

BUD
(to painter)
Wuld you mind --?
(the painter turns around)
C. C. Baxter -- that's ne.

Wth an "Ch, " the painter opens the door for him
I NT. BAXTER S OFFI CE - DAY

Bud enters his new office, deposits his stuff on the bare
desk, | ooks around possessively. The snall cubicle boasts
one wi ndow, carpeting on the floor, a filing cabinet, a
coupl e of synthetic-leather chairs, and a clothes-tree -- to
Bud, it is the Taj Mahal. He crosses to the clothes-tree,
renoves his hat and coat, hangs them up. From OFF cones --

KI RKEBY' S VO CE
H , Buddy- boy.

DOBI SCH S VA CE
Congratul ations, and all that jazz.

Bud turns. Kirkeby, Dobisch, Eichel berger and Vanderhof have
cone into the office

BUD
H, fellas.

El CHELBERGER
Well, you nmade it, kid -- just like
we pronised



VANDERHOF
Quite an office -- name on the
door -- rug on the floor -- the
whol e schnear.

BUD
Yeah.

DOBI SCH
Teammwork -- that's what counts in
an organi zation like this. Al for
one and one for all -- know what |
mean?

BUD

| have a vague idea

Ki rkeby signals to Vanderhof, who shuts the door. The four
charter menbers of the club start closing in on Bud.

Kl RKEBY
Baxter, we're a little disappointed
in you -- gratitude-w se

BUD
Oh, I"'mvery grateful.

El GHELBERGER

Then why are you | ocking us out,
all of a sudden?

BUD
It's been sort of rough these |ast
few weeks -- what with ny cold and

like that --

He has picked up the desk cal endar, shoves it discreetly
into one of the drawers.

DOBI SCH
W went to bat for you -- and now
you won't play ball with us.

BUD
well, after all, it's ny
apartnent -- it's private
property -- it's not a public
pl aygr ound.

VVANDERHOF
Al right, so you got yourself a
girl -- that's okay with us -- but

not every night of the week.

Kl RKEBY
How sel fish can you get?
(to the others)
Last week | had to borrow ny
nephew s car and take Sylvia to a
drive-in in Jersey. |'mtoo old for
that sort of thing -- | nean, in a



Vol kswagen.

BUD
| synpathize with your problem --
and believe nme, |'mvery sorry --
DOBI SCH
You'll be a lot sorrier before

we're through with you

BUD
You t hreatening ne?

DOBI SCH
Li sten, Baxter, we nmade you and we
can break you.

He deliberately flips a cigar ash on Bud's desk. At the same
time, the door opens, and Shel drake conmes striding in briskly.

BUD
Good norni ng, M. Shel drake.

The ot hers swi vel around.

SHEL DRAKE
Mor ni ng, gentl enen.
(to Bud)
Everyt hing satisfactory? You like
your office?

BUD
Oh, yes, sir. Very nmuch. And | want
to thank you --

SHEL DRAKE
Don't thank me -- thank your
friends here -- they're the ones

who recomended you
The four friends nmanage to work up sone sickly sniles.

DOBI SCH
We just dropped in to wish himthe
best .
(qui ckly brushes
ci gar ash off desk)

Kl RKEBY
(as they nove toward
t he door)
So | ong, Baxter. W know you won't
| et us down.

BUD
So long, fellas. Drop in any tine.
The door is always open -- to ny

of fice.

They | eave. Shel drake and Bud are al one.



SHEL DRAKE
I like the way you handl ed that.
Well, how does it feel to be an
executive?

BUD
Fine. And | want you to know I'1]I
work very hard to justify your
confidence in ne --

SHEL DRAKE
Sure you will.

(a beat)

Say, Baxter, about the apartnent -
now that you got a raise, don't you
think we can afford a second key?

BUD
Vell -- | guess so.

SHEL DRAKE
You know ny secretary -- Mss
dsen --

BUD

Ch, yes. Very attractive. |Is she --
the | ucky one?

SHEL DRAKE
No, you don't understand. She's a
busybody -- al ways poki ng her nose

into things -- and with that key
passi ng back and forth -- why take
chances?

BUD
Yes, sir. You can't be too careful

He gl ances toward the glass partitions to nake sure that
nobody i s wat chi ng.

BUD
| have sonething here -- | think it
bel ongs to you.

Qut of his pocket he has slipped the conpact with the fleur-
de-lis pattern we saw Fran use at the Rickshaw. He holds it
out to Shel drake.

SHEL DRAKE
To ne?

BUD
I mean -- the young lady -- whoever
she nmay be -- it was on the couch

when | got hone | ast night.

SHEL DRAKE
Oh, yes. Thanks.

BUD



The mrror is broken.
(opens conpact,

revealing crack in mrror)
It was broken when | found it.

SHEL DRAKE
So it was.

(takes the compact)

She threw it at ne.

BUD
Sir?
SHEL DRAKE
You know how it is -- sooner or

|ater they all give you a bad tine.

BUD

(man- of -t he-wor | d)

I know how it is.

SHEL DRAKE

You see a girl a couple of times a
week -- just for laughs -- and
ri ght away she thinks you're going

to divorce your wife.
is that fair?

BUD

ask you --

No, sir. That's very unfair --

especially to your wife.

SHEL DRAKE
Yeah.
(shifting gears)
You know, Baxter, | envy you.
Bachel or -- all the dames you
want -- no headaches, no

conplications --

BUD

Yes, sir. That's the life, all right.

SHEL DRAKE

Put ne down for Thursday again.

BUD

Roger. And 1'll get that other key.

Shel drake exits. Bud takes the cal endar out of the desk

drawer, nakes an entry.

BAXTER S DESK CALENDAR

Again the | eaves are flipping over

DI SSOLVE TQ

and again we see

Shel drake's name in Bud's handwiting -- booked for the
foll owi ng dates: Monday, Decenber 14, Thursday, Decenber
Monday, Decenber 21, Thursday, Decenber 24.

17,



DI SSCLVE TGO
I NT. SW TCHBOARD ROOM - DAY

Perched on top of the switchboard is a small decorated
Christrmas tree, and the operators are dispensing holiday
greetings to all callers.

OPERATORS
Consolidated Life -- Merry
Christmas -- |I'll connect you --
Consolidated Life -- Merry
Christmas -- I'mringing --

In the foreground, Sylvia is engaged in a private
conversation of her own.

SYLVI A
(into nout hpi ece)
Yeah? -- YEAH? -- \Were? -- You
bet --

She tears off her headset, and turns to the other girls.

SYLVI A
Sonmebody watch ny line -- there's a
SwWi nging party up on the nineteenth

floor --

She scoots out the door. The other girls i medi ately abandon
their posts, and dash after her

I NT. NI NETEENTH FLOOR - DAY

It's a swinging party, all right. Nobody is working. Severa
desks have been cl eared and pushed together, and on top of
this inprovised stage four fenal e enpl oyees and M. Dobisch
with his pants-legs rolled up, are doing a Rockette kick
routine to the tune of JINGLE BELLS. Enpl oyees are ringed
around the perforners, sone drinking out of paper cups,
others singing and clapping in rhythm

One of the cubicles has been transfornmed into a bar, and it
is jamed with people. M. Kirkeby and M. Vanderhof are
pouring -- each has a couple of bottles of liquor in his
hands, and is enptying theminto the open top of a water-
cool er.

But the stuff is flowing out as fast as it flows in --
everybody is in line with a paper cup waiting for a refill.

Bud comes shoul dering his way out of the crowded cubicle,
hol di ng al oft two paper cups filled with booze. Since his
pronotion he has bought hinself a new suit, dark flannel

and with it he wears a white shirt with a pinned round
collar, and a foulard tie. He also has quite a glow on

Det ouri ng past necking couples, he heads in the direction of
the el evators.

The doors of Fran's elevator are just opening, and the
swi tchboard operators, led by Sylvia, cone stream ng out.



SYLVI A
(to a col | eague)
-- so | said to him Never again! --
ei ther get yourself a bigger car or
a smaller girl --

As they head for the party, they pass Bud, who is approaching
the elevator with the two drinks. Fran is just closing the
el evator doors.

BUD
M ss Kubel i k.

The doors slide open again, and Fran | ooks out. Instead of
the customary carnation in the |lapel of her uniform she
wears a sprig of holly.

BUD
(hol di ng out one of
the drinks)
Marry Chri st nmas.

FRAN
Thank you.
(takes drink)
| thought you were avoidi ng ne.

BUD
What gave you that idea?

FRAN
In the last six weeks you've only
been in my elevator once -- and

then you didn't take your hat off.

BUD
Well, as a matter of fact, | was
rat her hurt when you stood ne up
that night --

FRAN

| don't blame you. It was
unf or gi vabl e.

BUD
I forgive you.

FRAN
You shoul dn't.

BUD
You couldn't help yourself. | nean,
when you're having a drink with one
man, you can't just suddenly wal k
out on hi m because you have anot her
date with another man. You did the
only decent thing.

FRAN
Don't be too sure. Just because



wear a uniform-- that doesn't make
me a Grl Scout.

BUD

M ss Kubelik, one doesn't get to be
a second administrative assistant
around here unless he's a pretty
good judge of character -- and as
far as |'m concerned, you're tops.
| nean, decency-w se -- and
ot herwi se- wi se.

(toasting)
Cheers.

FRAN
Cheers.

They down their drinks. Bud takes the enpty cup from her

BUD
One nore?

FRAN
(indicating el evator)
| shouldn't drink when |'mdriving.

BUD
You're so right.

He reaches into the elevator, takes a cardboard sign off a
hook, hangs it on the elevator door. It reads USE OTHER
ELEVATOR

BUD
By the power vested in ne, |
herewith declare this el evator out
of order.
(1l eading her toward
the party)
Shall we join the natives?

FRAN
Why not ?
(as they pass a
ki ssi ng coupl e)
They seem friendly enough.

BUD
Don't you believe it. Later on
there will be human sacrifices --
white collar workers tossed into
the conputing machi nes, and punched
full of those little square holes.

FRAN
How many of those drinks did you
have?

BUD

(hol ding up four fingers)
Thr ee.



FRAN
I thought so.

They have now reached the entrance to the bar, which is
overflowing with thirsty natives

BUD
You wait here. | think | hear the
sound of running water.

He | eaves her outside the cubicle, and el bows his way
through the crowd toward the booze-filled water cooler. Qut
of another cubicle comes Mss dsen, cup in hand. She too
has had quite a few. Seeing Fran, she walks up to her, wth
an acid smle on her face.

M SS OLSEN
H . How s the branch nanager from
Kansas City?

FRAN
| beg your pardon?
M SS OLSEN
I'mMss AQsen -- M. Sheldrake's
secretary.
FRAN
Yes, | know.
M SS OLSEN

So you don't have to play innocent
with ne. He used to tell his wife
that | was the branch manager from
Seattle -- four years ago when we
were having a little ring-a-ding-
di ng.

FRAN
| don't know what you're talking
about .

M SS OLSEN
And before nme there was M ss Ross
in Auditing -- and after me there
was M ss Koch in Disability -- and
just before you there was M ss
What ' s- Her - Nane, on the twenty-
fifth floor --

FRAN
(wanting to get away)
WIIl you excuse ne?

M SS OLSEN
(hol ding her by the arm
What for? You haven't done

anything -- it's him-- what a
sal esman -- always the | ast booth
in the Chinese restaurant -- and

the sane pitch about divorcing his



wife -- and in the end you wi nd up
with egg foo yong on your face.

Bud cones burrow ng out of the crowded cubicle, balancing
the two filled paper cups, spots Fran

BUD
M ss Kubel i k.

Fran turns away from M ss d sen.

FRAN
Well -- thank you.

M SS OLSEN
Al ways happy to do sonething for
our girls in uniform

She noves off as Bud joins Fran, who is looking a little pale.

BUD
You all right? What's the matter?

FRAN
Not hi ng.
(takes the drink)
There are just too many people here.

BUD

Why don't we step into any office?
There's sonething | want your
advi ce about, anyway.

(1 eads her toward his cubicle)
I have nmy own office now, naturally.
And you may be interested to know
I'mthe second youngest executive
in the conpany -- the only one
younger is a grandson of the
chai rman of the board.

I NT. BAXTER S OFFI CE - DAY
Bud ushers Fran in, and is confronted by a strange couple

necking in the corner. He gestures themout, crosses to his
desk.

BUD
M ss Kubelik, | would Iike your
honest opinion. |I've had this in ny
desk for a week -- cost nme fifteen
dollars -- but | just couldn't get

up enough nerve to wear it --

From under the desk he has produced a hatbox, and out of the
hat box a bl ack bow er, which he now puts on his head.

BUD
It's what they call the junior
executive nodel. What do you think?

Fran | ooks at hi m bl ankly, absorbed in her own thoughts.



BUD
Guess | nmde a boo-boo, huh?

FRAN
(payi ng attention again)
No -- | like it.
BUD

Real | y? You nmean you woul dn't be
ashaned to be seen with sonebody in
a hat like this?

FRAN
O course not.
BUD
Maybe if | wore it alittle nmore to

the side --
(adj usting hat)
is that better?

FRAN
Much better.

BUD
Well, as long as you wouldn't be
ashaned to be seen with me -- how
about the three of us going out
this evening -- you and ne and the
bow er -- stroll down Fifth
Avenue -- sort of break it in --

FRAN
This is a bad day for ne.

BUD
| understand. Christmas -- fanmily
and all that --

FRAN

I'd better get back to ny el evator
| don't want to be fired.

BUD
Ch, you don't have to worry about
that. | have quite a bit of
i nfluence in Personnel. You know M.
Shel dr ake?

FRAN

(guar dedl y)
Wy ?

BUD
He and | are like this.
(crosses his fingers)
Sent nme a Christnmas card. See?

He has picked up a Christmas card fromhis desk, shows it to
Fran. It is a photograph of the Shel drake clan grouped



around an el aborate Christmas tree -- M. and Ms.
Shel drake, the two boys in mlitary school unifornms, and a
big French poodl e. Underneath it says:

SEASON S GREETI NGS
fromthe SHELDRAKES
Emly, Jeff, Tommy, Jeff Jr.
and Fi garo.

FRAN
(studying the card ruefully)
Makes a cute picture.

BUD
| thought maybe | could put in a
word for you with M. Shel drake --

get you a little pronotion -- how
woul d you like to be an el evator
starter?

FRAN

I"'mafraid there are too many ot her
girls around here with seniority
over ne.

BUD
No problem Wy don't we discuss it
sometinme over the holidays -- |
could call you and pick you up and

we' |l have the big unveiling --
(touching the brim of
hi s bow er)

-- you sure this is the right way
to wear it?

FRAN
I think so.

BUD
You don't think it's tilted a
little too much --

Fran takes her conpact out of her uniform pocket, opens it,
hands it to Bud.

FRAN
Here.
BUD
(exami ning hinself in
the mrror)
After all, this is a conservative
firm-- 1 don't want people to

think |'"man entertainer --

Hs voice trails off. There is sonething famliar about the
cracked mirror of the conpact -- and the fleur-de-lis
pattern on the case confirnms his suspicion. Fran notices the
pecul i ar expression on his face.

FRAN



What is it?

BUD
(with difficulty)
The mrror -- it's broken.
FRAN
I know. | like it this way -- makes

me | ook the way | feel

The phone has started to ring. Bud doesn't hear it. He
cl oses the conpact, hands it to Fran

FRAN
Your phone.
BUD
.
(pi cks up phone from desk)
Yes?

(throws a quick | ook

at Fran)
Just a mnute.

(covers nout hpi ece

to Fran)
If you don't mind -- this is sort
of persona

FRAN
Al'l right. Have a nice Christnas.

She exits, closing the door. Bud takes his hand off the
nmout hpi ece.

BUD
(every word hurts)
Yes, M. Sheldrake -- no, | didn't

forget -- the tree is up and the

Tom and Jerry nmix is in the

refrigerator -- yes, sir -- sane to

you.
He hangs up, stands there for a nmonent, the bow er still on
his head, the noise fromthe party washing over him He
slowy crosses to the clothes-tree. picks up his coat -- a

new, black chesterfield. Wth the coat over his arm he
starts out of the office.

I NT. NI NETEENTH FLOOR - DAY

The party has picked up tenpo. On top of the desks, Sylvia
is doing a nock strip tease -- without taking any clothes
off. There is hollering, drinking and cl apping all around her

Bud noves past the floor show, paying no attention. Kirkeby
spots him detaches hinself fromthe cheering section around
Syl vi a.

Kl RKEBY
Wher e you goi ng, Buddy-boy? The
party's just starting.



(catching up with him

Listen, kid -- give nme a break

will you -- how about tonorrow
afternoon? | can't take her to that
drive-in again -- the car doesn't
even have a heater four o'clock --
okay?

Bud ignores him continues wal ki ng through the ranks of
enpty desks.

DI SSCLVE TGO
I NT. CHEAP BAR - COLUMBUS AVENUE I N THE SI XTI ES - EVEN NG

It is six o'clock, and the joint is crowded with custoners
having one for the road before joining their famlies for
Christrmas Eve. There are nen with gaily wapped packages,
smal | trussed-up Christmas trees, a plucked turkey in a
plastic bag. Witten across the nmirror behind the bar, in
glittering white letters, is HAPPY HOLI DAYS. Everybody is in
high spirits, laughing it up and toasting each other

Everybody except Bud Baxter. He is standing at the bar in
his chesterfield and bow er, slightly isolated, brooding
over an al nost enpty nmartini glass. The bartender conmes up,
sets down a fresh martini with an olive on a toothpick
takes his paynent froma pile of bills and coins lying in
front of Bud. Bud fishes out the olive, adds it to half a
dozen other inpaled olives neatly arranged in fan shape on
the counter. He is obviously trying to conplete the circle.

A short, rotund man dressed as Santa C aus hurries in from
the street, and comes up to the bar besi de Bud.

SANTA CLAUS
(to bartender)
Hey, Charlie -- give ne a shot of
bourbon -- and step on it -- ny
sl eigh is doubl e parked.

He | aughs uproariously at his own joke, nudges Bud with his

el bow. Bud stares at himcoldly, turns back to his martini

The | aughter dies in Santa Caus' throat. He gets his short

of bourbon, noves down the bar to find nore convivial conpany.

Standi ng near the end of the curved bar is a girl in her

m ddl e twenties wearing a ratty fur coat. Her name is MARG E
MacDOUGALL, she is drinking a Rum Col lins through a straw,
and she too is alone. Froma distance, she is studying Bud
with interest. On the bar in front of her is a container of
straws in paper wappers. She takes one of themout, tears
off the end of the paper, blows through the straw -- sending
the wrapper floating toward Bud. The paper w apper passes
right in front of Bud's nose. He doesn't notice it.

Mar gi e, undaunted, lets go with another mssile.
This time the wapper lands on the brimof Bud's bow er. No

reacti on. Another wapper cones floating in, hits Bud's
cheek. He never takes his eye off his martini



Margi e | eaves her place, and carrying her handbag and her
enpty gl ass, comes up al ongsi de Bud. Wthout a word, she
reaches up and renoves the wapper from Bud's bow er.

MARG E
You buy nme a drink, 1'll buy you
some mnusi c.
(sets the glass down)
Rum Col | i ns.

Not waiting for an answer, she heads for the juke box. Bud
| ooks after her noncommittally, then turns to the bartender

BUD
Rum Col | i ns.
(indicating martini gl ass)
And anot her one of these little
not hers

At the juke box, Margi e has dropped a coin in and nade her
sel ection. The music starts -- ADESTE FIDELIS. She rejoins
Bud at the bar just as the bartender is putting down their
drinks in front of them Bud renoves the new olive, adds it
to the pattern on the counter in front of him They both
drink, staring straight ahead. For quite a while, there is
compl ete sil ence between them

MARG E
(out of nowhere)
You |ike Castro?
(a bl ank | ook from Bud)
I nmean -- how do you feel about
Castro?
BUD
What is Castro?

MARG E
You know, that big-shot down in
Cuba with the crazy beard.

BUD
What about hi nf

MARG E
Because as far as |' m concer ned,
he's a no good fink. Two weeks ago
I wote hima letter -- never even
answer ed ne.

BUD
That so.
MARG E
All | wanted himto do was | et

M ckey out for Christnas.

BUD
Who is M ckey?

MARG E



My husband. He's in Havana -- in
jail.

BUD
Oh. Mxed up in that revol ution?

MARG E
M ckey? He woul dn't do nothing |ike
that. He's a jockey. They caught
hi m dopi ng a horse.

BUD
Well, you can't win 'em all

They sit there silently for a nonent, contenplating the
injustices of the world.

MARG E

(to herself)
"Twas the night before Christnas
And all through the house
Not a creature was stirring --
Not hi ng - -
No action --
Dul Il svill e!

(drinks; to Bud)
You married?

BUD
No.

MARG E
Fam | y?

BUD
No.

MARG E

A night like this, it sort of
spooks you to walk into an enpty
apart nent.

BUD
| said | had no famly -- | didn't
say | had an enpty apartnent.

They both dri nk.
CUT TO
I NT. BUD S APARTMENT - EVENI NG

The living roomis dark, except for a shaft of light from
the kitchen, and the glow of the colored bulbs on a snal
Christmas tree in front of the phony fireplace.

Hunched up in one corner of the couch is Fran, still in her
coat and gl oves, crying softly. Pacing up and down is

Shel drake. Hi s coat and hat are on a chair, as are severa
Christmas packages. On the coffee table are an unopened
bottle of Scotch, a couple of untouched gl asses, and a bow



of nelting ice.

SHEL DRAKE
(stops and faces Fran)
Cone on, Fran -- don't be like that.

You just going to sit there and
keep baw i ng?

(no answer)
You won't talk to me, you won't
tell me what's wong --

(a new approach)
Look, I know you think I'mstalling
you. But when you've been married
to a wonman for twelve years, you
don't just sit down at the breakfast
tabl e and say "Pass the sugar --
and | want a divorce." It's not
t hat easy.

(he resunes paci ng;

Fran continues crying)
Anyway, this is the wong tine. The

ki ds are home from school -- ny in-

laws are visiting for the

holidays -- | can't bring it up now.
(stops in front of her)

This isn't |like you, Fran -- you

were al ways such a good sport --
such fun to be with --

FRAN
(through tears)
Yeah -- that's me. The Happy
Idiot -- a mllion |aughs.

SHEL DRAKE
Wll, that's nore like it. At |east
you' re speaking to ne.

FRAN
Funny thing happened to nme at the
office party today -- | ran into
your secretary -- Mss dsen. You
know -- ring-a-ding-ding? | |aughed
so much | like to died

SHEL DRAKE
I's that what's been bothering
you -- Mss O sen? That's ancient
hi story.

FRAN
I was never very good at history.
Let ne see -- there was M ss O sen
and then there was M ss Rossi --
no, she canme before -- it was Mss

Koch who cane after Mss A sen --

SHEL DRAKE
Now, Fran --

FRAN



And just think -- right now there's
some lucky girl in the building
who's going to conme after nme --

SHEL DRAKE
Ckay, okay, Fran. | deserve that.
But just ask yourself -- why does a

man run around with a lot of girls?
Because he's unhappy at hone --
because he's lonely, that's why --
all that was before you, Fran --
I've stopped running.

Fran has taken a handkerchief out of her bag and is dabbing
her eyes.

FRAN
How could I be so stupid? You'd
think I would have | earned by
now -- when you're in love with a
married man, you shoul dn't wear

nmascar a
SHEL DRAKE
It's Christmas Eve, Fran -- let's
not fight.
FRAN

Merry Chri st nas.
She hands hima flat, wapped package.

SHEL DRAKE
What is it?

He strips away the wapping to reveal a |ong-playing record.
The cover reads: RI CKSHAWBOY - Jimy Lee Kiang with
O chestra.

SHEL DRAKE
Ch. Qur friend fromthe Chinese
restaurant. Thanks, Fran. W better
keep it here.

FRAN
Yeah, we better
SHEL DRAKE
| have a present for you. | didn't

qui te know what to get you --
anyway it's a little awkward for
me, shopping --
(he has taken out a
noney clip, detaches
abill)
-- so here's a hundred dollars --
go out and buy yoursel f sonething.

He hol ds the noney out, but she doesn't nove. Shel drake
slips the bill into her open bag.



SHEL DRAKE
They have some nice alligator bags
at Bergdorf's --

Fran gets up slowy and starts peeling off her gloves.
Shel drake | ooks at her, then glances nervously at his wi st
wat ch.

SHEL DRAKE
Fran, it's a quarter to seven --
and | nustn't miss the train -- if

we hadn't wasted all that tinme -- |
have to get honme and trimthe
tree --

Fran has started to renopve her coat.

FRAN
Ckay.
(shrugs the coat back on)
| just thought as long as it was
paid for --

SHEL DRAKE
(an angry step toward her)
Don't ever talk like that, Fran!
Don't make yourself out to be cheap

FRAN
A hundred dollars? | wouldn't cal
that cheap. And you nust be paying
somebody sonething for the use of
the apartnment --

SHEL DRAKE
(grabbi ng her arns)
Stop that, Fran.

FRAN
(quietly)
You'll mss your train, Jeff.

Shel drake hurriedly puts on his hat and coat, gathers up his
packages

SHEL DRAKE
Coni ng?

FRAN
You run along -- | want to fix ny
face.

SHEL DRAKE

(headi ng for the door)
Don't forget to kill the Iights.
See you Monday.

FRAN
Sure. Monday and Thursday -- and
Monday again -- and Thursday
again --



SHEL DRAKE
(that stops himin
t he hal f - open door)
It won't always be like this.
(com ng back)
I love you, Fran.

Hol di ng t he packages to one side, he tries to kiss her on
t he mout h

FRAN
(turning her head)
Careful -- lipstick.

He ki sses her on the cheek, hurries out of the apartnent,
closing the door. Fran stands there for a while, blinking
back tears, then takes the long-playing record out of its
envel ope, crosses to the phonograph. She puts the record on
starts the machine -- the nusic is JEALOUS LOVER As it

pl ays, Fran wanders aim essly around the darkened room her
body wracked by sobs. Finally she regains control of herself,
and picking up her handbag, starts through the bedroom
toward the bat hroom

In the bathroom Fran switches on the light, puts her bag on
the sink, turns on the faucet. Scooping up sone water, she
washes the smeared nascara away, then turns the faucet off,
picks up a towel As she is drying her face, she notices in
the pull-away shaving nmirror the nmagnified reflection of a
vial of pills on the nedicine shelf. Fran reaches out for
the vial, turns it slowy around in her hand. The | abe
reads: SECONAL - ONE AT BEDTI ME AS NEEDED FOR SLEEP.

Fran studies the label for a second, then returns the vial
to the shelf. She opens her handbag, takes out a lipstick

As she does so, she sees the hundred dollar bill Shel drake
left in the bag. Her eyes wander back to the vial on the
medi ci ne shel f. Then very deliberately she picks up Bud's
mout hwash gl ass, renoves the two toot hbrushes fromit, turns
on the faucet, starts filling the glass with water.

DI SSOLVE TQ
I NT. CHEAP BAR - COLUMBUS AVENUE - NI GHT

The joint is deserted now except for the Santa O aus, who is
| eani ng agai nst the bar, quite |oaded, and Bud and Margie
MacDougal I, who are dancing to a slow blues coming fromthe
juke box. Bud is still in his overcoat and bow er, and
Margie is wearing her fur coat. The bartender is sweeping up
t he pl ace.

BARTENDER
(to Santa d aus)
Drink up, Pop. It's closing tinme.

SANTA CLAUS
But it's early, Charlie.

BARTENDER
Don't you know what night this is?



SANTA CLAUS
I know, Charlie. | know | work for
the outfit.

He polishes off his drink, wal ks out unsteadily. The
bart ender approaches the dancers.

BARTENDER
Hey, knock it off, will you? Go hone.

Bud and Margie ignore him continue dancing -- or rather
swayi ng linmply cheek-to-cheek. The bartender crosses to the
j uke box, pulls the plug out. The nusic stops, but not Bud
and Margie -- they continue dancing.

BARTENDER
OUT -- out!

He goes to the front of the bar, starts to extinguish the
lights. Margie picks up her handbag fromthe bar, and Bud
downs the remains of his drink.

MARG E
Where do we go -- ny place or yours?
BUD

(peering at his watch)
M ght as well go to mine --
everybody el se does.

He | eads her through the dark bar toward the entrance. The
bart ender hol ds the door open for themas they go out.

Dl SSOLVE TO
EXT. BROANSTONE HOUSE - NI GHT
Bud and Margi e conme wal king down the street. As they reach

the house, Bud starts up the steps, but Margi e continues
al ong the sidewal k.

MARG E
Poor M ckey -- when | think of him
all by himself in that jail in

Havana - -
(openi ng her handbag)
-- want to see his picture?

BUD
(from steps)
Not particularly.

Margie, realizing her mistake, hurries back to join him

MARG E
He's so cute -- five-foot-two --
ninety-nine pounds...like a little

chi huahua.

They pass through the front door into the vestibule.



I NT. STAI RCASE - BROWNSTONE HOUSE - NI GHT

Bud and Margie are mounting the stairs toward the apartnent.

MARG E
Can | ask you a personal question?
BUD
No.
MARG E
You got a girl-friend?
BUD
She nmay be a girl -- but she's no

friend of m ne.

MARG E
Still stuck on her, huh.

BUD
Stuck on her! (Cbviously, you don't
know e very wel .

MARG E
I don't know you at all.
BUD
Permit me -- C C. Baxter -- junior
executive, Arthur Miurray graduate,
| over.
MARG E
I'"'mMs. MacDougall -- Margie to you.

Bud has taken the key out of his pocket, opened the door to
hi s apartnment.

BUD
This way, Ms. MacDougall .

He ushers her in.
I NT. APARTMENT - NI GHT
It is exactly the way we left it. There is no sign of Fran,
except for the gloves she dropped on the coffee table
earlier. Bud switches on the light, shuts the door.

MARG E

(1 ooki ng around)
Say, this is Snugsville.

BUD
(hel ping her out of
her coat)
Ms. MacDougall, | think it is only

fair to warn you that you are now
al one with a notorious sexpot.

MARG E



(a gl eam
No ki ddi ng.

BUD

Ask anybody around here. As a
matter of fact, when it's time for
me to go -- and | may go just like
that --

(snaps his fingers)
-- | have pronised ny body to the
Col unbi a Medi cal Center.

MARG E
(shudderi ng deliciously)
Gee. Sort of gives you goose-bunps
just to think about it.

BUD
Well, they haven't got nme yet, baby.
Dig up sone ice fromthe kitchen
and let's not waste any tine --
prelimnary-w se

MARG E
I"'mw th you, |over

She takes the bow of nelted ice Bud has handed her

di sappears into the kitchen. As Bud starts to renove his
coat, he beconmes aware of a scratching noise fromthe
phonograph. He crosses to it, sees that the needle is stuck
in the |ast groove of a |ong-playing record.

Bud lifts the record off, exanmines it curiously, then puts
it aside and substitutes the cha cha record. As the nusic
starts, he dances over to the coat-rack beside the door
hangs up his chesterfield and bow er. He turns back into the
room still dancing, suddenly spots Fran's gloves on the
coffee table. He picks up the gl oves, |ooks around for sone
convenient place to get rid of them Mving over to the
bedr oom door, he opens it, tosses the gloves toward the bed
i nside. He shuts the door, starts to turn away, freezes in a
del ayed reaction to sonething he saw i nside. He quickly
opens the door again, |ooks.

Sprawl ed across the bed, on top of the bedspread, is Fran.
The light fromthe bathroomfalls across her. She is fully
dressed, still in her coat, and apparently asleep

Bud steps into the bedroom closing the door behind him
wal ks over to Fran.

BUD

Al right, Mss Kubelik -- get up
It's past checking-out time, and
the hotel managenent woul d
appreciate it if you would get the
hel | out of here.

(Fran doesn't stir)
Look, M ss Kubelik, | used to like
you -- | used to like you a lot --
but it's all over between us -- so



beat it -- GUT -- out!
(no reaction; he puts
a hand on her
shoul der, shakes her)
Cone on -- wake up

She doesn't respond. But sonething falls out of her hand,

rolls across the bed. Bud picks it up, looks at it -- it is
his sleeping-pill vial, now uncapped and enpty.
BUD
(a hoarse whi sper)
Oh, ny God.

For a second he is paralyzed. Then he drops the vial, grabs
Fran, lifts her into a sitting position on the bed, shakes
her violently.

BUD
M ss Kubeli k! M ss Kubeli k!

Fran's head droops to one side, like arag doll's. Bud lets
go of her, rushes out.

In the living room the phonograph is still cha cha-ing away.
Bud dashes to the phone, picks it up. Then it occurs to him
that he doesn't know whomto call and he hangs up. Qut of
the kitchen cones Margie, with a bow ful of ice cubes.

MARG E
| broke a nail trying to get the
ice-tray out. You ought to buy
yourself a new refrigerator.

Bud, not listening, runs past her to the hall door and out.

MARG E
(calling after him
| didn't mean right now

I NT. SECOND FLOOR LANDI NG - N GHT

Bud arrives at the door of the Dreyfuss apartment, starts
ringing the doorbell and pounding with his fist.

BUD
Dr. Dreyfuss! Hey, Doc!

The door opens, and Dr. Dreyfuss stands there sleepily,
pul l'ing on his beaten bat hrobe.

BUD
(words tunbling over
each ot her)

There's a girl in nmy place -- she
took sone sleeping pills -- you
better conme quick -- | can't wake
her up.

DR DREYFUSS

Let nme get my bag.



He di sappears fromthe doorway.

BUD
Hurry up, Doc.

Bud turns and runs back into his apartnent.
I NT. APARTMENT - NI GHT

Margi e has settled herself confortably on the couch, and is
fixing the drinks. The cha cha nusic is still going. Bud
comes flying in, heads for the bedroom

MARG E
Hey -- over here, |over

Bud stops in his tracks, suddenly aware of her.

MARG E
What's all this running around?
You're going to wear yourself out.

Bud strides over to her purposefully, yanks her up to her
feet.

MARG E
Not so rough, honey.

BUD
(taking the gl ass out
of her hand)
Good ni ght .

MARG E
Good ni ght ?

BUD
(thrusting the fur
coat at her)
The party's over.

MARG E
What's the matter? Did | do
sonet hi ng w ong?

BUD
(easing her toward door)
It's an energency -- see you sone

ot her tine.

Dr. Dreyfuss cones hurrying in, carrying his nmedical bag. He
stops, bew |l dered by the sound of nusic and the sight of a
wi de- awake girl in the apartnment.

BUD
Not this one --
(pointing to the bedroom
-- in there, Doc.

Dr. Dreyfuss proceeds into the bedroom



MARG E
Say, what's going on here, anyway?

BUD
Not hi ng.
(propel l'i ng her
toward the door)

Just clear out, will you?
MARG E
(poi nting back)
My shoes.

Bud reaches under the coffee table, where she left her
shoes, retrieves them

MARG E
(bitterly)
Some | over you are. Some sexpot!

Bud shoves the shoes at her, takes a bill out of his wallet,
hands it to her.

BUD
Here -- find yourself a phone booth
and call your husband in Havana.

MARG E
You bet | will. And when | tell him
how you treated ne, he'll push your

face in.

(he shoves her

t hrough the open door)
You fi nk!

Bud sl ans the door shut, starts toward the bedroom Hal fway
there, he becones aware that the cha cha record is still on.
He detours to the phonograph, switches it off, continues
into the bedroom

In the bedroom the overhead light is on, and Dr. Dreyfuss

i s working on the unconscious Fran. He has renoved her coat,
and is shining a flashlight into her eyes, exani ning her
pupils. Bud approaches the bed worriedly.

BUD

She going to be all right, Doc?
DR DREYFUSS

How many pills were in that bottle?
BUD

It was half-full -- about a dozen

or so. You going to have to take
her to the hospital ?

Dr. Dreyfuss ignores him Qut of his nedical bag, he takes a
stomach tube with a rubber funnel at the end. Then he starts
tolift Fran off the bed.

DR DREYFUSS



Help me, will you?
Bet ween them they get Fran into an upright position

DR. DREYFUSS
Into the bat hroom

They half-carry, half-drag Fran's linp formtoward the
bat hr oom

BUD
What are you going to do, Doc?

DR. DREYFUSS
CGet that stuff out of her stomach --
if it isn't too late. You better
put some coffee on -- and pray.

Bud starts away as Dr. Dreyfuss takes Fran into the bat hroom

Bud loses no tine getting into the kitchen. He fills an

al umi num kettle with water, strikes a match, lights the gas
burner, puts the kettle on. Then he takes a jar of instant
coffee and a chi pped coffee mug out of the cupboard, shakes
an excessive portion of coffee into the nug, sticks a spoon
init. He watches the kettle for a nonent, nops his brow
with a handkerchief, then starts back toward the bedroom

Bud crosses the bedroomto the hal f-open door of the

bat hroom |ooks in anxiously. Frominside cone the sounds of
a coughi ng spasm and running water. Bud turns away, undoes
his tie and collar, paces the bedroomfloor. Sonething on

the night table attracts his attention -- resting against
the base of the lanp is a seal ed envel ope. Bud picks it
up -- onit, in Fran's handwiting, is one word, JEFF. He

turns the letter over in his hand, trying to decide what to
do withit.

Dr. Dreyfuss enmerges fromthe bathroom carrying a pale,
still unconscious Fran. Bud quickly conceal s the suicide
not e behi nd his back

DR. DREYFUSS
Bring ny bag.

He lugs Fran into the living room Bud stashes the letter in
hi s back pocket, picks up the nedical bag, follows them

In the living room Dr. Dreyfuss lowers Fran into a chair.
Her chin falls to her chest. Dreyfuss takes the bag from
Bud, fishes out a hypodermic syringe, draws 2 c.c.'s froma
bottl e of picrotoxin.

DR DREYFUSS
Roll up her right sleeve.

Bud does so. Dr. Dreyfuss hands the hypoderm c to Bud,
searches for a spot for the injection

DR. DREYFUSS
Ni ce veins.



He swabs the spot with al cohol, takes the hypodern c back
from Bud.

DR DREYFUSS
Want to tell ne what happened?
BUD
I don't know-- | nean -- | wasn't
here -- you see -- we had sone
words earlier -- nothing serious,
really -- what you might call a

| overs' quarrel --

DR. DREYFUSS
(maki ng of f-scene injection)
So you went right out and picked
yoursel f up anot her dane.

BUD
Somet hing like that.

DR. DREYFUSS
You know, Baxter, you're a rea
cutie-pie -- yes, you are.

Bud just stands there, taking it. Fran stirs slightly, and
fromher parched |ips cones a | ow nban. Dr. Dreyfuss grabs
her by the hair, lifts her head up

DR, DREYFUSS
If you'd come hone half an hour
| ater, you would have had quite a
Chri stmas present.

Wth his free hand, Dr. Dreyfuss slaps Fran viciously across
the face. Bud wi nces. Dreyfuss, still holding Fran by the
hair, takes a box of ammoni a anpul es out of his bag. He
crushes one of the anpules in his hand, passes it under her
nose. Fran tries to turn her head away. Dreyfuss slaps her
agai n, hard, crushes another anpule, repeats the process.

Bud is watching tensely. Fromthe kitchen cones the whistle
of the boiling kettle, but Bud pays no attention

DR DREYFUSS
CGet the coffee.

Bud hurries into the kitchen. He turns off the gas, pours
the boiling water into the nug with the instant coffee,
stirs it. Fromoff, cone the sounds of nore sl apping and
some noani ng. Bud carries the coffee out.

In the living room Dr. Dreyfuss is working another ammonia
anpul e under Fran's nose. Her eyes start fluttering. Dreyfuss
takes the coffee mug fromBud, forces it between Fran's

lips, pours coffee into her nouth. Fran resists
instinctively, half the coffee dribbling over her chin and
dress, but Dr. Dreyfuss keeps at it.

DR DREYFUSS



Let's get sonme air in here. Open
t he wi ndows.

Bud complies pronptly -- pulls up the shades, opens the
wi ndows wi de.

DR. DREYFUSS
(putting the enpty
mig down)
What's her nane?

BUD
M ss Kubelik -- Fran.
DR DREYFUSS
(to Fran, slowy)
Fran, I'ma doctor. |'mhere

because you took too many sl eeping
pills. Do you understand what |'m
sayi ng?

(Fran nutters sonet hi ng)
Fran, 1'mDr. Dreyfuss -- |I'mhere
to hel p you. You took all those
sleeping pills -- renmenber?

FRAN
(rmunbl i ng groggily)
Sl eeping pills.

DR DREYFUSS
That's right, Fran. And |I'm a doctor.
FRAN
Doct or .
DR DREYFUSS
Dr. Dreyfuss.
FRAN
Dr eyf uss.
DR DREYFUSS
(to Bud)

CGet nore coffee.

Bud picks up the nug, | eaves.

DR. DREYFUSS
(to Fran)
Tell ne again -- what's ny nane?
FRAN

Dr. Dreyfuss.

DR. DREYFUSS
And what happened to you?

FRAN
| took sleeping pills.

DR DREYFUSS



Do you know where you are, Fran?

FRAN
(1 ooki ng around bl ankly)
No.

DR. DREYFUSS
Yes, you do. Now concentrate.

FRAN
| don't know.

Bud is coming back with the coffee.

DR. DREYFUSS
(pointing to Bud)
Do you know who this is?
(Fran tries to focus)
Look at him

FRAN
M. Baxter -- nineteenth floor.
BUD
Hell o, M ss Kubeli k.
DR DREYFUSS
(to Bud)
Mster -- Mss -- such politeness!
BUD
(to Dr. Dreyfuss, discreetly)
Well -- we work in the same
building -- and we try to keep it
qui et --
FRAN

(to Bud, puzzled)
What are you doing here?

Bud throws Dr. Dreyfuss a look, as if to say that Fran's

mnd still wasn't functioning properly.
BUD
(to Fran)

Don't you renmenber? W were at the
office party together --

FRAN
Oh, yes -- office party -- Mss
d sen --
BUD
That's right.
(to Dr. Dreyfuss;
i mprovi sing rapidly)
| told you we had a fight -- that's
what it was about -- Mss dsen --

you know that other girl you saw --

FRAN



(still trying to
figure out Bud's presence)
I don't understand --

BUD
It's not inportant, Fran -- the
main thing is that | got here in
time -- and you're going to be al

right --
(to Dr. Dreyfuss)
-- isn't she, Doc?

FRAN
(cl osing her eyes)
lI"'mso tired --
DR. DREYFUSS
Here -- drink this.

He forces her to swall ow sone coffee.

FRAN
(pushi ng the nmug away)
Pl ease -- just let me sleep

DR DREYFUSS

You can't sl eep.

(shaki ng her)
Conme on, Fran -- open your eyes.

(to Bud)
Let's get her wal king. W've got to
keep her awake for the next couple
of hours.

They lift her fromthe chair, and each drapi ng one of her
arnms over his shoulder, they start to wal k her up and down
the room

DR. DREYFUSS
(urging Fran on)
Now wal k, Fran. One, two, three,

four -- one, two, three, four --
that's the idea -- left, right,
left, right -- now we turn -- one,

two, three, four --

At first, Fran's feet just drag along the floor between them
But gradually, as Dr. Dreyfuss' voice continues droning
hypnotically, she falls into the rhythmof it, repeating the
words after himand putting her weight on her feet.

DR DREYFUSS
Left, right, left, right -- walKk,
wal k, wal k -- one, two, three,
four -- turn -- left, right, left,
right -- now you got it --

DI SSCLVE TGO

I NT. THE APARTMENT - DAWN

Through the bedroom wi ndow cones the first faint |ight of



dawn. Fran has been put to bed by an exhausted Dr. Dreyfuss.
She is in her slip, and Dreyfuss is just draw ng the bl anket
over her. Her eyes are closed, and she is noaning fitfully.
Watching fromthe doorway is Bud, in shirtsleeves now, weary
and di shevel ed.

DR. DREYFUSS
She'll sleep on and off for the
next twenty-four hours. O course,
she' || have a dandy hangover when
she wakes up --

BUD

Just as long as she's okay.

DR DREYFUSS
(massagi ng his cal ves)
These cases are harder on the
doctor than on the patient. | ought
to charge you by the nmle

They have now noved out into the living room where the
overhead light and the Christrmas tree bulbs are still on.

DR. DREYFUSS
Any of that coffee left?

BUD
Sur e.

He goes into the kitchen. Dr. Dreyfuss takes a small notebook
with a fountain pen clipped to it out of his bag, sinks down
on the couch.

DR. DREYFUSS
How do you spell her |ast nane?

BUD
(from kit chen)
Kubelik -- with tw k's.

DR. DREYFUSS
What' s her address?
(no answer from Bud)
Wher e does she |ive?

Bud appears fromthe kitchen, stirring the coffee powder in
a cup of hot water.

BUD
(appr ehensi ve)
Why do you want to know, Doc? You
don't have to report this, do you?

DR. DREYFUSS
It's regul ations.

BUD
(setting the coffee down)
She didn't nmean it, Doc -- it was

an accident -- she had alittle too



much to drink and -- she didn't
know what she was doing -- there
was no suicide note or anything --
believe me, Doc, |'mnot thinking
about nyself --

DR. DREYFUSS
(sipping the hot coffee)
Aren't you?

BUD
It's just that she's got a famly --
and there's the people in the
office -- look, Doc, can't you
forget you're a doctor -- let's
just say you're here as a nei ghbor --

DR. DREYFUSS
(a long | ook at Bud)
Well, as a doctor, | guess | can't

prove it wasn't an accident.
(cl oses not ebook)

But as your neighbor, 1'd like to
ki ck your keester clear around the
bl ock.

(i ndicating coffee)
Mnd if |I cool this off?

He uncaps the bottle of Scotch, pours a large slug into his
cof f ee.

BUD
Hel p yoursel f.

DR DREYFUSS

(taking a big gulp of

t he spi ked cof f ee)
| don't know what you did to that
girl inthere -- and don't tel
me -- but it was bound to happen,
the way you carry on. Live now, pay
later. Diner's C ub!

(anot her swi g)
Why don't you grow up, Baxter? Be a
mensch! You know what that neans?

BUD
I''mnot sure.

DR. DREYFUSS
A mansch -- a human being! So you
got off easy this tinme -- so you
were |ucky --

BUD
Yeah, wasn't 17?

DR DREYFUSS
(finishing coffee)
But you're not out of the woods
yet, Baxter -- because npost of them



try it again!
(picks up bag, starts
toward door)

You know where | amif you need ne.

He wal ks out, closing the door after him Bud dejectedly
turns off the overhead light, kicks out the plug of the
Christrmas tree lights, trudges into the bedroom

Fran is fast asleep. Bud picks up her dress, gets a hanger
drapes the dress over it, hangs it fromthe door. An early
morni ng chill has invaded the room and Bud sw tches an the
el ectric blanket to keep Fran warm Then he slunps into a
chair beside the bed, |ooks at Fran conpassionately. The
light on the dial of the electric blanket glows in the
grayi sh room Bud just sits there, watching Fran.

FADE QUT:
FADE I N:
I NT. STAI RCASE - BROWNSTONE HOUSE - DAY

M's. Lieberman, followed by her dog, is clinbing the stairs
to Bud's apartnent, puffing asthmatically. She seens quite
angry as she arrives at the door and rings the bell. There
is no answer. She starts knocking inpatiently.

MRS. LI EBERVAN
M. Baxter. Qpen up already!

Finally the door opens a crack, and Bud peers out. He | ooks
like a man who has slept in his clothes -- runpled, bleary-
eyed, unshaven.

BUD
Ch -- Ms. Lieberman.

MRS. LI EBERVAN
So who did you think it was -- Kris
Kringl e? What was goi ng on here
| ast night?

BUD
Last night?

MRS. LI EBERVAN
Al'l that marching -- tranp, tranp
tramp -- you were having arny
maneuvers naybe?

BUD

I"msorry, Ms. Lieberman -- and
"1l never invite those people again.

MRS. LI EBERVAN
What you get fromrenting to
bachelors. Al night | didn't sleep
ten mnutes -- and |'msure you
woke up Dr. Dreyfuss.



BUD
Don't worry about Dr. Dreyfuss -- |
happen to know he was out on a case.

MRS. LI EBERVAN
I''mwarning you, M. Baxter -- this
is a respectable house, not a
honky-t onky.
(to the dog)
Cone on, Oscar.

Bud wat ches her start down the stairs with the dog, wi thdraws
into the apartnent.

I NT. THE APARTMENT - DAY

Bud cl oses the door, crosses toward the bedroom | ooks
inside. Fran is asleep under the electric blanket, breathing
evenly. He tries to shut the bedroom door, but it won't

cl ose conpletely because Fran's dress, on a hanger. is
hooked over the top. He goes to the phone, picks it up

dial s the operator.

BUD
(his voice | ow)
Qperator, | want Wiite Plains, New

York -- M. J. D. Sheldrake --
(an added thought)
-- make it person to person.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - SHELDRAKE HOUSE - DAY

The decor is split-level Early Anerican. There is a huge
Christrmas tree and a junble of presents, open gift boxes,
and di scarded w appi ngs.

Shel drake and his two sons, TOMMY and JEFF JR., are squatting
on the floor, testing a Cape Canaveral set the kids got for
Christmas. Sheldrake is in a brand new dressing gown, with a
manufacturer's tag still dangling fromit, and the boys are
in pajamas and astronaut's helnets. As for the Cape Canavera
set, it is a mniature |ayout of bl ock-houses, |aunching
pads, and assorted space-missiles. Tommy has his finger on
the button controlling one of the rockets.

SHEL DRAKE
(counting down)
7-6-5-4-3-2-1 -- let her rip

Tomy presses the button, and a spring sends the rocket
toward the ceiling. Just then, the phone in the entrance
hal | starts ringing.

JEFF JR
"1l get it.

He hurries to the phone.
TOMWY

Hey, Dad -- why don't we put a fly
in the nose cone and see if we can



bring it back alive?

SHEL DRAKE
It's a thought.

TOMWY
Maybe we should send up two flies --
and see if they'll propagate in
orbit.

SHEL DRAKE
See if they' Il what?

TOMWY
Propagate -- you know, nultiply --
baby flies?

SHEL DRAKE
Ch -- oh!

JEFF JR

(com ng back fromthe phone)
It's for you, Dad. A M. Baxter

SHEL DRAKE
(getting up)
Baxt er ?

JEFF JR
Person to person.

Shel drake heads qui ckly for the phone.

TOMWY
(to Jeff Jr.)
Cone on -- help nme round up sone
flies.
In the entrance hall, Shel drake picks up the phone, turns

his back toward the living room speaks in a |ow voice.

SHEL DRAKE
Hell 0? -- yes -- what's on your
ni nd, Baxter?

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
| hate to disturb you, but sonething
came up -- it's rather inportant --
and | think it would be a good idea
if you could see ne -- at the
apartment -- as soon as possible.

SHELDRAKE - ON PHONE
SHEL DRAKE

You' re not maki ng sense, Baxter
What's this all about?

BUD - ON PHONE



BUD
| didn't want to tell you over the

phone but that certain party -- you
know who | nean -- | found her here
| ast night -- she had taken an

overdose of sleeping pills.
SHELDRAKE - ON PHONE

SHEL DRAKE
What ?

From the stairway beyond hi m cones:

MRS. SHELDRAKE' S VO CE
What is it, Jeff? Who's on the phone?

Shel drake turns fromthe phone. Hal fway down the stairs is
M's. Sheldrake, in a quilted house-robe.

SHEL DRAKE

(a nice recovery)
One of our enpl oyees had an
accident -- | don't know why they
bother nme with these things on
Chri st mas Day.

(into phone)
Yes, Baxter -- just how serious is
it?

Qut of the corner of his eye, he watches Ms. Shel drake cone
down the stairs, pass behind himon the way to the Iiving
room

BUD - ON PHONE

BUD
Well, it was touch and go there for
a while -- but she's sleeping it

of f now.

He gl ances through the hal f-open door toward the sl eeping
Fr an.

BUD
| thought maybe you'd like to be
here when she wakes up

SHELDRAKE - ON PHONE

SHEL DRAKE
That's inpossible.
(an apprehensi ve | ook
toward the |iving room
You'll have to handle this situation
yourself -- as a matter of fact,
I'"mcounting on you --

I NT. THE APARTMENT - DAY



BUD
(into phone)
Yes, sir -- | understand.
(taking Fran's letter
out of his pocket)

She left a note -- you want ne to
open it and read it to you?

(a beat)
Well, it was just a suggestion --
no, you don't have to worry about
that, M. Sheldrake -- | kept your
nane out of it so there'll be no
troubl e, police-w se or newspaper-
wi se --

As Bud continues tal king on the phone, Fran, in the bedroom
opens her eyes, |ooks around vaguely, trying to figure out

where she is. She sits up in bed, w nces, holds
her hands -- she has a fierce hangover

BUD
(into phone)
-- you see, the doctor, he's a

friend of mine -- we were very
lucky in that respect -- actually,
he thinks she's nmy girl -- no, he
just junped to the conclusion --
around here, |I'mknown as quite a

| adi es' man --

In the bedroom Fran, becoming aware of Bud's vo

her head in

ce, craw s

out of bed and holding on to the furniture, noves unsteadily

toward the living room door.

BUD
(into phone)
-- of course, we're not out of the

woods yet -- sonetines they try it
again -- yes sir, I'Il do ny
best -- it looks like it'll be a

coupl e of days before she's fully
recovered, and | may have a little
problemw th the | andl ady --

Behi nd him Fran appears in the bedroom doorway,
and in her slip. She leans groggily against the

bar ef oot ed
door post,

trying to focus on Bud and to concentrate on what he's saying.

BUD
(into phone)
-- all right, M. Sheldrake, |l
keep her in ny apartnent as |ong as

| can -- any sort of nessage you
want me to give her? -- well, 'l
t hi nk of sonething -- goodbye, M.
Shel dr ake.

He hangs up the phone slowy.

FRAN
(weakl y)



I'msorry.
Bud turns around, sees her standing there on rubbery Iegs.

FRAN
I'"'msorry, M. Baxter.

BUD
M ss Kubelik --
(hurries toward her)
-- you shouldn't be out of bed.

FRAN
| didn't know -- | had no idea this
was your apartnent --

BUD
(putting his arm
around her)
Let nme hel p you.

He | eads her back into the bedroom

FRAN
I'"'mso ashanmed. Why didn't you just
let me die?

BUD
What kind of talk is that?
(he lowers her onto
t he bed)
So you got a little over-
enotional -- but you're fine now

FRAN
(a groan)
My head -- it feels like a big wad
of chewing gum What time is it?

BUD
Two o' cl ock.

FRAN
(struggling to her feet)
Wiere's ny dress? | have to go hone.

Her knees buckl e. Bud catches her

BUD
You're in no condition to go
anywhere -- except back to bed.
FRAN

You don't want me here --

BUD
Sure | do. It's always nice to have
company for Chri st nmas.

He tries to put her back to bed. Fran resists.



BUD
M ss Kubelik, 1'm stronger than you
are --

FRAN
I just want to go brush ny teeth --

BUD
Ch -- of course. | think there's a
new t oot hbrush sonewhere.

He crosses to the bathroom takes a plaid robe off the hook
on the back of the door, hands it to Fran

BUD
Here -- put this on

In the bathroom he finds an unused toothbrush in a plastic
container. His eyes fall on his safety razor. Wth a gl ance
toward the bedroom he unscrews the razor, renoves the

bl ade, drops it in his shirt pocket. Then he enpties the

bl ades fromthe di spenser, puts those in his pocket. Now he
notices a bottle of iodine on the nedicine shelf, stashes
that in another pocket, just as Fran appears in the doorway
wearing the robe.

BUD
(handi ng her the toothbrush)
Here. How about sone breakfast?

FRAN
No -- | don't want anything.

BUD
I"I'l fix you sone coffee

He crosses the bedroom heading for the kitchen, stops.

BUD
Ch -- we're all out of coffee --
you had quite a lot of it |ast
ni ght --

He thinks for a nonment, hurries toward the hall door

I NT. SECOND FLOCOR LANDI NG - DAY

Bud cones out of his apartnent, |eaving the door half open,
heads for the Dreyfuss apartment. He rings the bell, peers

down over the banister to nake sure Ms. Lieberman isn't
snoopi ng around. Ms. Dreyfuss opens the door

BUD
Ms. Dreyfuss, can | borrow sone
coffee -- and maybe an orange and a

coupl e of eggs?

MRS. DREYFUSS
(cont enpt uousl y)
Eggs he asks nme for. Oranges. Wat
you need is a good horse-whi ppi ng.



BUD
Ma' anf

MRS. DREYFUSS
From nme the doctor has no secrets.
Poor girl -- how could you do a
thing like that?

BUD
| didn't really do anything --
honest -- | nean, you take a girl
out a couple of times a week --
just for laughs -- and right away
she thinks you're serious --
marri age- w se.

MRS. DREYFUSS
Bi g shot! For you, | wouldn't lift
a finger -- but for her, I'lIl fix a
little something to eat.

She slanms the door in his face, Bud starts back to his
apart nment.

I NT. THE APARTMENT - DAY
Fran enters shakily fromthe bedroom | ooks around for the

phone, locates it, picks it up. As she starts dialing, Bud
cones in fromthe hall.

BUD

Who are you calling, Mss Kubelik?
FRAN

My sister -- she'll want to know

what happened to ne.

BUD
(al ar med)
Wait a minute -- let's talk this
over first.
(hurries up to her
takes the receiver away)
Just what are you going to tell her?

FRAN
Well, | haven't figured it out,
exactly.

BUD
You better figure it out -- exactly.

Suppose she asks you why you didn't
cone honme |ast night?

FRAN
I"1l tell her | spent the night
with a friend

BUD
Who?



FRAN
Soneone fromthe office

BUD

And where are you now?
FRAN

In his apartnent.
BUD

H s apartnent?
FRAN

| nean -- her apartnent.
BUD

What's your friend s nane?
FRAN

Baxt er.
BUD

What's her first name?

FRAN
M ss.
(she is inpressed
wi th her own cl everness)

BUD
When are you coni ng home?

FRAN
As soon as | can wal k.

BUD
Somet hi ng wong with your |egs?

FRAN
No -- it's ny stomach.

BUD
Your stonmach?

FRAN
They had to punp it out.

BUD
(hangi ng up the phone)
M ss Kubelik, | don't think you
ought to call anybody -- not till
that chewing gumis out of your
head.
(l eads her into bedroom

FRAN
But they'll be worried about me --
my brother-in-law may be calling



the police --

BUD
That's why we have to be careful --
we don't want to involve anybody --
after all, M. Sheldrake is a
married man --

FRAN
Thanks for rem nding ne.

She pulls away fromhim starts to get into bed.

BUD
(contritely)
| didn't nean it that way -- | was
just talking to himon the phone --
he's very concerned about you.

FRAN
He doesn't give a dam about ne.
BUD
Ch, you're wong. He told nme --
FRAN
He's a liar. But that's not the
worst part of it -- the worst part
is -- 1 still love him
The doorbell rings.
BUD

Must be M's. Dreyfuss --

(starts into living room
-- renmenber the doctor -- froml ast
night -- that's his wfe.

He opens the hall door. Ms. Dreyfuss brushes past himwth
a tray full of food.

MRS. DREYFUSS
So where is the victin®
(Bud indicates the bedroom
Max the Knife!
She sweeps into the bedroom Bud tagging al ong.

MRS. DREYFUSS

(to Fran)
Nu, little Iady, how are we feeling
t oday?
FRAN

I don't know -- kind of dizzy.

MRS. DREYFUSS
Here. The best thing for dizzy is a
little noodle soup with chicken --
white neat -- and a gl ass tea.



She sets the tray down on Fran's |ap.

FRAN
Thank you. |I'mreally not hungry.

MRS. DREYFUSS
Go ahead! Eat! Enjoy!

She hands her the soup spoon, turns to Bud.

MRS. DREYFUSS
You woul dn't have such a thing as a
napki n, woul d you?

BUD
Well, | have sone paper towels --

MRS. DREYFUSS
Beatni k! Go to ny kitchen -- third
drawer, under the good silver,
there is napkins.

BUD
Yes, Ms. Dreyfuss.
He starts out with a worried backward gl ance toward the two.
Fran is just sitting there, the spoon in her hand, not
touchi ng the soup.

MRS. DREYFUSS
So what are you waiting for -- a
singi ng conmerci al ?

FRAN
| can't eat.

Ms. Dreyfuss takes the spoon fromher, starts to feed her

MRS. DREYFUSS
You nust eat -- and you nust get
healthy -- and you nust forget him
Such a fine boy he seened when he
first noved in here -- clean and
cut -- a regular lvy Leaguer. Turns
out he is King Farouk. Mt the
drinking -- mit the cha cha -- nit
the no napkins. A girl like you
for the rest of your life you want
to cry in your noodle soup? Wo
needs it! You listen to nme, you
find yourself a nice, substantia

man -- a wi dower maybe -- and
settle down -- instead of nashing
all those sleeping pills -- for

what, for whon? -- for some Good
Tinme Charlie?
(sees Bud approachi ng
wi t h napki n)
Ssshl

BUD
(gaily)



One napkin, coming up

(hands it to Fran)
I wish we had sone chanpagne to
wap it around.

MRS. DREYFUSS
(to Fran)
What did I tell you?

BUD
(unconfortabl e)
Look, Ms. Dreyfuss, you don't have
to wait around. I'Il wash the
di shes and --

MRS. DREYFUSS
You wash 'em you break 'em ['1|
come back for theml| ater
(to Fran)
If he makes trouble, give ne a yell

She exits.

FRAN
She doesn't seemto |ike you very
nmuch.

BUD
Ch, | don't nmind. As a matter of
fact, I'msort of flattered -- that
anybody should think a girl Iike
you -- would do a thing like
this -- over a guy like ne.

FRAN

(gl ancing at night table)
OCh. Did you find sonething here --

an envel ope -- ?
BUD
Yes, |'ve got it.

(takes envel ope out
of back pocket)
Don't you think we'd better destroy

it? Soit won't fall into the wong
hands -- ?

FRAN
Open it.

Bud tears open the envel ope, takes out Shel drake's hundred
dol l ars

BUD
There's not hing here but a hundred
dollar bill.

FRAN

That's right. WIIl you see that M.
Shel drake gets it?



BUD

(shruggi ng)
Sur e.

He puts the noney in his pocket.

FRAN
(hol di ng out tray)
Here -- take this, will you?

Bud relieves her of the tray, sets it down.

BUD
You want ne to nove the tel evision
set in here?
(Fran shakes her head)

You play gin rummy?

FRAN
I'"mnot very good at it.

BUD
I am Let ne get the cards

FRAN
You don't have to entertain ne.

Bud opens the bureau drawer, takes out a deck of cards, a
score pad, and a pencil.

BUD
Nothing 1'd like better -- you know
t oget herness. Quess what | did | ast
Christmas. Had an early dinner at
the automat, then went to the zoo,
then | came hone and cl eaned up
after M. Eichel berger -- he had a
little eggnog party here. |I'm way
ahead this year.

He pulls a chair up to the bed, starts to shuffle the cards.

BUD
Three across, spades doubl e, high
deal s.
(they cut)

Eight -- ten.
(he starts to deal)

FRAN
(pensi vely)
I think I"'mgoing to give it all up

BUD
G ve what up?

FRAN
Why do peopl e have to | ove people,
anyway ?



BUD
Yeah -- | know what you nean
(flips over down card)

Queen.

FRAN
| don't want it.

BUD
Pi ck a card.

She does, and they start playing.

FRAN
What do you call it when sonebody
keeps getting snmashed up in
aut onobi | e acci dent s?

BUD
A bad insurance risk?

FRAN
(noddi ng)
That's me with nmen. |'ve been
jinxed fromthe word go -- first
time | was ever kissed was in a
cenetery.

BUD
A cenetery?

FRAN
I was fifteen -- we used to go
there to snmoke. Hi s name was
George -- he threw ne over for a
drum naj orette.

BUD
G n.

He spreads his hand. Fran | ays her cards down, and Bud adds
t hem up.

BUD
Thirty-six and twenty-five --
that's sixty-one and two boxes.
(enters score on pad)

FRAN
I just have this talent for falling
inlove with the wong guy in the
wrong place at the wong tine.
BUD
(shuffling)
How nmany guys were there?

FRAN
(hol ding up four fingers)
Three. The | ast one was nanager of
a finance conpany, back hone in



Pittsburgh -- they found a little
shortage in his accounts, but he
asked ne to wait for him-- he'l
be out in 1965.

BUD
(pushi ng the deck
toward her)
Cut .

FRAN

(she does, and he

starts dealing)
So | cane to New York and noved in
with ny sister and her husband --
he drives a cab. They sent ne to
secretarial school, and | applied
for a job with Consolidated - but I
flunked the typing test --

BUD
Too sl ow?

FRAN
Oh. | can type up a storm but |
can't spell. So they gave ne a pair
of white gloves and stuck nme in an
el evator -- that's how | net
Jeff --

(her eyes m st up,

and she puts her

cards down)
Oh, God, I'mso fouled up. What am
| going to do now?

BUD
You better win a hand -- you're on
a blitz.

FRAN

Was he really upset when you told
hi n®?

BUD

M. Shel drake? Oh, yes. Very.
FRAN

Maybe he does love nme -- only he

doesn't have the nerve to tell his
wi fe.

BUD
I"msure that's the expl anation

FRAN
You really think so?

BUD
No doubt about it.

FRAN



(a thoughtful beat, then)
Can | have that pad and the pencil ?

BUD
(handi ng her score
pad and pencil)

What for?

FRAN
I"'mgoing to wite a letter to Ms
Shel dr ake.

BUD
You are?

FRAN
As one wonman to another -- |'msure
she'l |l understand --

BUD

M ss Kubelik, | don't think that's
such a good idea

He gently takes the pad and pencil away from her

FRAN
Why not ?

BUD
Well, for one thing, you can't
spell. And secondly -- if you did
something like that -- you'd hate
your sel f.

FRAN

(fighting back tears)
I don't like nyself very much anyway.

BUD

Pi ck up your cards and let's go
FRAN

Do | have to?
BUD

You bet. | got a terrific hand.

Fran, her eyes drooping sleepily, picks up her cards,
a di scard.

BUD

You sure you want to throw that card?
FRAN

Sur e.
BUD

an.

makes

He renoves the cards from her hand, starts to add them up



BUD
Fifty-two and twenty-five -- that's

seventy-seven -- spades is double --
a hundred and fifty-four -- and

four boxes -- you're blitzed in two
ganes.

He enters the score on the pad. As he starts to shuffle
again, he notices that Fran has slid down on the pillow and
that her eyes are closed -- she is asleep

Bud rises, adjusts the blanket over her. He stands there
| ooki ng at her for a monent, runs his hand over his chin.
Real i zi ng he needs a shave, he crosses to the bat hroom

In the bathroom Bud washes his face, squirts sone shaving
creaminto his hand, starts to apply it.

EXT. BROANSTONE HOUSE - DAY

A Vol kswagen draws up to the curb in front of the house.

Ki rkeby gets out on the street side, Sylvia squeezes herself
out through the other door. Kirkeby raises the front hood of
t he Vol kswagen, reaches into the |uggage conpartnent, takes
out a cardboard bucket with a bottle of chanpagne on ice
Together, he and Sylvia start up the steps of the house,
Sylvia already cha cha-ing in anticipation

I NT. APARTMENT - DAY

In the bathroom Bud has just finished |athering his face
when the doorbell rings. He starts into the bedroom

BUD
(rmuttering to hinself)
Al right -- all right, Ms.
Dr eyf uss.

He gl ances at the sleeping Fran, picks up the tray, carries
it intothe living room pulling the bedroom door closed
behind him But it doesn't shut conpletely, because of
Fran's dress hooked over the top

Bud crosses to the hall door, opens it. Qutside are Kirkeby,
wi th the chanpagne bucket, and Syl via.

Kl RKEBY
H , Baxter.

BUD
(bl ocking the door)
What do you want ?

KI RKEBY
What do | -- ?
(to Sylvia)
Just a m nute.

He pushes his way into the apartnment past Bud.

BUD



You can't cone in.

Kl RKEBY
(closing the door
behi nd him

What's the matter with you, Buddy-
boy? I nade a reservation for four
o' cl ock, renmenber?

He heads for the coffee table, sets the chanpagne down. Bud
shoots a quick glance toward the bedroom door, gets rid of
the tray.

BUD
Look, you can't stay here. Just
take your chanpagne and go.

Kl RKEBY
Baxter, | don't want to pull rank
on you -- but | told the lady it
was all set -- you want to nmake a

liar out of nme?

BUD
Are you going to | eave, M. Kirkeby,
or do | have to throw you out?

As Bud spins himaround, Kirkeby notices the dress on the
bedr oom door.

Kl RKEBY
Buddy- boy, why didn't you say so?
(indicating dress)
You got yourself a little playnate,
huh?

BUD
Now wi I | you get out?

I NT. SECOND FLOOR LANDI NG - DAY

Qut si de the door of Bud's apartment, Sylvia is cha cha-ing
impatiently. Up the stairs comes Dr. Dreyfuss, in his
overcoat and carrying his nedi cal bag.

SYLVI A
(knocki ng on the door)
Hey, come on, what are we waiting
for? Open up, will you?

She continues cha-cha-ing. Dr. Dreyfuss has unl ocked the
door to his apartnent, and is watching Sylvia, appalled by
the fact that Baxter seens to be at it again. He starts

i nsi de.

DR, DREYFUSS
(calling)
Mldred -- !

He shuts the door behind him



SYLVI A
(knocki ng on Baxter's door)
What' s hol di ng things up?

I NT. APARTMENT - DAY

Ki rkeby | ooks toward the door in response to Sylvia's
knocki ng.

Kl RKEBY
Say, why don't we have ourselves a
party -- the four of us?

BUD

No!

He forces Kirkeby toward the hall door. Kirkeby, glancing
past himthrough the partly-open door of the bedroom
catches sight of Fran asleep in bed.

Kl RKEBY
(grinning smugly)
Well, | don't blame you. So you hit
the jackpot, eh kid -- | nean,

Kubel i k-wi se?
(Bud opens the door,
gestures himout)
Don't worry. | won't say a word to
anybody.

I NT. SECOND FLOOR LANDI NG - DAY

Ki r keby cones backing out the door of Bud's apartnment, m nus
t he chanpagne bucket.

Kl RKEBY
Stay with it, Buddy-boy!
(Bud shuts the door
on him
Cone on, Sylvia.

SYLVI A
What gi ves?
KI RKEBY
Alittle mxup in signals. Let's go
SYLVI A
Go where?
Kl RKEBY

(l eading her toward stairs)
What's your nother doing this
af t ernoon?

SYLVI A
She's honme -- stuffing a turkey.

Kl RKEBY
Why don't we send her to a novie --
| i ke Ben-Hur?



SYLVI A
That's fine. But what are we going
to do about grandma and Uncl e
Her man and Aunt Sophie and ny two
ni eces --

I NT. APARTMENT - DAY

Bud cones into the bedroom As he heads for the bathroom
Fran stirs slightly, opens her eyes.

FRAN
Who was that?

BUD
Just sonebody delivering a bottle
of chanpagne. Like sone?

FRAN
(shaki ng her head)
Wyul d you mind opening the wi ndow?

She turns off the electric blanket as Bud crosses to the
wi ndow, pushes it up. Then a thought strikes him and he
| ooks at Fran suspi ciously.

BUD
Now don't go getting any ideas,
M ss Kubel i k.
FRAN
I just want some fresh air.
BUD
It's only one story down -- the

best you can do is break a |eg.

FRAN
So they'll shoot ne -- |ike a horse.

BUD
(approachi ng the bed)
Pl ease, M ss Kubelik, you got to
proni se me you won't do anything
fool i sh.

FRAN
Who' d care?

BUD
I woul d.

FRAN
(sleepily)
Way can't | ever fall in love with
somebody nice |ike you?

BUD
(ruefully)
Yeah. Well -- that's the way it



crunbl es, cookie-wise. Go to sleep

Fran cl oses her eyes. Bud returns to the bathroom picks up
his razor, starts to shave. But sonething seens to be wong
with the razor -- and unscrewing it, he realizes that there
is no blade. Sheepishly, he takes out the blade he hid in
his shirt pocket, inserts it in his razor, screws it shut.
Then he resumes shavi ng.

FADE QUT:
FADE | N:
I NT. SHELDRAKE' S ANTEROOM - DAY

It is the norning after Christnmas, and Mss O sen and the
other girls are just settling down to work. Sheldrake, in
hat and coat, approaches fromthe el evators, cones through
t he gl ass doors.

SECRETARI ES
(ad lib)
Good norni ng, M. Shel drake.

SHEL DRAKE
(ignoring them
Mss Asen, will you cone into ny
of fice, please?

He strides into the inner office. Mss O sen picks up her
st enographi ¢ pad, follows himin.

I NT. SHELDRAKE' S OFFI CE - DAY

Shel drake is renoving his hat and coat as M ss O sen cones
in, shuts the door behind her

M SS CLSEN
Did you have a nice Christms?
SHEL DRAKE
Lovely. You were a big help.
M SS CLSEN
Me?
SHEL DRAKE

Thank you for giving that little
pep talk to Mss Kubelik at the
office party.

M SS OLSEN
(droppi ng her
busi ness-1i ke mask)
I"msorry, Jeff. You know | could
never hold ny liquor --

SHEL DRAKE
But | thought you could hold your
t ongue.

M SS OLSEN



It won't happen again.

SHEL DRAKE
You bet it won't. I'Il arrange for
you to get a nonth's severance

pay --

(she I ooks at him unconprehendi ng)
That's right, Mss Asen. I'm
letting you go.

M SS OLSEN
(quietly)
You let nme go four years ago, Jeff.
Only you were cruel enough to nake
me sit out there and watch the new
nodel s pass by.

SHEL DRAKE
|'"d appreciate it if you' d be out
of here as soon as you can

M SS OLSEN
(formal again)
Yes, M. Shel drake.

She turns and wal ks out of the office, shutting the door
Shel drake | ooks after her for a nmonment, then goes to his
desk, picks up the phone, dials the operator

SHEL DRAKE
(into phone)
This is M. Sheldrake. 1'd Iike M.
Baxter's home tel ephone nunber --
that's C.C. Baxter, in Odinary
Prenmi um Accounting --

I NT. SHELDRAKE' S ANTEROCOM - DAY

M ss O sen has put on her coat, and is going through her
desk drawers, cleaning out her personal bel ongings -- nai
polish, enery boards, an extra pair of glasses, etc. As she
stows them away in her handbag, one of the buttons on the
tel ephone lights up. Mss Asen hesitates for a second, then
with a quick | ook around, she pushes the button down,
carefully picks up the receiver, listens in.

I NT. SHELDRAKE' S OFFI CE - DAY

Shel drake is dialing the last two digits of a tel ephone
nunber. After a nobnent, soneone answers.

SHEL DRAKE
Hel | o, Baxter? Jeff Shel drake. Can
you tal k?

I NT. THE APARTMENT - DAY
Bud, wearing slacks, a shirt open at the neck, and a cardi gan

sweater, is at the phone. A pillow and a bl anket on the
I'iving room couch indicate where he spent the night.



BUD
(1 ooki ng of f)
Yes, she's in the shower -- she's
com ng along fine, considering.

SHELDRAKE - ON PHONE

SHEL DRAKE
Good. |Is there anything you need --
nmoney -- ?
BUD - ON PHONE
BUD
No, thank you, M. Sheldrake. As a
matter of fact, |'ve got sone noney
for you -- a hundred dollars --
SHELDRAKE - ON PHONE
SHEL DRAKE
.
(a beat)
Well, if there's anything | can do
for you --
BUD - ON PHONE
BUD

For me? | don't think so. But | was
hopi ng maybe you coul d do son®et hi ng
for her --

SHELDRAKE - ON PHONE

SHEL DRAKE
Li ke what? Put yourself in ny
pl ace, Baxter -- how can | help
her -- ny hands are tied --

I NT. APARTMENT - DAY

Fran now appears in the bedroom wearing the plaid robe, and
towel i ng her danp hair.

BUD
(into phone)
Well, at least you can talk to
her -- let me put her on -- and

pl ease be gentle --
He puts the receiver down, crosses toward the bedroom door

BUD
There's a call for you --

FRAN
(appr oachi ng)
For ne?

BUD



-- M. Shel drake.

FRAN
I don't want to talk to him

BUD
I think you should. | have to run
down to the grocery anyway -- al

that's left around here is one
frozen pizza --

(takes raincoat and

ol d hat from hanger)
I'"1l be right back -- okay?

Fran nods, watches himgo out. Then she glances toward the
phone, which is off the hook. Reluctantly she advances
toward it, picks it up.

FRAN
(into phone)
Hel l o, Jeff.
(a long beat)
Yes, I'mall right.

SHELDRAKE - ON PHONE

SHEL DRAKE

Fran, why did you do it? It's so
childish -- and it never sol ves
anything -- | ought to be very
angry with you, scaring ne like
that -- but let's forget the whole
thing -- pretend it never
happened -- what do you say, Fran?

(no answer)
Fran --

I NT. SHELDRAKE' S ANTEROOM
M ss O sen, glued to the phone, is listening intently.
SHELDRAKE - ON PHONE

SHEL DRAKE
Are you there, Fran?

FRAN - ON PHONE

FRAN
O course I'mnot here -- because
t he whol e thing never happened -- |
never took those pills -- 1 never
| oved you -- we never even net --

isn't that the way you want it?
SHELDRAKE - ON PHONE

SHEL DRAKE
There you go again -- you know |
didn't nmean it that way, Fran. Just
get well -- do what the nurse tells



you -- | mean Baxter -- and |'l
see you as soon as | can. Bye, Fran
(he hangs up)

I NT. SHELDRAKE' S ANTERCOM - DAY

M ss d sen hangs up the phone, sits there for a nmonent,
wei ghi ng what she has overheard. Then she makes a deci sion
pi cks up the phone again, dials a nunber. As she waits for
an answer, she glances toward Shel drake's office.
M SS OLSEN
(into phone)
Hell o, Ms. Sheldrake? This is Mss

O sen -- fine, thank you -- Ms.
Shel drake, | was wondering if we
could have lunch together? -- well,

I don't know how inportant it is,
but | think you might find it
educational -- it concerns your
husband -- all right, one o'clock
at Longchamp's, Madi son and 59t h.

She | ooks up as the door to the inner office opens and
Shel drake cones out. He stops when he sees that M ss O sen
is still there.

M SS OLSEN
(hangi ng up phone)
Don't worry, I'mon ny way.

(she rises)
I was just making a personal call.

She opens her handbag, takes out a coin, puts it down on the
desk.

M SS OLSEN
Here's a di ne.

She marches out through the glass doors toward the el evators
as Shel drake stands there, watching her

DI SSOLVE TQ
EXT. BROANSTONE HOUSE - DAY

Bud comes down the street, carrying a | arge brown paper bag
overflowing with groceries. He goes up the steps of the
house and t hrough the front door

I NT. STAI RCASE AND SECOND FLOOR LANDI NG - DAY

As Bud starts up the stairs, with the groceries, Ms.
Li eberman conmes hurrying down toward him

MRS. LI EBERVAN
(breat hl essly)
Ch, M. Baxter -- I'mglad you're
here -- | was just going to get the
passkey.



BUD
What for?

MRS. LI EBERVAN
| thought | snelled gas coming from
your apartnent.

BUD
Gas?

He races up the stairs two at a tine, funbling frantically
for his key. Reaching the door of his apartnment, he unl ocks
it, dashes in.

I NT. THE APARTMENT - DAY

Bud comes bursting through the door. The living roomis
enpty, and the bedcl ot hes have been renoved fromthe couch

BUD
(calling)
M ss Kubel i k!

He dunps the bag of groceries on a table, rushes into the

ki tchen. The burner has been turned on under the kettle, but
there is no flane, and gas is hissing fromthe vents. Bud
snaps it off, starts out again.

BUD
M ss Kubel i k!

Meanwhi | e Fran has appeared fromthe bathroom and is
approachi ng the bedroom door. She is still in her robe, and
i s holding a double sock-stretcher with one of Bud s socks
on it. Bud, rounding the corner fromthe kitchen at ful
speed, collides with Fran in the bedroom doorway. He grabs
her arnms with obvious relief.

BUD
Are you all right?
FRAN
Sure.
(sniffs)

What's that funny smell?

BUD
Gas.
(i ndicating kitchen)
Didn't you turn it on?

FRAN
Yes. | was boiling sonme water to
get the coffee stains out of ny
dress.

BUD
(accusingly)
You turned it on -- but you didn't
light it.



FRAN
Are you supposed to?

BUD
In this house, you're supposed to.

FRAN
Oh.

Bud starts to take off his hat and coat, notices the sock-
stretcher in her hand.

BUD
What are you doing with that?

FRAN
I was washing my stockings, so
decided | might as well do your

socks.
BUD
Thank you.
FRAN
It's very curious -- | could only

find three and a half pair.

BUD
Vell, things are a little
di sorgani zed around here.

He carries the bag of groceries into the kitchen, Fran
trailing after him During the follow ng, he renoves the
contents of the bag -- bread, eggs, bacon, spaghetti, ground
round, frankfurters, and assorted canned goods -- sets them
out on the drainboard.

FRAN
I'"d say. What's a tennis racquet
doing in the kitchen?

She produces the racquet from behind the stove.

BUD
Tenni s racquet? Ch, | renenber -- |
was cooking nyself an Italian

di nner.
(Fran | ooks at hi m oddly)
| used it to strain the spaghetti.

FRAN
(thinking it over)

Why not ?

BUD
As a matter of fact, |I'ma pretty
good cook -- but I'ma |ousy
housekeeper.

FRAN

Yes, you are,
(indicating the



living roon
When | was straightening up the
couch, you know what | found? Six
hairpins, a lipstick, a pair of
fal se eyel ashes, and a swi zzle
stick fromthe Stork d ub.

BUD

(shruggi ng)
It's just that I'mthe kind of guy

who can't say no -- | don't nean to
girls -- | mean --

FRAN
You nmean to soneone |ike M.
Shel dr ake.

BUD
| guess so.

FRAN
I know so. He's a taker

BUD
A what ?

FRAN
Some peopl e take, some peopl e get
took -- and they know they're
getting took -- and there's nothing

they can do about it.

BUD
I wouldn't say that --
(trying to change the subject)
What woul d you like to have for
di ner? There's onion soup and
canned asparagus --

FRAN
I really ought to be getting hone.
My famly will be flipping by now

She starts into the living room Bud follows her.

BUD
You can't |eave yet. The doctor
says it takes forty-eight hours to
get the stuff out of your system

FRAN
(wistfully)
I wonder how long it takes to get
someone you're stuck on out of your
systen? |f they'd only invent sone
kind of a punp for that --

She sits on the armof a chair.

BUD
I know how you feel, Mss KubeliKk.



You think it's the end of the

world -- but it's not, really.

went through exactly the same thing
mysel f.

FRAN
You di d?
BUD
Wel |, naybe not exactly -- | tried

to do it with a gun.

FRAN
Over a girl?

BUD
Wrse than that -- she was the wife
of nmy best friend -- and I was ned
for her. But | knew it was
hopel ess -- so | decided to end it
all. I went to a pawnshop and
bought a forty-five automatic and
drove up to Eden Park -- do you
know Ci nci nnati ?

FRAN
No, | don't.

BUD
Anyway, | parked the car and | oaded
the gun -- well, you read in the

papers all the time that people
shoot thensel ves, but believe ne,

it's not that easy -- | nmean, how
do you do it? -- here, or here, or
here --

(with cocked finger,

he points to his

tenpl e, nouth and chest)
-- you know where | finally shot
nmysel f?

FRAN
Wher e?

BUD

(i ndicating kneecap)

Her e.

FRAN
In the knee?

BUD

Uh- huh. While | was sitting there,
trying to make nmy mind up, a cop
stuck his head in the car, because

I was illegally parked -- so
started to hide the gun under the
seat and it went off -- pow

FRAN



(1 aughi ng)
That's terrible.

BUD
Yeah. Took ne a year before | could
bend ny knee -- but | got over the
girl in three weeks. She stil
lives in Cincinnati, has four kids,
gai ned twenty pounds -- she sends
me a fruit cake every Chri stnas.

FRAN
(suddenl y suspi ci ous)
Are you just naking that up to make
ne feel better?

BUD

O course not. Here's the fruit
cake.

(shows it to her

under Christmas tree)
And you want to see my knee?

(starts to raise

pant - | eg)

FRAN
No, thanks. The fellows in the
office may get the wong idea how

found out.

BUD
So let 'em Look, |'mgoing to cook
dinner for us. W'Ill have the fruit

cake for dessert. You just sit
there and rest. You've done enough
for one day.

FRAN
(smling)
Yes, nurse.

Bud starts happily into the kitchen.
DI SSOLVE TGO
I NT. LOBBY | NSURANCE BUI LDI NG - DAY

It is md-afternoon, and traffic is light. A Yellow Cab has
pulled up in front of the entrance, and the driver, a
stockily-built young nman in a | eather jacket and cap, gets
out and comes through the revolving doors into the | obby.

H s name is KARL MATUSCHKA, and he is Fran's brother-in-1Iaw
As he cases the elevators, the starter cones up to him

ELEVATOR STARTER
Can | help you?

MATUSCHKA
I"'m | ooking for one of the el evator
girls -- Mss Kubelik.



ELEVATOR STARTER
So am|l. She didn't report this
nor ni ng.

MATUSCHKA
She didn't. Where can | get sone
information -- who's in charge here?

ELEVATOR STARTER
That conmes under General Ofice
Adm ni stration. See M. Dobisch
twenty-first floor

MATUSCHKA
Thanks.

He steps into an el evator, the doors of which ar

cl osi ng.

I NT. DOBI SCH S OFFI CE - DAY

Dobi sch is sitting behind his desk, lighting a c

Ki r keby,

who has dropped in for a little visit,

on the edge of the desk

Kl RKEBY
-- so yesterday afternoon | take
Sylvia up to the apartnent, and
guess who he's got stashed away in
t he bedr oonf

DOBl SCH
Who?

Kl RKEBY
Kubel i k.

DOBI SCH

No ki ddi ng. Buddy-boy and Kubelik
having thenselves a little toot!

Kl RKEBY
Toot? It's nore like a | ost weekend.
Nei t her of them showed up for work
t oday.

DCBI SCH
AWOL.?

KI RKEBY
What gripes ne is the two of them
were guzzling ny chanpagne while
Sylvia and | wound up at the
@uggenhei m Museum

The gl ass door opens and Mat uschka cones in.

MATUSCHKA
M . Dobi sch?

DOBI SCH

e just

i gar.
i s perched



Yeah.

MATUSCHKA
My nane is Karl Matuschka -- ny
sister-in-law, she runs one of the
el evators here -- Fran Kubeli k.

KI RKEBY
(exchangi ng a gl ance
wi t h Dobi sch)
M ss Kubeli k?

MATUSCHKA
You know her?

DOBI SCH
O course. There may be a | ot of
enpl oyees here -- but we're one big
happy family

MATUSCHKA

Well, she lives with us -- and ny
wife, she's getting alittle
nervous -- on account of Fran
hasn't been hone for two days.

Kl RKEBY
(anot her | ook at Dobisch)
That so.

MATUSCHKA
Anyway, we was wondering if somebody
in the office would know what
happened to her.

DOBI SCH
| see.
(to Kirkeby)
What do you think, Al? Can we help
the man?

Kl RKEBY
(after a pregnant pause)
Why not? We don't owe Buddy- boy

anyt hi ng.
DOBI SCH
Yeah. What's Buddy-boy done for us
lately?
MATUSCHKA
(scow i ng)

Who i s Buddy- boy?
DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. THE APARTMENT - EVEN NG
Buddy-boy is bending over a hot stove, preparing an Italian

di nner. He takes a saucepan of spaghetti off the fire, and
pi cking up the tennis racquet with the other hand, pours the



spaghetti on top of the racquet strings. Then he turns on
the faucet, runs water over the spaghetti. Wth the conbined
techni que of Brillat-Savarin and Pancho Gonzal es, he gently
agitates the racquet, letting the water drain off the
spaghetti. As he works, he hunms a thene from Tschai kowsky's
Capriccio Italien.

Fran wal ks in, still in her robe.
FRAN
Are we dressing for dinner?
BUD
No -- just come as you are.
FRAN

(watching him
Say, you're pretty good with that
racquet.

BUD
You ought to see ny backhand.
(dunpi ng spaghetti
into platter)
And wait till | serve the nmeatballs
(denonstr at es)

FRAN
Shall | light the candl es?
BUD
It's a must -- gracious-Iliving-w se.

As Fran starts into the living room Bud begins to ladle
meat sauce onto the spaghetti, hunm ng operatically.

In the living room the small table has been set for two,

and proninent on it is the chanpagne bottle that M. Kirkeby
| eft behind, still in its cardboard bucket, but freshly iced.
As Fran lights the candl es, she notices the napkins on the
table, peels a price-tag off the corner of one of them

FRAN
| see you bought sone napki ns.

BUD
M ght as well go all the way.

He carries the platter of spaghetti and neat sauce in from
the kitchen, sets it on the table, sprinkles sone cheese on
it. Then he crosses to the coffee table, where a ful

martini pitcher stands in readiness, fills a couple of

gl asses. Fran seats herself at the table.

BUD
You know, | used to live like
Robi nson Crusoe -- shi pw ecked

among eight nmillion people. Then
one day | saw a footprint in the
sand -- and there you were --



They dri nk.

The door be
to the door,

By now the door is open

(hands her nmartini)
It's a wonderful thing -- dinner
for two.

FRAN
You usual |y eat al one?

BUD
Ch, no. Sonetines | have dinner
with Ed Sullivan, sonetines with
Di nah Shore or Perry Conpb -- the
other night | had dinner with Me

West -- of course, she was nuch
younger then.
(toasting)
Cheers.
FRAN
Cheers.
BUD

You know what we're going to do
after dinner?

FRAN
The di shes?
BUD
| nean, after that?
FRAN
What ?
BUD
You don't have to if you don't want
to --
FRAN
| don't?
BUD
W' re going to finish that gin gane
FRAN
Oh.
BUD

So | want you to keep a clear head.

| rings. Carrying his martini gl ass,

starts to open it.

BUD
Because | don't want to take
advant age of you -- the way | did

yesterday in bed.

Bud crosses

and Bud is speaking to Fran over

his shoulder. He turns, finds hinself face to face with Karl



Mat uschka, who is standing grimy in the doorway.

MATUSCHKA
Baxt er ?

BUD
Yes?

Mat uschka shoves hi mroughly aside, strides past himtoward
Fran, who has risen to her feet.

MATUSCHKA
What's with you, Fran -- did you
forget where you live?

FRAN
(to Bud)
This is ny brother-in-law, Karl
Mat uschka.
BUD
(friendly)

How do you do, M. Matuschka?

MATUSCHKA
(pushi ng Bud away; to Fran)
Ckay, get your clothes on. | got
the cab downstairs.

BUD
Now, wait a minute. | know what
you're thinking -- but it's not as
bad as it | ooks --

MATUSCHKA

(shovi ng hi m away)
It's none of ny business what you
do, Fran -- you're over twenty-
one -- but your sister happens to
think you're a | ady.

BUD
All we were going to do is eat and
wash the dishes --

MATUSCHKA
(grabbing him
Look, Buddy-boy -- if there wasn't
a lady present, |'d cl obber you
FRAN
(separating them
Al right, Karl -- 1'"Il get dressed.

She exits into the bedroom renoving her dress fromthe

door, and closing it. Matuschka | eans agai nst the wall

besi de the hall door, eyeing Bud truculently. Bud raises a
finger to renmonstrate with him-- then breaks into a nervous,
ingratiating smle.

BUD
Care for a martini? Chanpagne?



(Mat uschka conti nues
glaring at him
How about a little spaghetti wth
nmeat sauce? Made it nyself.
(Matuschka just scow s)
Your sister-in-law sure is
terrific --
(realizes his mstake;
swi t ching abruptly)
Must be nurder driving a cab in New
York -- | nean, with all that
cross-town traffic --

He gestures with the martini glass, spilling the contents
over his shirtfront. Through the partly open hall door, Dr.
Dreyfuss sticks his head in.

DR. DREYFUSS
H , Baxter.

He steps into the apartnent, passing Matuschka wi thout
seeing him

DR DREYFUSS
How s the patient?
BUD
(qui ckly)

Ch, I'mfine, Doc.

DR, DREYFUSS
Not you -- M ss Kubeli k.

MATUSCHKA
(st epping forward)
What's the matter with M ss Kubelik?

BUD
Ch, this is M. Mituschka -- he's
M ss Kubelik's -- he's got a cab
downstairs --

MATUSCHKA

(to Dreyfuss)
Fran been sick or sonething?

Dr. Dreyfuss | ooks at Bud.

BUD
No, no -- just had a little accident.

MATUSCHKA
(to Dreyfuss)
What does he nean, accident?

DR, DREYFUSS
Well, these things happen all the
tine --

MATUSCHKA

What t hi ngs?



(grabbi ng Dreyfuss)
Say, what kind of doctor are you,
anyway ?

BUD

(hastily)
Ch, not that kind. He just gave her
a shot and punped her stomach out --

Behi nd them the bedroom door has opened, and Fran cones
out, wearing her coat over her dress.

MATUSCHKA
What for?

FRAN
(com ng up)
Because | took sone sleeping pills.

But I'mall right now-- so let's go.
MATUSCHKA
Why did you take sleeping pills?
BUD
(pronptly)
On account of ne.
MATUSCHKA
(whirling on him
You?
BUD
Who el se?

Mat uschka | ashes out with a left to Bud's jaw, and while he
is off balance, catches himwith a right to the eye. Bud
falls back against the Christmas tree, which topples with a
crash. Fran pulls Mtuschka away from him

FRAN
Leave hi m al one, Karl.

She kneel s besi de Bud.
FRAN
(tenderly)
You fool -- you dam f ool

MATUSCHKA
Conme on, Fran

FRAN
Goodbye, M. Baxter

She ki sses himon the cheek, rises, starts toward the door

FRAN
Goodbye, doctor.

She foll ows Matuschka out. Bud | ooks after her, starry-eyed.



DR, DREYFUSS
I don't want to gloat, but just
bet ween us, you had that coming to
you.
(tilts Bud's chin up,
exam nes his eye)
Tch, tch, tch. Are you going to
have a shiner tonmorrow. Let ne get
ny bag.
(he starts out)
BUD
(calling after him
Don't bother, Doc. It doesn't hurt
a bit.

He is on doud N ne.

FADE OUT
FADE | N:
I NT. NI NETEENTH FLOOR - DAY

Bud is conming fromthe elevators toward his office. He is
wearing his chesterfield, bower, and a pair of dark gl asses.
He opens the office door, starts in.

INT. BUD S OFFI CE - DAY

Bud crosses directly to the phone, renoves his gl asses
revealing a swollen | eft eye. He dials a nunber.

BUD
(into phone)
M. Sheldrake's office? This is C. C
Baxter. Wuld you pl ease tell M.
Shel drake 1'd like to conme up and
see hinP It's rather inportant.
WI1l you call me back, please?

He hangs up, takes off his hat and coat, deposits them on
the clothes- tree. Then he paces around the office,
rehearsing a speech out | oud.

BUD
M. Shel drake, |'ve got good news
for you. Al your troubles are over.
I"'mgoing to take M ss Kubelik off
your hands.
(nods to hinself with satisfaction)
The plain fact is, M. Sheldrake,

that I love her. | haven't told her
yet, but | thought you should be
the first to know. After all, you

don't really want her, and | do,
and al though it may sound
pr esunpt uous, she needs sonebody
like me. So | think it would be the
thing all around --

(the phone rings and

he picks it up)



-- solution-w se.
(into phone)
Yes? 1'Il be right up

He hangs up, crosses to the door, opens it.

BUD
(to hinself)
M. Shel drake, |'ve got good news
for you --

Putting on his dark gl asses, he heads for the el evators,
still talking to hinself.

I NT. NI NETEENTH FLOOR - DAY
Ki rkeby and Dobi sch are just stepping out of an el evator

when Bud approaches. They grin snugly when they see that he
is wearing dark gl asses.

Kl RKEBY
H , Buddy-boy. What happened to you?
DOBI SCH
Ht by a swi nging door? O maybe a
Yel | ow Cab?
Bud pays no attention, wal ks right past theminto the
el evator, still muttering to hinself. The doors cl ose.
Kl RKEBY

(as they nove away
fromthe el evators)
That guy really nust've belted him

DOBI SCH
Yeah, he's punchy. Talking to
hi msel f.

I NT. TWENTY- SEVENTH FLOCOR FOYER - DAY
The el evat or doors open

ELEVATOR OPERATOR
Twent y-seven.

Bud steps out. As he heads for Sheldrake's office, he
continues rehearsing his speech.

BUD
You see, M. Sheldrake, those two
days she spent in the apartnent --
it made nme realize howlonely I'd
been before. But thanks to you, |I'm
in a financial position to marry
her -- if | can ever square things
with her famly

He opens the door to Shel drake's anteroom

I NT. SHELDRAKE' S OFFI CE - DAY



Shel drake is pacing in front of his desk. A couple of
suitcases are standing in a corner of the room The intercom
buzzes, and Shel drake presses the | ever down.

SECRETARY' S VO CE
M. Baxter is here.

SHEL DRAKE
Send himin.

A beat, then the door opens, and Bud marches in determ nedly.

BUD
M. Shel drake, |'ve got good news
for you --

SHEL DRAKE
And |'ve got good news for you
Baxter. All your troubles are over.

BUD
(reacting to the echo)
Sir?

SHEL DRAKE
I know how worried you were about
M ss Kubelik -- well, stop
worrying -- |'mgoing to take her
of f your hands.

BUD
(stunned)
You're going to take her off ny
hands?

SHEL DRAKE
That's right.
(indicating suitcases)
I've noved out of ny house -- |'m
going to be staying in town, at the
At hl etic C ub.

BUD
You | eft your wife?
SHEL DRAKE
Vell, if you nust know -- | fired

ny secretary, ny secretary got to
ny wife, and ny wife fired ne.
Ain't that a kick in the head?

BUD
Yeah --

SHEL DRAKE
Now what was your news, Baxter?

BUD
(recovering with difficulty)
It's about Mss Kubelik -- she's



all right again -- so she went back
hone.

SHEL DRAKE
Swell. And don't think I've
forgotten what you did for ne.
(opens door to
adj oi ning office)
Thi s way, Baxter.

Bud advances slowy toward the door.
I NT. ADJO NI NG CFFI CE - DAY

It is a slightly snaller and | ess |avish edition of Shel drake
s office. Sheldrake ushers Bud through the door, points to
the chair behind the desk

SHEL DRAKE
Sit down. Try it on for size

Bud obeys |ike an automaton, lowers hinself into the chair.

SHEL DRAKE
You |ike?
(indicating office)
It's all yours

BUD
M ne?

SHEL DRAKE
My assistant, Roy Thonpson, has
been shifted to the Denver office,
and you' re taking his place.
(no reaction from Bud)
What's the matter, Baxter? You
don't seemvery excited

BUD
Well, it's just that so nany things
have been happening so fast -- I'm
very pleased -- especially for Mss
Kubel i k. Now that |'ve gotten to
know her better, | think she's the
kind of girl that definitely ought
to be married to sonebody --

SHEL DRAKE
Oh, sure, sure. But first the
property settlenent has to be

worked out -- then it takes six
weeks in Reno -- nmeanwhile, |'m
goi ng to enjoy being a bachelor for
a while.

(starts back toward

his own office)
Ch, by the way, you can now have
lunch in the executive dining
room - -



BUD
Yes, sir.

He renoves his dark gl asses reflectively.

SHEL DRAKE

That's just one of the privil eges
that goes with this job. You al so
get a nice little expense account,
the use of the executive washroom --

(breaks off, peers at

Bud's face)
Say, what happened to you, Baxter?

BUD
I got kicked in the head, too.

SHEL DRAKE
Ch?

Wth a shrug, he exits into his ow office, closing the door
behind him Bud sits there, unconsciously bending the

gl asses in his hand until they suddenly snap in two. Bud

gl ances down at the two broken hal ves, as though surprised
by his own violence, tosses themon the desk

DI SSCLVE TGO
I NT. LOBBY | NSURANCE BUI LDI NG - EVEN NG

We are close on the building directory. Listed under

PERSONNEL is J.D. SHELDRAKE, Director, and just below that a man's
hand is inserting the name C.C. BAXTER in the slot narked Asst.
Director. The lettering is conplete except for the final R

Canera pulls back to reveal the sign painter we saw earlier
working on the directory. Watching himis Bud. He is wearing
his chesterfield and bow er, and still has a slight welt

under his left eye. It is after six o' clock, and there is
very little activity in the | obby.

Fran, wearing her coat over street clothes, approaches from
the direction of the elevators, stops when she sees Bud.

FRAN
Good eveni ng, M. Baxter

Bud turns to her in surprise, renoves his bow er.

BUD
Oh, M ss Kubelik. How do you feel?

FRAN
Fi ne. How s your eye?

BUD
Fi ne.

There is a nmonent of constrai nt between them

FRAN



How s everything at the apartnent?

BUD
Not hi ng' s changed. You know, we
never finished that gin gane --

FRAN
I know.
(a beat)
| suppose you heard about M.
Shel drake --?

BUD
You nean, |eaving his wife? Yeah.
I'"'mvery happy for you

FRAN
| never thought he'd do it.

BUD
| told you all along. You see, you
were wong about M. Shel drake.

FRAN
| guess so.

BUD

For that matter, you were w ong
about ne, too. Wat you said about
those who take and those who get
took? Well, M. Sheldrake wasn't
using me -- | was using him See?

(i ndicating his nane

on directory)
Last nonth | was at desk 861 on the
nineteenth floor -- now |'mon the
twenty-seventh floor, panel ed
office, three windows -- so it all
worked out fine -- we're both
getting what we want.

FRAN
Yes.
(1 ooks at her watch)
You wal king to the subway?

BUD
No, thank you.
(funbling)
I -- well, to tell you the truth --
(gl anci ng around | obby)
-- | have this heavy date for
toni ght --

He points off toward the newsstand. Standing there is a
tall, attractive brunette, obviously waiting for soneone.
Fran | ooks off in the indicated direction

FRAN
Oh.



BUD
Aren't you neeting M. Shel drake?

FRAN
No. You know how people talk. So |
decided it would be better if we
didn't see each other till
everything is settled, divorce-w se.

BUD
That's very w se

FRAN
Good night, M. Baxter.

BUD
Good night, M ss Kubeli k.

Fran wal ks toward the revol ving doors. Bud watches her for a
monent, then strides briskly across the | obby toward the
newsst and. He goes right past the waiting brunette, stops in
front of a rack of pocket books, exami nes the nerchandise. A
man now cones out of a phone booth, joins the waiting
brunette, and they go off together. Bud picks out a couple
of paperbacks, pays the clerk behind the counter. Stuffing a
book into each coat pocket, he noves slowy toward the
revol vi ng doors.

DI SSOLVE TQO
I NT. SHELDRAKE' S COFFI CE - DAY

Shel drake is swivel ed around si deways behind his desk, with
a boot bl ack kneeling in front of him shining his shoes.
Reaching for the intercom Shel drake presses down one of the
| evers.

SHEL DRAKE
Baxter -- would you mind stepping
in her for a minute?

BAXTER S VA CE
Yes, M. Shel dr ake.

The boot bl ack finishes the second shoe with a flourish
gathers up his equi pnent. Shel drake tosses hima half dollar.

BOOTBLACK
Much obl i ged

He exits into the anteroom as the door of the adjoining
of fice opens and Bud comes in, carrying several charts.
There is no trace left of his black eye.

BUD
(putting charts on desk)
Here's the breakdown of figures on
personnel turnover. Thirty-seven
percent of our femal e enpl oyees
| eave to get married, twenty-two
percent quit because --



SHEL DRAKE
(breaking in)
You' re working too hard, Baxter

It's New Year's Eve -- relax.
BUD
Yes, sir.
SHEL DRAKE
| suppose you'll be on the town
toni ght -- celebrating?
BUD
Nat ural | y.
SHEL DRAKE
Me, too. |I'mtaking Mss Kubelik
out -- | finally talked her into
it --
BUD
| see.
SHEL DRAKE

The only thing is |'m staying at
the Athletic ub -- and it's
strictly stag so if you don't
mnd --

BUD
Don't m nd what?

SHEL DRAKE
You know that other key to your
apartnent -- well, when we had that
little scare about M ss Kubelik, I
thought I'd better get rid of it
quick -- so | threwit out the
wi ndow of the comuter train.

BUD

Very cl ever.
SHEL DRAKE

Now | 'Il have to borrow your key.
BUD

Sorry, M. Sheldrake.

SHEL DRAKE
What do you mean, sorry?

BUD
You're not going to bring anybody
up to ny apartnent.

SHEL DRAKE
I'"'mnot just bringing anybody --
I"'mbringing Mss Kubelik.



BUD
Especially not Mss Kubelik.

SHEL DRAKE
How s that again?
BUD
(flatly)
No key!
SHEL DRAKE
Baxter, | picked you for ny team

because | thought you were a bright
young nman. You realize what you're
doing? Not to ne -- but to yourself.
Normal ly it takes years to work
your way up to the twenty-seventh
floor -- but it takes only thirty
seconds to be out on the street
again. You dig?

BUD
(noddi ng sl ow y)
I dig.

SHEL DRAKE
So what's it going to be?

Wthout taking his eyes off Shel drake, Bud reaches into his
pocket, fishes out a key, drops it on the desk

SHEL DRAKE
Now you' re being bright?

BUD
Thank you, sir.

He turns abruptly, starts back into his own office.
I NT. BUD S NEW OFFI CE - DAY

Bud comes in, shutting the door behind him stands rooted to
the spot for a nonent. Then he takes sone pencils out of his
breast pocket and drops theminto a container on the desk

cl oses his account book, slans a couple of open file drawers
shut .

As he crosses to the clothes closet, the connecting door
opens and Shel drake cones in, key in hand.

SHEL DRAKE
Say, Baxter -- you gave ne the
wrong key.

BUD
No | didn't.

SHEL DRAKE

(holding it out)
But this is the key to the executive
washr oom



BUD
That's right, M. Sheldrake. |
won't be needing it -- because |'m
all washed up around here.

He has taken his chesterfield and bow er out of the closet,
and is putting the coat on.

SHEL DRAKE
What's gotten into you, Baxter?

BUD
Just follow ng doctor's orders.
|'ve decided to becone a nensch.
You know what that neans? A human
bei ng.

SHEL DRAKE
Now hol d on, Baxter --

BUD
Save it. The old payola won't work
any nore. Goodbye, M. Shel drake.

He opens the door to the anteroom starts out.
I NT. SHELDRAKE' S ANTEROOM - DAY

Bud conmes out of his office, carrying his bow er, strides
past the secretaries and through the glass doors to the
foyer. An elevator is just unloading, and beside it a
handyman is cl eaning out one of the cigarette receptacles.
Bud crosses to the elevator, and as he passes the handynan,
he jans his bow er on the man's head -- surrendering his
crown, so to speak. The el evator doors close. The handynan
strai ghtens up, |ooks around in bew | dernent.

DI SSOLVE TQ
I NT. THE APARTMENT - N GHT

Bud is in the process of packing. In the mddle of the
living roomare several |arge cardboard cartons filled with
hi s possessions. The art posters are off the walls, the
bric-a-brac has been renoved fromthe shelves, and Bud is
stowi ng away the | ast of his books and records. He crosses
to the fireplace, opens one of the drawers in the cabinet
above it, takes out a forty-five automatic. He holds the gun
in the palmof his hand, studies it appraisingly.

The doorbell rings. Bud snaps out of his reverie, drops the
gun into one of the cartons, goes to the door and opens it.
Standing outside is Dr. Dreyfuss, with a plastic ice bucket
i n his hand.

DR. DREYFUSS
Say, Baxter -- we're having a
little party and we ran out of
ice -- so | was wondering --



BUD
Sure, Doc.

DR. DREYFUSS
(stepping inside)
How conme you're al one on New Year's

Eve?
BUD

Well, | have things to do --
DR DREYFUSS

(noticing cartons)
What's this -- you packing?

BUD
Yeah -- |I'mgiving up the apartnment.

He goes into the kitchen, opens the refrigerator, starts to
pry out the ice-cube trays.

DR. DREYFUSS
Where are you noving to?
BUD
| don't know. Al | knowis | got

to get out of this place.

DR. DREYFUSS
Sorry to | ose you, Baxter.
BUD
Me? Ch, you mean ny body. Don't
worry, Doc -- it'll go to the
University -- I'Il put it in
witing --
He dunps the ice-cubes, still in their trays, into the

bucket Dr. Dreyfuss is holding. Then he pulls Kirkeby's
unopened bottl e of chanpagne out of the refrigerator

BUD
Can you use a bottle of chanpagne?

DR. DREYFUSS
Booze we don't need. Wiy don't you
join us, Baxter? W got two brain
surgeons, an ear, nose and throat
specialist, a proctologist, and
three nurses from Bel | evue

BUD
No, thanks -- | don't feel like it.
Look, Doc -- in case | don't see
you again -- how nmuch do | owe you

for taking care of that girl?

DR. DREYFUSS
Forget it -- | didn't do it as a
doctor -- | did it as a neighbor.

(stopping in doorway)



By the way, whatever happened to her?

BUD
(airily)
You know ne with girls. Easy cone,
easy go. Goodbye, Doc.

DR. DREYFUSS
Happy New Year

Bud cl oses the door, returns to the kitchen, brings out a
box of glassware and the tennis racquet. As he starts to
deposit the racquet in a carton, he notices a strand of
spaghetti clinging to the strings. He renoves it gently,
stands there twirling the linp spaghetti absently around his
finger.

CUT TO
I NT. CH NESE RESTAURANT - N GHT

It is five mnutes before m dnight, New Year's Eve. Sitting

alone in the last booth is Fran, a paper hat on her head, a

pensi ve | ook on her face. There are two chanpagne gl asses on
the table, and the usual noi senmakers, but the chair opposite
her is enpty. Above the general hubbub, the Chinese piani st

can be heard playing. After a nonent, Fran gl ances off.

Threadi ng his way through the merrymakers crowdi ng the bar
and overflowing fromthe booths is Sheldrake. He is in

di nner clothes, topped by a paper hat. Reaching the |ast
booth, he drops into the chair facing Fran.

SHEL DRAKE
Sorry it took nme so long on the
phone. But we're all set.

FRAN
Al set for what?

SHEL DRAKE
| rented a car -- it's going to be
here at one o' clock -- we're
driving to Atlantic City.

FRAN
Atlantic City?

SHEL DRAKE
I knowit's a drag -- but you can't
find a hotel roomin town -- not on

New Year's Eve.

FRAN
(a long | ook at Shel drake)
Ring out the old year, ring in the
new. Ri ng-a-ding-ding

SHEL DRAKE
| didn't plan it this way, Fran --
actually, it's all Baxter's fault.



FRAN

Baxter?
SHEL DRAKE
He woul dn't give ne the key to the
apartment.
FRAN
He woul dn't.
SHEL DRAKE

Just wal ked out on nme --

quit --

threw that big fat job right in ny
face.
FRAN
(a faint snile)
The nerve.
SHEL DRAKE
That little punk -- after all | did

for him He said | couldn't bring
anybody to his apartnent

especially not Mss Kubelik. Wiat's
he got agai nst you, anyway?

FRAN
(a faraway |1 ook in
her eye)
| don't know. | guess that's the
way it crunbles -- cookie-w se.
SHEL DRAKE
What are you tal king about?
FRAN
I'd spell it out for you -- only |

can't spell.

The piano player is consulting the watch on his upraised

left arm He drops the armin a signal

and the lights go

out. At the sane time, he strikes up AULD LANG SYNE

Al'l over the dimy Iit room couples get to their feet,

enbracing and joining in the song.

In the | ast booth, Sheldrake |eans across the table, kisses

Fr an.

SHEL DRAKE
Happy New Year, Fran

Fran's expression is preoccupied. Sheldrake faces in the
direction of the pianist, and holding his glass aloft, sings

al ong with the others.

As AULD LANG SYNE comes to an end, the place expl odes

noisily -- there is a din of horns,
greetings. The lights conme up again.

ratchets,

and shout ed



In the | ast booth, Sheldrake turns back toward Fran -- but
she is no longer there. Her paper hat |ies abandoned on her
vacat ed chair.

SHEL DRAKE

Fran --
(1 ooki ng around)
-- where are you, Fran?

He rises, cranes his neck, trying to spot her in the crowd.
Dl SSOLVE TO
EXT. BROANSTONE HOUSE - NI GHT

Fran, a coat thrown over the dress she was wearing at the
Ri ckshaw, conmes down the street alnobst at a run. There is a
happy, expectant | ook on her face. She hurries up the steps
of the house and through the front door

I NT. STAI RCASE AND SECOND FLOOR LANDI NG - N GHT

Fran nounts the stairs eagerly. As she reaches the |anding
and heads for Bud's apartment, there is a loud, sharp report
frominside

Fran freezes nonentarily, then rushes to the door

FRAN
M. Baxter!
(poundi ng on door)
M. Baxter! M. Baxter!

The door opens and there stands Bud, the bottle of chanpagne
he has just uncorked still foam ng over in his hand. He
stares at Fran unbelievingly.

FRAN
(sagging with relief)
Are you all right?

BUD
I'"mfine.
FRAN
Are you sure? How s your knee?
BUD
I'"'mfine all over.
FRAN
Mnd if | cone in?
BUD
(still stunned)

O course not.
I NT. THE APARTMENT - NI GHT

Fran conmes in and Bud shuts the door. The roomis the same
as we left it, except for an enpty chanpagne gl ass standi ng



on the coffee table.

BUD
Let ne get another gl ass.

He goes to one of the cartons, takes out a chanpagne gl ass
wrapped i n newspaper, starts to unwap it.

FRAN
(1 ooki ng around)
Where are you goi ng?
BUD
Who knows? Anot her nei ghborhood - -
another town -- another job -- |I'm
on ny own.

FRAN
That's funny -- so am|.
(Bud, pouring
chanpagne, | ooks up
at her)
What did you do with the cards?

BUD
(indicating carton)
In there

Fran takes the deck of cards and the gin rumy score pad out
of the carton, settles herself on the couch, starts to
shuffl e the cards expertly.

BUD
What about M. Shel dr ake?

FRAN
I'"'mgoing to send hima fruit cake
every Chri stmas

Bud sinks down happily on the couch, and Fran hol ds out the
deck to him

FRAN
Cut .

Bud cuts a card, but doesn't look at it.

BUD
I love you, Mss Kubelik.

FRAN
(cutting a card)
Seven --
(1 ooking at Bud's card)
-- queen.

She hands the deck to Bud.
BUD

Did you hear what | said, Mss
Kubel i k? | absolutely adore you



FRAN
(smling)
Shut up and deal

Bud begins to deal, never taking his eyes off her. Fran
renoves her coat, starts picking up her cards and arrangi ng

them Bud, a look of pure joy on his face, deals -- and
deal s -- and keeps deal i ng.

And that's about it. Story-w se
FADE QUT.

THE END



