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Start with as few credits as possible. Wen they' re over--
FADE | N ON:
A TINY BLACK PI ECE OF TAPE.

W see it in the center of the large, dimy lit screen. As
the tape is pressed around a door--

BEG N THE BREAK-| N SEQUENCE.

It's a nmaj or piece of action, running maybe five m nutes and
it's all as detailed and accurate as we can neke it, with as
many "if only's" included as possible. ("If only" the tape
had been attached up and down instead of around the door,
WIlls wouldn't have spotted it and alerted the police; "if
only" the first police car called had gone to investigate,
Bal dwi n, wat ching fromthe Howard Johnson Mdtor |nn, would
have seen their unifornms and radioed Hunt and Liddy in tine
for themto have gotten to the five burglars and then safely
away. )

The break-in ends when Leeper arrests the five nen. He thought
he only had one guy, so when ten hands were rai sed he was
surprised. The hands are all encased in Playtex rubber

surgi cal gloves. HOLD on the hands a nonent; then--

GO TO
A DARK APARTMENT.

The phone rings. WOODWARD funbles for the receiver, turns on
the bed light. He Iistens a nonent.

WOODWARD
No, no trouble, Harry, be right down.
(he hangs up)
Son of a bitch.

He lies back. The apartnent is one room a small terrace
beyond. Not nuch of a place.

WOODWARD |ies still, staring at the ceiling. He blinks, blinks
agai n. HOLD. ..

CUT TG



THE ENORMOUS FI FTH FLOOR OF THE WASHI NGTON POST.

It | ooks, early of a Saturday norning, pretty deserted. Those
reporters that are around are young, bright, and presently

i nvol ved in nothing nore taxing than drinking coffee and

t hunbi ng t hrough the papers.

HARRY ROSENFELD surveys the scene fromhis office doorway as
WOODWARD appr oaches, hangs his coat at his desk, not far
from where ROSENFELD is standing.

ROSENFELD
Where's that cheery face we've cone
to know and | ove?

WOODWARD
You call nme in on ny day off because
sonme idiots have broken into | oca
Denocrati c Headquarters--tell ne,
Harry, why should |I be smling?

ROSENFELD

As usual, that keen m nd of yours
has pegged the situation perfectly.

(chonps on some Maal ox

t abl et s)
Except (a) it wasn't |ocal Denocratic
Headquarters, it was Nati onal
Denocrati ¢ Headquarters--

(WOODWARD i s surprised--

he hadn't known)
--and (b) these weren't just any
idiots, these were special idiots,
seei ng as when they were arrested at
2:30 this nmorning, they were all
wearing business suits and Pl ayt ex
gl oves and were carrying--

(consults a piece of

paper)
--a wal kie-talkie, forty rolls of
film cameras, |ock picks, pen-sized
tear gas guns, plus various buggi ng
devi ces.

(puts paper down)
Not to mention over two thousand
dollars, nostly in sequenced hundred
dollar bhills.

WOODWARD
Prelimnary hearing at Superior
Cour t house?

ROSENFELD
(nods)
Two o' cl ock, work the phones 'til



you go.
CUT TO
THE CRI M NAL COURTS BUI LDI NG
WOODWARD hurries al ong, goes inside as we
CUT TO

A CORRI DOR | NSI DE. WOODWARD cones down it, | ooks around,
sees a door marked "Counsel's O fices" and heads toward it.
Now -

CUT TGO

A CLERK AT A DESK as WOODWARD cones up. Behind them two
| awyers are clearly angry about sonething, talking and
gesticulating to each other.

WOODWARD
(to the COUNSEL'S
CLERK)
Coul d you give nme the nanes of the
| awyers for the men arrested in the
Wat er gat e.

CLERK
These two were appoi nt ed- -
(indi cates the angry
nmen)
--only now it turns out the burglars
got their own counsel
(he starts to | augh)

FI RST ANGRY LAWYER
(to CLERK)
When you gonna stop thinking it's so
funny.

SECOND ANGRY LAWYER
(To CLERK)
We woul dda done a terrific job
protecting those guys.
(neither |awer, by
the way, is C arence
Dar r ow)

FI RST ANGRY LAWYER
You think we're not as good as sone
hot shot fancy | awyer ?--

CUT TGO

THE COURTROOM and busi ness is boom ng. Muggers, pinp, hookers,
their famlies and friends. In the scene that follows, a



constant counterpoint is what's going on up at the front as
an endl ess succession of petty crimnals caught the previous
ni ght, the aforenmenti oned nuggers, pinps, and hookers, are
shuttled in, given a quick appearance before a JUDGE who
sets bond, and then shuttled out.

I n the audi ence, one man stands out--DOUGAS CADDY. He is
extrenely well-dressed and obviously successful. Beside him
sits another snaller man, who is unshaven and squints.
WOODWARD noves in, sits al ongsi de CADDY.

WOODWARD
M. Caddy? My nane's Bob Wodward,
I"'mfromthe Post and | wanted to
ask about how you happened to cone
on this case--

CADDY
--1"mnot here.

WOODWARD
(nods)
K.

He takes out a small notebook, wites, nmuttering aloud as he
does.

WOODWARD
Dougl as Caddy, the attorney of record,
when questi oned about his presence
in the courtroom denied he was in
the courtroom "I'mnot here," M.
Caddy sai d.

CADDY

(inmpatiently)
Clearly, | amhere, but only as an
i ndividual, I'mnot the attorney of
record.

(i ndi cati ng unshaven

man)
M. Rafferty has that position.
What ever you want, you'll have to
get fromhim | have nothing nore to
say.

And as he gets up, wal ks off--

CUT TO

THE WATER FOUNTAI N I N THE CORRIDOR. There is a small 1ine.
CADDY waits at the end of it.

WOODWARD
(rmoving in behind him
M. Rafferty was very hel pful. Four



Cuban- Armreri cans and this other man
Janmes M Cord.

CADDY
Look, | told you inside--

WWOODWARD
--you have nothing nore to say,
understand that.

CADDY turns away; WOODWARD goes right on

WOODWARD
What | don't understand is how you
got here.

CADDY

| assure you, there's nothing
mysterious invol ved.

WOODWARD
Probably you're right, but alittle
while ago, | was talking to a couple

of lawers who' d been assigned to
represent the burglars.

CADDY
So?
WOODWARD
Wl |, they never woul d have been

assigned if anyone had known the
burglars had arranged for their own
counsel. And that could only nean
the burglars didn't arrange for their
own counsel --they never even nade a
phone call.

(1 ooks at CADDY)
So if they didn't ask for you to be
here, how did you know to conme?

Wthout a word, CADDY turns, |leaves the line w thout getting
a drink. Silently, WOODWARD wat ches. Now- -

CUT TO

CADDY seated as before besi de RAFFERTY. WOODWARD s voi ce
cone from behind him and as CADDY turns, WOODWARD i s seated
one row back

WOODWARD
Did you know to conme because one of
the other men involved in the break-
in called you?

CADDY



(turning)
There is no reason to assune ot her
peopl e were invol ved.

WOODWARD
Your clients were arrested with a
wal ki e-tal kie; they didn't need that
to tal k anong thensel ves.

CADDY | ooks at WOODWARD, turns back.

CADDY
(turni ng back)
They are not ny clients.

WOODWARD
You're a |l awer and you're here--

CADDY
--1 nmet one of the defendants, M.
Bar ker, at a social occasi on once--
(stops hinsel f)
--1 have nothing nore to say.

WOODWARD

(leaning forward as

CADDY turns away

agai n)
A M am social occasion?

(expl ai ni ng)
M. Rafferty told nme the Cubans were
fromM am .

CADDY
('si ghi ng)
Barker's wife called ne at three
this norning; her husband apparently
had told her to call if he hadn't
call ed her by then

WOODWARD
It was really nice of you to cone,
since you'd only met himonce.

CADDY
Are you inmplying you don't believe
me?

WOCDWARD

| have nothing nore to say.

CADDY
You don't nmind getting on people's
nerves, do you?

WOODWARD considers this a nonent. Then--



WOODWARD
Nope.

And on that word--

CUT TO

THE COURTROOM as without warning, it quiets. There is suddenly
a trenmendous air of expectancy, you can feel it. Now we see
why as five nen in dark business suits are led in; they've
been stripped of belts, ties, and shoelaces. MCord is taller

than the others. They stand, facing the JUDGE, backs to the
audi ence.

WOODWARD sits watching as the proceedings start, but it's
hard to hear. He concentrates as the JUDCE starts speaking.

JUDGE
W1l you please state your
pr of essi ons.

The five nmen do not nove or reply. Then, after a | ong pause,
Bar ker says- -

BARKER
Ant i - Conmuni st s.

JUDGE
Ant i - Conmmuni sts?
(per pl exed)
That, sir, is not your average
occupati on.

WOODWARD starts noving forward now, down an aisle, noving
past kids and whores and all the rest, trying to hear what
the hell's going on. At the front of the spectator's section
is a fence-l1ike wooden barricade about three feet high. As
he approaches it--

The JUDGE indicates the bald burglar.

JUDGE
Your nane, please.

MCCORD
Janmes McCord.

JUDGE

WIIl you step forward, sir.
( MCCORD obeys)

WOODWARD at the bench is leaning forward, trying to hear but
it's hard.

JUDGE



And what is your occupation, M.
McCor d?

MCCORD
(softly)
Security consultant.

JUDGE
Wher e?

MCCORD
(softer)
Governnent. Recently retired.

JUDGE
Where in governnent ?
MCCORD
(we can't really make
this out)
...Central... Intelligence..
Agency. ..
JUDGE
(he can't either)
Wher e?
MCCORD
(clearing his throat)
The C. 1. A

And on t hese words,
ZOOM TO:
CLOSE UP- - WOODWARD | eani ng over the fence practically falling
over it in a desperate straining effort to catch what's goi ng
on.
WOODWARD
(st unned)
Holy shit.
Now from the courtroom -
CUT TGO
THOUSANDS AND THOUSANDS OF WASHI NGTON POSTS
W are at the end of the press run, the papers are al
assenbl ed and bei ng cabl ed and sent off by machine to various
pl aces. As the papers continue to roll past--

A UNI ON TYPE EMPLOYEE grabs a paper, |ooks at the front page.

The Watergate story, headlined whatever it was headlined, is



visible. The byline was by Alfred E. Lewis. The union type
Post enpl oyee gl ances at the article--

UNI ON POST EMPLOYEE
(readi ng hal f-al oud)
"Five nen, one of whomsaid he is a
former enpl oyee..."
(stops reading, gives
a shrug)
Schnucks.

And he turns happily to the sports section--
CUT TO
A CLOSE UP OF HUNDRED DOLLAR BI LLS.
It's new noney and | ooks as if it's been recently ironed.
Someone is going through the cash, making a quick count.

During this--

FIRST VO CE (V.Q)
Hurry it, huh, Bachi nski?

BACHI NSK
You said | could look at it--

PULL BACK TO REVEAL

W're in a roomin a police station and two nen are present.
One, a COP, is nervous as hell and constantly aware of the
door. The other, BACHI NSKI, is taking hurried notes in a
reporter's type notebook as he exani nes the evidence.

corP

--1 said | ook, not nenorize--
BACHI NSK

--al nost done, give it a rest, al

right...
(and he | ooks at an
addr ess book, he
st ops)

CUT TO

THE ADDRESS BOCK. Beside the nane "Howard E. Hunt" is the
notation "W House.” Now, BACHI NSKI hurriedly opens the other
book to the letter "H' and there is the same nane, "Howard
E. Hunt" and beside it, the letters, "WH."

CoP (V.0Q)
What ' d you find?

BACHI NSKI (V. Q)
Beats ne. These not ebooks bel onged



to Cuban guys?

COP (V.Q)
S right.

BACHI NSKI (V. Q)
It's gotta nmean either Wite House
or whore house, one or the other.

We HOLD on the HUNT name, and the address notations. Then--

CUT TO

WOODWARD' S APARTMENT - NI GHT.

The phone rings, waking him He funbles for the phone and
the light, finally gets them both.

WOODWARD
Bachi nski ?
(reaches for a notebook)
VWhat ?--hold it--
(gets it open, starts
to wite)
--OK, go on, go on..

CUT TO

A BOX OF MAALOX TABLETS.

ROSENFELD i s opening them we're in his office, WODWARD
sits across the desk, holding the notebook we saw himwiting
in.

ROSENFELD
...Qgo on, go on..

WOODWARD
That' s everythi ng Bachi nski had, |
think it's worth followi ng up

ROSENFELD
Don't know, who the hell's Howard
Hunt ?
(crunches tabl ets)
It's probably nothing but check it
out. Just go easy, it could be crazy
Cubans.

HOMRD SI MONS sticks his head in the office.

SI MONS
Anyt hi ng?

ROSENFELD
Wodward's onto a new winkle with



t he break-in thing--absol ute page
one stuff--

SI MONS
--in other words, you got nothing,
you' re thumbsucki ng.

ROSENFELD
(shrugs)
Coul d devel op.

SI MONS
Let ne see what you get, but don't
junp--The New York Tines thinks it's
crazy Cubans.

He noves on. ROSENFELD turns quickly to WOODWARD

ROSENFELD
K, get on this WHouse guy and do a
better job then you did on MCord.

WOODWARD
I did all right on MCord.

ROSENFELD
Then how cone the Associ ated Press
were the ones found out that M.
McCord is security coordi nator for
the Committee to Re-elect the
Presi dent, otherw se known as CREEP?

WOODWARD
(getting it straight)
The head of security for the
reel ection of a Republican President
got caught buggi ng the nati onal
of fices of the Denocrats? Wat the
hel | does that nean?

ROSENFELD

(hasn't the foggiest)
M. John Mtchell, the head of CREEP
says it means not hi ng.

(reads)
"...This man and the ot her people
i nvol ved were not operating on either
our behalf or with our consent. These
is no place in our canpaigh or in
the electoral process for this type
of activity, and we will not forget
it or condone it."

WOODWARD

(getting up)
You can't believe that.



ROSENFELD
As a rough rule of thunmb, as far as
I can throw Bronco Nagurski, that's
how nuch | trust John Mtchell...

CUT TO

A MOON- FACED MAN RI NG NG A TRI ANGLE.

CUT TO
THE NEWSROOM as the triangle sound echoes.

HOMRD SI MONS | eaves | arge Managing Editor's office, wal ks
past anot her office, knocks twice on the glass wall.

| nside the Executive Editor's office, BEN BRADLEE sits. As
SI MONS knocks, he turns, nods. He appears, for the nonent,
deep in thought.

HARRY ROSENFELD on the opposite end of the roomhurries out
of his office, following a bunch of editors, all of them
headi ng across the huge room As he passes WOODWARD s desk
ROSENFELD pauses.

ROSENFELD
What ' d you get on W House?

WWOODWARD
(massagi ng hi s neck)
Lotsa hints--

ROSENFELD
(not happy)

I can't sell hints to Sinons--
(stops, | ooks at piece
of yell ow paper)

--you cal |l ed everyone you know?
(WOODWARD nekes a nod)

Call sonmeone you don't know.

WOODWARD conti nues to rub his neck as ROSENFELD hurries off,
all the editors still noving toward the place where the noon-
faced man intermttently rings the triangle.

WOODWARD pi cks up the sheet of yell ow paper from his desk.
Lined, legal-sized, it is crammed wth names and nunbers and
addresses. They are in no neat order; looking at themit's

al nost like followi ng a path; chicken tracks in ink. WOODWARD
nmutters "to hell with it" and reaches for a thick book, flips
it open.

NOWWE SEE THE BOOK: It's the Washi ngton Phone Directory and



we're in the Ws. As WOODWARD s finger stops, we can see
he's | ooking at the Wiite HOuse entry nunber. There it is,
just like your name and mne. Listed.

Now WOODWARD starts to dial, visibly nervous, a fact he tries
very hard to keep out of his voice tone.

VWH TE HOUSE OPERATOR (V. Q)
Whi t e House.

WOODWARD
(casual ly)
Howard Hunt, please.

Thr oughout the following call, we stay on WOODWARD s f ace,
hear the other voices.

VWH TE HOUSE OPERATOR (V. Q)
M. Hunt does not answer.

WOODWARD i s delighted he's even there.

WOODWARD
Thanks, anyway- -

And he's about to hang up, when--

WHI TE HOUSE OPERATOR (V. Q)
I"l'l bet he's in M. Colson's office.
Let me connect you.

SECRETARY (V. Q)
Charl es Colson's wre.

WOODWARD
(alittle nore excited)
Howard Hunt, please.

SECRETARY (V. Q)
M. Hunt isn't here just now.

WOODWARD
Thanks, anyway.

And he's about to hang up agai n when--

SECRETARY (V. Q)
Have you tried Mull en and Conpany
Public Rel ations? He works at Millen
and Conpany Public Relations as a
witer. The nunmber is 555-1313. I'm
sorry | couldn't be nore hel pful.

WOODWARD
Listen, forget it.



He hangs up, sits there. His hands are a little twitchy...
HOLD. Now -

CUT TGO

ROSENFELD hurrying (he always hurries) toward his office.
WOODWARD, | ooking for sonething in his desk throughout this
scene, speaks to him

WOODWARD
Who's Charl es Col son?

ROSENFELD
(st ops dead)
I would liken your query to being in
Russia half a century ago and asking
soneone, "I understand who Lenin is
and Trotsky | got too, but who's
this yokel Stalin?"

WOODWARD
Who' s Col son, Harry?

ROSENFELD
The nmost powerful man in Anerica is
Presi dent Ni xon, probably you' ve
heard his nane.

WOODWARD, unfazed by anything, continues to open drawers,
cl ose them as ROSENFELD rolls on

ROSENFELD
The second nost powerful man is Robert
Hal deman. Just below himare a trio:
M. Erlichman is Hal deman's friend,
and they protect the President from
everybody which is why they are
referred to as either The Gernman
Shepherds or the Berlin Wall. M.
Mtchell we've already discussed.
M. Colson is the President's speci al
counsel

WOODWARD
(rising)
Thanks, Harry.
(1 ooks at ROSENFELD)
Know anyt hi ng about Col son?

ROSENFELD
Just that on his office wall there's
a cartoon with a caption reading,
"When you' ve got them by the balls,
their hearts and minds will follow "

WOODWARD nods, heads back toward the files as we



CUT TO
WOODWARD AT HI' S DESK di aling the phone.

He's got the Colson file spread out now, and we see pictures
of the man and articles the Post had done on him But
basically what we see is WOODWARD pl uggi ng away on the goddam
phone and you'd think his finger would fall off fromall the
dialing and you know his voice is tiring as this nontage

goes on, you can hear it grow raspy. But a |lot of what a
reporter does he does on the phone, and that's what we're
conpressing here. The dialing never stops, the voices are
conti nuous.

WOODWARD

Hell o, 1'm Bob Wodward of the Washing
Post and. ..

(beat)
Mul I en and Conpany Public Rel ations?
Coul d you tell me when you expect
M. Hunt?

(surprised)

He is?
HUNT (V.QO.)
Howard Hunt here.
WOODWARD
H, |'mBob Wodward of the Post and--
HUNT (V.Q.)
(i npatient)

--yes, yes, what is it?

WOODWARD
I was just kind of wondering why
your nane and phone nunber were in
t he address books of two of the nen
arrested at Watergate?

HUNT (V.QO.)
(bl'ind panic)
Good God!

And he bangs the phone down sharply--
--nore dialing SOUNDS. Now snatches of conversation--

WOODWARD
I"'msorry to bother you, M. Bennett,
but we're doing sone investigating
of one of your enpl oyees, Howard
Hunt .

BENNETT (V. Q)



Wll, if you've been doing sone

i nvestigating then obviously it's no
secret to you that Howard was with
the C.1.A

WOODWARD
(he hadn't known)
No secret at all.

More dialing. Then--

Di al i ng agai n.

There is the SOUND of the phone being slamed down in his

ear. Hard. Now- -

WOODWARD
(tired, voice deeper)
Hello, C.I1.A This is RW Wodward,
of the Washi ngton Post--get ne
Per sonnel - -

WOODWARD
H, |I'm Bob Wodward of the Washi ngton
Post - -and--what's that?--you' ve never
heard of nme?--1 can't help that--you

don't believe "'mw th the Post?--
what do you want ne to do, Madam
shout "extra--extra"?

CUT TO

WOODWARD' s voi ce i s showi ng genui ne fatigue.

ROSENFELD AND SI MONS appr oachi ng WOODWARD who i s working at

his desk. He has put in a lot of hours on this and | ooks

ROSENFELD
Whaddya got, whaddya got?

WOODWARD
Hunt is Col son's nan--

(to SIMONS, expl aining)
--that's Charles Col son, N xon's
speci al counsel - -

(SI MONS al nbst says

somet hi ng, deci des

against it)

--they both went to Brown University--

(consul ting his notes)

--Hunt worked for the CI1.A til
"70, and this is on deep background,
the FBI thinks he's involved with

t he break-in.

SI MONS
What el se have you got?

it.



WOODWARD

According to Wiite House personnel
Hunt definitely works there as a
consul tant for Col son. But when
called the White House Press office,
they said he hadn't worked there for
three nonths. Then the P.R guy said
the weirdest thing to ne.

(readi ng)
"I am convinced that neither M.
Col son nor anyone else at the Wiite
House had any know edge of, or
participation in, this deplorable
incident at the Denocratic National
Conmittee."

He | ooks up at them

SI MONS
Isn't that what you' d expect themto
say?
WOCDWARD
Absol utely.
ROSENFELD
So?
WOCODWARD

(he's got sonething

and he knows it)
I never asked them about Watergate.
I only said what were Hunt's duties
at the White House. They vol unteered
that he was i nnocent when nobody
asked was he guilty.

ROSENFELD
(to SI MONS)
I think we got a White House
consultant |inked to the bugging.

SI MONS

(nods)
Just be careful how you wite it.

CUT TO

WOODWARD TYPI NG LI KE MAD, makes a mi stake, corrects it, types
on nuttering to hinself, and--

CUT TO

ROSENFELD IN HI'S OFFI CE munchi ng a handful of Maal ox tablets
and- -



CUrT TO

WOODWARD t aki ng a sheet fromhis typewiter, hurrying off
and- -

CUr 1O
ROSENFELD t aki ng t he sheet from WOODWARD- -
WOODWARD
Here's the first take--
ROSENFELD nods, shows hi m out and--
CUT TO

WOODWARD BACK AT HI'S MACHI NE typing faster then before, nakes
anot her mi stake, starts to correct it, glances around and--

CUT TO

ROSENFELD IN HI'S OFFI CE gesturing to sonebody but not WOODWARD
and- -

CUT TG
WOODWARD wat chi ng as BERNSTEI N appears in view from behi nd
the wide pillar by WOODWARD s desk, heads toward ROSENFELD s
of fice. WOODWARD shrugs, goes back to his typing, nakes a
typo i medi ately, glances over toward ROSENFELD s office,
freezes as we--

CUT TGO

ROSENFELD handi ng sone papers to BERNSTEIN. They | ook, from
this distance, suspiciously |like WOODWARD s story.

CUT TG
BERNSTEI N hurrying out of ROSENFELD s office, and--

CUT TO
WOODWARD wat chi ng BERNSTEI N until he di sappears out of sight
behind the pillar. WOODWARD hesitates, finally goes back to
his typi ng, makes another nistake, fixes it, makes stil
another, his tenper is shortly to nake itself known--

CUT TGO
ROSENFELD as WOODWARD hands hi m anot her sheet of paper.

WOODWARD
This is all of it, Harry.

ROSENFELD NODS, takes it, imrediately starts to read as we--



CUT TGO
WOODWARD AT HI' S DESK wat chi ng as ROSENFELD gestures agai n.
There is a pause. Then BERNSTEI N appears from behind the
pillar and--

CUT TGO
ROSENFELD handi ng BERNSTEI N anot her sheet of paper. BERSTEIN
nods, takes it, wal ks back toward his desk, disappears behind
the pillar again. WOODWARD is starting to steam Now -

CUT TGO
BERNSTEI N AT HI'S DESK typing magnificently, his hands rising
and falling like Rubinstein's. Behind himis the pillar and
for a nmonment there is nothing--then, very slowy, a figure
peers out frombehind the pillar--it is WOODWARD
He wat ches. BERNSTEI N continues to type, then after a nonent,
rests, thinks, shifts around in his chair and as his gl ance
starts toward the pillar--

CUT TGO
THE PI LLAR. WOODWARD i s gone.

CUT TGO
BERNSTEI N typi ng nadly away.

THE PI LLAR. WOODWARD is visible again, eyes very bright..
NOW- -

CUT TO

BERNSTEI N fi ni shing typing, his hands noving najestically.
WOODWARD cones up behind him stands | ooking a second.

Then- -

WOODWARD
We have to talk.

BERNSTEI N nods, grabs the papers both that he's been typing
and that he's been copying from

And as he rises--

PAN TGO
WOODWARD AND BERNSTEI N wal ki ng silently out of the newsroom
then turning left down a darker corridor, passing bulletin

boards and wall |ockers and it's all nice and quiet as they
anbl e on, nodding to the few people they pass on their way



and after a while they turn right and enter the coffee |ounge
which is enpty; the walls are |lined with Norman Rockwel |
reproductions and various kinds of vendi ng machines are
visible, selling coffee or mlk or fruit or sandw ches and
there are sone plastic tables and chairs and the mnute they
are al one, the silence ends.

WOODWARD
VWhat the hell were you doing rewiting
ny story--

BERNSTEI N

--1 sure couldn't hurt it, could | ?--

WOODWARD
--it was fine the way it was--

BERNSTEI N
--it was bullshit the way it was--

WOODWARD
--1 have to stand here and listen to
the staff correspondent from Virginia?--

BERNSTEI N
(a sore subject)
--what have you been here, nine
nmont hs?--1 been in this business
since I was sixteen--

WOODWARD
--and you' ve had sone fucking neteoric
rise, that's for sure--by the tinme
you turn forty you m ght be the head
of the Montana bureau--

BERNSTEI N
--you only got the job because both
you and Bradl ee went to Yal e--

WOODWARD
--Bradl ee went to Harvard- -

BERNSTEI N
--they're all the sane, all those
I vy League pl aces--they teach you
about striped ties and suddenly you're

smart - -

WOODWARD
--1"msmart enough to know ny story
was solid--

BERNSTEI N

--mne's better--



WOODWARD
--no way- -

BERNSTEI N
(handi ng t hem over)
--read 'emboth and you'll see--

And as WOODWARD gl ances at the two stories--

CUT TO
BERNSTEI N wat chi ng. Now- -

CUT TO

WOODWARD. He gl ances fromone story to the other. Then
di sconsol at el y- -

WOODWARD
...crap...

And he sinks down in a chair.

BERNSTEI N
Is mne better?

WOODWARD nods.

WOCODWARD
(handing the stories
back)
What is it about ny witing that's
so rotten?

BERNSTEI N
(as he exits)
Mainly it has to do with your choice
of words.

And as he goes, |eaving WOODWARD just sitting there--
CUT TGO
BERSTEIN, re-entering the newsroom returning to his desk
He starts to insert some papers into his typewiter,
hesitates, lights a cigarette. He inhales, as, behind him
WOODWARD briefly is visible going to his desk behind the
pillar.
Finally BERNSTEI N i nserts the paper, starts to type as
WOODWARD (V. Q)
(frombehind the pillar)
Carl ?

BERNSTEI N



(turns)
Yeah?

WOODWARD
(pushing his chair
briefly into view
Fuck you, Carl.

And as he rolls forward agai n, out of sight--
CUT TGO
Rl CHARD NI XON ON THE TUBE.

(I't"s the June 22 Press Conference.) He tal ks on about
something, it doesn't matter exactly what here, the point
is, it should include that strange snile of his that kept
appeari ng when the man shoul d not have been smiling. Hints
of pressure maybe, that's all, and once it's established--

PULL BACK TO REVEAL:

WOODWARD sitting alone, gloomly staring at the set. W're
in the Post Cafeteria, it's the next norning, and the place
is pretty nmuch enpty. He sips the coffee, it tastes rotten.
BERNSTEI N noves up behind him carrying a cup of coffee of
his own. He stands by WOODWARD briefly.

BERNSTEI N

You heard?

( WOODWARD gl ances up)
They put us both on the break-in
thing. Sinons liked the way we worked
t oget her.

( WOODWARD nods,

BERNSTEI N sits down)
Listen, I"'msorry | said your story
was bul I shit.

WOODWARD
It's OK; I'msorry | called you a
failure.
BERNSTEI N
Forget it, the main thing--
(st ops)

--did you call nme a failure?

WOODWARD
I was sure trying.

CUT TO:
WOODWARD, BERNSTEIN, AND NI XON. The way it's shot, it's al npbst

as if they're watching each other; N XON staring out from
the TV set, answering questions. WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N sip



coffee. W don't know yet--or better, they don't know it
yet, but these are our adversari es.

CUT TGO

WOODWARD AND BERNSTEI N, wi t hout NI XON now. They sit at the
table. Occasionally, N XON is audible in the background.

WOODWARD
Al right, what do we know?

BERNSTEI N
Let ne lay a little theory on you--

WOODWARD
(cutting himoff)
--I'"'mnot interested in theory. Wat
do we know? For example, Hunt's
di sappear ed.

BERNSTEI N
Wel |, Barker tried to get blueprints
of the Mam Convention Center and
the air-conditioning system

WOODWARD
And McCord was carrying an application
for college press credentials for
t he Denocratic convention
(t o BERNSTEI N)
The Tinmes has got to be full of it--
it can't be crazy Cubans.

BERNSTEI N
What, though?
(points to Nixon)
It can't be the Republicans--he'd
never allow sonething as stupid as
this, not when he's gonna sl aughter
McGovern anyway.

WOODWARD
Ri ght. N xon didn't get where he got
by bei ng dunb- -
(stops abruptly)
--listen, that was a Watergate
question--

CUT TO
NI XON ON THE TUBE. Seri ous now.
NI XON

The White House has had no invol verment
whatever in this particular incident.



CUT TO
WOODWARD AND BERNSTEI N staring at the set thinking..
CUT TO

WOODWARD AND BERNSTEI N wal ki ng toward BERSTEIN S desk

WOODWARD
Hey?

BERNSTEI N
Hmm

WOODWARD

What do you think he neant, this
particul ar incident? Were there

ot hers? How would we find out? You
know anyone i nmportant ?

BERNSTEI N
(sits, shakes his
head)
I lived here all my life, | got a
mllion contacts, but they're al

bus boys and bel |l hops.

The reporter KEN RINGLE at the next desk watches them a
nmonment . Then- -

RI NGLE
What do you need?

BERNSTEI N
Soneone i nside the Wiite House woul d
be ni ce.

RI NGLE
(wites down phone
nunber)
Call her. She worked for Colson, if
that's any hel p.
As BERNSTEI N grabs for the phone--
CUT TGO
A SECRETARI AL POOL I N A LARGE OFFI CE

BERNSTEIN is talking off to one side with an attractive girl.

G RL
Kenny's crazy, | never worked for
Col son, | worked for an assistant.

Col son was bi g on secrets anyway.
Even if | had worked for him |



woul dn't have known anyt hi ng.

BERNSTEI N
Not hing at all you can renmenber?
SECRETARY
(headshake)
Sorry.
(pause)
Now if it was Hunt you were interested
in--
BERNSTEI N
- - Howard Hunt?
SECRETARY
Sure. HmI! liked, he was a very

ni ce person. Secretive too, travel ed
all over, but a decent nman.

BERNSTEI N
Any idea what he did?

SECRETARY
Ch, the scuttlebutt for awhile was
he was investigating Kennedy- -

BERNSTEI N
--Teddy Kennedy?
SECRETARY
Sure. | renenber seeing a book about

Chappaqui ddi ck on his desk and he
was al ways getting material out of
the Wiite House Library and the

Li brary of Congress and--

And as she goes on, quickly--
CUT TO
THE NEWSROOM

BERNSTEIN i s at his desk, tel ephoning. WOODWARD st ands
al ongsi de.

BERNSTEI N
Wi te House Library, please.

We hear the other end of this phone call clearly.

OPERATOR (V. Q)
One nonent.

LI BRARI AN (V. Q)
(el derl y-soundi ng



| ady)

Li brary.

BERNSTEI N
Hi. Carl Bernstein of the Washington
Post. | was just wondering if you

remenber the names of any of the
books that Howard Hunt checked out
on Senator Kennedy.

LI BRARI AN (V. Q)
| think | do renenber, he took out a
whol e bunch of naterial. Let ne just
go see.

SOUND of the phone being |aid down.

BERNSTEI N
--what do you think?--

WOODWARD
--Hunt doesn't seem i ke your ordinary
consul tant.

BERNSTEI N
Maybe a political operative of sone
sort--

WOODWARD

--a spy, you nean?

BERNSTEI N
It makes sense; Hunt worked for the
C.1.A and the Wiite House was
paranoi d about Teddy Kennedy.

LI BRARI AN (V. Q)
M. Bernstein?

BERNSTEI N
Yes, nma'am

LI BRARI AN (V. Q)
What | said before? | was wong. The

truth is, | don't have a card that
M. Hunt took out any Kennedy
mat eri al .

(WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N

listen, and now t here

is something in her

voi ce that wasn't

there before: fear)
| remenber getting that material out
for sonmebody, but it wasn't M. Hunt.
The truth is, |I've never had any
requests at all from M. Hunt.



(beat)
The truth is, | don't know M. Hunt.

There is the SOUND of the phone being dropped into its cradle.
BERNSTEI N continues to hold his. He and WODODWARD j ust | ook
at each other. Now -
CUT TGO
THE LI BRARY OF CONGRESS
Now, as WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N get out of a cab, start inside--
CUT TGO
A MALE LIBRARI AN IN H S OFFI CE.
LI BRARI AN
You want all the material requested
by the White House?
PULL BACK TO REVEAL
WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N st andi ng there. The nod. One of them
maybe says "yessir," the other maybe "pl ease." The LI BRARI AN
noves out of his office into a corridor. They go with him
No one el se is around. The LIBRARI AN | ooks at them quickly--
LI BRARI AN
Al'l White House transactions are

confidenti al

And just like that, he's back into his office, and as he
shuts the door--

CUT TO

WOODWARD AND BERNSTEI N wal ki ng al ong t hrough the Library of
Congr ess.

WOODWARD
You think they are confidential?
don't know anyt hi ng about how this
town works, | haven't lived here a
year yet.

BERNSTEI N
W need a synpathetic face.

On the word "face"--
CUT TO

A BEARDED YOUNG LOOKI NG CLERK. We're in the reading room of
the library, and WOODWARD and BERNSTEIN are with him



YOUNG CLERK
You want every request since when?

BERNSTEI N
(t o WOODWARD)
When did Hunt start at the Wite
House?

WOODWARD
July of '71.

BERNSTEI N
About the past year.

CLERK
(starts to smle)
I"'mnot sure you want 'em but | got
'em

CUT TO

WOODWARD AND BERNSTEI N seated at a table with from anywhere
between 10 to 20 thousand slips of paper. In front of them
seated at a high desk, the bearded clerk | ooks down on them
shaking his head. It's a staggering anount of work to thunb
t hr ough.

CLERK
I can't believe you guys are actually
doi ng this.

WWOODWARD

(to the clerk)
You do a | ot of things when you're
on a story.

(to BERNSTEI N, quietly)
Can you believe we're actually doing
this?

(BERNSTEI N can't)

Now we have a series of shots of the two of them going through
the slips; it took them hours and hours, and the afternoon
darkened as they worked. And they're tired. Now- -
CUT TO
WOODWARD AND BERNSTEI N getting back into a cab
BERNSTEI N
That was fun.
(slanms the door)
What now?

WOODWARD



| nmet a Presidential aide once at a
soci al occasi on.

BERNSTEI N
(st unned)
And you haven't called hinf--

As the taxi pulls off--
CUT TO
ROSENFELD

reading an article by BERNSTEIN s desk. WOODWARD sits on an
adj acent desk.

ROSENFELD
(t o BERNSTEI N)
You got accurate notes on the Wite
House |i brari an?
( BERNSTEI N nods)
K, we'll leave space for the Wite
House deni al and we shoul d be set.

Suddenly he gestures and we--
CUT TO:

BRADLEE STANDI NG ACROSS THE ROOM Wt hout a nod, he nobves
t owar d ROSENFELD.

CUT TO

WOODWARD AND BERNSTEI N, nervously wat chi ng BRADLEE cone. As
soon as BRADLEE is within earshot, ROSENFELD starts his sell.

ROSENFELD

Benjy, we got a present for you
Above the fold on page one for sure.
It may not change our |ives one way
or the other. Just a good, solid
pi ece of American Journalism-

(beat)
--that The New York Tines doesn't
have.

BRADLEE by this tine has taken the story, grabbed an
unoccupi ed chair, sat down, started to read. Hi s only response
to ROSENFELD is an intermttent "uh-huh, uh-huh."

CUT TO

WOODWARD AND BERNSTEI N, watching as the silence goes on
ROSENFELD too. He wants the story too, but he doesn't want
it i ke WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N do. They were, as they said,
proud of their work. The silence goes on. Finally BRADLEE



| ooks up.

BRADLEE
You haven't got it.
(before they can reply)
A librarian and a secretary say Hunt
| ooked at a book.
(shakes hi s head)
Not good enough

He begins editing the piece, slashing paragraphs out of it.

WOCODWARD
I was told by this guy at the Wite
House that Hunt was investigating
Teddy Kennedy.

BRADLEE
How seni or ?

WOODWARD

(edgy)
You asking ne to disclose ny source?

O her reporters are watching now. BRADLEE is inpatient, as
al ways.

BRADLEE
Just tell nme his title.

WOODWARD
| don't know titles.

BRADLEE
Is he on the | evel of Assistant to
the President or not?

WOODWARD doesn't know. BRADLEE continues to hack at their
pi ece. Done, he stands, wal ks away.

BRADLEE
Get sone harder infornmati on next
tine.

WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N wat ch him go, they are enbarrassed,
angry, crushed. HOLD on their faces. Then--

CUT TO
WOODWARD' S APARTMVENT - MORNI NG

He is in pajamas and lugging a flower pot out to the bal cony,
positioning it so it would be visible to anyone passing in
the alley below. He takes a stick with ared flag, janms it
into the flower pot. He's nervous and he nakes several

adj ustnments, nmaking sure the red flag is secure and won't



fall.

CUT TO
WOODWARD down in the alley, staring up at his apartnment. The
flag is clearly visible. It's early. He checks his watch,
hurries out of the alley.

CUT TG
THE CI TY ROOM - N GHT
Deserted except for a few ol der Front Page types, reporters
whose | egs have given out, playing cards in a corner of the
room WOODWARD is working at his desk until he glances up at
a wall clock. It's alnost one on the button and as he rises--

CUT TO

WOODWARD raci ng down the stairway of the Post; as he hits
the | obby, he turns and we

CUT TO
QUTSI DE THE POST - NI GHT

WOODWARD appears in the side exit, wal ks off. Wen he gets
out of sight of the paper, he starts to run. Now -

CUT TO
WOODWARD turning a corner, running on. Up ahead is a cab--

CUT TG
WOODWARD IN THE CAB sitting forward tensely. Cccasionally,
various nonunments are briefly visible, lit up in the b.g.
WOODWARD t akes out some noney as we

CUT TGO

THE CAB st oppi ng. WOODWARD pays, gets out. The cab pulls
away. Wien it is out of sight, WOODWARD starts to run again.

CUT TO

A STREET as WOODWARD runs by. It's not the nicest area in
the world. He is going faster now.

CUrT TO

A CAB GASSI NG UP AT A STATION. WOODWARD hurries to it, gets
i n and- -

CUT TG



THE SECOND CAB roaring al ong sonme Washi ngton streets.
CUT TO

WOODWARD | NSI DE THE CAB. He | ooks at his watch, tries not to
seem nervous. But his fingers are drunm ng, drumming and- -

CUT TO

THE SECOND CAB st oppi ng, as WOODWARD gets out, pays. The cab
starts off, but slowy. WOODWARD waits. The cab doesn't turn
as the first one did. WODODWARD still waits. Finally the cab
turns and the second it does, WOODWARD starts to run again
and- -

CUT TO
WOODWARD turning a corner, running on and--
CUT TO

ANOTHER CORNER as WOODWARD turns it, finally stops and catches
his breath as we--

CUT TO
A G GANTI C UNDERGROUND TYPE GARAGE
CUT TO
WOODWARD ENTERI NG THE GARAGE. It's an eerie place, and his
heel s make noise and if you wonder is he edgy, yes he's edgy.
He comes to the ranp | eading down to |lower |evels, hesitates.
CUT TO
THE RAMP. It seens to descend forever.

CUrT TO

WOODWARD starting down. HOLD on him as he wal ks. Down he
goes, the shadows deepening, then di sappearing, then covering
hi m agai n. He continues on. He nust be at |east at the first
under ground | evel now but he doesn't stop, and we don't stop
wat chi ng himas he continues to go down, turning, the SOUND
of his shoes softer now and he's a smaller figure as we watch
himcircle around and around until we--

CUT TO

ANOTHER LEVEL UNDERGROUND. Dimy lit. A few cars parked here
and there. WOODWARD hesitates on the ranp, |ooks around.

THE GARAGE. Dark, dark, eerie.

CUT TO



WOODWARD qui etly stepping off the ranp, continuing to glance
this way, that way. Now -

CUT TGO
TWO CARS PARKED BESI DE EACH OTHER

Not hi ng unusual about that. But then sone cigarette snoke
appears, trailing up and di sappearing from between the cars.
As WOODWARD noves forward- -

CUT TO

A MAN SI TTI NG ON HI S HAUNCHES BETWEEN THE CARS, snoking. He
| eans wi th his back against the wall.

DEEP THROAT
| saw the flag signal--what's up?

WOODWARD
Not hing, that's the problem-the
story's gone underground.

DEEP THROAT
You thought 1'd hel p out on specifics?
(headshake)

I"lI'l confirmwhat you get, try to
keep you on the right track, but
that's all.

(1 ooks at WOODWARD)
Are you guys really working?

( WOODWARD nods)
How nmuch?

WOODWARD
I don't know naybe si xteen, eighteen
hours a day--we've got sources at
Justice, the FBI, but it's still

dryi ng up.

DEEP THROAT
Then there nust be sonething, nustn't
there. Look, forget the nyths the
medi a' s created about the Wite House--
the truth is, these are not very
bright guys, and things got out of
hand.

WOODWARD
If you don't |ike them why won't
you be nore concrete with ne?

DEEP THROAT
Because the press stinks too--history
on the run, that's all you're



interested in.
(i nhal es)
You come up wth anything?

WWOODWARD
John Mtchell resigned as head of
CREEP to spend nore tinme with his
fam ly. That doesn't exactly have
the ring of truth.

( DEEP THROAT nods)

Howard Hunt's been found--there was
talk that his | awer had 25 thousand
in cash in a paper bag.

DEEP THROAT
Fol | ow t he noney. Always follow the
noney.

WOODWARD
To where?

DEEP THROAT
(shakes his head "no")
Go on.

WOODWARD
This nan Gordon Liddy--he's going to
be tried along with Hunt and the
five burglars--we know he knows a
lot, we just don't know what.

DEEP THROAT
(lights a new cigarette)
You changed cabs? You're sure no one
fol l owed you?

WOODWARD
| did everything you said, but it
all seened--

DEEP THROAT
--nel odramati c?
(headshakes)
Thi ngs are past that--renenber, these
are men with switchblade nentalities
who run the world as if it were Dodge
Cty.

WOODWARD
What ' s the whol e thing about--do you
know?

DEEP THROAT
What | know, you'll have to find out
on your own.



WOODWARD
Li ddy--you think there's a chance
he' Il tal k?

DEEP THROAT
Tal k? Once, at a gathering, he put
hi s hand over a candle. And he kept
it there. He kept it right in the
flame until his flesh seared. A woman
who was wat ching asked, "Wat's the
trick?" And he replied. "The trick
is not mnding."

DEEP THROAT shakes his head, wal ks off. WOODWARD st ands al one
now, watchi ng. Now the shadows have the other man. Just his
foot steps are audi bl e. WOODWARD st ands there... HOLD

CUT TO
BERNSTEI N

It's norning and he's struggling to get his bike down the
steps of his apartnent buil ding.

CUT TO

WOODWARD driving up in his two-year-old red Karmann Ghia. He
roars up al ongsi de BERNSTEI N, waving a fol ded-up newspaper

BERNSTEI N
VWhat's that?

WOODWARD
The fucking New York Tines.

CUT TO

The Times spread sonewhat tentatively over a nail box. A smal
headline is visible, with the words "Barker," "Liddy," and
"Tel ephone” in some kind of order. WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N

| ook at it the best they can.

BERNSTEI N
Goddami t - -

WOODWARD
--see?--

BERNSTEI N
--1'"'mtrying--

WOODWARD

--fifteen phone calls--

BERNSTEI N
---fifteen or nore phone calls from



the burglars in Mam to Gordon Liddy
at CREEP- -

WOODWARD
Why didn't we get that?

BERNSTEI N
Christ, and I even know sonebody at
t he phone conpany- -

WOODWARD
--you do?--with access to records?

As BERNSTEI N nods- -

CUT TO
A LITTLE A TY PARK
A guy shells peanuts. BERNSTEI N hurries up.

BERNSTEI N
Wiy couldn't you have just dialed ne
fromthe office, lrwin?

| RWN
"Cause |'mnot calling out fromthe
phone conpany anynore- -
(drops his voice)
--1 think the place is bugged.

BERNSTEI N
(taki ng sone peanuts)
So tell ne about the Tines article.

| RWN
What do you want to know?

BERNSTEI N
No ganes, lrw n; give.

| RW N

(1 ooks at BERNSTEI N)
My big civil rights buddy--

(shakes hi s head)
--boy, if John Mtchell was after
your phone records, would you be
scream ng.

(eats)
What ' re you ont 0?

BERNSTEI N
Sonet hi ng maybe bi g.

| RWN
And that makes anything you do CK



is that it?

BERNSTEI N
Just tell me about the goddamm
article.

| RWN

(shel l'i ng away)
It was accurate, but | can't get a
fuller listing for you--all Barker's
phone records have been subpoenaed.

BERNSTEI N
VWho by?

| RWN
A Mam D.A The guy doing the
i nvestigating is named Martin Dardis.
(finishes his peanuts,
starts off)

BERNSTEI N
lrwin? | really feel bad, doing

sonething like this--you know t hat,
don't you?

| RWN | ooks at BERNSTEIN for a long tinme. then--
I RWN
Don't give nme any nore of your libera
shit, OK Carl?
He wal ks off, doesn't | ook back. Now- -
CUT TGO
ROSENFELD

at the water fountain on the 5th floor. He chews up a few
Maal ox tablets, notices BERNSTEIN steam ng up.

BERNSTEI N
Harry, | just talked to a M ami
i nvesti gator about Barker--
ROSENFELD
--s0?
BERNSTEI N

I think it mght be helpful if you'd
send ne to Mani.

ROSENFELD heads for his office, BERNSTEI N pursuing.

ROSENFELD
I"'mthe one sent you to Toronto,



Ber nst ei n- -

BERNSTEI N
(trying to head him
of f)
--that was awhil e ago--

ROSENFELD
--"1 think it mght be helpful if
you'd send ne to Toronto." That was
your spiel then. "The Lifestyles of
Deserters.™
(whirls on BERNSTEI N)
I"'mstill waiting for it.

He enters his office, BERNSTEIN foll ows.

BERNSTEI N
Down to M am and back--how nuch
damage can | do?

ROSENFELD
You're the fella who forgot he rented
a Hertz car, do | have to tell you
they didn't forget to send us the
bill?

And he | ooks unsynpat hetically at BERNSTEI N- -
CUT TO

SIMONS circling around the 5th floor. ROSENFELD falls into
step. They keep noving throughout.

ROSENFELD
I can predict the next words you're
gonna say: "anyone but Bernstein."
(SI MONS gestures for
ROSENFELD t o conti nue)
I want to send a reporter to Manmi.

SI MONS
Anyone but Bernstein.

ROSENFELD
Howar d- -

SI MONS

--renenber Toronto, Harry.

ROSENFELD
That was awhi | e ago.

SI MONS
| don't get it--you were the one who
wanted to fire him



ROSENFELD
I know, | did, but damit Howard- -
(SIMONS | ooks at him
For the first tine since |'ve known
him | think he's really hunping..

CUT TO
BERNSTEI N' S APARTMENT.
A shanbl es. He is busy doing two things at once, studying

not ebooks and packi ng. Miusic plays, lovely stuff; the Bach
Br andenburgs. As the phone rings--

BERNSTEI N
(answeri ng)
Yeah?
(pause)
Yes, this is Carl Bernstein.
(stunned)
You' re repossessing ny bicycle?
(softer)
Listen, I"'msure | paid this nonth's

install ment, so why don't you check
your records before you go around
hassl i ng peopl e?

(pause)
. ..

And as he stands there--

AN ATTRACTI VE, EFFI Cl ENT- LOOKI NG WOVAN of BERNSTEI N s age.
She has just entered the apartnment. Vivaldi is playing now.

BERNSTEI N
Hannah, | never woul d have bot hered
you but I'moff to Mani and they're
gonna take away ny ten speed unl ess
| get it straightened out fast.

HANNAH
(gl anci ng around the
chaos)
Where are your bills, Carl?

BERNSTEI N
Ch, they're here.
(starts lifting debris
fromhis desk)
I''m keepi ng much better records now,
Hannah.
(grabbing a big manila
envel ope)
See?
(hands it to her)



HANNAH

(1 ooks inside)
Carl, it's a jungle.

(sits at his desk

takes out a mass of

paper s--gl anci ng at

the top bill)
I suggest you either pay this
i nmedi ately or lay in a |large supply
of candl es.

(studies another bill)
You'd give a stranger the shirt off
your back--except it wouldn't be
paid for.

He smles, gently begins nmassagi ng her shoul ders as she
studi es his finances.

BERNSTEI N
Hey... very tense

HANNAH

(nods)
Lot of pressure at the Star.

(looking at the bills)
Carl, when we got married, you were
four thousand dollars in debt; when
we split, you were solvent. That may
prove to be the outstanding single
achi evenent of ny life, and now | ook
at this.

(si ghs)
How nmuch did the damm bi ke cost?

BERNSTEI N
Fi ve hundred; six maybe.

HANNAH
(1 ooki ng at paper)
You' re two nont hs behi nd--you got
enough to cover?

BERNSTEI N
I think.

HANNAH
G ve nme your checkbook then

BERNSTEI N
It's right under that pile.

He indicates a nound of papers. She pulls it out as he
continues to massage her, nore sensually now. She reaches
back, puts her hand on his.



HANNAH
| thought you had to get to M ani.

BERNSTEI N
There's always a |l ater plane.
HANNAH
You're a sex junkie, you know that,
Carl ?
BERNSTEI N

Nobody' s perfect.

(rmore rubbing now)
I"'mglad you' re out of it, Hannah--
you're a terrific reporter and |
turned you into a bookkeeper

HANNAH | ooks at BERNSTEI N a nonent; then she smiles gently,
shakes her head.

HANNAH
Aw baby, you can get it up... | just
wonder if you'll ever be able to get

it together.
And quickly fromthat--
CUT TO
BERNSTEI N

seated perspiring on a hard bench in a stifling office.
Qutside: palmtrees; we're in Mam . And judging fromthe
nunber of cigarette butts strewn around the bench, BERNSTEIN s
been there a while. WAiting. Nervous. And maybe he never

will be able to get it together, who knows.

At the front, a SECRETARY sits filing her nails. Behind her
are a nunber of closed doors to offices. No one passes w t hout
her OK. The clock hits three in the afternoon as BERNSTEI N
gets up fromthe bench, goes to the SECRETARY

BERNSTEI N
H, it's me. I'"'mstill here.
SECRETARY
(couldn't be nicer)
I'"mso gl ad.
BERNSTEI N
I'"dreally like to see M. Dardis.
SECRETARY
And you will.
(sniles)

But not now.



BERNSTEI N
I called himfrom Wshi ngton. He's
the one who asked ne to be here at
el even in the norning.

SECRETARY

I told you, he had to go out on a
case.

CUT TO:
THE BENCH as BERNSTEI N sl unps back down. He wi pes his forehead
with his sleeve, snokes a fresh cigarette, is kind of
i nterested when a UNI FORMED COP wal ks up to the SECRETARY
who is now putting red polish on her nails.

UNI FORMED COP
Is it OKto go on back?

She nods.
CUT TO

BERNSTEI N wat chi ng as the cop wal ks past the SECRETARY, enters
an of fice behind.

CUT TGO
THE CLOCK ON THE WALL. I T'S QUARTER OF FOUR NOW
PULL BACK TO REVEAL

BERNSTEI N, approachi ng t he SECRETARY agai n. She is working
on her right hand now.

BERNSTEI N
Coul d you reach M. Dardis by car
radi o?

SECRETARY

He is not in the car.
(Smles; she's just
so under st andi ng)
Sorry.
CUT TO
ANOTHER UNI FORMED COP wal ki ng by the SECRETARY' s desk.

SECOND COP
Hey, babe.

He enters the sane office the first COP did.

CUT TO



BERNSTEIN. He lights another cigarette, puts it out, then
l'i ghts anot her

CUT TGO
THE SECRETARY
finishing her manicure. It is alnost five o' clock now.

BERNSTEI N, his bench a sea of cigarette butts, slowy gets
up and goes to the SECRETARY

BERNSTEI N
M. Dardis does call in every so
of ten?
SECRETARY
Vel | of course.
BERNSTEI N
(quietly)

Good. Just tell himl| was here, that
I"'msorry | mssed him-

He wal ks out the doubl e doors.
CUT TO

BERNSTEI N | N HALLWAY. He | ooks down the hall. At the end,
opposite the SECRETARY's reception room is a big glass door
with a sign reading: Ofice of the Dade County O erk.
BERNSTEI N goes into a phone booth in the corridor from which
he can see both offices. He puts in a dine, and dials.

BERNSTEI N
M. Dardis' office, please.

CUT TO

SECRETARY. The phone RINGS and she punches the button on the
phone consol e.

SECRETARY
M. Dardis' office.

CUT TGO
BERNSTEI N i n phone boot h.

BERNSTEI N
This is M. Tominson in the clerk's
of fice. Could you cone across the
hall for a nonment? We've got sone
document s your boss probably should
see.



He hangs up.
CUT TO

BERNSTEI N wat chi ng from phone booth as the SECRETARY hurries
across the hallway. As we see her open the door of the clerk's
of fice, BERNSTEIN bolts out of the phone booth and runs into
the reception room headi ng strai ght for the SECRETARY' s desk

CUT TO

BERNSTEI N at her desk, |ooking at the tel ephone consol e,
receiver in hand. He punches the button nmarked I ntercom and
we can hear it BUZZ somewhere

VO CE (V. Q)
Dar di s.

BERNSTEI N
Carl Bernstein's here to see you--|I
don't know why, but he seens angry--

CUT TO

DARDI S energi ng through one of the doors behi nd BERNSTEI N.
BERNSTEI N see him

BERNSTEI N
(to DARDIS)
Look, you've been jerking ny chain
all day. If there's sonme reason you
can't talk to nme--like the fact that
you' ve already | eaked everything to
The New York Tines--just say so.

DARDI S
Listen, I've got a dinner--can't we
do this tonorrow?

BERNSTEI N
(headshake)
I''mon deadline.

CUT TO

DARDIS OFFICE. He is fiddling with a conbination lock at a
filing cabinet. BERNSTEIN is seated across DARDI S' desk

DARDI S
You want Barker's phone stuff or his
money stuff?

BERNSTEI N
What ever .

He hands BERNSTEI N sone papers, glances at his watch.



DARDI S
I"1I'l never get out of here in tine.

BERNSTEI N
(flying through what
he's been handed)
The tel ephone calls... we know about
t hat .

DARDI S
The rest is Barker's bank records.
It's nostly the eighty-nine thousand
in Mexi can cashier's checks--

BERNSTEI N
--yeah, that was in The Tinmes this
nor ni ng.

BERNSTEI N continues to fly through the papers.

BERNSTEI N
(conti nui ng stops)
What's this Dahl berg check?

And as it's nentioned- -
CUT TO

CLOSE UP--CASH ER' S CHECK. It's drawn on the First Bank and
Trust Conpany of Boca Raton, Florida, it's dated April 10
and it's for 25 thousand dollars, payable to the order to
Kennet h H. Dahl berg.

DARDI S VA CE
That the twenty-five grand one?--
Don't know- -

CUT TO

BERNSTEI N starting to copy the check in a neticul ous
facsinile. DARDI S wat ches.

DARDI S
I never could figure just who this
Dahl ber g was.
(wat chi ng BERNSTEI N)
Think it m ght be anything?

BERNSTEI N
(casual ly)
Thi s?
(shrugs)
Naw. . .

And from here quickly--



Z0OM TO

BERNSTEIN N A PHONE BOOTH in the | obby of the Justice
Bui l ding. WIldly excited--

BERNSTEI N
- -Woodwar d- - Wodward, listen, | don't
know what | got--
(hol di ng the Dahl berg

facsimle)
--and | think the Tinmes has it too--
(bi g)

--but sonmewhere there's a Kenneth H
Dahl berg in this world and we've
gotta find him-

And now cones
THE HUNT FOR DAHLBERG

This is a conpressed nontage sequence in which we CUT from
one reporter to the other, both of them desperately trying
to | ocate a man names DAHLBERG

WOODWARD i s maybe in the reference roomof the Post, sweating,
surrounded by Who's Who and Dictionary of Anerican Biographies
and phone books from dozens and dozens of cities--

BERNSTEIN i s maybe in the phone booth of the Justice Buil ding,
sweating, with a pile of dinmes as he dials away.

This took them hours, and that effort should be visible to
us. They tire, grow punchy, but they keep on, checking phone
book and dialing nunbers and God knows what el se. The point
is, we want to get to DAHLBERG in a reasonably short anount
of time, but we also want people to know there was effort

i nvol ved.

CUT TGO

WOODWARD, bl eary, in the reference room a girl cones in, a
researcher Ilibrarian type.

RESEARCHER
Were you after the Dahlberg articles
fromthe files?
( WOODWARD nods)
There aren't any, sorry.

And now she drops a piece of paper, a photo--

VOODWARD
Whazzi s?

RESEARCHER



(shrugs)
Qur Dahl berg file.

As she | eaves- -
CUT TO
The photo.

It is a picture of Hubert Hunphrey standing next to another
man. The caption identifies that other man as KENNETH
DAHLBERG. Now- -

CUrT TO
WOODWARD AT HI S DESK.

The roomis reasonably quiet. ROSENFELD is visible in his
of fice. As WOODWARD pi cks up the phone, gets M nneapolis
i nformation--

CUT TO
ROSENFELD S PHONE RING NG He hurries in, grabs it.

BERNSTEIN S VO CE (V. Q)
Harry--1 know how to get Dahl berg--

ROSENFELD
--Wodward's tal king to himknow.

CUT TO

BERNSTEI N, drenched. There are no dines left. He listens a
nonment nore, then nods, hangs up, |eans back agai nst the
gl ass, takes a deep breath, closes his eyes as we

CUT TO
WOODWARD on t he phone.

WOODWARD
--this should take only a m nute,
M . Dahl berg, but we're doing a follow
up on the break-in--
(pause)
--and | was kind of curious about
your check.

DAHLBERG (V. O.)

...check...?
WOODWARD
The twenty-five thousand doll ar one.
(silence)

The one with your nane on it.



(silence)

In Bernard Barker's Florida account.
(still nothing)

Bernard Barker, the Watergate burgl ar--

DAHLBERG (V. O.)

(struggling)
...you're definitely doing a story...?

WOODWARD
Yes, sir.

DAHLBERG (V. Q)
I'"'ma proper citizen, |I'ma decent
man, | don't do anything that isn't

decent or proper.
(WOODWARD waits, pen
ready; tense as hell)
I know | shouldn't tell you this...

WOODWARD' s |ips are going "tell ne, tell ne.

DAHLBERG (V. Q)
That twenty-five thousand dollars is
money | collected for Nixon in this
year's canpai gn.

WOODWARD
I see. And how do you think it reached
M ami ?

DAHLBERG (V. Q)

I don't know, | really don't. The
last tinme | saw it was when | was in
Washington. | gave it to the Finance
departnent of the Cormittee to Re-
El ect the President. How it got to
that burglar, your guess is as good
as m ne.

WOCODWARD
(trying to keep his
voi ce | evel)
That checks out with our finding,
t hank you, M. Dahl berg.

CUT TO
AN ARTI CLE W TH WOODWARD S NAME ON THE BYLI NE.
ROSENFELD hol ds it.
ROSENFELD

CREEP financed the Watergate break-
in, Jesus Christ.



He starts off.

VOODWARD
One sec' --

WOODWARD t akes the story, scrawls BERNSTEIN s name in front
of his on the byline. ROSENFELD wat ches. As WOODWARD fi ni shes,
he takes the story again, hurries off. Now -

CUT TO
THE HEADLI NE OF THEI R STORY
"Canpai gn Funds Found in Watergate Burglar's Account.”
Noww -
PULL BACK TO REVEAL

that it isn't exactly a gigantic headline piece. As a matter
of fact, as nore and nore of page one appears, we see that
their story is tucked away at the bottom and as bi gger and
bi gger headl ines are visible--

PULL BACK TO REVEAL

--the whole first page. Plastered across the top in giant
letters is the follow ng: "EAGLETON RESIGNS." And as you

| ook at the whol e page now, you can barely make out the tiny
pi ddl i ng Watergate story. The point is abundantly clear:
nobody cared a whole |ot.

CUTr TO
THE TRI ANGLE
being rung like crazy. And as it SOUNDS- -
CUT TO
THE BUDGET MEETI NG
SI MONS
--OK, last go-round. Foreign, anything

el se?

The foreign editor, an enornously thoughtful-1ooking and
respected nman, indicates "no."

SI MONS
(to another editor)
Nat i onal ?

NATI ONAL EDI TOR
I"l'l stand with the Eagl eton foll ow
ups and McGovern not being able to



get a replacenent--that's your page
one stuff right there, Howard--

SI MONS
--Metropolitan?--

ROSENFELD
--you are ignoring the inportance of
t he Dahl berg repercussions--

NATI ONAL EDI TOR
--nobody gives a shit about the
Dahl ber g repercussi ons- -

ROSENFELD
(to NATI ONAL EDI TOR)
--guit equivocating, say what you
mean- -
(to SI MONS and BRADLEE)
--our story got Governnment Accounting
to start an audit on CREEP s finances--

BRADLEE
--and we printed that, didn't we,
Harry? And when the frigging audit's
done, we'll print that too--

NATI ONAL EDI TOR
--let me tell what happened when |
was having lunch today at the Sans
Souci - -

ROSENFELD
--correction--when you were drinking
your lunch at the bar of the Sans
Souci - -

NATI ONAL EDI TOR
--this Wiite House guy, a good one,
a pro, canme up and asked what is
this Watergate conpul sion with you
guys and | said, well, we think it's
i nportant and he said, if it's so
goddam i nportant, who the hell are
Wodwar d and Bernst ei n?

ROSENFELD
Ask himwhat he's really saying--he
nmeans take the story away from
Wodstein and give it to his people
at the National Desk--

NATI ONAL EDI TOR
--well, 1I've got sone pretty
experienced fellas sitting around,
woul dn't you say so0?--



ROSENFELD
--absolutely--and that's all they
do, sit sit sit--every once in a
while, they call up a Senator, sone
reporting--

NATI ONAL EDI TOR
--well, what if your boys get it
W ong- -

BRADLEE
(after a beat)
Then it's our asses, isn't it?

SI MONS
(indicates the neeting
is over)
And we'll all have to go to work for

a living.

As the nen rise and head for the door, the FOREI GN ED TOR
noves toward BRADLEE and SI MONS who renmi n seated as before.

FOREI GN EDI TOR
| don't think either Metropolitan or
Nati onal should cover the story.
( BRADLEE and SI MONS
| ook at him
I don't think we should cover the
story, period.

BRADLEE
Go on.

FOREI GN EDI TOR
It's not that we're using unnaned
sources that bothers me, or that
everything we print the Wiite House
deni es, or that alnbst no other papers
are reprinting our stuff.

S| MONS
What t hen?

FOREI GN EDI TOR
I don't believe the goddanm story,
Howard, it doesn't make sense.

BRADLEE
It will, it just hasn't bottonmed out
yet, give it tine.

FOREI GN EDI TOR
Ben, Jesus, there are over two
t housand reporters in this town, are



there five on Watergate? Were did
we suddenly get all this w sdon®?

BRADLEE and SI MONS say not hing. They respect this guy.

FOREI GN EDI TOR

Look--why woul d t he Republicans do
it? --ny God, McGovern is self-
destructing before our eyes--just
i ke Muski e did, Hunphrey, the bunch
of 'em

(sits on the table,

tal ks quietly on)
Why woul d the burglars have put the
tape around the door instead of up
and down unl ess they wanted to get
caught? Wiay did they take a wal ki e-
talkie and then turn it off, unless
they wanted to get caught? Wiy woul d
they use McCord--the only direct
contact to the Republicans?

BRADLEE
You saying the Denocrats bugged
t hensel ves?

FOREI GN EDI TOR

The FBI thinks it's possible--the
Denocrats need a canpai gn i ssue,
corruption's always a good one.

(rises, starts out)
Get off the story, Ben--or put sone
peopl e on McGovern's finances; fair
is fair, even in our business.

He | eaves. BRADLEE and SI MONS stay where they are, both of
them flattened by what the guy's said. Because they're not
sure he's wong... HOLD. Now -

CUT TGO
THE PAPERS POURI NG QUT OF THE ASSEMBLY LI NE

We're back with the UNION GQUY from before. He pulls out a
paper again, |ooks at a story on the front page--

CUT TO

THE WOODWARD/ BERNSTEI N STORY t hat said the GAO found t hat
CREEP has m shandl ed over $500, 000 in canpai gn funds.

UNI ON GUY
(to another UNI ON GUY
who' s readi ng over
hi s shoul der)
What ' d' ya t hi nk?



SECOND UNI ON GUY
Politics as usual, soneone just got
caught with his hand in the cookie
jar, that's all.

UNI ON GUY
(he's not so sure)
Bi g fuckin' cookie jar.

As he turns to the sports section--
CUT TGO
GETTI NG THE CREEP LI ST SEQUENCE

Either they get it as it is now, or as they really did, from
a Post researcher who knew someone. |In ant case, we see the
list, with the columms of names and nunbers neaning offices
and phone extensions.

W al so see the two of themworking, first, making |ong
attenpts at figuring out who worked for whom at CREEP

Then, once they have that, they begin using the cross-

ref erence phone books, which are not familiar to novi egoers.
And fromthese, they begin to get the honme addresses of the
various snall-fry people who work for CREEP

Near the end al phabetically, there is a common fenal e nane,
Jane Smith or something like that. As BERNSTEIN runs his
finger down the addresses, something strikes himas faniliar
and as he reaches for the phone--

CUT TO
A CRUMWY- LOOKI NG BAR - M D- DAY.

BERNSTEI N enters, |ooks around, then snmiles and noves to a
lovely girl with a sweet face who probably wei ghs 200 pounds.
She is sitting alone in a corner booth. She nods to BERNSTEI N,
can't quite pull off a smle.

BERNSTEI N
(sits across)
This is practically a high schoo
reuni on for us, Jane--1 would have
sprung for a cl assier place.

JANE
Anypl ace really public, they'd know
about it--they know everything at
the Cormittee, Carl--

BERNSTEI N
--you don't really think you' re being



f ol | owed?

JANE
This girlfriend of mne at the
Conmittee, the other day she went
back to the D.A to tell the things
the FBI didn't ask her. That night,
her boss, he knew what she'd done.
They control everything; that's how
they know it all.

BERNSTEI N
FBlI too?
JANE
You don't believe nme? Wll, | was

wor ki ng the weekend of the break-in
and my God, all the executives were
runni ng around |ike crazy--you had

to practically wait in line to use

t he shreddi ng machi ne--and when the
FBI came to investigate, they never
even asked ne about it.

BERNSTEI N
If you don't like it down there, why
don't you quit?

JANE
I don't know what they'd do to ne.
BERNSTEI N
(reachi ng over)
Hey, easy...
JANE
(headshake)
W're a long way from hi gh school
Carl ...

(she | ooks at him
...and |'m scared.

HOLD on her frightened face a nonent. Then--
CUT TO
BERNSTEI N

riding home on his bicycle. He gets to his building, starts
lugging it up when--

JANE'S VO CE (O S.)
They found out | saw you--
( BERNSTEI N st ops,
gl ances ar ound)
--they wanted to know ever yt hi ng.



(1 ouder)
Don't call me again.

BERNSTEI N
(movi ng toward her
voi ce)
I can help if you'll--

JANE (O S.)
--stay away fromnme, Carl!

CUrT TO

JANE I N THE DARKNESS. If she was scared earlier, it's panic-
time now. She turns, hurries off.

BERNSTEI N wat ches her. Suddenly a SOUND cones fromthe

darkness behind him He whirls. It was nothing but fromthe

way he junped when it happened you can tell the fear is

spr eadi ng.

Now from WAshi ngton, in darkness--
CUT TO

ESSEX HOUSE | N MANHATTAN - BRI GHT SUNSHI NE.

WOODWARD cones hurrying along, and as he enters the hotel --
CUT TO

A DESK CLERK shaking his head at WOODWARD.

CLERK
We have no one by the nane of Mtchell

regi stered.

WOODWARD
My mistake, sorry.

And as he goes--
CUT TO

WOODWARD out on the street, in a phone booth near Essex House.

WOODWARD
Get nme John Mtchell, it's urgent.
OPERATOR (V. Q)
That would be room 710, |I'll connect
you.

WOODWARD wai ts anxi ously as the connection is made.

MAN S VOI CE (V. Q)



The Mtchells.

WOODWARD
Can | speak to Martha Mtchell
pl ease.

MAN' S VO CE (V.Q)
Who is this?

WOODWARD
I'"ve net Ms. Mtchell in WAshington
I'' m Bob Whodward of the Post and
tell her--

And the phone clicks dead--
CUT TO

AN ELEVATOR, the nunbers of the floors being lit as it rises.
4--5--6-- WOODWARD stands alone in the elevator. As it reaches
seven and the doors slide open, he steps out and

CUT TO

THE MARRI OTT SUI TE. It's nunbered 710. WOODWARD appr oaches
but as he does the door begins to open so he whirls, knocks
on the door nearest him Now 710 is w de open and severa
mai ds | eave, watched by a | arge bl ack man

FI RST MAI D
We'll be back after |unch

BLACK MAN
(it's the voice from
t he phone)
W' Il be here.

WOODWARD waits by his door as 710 slowy closes. The nmaids
| ook at hima nmonment. He knocks again, | ouder.

SECOND MAI D
I think they went out.

WWOODWARD
(shrugs)
I don't mind waiting.

The mai ds nod, nove out of sight. WOODWARD st ands tense and
still, watching the closed door nunbered 710... Now -

CUT TO
NATI ONAL Al RPORT IN D. C. - LATE AFTERNOON.

Peopl e are getting off the shuttle, WOODWARD anong them
BERNSTEI N wai t s.



BERNSTEI N
(as WOODWARD r eaches
hi m
See her?
( WOODWARD nods)
Get anyt hi ng?

WOODWARD

For the paper, no; for us, plenty.

(The two of them head

for the term nal)
| waited a long tinme and finally
this big guy--1 guess a bodyguard- -
he left and I knocked and she
renenbered nme, we tal ked awhil e.

BERNSTEI N
And?- - And?- -

WOODWARD
(1 ooks at BERNSTEI N)
--she was pani cked, Carl--every tine
I mentioned Watergate, you coul d

tell.
BERNSTEI N
Were you eyebrow readi ng?
WWOODWARD
(shakes his head "no")
It was there. | just don't get it; a

CREEP secretary being scared, that's
one thing. But what does the wife of
one of the nost powerful nmen in
America have to be afraid of...?
They | ook at each other, neither has a clue. HOLD. Now -
CUT TO
THE RED KARMANN GHI A

novi ng along a residential area in Washington. It's later
that night.

CUT TO
I NSIDE THE CAR - NI GHT. WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N dri vi ng al ong.

BERNSTEI N
Left up ahead.

WOODWARD nods.

WOODWARD



Wio's first?
BERNSTEI N
Al phabetically, on the CREEP phone
list, Mss Helen Abbott of South
George Street.
As WOODWARD turns left.
BERNSTEI N
Now hang your second right--
(expl ai ni ng)
--this was ny turf when | was a kid.
And on those words--
CUT TGO
A DEAD END SI GN. W& hear BERNSTEI N expl ai ni ng- -
BERNSTEI N (V. Q)
I brought you over one street too
many--go back and hang a | eft again.
Now on those words- -
CUT TGO
ANOTHER DEAD END SI GN
CUT TGO
WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N pul | ed over to one side. BERNSTEI N,

baffl ed, stares around; WOODWARD | ooks at a map with the aid
of a flashlight.

BERNSTEI N
| don't get it... this really was ny
turf...
WOODWARD
(concentrating on the

map)
You're not a kid anynore.

BERNSTEI N

(shaki ng his head)
My first day as a copy boy | was
si xteen and wearing nmy only grown-up
suit--it was creamcolored. At 2:30
the head copy boy cones running up
to ne and says, "My God, haven't you
washed the carbon paper yet? If it's
not washed by three, it'll never by
dry for tonorrow "

(WOODWARD i s getting



interested in the

story now)
And | said, "Am 1 supposed to do
that ?" and he said, "Absolutely,
it's crucial.” So | run around and
grab all the carbon paper from al
the desks and take it to the nmen's
room |'mstanding there washing it
and it's splashing all over me and
the editor cones in to take a | eak
and he says, "Wat the fuck do you
think you' re doing?" And | said,
"I't's 2:30. I'mwashing the carbon
paper."

( BERNSTEI N | ooks at

WOODWARD)
Just wanted you to know |I've done
dumber things than get us lost, that's
all.

WOODWARD goes back to his map. BERNSTEI N continues to snoke,
staring around at the night.

CUT TO

WOODWARD - AT THE FRONT OF A HOUSE. A sweet old lady is
| ooki ng out at him

WWOODWARD
H . |'m Bob Wodward of the Washi ngton
Post and | hate to bother you at

home- -

SWEET OLD LADY
--1 already get the Post. | don't
need anot her subscription.

WOODWARD
No, I"'ma reporter. | wanted to talk
to you about the Cormittee to Re-

El ect.

SVEET OLD LADY
The what to what?

WOODWARD
You work there, M ss Abbott.

SVWEET OLD LADY
I'"'mnot M ss Abbott.

CUT TO

ANOTHER LADY - I N HER DOORWAY. This tinme both WOODWARD and
BERNSTEI N are there.



WOODWARD
M ss Abbott ?

M SS ABBOTT
Yes?

WOODWARD
We're fromthe Washi ngton Post and
we wanted to ask you sone questions
about the Conmittee.
ZOOM TO
CLCSE UP - M SS ABBOTT

M SS ABBOTT
I'"msorry--

And from nowhere, suddenly she bursts into tears.
CUT TO
WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N as her door slans in their faces.

They just | ook at each other, bewildered. And a little bit
upset; their upset increases as the rejections go on.

CUT TGO
VHOLE SERI ES OF FACES

in quick succession--they're all in various doorways, mnen,
woren, young, old. The only thing in conmmon is their fear.

M DDLE- AGED MAN
(literally trenbling)
God, it's just so awful --

And as he cl oses the door

CUT TG
A YOUNG G RL
--1 can't--1'd like to but--
(that's all she'll
say)
And as her door starts to shut
CUT TO

OLD MAN
--go--you've got to go before they
see you--pl ease- -

And as he alnost starts to beg



CUT TO

OLD WOVAN
--no... good..

She stands there, shaking her head back and forth, back and
forth, pathetic and sad. Now -

CUT TO
WOODWARD.

He is seated alone staring at his coffee cup, surrounded by
junk food debris. W are in a Hot Shoppe, it's night, and as
BERNSTEI N comes up with food, they're dressed differently
from before. BERNSTEIN puts nore junk food and coffee down.

BERNSTEI N
You had the Mghty M and the fries
W t hout gravy, right?
(WOODWARD shr ugs)

BERNSTEI N passes over sonme food. They both | ook bl eary and
in foul noods. Silently, they start to eat, something they
conti nue doing throughout. They're not hungry, they just
eat .

WOCODWARD
This is terrific work, if you like
rejection.

BERNSTEI N

I never scared anyone before.

WOODWARD
It's not us, they were scared before
we got there.
(1 ooks at BERNSTEI N)
What do we know?

BERNSTEI N
Facts or theory?

WWOODWARD
Anyt hi ng you' ve got.

BERNSTEI N
We know there's got to be sonething
or they wouldn't be so panicked.

WOODWARD
And that sonething's got to be nore
than just Hunt, Liddy, and the five
burgl ars--those indictnments are gonna
be bullshit when they come down.



What el se do we know?

BERNSTEI N
I just wish we knew when soneone
would talk to us, that's all

The continue to eat, bleary and nunb, as we
CUT TO
A M DDLE- AGED WWOMVAN- -
--kind of an honest, hard-working face.
WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N are standing in her doorway.

VOODWARD
A friend at the Commttee told us to
contact you--

WOVAN
--who was it?

BERNSTEI N
We never reveal our sources, which
is why you can talk to us.

WOODWARD
It's safe, try it, you'll see.

She doesn't talk at first, but she doesn't slamthe door
ei ther.

BERNSTEI N
We understand your problem -

WOODWARD
--you believe in the President, you
woul dn't ever want to do anyt hing
di sl oyal .

BERNSTEI N
We appreciate your position--really.

And now she starts, at last, to talk, and they expect it to
be their first breakthrough, but when it turns out to be the
nost wi thering onsl aught yet, they are stunned.

WOVAN

You peopl e--you think that you can
come into soneone's life, squeeze
what you want, then get out.

(t o BERNSTEI N)
You don't appreciate a goddam thing,
m ster.

(t o WOODWARD)



And you don't understand not hi ng.
(voice rising)

But the Committee's briefed us on

you--so get the hell out of here--
(big)

--do you like scaring the life out

of decent people?--'cause if you

don't, in the nane of God--stop it!

And she sl ans the door--
CUT TO

WOODWARD and BERNSTEIN, slowy wal king back in silence back
to the car.

WOODWARD
At Yal e once, they held an auction.
There was this woman and her nane
was Lulu Landis. Her postcards cane
up for sale. She had 1400 postcards
witten to her and I'd never heard
of her before but I knew | had to
have those cards, | had to know why
anyone woul d get so nany nessages.
pai d sixty-five dollars for them..
| got all crazy trying to work it
out and first it was just a maze but
then I found that her husband killed
hi nsel f in Dayton, and once | had
that, it all began to open, an
evangel i st had conme to Dayton and
his horses hit Lulu Landis at the
corner of 13th and Verm |lion and
she was paral yzed. Permanently, and
her favorite thing til then had been
traveling and all her friends,
whenever they went anypl ace, they
wrote her. Those cards, they were
her eyes. ..

They continue to wal k; slowy.
CUT TGO
A M DDLE- AGED MAN--1 N H S DOORWAY
M DDLE- AGED MAN

I know who you are and |'mnot afraid

but that don't mean I'Il talk to you

either--you're just a couple Denocrats

out to stop Nixon getting re-elected.

CUT TGO

WOODWARD and BERNSTEIN, staring at the man.



WOODWARD
Denocr at s?

M DDLE- AGED MAN
That's right.

BERNSTEI N
I hate both parties.

WOODWARD
And |'m a Republican.

The m ddl e-aged nman | ooks at him

BERNSTEI N
(surprised, turns to
WOODWARD)
Republ i can?
WOODWARD
Sure.
BERNSTEI N
Who' d you vote for?
WOODWARD
When?
BERNSTEI N
' 68.
WOODWARD
Ni xon.

BERNSTEI N stares at himin silence as we--
CUT TO
ANOTHER SERI ES OF CREEP EMPLOYEES.

Only they aren't slanm ng doors, they're sitting in various
roons of their houses and apartnents. W don't see the
reporters or hear their questions but the answers they receive
make it self-evident. We start with the m ddl e-aged man seen
above.

M DDLE- AGED NMAN
Mtchell never left the Conmittee--
he resigned, sure, but he was there
as nmuch as before--

CUT TGO

YOUNGER MAN
--oh, don't worry, Gordon Liddy wll



be happy to take the fall for everyone
because, well, it's not that Gordon's
crazy, he's...

(pauses, | ooking for

the right word)

...weird. I'Il give you some Committee
peopl e who know about him-only don't
tell it was ne--

CUT TO

YOUNGER WOMAN
--of course we were briefed on what
to say--and never to vol unteer
anyt hi ng- -

CUT TGO

OLD WOVAN
--oh, we were never alone with the
FBI, there was always sonmeone from
the Committee right there--

Smles, talks on as we--
CUT TO
RI CHARD NI XON' S SOVBER VI SAGE

NI XON
...No one in this adm nistration,
presently enpl oyed, was involved in
this very bizarre incident..

PULL BACK TO REVEAL

BERNSTEI N and WOODWARD in a crumy cafeteria, watching the
evening news on the TV set high on the wall. WXODWARD eats a
hanbur ger, BERNSTEI N snokes, sips coffee. It is night, as
usual now.

CUT TO
NI XON- - on t he tube.

NI XON
... \Wat really hurts in matters of
this sort is not the fact that they
occur, because overzeal ous people in
canpai gns do things that are w ong.
What really hurts is if you try to
cover it up

CUT TGO

WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N as the news conmentator conme on, begins



i nt roduci ng anot her story.

WOODWARD
Did he just say what | think he said?

BERNSTEI N
You voted for him

He gi ves WOODWARD a big smle. WOODWARD eats hi s hanburger
in silence...

CUT TO
A DI FFERENT TI ME, A DI FFERENT PLACE-- EARLY EVEN NG

BERNSTEI N gets out of his car, wal ks up, and knocks on the
door of a small tract house in the D.C. suburbs. A woman
opens the door.

BERNSTEI N
H, I"'mCarl Bernstein of the
Washi ngt on Post and- -

WOVAN
--oh, you don't want ne, you want ny
sister.
(calls out)
For you.

And we- -
CUT TO

THE BOCKKEEPER approachi ng the door. She's younger than the
clichg version of a bookkeeper. As she |ooks at her sister--

BOOKKEEPER S SI STER
This here is Carl Bernstein--

BOOKKEEPER
--om god, you're fromthat place,
you' ve got to go.

The sister is snoking and there is a pack on the dinette
tabl e.

BERNSTEI N
Could I bum one of your cigarettes?--

As the sister starts for the pack--

BERNSTEI N
--don't bother, I'll get it.

And he crosses ten feet inside the front door.



BOOKKEEPER
You' ve really got to go.

BERNSTEI N
Just let ne get a natch.

He goes into the living roomarea, picks up a book of matches.
Thi s whol e scene noves slowy, the tension building under it--
it's not |like news people tal king, nothing overlaps here.

BERNSTEI N
But | want you to know that |
understand why you're afraid--a | ot
of good people down there at the
Committee are afraid. I'mreally
sorry for what you' re being put
t hr ough.

BOOKKEEPER
Al'l those articles you people wite--
where do you find that stuff?

BERNSTEI N
W don't tell anyone that. Wich is
why you can talk to us. And if we
can't verify what you say sonepl ace
el se, we don't print it. That's
anot her reason you can rel ax.

BOOKKEEPER
(tense)
I"mrel axed--1ight your cigarette.

BERNSTEIN | ights the cigarette.

BERNSTEI N
You were Hugh Sl oan's bookkeeper
when he worked for Maurice Stans at
Fi nance, and we were sort of
wondering, did you go work for Stans
i medi ately after Sloan quit or was
there a tine | apse?

BOOKKEEPER
| never worked for Sloan or Stans.

BOOKKEEPER' S Sl STER
(out of the blue; to

BERNSTEI N)
Wul d you like sonme coffee or
anyt hi ng?

As t he BOOKKEEPER wi nces.

BERNSTEI N
(l'i ke a shot)



Pl ease, yes, thank you
(he | ooks at the
BOOKKEEPER)

Can | sit down for a minute?

He is by a couch.

BOOKKEEPER
One m nute but then--

BERNSTEI N
--right, right, 1've got to go.
(he sits)
Why did you lie just then?

The BOOKKEEPER kneads her hands together silently. BERNSTEIN
wat ches.

BERNSTEI N
I was just curious--you don't do it
well, so | wondered. Have you been
threatened, if you told the truth,
is that it?

BOOKKEEPER
.No... never in so nany words...

BERNSTEI N

(gently)
It's obvious you want to talk to

soneone--well, |'m soneone.
He takes out his notebook.

CUT TO

The BOOKKEEPER. And she does want to tal k. But the notebook
scares her terribly and she can only stare at it.

BERNSTEI N
I'"'mnot even going to put your nane
down. It's just so I can keep things
straight.
(beat)
Start with the noney, why don't you?

BOOKKEEPER S S| STER
(returning with coffee)
How do you like it?

BERNSTEI N
Everyt hi ng, pl ease.

BOOKKEEPER S Sl STER

(goi ng agai n)
I won't be a mnute.



BERNSTEI N
(to the BOOKKEEPER
qui etly)
The CGeneral Accounting report said
there was a 350 thousand cash sl ush
fund in Stans' safe. Did you know
about that fromthe begi nning?

BOOKKEEPER
(about to fold)
There are too nmany peopl e wat ching
me--they know | know a | ot--

BERNSTEI N

--it was all in hundreds, wasn't it?
BOOKKEEPER

Alot of it was. | just thought it

was sort of an all-purpose political
fund--you know, for taking fat cats
to dinner, things like that.

BERNSTEI N
Coul d buy a lot of steaks, 350, 000
dol | ars.

BOOKKEEPER
(her words are com ng
faster)
| can't be positive that it was used
for the break-in but people sure are
worri ed.

BERNSTEI N
Wi ch peopl e?

BOOKKEEPER
The ones who coul d di sburse the noney.

BERNSTEI N
Who were they?

BOOKKEEPER
There were a group of them-I think
five, | don't know their names.

BERNSTEI N
Sl oan knew which five, didn't he?
(she nods)

BOOKKEEPER S S| STER
(back with cream and
sugar)
Here we are.



BOOKKEEPER
I don't want to say anynore.

BERNSTEI N
(indicating coffee)
It's awfully hot--
(smles)
--and you haven't finished telling
me about the noney--

BOOKKEEPER

(l ong pause; then--in

a burst)
--om god, there was so nmuch of it,
six million cane in one two-day period--
six mllion cash, we couldn't find
enough places to put it. | thought
it was all legal, | guess | did, ti

after the break-in, when | remenbered
Gordon got so nuch of it.

BERNSTEI N
(heart starting to
pound)
CGordon Liddy, you nean?

BOOKKEEPER

(nods)
It was all so crazy--the day after
t he break-in he gave us a speech
bounci ng up and down on his heels in
that | oony way of his--Gordon told
us not to let JimMCord ruin
everything--don't | et one bad apple
spoil the barrel, he said. You just
know t hat when Gordon Liddy's calling
sonmeone a bad apple, sonmething's
wrong somewhere.

(more and nore noved

now)
...It"'s all so rotten... and getting
worse... and all | care about is
Hugh Sloan. His wife was going to
leave himif he didn't stand up and
do what was right. And he quit. He
quit because he saw it and didn't
want any part of it.

BERNSTEI N
Think Sloan's being set up as a fall
guy for John Mtchell? Sonetines it
| ooks that way.

There is a pause. Then--

BOOKKEEPER



If you guys... if you guys could
just get John Mtchell... that would
be beautiful...

And now, as long last, she begins to cry. HOLD on her tears,
t hen- -

CUT TO
A TYPEVRI TER

clicking away. The words "INTERVIEWW TH X. SEPT. 14" are
visible. There is nusic in the background, really blasting
away, Rachmani noff or worse.

W are in WOODWARD s apartnment and BERNSTEIN is dictating
notes fromthe BOOKKEEPER interview It's very late, and
BERNSTEI N has notes on everything, matchboxes, and it's hard
for himto read. They're both really excited, BERNSTEIN from
his coffee jag, WOODWARD by what BERNSTEIN s dictating.

BERNSTEI N
I couldn't believe what she told
me. Eight cups of coffee worth.

WOODWARD
Go on, go on--

BERNSTEI N
--we've got to find out who the five
guys are--the five with access to
the slush fund--they were aware of
t he break-in.

WOODWARD
Then tonorrow s grand jury indictrments
will just be bullshit.

BERNSTEI N
It goes very high--we've got to find
out where--

WOODWARD
--we Wil --

BERNSTEI N
--she was really paranoid, the
bookkeeper.

WOODWARD

That happens to peopl e.
(he goes over, turns
the hi-fi on even
| ouder. Shouts--)

K, go on.



The noi se bl asts away as BERNSTEI N and WOODWARD hunch over
the typewiter. It's a nonent of genuine exhilaration
Paranoi d, sure, but for the first tine, they're really on to
sonething; it's all starting to split open...

CUT TO
WOODWARD AND BERNSTEI N

They are driving through McLean, Virginia, a devel opnent of
identical imtation Tudor houses.

BERNSTEI N
How do you want to handl e Sl oan?

WOODWARD
You mean, who's going to play the
mean M P. and who's going to be the
ni ce one?
( BERNSTEI N nods;
WOODWARD shr ugs)
VWi chever.

BERNSTEI N
He's anot her Ivy Leaguer so he'l
probably expect you to be
under st andi ng--mi ght surprise himif
you're not.

VOODWARD
You want ne to be the bastard.

BERNSTEI N
(nods)
And 1'Il just shitkick in my usua
way.

As they drive on--
CUT TO

A PRETTY YOUNG WOMAN st anding in the doorway of one of the
Tudor houses. She is very pregnant. She knows instinctively
who they are, and she doninates themin a genuinely proud
female way. What | nean is, it's her scene, and they're
suddenly enbarrassed to be bothering her.

WOODWARD
To see M. Sl oan.

MRS. SLOAN
He's out.
(There is a pause.
She studies them-)
You're those two fromthe Post, aren't
you.



(they nod)
"1l tell him

BERNSTEI N
(as she's about to
step back inside)
This nust be a difficult time for
the both of you

MRS. SLOAN
This is an honest house.
WOODWARD
That's why we wanted to see your
husband.
She studies themstill; nore silence.
MRS. SLOAN

That decision is up to him

BERNSTEI N
(conspiratorially)
Maybe you could put in a good word.

WOODWARD
W' ve got anot her appoi nt nment tonight
inthis area--we'll just stop back

later, all right?

MRS. SLOAN
It's a free country--
(beat)
--in theory.

They nod, start back down the wal k. She wat ches them
MRS. SLOAN
(calling out)
Be careful --
They turn, | ook back at her.
CUT TO
CLCSE UP--MRS. SLOAN

MRS. SLOAN
--you can destroy lives.

CUT TO

WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N wat chi ng her. She seens like a terrific
girl. And maybe they've upset her. O maybe what she has

said, coming fromher, has nore inpact than otherw se

Quietly, they turn back, walk in silence toward the red



Kar mann Chi a. . .
CUT TO

THE McLEAN McDONALD S-- DI NNERTI ME. Lots of very noi sy, happy
chil dren. WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N sit surrounded by their
usual array of junk food.

WOODWARD
Thi nk Sl oan' s back?
(BERNSTEI N seens | ost
i n thought)
What ' s wrong?

BERNSTEI N
Not hi ng--1 just found out that Jeb
Magruder from CREEP is a bigger bike
freak than | am
(sips coffee)
I never like it when the other guy's
human. . .

They continue to sip coffee; outside it continues to rain.
Now- -

CUT TO:
A YOUNG SLENDER GQUY answering his door.

WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N st and outside, their jackets over
their heads, protecting thenselves fromthe rain which is
har der now.

WOODWARD
M. Sl oan?

SLOAN
(nods)
M wife told nme to expect you
(softly)
As you know, | haven't talked to the
press.

BERNSTEI N
We were hoping that naybe now you
could. W& know why you left the
Commttee. W know you're not guilty
of anything. But we know you know
who is--

It has begun to rain even harder
SLOAN

--1ook, cone in. W'll have to be
quiet--ny wife's asleep



CUT TO

A CHRI STMAS CARD fromthe Ni xons, they are standing in front
of the White House Christmas tree. It is signed "To Hugh and
Debbi e Sl oan, with thanks, Richard M N xon, Patricia N xon."

PULL BACK

and we're in the living room Mre coffee is being drunk;
SLOAN endl essly stirs his.

SLOAN
I'"d like to talk to you, | really
woul d, but ny lawers say | shouldn't
until after the Watergate trial

WOCODWARD
You handed out the noney. Mybe
there's a legitimte explanation for
the way it was done--

BERNSTEI N
--then again, naybe things are even
worse than we've witten--

SLOAN
--they're worse. That's why | quit.

WOODWARD and BERNSTEIN wait as SLOAN is clearly going through
a struggle with hinself. Then--

SLOAN
Try and understand this. |I'ma decent
Republican. | believe in Richard

Ni xon. | worked in the Wiite House
four years--so did ny wife. \What
happened on June 17 | don't think

t he President knew anyt hi ng about.
Sone of his nmen I'mnot so sure of.

BERNSTEI N
Do you think the truth will cone out
at the trial?

SLOAN

That's another of the things |I'm not
so sure of.

BERNSTEI N
Because people at the Committee were
told to lie to the prosecutors?

SLOAN
We were never told flat out "Don't
talk." But the nessage was cl ear



BERNSTEI N
To cover up?

SLOAN
Well, they sure didn't ask us to
cone forward and tell the truth.

WOODWARD
Does "they" mean the Wite House?

SLOAN
As opposed to the Conmittee? The
Conmittee's not an independent
operation. Everything is cleared
with the Wiite House. | don't think
that the FBI or the prosecutors
under st and t hat .

WOODWARD
The report on the cash in Murice
Stans' safe, the three hundred fifty
t housand, that's true?

SLOAN
No. It was closer to seven hundred
t housand.

WOODWARD

And as treasurer, you could rel ease
t hose funds?

SLOAN
(nods)
When so ordered.

WOODWARD
We're not sure we've got all the
guys who could order you, but we
know there were five.
(SLOAN is silent)

BERNSTEI N
(ticking them off)
Mtchell, Stans, Magruder, they're
obvi ous- -

SLOAN stirs his coffee.

WOODWARD
--there had to be a Wi te House
over seer - -

BERNSTEI N
- - Col son.

SLOAN



SLOAN i

Colson's too smart to get directly
i nvolved with sonmething like that.

WOODWARD
(t o BERNSTEI N)
Hal deman.
(to SLOAN)
Ri ght ?

SLOAN
| won't tal k about the other two.

BERNSTEI N
But they both worked at the Wite
House?

SLOAN
(softly)
I will not talk about the other two.
BERNSTEI N

(out of the blue)
Kal mbach-- Ni xon's personal |awer.

s shocked at the nention of Kal nbach

SLOAN
| can't say anything, |'msorry.
(He starts to rise)

WWOODWARD
One thing I'mnot conpletely clear
on- -when you gave out the noney to
Li ddy, how did that work?

SLOAN

Badl y.

(and now for the first

time, he al nost smles)
You don't realize how close all this
came to staying undi scovered--1 gave
Li ddy the Dahl berg check and he gave
it to Barker who took it to M am
and deposited it.

BERNSTEI N
Ri ght .

SLOAN
Then Barker withdrew the 25 thousand
in hundred dollar bills and gave it
back to Liddy who gave it back to ne
and | put it in the office safe which
was cranmmred.

WOODWARD



Go on.

SLOAN
Wel |, when Liddy canme and asked for
noney for what turned out to be the
break-in funds, | went to the safe
and gave him-out of this whole
fortune--1 happened to give himthe
sane hundreds he gave ne--banks have
to keep track of hundreds. If the
nmoney had been in fifties, or if 1'd
grabbed a different stack, there
probably woul dn't have been any
Wat ergate story.

BERNSTEI N
Ordinarily, though, what was the
procedure?

SLOAN
Routine--1'd just call John Mtchel
over at the Justice Departnent and
he'd say "go ahead, give out the
noney. "

WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N just | ook at each other--they hadn't
known it, not renotely. SLOAN stands and as they head for
t he door- -

CUT TO
THE THREE OF THEM headi ng across the foyer.

BERNSTEI N
VWhat happens when the baby cones?

SLOAN

W' re novi ng.

(beat)
I've been looking for a job but it's
been... hard. My nane's been in the
papers too much. Sonetines | wonder
if reporters understand how much
pain they can inflict in just one
sentence. |I'mnot thinking of nyself.
But ny wife, ny parents, it's been
very rough on them

CUT TO

BERNSTEI N and WOODWARD | ooki ng very unconfortable as SLOAN
goes on.

SLOAN
I wish | could put down on paper
what it's like--you come to Washi ngton



because you believe in sonething,
and then you get inside and you see
how t hi ngs actually work and you
wat ch your ideals disintegrate.
(beat)
The people inside, the people in the
White House, they start to believe
they can suspend the rul es because
they're fulfilling a m ssion. That
becones the only inportant thing--
the mission. It's so easy to | ose
perspective. W want to get out before
we | ose ours altogether.

SLOAN opens the front door. WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N pause,
nod, al nost an enbarrassed pause. Then as they hurry out
into the rain--

CUTr TO
A NERFBALL
flying toward a basket cupped to a picture wi ndow. Wen we
PULL BACK

we're in BRADLEE s office, SIMONS and ROSENFELD are al so
there, along wi th WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N. BRADLEE pl ays
nerfball nostly; he hasn't got the worlds's |ongest attention
span.

BERNSTEI N
Look--five men controlled that slush
fund as CREEP--three of them we've
got, Mtchell, Stans, Mgruder, and
we're pretty sure of Kal nbach

WOODWARD
W'd like to wait til we have al
five before we print it.

BRADLEE
This is a daily paper, we'll explain
it tonorrow.
(1 ooks at them
You're certain on Mtchell?

WOODWARD
He approved the paynents to Liddy
while he was still Attorney General --

And all this now goes fast--

ROSENFELD
--you got nore than one source?--



BERNSTEI N
-_yes_-

SI MONS
--has any of them got an ax?--

ROSENFELD
--political, personal, sexual
anything at all against Mtchell ?--

WOODWARD
-_no-_

SI MONS
--can we use their nanes?--

BERNSTEI N
__no__

BRADLEE

--goddami t, when's sonebody gonna
go on the record on this story--

ROSENFELD
--who you got ?--

WOODWARD
--well, Sloan--

BERNSTEI N

--and we got a guy in Justice--

BRADLEE
--Deep Throat ?--

WOODWARD
--1 saw him He verifies.

BRADLEE

XK.

(now after the burst

of talk, a pause)
You're about to wite a story that
says that the former Attorney Ceneral --
the man who represented law in Anerica--
is a crook.

(throws the nerfball)
Just be right, huh?

As WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N | eave the office--

BRADLEE
Leave plenty of roomfor his denial.

CUT TGO



BERNSTEI N AT HS DESK ON THE PHONE. He has sone papers in
front of himan a notepad and pencil in his free hand. He is
tired and very, very nervous. It is dark outside. In what
foll ows, BERNSTEI N takes notes.

OPERATOR' S VO CE (V. Q)
Essex House, can | help you?

BERNSTEI N
John Mtchell, please.

There is a BUZZI NG SOUND. Then- -

JOHN M TCHELL'S VO CE (V. Q)
Yes?

BERNSTEI N
Sir, this is Carl Bernstein of the
Washi ngton Post, and I'msorry to
bot her you but we're running a story
in tonmorrow s paper that we thought
you shoul d have a chance to conment
on.

M TCHELL (V.O.)
What does it say?

BERNSTEI N
(starting to read)
John N. Mtchell, while serving as
US Attorney Ceneral, personally
controlled a secret cash fund that--

M TCHELL (V.Q)
- -] eeeeeeesus- -

BERNSTEI N
--fund that was used to gather
i nformati on agai nst the Denocrats--

M TCHELL (V. Q.)
- -] eeeeeeesus- -

BERNSTEI N
--according to sources involved in
the Watergate investigation. Beginning
in the spring of 1971--

M TCHELL (V.Q.)
- -] eeeeeeesus- -

BERNSTEI N
--al nost a year before he left the
Justice Departnent--

M TCHELL (V. Q)



- -] eeeeeeeeesus- -

BERNSTEI N
--to beconme President N xon's canpaign
manager on March 1, Mtchell
personal | y approved withdrawal s from
t he fund--

M TCHELL (V. Q)
--all that crap, you're putting it
in the paper? It's all been deni ed.
You tell your publisher--tell Katie
Graham she's gonna get her tit caught
in a big fat winger if that's
publ i shed. Good Christ! That's the
nost sickening thing | ever heard.

BERNSTEI N
Sir, 1'd like to ask you a few-

M TCHELL (V.Q.)
--what tine is it?

BERNSTEI N
11: 30.

M TCHELL (V.Q)
Mor ni ng or night?

BERNSTEI N
Ni ght .

M TCHELL (V. Q)
oh.

And he hangs up.
CUT TG

BRADLEE and BERNSTEI N at BERNSTEI N s desk. BRADLEE is going
over BERNSTEIN s notes.

BRADLEE
He really made that remark about
Ms. G ahanf
( BERNSTEI N nods)

This is a fam |y newspaper--cut the

words "her tit" and run it.
And now suddenl y- -
THE PRESSES OF THE POST
rolling the story. They're nodern and gi gantic and

CUT TO



WOODWARD and BERNSTEIN. They're in the | obby of the Post at
ni ght and through a thick-pane of glass they' re watching
their story roll and on their faces is sonething you don't
expect to see: panic.

BRADLEE cones up behind them | ooks down at the presses,
starts to tal k.

BRADLEE

Once when | was reporting, Lyndon
Johnson's top guy gave ne the word
they were | ooking for a successor to
J. Edgar Hoover. | wote it and the
day it appeared Johnson called a
press conference and appoi nted Hoover
head of the FBI for life... And when
he was done, he turned to his top
guy and the President said, "Cal
Ben Bradl ee and tell himfuck you."

(shakes his head)
| took a lot of static for that--
everyone said, "You did it, Bradlee,
you screwed up--you stuck us with
Hoover forever--"

(1 ooks at WOODWARD

and BERNSTEI N)
--1 screwed up but | wasn't wong.

They all watch the presses now.

BRADLEE
You guys haven't been wong yet, is
that why you' re scared shitless?
(as WOODWARD and
BERNSTEI N nod, BRADLEE
starts away)
You shoul d be. .

CUT TO

THE PRESSES continuing to roll. The SOUND is incredible. Now -
CUT TO

A TELETYPE MACHI NE

clacking away |i ke crazy. W can read the words, "The Senat or
finished by saying that although he was..." and fromthere--

DI SSOLVE TO

A SENATOR and while the words "al t hough he was" are still
very fresh in our mnds--

SENATOR



Al though | am a Republican, | would
like to state in a pure bipartisan
spirit that I feel only sadness that
a once fine journal of record like

t he Post woul d have becone nerely
the hysterical spokesman for the
equal ly hysterical left wing of the
Denocratic Party--

The SOUND of the teletype doesn't stop inthis little part
and we see three people and it's very inportant that their
voi ces are i mmedi ately recogni zabl e and distinct. One, the
SENATOR is fromthe Wst and will have that twang. The next
two whom we are about to nmeet are PUBLIC RELATI ONS PEOPLE
from CREEP and the WH TE HOUSE. The CREEP voice is very

sout hern, the WH TE HOUSE GUY sounds |i ke an NBC announcer
The WESTERN SENATOR will be seen in a corridor of the Senate
office building, talking to reporters, the CREEP P.R
SOUTHERNER wi Il be talking to reporters in front of the CREEP
of fice doors and so identified. The WH TE HOUSE SPOKESMAN
will be standing on a platformw th a flag visible off to
one side. As the tel etype goes on--

CUT TO
THE SOUTHERN CREEP P. R MAN
CREEP P. R MAN
(in md-sentence)
- - hearsay, innuendo, and character
assassination. | can only concl ude
that the so-called sources of the
Washi ngt on Post are a fountain of
m si nformati on- -
CUT TO

THE WHI TE HOUSE SPOKESMAN

VWH TE HOUSE SPOKESMAN
--the Wiite House has |ong since
st opped being surprised at this type
of reporting by certain el enents of
the Eastern liberal press--

CUT TO
BRADLEE' S OFFI CE

A lot of activity. BRADLEE is at his desk reading the tel etype
di spatches. SI MONS and ROSENFELD are there, WOODWARD and
BERNSTEIN, too. A kid conmes in with nore tel etype stuff. The
editors look at it.

SI MONS
(readi ng)



Same ki nd of crap--

BRADLEE
(gl anci ng through;
nods)
--all non-denial denials--we're dirty
guys and they doubt we were ever
virgins but they don't say the story
i's inaccurate.

BERNSTEI N
What's a real denial?
BRADLEE
If they ever start calling us goddam

liars--

(little pause)
--it's time to start circling the
wagons.

CUT TO
THE UNI ON GUYS I N THE POST
| ooki ng at a new headl i ne:
NI XON ELECTI ON Al DES CONCEALED FACTS FROM GOVERNMENT PROBERS

FI RST UNI ON GUY
You think they know what they're
doing on the fifth floor?

SECOND UNI ON GUY
I got eight kids to support--they
better.

They start for the sports section, only this tinme, they stop,
go back, stare at the headline again. Fromthem watching--

CUT TO
SI MONS
wal ki ng WODODWARD to the el evators.

WOODWARD
VWhat do you think Ms. G aham wants
to see ne for?

SI MONS
Maybe to fire you--since you two
started on this story, the Post stock
has dropped, what, 50 percent?
(WOODWARD pushes for
the el evator)
And the word is some N xon people



are challenging her TV licenses. |I'm
not saying she's going on relief,

but I don't think it's unreasonable
for her to want to nmeet you

WWOODWARD
You think she wants us to ease up on
the story?

SI MONS
(shrugs)
I don't know, but | don't think that's
unr easonabl e either, do you?

The el evator opens. WOODWARD shakes his head "no" and steps
i nsi de as we

CUT TO
MRS. GRAHAM in her office as a SECRETARY | ets WOODWARD i n

He's nervous. She's standing by the wi ndow, he crosses to
her .

MRS. GRAHAM
I'"'mso glad you could conme, M.--

WOODWARD
--1"'"m Wodwar d.

She nods. There's a pause. He waits. She's trying to say

somet hi ng, get sonmething started, but it's difficult. Silence.

She stares out again, quietly starts to talk.

MRS. CGRAHAM

You know, the paper was ny father's
and ny husband' s when they were alive
and | was thinking back a year or
two ago when Ben called ne and said
he wanted to publish the Pentagon
Papers the next day. The Tinmes had
al ready been stopped from publi shing
anynore of themand all ny |egal
counsel said "don't, don't" and
was frightened but I knewif | said
no, |'d lose the whole fifth fl oor
So we published, and that night,
after 1'd told Ben to go ahead,
woke up in the darkness and | thought,
"OCh ny Lord, what am | doing to this
newspaper ?"

(She | ooks at WDOODWARD)
I woke up again last night with that
same question

(WOODWARD says not hi ng,

waits)
Are we right on this story?



WOODWARD

I think so.

MRS. GRAHAM
Are you sure?

WOCODWARD
No.

MRS. CGRAHAM

When will you be, do you think?--
when are we going to know it all?

WOODWARD
It may never cone out.
MRS. GRAHAM
Never? Pl ease don't tell ne never.

(beat)
Ben says you' ve found some wonderfu
sour ces.

WOODWARD
Some Justice Departnment |awers and
an FBI man, and sone people fromthe
Conmittee to Re-Elect, yes na'am

MRS. GRAHAM
And t he underground garage one.
(WOODWARD, nore nervous
now, nods)
Wuld | know hi n?

WOODWARD
| couldn't say.

MRS. GRAHAM
But it's possible.

WOODWARD
(throat very dry)
It is.

MRS. GRAHAM
You' ve never told anyone who he is?
(WOODWARD shakes hi s
head)
But you'd have to tell nme if | asked
you.
( WOODWARD nods)
Tell me.

WOODWARD
(he is dying)
I would, if you really ever wanted



to know.

MRS. CGRAHAM
I really want to know.

CUT TO

WOODWARD caught between a rock and a hard place. He is silent

until there is the SOUND of |ight |aughter and we--

CUT TGO
MRS. GRAHAM The | aughter came from her.
MRS. GRAHAM
I wasn't serious. | have plenty of
burdens to carry around, | don't
need anot her.
WOODWARD tries not to exhale too audibly.
MRS. CGRAHAM
W' re going to need lots of good
| uck, aren't we?
WOODWARD
Nobody ever had too much
CUT TGO

CLOSE UP-- MRS. GRAHAM as abruptly she reaches out,
WOODWARD on the arm

MRS. GRAHAM
Do better.

WOODWARD nmakes a nod. HOLD. Then- -
CUT TO

BRADLEE

t ouches

in a state of anger, pacing around the tiny teletype room

WOODWARD hurries in.

WOODWARD
What ?

BRADLEE says nothing, just points to the AP tel etype. WOODWARD

| ooks at it, clearly is upset.

BRADLEE
I thought you guys were supposed to
be working on this story--
(to BERNSTEI N who
tears in--)



--you think I |ike being aced out?

BERNSTEI N
- -what ?- -

WWOODWARD
--The L. A Times has a huge interview
wi th Bal dwi n- -

BERNSTEI N
--the | ookout in the Mdtor Inn?--
( WOODWARD nods)
--he say anything we don't know?--

WOODWARD
(headshake)
--just that a lot of reports were
sent to CREEP, but he doesn't name
who, not here anyway- -

BRADLEE
--it would have been nice to have
had this, | sure would have |liked to
have had this--
BERNSTEI N
--there's nothing newin it--
BRADLEE
--it makes the break-in real--it's a

maj or goddamm story--

(starts out)
--1"mnot going to kick ass over
this, but I'd Iike you to know I
hate getting beat, | just hate it--
don't forget that | hate it--

And he stal ks out. WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N stand staring at
the tel etype which keeps on clacking and cl acki ng as the
L.A. Times story keeps getting |onger.

BERNSTEI N
Goddami t - -

WOODWARD
--shit--

BERNSTEI N
--we gotta top the Tines--

WOODWARD
--1 know, | know -

BERNSTEI N

--if we could nane the guys got the
reports, we'd be ahead again--



WOODWARD
--shit, who do we know?--

BERNSTEI N
--1 know a | awer at Justice--

WOODWARD
--has he got an ax?--

BERNSTEI N
--al nost every source we've used has
been Republican, this guy's a card-
carrying Denocrat.

WOODWARD
Then he's got an ax.
(beat)
Call him anyway.

As BERNSTEI N nods, takes off out of the room-
CUT TO
THE UNI ON GUYS

studying the front page, on which one headline indicates
that they're naned the guys at CREEP who got the reports.

FI RST UNI ON GUY
Wio is this Wodstein?
(points to paper)
Two stories on the front page.

SECOND UNI ON GUY
If he can't pick a winner at Pimico,
to hell with him
CUT TO
A HOT SHOPPE
WOODWARD i s stirring his norning coffee as BERNSTEI N cones

in, spots him hurries over. BERNSTEIN i s maybe nore excited
then we've yet seen him

BERNSTEI N
--1 want you to shut up and listen
to me--

WOODWARD

--1 haven't said anything--

BERNSTEI N
--for the first time |'m beginning
to feel like a fucking reporter--



Wodward, | got a tip. A guy called
me up with a tip--

(carefully)
--soneone nanmed Donal d Segretti
contacted a bunch of |awers and
asked themif they'd like to go to
work with himscrew ng up the
Denocrats, dirty tricks, shit |ike
that. The FBI knows about Segretti--
Howard Hunt made a bunch of phone
calls to him-they interrogated him
but on account of Segretti wasn't
i nvolved with the break-in, they
didn't follow through. But Segretti
did a lot of traveling--he called
these |l awers fromdifferent places,
and he told themthe Republicans
knew what he was doi ng.

WOODWARD
How hi gh up, which Republicans?

BERNSTEI N
That's what we've got to find out,
but Segretti went to Southern Cal.
and so did a bunch of N xon nen--

WOODWARD
--Hal deman | know, who el se?

BERNSTEI N
Dwi ght Chapi n, Nixon's appointnents
chi ef--he knew Segretti in school
Maybe |'mcrazy, but this is the
first time any of this starts to
make sense. \VWat were the three
t heori es?

WOCDWARD
The burglary was done by Cubans or
Denocrats or Republicans.

BERNSTEI N
Now t he reason no one believed the
Republ i cans is because there wasn't
any reason, they were so far ahead.
But Segretti was talking to these
other | awyers a year before the break-
in.

WOODWARD
So maybe Watergate wasn't really
about Wt ergate--nmaybe that was j ust
a piece--

BERNSTEI N



--because a year before, the
Republ i cans weren't ahead, not in
the polls, Miskie was running ahead
of Ni xon then. Before he self-
destruct ed.

WOODWARD
If he sel f-destructed.

Now, fromthe two of them-

CUT TO
A MAZE OF CREDI T CARD RECEI PTS I N VARI OQUS PI LES.
There is the SOUND of bad guitar nusic, which as we
PULL BACK

we see is BERNSTEIN playing. We are in his apartment, it's
night, and the two of them bleary, are studying the naze of
receipts.

WOODWARD

Segretti criss-crossed the country
over ten tinmes in six nonths--and
never stayed anypl ace over a night
or two.

(gl anci ng up)
Switch to another station, huh? You're
driving me crazy with that.

BERNSTEI N
Segovi a begged nme for ne secret but
| said, "No, Andres, you'll have to
try and make it w thout ne.”

He switches to another song which sounds a lot Iike the one
he just finished playing.

WOCODWARD
(pointing to the
t hi ckest stacks)
California, Illinois, Florida, New
Hanpshire--all the major Denocratic
primary states.

(whirling)
Wy does everything you play sound
t he sanme?
BERNSTEI N

--'cause | only know four chords--
CUT TO

THE CREDI T CARDS. The canera noves across the travel s of



Donal d Segretti. There is the SOUND of BERNSTEIN s guitar.
HOLD for a nmoment, then--

CUT TGO
TI NY, BABY- FACED MAN
standing in his doorway.
BERNSTEI N (V. Q)
Donal d Segretti?
SECRETTI
That's right.
CUT TGO

BERNSTEI N- - OUTSI DE THE APARTVENT DOOR. W are, it will soon
be clear, in California now, Mrina Del Rey.

BERNSTEI N
I"'m Carl Bernstein.
(SEGRETTI nods)
My paper sent nme out to see if |
couldn't persuade you to go on the
record.

SEGRETTI
You can't.

BERNSTEI N
Mnd if I try?

SEGRETTI shrugs, and as they enter his apartnent--
CUT TGO

I NSIDE. They wal k across to a small terrace outside, where
they sit. The terrace has a glorious view of the water and
lots of girls in bathing costunme, bel ow

BERNSTEI N
According to what we've been able to
verify, you' ve been busy.

SEGRETTI
I've got a |lot of energy.

BERNSTEI N
Li sten--we know you're involved in
this--we're going to get the story,
why not hel p?

SEGRETTI
They never told ne anything except
my own role--1 had to find out the



rest in the papers.

BERNSTEI N
By "they" you nean...?

He waits; SEGRETTI just shakes his head.

BERNSTEI N
By "they" you nean the Wite House,
don't you?
(SEGRETTI makes no
reply)
Your buddy from USC, Dwi ght Chapin--
he works for the \Wite House.

SEGRETTI
I know where Dwi ght worKks.

BERNSTEI N
When did he hire you?

SEGRETTI shakes his head, stares out at the girls.

BERNSTEI N
Do you feel much about the things
you di d?

SEGRETTI

| didn't do anything wong.

BERNSTEI N
Tell that to Muskie.

SEGRETTI
Ch, nmaybe nickel and dinme stuff.

BERNSTEI N
During the Florida primary, you wote
a letter on Muskie stationery saying
Scoop Jackson had a bastard chil d.
You wrote another that said Hubert
Hunphrey was out with call girls.

SEGRETTI
Sonetines it got up to a quarter
maybe- -
(to BERNSTEI N)
--off the record.

BERNSTEI N
You wote the Canuck |etter--the one
where you cl ai med Muskie slurred the
Canadi ans.

SEGRETTI
| didn't.



BERNSTEI N
But you know who did.

SEGRETTI
When you guys print it in the paper,
then 1"l know.
(cl oses his eyes)
I'"'ma lawer, and |'l| probably go
to jail, and be disbarred, and what

did I do that was so awful ?
BERNSTEI N says not hi ng, waits.

SEGRETTI
None of it was ny idea, Carl--1 didn't
go | ooking for the job.

BERNSTEI N
Chapin did contact you then?

SEGRETTI
Sure--off the record.

BERNSTEI N
On the orders of Hal denan?

SEGRETTI
| don't know anything about Hal deman,
except, Dwight's frightened of him-
everybody's frightened of him-Christ,
I wish I'd never gotten messed around
with this--all | wanna do is sit in
the sun; sit, swim see some girls.

BERNSTEI N
It gets interesting if it was
Hal deman, because our word is that
when Chapi n says sonething, he's
gotten the OK from Hal deman, and
when Hal deman says sonet hing, he's
gotten the OK fromthe President.

SEGRETTI
Can't hel p you.

BERNSTEI N

At USC, you had a word the this--
screwi ng up the opposition you al
didit at college and called it
rat f ucki ng.

(SEGRETTI hal f-smles,

nods)
Ever wonder if Nixon m ght turn out
to be the biggest ratfucker of them
all?



CUT TO:
CLOSE UP--SEGRETTI staring at the girls and the blue water.

SEGRETTI
What woul d you have done if you were
just getting out of the Army, if
you' d been away fromthe real world
for four years, if you weren't sure
what kind of |aw you wanted to
practice, and then one day you got a
call froman old friend asking you
to go to work for the President of
the United States...?

HOLD on the question, then--

CUTr TO
WOODWARD AND BERNSTEI N
back in D.C., wal king through the airport.

BERNSTEI N
What woul d you have done?

WOODWARD
You asking would | have been one of
the President's nen?
(beat)
I woul d have been

As they continue on--
CUT TGO
WWOODWARD
al one in the underground garage. Tense, junpy. He | ooks at
his watch, paces around. It's all eerie as hell. Then, from
t he ranps, footsteps.
CUT TGO
DEEP THROAT novi ng out of the shadows, snoking, as al ways.
DEEP THROAT
My turn to keep you waiting.
(appr oaches)

What's the topic for tonight?

WOODWARD
Rat f ucki ng.

DEEP THROAT



In nmy day, it was sinply called the
double cross. | believe the CIA refers
to it as Mndfuck. |In our context,

it sinply nmeans infiltration of the
Denocr at s.

WOODWARD
I know what it neans--Segretti
woul dn't go on the record, but if he
woul d, we know he'd inplicate Chapin.
And that would put us inside the
Wi t e House.

DEEP THROAT
(nods)
Yes, the little ratfuckers are now
runni ng our governmnent.

WOODWARD
Who?--be specific. How high up?
DEEP THROAT
You'll have to find that out, won't
you.
WOODWARD

The slush fund at CREEP fi nanced t he
ratfucki ng, we've al nbost got that
nai |l ed down, so--

He stops as suddenly DEEP THROAT di ves down behi nd t he nearest
car.

WOODWARD dr oppi ng besi de him

WOODWARD
What ?

DEEP THROAT
Did you change cabs?
(as WOODWARD nods)
It didn't work, something noved there--
And as he points
CUT TGO

THE SHADOWS BY THE RAMP. You can't see a goddamm thing. But
there is the SOUND, faint but distinct, of breathing.

CUT TO
WOODWARD st andi ng, staring into the darkness. He is scared,

wi pes his nouth. He doesn't nmove for a nonent. Then he wal ks
directly into the darkness and as he's gone--



ZOOM TO

A HORRID FACE I N CLOSE UP, red eyed, unshaven, beaten--there
are half-formed scabs and cuts. He is |eaning against a wall,
shivering. He looks, for all the world, Iike a perpetual
drunk.

CUT TGO
WOODWARD i n t he shadows, coning cl oser.

CUT TG

THE DRUNK. He blinks slowy, tongue lolling outside his nouth.
He wat ches WOODWARD appr oach.

CUT TO
WOODWARD coming still closer.
CUT TO

THE DRUNK. He blinks very slowy now. Maybe he isn't even
certain WOODWARD s t here.

CUrT TO

WOODWARD st opping in front of the drunk. They | ook at each
other for a long tine. Then:

WOODWARD
Who are you?
CUr 1O
THE DRUNK. Not hi ng, no reaction.
CUr 1O
WOODWARD st udyi ng the ot her nan.
CUT TO

THE DRUNK. And he blinks again, then slowy, shivering, begins
sliding down the wall. WOODWARD reaches for him holds him

up.
CUr 1O

WOODWARD nahagi hg to get out his wallet, take out sone bills.
He starts up the ranp with the drunk, and as they di sappear
up the ranmp out of sight, he gives the drunk the noney.

WOODWARD
Her e.
(softly)



Forget your troubles and just be
happy.

CUT TGO

DEEP THROAT paci ng and snoking. He is visibly upset; scared
maybe. He gl ances over as WOODWARD cones back down the ranp
al one.

DEEP THROAT
(sel f-nocki ng)
I hope you noticed how coolly I
behaved under the threat of discovery.

WWOODWARD
(inpatiently)
Do Justice and the FBI know what we
know, and why the hell haven't they
done anyt hi ng about it?

DEEP THROAT
They know, but they focused on the
burglary--if it didn't deal with the
break-in, they didn't pursue it.

WOODWARD
Why didn't they?--who told them not
to?

DEEP THROAT

Sonmeone with authority 1'd imagine,
woul dn't you?

(coughs)
Don't you know what you're onto?
Come on.
WOODWARD

M tchell knew then.

DEEP THROAT
O course--ny God, you think sonething
this big just happens? The break-in
and the cover up, of course Mtchell
knew, but no nore than Ehrlichnman.

WOODWARD
Hal deman t oo?

DEEP THROAT
You get nothing fromnme about

Hal deman?
And fromthis tone, you know HALDEMAN scares him

WOCODWARD
Why did they do all this for



Chri ssakes?--what were they after?

DEEP THROAT
Total mani pul ation. | suppose you
could say they wanted to subvert the
Constitution, but they don't think

al ong phil osophi cal |ines.
WOODWARD

Tal k about Segretti--
DEEP THROAT

--don't concentrate on Segretti or

you'll miss the overall schene too.
WOODWARD

There were nore then

DEEP THROAT
Fol | ow every | ead--every | ead goes
sonmewher e- -

WOODWARD
--the Canuck letter--was that a Wiite
House operati on--

DEEP THROAT
(nods, bigger)
--don't you niss the grand schene
t 0o.

WWOODWARD
How gr and?

DEEP THROAT
Nat i onwi de--my God, they were
frightened of Muskie and | ook who
got destroyed--they wanted to run
agai nst McGovern, and | ook who they're
runni ng agai nst. They bugged, they
fol l owed people, false press |eaks,
fake letters, they cancel ed Denocratic
campaign rallies, they investigated
Denocratic private |lives, they planted
spi es, stole docunments, on and on--
don't tell nme you think this was al
the work of little Don Segretti.

WOODWARD
And Justice and FBlI know all this?

DEEP THROAT
Yes, yes, everything. There were
over fifty people enpl oyed by the
White House and CREEP to ratfuck--
some of what they did is beyond



bel i ef .

WOODWARD
(st unned)
Fifty ratfuckers directed by the
White House to destroy the Denocrats?

CUT TO
DEEP THROAT
DEEP THROAT
| was being cautious.
(i nhal es)

You can safely say nore then fifty..
SILENCE in the garage. HOLD... then--
CUTr TO
THE FI FTH FLOOR OF THE POST

and it's noisy. Not as noisy as it's going to get, but there
is nore tension around just now than there has been
previ ously.

CUT TO

AN ATTRACTI VE WOMAN | N HER M D-30s. On her desk is her name,
MARI LYN BERGER. She is watchi ng BERNSTEIN who is standi ng by
the water cool er nearby. As she gets up--

CUT TO
BERNSTEI N dri nki ng wat er.

BERGER
Do you guys know about the Canuck
letter?

BERNSTEI N
(nods, drinks)
Um hmm
(stops, |ooks at her)
Why?

BERGER
I just wanted to be sure you knew
who wote it.
As she speaks- -
CUT TGO

WOODWARD wor ki ng at his desk, suddenly |ooking up as a SCREAM
comes fromthe direction of the water cool er and as everyone



turns to see, here comes BERNSTEI N draggi ng BERGER over to
WOODWARD' s desk.

BERNSTEI N
(hysterical)
Tell himwhat you just told ne.

BERGER

Just than Ken C awsen--he used to be
a reporter here before he went to
work for Nixon--1 had himover for a
drink a few weeks ago and he told ne
he wrote the Canuck letter

(she | ooks from one

of themto the other)
You did want to know, didn't you?

And now from her - -
CUT TO

WOODWARD and BERNSTEIN in a corner of the room talking | ow
and fast.

BERNSTEI N
You think we're being set up?--Christ,
Deep Throat tells you | ast night
that the letter cane frominside the
White House and up traipses Marilyn
nam ng nanes.

WOODWARD
It makes a crazy kind of sense--
remenber that initiation rite they
have at the \Wite House? Each new
menber of the President's staff has
to prove his guts by getting an eneny
of N xon.

BERNSTEI N
You think this was C awsen's
initiation?

WOODWARD
Coul d have won hima fraternity paddle
with a Wiite House seal
(beat)
God knows it worked.

CUT TO:
A FROZEN SHOT OF MUSKIE IN THE SNOWin tears, standing on
the flat-bed truck. This was in the New Hanpshire prinmary,

just after the Canuck letter was published.

WOODVARD (V. O.)



You clainmng it was all a
m sunder st andi ng, Ken?

CLAWSEN (V. Q.)
Absol utely--Marilyn's gotten it
totally wong--

CUT TO
WOODWARD ON THE PHONE

WOODWARD
She's an awful ly good reporter--|
can't renmenber her getting too nuch
wrong before, can you?

CLAVWEEN (V. Q)
That's a bullshit question, that's a
guestion straight out of Wchita,

Kansas.

WOODWARD
Sorry, Ken; listen, one |ast thing:
where did your talk with Berger
happen?

CLAWSEN (V. Q)
Wher e?

(beat)

What do you mnean, where?

WOODWARD
Vell, was it in a bar, her apartnent,

sone restaurant--

CLAWSEN (V. Q)
--1'"ve conpletely forgotten where it
was, except | know it wasn't her
apart nment.

There is a sound of himhanging up the phone. Hard. WOODWARD
hangs up quietly, rubs his eyes, calls out to BERGER who is
at her desk--

WOODWARD
Non deni al -denial, Mrilyn--

BERGER i s about to answer when her phone rings. She picks it
up, turns to WOODWARD, mouths "it's hint and we

CUT TO
BERGER ON THE PHONE. Again Cl awsen on the other end.

CLAWSEN (V. Q)
For Chi ssakes, don't tell them!|



came to your place.

BERGER
| already told them

CLAVWBEN (V. Q)
OCh, that's terrific, that's just so
terrific, I'mthrilled you did that.

BERGER
| have a cl ear consci ence.

CLAWSEN (V. Q)
Marilyn, | have a wife and a fanmily
and a cat and a dog.

Now fromthis--

BRADLEE IN HI' S OFFI CE GESTURI NG

And we
CUT TGO
WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N headi ng toward the office.
enter--
BRADLEE
I got C awsen on hol d--
WOODWARD
--his dialing finger nmust be falling
of f --
BRADLEE
--what do you think?--
WOODWARD
--he went to her apartnent and he
told her--
BERNSTEI N

--if he did it or just said he did
it, God knows.

BRADLEE

I could care | ess about where it
happened; what happened i s what
counts.

(calling out to his

SECRETARY)
Put hi m on.

(picks up the phone)
Ken, I'msorry, it was Goddamm Bei rut
and they were having a crisis, what's
up, kid?

As t hey



(pause)
Sl ow down, Ken, you sound frazzl ed.
(pause)
Awife and a famly and a cat and a
dog, right, Ken
(pause)
Ken, | would never print that you
were in Marilyn's apartnment at night--
unl ess, of course, you force nme to.

CUT TO

CLOSE UP--BRADLEE. He is genuinely enjoying hinself. Now, he
puts his hand over the receiver--

BRADLEE
It's like they taught us at Harvard:
few things are as gratifying to the
soul as having another man's nuts in
a vise...

Now, as he goes back to talking--
CUT TGO

A Bl G HEADLI NE I N THE POST READI NG NI XON Al DES SABOTAGED
DEMOCRATS.

Now we HOLD on that headline as the three deniers are visible
through it in the sane places they spoke before.

VWH TE HOUSE SPOKESNMAN
The story is based entirely on hearsay
and- -

CREEP P. R MAN
--we at the Conmittee are continually
anmazed at the creativity shown by
t he Washi ngton Post - -

WESTERN SENATOR
--although I ama Republican, | would
like to state in a pure bipartisan
spirit that | am happy that this
| at est onsl aught agai nst the
intelligence of the Anerican people
w Il be wapping fish tonmorrow. |
of fer ny condol ences to the fish..

And now, the headline fades as we
CUT TO
SI MONS | N ROSENFELD S OFFI CE

WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N hurry in.



ROSENFELD

Speak.
BERNSTEI N

W' ve just been talking to Young--
SI MONS

--whi ch Young?
WWOODWARD

Larry Young, a California | awer--

BERNSTEI N
--he was going to go into |l aw practice
with Segretti.

ROSENFELD

And?- -
WOODWARD

--and he says Chapin hired Segretti--
SI MONS

--well and good, but when will he

say it on the record.

WOCODWARD

He just did.
BERNSTEI N

He'll give us a sworn statenent.
WWOODWARD

We're inside the White House now.

ROSENFELD and SI MONS just | ook at each other. They shoul d be
happy, and maybe they are. But at the nonent nore then
anything el se they | ook scared... HOLD. Then--

THE MONTPELI ER ROOM OF THE MADI SON HOTEL.

It's a very fancy restaurant and BRADLEE is at a corner table
as WOODWARD and BERNSTEIN sit down. They are exhausted.

BRADLEE
Look, I wanted to tal k because things
are getting really hairy and there's
a couple of things we've got to be
careful of because--

A waiter is nearby.

BRADLEE
--either of you want a drink or should
| order?--



(They don't)
- -because- -

And suddenly he | apses into perfect French with the waiter,
ordering lunch ann salad and as the waiter nods and goes

BRADLEE
--because our cocks are on the
choppi ng bl ock and you' ve got to be
sure that you're not just dealing
with people who hate Richard N xon
and want to get himthrough us. You
see, | don't give a shit who's
President--1 really don't, it's an
adversary situation between them and
us and it's always gonna be. | never
had a closer friend than Jack Kennedy
and once | printed sonething that
pi ssed himoff and for seven nonths
I didn't exist.

A wi ne steward appears, hands BRADLEE the |ist. As he exam nes
it, a mn walks up to the table, stands there...

MAN
You none of you know who | am do
you?
(they don't)
You screw nme up good, you don't even
know what | | ook Iike.

BRADLEE
K, you've had your preanble; who
the hell are you?

MAN
d enn Sedam -you wote about ne | ast
week, you said | was one of the guys
at the Committee who was sent reports.
You were wrong.

BERNSTEI N
Baldwin told the FBI it was you

SEDAM

Baldwin told the FBI it was soneone
whose first name sounded |ike a | ast
name. They showed hima list and he
picked me but it wasn't nme, it was
Gor don Li ddy.

(1 ooks at the reporters)
My phone hasn't stopped ringing, ny
wife's hysterical, nmy kids think I'm
m xed up with the burglary, my friends
don't like me around all of a sudden



CUT TO

CLCSE UP- - SEDAM

SEDAM
You fucked around ny life, you two.
(starts off)
I just wanted to say thanks.

BRADLEE wat chi ng WOODWARD and BERNSTEIN, who are clearly
upset.

BRADLEE

That didn't sound to ne |ike a non-
deni al denial; could you have been
wrong?

(they nod)
You had a good source?

(nod)
Did he have an ax?

(pause. Then anot her

nod)

CLOSE UP- - BRADLEE

BRADLEE

Al'l right, you made a ni stake maybe,
we all have, just don't nake anot her.
And watch your personal |ives, who
you hang around with. Soneone once
said the price of denobcracy is a
bl oodl etting every ten years.

(beat)
Make sure it isn't our bl ood..

Now fr om BRADLEE- -

CUT TO

HUGH SLCAN

hol di ng a broom and dustpan at his front door.

SLOAN
| really can't talk now -
BERNSTEI N
--this'lIl only take one second- -
SLOAN
--my wife just had the baby, ny in-
laws are arriving, I'mtrying to get

t he house in sone kind of shape.

WOCODWARD
A boy or a girl?



SLOAN
Agirl. Melissa.

CUT TGO

| NSI DE THE HOUSE. WOODWARD AND BERNSTEI N are hel pi ng SLOAN
with the housewor k. WOODWARD has a dust nop, BERNSTEIN a
dust cloth. W are nostly in the living roomthroughout, and
al so throughout, the three guys beaver away tidying.

WOODWARD
(hol ding up a cup)
Where does this go?

SLOAN points to a shelf. WOODWARD noves to put the cup in
its proper place.

WOODWARD
--That cash fund that financed the
sabot agi ng of the Denocrats--five
guys had control --

BERNSTEI N
(ticking them off)
--Mtchell, Stans, Magruder, Kal nbach--

WOODWARD
--we're working on the last guy now
and we're going all the way--that
fifth man was Hal deman.

SLOAN
--1"mnot your source on that--

BERNSTEI N
--it's gotta be Hal deman--soneone
fromthe White House had to be
i nvol ved- -

WOODWARD
--and it wasn't Ehrlichman or Col son
or the President.

SLOAN
No, none of those.

BERNSTEI N
--that | eaves Hal denan, peri od.

SLOAN
I''mnot your source on that.

He picks up a dust pan, starts sweeping it full.

WOODWARD



(taking the dust pan,
hel pi ng out)
--1 00k, when the Watergate grand
jury questioned you, did you nane
names?

SLOAN
O course--everything they asked--

BERNSTEI N
--if we wote a story that said
Hal deman controll ed the fund?--

SLOAN
--let me put it this way: 1'd have
no problemif you did.

WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N | ook at each other while SLOAN enpti es
the dust pan into the trash and fromthere, quickly--

CUT TO
A LONG LONG LONG SHOT OF A COUPLE
wal king in the park
W can't really make themout clearly, we never do in this
little sequence. But the guy is wearing a w ndbreaker and
has a crew cut and the woman with himis dressed casually
too. He has his armaround her, and they are deep in

conversati on.

WOODWARD S VO CE (V. Q)
Hey?

PULL BACK TO REVEAL

WOODWARD and BERNSTEIN sitting on a park bench swilling down
a si x- pack.

VOODWARD
I think that's him

BERNSTEI N
Who?

WOODWARD
Hal deman.

CUT TO

THE COUPLE wal ki ng al ong. W just can't quite make them out.
But it might be.

CUT TGO



WOODWARD and BERNSTEIN staring after the couple, trying to

f ocus.

BERNSTEI N
Nah.
(squints hard)
Maybe.

WOODWARD
VWhat if | went up and introduced
nmysel f--think he' d slug ne?

BERNSTEI N
VWll, we are trying to ruin his life.

WOODWARD
It's nothing personal, though
(1 ooks troubl ed)

BERNSTEI N
What's the matter?
WOODWARD
Sane as Magruder, | don't like it

when they turn out to be human

BERNSTEI N
(nods)
I wish we were investigating Attila
t he Hun.

WWOODWARD
Maybe we are. ..

CUT TO

THE SLOW WALKI NG COUPLE. They continue on. W still don't
see themquite clearly. HOLD... then--

CUT TGO

A PUDGY LI TTLE MAN HALF- H DDEN BEH ND A MAGAZI NE

PULL BACK TO REVEAL

A DRUGSTORE- TYPE PLACE. WOODWARD and BERNSTEIN are at the
adj oi ni ng tabl e.

PUDGY MAN
--CGoddamit, |'mnot gonna say it
agai n--you get nothi ng about Hal deman
outta me--

WOODWARD

--we don't need it now, because
tomorrow s story is about the FBI--



BERNSTEI N
--about how all you supposed experts
really blew the whol e investigation--

FBI QUY
(stung)
--we didn't mss so nuch--

WOODWARD
--you never knew Hal deman had contro
of the slush fund--

FBI QUY
--it's all in our files--

BERNSTEI N
--not about Hal deman- -

FBI GUY
--yeah, Hal deman, John Hal deman

And he gets up quickly, goes. WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N savor
the nmoment but only briefly as it hits them-

BERNSTEI N
--Jesus- -

WOODWARD
--he said John Hal deman, not Bob
Hal deman- -

And as they take off after the agent--
CUT TO
BRADLEE' S OFFI CE.

WOODWARD, BERNSTEI N, BRADLEE, SI MONS, ROSENFELD. WId tension.
The editors have a long story and they all read and pace,

read and pace; the reporters look traumatized with fatigue.
Al'l this goes fast.

BRADLEE
(staring at the typed
story)
--1 don't know, | don't know, it
feels thin--

Sl MONS
--Christ, | wish | knewif we should
print this--

ROSENFELD
--listen, we didn't make them do
these things--once they did, it's



our job to report it--

SI MONS
(to the reporters)
--go over your sources again--

WOODWARD
--Sloan told the Grand Jury--he
answered everything they asked him -
that neans there's a record sonewhere--

BERNSTEI N
--and the FBlI confirms--what nore do
you need?- -

ROSENFELD

(whirling to BERNSTEI N)

--listen, | love this country, you
think I want to bring it down?--1'm
not sone goddamm zany, | was a hawk- -

SI MONS

--Harry, weren't you just arguing
the opposite way?--

ROSENFELD
--maybe |I'mtense--

BRADLEE

--well shit, we oughtta be tense--
we' re about to accuse M. Hal deman
who only happens to be the second
nmost i nportant man in Anerica of
conducting a crimnal conspiracy
frominside the Wite House--

(beat)
--it would be nice if we were right--

SI MONS
(to the reporters)
--you doubl e-checked both sources?--

They nod.
BRADLEE
--Bernstein, are you sure on this
story?
BERNSTEI N
Absol utel y--
BRADLEE

(to WOODWARD)
--what about you?--

WOODWARD



--1"msure--

BRADLEE
--I"mnot sure, it still feels thin--
(1 ooks at SI MONS)

SI MONS
(to WOODWARD and
BERNSTEI N, after a
puse)
--get anot her source.

Now qui ckly
CUT TO

WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N huddl i ng out si de BRADLEE' s offi ce.

BERNSTEI N
How many fucki ng sources they think
we got ?- -

WOCDWARD

--Deep Throat won't confirm-I never
t hought he was scared of anyone, but
he's scared of Hal deman.

BERNSTEI N
I know a guy in the Justice Departnment
who was around the Grand Jury.
(1 ooks at WOODWARD)

WOODWARD
--W got twenty minutes to deadline--

And as he speaks
CUT TGO

BERNSTEI N tal ki ng softly froma relatively private phone in
the newsroom The voice of the |awer is also whispered and
scared to death.

LAWER S VO CE (O S.)
(barely audi bl e)
...You shouldn't ever call ne like
this, Carl..

BERNSTEI N
W1l you confirmthat Hal deman was
mentioned by Sloan to the Grand Jury?

LAWER S VO CE (Q. S.)
.1 won't say anything about
Hal deman. .. not ever...



BERNSTEI N

(desperate)
Al right--listen--it's against the
law i f you tal k about the Grand Jury,
right? But you don't have to say a
thing--1"I1 count to ten--if the
story's wong, hang up before | get
there--if it's OK stay on the line
till after, got it?

LAWER (O S.)
Hang up, right?

BERNSTEI N
Ri ght, right--OK, counting: one, two--
(he inhal es deeply)
--three, four, five, six--
(now he's starting to
get excited)
--seven, eight--
(i nhal es deeply)
--nine, ten, thank you

LAWYER (O. S.)
You' ve got it straight now? Everything
xX?
BERNSTEI N
(on a note of triunph)
Yeah!
And on that shout
CUT TGO
A HEADLI NE | N THE POST--A PHOTO VI SI BLE OF HALDEMAN:
"TESTI MONY TIES TOP NI XON Al DE TO SECRET FUND"
CUT TGO
THE VWH TE HOUSE SPOKESMAN
VWH TE HOUSE SPOKESMAN
On the record let ne say just this:
the story is totally untrue. On
background, 1'd |like to add that Bob
Hal deman is one of the greatest public
servants this country has ever had
and the story is a goddamed Iie.
NOW FAST ZOOM TGO
BRADLEE

roaring out of his office doorway.



BRADLEE
Woodst ei n!

CUT TGO

WOODWARD and BERNSTEIN tearing i nto BRADLEE s of fice--he
stands scowing at the TV set in a corner of the room-
outside, it is raining like hell.

CUT TO

THE TV SET. SLOAN is wal king along toward a | arge office

building, he is flanked by a |awer. A TV Reporter (it was
DANI EL SCHORR) is wal ki ng al ongsi de, m ke in hand.

SCHORR
M. Sloan, would you care to coment

on your testinony before the G and
Jury.

SLOAN
My | awyer says--

SLOAN' S LAWER
--the answer is an unequi vocal no.

M. Sloan did not inplicate M.
Hal deman in that testinony at all.

CUT TGO

WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N. They | ook sick. Desperate, tired,
stunned, confused; there is nothing to say.

CUT TO

BRADLEE gl aring at them HOLD ON BRADLEE... then

CUrT TO
THE FEDERAL BUREAU OF | NVESTI GATI ON

in the rain, and

CUT TO

A CORRIDOR IN THE BUI LDI NG AS THE PUDGY FBI MAN retreats

down the hall. WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N, soaked, chase after
hi m

FBI MAN
--1'"1l deny everything--everything--
I never talked to you about Hal derman- -
I never talked to you about anything--
I"'mnot talking to you now -



BERNSTEI N
--what went wrong?--

WOODWARD
--for Chrissakes just tell that--

PUDGY FBI MAN
--fuck you fuck you fuck you--

And he tears into an office, slans the door and as we hear
it |ock--

CUT TO

TH'S 1 S WHERE THE SOURCE BURNI NG SCENE WOULD COVE BUT | AM
NOT WRITING I T FOR THI' S VERSI ON

My reasons are as follows: (1) it is a conplicated |ong scene
to put down; (2) we are terribly late in our story; (3) it
woul d nmean, here, two hours into the novie, we are bringing
in an entirely new character; the FBI agent's head to whom
they go, and | think that is unnecessary and confusing; and
(4) nost inmportant, | think the characters have been abused
enough in this version--we have added the Sedam scene and
they are berated nore in this version by the CREEP people
before things turn. (5) Finally, all this can showin reality
is that they are desperate, and | would rather let the actors
give that to us. | feel that it would be a genuine error at
this tinme in the flick to go into the convolutions of how
it's bad manners for a reporter to burn a source, if we've
got anything going by this point, | can't conceive of nuch

an audience will be less interested in than the reporters

nm sbehavi ng.

However, if the scene is requested next tine through, | shal
be only too happy to oblige.

What | would like to do is cut fromthe FBlI saying "fuck you
fuck you fuck you" and | ocking his door to the foll ow ng:

WOODWARD and BERNSTEIN wal king in the rain. It's pouring as
they | eave FBlI Headquarters and they are in anguish

BERNSTEI N
(after a while)
Whodwar d?
WOCDWARD
Hm??
BERNSTEI N

What was the m stake? Do you think
it's been rigged, all along the way,
| eading us on so they could slip it
to us when it mattered? They coul dn't
have set us up better; after al



these nonths our credibility's gone,
you know what that nmeans?

WOCODWARD
(nods)
Only everything...

They are soaked, Nearby is a garbage can, they grab papers,
hold them over their heads, start to wal k. Now- -

CAMERA MOVES UP HI GHER TO REVEAL

The papers they grabbed were the Post front page. (This
happened.) And as they wal ked, the Hal deman story was on
their heads. HOLD on the reporters wal king m serably through
the rain. Now -

CUT TO

THE POST.

A trenendous pall has settled on the city room People wal k
by, glancing at WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N, who sit al nost
i mmobilized at their desks, wet, whipped; no energy |left.

CUT TO

BRADLEE' S OFFI CE. SI MONS sits across from BRADLEE as ROSENFELD
enters quietly with a bundle of tel etype paper

SI MONS
(i ndicating the papers)
Mor e denunci ati ons?

ROSENFELD
(nods)
One Senator just gave a speech
slurring us 57 times in 20 m nutes.

BRADLEE has started typing sonmething brief. When ROSENFELD s
done, so is he. He hands it to SI MONS.

S| MONS
VWhat's this?

BRADLEE
My non-deni al deni al

ROSENFELD
We're not printing a retraction?

CUT TO

CLOSE UP--BRADLEE. He is thoughtful for a while. Then,
spi nning around, staring out towards the newsroom



BRADLEE
Fuck it, let's stand by the boys.

And he stands, spins out of the roomas we
CUT TO
THE FLOWER POT ON WOODWARD S TERRACE.

The rain has stopped. The apartnent is dark. It's late at
ni ght. Inside, the phone RI NGS and

CUrT TO

WOODWARD S APARTMENT in the dark as he nmanages to knock the
phone off its cradle.

WOODWARD
Hel | 0?

BERNSTEIN S VO CE (O S.)
VWhat'd you find?

WOODWARD
Jesus Christ, what tine is it?

BERNSTEI N
You oversl ept?

VOODWARD
Goddami t! - -

He funmbles for the lanp, as it falls with a CRASH -
CUT TO

WOODWARD- - MOVI NG. Hair wild, clothes hal f-buttoned, he runs
through the dark Washington streets as we

CUT TGO

TWO VELL- DRESSED MEN in the shadows across the street, going
in the same direction and

CUr 1O
WOODWARD spotting them picking up the pace and

CUr 1O
THE TWD MEN noving faster too and now

CUT TO

A BUNCH OF CABS. WOODWARD junps into the first and as it
roars off



CUT TO

THE TWO MEN getting into a cab also, roaring off in the sane
direction and

CUT TO

WOODWARD' S CAB taking a corner fast and as it goes on, HOLD
until the second cab takes the sane corner, faster, and now

CUT TO

WOODWARD j unpi ng out of his cab, funmbling into his pockets
for change as we

CUT TGO

THE TWD MEN getting out of their cab, paying, and as their
cab drives off

CUT TO

WOODWARD di vi ng back into his cab and in a nmonent it is
roaring agai n through the night and we

CUT TO

THE TWO WELL- DRESSED MEN st andi ng on the sidewal k, watching
as WOODWARD di sappears into the night and then suddenly,

ZOOM TO
DEEP THROAT I N CLOSE UP AND MAD
DEEP THROAT
--you were doing so well and then
you got stupid, you went too fast--
Christ, what a royal screw up--

PULL BACK TO REVEAL

DEEP THROAT and WOODWARD i n t he underground garage.

WOODWARD
--1 know, | know, the pressure's off
the White House and it's all back on
t he Post - -

DEEP THROAT

--you' ve done worse than | et Hal deman
slip away, you've got people feeling
sorry for him-1 didn't think that

was possible. A conspiracy like this--
the rope has to tighten slowy around
everyone's neck. You build fromthe



outer edges and you go step by step.
If you shoot too high and mss, then
everybody feels nore secure. You've
put the investigation back nonths.

WWOODWARD
We know that--and if we were w ong,
we' re resigning--were we w ong?

DEEP THROAT
You'll have to find that out, won't
you?- -

CUT TO
WOODWARD expl odi ng.

WWOODWARD
--I'"'mtired of your chickenshit games--
I don't want hints, | want what you
know

CUT TO

DEEP THROAT. He blinks for a nmonent. Then he begins to
whi sper.

DEEP THROAT
It was a Hal deman operation--the
whol e busi ness--he ran the noney,
but he was insulated, you'll have to
find out how -

WOODWARD t akes a breath, nods.
DEEP THROAT
--vait--

(al most a smile)
--there's nore..

And from his weat hered face
CUT TGO
WOODWARD
wal king up to his apartnent house later that night. He sees,
and then we see, BERNSTEIN, asleep at the front door. He
cones awake as WOODWARD appr oaches.
WOODWARD
We gotta go see Bradlee--1"11 fill

you in in the car.

CUT TGO



BRADLEE IN H S DOORWAY IN THE M DDLE OF THE NI GHT.

[t's a house with a |lawn and from sonmewhere there is the
SCOUND of dogs bar ki ng.

BRADLEE
You coul dn't have told ne over the
phone?

CUT TO:
WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N novi ng up the wal k to BRADLEE

WOODWARD
We can't trust the phones, not
anynore. Deep Throat says so.

As WOODWARD beckons for himto nove out into the | awn--

BRADLEE
W can't talk inside either?

WOODWARD
(headshake)
El ectroni c surveill ance.

CUT TO

THE THREE OF THEM MOVI NG OUT ONTO THE LAWN. It's Cctober
now. You can see their breaths as they speak

BERNSTEI N
I finally got through to Sloan--it
was all a m sunderstanding that we
had: he would have told the G and
Jury about Hal deman, he was ready
to, only nobody on the Grand Jury
asked hi mthe goddamm question

WOODWARD
So | guess you could say that we
screwed up, but we weren't wong.

BRADLEE
Anyt hing else from M. Throat?

WOODWARD

Mtchell started the cover-up early,
everyone is involved in the cover-
up, all the way to the top. The whole
US. intelligence community is m xed
in with the covert activities. The
extent of it is incredible.

(little pause)
And people's lives are in danger
maybe i ncl udi ng ours.



CUT TO

BRADLEE. He nods again, starts wal king the two reporters
back toward WOODWARD s car.

BRADLEE
He's wong on that |last, we're not
in the | east danger, because nobody
gives a shit--what was that Gallup
Poll result? Half the country's never
even heard the word Watergate.

CUT TO:
THE RED KARMANN GHI A as the three approach

BRADLEE

Look, you're both probably a little
tired, right?

(They nod)
You shoul d be, you've been under a
| ot of pressure. So go home, have a
nice hot bath, rest up fifteen mnutes
if you want before you get your asses
back in gear--

(1 ouder now)
- -because we're under a | ot of
pressure, too, and you put us there--
not that | want it to worry you--
nothing's riding on you except the
First Amendment of the Constitution
pl us the freedom of the press plus
the reputation of a hundred-year-old
paper plus the jobs of the two
t housand peopl e who work there--

(still building)
--but none of that counts as much as
this: you fuck up again, |'mgonna
| ose ny tenper.

(pause; softer)
| promise you, you don't want ne to
| ose ny tenper.

(shooi ng them of f)
Move- move- nove- - what have you done
for me tonorrow. ..?

And as they get back into the car--
CUT TO
THE NEWSROOM - EARLY MORNI NG
and it's enpty pretty nuch, except at their desks sit WOODWARD

and BERNSTEI N, typing away. They type on and on and as they
do, voices are HEARD, the sane voices we've becone famli ar



wi th, the WESTERN SENATCOR, the CREEP P.R. MAN and the WHI TE
HOUSE SPOKESVAN

WESTERN SENATOR (O . S.)
Al though I'm a Republican, | would
like to state in a pure bipartisan
spirit tht the greatest political
scandal of this canpaign is the brazen
manner in which, wthout benefit of
clergy, the Washi ngton Post has set
up housekeeping with the McGovern

campai gn. . .

CREEP P. R MAN
For twenty years, the Eastern |ibera
press has been trying to snmear Dick
Ni xon. Fortunately, the American
public is too smart to be fool ed

by. ..

VWH TE HOUSE SPOKESMAN
I have been informed reliably by
John Dean that no one connected with
t he White House...

VWESTERN SENATOR

(coming in, overlapping)
It is only our pathetic Post that
deliberately tries to infuse the
WAt ergate caper with a seriousness
far beyond those shenani gans t hat
have been the stock trade of politica
pranksters ever since...

WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N work on. And now, as the voices

conti nue condenmni ng, we see them-all the President's nen--
as their faces flash on the screen for an instant--only these
aren't fashion portraits we're |ooking at, these are the nug
shots of the nmen taken when they went to jail and they flash
on, the mug shots and the nane and across each the word

CONVI CTED. There's VIRA LI O GONZALES- - CONVI CTED, and EUGEN O
MARTI NEZ, CONVI CTED, and FRANK STURG S, CONVI CTED, and BERNARD
BARKER, CONVI CTED, and JAMES McCORD, CONVI CTED, and HOWARD
HUNT, CONVI CTED, and GORDON LI DDY, CONVI CTED, and DONALD
SEGRETTI, CONVI CTED, and DW GHT CHAPI N, CONVI CTED, and now

t he denunci ations are | ouder, shriller, briefer.

VWH TE HOUSE SPOKESMAN
An insult to the American public--

CREEP P. R MAN
--the deplorable tactics enpl oyed by
t he WAshi ngton Post - -

WESTERN SENATOR
--1 have been given access to evidence



i n possession of the Wite House and
t hat evi dence- -

WOODWARD and BERNSTEI N type on. Their machines are the only
SOUND in the enornous room And now nore nug shots appear--

JEB MAGRUDER, CONVI CTED, EG L KROGH, CONVI CTED, JOHN DEAN,
CONVI CTED, JOHN EHRLI CHMAN, CONVI CTED, CHARLES COLSON

CONVI CTED, HERBERT KALMBACH, CONVI CTED, and LARUE and PORTER
and M TCHELL and HALDEVMAN--all, all the President's nen--
CONVI CTED. Now -

THE CAMERA STARTS TO MOVE toward the pillar, the one that
separates the two reporters, and the denunciations are still
goi ng on, but not so loud now, not so fierce.

WESTERN SENATOR
Vell, if I was wong, | sure the
hell wasn't al one--

CREEP
--the fact remains that except for
Wat ergate, we ran one hell of a great

canpaign. ..
The CAMERA is alnpost at the pillar now.

BERNSTEI N bunms a cigarette froma cleaning | ady. WOODWARD
kicks his typewiter. Then they both go back to work.

Now we're at the pillar. That's all we see. Just that. And

all we HEAR is the two reporters working away, on and on
until --

FI NAL FADE OQUT

THE END



