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FADE IN:

SUPER: OCTOBER, 1968

INT. REVIVAL MOVIE THEATER, OCTOBER 1968 - NIGHT

A sparse AUDIENCE watches the restored silent comedy:
Greatness. Enthusiastic LAUGHTER and APPLAUSE. Accompanying...
ORGANIST, very old... plays like someone who was there.

ON THE REVIVAL THEATER SCREEN

Title card: The Search For Greatness Often Courts Disaster!
Bumbling BUDDY PICKETT backs into a BURLY MAN with a walrus
moustache, knocking him down a hill. Always polite, Pickett
tips his trademark straw hat, then makes a run for it.

The Burly Man slams his battered bowler onto his head. Points:
Get Him! An ANGRY MOB chases Pickett. After several pratfalls,
Pickett rolls under a milk truck. Spooks the horse. The horse
slips his reins. The truck hurtles down the hill.

Buddy ducks into a shack. The confused Mob gathers around.
Flees when the truck rolls into the shack. The shack collapses
inward one wall at a time. The four windows of the shack...
perfectly spaced. Buddy stands in the void formed around
him. The Mob sees him. Swarms over him.

The film irises to black. Buddy reaches through the closing
circle. Climbs out. Escapes off the side of the screen.

REVIVAL THEATER - POV - BACK OF HALL FACING THE SCREEN

The delighted audience HOWLS. The MUSIC ends. Lights up, the
crowd files out. In the back row, an OLD MAN remains seated,
head tilted back, face concealed. A Hippie-type USHER comes
in to clean. The organist spots the man.

ORGANIST
Looks like this one wants more.

USHER
Show's over, mister. Time to go home.

The man doesn't move. The organist and usher approach.

USHER (CONT'D)
Didn't you hear me, mister? Time
to go.

The organist leans over the seat, stares at the man, tries
to place his face.

USHER (CONT'D)
Guess I better wake him up.
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The organist nods. The usher nudges him. The man keels over.

USHER (CONT'D)
Holy... ! Is he... ?

The organist leans closer for a better look.

ORGANIST
I think so. Do you know who this
is... was?

SUPER: OCTOBER, 1911

EXT. CENTRAL PARK, NEW YORK, OCTOBER, 1911 - DAY

YOUNG JAKE and YOUNG SAM, both about 12, ride bicycles behind
Sam's parents, MOYSHE LEVINE and SADIE. The voices over this
scene come from 16 years in the future.

JAKE (V.O.)
(excited)

That's it! Get him... get him! Chase
him down... good!

Young Sam shakes his head vehemently, but Jake takes off.
Sam follows. Unable to keep up, Moyshe shakes his fist.

JAKE (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Don't let him get away!

Jake pedals across a raised patio. Jumps his bike off the
ledge. The sheer ecstasy of this moment of freedom clear on
his face. It's irresistible. Sam follows.

JAKE (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Watch out for the wagon now!

From the future, a bone-jarring CRASH, followed quickly by
FOUR MORE CRASHES as flimsy set walls collapse.

In the park, the two boys land smoothly. They coast down the
hill with their arms spread wide.

JAKE (V.O.) (CONT'D)
There he is! Now get him! Kill him!

BUDDY (V.O.)
(terrified)

No!

JAKE (V.O.)
Cut! Beautiful!
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SUPER: OCTOBER, 1927

EXT. CASHLANE STUDIO LOT, OCTOBER, 1927 - LATE AFTERNOON

Buddy stands amidst the ruins of a tiny shack surrounded by
milling extras. Behind the camera...

JAKE CASH, now a roguish 28, directs his studio's latest two-
reel silent comedy, Greatness. Right behind him...

SAM LANE, also 28, Jake's scholarly writer-partner.

Jake shakes the CAMERAMAN.

JAKE
Tell me you got that.

BUDDY
Ohmygod, ohmygod, ohmygod! Please
tell me you got that.

CAMERAMAN
I got it.

JAKE
You cranked steady, right?

CAMERAMAN
I always crank steady.

BUDDY
Thank the Lord!

JAKE
What are you worried about? I
wouldn't really kill you. We start
work Monday on your next picture.

BUDDY
I'm beginning to think you'd let
them rip me to shreds if you could
get the slightest chuckle out of it.

Jake thinks about it a moment.

JAKE
Oh, the sacrifices we make for
our art.

BUDDY
Prohibition be damned. I need a
drink.
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JAKE
That's a wrap, everybody. See
you Monday.

Buddy edges away.

JAKE (CONT'D)
You better be back here for editing
tomorrow, Mr. Big Star.

BUDDY
Yeah, yeah. Sure thing, pallie.

JAKE
Swell. Just so we understand
each other.

BUDDY
If we got such a good understanding,
bub, let's talk about my contract.
After all, that's my name over the
title and my behind on the line.

Jake can't resist a sarcastic dig.

JAKE
Of course, "Buster."

BUDDY
I'm Buddy!

Jake can barely contain his anger.

JAKE
Say, you're right! We'll talk about
it real soon, Buddy Boy... say maybe
two years.

BUDDY
One of these days, Jake Cash...

Buddy stalks away.

SAM
You might want to take it easy,
Jake. We need him bad.

JAKE
I can't keep giving into these
swindlers every time one of their
movies sells a ticket. They're
bleeding us out of every nickel
we've got.
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SAM
We're about to turn the corner here,
Jake. I can feel it.

Jake and Sam walk back towards their small office building.

JAKE
You know what they're calling us
out there? Cash-Strapped Productions!

SAM
This will work out. It always does.

JAKE
I don't know how.

SAM
Me neither, but it will. You'll see.

Carrying a bundle of papers, MIDGE, their plucky secretary,
comes out of the office.

JAKE
Where are you going?

MIDGE
I thought I'd take a little walk
around the lot and breathe in the
star dust.

JAKE
That's funny patter, Sister. You
might want to consider a career on
the radio.

MIDGE
Do they pay regular on Fridays?
Because if they do, I just might.
That fellow from Western Electric
is here again.

JAKE
Tell him to beat it. I don't need
records to make 'em see my pictures.
If they want music so bad, they can
listen to their Victrolas.

MIDGE
It's your studio.

JAKE
Right. My studio.
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MIDGE
Mr. Webster called again.

JAKE
Tell that vulture what I just
told you.

MIDGE
It's your studio.

JAKE
Exactly. You tell him that if he
calls again.

Midge shrugs and walks away.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Why is it I suddenly feel surrounded?

SAM
It's probably just your imagination.

JAKE
I pay you to be the one with the
imagination.

SAM
Not according to Buddy.

A thought occurs to Sam.

SAM (CONT'D)
Since when did you last pay me?

JAKE
Don't go soft on me now, Sammy.

SAM
I'm with you, Jakey. I always have
been. I always will be.

Jake hugs Sam.

JAKE
Great. What do you want to do
tonight?

SAM
Go home to my wife for once.

JAKE
How about a little detour? We could
take her with us.
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SAM
She hates when you do this.

JAKE
Come on. It's Wednesday night. We
edit tomorrow, then you've got all
weekend to sleep in.

SAM
Sure. We'll just flap our way through
the next Fire Brigade two reeler.

JAKE
You can knock one out in your sleep.

SAM
Oh, all right.

JAKE
Swell. That's just swell!

EXT. DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES, BROADWAY THEATER - NIGHT

Cars line up in front of the opulent movie palace. MOVIEGOERS
get out at the box office. Ablaze with lights, the marquee
trumpets Monumental Pictures' latest feature, The Dueling
Cavalier. Below the Plus Second Feature listing: A FLEAGLE
FIRE BRIGADE COMEDY SHORT.

On the next block, two more theaters: the State and the Los
Angeles. Both do brisk business.

INT. SAM'S CAR - NIGHT

Jake watches the activity from the back seat. Next to Sam...
ANNIE, 28. Sweet in the way a strong marriage requires.

JAKE
Ain't that something?

SAM
It's something, all right.

ANNIE
I'm always amazed. It's wonderful.

JAKE
They want magic. We give them
magic... 52 weeks a year.

ANNIE
I could always use a little magic.

She winks at Sam. He smiles back devilishly.
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SAM
Not in front of the help, Honey Bee.

Jake shakes his head. Gets out of the car.

EXT. BROADWAY THEATER - NIGHT

GIGGLING, Annie follows Sam. They line up at the box office.
At his post next to the TICKET TAKER, the THEATER MANAGER
waves them in.

INT. BROADWAY THEATER, LOBBY - NIGHT

Moviegoers pack through the opulent foyer on their way in.
An ORCHESTRA can be heard playing LIGHT MUSIC inside.

JAKE
Much obliged.

THEATER MANAGER
Nothing to it, Mr. Cash. Good
to see you both again, Mr. and
Mrs. Lane.

ANNIE
So good to see you, too.

Jake queries the manager confidentially.

JAKE
You haven't seen Webster around?

THEATER MANAGER
The bastard held the premier last
night on the boulevard... at
Grauman's new Egyptian... like
Downtown isn't good enough anymore.
Weren't you invited?

Obviously relieved, Jake shakes his head "no." Sam and Annie
head for the theater doors. Jake lingers to the side.

SAM
Come on, Jake.

JAKE
Save me a seat.

Jake smiles at Annie.

SAM
You think I'd know better by now.
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ANNIE
Well, he dragged us here and the
lights are going down. I want to
see what my two geniuses have done
to make me laugh.

Sam glances at Jake and follows his wife into the theater.

ANNIE (CONT'D)
Come on. Mr. Red Car will find his
way home, same as always.

BROADWAY THEATER, AUDITORIUM

Sam and Annie find two seats as the lights dim. The orchestra
plays A MERRY TUNE. The same organist seen in the opening
sequence... much younger, of course... adds his accompaniment
from behind the orchestra. He recognizes Sam and waves.

The curtain goes up. The screen lights with the title card:
The Fleagle Fire Brigade In Pants Afire. Sam's name listed
as the Writer, Jake's as Director. Annie pats Sam's hand.

ANNIE
I'm so proud of you. Both of you.

ON THE BROADWAY THEATER SCREEN

The featured ensemble comedy team, the FLEAGLE FIRE BRIGADE,
attempts to put out a trash can fire. It stubbornly resists,
grows and spreads with comic results.

BROADWAY THEATER, AUDITORIUM

The Audience LAUGHS uproariously, completely delighted.

BROADWAY THEATER, LOBBY

Jake paces nervously. Hears the LAUGHTER. Allows a smile.

JAKE
See? Magic.

He starts toward the auditorium, but can't do it. He leaves
the theater instead. The Manager and Ticket Taker watch.

THEATER MANAGER
He never watches his own movies.
Where do you think he goes?

The Ticket Taker raises his hand to his lips and pantomimes
drinking from a bottle. The Manager shakes his head.

THEATER MANAGER (CONT'D)
Poor devil.
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EXT. HOLLYWOOD ARMS HOTEL - NIGHT

Buddy pulls his expensive convertible onto the lawn in front
of the popular residential hotel for the film industry. Hefts
himself out of the driver's seat. An empty glass liquor bottle
falls out of the car, CRASHES against the pavement.

BUDDY
Tragedy!

Pulls another bottle from his jacket. Salutes the broken
glass.

BUDDY (CONT'D)
I'll remember you fondly.

After a mighty swig, he staggers toward the front door.

INT. HOLLYWOOD ARMS HOTEL, LOBBY - NIGHT

Plush empty easy chairs circle picture windows. They face
away from the front desk manned by the hotel's aging matron...

KITTY DELANCEY, 60-ish. Her stern appearance belies her kind
heart. She checks in a new arrival as Buddy staggers past.

KITTY
Good evening, Mr. Pickett.

BUDDY
Who says?

Startled by Buddy's name, the new arrival turns...

FERN TAYLOR, 20. No doubt about it... she's beautiful enough
to qualify for the movie star status she hopes to achieve.

FERN
Is that really Buddy Pickett?

KITTY
When he's not in his cups.

Buddy sees Fern. His upper body stops before his feet. Nearly
falls over. Less than graceful tip of the hat as he stares.

BUDDY
And what would you know about cups,
Mrs. Delancey?

Fern covers her GIGGLE politely.

BUDDY (CONT'D)
I see we have new talent in town
tonight.
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KITTY
Miss Taylor will be staying with us
for a while, true enough.

BUDDY
Taylor... what a wonderful name.
Where do you hale from, young lady?

Fern answers reluctantly.

FERN
Little Rock.

He staggers toward the desk. Fern's amusement is obvious.
She's too naive to understand he's not clowning. He's too
much of a ham to pass up the chance for a laugh.

BUDDY
Ah... a Wyoming lass.

KITTY
Little Rock is in Arkansas.

BUDDY
I knew that. Let me get a closer
look at you, child.

He appraises her like a meat inspector.

BUDDY (CONT'D)
Yes, yes. Definite potential.

KITTY
Mr. Pickett, you know our rules
about disturbing other guests.

BUDDY
Quiet, you old tyrant! Can't you
see I'm scouting talent here?

FERN
Do you think I could be in a movie?

BUDDY
Do you want to be in a movie?

FERN
Oh, yes. More than anything.

BUDDY
Too bad... I mean... how wonderful.
You certainly came to the right place.

FERN
Can you help me?
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BUDDY
I'd be delighted.

He sweeps his hat into a deep bow and passes out on the floor.

KITTY
Who's going to help him?

Fern SHRIEKS and rushes over to Buddy.

FERN
Mr. Pickett... are you all right?

Buddy MUMBLES his answer.

BUDDY
Wasn't me, Officer.

FERN
Mr. Pickett!

Kitty douses Buddy with water from a flower vase.

KITTY
Wake up, Mr. Pickett. There'll be
no sleeping it off in my lobby.

Buddy rouses slowly and sits up.

BUDDY
Where am I?

His gaze settles back on Fern.

BUDDY (CONT'D)
This must be heaven.

FERN
Can you stand?

BUDDY
I think so.

He gets up slowly. Uses Fern for support he might not really
need.

BUDDY (CONT'D)
Perhaps you'd be so kind as to see
me to my room.

Kitty shakes her head "No!" Buddy offers extra enticement.

BUDDY (CONT'D)
We can talk about your screen test.
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Kitty rolls her eyes.

FERN
Screen test?

Fern guides Buddy toward the elevator.

BUDDY
You can't be a movie star without
one, my child. We'll talk about it
in the morning, after we've refreshed
ourselves with a good night's repose.

Kitty disengages Fern from Buddy as the elevator arrives.

KITTY
Sleep is just what the doctor ordered.
You in your bed, Miss Taylor in hers.

She steers Buddy into the elevator.

KITTY (CONT'D)
You'll be needing your suitcase,
Miss Taylor. You can catch the
next car.

Buddy nods, defeated. He slumps into the elevator, presses
the button, turns and bows clumsily.

BUDDY
Good evening, ladies.

The doors close behind him.

KITTY
In this hotel, Miss Taylor, you can
expect clean sheets, a clean room
and a safe place to sleep... if
you're careful.

FERN
Thank you, Mrs. Delancey.

She watches the dial rise as the elevator takes Buddy up.
Smiles knowingly when it stops at the top on the fourth floor.

INT. JAKE'S HOUSE, BEDROOM - NIGHT

On a bed surrounded by darkness, two lovers devour each other
with their passion. Not the wily Miss Taylor and Mr. Pickett,
however. Jake's limbs tangle with those of...

CAROLINE HANRAHAN, 30. Her stunning beauty has not ever, nor
will ever, be employed in the making of movies.
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SOOTHING RADIO MUSIC wafts in the next room. The piece ends,
replaced by a dour voice... the evangelist LOQUACIOUS BOB.

BOB (O.S.)
And so, Brothers and Sisters, we come
to the end of another broadcast day.

JAKE
I'm coming to an end, too.

CAROLINE
Heathen!

BOB (O.S.)
This is your servant in the Lord,
Loquacious Bob, reminding all True
Believers to remain pure in your
intent despite the vile influences
you may encounter along your path
to glory.

JAKE
Save me, Sister.

CAROLINE
Don't you dare blaspheme, you wicked
man. Repent your transgressions.

JAKE
Show me the way, Sister.

BOB (O.S.)
This is KWRD signing off.

The radio goes dead as the pair climaxes together.

JAKE
Hallelujah!

CAROLINE
Yes, you miserable infidel.
Hallelujah indeed.

Jake rolls off Caroline. They lay side by side on the bed,
PANT from exhaustion, covered with sweat.

JAKE
I swear I've seen heaven tonight.

He leans on one arm. Kisses her tenderly. She kisses back.

CAROLINE
You are shameless. You plunder my
virtue and confuse my very soul.
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JAKE
All with the deepest of admiration
and respect.

They kiss again.

JAKE (CONT'D)
That Loquacious Bob of yours surely
is some kind of blowhard.

CAROLINE
Oh, Jake. How can a man of your
incredible passions be so godless?

JAKE
You should see the piranhas I'm
meeting in the morning. And your
God is directly descended from mine,
Sister Hanrahan.

CAROLINE
I'm not talking about the Lord of
the Hebrews, you misguided wretch.
All you revere are flickering shadows
on a wall. You lead a helpless
audience to the vile belief that
such transient and corrupting idolatry
is both acceptable and desirable.

JAKE
You sure have a way with words,
Caroline. No wonder the radio
audience loves you.

CAROLINE
My followers trust my ministry to
show them the truth of their own
faith. It requires a constant
vigilance to remain on the straight
and narrow path to glory.

She kisses his cheek tenderly.

CAROLINE (CONT'D)
But, I do love your genius for using
the way things look to reveal the
joy of how they feel.

He's genuinely startled.

JAKE
You've actually seen my movies?
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CAROLINE
Of course I have. "Know thine enemy."
They're corrupt as hell itself... but
funny, alive and sometimes brilliant.

JAKE
You think I'm brilliant?

She kisses him lightly.

CAROLINE
I do.

JAKE
Say it again.

She kisses him again, softly, feeding his growing need.

CAROLINE
You're a genius. The glory of your
vision will endure the ages.

JAKE
Wow! Again... please.

Another kiss. Very tender.

CAROLINE
Genius.

JAKE
I'll show you glory, Sister Hanrahan.

CAROLINE
Show me such grace as only two can
share.

He leans into her. Kisses her hard, then teases her.

JAKE
Save me.

This makes her more than a little angry.

CAROLINE
Foolish sinner man. Your day of
reckoning will be upon you soon
enough.

Not about to let this go by, he challenges...

JAKE
Temptress.
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CAROLINE
Transgressor.

JAKE
Seductress.

Passionately, she pulls him back into lovemaking.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Hallelujah!

EXT. HOTEL EXCELSIOR - MORNING

Caroline guides her very expensive automobile to the front
of the Hollywood industry hangout. Jake gets out from the
passenger seat. Circles to her window. She refuses to let
him kiss her in public. He shields himself with sarcasm...

JAKE
Thank you for the lift, Sister
Hanrahan.

Her answer is serious and chaste.

CAROLINE
You're very welcome, sir.

When he leans toward her again, she reaches into her purse.
Makes sure he sees the handle of the handgun in her bag.

CAROLINE (CONT'D)
Careful, sir. I'm fully prepared to
defend my honor.

JAKE
Whoa, Tex. That's some hogleg you've
got there. How'd you come by that?

CAROLINE
Loquacious Bob... you know... "that
blowhard"... is of the mind a girl
can't be too careful. As this town so
closely resembles a modern day Sodom,
I'm inclined to agree with him.

JAKE
Don't be daffy. Put that thing away.

CAROLINE
You'll be late for your meeting.
Good luck, sir.

She pulls away slowly. Her eyes conceal an unspoken hurt.
Jake watches her go, dumbfounded.
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Regains his senses in time to leap out of the way of a
CLANGING streetcar. He shuffles toward the hotel's entrance.
Leaning against the doors...

NELSON NIPLINGER, 35, weasel-like gossip columnist.

NELSON
Say, wasn't that... ?

JAKE
No.

NELSON
Maybe you should wait until I ask
before you issue a denial. Looks
less suspicious that way. You
know, pal?

Jake grabs Nelson by the lapels of his cheap suit.

JAKE
I don't know what you think you
saw, Niplinger, but you didn't see
anything, you get me? It's early.
Your eyes can't focus yet. This was
just one neighbor giving another a
lift. Nothing anyone needs to read
in your column.

NELSON
Maybe you've got something better
for me to run in its place?

JAKE
How about your obituary?

Nelson looks slightly shaken. He smiles slowly.

NELSON
There might be a few people who'd
want to read that, come to think
of it.

Jake lets go, dusts off Nelson's lapels and heads inside.

JAKE
I'll call when... if something
comes up.

INT. HOTEL EXCELSIOR, ASCOT LOUNGE - MORNING

With silent efficiency, professional WAITERS serve breakfast
to the POWER ELITE of the movie industry. At crowded tables,
well-tailored men conduct not-so-private conferences.
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Not one woman in the room for this ritual meal.

Jake can't help but look at the premier table as he enters...

JULIUS WEBSTER, 55, the squat studio mogul holds court. While
Webster pays Jake no mind, his deceptively mild right hand
man nods back with a diplomatic smile...

PRESTON IRWIN, late 30's, the frail power behind the throne.
Between the pair, a very nervous looking man... SID FLEMING.
Sid actively avoids acknowledging Jake as he talks in whispers
with Webster. This seems to please Julius.

Jake spots his party at a rear table, two mousy accountant
types, TED VILLARD and LOU WILLIAMS. They sip coffee
impatiently as they wait. Jake shakes their hands.

JAKE
Ted. Lou. Let's not waste our time,
boys. You think we're in a pickle.

TED
Cashlane Studios is in trouble.

JAKE
We're cranking out 52 shorts a year
and the audience loves them.

LOU
You don't have to sell us, Jake.
You and Sam are the best thing since
butter on popcorn.

JAKE
Then why are you so worried?

Jake snares a passing WAITER.

JAKE (CONT'D)
I'll have what they're having, just
as long as it's straight coffee.

TED
It's the distribution deal you signed
with Monumental.

JAKE
Stars don't come cheap and there's
no point making movies if nobody's
going to see them.

TED
You sold your soul... and ours.

(MORE)



20.

TED (CONT'D)
The pictures make plenty, but we
only see peanuts.

LOU
We're stuck like a pig at a luau.

JAKE
Let's keep it kosher. What are my
choices?

TED
There's two years left on your deal
with Monumental. Enough money to make
your movies, not enough to expand.

LOU
But the big money is in features.
If you can't deliver features, you're
never going to return our investment.

JAKE
As long as I deliver a steady stream
of product, you'll make your money.

LOU
That's a big if.

JAKE
Say, I know... why don't you fellows
advance me the financing for a feature?

TED
We might... if you had a property.

JAKE
Sam's up to his eyeballs churning
out scripts for the shorts, and we
don't have an acquisition budget.

LOU
We need to see some return.

TED
Anything.

JAKE
Do you have any other suggestions?

LOU
You've got some very lucrative star
contracts. Any studio in town would
give their back lot for the Fleagles.
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JAKE
Why don't you just cut my throat
right here? What else?

TED
Webster's willing to make an offer
to buy us out.

LOU
He wants to talk to you first, though.

JAKE
He looks plenty busy with Sid Fleming.

TED
Sid's just being smart.

JAKE
Smart enough to give away everything
he's worked for over the last ten years.

TED
Maybe you could listen.

LOU
What could it hurt?

Jake looks back and forth between the two.

JAKE
You boys have been square with me
all along. I'll be square with you.
I don't like it. Monumental Pictures
was strictly second rate until Webster
started buying up everyone else's
talent. It's no good, I tell you.

TED
It's just an offer. It couldn't
hurt to listen.

Across the room, Webster gets up abruptly and leaves. Preston
nods to Sid, who gets up and races after the studio head.

JAKE
That doesn't look so painless. Maybe
some other time.

He gets up from the table.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Always a pleasure doing business
with you fellows. You'll take care
of the damage, right?
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Ted and Lou exchange a glance and Ted decides not to protest.
Jake walks away slowly. He sees Preston waiting near the
front doors. Approaches the exec reluctantly.

JAKE (CONT'D)
I understand The Dueling Cavalier
is going to be a big hit. I'm sure
J.W. is pleased he won't have to go
back to selling ladies hats.

Preston smiles. Friendly, but not warm.

PRESTON
I'm sure Mr. Webster appreciates
your good wishes. How's life at
Cashlane?

JAKE
Absolutely jolly. What's the dish
on Sid Fleming?

PRESTON
Nothing everyone in town won't know
by tomorrow. He's bringing his
feature company under our production
umbrella. We offered him the kind
of distribution he never imagined.
This business is growing every day.
You have to swim with the big fish
if you're going to survive.

JAKE
My boys tell me you boys want to
talk with me. I'm here. You're here.
Let's talk.

PRESTON
Mr. Webster... Julius... is somewhat
disappointed that you won't return
his calls. Most people sit and wait
for him to call, you know.

JAKE
He's a saint to tolerate me.

PRESTON
He tolerates you because of the
wonderful shorts you deliver on time,
as per our contract. Let's walk.

Preston holds open the veranda doors. Jake follows him out.
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EXT. HOTEL EXCELSIOR, GARDENS - MORNING

Jake and Preston follow a winding path through beautifully
manicured lawns. The gardens are empty. They can talk freely.

JAKE
How's guard dog duty? Didn't Webster
need you around to finish off Fleming?

Preston LAUGHS. He likes Jake. He really does.

PRESTON
He thought my talents might be more
useful in smoothing things out with
you... to demonstrate the two of you
are gentlemen with common interests.

JAKE
I've been called a lot of things,
but "Gentleman" has never been one
of them. I don't know if I like the
way it fits.

This tickles Preston. He LAUGHS again.

PRESTON
Personally, I enjoy the way you
speak your mind. J.W. has everybody
from our directors to our accountants
so intimidated I never get a straight
answer. I... that is "we"... Mr.
Webster and I... think you and Sam
should come in with us.

JAKE
Like Sid?

PRESTON
Fleming's got a nice stable of
directors and properties, but he
doesn't offer anything we couldn't
do ourselves. He'll just get us
there faster. But we need you, Jake.
And you need us.

JAKE
I do, do I?

PRESTON
You and Sam will be junior partners,
building the Cashlane foundation
into the finest short feature
division in the business.

(MORE)
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PRESTON (CONT'D)
You'll have the resources to bring
your full vision to the screen.

JAKE
But no money, no freedom, and no
features.

PRESTON
We're talking partners here, Jake.
There's big dough for partners...
enough to buy out squeamish
investors. You'll make shorts. It's
what you do. It's who you are. J.W.
runs Monumental. You run the shorts.

JAKE
And you run J.W.?

Preston LAUGHS again. This time, Jake hears "shark."

JAKE (CONT'D)
You make it all seem so appealing.

PRESTON
That's my job. J.W. wants this. I
know it's a lot to think about, so
don't answer now. Talk it over
with Sam.

JAKE
Sure, sure.

Jake's body language betrays his continued reluctance.

PRESTON
Look, the studio's having a little
get-together here tomorrow night...
a raincoat party. Wear your tux.
Talk to J.W. Tell him what he wants
to hear. It will be a wonderful
evening. I'll see you then.

Jake wants to turn him down. Preston grabs his cheek between
two powerful fingers. Squeezes.

PRESTON (CONT'D)
I'll see you then, yes?

JAKE
I'll be there.

Preston releases Jake's cheek, slapping it gently.
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PRESTON
Good. Very good. Go cut our next short
together. I can't wait to see it.

JAKE
It's not "our" short... yet.

PRESTON
Mister Independent. J.W. was an
independent once. Look where it
got him.

Feigning surprise, Preston spreads his arms and smiles.

PRESTON (CONT'D)
Oh, that's right... he's loaded!

Jake shakes his head and walks away.

EXT. CASHLANE STUDIO LOT - DAY

Jake strides toward the Editing Room. Midge trails behind.
On the path ahead, Sam listens patiently to Buddy, who
frantically waves the script pages he has in his hand.

BUDDY
You've gone wacky. You're trying to
kill me.

SAM
It's funny. You're a comedian, you
know. You're supposed to be funny.

BUDDY
How? By dying?

Midge vies for Jakes attention.

MIDGE
What about Marty Sherman?

JAKE
Never heard of him.

MIDGE
I've told you about him twenty times.

JAKE
Are you sure it was me?

He greets Buddy and Sam.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Hi ho, folks. Ready to make screen
history?
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BUDDY
Sam wants to kill me.

JAKE
What's he talking about?

Sam hands Jake a copy of his script.

SAM
I finished the script.

JAKE
I knew it. You can write this stuff
in your sleep.

BUDDY
Is that what you dream about...
killing me?

Jake looks at the pages.

MIDGE
What about Marty Sherman?

JAKE
Never heard of him.

SAM
Didn't he write All The Rage?

MIDGE
That's what I'm trying to tell this
big lug.

Jake looks up from the script, smiles at Sam.

JAKE
This is good stuff.

He glances over at Midge.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Trying to tell me what?

BUDDY
Didn't you have breakfast with Julius
Webster this morning?

JAKE
Who wants to know?

MIDGE
I know Marty Sherman. His novel's
become a big seller. He wants to
see it made into a movie.
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SAM
All The Rage is a great book. I'd
love to take a crack at it.

MIDGE
That's what I told Marty. He was
going to take it to a major, but I
told him you'd treat him better.

JAKE
Treat what better?

MIDGE
All The Rage.

SAM
Marty Sherman.

JAKE
We should meet this guy. Set it up.

BUDDY
J.W... Mr. Webster didn't say
anything about me, did he?

MIDGE
Well, it's about time!

She walks off, her triumph barely covers her annoyance.

JAKE
You read a book, Sammy?

SAM
It happens from time to time.

BUDDY
Well, did he?

JAKE
Did who what?

BUDDY
Nevermind.

JAKE
Let's go make a movie.

He looks down at the script, then up at Buddy.

JAKE (CONT'D)
You're going to be great in this.

BUDDY
He's trying to kill me.
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INT. EDITING ROOM - DAY

The trio enters the cramped facility. A turtle-like EDITOR
sits at the Moviola threading film. Looks like he lives there.
A shaving mirror, razor and mug sit on a cabinet. Buddy hangs
his hat on a rack by the door.

JAKE
That's how the audience wants you,
Buddy Boy.

BUDDY
Dead?

JAKE
Or just nearly.

He needles the editor.

JAKE (CONT'D)
How's it looking?

EDITOR
I think we can save it.

JAKE
What's the problem?

EDITOR
The director's got no eye.

JAKE
Say... I'm the director!

EDITOR
This is the greatest footage I've
ever seen.

Buddy waves his script pages furiously.

BUDDY
How are we going to do this?

JAKE
Would you relax? The skyscraper
stuff is a piece of cake.

SAM
I've already got the carpenters
working on it. We shoot Monday.

JAKE
Good thinking. If Buddy Boy falls
and breaks his neck, we won't have
to waste the rest of the footage.
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BUDDY
I knew it.

He adds a specific complaint to Jake.

BUDDY (CONT'D)
I hate it when you call me that.

JAKE
Mr. Sensitive! Take a load off and
I'll lay it all out for you,
Buddy B... Buddy.

Sullen, Buddy sits.

FLASH FORWARD A FEW DAYS - EXT. TRAIN YARD - DAY

Buddy, Sam, the cameraman and Jake stand by the side of the
tracks as a steam locomotive slows to a halt.

JAKE (V.O.)
It's easy, see? We pull the engine
to the end of the line and you hop
on while it's stopped. Nice and safe.

BUDDY (V.O.)
I like safe.

Buddy mounts the engine as Jake describes. Jake signals to
the ENGINEER. The locomotive backs up slowly.

JAKE (V.O.)
Then we back it up nice and easy. You
mug a scream for a while, then hop
off and take a few steps backwards.

Buddy mugs and then hops off and takes a few steps backwards.

JAKE (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Now here's the trick. The film is
in the camera backwards. And the
cameraman is cranking real slow.

FLASH FORWARD A FEW DAYS MORE - INT. SCREENING ROOM - DAY

Buddy, Sam and Jake watch the rushes from the movie.

JAKE (V.O.)
So when we run it the right way at
regular speed, it looks like what
Sam wrote in the script.

FLASH FORWARD CONTINUES - ON THE MOVIOLA SCREEN
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Buddy dashes up to a train, hops on and is carried off
screaming down the track.

BUDDY (V.O.)
So I don't die?

BACK TO THE PRESENT - INT. EDITING ROOM - DAY

JAKE
Unfortunately, no.

BUDDY
Then I want to talk to you about
something.

JAKE
We've got a film to cut, Buddy.

BUDDY
Funny, Mr. Webster never seems to have
a film to cut when I want to talk.

Jake grabs Buddy by the lapels. Backs him against a wall.

JAKE
Are you trying to put the arm on me?

BUDDY
I could be raking in real dough at
Monumental.

JAKE
Monumental wouldn't let you on the
lot to wash cars if it wasn't for
me and Sammy, you ungrateful schmuck.

BUDDY
You need money. I want bigger things.
This could be a lucky break for
both of us.

Jake looks over to Sam.

JAKE
Do you believe this guy? He's got
our best interests at heart.

SAM
He's a real sweetheart.

Jake lets Buddy loose. Brushes off the comedian's lapels.

JAKE
Well excuse me if I misunderstood
your altruism, Mr. Heart of Gold.
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He socks Buddy in the stomach, BAM. OOF! Buddy doubles over.

JAKE (CONT'D)
You aren't going anywhere,
understand? We've got a contract. I
live up to my deals. You live up to
yours. Like a mensch, capisce?

WHEEZING, Buddy nods. Jake guides him into a chair.

JAKE (CONT'D)
You take it easy. We'll make you
look real good.

BUDDY
Come to think of it, you could make
me look real good.

Jake looks to Sam. Rolls his eyes.

JAKE
Now what?

BUDDY
There's this girl...

JAKE
Not again!

SAM
There's always a girl.

BUDDY
She's...

SAM
... new in town.

BUDDY
She...

SAM
... wants to be a star.

BUDDY
I...

JAKE
... promised her a screen test.

Buddy nods, GASPS for breath.

JAKE (CONT'D)
The things I do to keep my stars
happy.
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He nods to Sam. Sam moves behind Buddy. Takes the comedian's
hat off the rack. Fills it with lather from the shaving mug.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Get up.

BUDDY
You're not going to hit me again.

Jake turns innocent eyes to the others.

JAKE
Would I take a sock at him?

The editor shakes his head and goes back to inspecting film.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Look, take the rest of the day off.
Go home. Rest up. I'll swing by for
the Sociable.

Buddy stands, a smile slowly works across his face.

BUDDY
Really?

JAKE
Sure. If this prospect has the kind
of potential you see in her, I'll
play along.

He pats Buddy on the back. Steers him toward the door.

BUDDY
That's swell. That's really swell.

JAKE
I just want you to be happy.

Sam steers the brim of Buddy's hat into his hand. Buddy puts
the hat on. GOOSH! Shaving cream splatters over his head.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Be sure to get a shave on the way home.

Sam shoves Buddy out the door. SLAMS it. Turns to Jake.

SAM
Maybe we should kill him.

JAKE
Only if it's funny.

He pats the editor on the back.
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JAKE (CONT'D)
Let's cut this thing together.

The editor nods and rolls some film through the machine.

SAM
There. Right there.

JAKE
Good eye, Sammy. Hey...

He looks up at his partner.

SAM
What? No. Forget it.

JAKE
It could be like old times.

SAM
I like these times just fine. Annie
would kill me.

JAKE
I wouldn't want to disappoint Annie.

SAM
You shouldn't. She's your biggest fan.

JAKE
Next to your parents.

Sam's face drops.

JAKE (CONT'D)
What?

SAM
They're coming out for a visit.

JAKE
I could hide you in Mexico.

SAM
They haven't seen me since before
the wedding, Jake. I have to do
this. It's time they met Annie.

Jake sits next to Sam, mimics a parent's disapproval...

JAKE
You'll never amount to anything,
you know, Shmuel.
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SAM
I know, Mommela.

JAKE
Not as long as you schlep around
with ragamuffins like that
Kamashevski kid.

SAM
Yakob's all right, Poppa.

JAKE
And who is this shiksa my little
Shmuley is sleeping with?

Sam gets up suddenly.

SAM
Stop it, Jake.

JAKE
Sorry... it's all right.

SAM
I know.

JAKE
You're a good man, Sam. The best. I
know it. Annie knows it. Everybody
in this town knows it.

SAM
They're my parents, Jake.

JAKE
They should be proud of you.

SAM
They think the movies is a profession
only befitting whores and thieves.

JAKE
They're certainly right about that.
Which ones are the writers?

He pinches Sam on the cheek.

JAKE (CONT'D)
You can't argue with a woman who
makes such a fine pot roast, Shmuel.

SAM
Shut up, Yakob.
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JAKE
What'd you call me?

SAM
Yakob.

JAKE
Son of a bitch!

SAM
Say, that's my mother you're talking
about!

EDITOR
Are we going to cut this thing?

JAKE
Oh, pardon us.

SAM
You may proceed.

They sit down on either side of the editor. Midge pushes the
door open and comes in. Jake and Sam wait a beat, then
simultaneously kiss the editor on his cheeks. The editor
wipes the slobber off slowly.

EDITOR
I love you both, too.

MIDGE
I hope I'm not interrupting.

JAKE
Don't be calling Nelson Niplinger
about this.

MIDGE
I saw nothing. Just thought you
boys would want to know... Marty
Sherman will be at Clifton's tomorrow
morning at 8. You're buying him
breakfast.

JAKE
Who's Marty Sherman?

EXT. HOLLYWOOD BOULEVARD - EVENING

Jake gets off the Red Car. Looks up at the sunset behind the
hills. He leaves the Boulevard. Walks up a hill on a side
street. The Hollywood Arms is a block away. He can already
hear the PIANO MUSIC and LAUGHTER.
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A PAPER BOY on a bicycle delivers evening editions. Jake
watches him swerve across the street, pull up onto lawns,
toss papers with deadly accuracy, then gracefully back to
the sidewalk. Jake smiles, as much from memory as the moment.

JAKE
That's it, Lindy. Fly.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD ARMS HOTEL - EVENING

Jake walks up the circular front drive. A luxury sedan pulls
in behind the row of cars already parked. Jake immediately
recognizes the couple inside. Behind the wheel...

DOUG, a devilishly handsome movie star. Beside him...

MARY, his wife... the sweetheart to an entire nation. They
wave to Jake as they get out of the car.

DOUG
Taking a stroll down Memory Lane,
old man?

JAKE
I was in the neighborhood.

MARY
And suddenly you remembered it was
Thursday night. How lucky for us.

Mary comes around the car. Kisses Jake on the cheek. Doug
shakes his hand warmly.

DOUG
It's swell to see you.

MARY
This is going to be the best Sociable
ever, now that you're here.

JAKE
If I'd known you missed me so much,
I'd drop by more often for dinner.

DOUG
You haven't been out to the house
in far too long.

JAKE
I've been kind of busy.

MARY
Too busy to visit your friends?

(MORE)
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MARY (CONT'D)
What kind of snob have you become
with your newfound success?

They LAUGH and go in the front door.

INT. HOLLYWOOD ARMS HOTEL, LOBBY - EVENING

The lobby alive with MOVIE PEOPLE. A PIANIST plays smoky
JAZZ. BIT PLAYERS mingle with SECOND BANANAS. The BUZZ OF
CONVERSATION and LAUGHTER fills the room. Kitty holds sway
at the front desk, where a buffet of finger sandwiches, punch
and cookies are laid out.

DOUG
Hollywood at its most decadent.
You've got to love it.

MARY
Why haven't you and Sammy come to
our new Academy's meetings? Our
success depends on the support of
the entire community.

DOUG
Now, Mary, this is a Sociable. You
promised not to campaign. Besides...
you know Mrs. Delancey's rules: No
business.

MARY
I can't help it. You've got to come,
Jake. We're growing so fast. We're
moving into our new headquarters soon.

JAKE
I don't know, Mary. I really don't
have much spare time.

MARY
You have enough time to come to the
Sociable.

JAKE
It's a favor to a friend.

Kitty can't clear the desk fast enough to embrace Mary.

KITTY
Well, look who dragged in the cat.
Hello, my sweetie!
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MARY
Hello, Mrs. Delancey. It's good to
be home.

Kitty glares sternly at Doug.

KITTY
Shame on you for keeping her away
so long.

DOUG
I apologize most deeply and
sincerely.

KITTY
Well, she's here now. You're forgiven.

Kitty affectionately kisses Doug on the cheek. VIOLET, a
beauty in her own right, spots the newcomers.

VIOLET
Mary! Mary's here. Look!

All CONVERSATION STOPS as the room turns to look. Despite
her experience and fame, Mary can't help but blush. She turns
her face into Doug's shoulder. Jake steps aside hastily as
the hotel's residents rush to greet their royalty.

JAKE
Thanks. Thanks very much. Nice to
see you all, too.

He sidles over to the front window. Sid Fleming uncomfortably
nurses a cup of punch. Next to Sid, his star director...
ERIC, a granite jawed monument to ego with a thick German
accent.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Hello, boys. Here to scout the talent?

ERIC
We come every week.

JAKE
Sure you do, Eric. Sure you do.

SID
It's true. We're saps for the punch.

Jake stares at him a moment. They both LAUGH.
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JAKE
Congratulations on your deal with
Monumental. Or should I offer
condolences?

SID
Some deal. I could sell or I could
disappear. What a business.

He gives Eric a sideways glance.

SID (CONT'D)
If only my directors understood it.

ERIC
Your insignificant fiduciary concerns
are ridiculous in the face of true
art. A mere eight reels cannot hold
the true scope of my vision.

SID
You nearly broke me. Fortunately,
you're Julius Webster's problem now.

ERIC
You're a cretin. I will still be
making masterpieces long after they
throw you off the lot.

Sid WHISPERS confidentially to Jake...

SID
The thing that really scares me is
he might be right.

Buddy comes off the elevator, spots the RAUCOUS COMMOTION
around Mary and Doug. Then heads straight for Jake.

SID (CONT'D)
Your star approaches.

JAKE
Want to buy him? He works for hay.

SID
No thanks. One prima donna is two
too many.

Buddy joins the group.

BUDDY
You made it.



40.

ERIC
Rumor has it you've made a discovery.
I need a fresh look for my masterpiece.

Jake glares at Buddy.

JAKE
For a silent movie star, you sure
make a lot of noise. Where is this
new goddess of the silver screen?

BUDDY
She'll be here. Don't worry, pal.

JAKE
We'll see if we're still pals after
I meet her.

Kitty comes over to the group.

KITTY
Gentlemen. This is a surprise and a
pleasure. I suppose you're all here
at Mr. Pickett's invitation?

JAKE
Guilty, Your Honor.

SID
I just came for the punch.

ERIC
Yah. Me, too.

KITTY
Yes. Well, remember the rules. No
guests upstairs and everyone leaves
by ten o'clock. No exceptions.

SID
I wouldn't dream of it.

ERIC
Me, too... neither.

Kitty smiles at Jake.

KITTY
I'm glad to see you, Mr. Cash. The
hotel hasn't been the same without
you. I admire those movies you and
Mr. Lane have been making very much.



41.

JAKE
Thank you, Mrs. Delancey.

SID
You don't miss me?

ERIC
You don't like my pictures?

KITTY
Of course I do.

Her gaze returns to Jake.

KITTY (CONT'D)
Keep up the good work. That way,
Mr. Pickett won't have an excuse
not to pay his account on time.

JAKE
I will do my...

He stops short, unaware he's suddenly being rude. Fern
descends the stairs into the lobby. Looks every inch the
movie star she hopes to be. The crowd around Mary sees her,
too. Their CLAMOR DIES to a few soft words. Mary sees what
could be her latest rival. She looks at Doug. Rolls her eyes.

SID
If bees had knees, they'd look
like her.

KITTY
When I need to catch flies, Mr.
Cash, I will call an exterminator.

JAKE
Huh?

KITTY
Please close your mouth, kind sir.

JAKE
Oh. Sorry!

KITTY
Ten o'clock, my good fellows, and
not one tick later.

She walks away. Fern sees Buddy. Glides through the lobby.
The Crowd seems to part just for her.
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JAKE
I think you may have something here,
Buddy Boy.

BUDDY
Didn't I tell you? And, for the
love of God, please don't call me
that in front of her.

Jake pays no attention to him as Fern joins the group.

BUDDY (CONT'D)
Miss Taylor, you look especially
devastating this evening.

SID
Amen.

FERN
You're too kind, Mr. Pickett. Good
evening, gentlemen.

Eric bows stiffly. Sid is more courtly. Jake just stares.

BUDDY
That remains to be seen. Mr. Jake
Cash, it's my distinct pleasure to
introduce Miss Fern Taylor, who has
braved the wilds 'twixt Arkansas
and our fair city to be with us
this evening.

JAKE
The pleasure is all mine.

Jake accepts Fern's hand, unsure of whether to bow, shake or
kiss it. He just holds on, transfixed.

ERIC
Wait just a minute. You promised...

Buddy shakes his head.

BUDDY
Ixnay. Ixnay.

Eric looks at Sid.

SID
Looks like you were only the next
best option tonight, Sport.
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ERIC
I do not play second fiddle to
anyone.

Angry, Eric sets down his punch glass and walks out.
Apologetically, Sid follows after Eric.

SID
He's my ride.

BUDDY
I'd say you've just made your first
major impression.

JAKE
I'll second that.

BUDDY
So, what's the verdict? Does she
get her screen test or not?

Jake looks from Fern to Buddy.

JAKE
I... don't know.

BUDDY
She's a genuine show stopper and
you know it!

JAKE
Buddy, why don't you bring the lady
some punch?

BUDDY
She can get... I mean... sure.

Buddy slumps away.

FERN
He's quite a character.

JAKE
The audience seems to like him, I'm
not sure why. Still, it pays the bills.

FERN
Are you his famous director?

JAKE
Not so famous. Not that it matters...
nobody pays to see the director.
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FERN
I guess not. Just as long as their
movies make us laugh or cry.

JAKE
And you want to be in those movies,
making people laugh and cry?

FERN
It sure sounds like fun. Do you
think I could do it?

JAKE
It's hard work. We get up early.
Sometimes we stay very late.

FERN
It can't be any harder than scrubbing
floors and washing laundry.

JAKE
Say, I guess that's right. Is that
what you did?

FERN
No. But if I'd stayed home, that's
what I would have ended up doing.

JAKE
So you came out here to try your
luck.

FERN
I have a little money... an
allowance.

JAKE
I wish I knew what that was.

Buddy comes back with a glass of punch.

FERN
I'd like a cookie, too, please.

Buddy looks over at the counter where Mary still holds sway.

FERN (CONT'D)
Please?

BUDDY
Sure.

Buddy goes back.
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JAKE
He thinks you're great.

FERN
What do you think?

JAKE
I think you should come to the set
with him Monday morning and see if
you can handle a bit. Feel up to it?

FERN
Oh, my gosh yes! Thank you!

She flings her arms around his neck. Kisses him on the cheek,
Hugs him hard. He glances across the room at Mary. She smiles
knowingly and shakes her head.

Jake disengages slowly from Fern as Buddy returns. With an
uncomfortable look on his face, Jake steps behind a chair.

BUDDY
I have returned.

FERN
Oh, Buddy. Mr. Cash has invited me
to the set Monday. Thank you so much!

BUDDY
She's going to be in my movie?

JAKE
I think we can find her a small
part to begin with.

FERN
I'm so excited. I just have to call
the folks back in Little Rock. Excuse
me, please!

She dashes away, leaving Buddy holding the cookie. Jake
remains behind the chair.

BUDDY
I just wanted to get in good with
her, Jake. I want her in bed, not
on the set.

JAKE
You may have found more than you
know, Buddy. I've got to go.

He's recovered enough of his composure to come out from behind
the chair. He passes Mary's adoring throng on his way out.



46.

MARY
Why, Doug. I do believe our big boy
is a little smitten.

Jake stops, looks at Doug, steps back toward Mary, sweeps
her in his arms. Kisses her hard, stands her upright, shoves
her into Doug's arms. Doug LAUGHS helplessly. Jake walks
out.

DOUG
You deserved that, sweetheart. You
really did.

Mary smiles, teasing.

MARY
It was worth it. That man can kiss!

INT. SAM'S HOUSE, BEDROOM - NIGHT

Asleep until an ANGRY CLICKING in the other room wakens her,
Annie realizes Sam isn't in bed next to her.

ANNIE
Oh, no.

She gets out of bed. Stumbles toward the noise.

STUDY

Looking haggard, Sam BANGS AWAY at the typewriter. Annie
KNOCKS gently on the doorframe.

ANNIE
All right if I come in?

SAM
All right if I leave?

Annie comes up behind Sam, whose shoulders slump as he stops
typing. She massages his shoulders affectionately.

ANNIE
What mayhem is poor Buddy in for
this time?

SAM
This is for the Fleagles, Honey Bee.

ANNIE
I hope none of them suffers too much.

SAM
Am I really that cruel?
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ANNIE
Depends on how long you've been up.
Did you sleep at all?

SAM
A little.

Annie looks at the wall clock: just past midnight.

ANNIE
You must have gotten up the minute
I fell asleep. What's the matter?

SAM
Nothing.

ANNIE
I believed that for about ten minutes
after the wedding, Mr. Lane. Come
on, you can tell me. Is it Jake?

SAM
Jake's good.

ANNIE
Money?

SAM
We'll be all right.

ANNIE
Then what is it?

SAM
It's... stupid.

ANNIE
You're not a stupid man.

SAM
I just don't want them to come.

ANNIE
They're your parents, Sam. They
love you.

SAM
I feel like I have to apologize for
everything... They make me feel
like I'm still twelve years old.

ANNIE
But you're not. You're a grown man.

(MORE)
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ANNIE (CONT'D)
A wonderful man. In their hearts,
they know that.

SAM
Nothing's good enough for them.

ANNIE
A trait which they've passed along
to their perfectionist son... which
is why your movies make people laugh
so much.

SAM
You really think so?

ANNIE
Deep down, they adore you. They
have to. You're so adorable, they
can't help themselves.

SAM
First, they wanted me to be a cantor.
I can't even sing. So, instead,
they send me to a wonderful college,
hoping I'll become an accountant. I
always hated arithmetic.

ANNIE
I'm sure they're proud of you. That's
probably why they're coming. To
tell you how proud they are.

SAM
They're coming to see what a failure
I've become and to haul me back to the
Bronx. Even worse, I'm married to...

He stops abruptly. Annie's first impulse is to cry, but she
holds in the hurt with a brave smile.

SAM (CONT'D)
I didn't... I don't... I'm so...

Annie places her finger on his lips.

ANNIE
Don't. I know why they didn't come
to the wedding. I don't care. All
that matters is how you feel.

They gaze into each others' eyes for a long moment, then
kiss tenderly. It is almost a fully satisfying kiss, but as
they begin to ease up... BAM-BAM-BAM! Somebody at the door.
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SAM
Oh, no.

ANNIE
Oh, yes.

Annie heads toward the bedroom to get a robe. Sam SIGHS and...

LIVING ROOM

... stumbles toward the door. Shouts...

SAM
Just don't fall down 'til I get
there.

Sam pulls the front door open. Jake propped up against the
frame, very drunk.

JAKE
Okay, bub. I won't.

Annie comes from the back, pulls on her robe.

ANNIE
Look at you.

JAKE
'Lo.

ANNIE
Don't leave him out there.

SAM
Why not? Maybe if we turn him away,
he'll stop coming around in the
middle of the night.

Jake's positively indignant.

JAKE
I'm grown up! I'm...

He counts his fingers, holds several up.

JAKE (CONT'D)
... that much!

ANNIE
Get in here.

Jake stumbles in. Sam shuts the door.

JAKE
Gee, thanks.
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SAM
What are we celebrating?

JAKE
Celebrating? Oh, yes... celebrating!
We're celebrating. Happy New Year.

Annie catches Jake. Steers him toward the couch.

ANNIE
What have you been drinking?

JAKE
Punch. Just punch.

ANNIE
Seems to me somebody might have
spiked it.

JAKE
Oh... that rascal Buddy!

Annie pushes him onto the sofa.

JAKE (CONT'D)
How come I didn't marry you instead
of him?

ANNIE
Because you didn't love me and
he did.

JAKE
Yes, but I saw you first.

ANNIE
And if you hadn't, I'd have never
met him and I'd be very sad. That's
why you're always welcome here.

JAKE
That's nice. You're nice.

He stretches out on the couch. Looks at Sam.

JAKE (CONT'D)
You're nice, too.

SAM
You need a nice girl.

JAKE
I found a nice girl. A very, very
nice girl.
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SAM
Who?

ANNIE
Tell us about her.

Jake smiles at Sam.

JAKE
The glory of our vision will endure
forever!

Jake turns over, out cold. Annie places a throw over him.

ANNIE
He is so strange.

SAM
Ever since he was a kid.

ANNIE
You're his family.

SAM
It's time he had one of his own.

ANNIE
What about you?

SAM
I've got you.

ANNIE
What about the rest of our family?

SAM
What rest of our family?

Annie smiles. Nods toward the bedroom.

ANNIE
Bzzz!

SAM
Are you trying to sweet talk me,
little Honey Bee?

Annie takes Sam by the hand. Leads him toward the bedroom.

EXT. CLIFTON'S CAFETERIA - MORNING

Sam parks in front of the Downtown L.A. restaurant. Still in
the same clothes as the night before, Jake sits next to him.
He looks terrible. He clutches a copy of All The Rage.

INT. SAM'S CAR - MORNING

Sam takes the book from Jake as they get out of the car.
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SAM
Just coffee for you, wiseguy.

JAKE
Amen, brother.

EXT. CLIFTON'S CAFETERIA - MORNING

Sam shuts his door with a BANG. Jake winces from the sound.

SAM
Sorry. Sorry.

JAKE
Sadist.

They go into the restaurant.

INT. CLIFTON'S CAFETERIA - MORNING

PEOPLE pile breakfast on their trays. Sam exchanges a nod
with the rotund CASHIER as they enter. Jake holds his head.

JAKE
Not so loud, bub.

Sam takes Jake by the shoulder. Leads him toward the back
corner table. Waiting there...

MARTY SHERMAN, 25, owlish, looks like he's spent life with
his nose buried in books. A copy of All The Rage on the corner
of the table. Sam shows the writer his own copy of the book.

SAM
Good book.

MARTY
Thanks, I wrote it.

SAM
I know. I... we're from Cashlane.

MARTY
I've been waiting nearly an hour.

SAM
Sorry. We had a small crisis this
morning. I'm Sam Lane. This is my
partner, Jake Cash.

Marty shakes hands with Sam, then Jake. Jake winces and
GROANS, still jangled. Marty is startled by the reaction.
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SAM (CONT'D)
Don't worry. He was the crisis, but
he'll live.

JAKE
Only if my luck doesn't change.

SAM
Mind if we join you?

MARTY
That's what I'm here for.

JAKE
You're here to make a movie.

Sam guides Jake into a chair.

SAM
Behave.

Sam turns to Marty.

SAM (CONT'D)
Before we talk, I have a small favor
to ask...

Marty looks at him suspiciously. Sam holds his book out.

MARTY
You want me to sign it?

SAM
Could I have your autograph? It's a
great book. I enjoyed it
tremendously. I'd be honored.

The smile rises on his face like the morning sun. Marty signs.

MARTY
It would be my pleasure.

SAM
No, it's my pleasure... our pleasure.
Can we buy you breakfast?

MARTY
I could eat.

SAM
Let's hit the line.

Marty hands the book back to Sam. He places it on the table
near Jake as he scolds his partner.
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SAM (CONT'D)
Sit. Stay.

He gets up with Marty.

SAM (CONT'D)
It took some doing, but I finally
got him trained.

A While Later...

Sam and Marty finish hearty plates of food. Back to the wall
as he nurses a black coffee, Jake looks much better.

SAM (CONT'D)
So where did you find the inspiration
and the passion for your book?

MARTY
I took my own disappointments and
translated them into a more secular
venue, then I figured out what suckers
sound like and wrote the dialogue.

SAM
Interesting. Is Tim your alter-ego?

MARTY
In a manner of speaking.

JAKE
A writer writes what he knows best.

MARTY
I suppose so.

SAM
The anger is so real, but the life...
I was just knocked out. I'd love to
adapt it for the screen... with
your permission, of course.

MARTY
I've seen your movies.

SAM
Do you enjoy them?

MARTY
No.

JAKE
Well, nice talking to you.
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MARTY
What I meant was "enjoy" is too
soft a word. They really make me
laugh. They take me away from my
world to a whole different place.
It's almost like...

JAKE
Flying?

MARTY
Almost... I suppose. They thrill me.

JAKE
That's what we try to do. Thrill
people.

MARTY
You're very good at it.

SAM
I think we'd make a terrific team.

MARTY
This isn't very funny material.

SAM
We don't want to make a two-reel
comedy. We want to make a dramatic
feature. I can't think of anything
more dramatic than your book.

MARTY
They want it at Monumental Pictures.

JAKE
Oh, here we go.

MARTY
I talked to that man...

JAKE
Webster?

MARTY
No. His lackey.

Nelson Niplinger enters the restaurant. Jake sees him. Turns
suddenly to the table, hunches over. Sam looks to see what's
spooked Jake, then follows suit. Too late. Niplinger's spotted
them. Marty remains blissfully unaware.

JAKE
That would be Preston Irwin.
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MARTY
Yes. Him. He was very smooth, but I
don't think he has the vaguest idea
of what my book's about.

Marty turns to Sam eagerly.

MARTY (CONT'D)
You seem to know what you're doing.
I believe you can turn my book into
a great movie.

SAM
We can't offer you much money. But
we can give you complete approval
of the script...

JAKE
Hey, I never agreed to that!

Sam pointedly ignores his partner.

SAM
... Complete approval. And a full
partner's share of the profits once
we release the picture.

JAKE
Equal partners? Why don't you just
drive us off a cliff?

MARTY
That's more than I could have asked
for. Can I have a couple of days to
think about it?

Niplinger reaches their table.

NELSON
Think about what?

JAKE
No.

SAM
Yes.

Sam and Marty shake hands.

NELSON
How's this for a small world? First
you're seen in the company of the
hottest radio personality, and now
the hottest author. This is going
to make great copy. I can't believe
you never called me. Tsk, tsk!
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Jake lunges out of his seat. Sam pushes him back down.

NELSON (CONT'D)
Watch for my column this afternoon.

Nelson's gone before Jake can pull himself up again. When he
does, he LAUGHS.

MARTY
What's so funny?

SAM
What radio personality? Oh
no, Jakey... you're not
still...

Jake pointedly ignores Sam.

JAKE
There's no publicity like free
publicity, kid. It's all right if I
call you "kid," isn't it?

MARTY
I prefer "Mr. Sherman."

SAM
Jake, he'll crucify us.

JAKE
"Kid" it is.

He smiles. Holds out his hand.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Just pulling your leg, Mr. Sherman.
If your book is good enough for Sam,
it's good enough for Cashlane Studios.
Welcome to the movie business.

Marty and Jake shake hands. Jake nods at Sam.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Don't worry. That news is so old
even the birds who see it lining
their cages will laugh themselves
sappy. He won't run that item... he
wouldn't dare.

INT. SAM'S CAR - DAY

Sam and Jake pass Monumental Studios as they drive to work.

SAM
That went well.

JAKE
I told you everything would work
out swell.
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SAM
No. I told you.

JAKE
Did not. I did.

SAM
Did not. I did.

JAKE
Did not. Did not. Vodeeodo.

They LAUGH as Sam turns the corner.

EXT. CASHLANE STUDIOS, FRONT GATE - DAY

A MOB OF DEMONSTRATORS blocks Cashlane's front gate. Led by
a gaunt, forbidding man who easily fits the dour voice of
Loquacious Bob previously heard on Jake's radio. Flummoxed,
a SECURITY GUARD and TWO POLICEMEN stand between the
demonstrators and the lot.

JAKE
What the blazes is that?

As Sam and Jake pull up, they're surrounded by demonstrators.

BOB
There they are! Don't let their
commonplace appearance fool you,
Brothers and Sisters. These are
Godless heathens!

JAKE
Who's he calling common?

BOB
Show them your anger at their
arrogance and greed, my Brethren.
Bring your wrath to bear on their
unholy twaddle.

DEMONSTRATORS
Damn them. Damn them to hell!

FIRST POLICEMAN
There will be no wrath here today,
my good man.

BOB
Yes, Officer. You're right. I am
the Voice of Good. These two,
however, are the Voice of Evil.
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DEMONSTRATORS
Evil!

BOB
They must be stopped.

DEMONSTRATORS
Stopped.

Jake gets out of the car.

JAKE
What's all the hubbub, bub? Aren't
you that Loquacious Bob on the radio?

Bob spreads his arms graciously.

BOB
You see, my True Believers? Even
the Voice of Evil knows who we are.

JAKE
What "voice" are you talking about?
We make silent movies.

BOB
And yet you speak to the multitudes
through waves of light that shimmer
through the darkness and cast moving
reflections on silvery screens.

JAKE
Look, bub. We're just trying to
make people laugh.

BOB
You corrupt the minds of decent
people, imploring them to abandon
the teachings of a loving God to
search for a profane paradise where
their very souls will suffer
obliteration!

SECOND POLICEMAN
Your movies make me laugh, that's
for sure.

JAKE
See? Why don't you take this carnival
down the road? I'm sure the gang and
Monumental would love to see your show.
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BOB
We will be heard. We will bring the
message to the people. We will
cleanse ourselves of the harmful
influence, of the debauchery
practiced by the selfish few who
line their pockets at the expense
of the trusting souls who
unsuspectingly turn to them for
such wicked, depraved entertainment.

JAKE
Does Caroline Hanrahan know you're
here?

BOB
How dare you invoke the name of
Sister Hanrahan, you sinful wretch?

JAKE
I'll have to talk to her about
tightening your leash next time I
see her.

Jake gets back in the car. The policemen move the mob.

JAKE (CONT'D)
If they don't move, run them over.

SAM
I can't do that!

FIRST POLICEMAN
You'll have to let these men through,
Mr. Loquacious.

BOB
That's "Loquacious Bob," you poor,
unfortunate lackey.

FIRST POLICEMAN
I've got your lackey right here,
sonny boy, if you and your friends
don't move smartly along this very
minute!

The mob backs away. Jake and Sam drive into the studio.

BOB
We'll be back. Freedom of speech is
on our side. God is on our side.
Hallelujah!
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DEMONSTRATORS
Praise God! Hallelujah!

INT. SAM'S CAR - DAY

Jake looks worried.

JAKE
I told you we were in trouble. Why
are they picking on us?

SAM
Why now?

JAKE
And why would Caroline allow this?

SAM
Maybe she doesn't like being old
news.

JAKE
I haven't told her she is... yet.

EXT. HOTEL EXCELSIOR, FRONT ENTRANCE - EVENING

Elegant in his tuxedo, Jake arrives in a cab. The DOORMAN
holds his door. Jake goes inside.

INT. HOTEL EXCELSIOR, GRAND FOYER - EVENING

Jake follows the sound of JAZZ MUSIC played by a small combo.
He sees Sid, also dressed in a tuxedo, already climbing the
main stairs.

JAKE
Sid...

Sid turns. Smiles and waits for his peer.

SID
Come to pay homage to the king?

JAKE
I have a message for His Majesty.

SID
Tonight's a big night for the man,
Jake. If I was bringing bad news,
I'd wait for another time.

JAKE
Who said it was bad news?
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They reach the mezzanine. Other tuxedoed MOVIE EXECUTIVES,
including Preston, and a couple of male MOVIE STARS head
into a ballroom. Again, there isn't a woman in sight.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Boys night out.

SID
It's a raincoat party, Jake. I hope
you brought your rubbers.

He lowers his voice to a whisper...

SID (CONT'D)
It's not smart to let the old
man down.

Preston heads toward them. Smiles, shakes Sid's hand.

PRESTON
Mingle. Enjoy.

Preston steers Jake quickly away from Sid.

PRESTON (CONT'D)
I'm glad you made it. I'm sure Julius
will be delighted.

JAKE
That remains to be seen, bub.

PRESTON
Surely you're not going to
disappoint us?

JAKE
That all depends on how you define
disappointment.

Preston LAUGHS.

PRESTON
There's the attitude that will shape
the new Monumental. You're such a tough
egg. Come on, let's go to a party.

HOTEL EXCELSIOR, BALLROOM

The cavernous salon decorated lavishly, but hardly anybody
in the room. Professional WAITERS bear trays stocked with
food and champagne. They seem to outnumber the guests.

The Executives and Movie Stars hardly notice the Jazz Combo
in the corner. The organist... from the opening scene and
the Theater performance... plays jazz piano with the combo.
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PRESTON
Julius is out on the balcony. I
know he's eager to hear your news.

JAKE
Considering how much this joint
costs, I thought he'd be holding
court in here.

PRESTON
This is just the reception area.
The real party is a little more...
private.

Jake follows Preston out onto the balcony.

EXT. HOTEL EXCELSIOR, COURTYARD POOL - NIGHT

MUSIC mingles with the GIGGLES of SHOWGIRLS. They frolic
naked in the water. Tuxedoed male guests surround the pool.

EXT. HOTEL EXCELSIOR, BALCONY OVERLOOKING POOL - NIGHT

Jake spots Eric among the guests, two naked women by his
side. At the railing... Julius Webster, a wad of cash in his
hands. Watches the spectacle, eyes sparkling with delight.

PRESTON
Julius...

Julius turns. Smiles more broadly when he sees Jake, almost
as if he's licking his lips. He speaks with a thick Eastern
European accent.

JULIUS
Well, there's our boy at last.
Welcome, welcome.

Julius offers to shake hands. Jake accepts somewhat coolly.

PRESTON
I'll leave you gentlemen to talk. I
have a delivery to make.

JAKE
There he goes calling me a gentleman
again. Are you looking for a sock
in the snoot?

Preston LAUGHS again. Goes back into the ballroom.

JULIUS
Such a night. Such a party.

(MORE)
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JULIUS (CONT'D)
We work hard. We play harder. Like
mensches we play.

He nudges Jake.

JULIUS (CONT'D)
Tonight we see how hard you play.

He turns to look out over the pool.

JULIUS (CONT'D)
How do you like my party?

JAKE
It's a Grade A production, J.W. I
can't deny it. Is Eric directing it
for you? He doesn't look like he
belongs to Sid anymore.

JULIUS
Everything Monumental does is
Grade A, Jakelah.

JAKE
Let's just hope the Feds don't catch
wind of all this Grade A hooch.

JULIUS
They've got their hands full with
their fercocte censorship commission.
They don't have time to go to parties.

He places his fingers in his mouth and WHISTLES sharply.

JULIUS (CONT'D)
Oh, girls...

HOTEL EXCELSIOR, COURTYARD POOL

GIGGLING, several women climb out of the pool. The men on
the sides watch appreciatively.

HOTEL EXCELSIOR, BALCONY

Julius drops a fifty dollar bill over the balcony rail.

HOTEL EXCELSIOR, COURTYARD POOL

The women race to retrieve it. The winner SQUEALS with
delight. The others gather under Julius, hands out for him
to drop more. He obliges. The rest of the women climb out of
the pool.
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Wet women collect the bills. They pair up with male guests.
Led by Eric, they head off toward a private wing of the hotel,
kissing and caressing with unconcealed lust.

HOTEL EXCELSIOR, COURTYARD POOL

Jake's expression remains cold.

JAKE
Quite a show.

JULIUS
We're only just getting started,
boychick. You wait and see. Those
were just the whore... what is
the word?

JAKE
Hors d'oeuvres.

JULIUS
What you said.

Before he can say more, a COMMOTION from the ballroom. Buddy,
dressed in a nice suit but not a tuxedo, escorts Fern, also
nicely dressed, out to the balcony. Buddy flails at a couple
of drunk movie stars.

BUDDY
Get back, you hyenas. She's with me.

Julius rolls his eyes with exasperation.

JULIUS
This is what happens when you allow
peasants to mingle.

JAKE
Why are you inviting my star contract
player out, anyway?

JULIUS
A peaceful gesture, welcoming your
family into ours.

JAKE
I'm surprised you didn't ask the
Fleagles.

JULIUS
They're conducting a fire drill in
the guest wing.

Jake can barely control his anger.
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JAKE
Give me a minute. I've got to go
spank one of the children.

Jake quickly intercepts Buddy.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Why did you bring her here?

BUDDY
It's a party. She's my date. Jealous?

JAKE
Get her out of here right now.

FERN
But Buddy promised me a party.

JAKE
Not this party, sister. Not if you
want to be in one of my pictures.

He glares at Buddy, struggles to control his temper.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Don't you know what kind of women
they bring here?

Before Buddy answers, Preston leads a new flock of FLAPPERS
from the ballroom. The male guests, including Sid, CHEER.
Arms around two buxom flappers, Preston kisses them clumsily
as they walk. His pants are unzipped. His shirt tail hangs
through the zipper. Approaching Buddy, he appraises Fern.

PRESTON
Hey... I don't remember you, sister.
Who sent you?

FERN
I'm with...

Woozy, Preston glances at Buddy and shakes his head.

PRESTON
Figures.

JAKE
Get her out of here, Buddy Boy.
Now!

PRESTON
Don't make him tell you twice,
Mr. Pickett.

Sullenly, Buddy wraps his arm around Fern's shoulder.
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BUDDY
Come on, baby. I know where there's
a real party.

He escorts her out. Jake watches her go. She glances back at
him, then disappears through the ballroom. Preston can't
help but notice.

PRESTON
You likee? I fixee.

JAKE
I can take care of myself.

PRESTON
Suit yourself. Ladies, let's go cut
a rug.

Jake returns to Webster, who's no longer smiling.

JULIUS
So, do you have something to tell
me or not? I have guests to attend
and guests waiting to attend to me.

JAKE
I can't do it, J.W. It's a swell
offer, but I can't do it.

JULIUS
Your partner agrees?

JAKE
We're together on this.

JULIUS
Then you'll go down together, like
the pair of pischers you are. You
sure you don't want to reconsider?
I heard you have a little trouble
this morning. It could get worse or
it could go away, depending on your
answer.

Jake is stunned.

JAKE
Don't tell me you're behind that.

JULIUS
I'm not going to tell you anything,
except when this industry is done with
you, I'm sure you'll have a wonderful
career somewhere as a janitor.
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JAKE
I'm not going anywhere, Webster. We
cast enchantment on the screen, and
the audience loves it.

JULIUS
You're a regular Schmendrake the
Magician.

JAKE
I don't see your accounting
department complaining.

JULIUS
The contract will end, and so will
you. Maybe sooner than later.
Monumental can build its own short
feature division. You're not the
only talent in town.

JAKE
Just the best.

JULIUS
The audience will never miss you.
This was your moment, you schmuck,
and you let it pass you by.

He smiles... not particularly kindly.

JULIUS (CONT'D)
But tonight is a party, and we are
all friends here. Relax. Enjoy
yourself. Indulge yourself. It will
be the last time you ever see the
promised land again.

Julius walks away. Jake watches, his face unable to conceal
the sudden dread that's taken hold. His shoulders hunch, he
turns back toward the ballroom.

INT. HOTEL EXCELSIOR, BALLROOM

Totally captivated by his current female companion, Sid passes
Jake without noticing him. Jake shakes his head and leaves.

FLASHBACK - OCTOBER, 1911 

EXT. NICKELODEON, NEW YORK, OCTOBER, 1911 - EVENING

Jake and Sam pedal to the front of the amusement arcade and
lay their bikes against the window. They're out of breath,
smiling, excited. Sam's parents are nowhere to be seen.
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YOUNG JAKE
How much did your Poppa give you?

YOUNG SAM
A nickel apiece!

Sam holds out two nickels. Jake grabs them.

YOUNG JAKE
Let me!

YOUNG SAM
Hey!

Sam chases Jake into the arcade. Down the block, Moyshe and
Sadie round the corner and pedal toward the arcade.

INT. NICKELODEON - EVENING

Jake and Sam look around at the variety of crank machines on
which they can watch flickers.

YOUNG JAKE
Cowboys.

YOUNG SAM
Yeah!

They spot an empty machine near the curtained entrance to
the projection theater behind the arcade. They race toward
it. Jake stops suddenly, something in his path.

YOUNG SAM (CONT'D)
What's the matter?

Jake points reluctantly, unable to respond.

BACK TO 1927

EXT. FAT LUCK LAUNDRY - NIGHT

Buddy's car pulls into the alley behind a Hollywood Chinese
hand laundry. Parks in the shadows.

INT. BUDDY'S CAR - NIGHT

Fern looks suspicious.

FERN
Where are you taking me?

BUDDY
You wanted to party, baby. I'll
show you a really good time.
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FERN
If you think doing laundry is a
good time, you can go back to my
family.

Buddy LAUGHS.

BUDDY
Trust me, baby. You'll be feeling
fine soon enough.

INT. FAT LUCK LAUNDRY - NIGHT

Buddy opens a side door. A muscular CHINESE LAUNDRYMAN and
his ASSISTANTS hard at work. NOISY and hot. Buddy nods to
the laundryman as he guides Fern toward the back.

FERN
I think you'd better take me
home now.

BUDDY
Oh, don't be such a 'fraidy cat.
Everything's going to be wonderful.

He winks at the laundryman.

BUDDY (CONT'D)
I'll be back to pick my shirts up
Tuesday.

He opens a door and ushers her through.

OPIUM DEN

Subdued and quiet, a smoky haze pervades the atmosphere.
Buddy shuts the door. The laundry's NOISE DISAPPEARS.

Through the haze of opium smoke, Fern can make out several
beds with MEN sprawled on them. Many look dazed. Some look
like they're sleeping. Some draw on long, slender pipes,
which are in evidence on every bunk.

The door to an inner room opens. Through it, Fern sees shadowy
PEOPLE sprawled on more bunks. No movement in the other room
except for the man who comes out and closes the door...

MR. KAHN. Despite his elegant Mandarin suit, this sweaty,
seedy man is not Chinese. A well-tailored thug who delights
in his role as drug lord to the stars.

KAHN
Ah, my good friend Buddy is here.
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BUDDY
Good evening, Mr. Kahn.

KAHN
And you have brought us a beautiful
flower. Who is this pretty one?

BUDDY
She wants a good time.

KAHN
We specialize in a very good time.

He gestures toward the inner room. Buddy slips him some cash.

BUDDY
No, no. No goofballs, pal. I think
the pipe will be just the thing
tonight. It's... her first time.

FERN
What is this place, Buddy?

KAHN
This is a place where dreams come
true. Tonight, you will learn to fly.

FERN
My dreams will come true on Monday
when I make my first movie.

KAHN
Even better! Tonight we celebrate.
You will see wondrous things.

He brings two pipes to Buddy and Fern. Motions to a bed.

KAHN (CONT'D)
Make yourselves comfortable.

FERN
On... that? With him?

KAHN
Would you prefer your own?

FERN
Yes, please.

KAHN
Very well.

He shows her to another bed, whispers...
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KAHN (CONT'D)
When you come back to visit us again,
I will show you something even more
special. It will be my treat.

He hands her the opium pipe.

FERN
Who said I'm coming back?

KAHN
Once you learn to fly, pretty flower,
you will come back. I promise.

Fern takes the pipe cautiously. She looks at Buddy, who has
already started his.

BUDDY
Slowly, baby. Nice and slowly.

A pleased smile spreads across his face. Fern allows Kahn to
start her pipe. She takes a draw.

KAHN
That's it, my pretty flower. Long,
long, long. Yes. Enjoy the sensation.

Fern's eyelids flutter. Confused at first, a peaceful glaze
settles across her face. She takes another pull on the pipe.

KAHN (CONT'D)
Yes. You are having a good time
now, aren't you?

Fern nods, smiles vaguely... another pull on her pipe.

FERN
I'm really... flying.

Fern's eyes close. She settles, back against the wall. Kahn
takes her pipe, caresses her cheek, appraises her body.

KAHN
Happy landings.

INT. HOLLYWOOD ARMS HOTEL, FERN'S ROOM - DAY

Shoes off, out cold on the bed in the same clothes, Fern
stirs slowly. Someone KNOCKS emphatically at her door.

KITTY (O.S.)
Miss Taylor. Are you awake, dear?

Fern reaches for her aching head as she sits up. She has to
force herself to open the door.
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KITTY (CONT'D)
There you are. I was beginning to
think you'd sleep the day away. Are
you feeling better?

FERN
I... don't know.

KITTY
You didn't look very well when
Mr. Pickett brought you in.

FERN
Where's Buddy?

KITTY
For all I know, he's still asleep.
There's someone in the lobby to see
you. Shall I send them away?

FERN
No, it's all right. I'll be right
down.

She closes the door slowly. Goes to a wash basin. SPLASHES
her face, looks in the mirror.

FERN (CONT'D)
You're the one who wanted to live
in Hollywood, Mary Alice. And
now, look at you.

She slips into her shoes and leaves the room.

HOLLYWOOD ARMS HOTEL, LOBBY

Jake sits in the lobby. Holds a bouquet of flowers. Offers
them to Fern.

FERN
I... wasn't expecting...

JAKE
Sorry to drop by unannounced. I just
wanted to apologize for the way things
went at the Excelsior last night. It
was a bad place to be.

FERN
It wasn't your fault. Buddy took me.

JAKE
That's the trouble with movie stars.

(MORE)



74.

JAKE (CONT'D)
They think they can go anywhere,
any time without considering the
consequences to the people around
them. Are you still sure you want
to be one of them?

FERN
Right now, I'm not sure about anything.

Jake looks uncomfortably toward the picture window. Sam and
Annie outside in the driveway. Sam HONKS the car horn.

FERN (CONT'D)
Friends of yours?

JAKE
Most of the time. We're going on a
picnic. Would you like to come along?

Fern is startled, unable to answer.

JAKE (CONT'D)
I'm sorry. I'm sure you and Buddy
have other plans. I didn't mean
to... I... I'll be toddling along
now. I'll see you on the set Monday.

FERN
I'd love to go on a picnic...
with you.

She realizes she's still in last night's clothes.

FERN (CONT'D)
I'm really wearing the wrong thing
for the occasion. My mother always
chided me for inappropriate behavior.

She mimics her mother...

FERN (CONT'D)
Young ladies are always careful in
their comportment.

She hesitates, then...

FERN (CONT'D)
Give me a minute. I'll go change.

Jake nods.
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JAKE
Sure thing. I'll be here as long as
it takes.

With childlike enthusiasm, Fern almost bounds up the stairs,
then catches herself and manages a more ladylike pace. Jake
LAUGHS appreciatively. When she's disappeared, he turns to
the window. Gives Sam the "thumbs up" sign. Annie APPLAUDS
and CHEERS. Jake bows. Kitty shakes her head in amusement.

EXT. RESERVOIR PARK - DAY

In the hills by a manmade lake overlooking Downtown
Los Angeles, Annie and Sam carry a picnic blanket. Lingering
behind them, Fern with Jake, who carries the picnic basket.

ANNIE
Hurry up, you two. I'm starving.

Annie leads Sam to a clear spot under a shady tree. They lay
out the blanket.

FERN
They look so sweet together.

JAKE
They've got the world by the tail.

FERN
I wonder what that's like.

JAKE
I'm surprised you don't know.

FERN
Why's that?

JAKE
You know you look like a movie
star... better than some I know. I
have to imagine there were plenty
of fellows back home who'd give you
anything you'd want.

Fern grimaces at the thought.

FERN
A lifetime of making babies and
washing dishes.

JAKE
Three squares a day and a roof over
your head.
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FERN
Never going anywhere. Never seeing
anything.

Jake sets the basket on the blanket.

ANNIE
Hurry, before it blows away.

JAKE
Just as long as you don't blow away.

Annie takes Sam's arm.

ANNIE
I've got my love to keep me tied
securely down.

Jake looks at Fern.

JAKE
See? That's all it takes. Simple.

FERN
If you say so.

Annie and Sam sit on the blanket. Fern settles across from
them. Jake remains on his feet, looks over the reservoir
toward the Downtown backdrop.

JAKE
You know, we might be able to do
something with this place.

SAM
I was just thinking the same thing.

ANNIE
Can't we once have a picnic without
it turning into a location scout?

SAM
Of course we can, Honey Bee... but
you'll have to find a couple of
other fellows to pull that off.

Annoyed, Annie smiles and kisses Sam on the nose.

SAM (CONT'D)
Art never rests.

FERN
Why is art so important, I wonder?
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SAM
Art is just the productive way we
harness our fears and anger.

ANNIE
... instead of going nutty.

JAKE
Along with going nutty.

Jake sits down next to Fern. She opens the picnic basket.

FERN
Oh, yummy. Let's start with dessert.

ANNIE
That sounds like fun!

JAKE
Fun? What is this fun you speak of,
strange one?

Annie turns to Fern. Speaks in a mock confidential tone...

ANNIE
Poor Jake. He's so afraid of not
liking his own movies that if he
ever saw one, he'd probably die.

JAKE
Only probably?

Fern looks at Jake, confused. Jake sees her expression and
breaks into HEARTY LAUGHTER. Sam and Annie join in.

FERN
Oh, great. Pick on the new kid, why
don't you?

Jake gives Fern a friendly hug on her shoulder. To his
surprise, she nestles into the gesture, brings herself close
up against him. His LAUGHTER CUTS OFF abruptly, but the smile
on his face is both surprised and pleased.

Annie nods to Sam knowingly.

ANNIE
Looks like a beautiful day to me.

JAKE
Yes... beautiful.
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EXT. JAKE'S HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

Sam's car cruises down the street, stops by the lawn in front
of Jake's modest home. All smiles, Jake and Fern share the
back seat, Annie rides beside Sam.

SAM
Well, here we are. Home again, home
again, jiggity jig.

FERN
This isn't where I live.

Annie LAUGHS.

JAKE
Say, you're right. It's where I
live. How about that?

ANNIE
Maybe you want to ask us in for a
minute...

She turns to Fern...

ANNIE (CONT'D)
... or should we just take you
straight back to the Hollywood Arms?

Fern smiles, obviously ready to stay. But before she can,
Jake notices Caroline's distinctive car parked across the
street. He glances about nervously.

JAKE
Maybe that's not a good idea.

FERN
What... ?

JAKE
I mean... it's been a beautiful
afternoon, but we've got a big day
Monday.

FERN
I'll be ready. I've been ready all
my life.

JAKE
But I've got director's things to
do and Sam's got writer's things to
do, and there's only so much time
in the day... besides, what's the

(MORE)
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JAKE (CONT'D)
rush? We'll do this again very
soon... very soon. I promise.

ANNIE
Well, that's a first.

FERN
What's a first?

ANNIE
I could never get him to make a
promise to me... and I'm the love
of his life.

JAKE
It's true.

ANNIE
See? You're special. I'm so jealous.

SAM
Hey... husband in the car here.

Annie kisses Sam.

ANNIE
I know. I just wanted to see if
you're still breathing.

SAM
I'm still breathing, Honey Bee.

Jake gets out of the car.

JAKE
I'll see you bright and early on
the set Monday morning, Miss Movie
Star. Make sure Buddy isn't late.

He nudges Sam.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Be careful taking her home, then
write something brilliant.

SAM
Why start now?

Jake pats Sam on the head.

JAKE
See you later, love of my life.
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ANNIE
I'll count the minutes.

Annie LAUGHS again. Sam pulls the car away. Jake watches
Fern until the car disappears around the corner. His shoulders
slump. He walks toward the front door. Newspaper in hand,
Caroline comes toward him from around the corner of the house.

CAROLINE
Where were you? Who were those
people? Have you seen the paper?
Can you believe it? What are we
going to do?

JAKE
Maybe you'd better come inside.

He opens the door. Caroline pushes past him.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Hello to you, too.

INT. JAKE'S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON

Hardly the lavish layout one expect of a studio executive,
the furnishings are sparse and utilitarian. Unaware of her
surroundings, Caroline paces, nervous and agitated.

CAROLINE
How did this happen? How am I going
to explain this to my followers?

JAKE
You mean that mob that's camping
out at my studio's gate?

She turns to Jake, her eyes aflame.

CAROLINE
I had nothing to do with that!

JAKE
Well, who did? I'd like to know!

CAROLINE
I have ten million people waiting
to hear me speak tomorrow morning,
and every single one of them will
want to know what's going on.

JAKE
What are you talking about?

Caroline SLAMS the paper down on the living room table.
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JAKE (CONT'D)
Swell. They ran the story about
Cashlane picking up All The Rage.

CAROLINE
That's not all they ran.

INSERT SHOT OF NEWSPAPER

The page it's been opened to carries the gossip column The
Full Nelson. Next to Nelson Niplinger's photo is the headline
Hollywood Hot Shot Heats Things Up. Photos of Jake, Caroline
and Marty appear underneath.

BACK TO SCENE

Jake picks up the paper and skims the column.

JAKE
That wormy little snake. He promised
to keep this out of the paper.

CAROLINE
Obviously, some people's word cannot
be taken as gospel.

Jake looks from the paper to Caroline as she paces again.

JAKE
I suppose turning the other cheek
is out of the question, Sister?

CAROLINE
This isn't the time for jokes, you
poor, simple heathen. Millions of
people turn to me for guidance.
What are they to believe?

JAKE
They'll believe anything you tell
them. And they won't believe anything
you don't.

CAROLINE
That paper says you and I are lovers.

JAKE
We are, but they don't need to know.
It's just not important.

Caroline is slightly disappointed.
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CAROLINE
Isn't it, Jake? Maybe we should
just go away together. Get out of
this town for a while. Be together
and see what happens.

JAKE
I suppose that's one way to handle it.

CAROLINE
Can you think of a better way?

Jake goes to her and embraces her.

JAKE
You could go on the radio tomorrow
morning and spread the gospel, like
you always do. If you don't acknowledge
this trash, it will just burn up.
It's not real unless you say it is.

Caroline considers it.

CAROLINE
I suppose it's worth a try.

JAKE
Sure it is.

CAROLINE
I'm so weak. Why am I so weak?

JAKE
You're the strongest person I know.

CAROLINE
I can't help myself. I hear my
calling, but I'm seduced by flames
of hell that boil in my blood.

She kisses him hard.

CAROLINE (CONT'D)
How can anything that feels so right
be so wrong?

She kisses him again, harder. He leads her toward the bedroom
without saying another word.

INT. HOLLYWOOD ARMS HOTEL, LOBBY - SUNDAY MORNING

Dressed for church, Fern comes down the main stairs to find
the lobby filled.
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Residents sit in rows on folding chairs, expectantly watching
Kitty fiddle with the dials of a massive console radio. Violet
comes down the stairs behind Fern.

VIOLET
Why, don't you look pretty.

FERN
I thought I'd find a nearby church.

VIOLET
Don't be silly. Nobody goes to church
anymore. The radio brings it to us.
Come sit with us. Sister Hanrahan
will be on soon.

Buddy hurries down the stairs. He brushes past the two women.

BUDDY
Can't be late for Sister Caroline.

He takes a seat, nodding politely to Kitty, who smiles back.
The radio finally picks up the station she's searching for.

VIOLET
Come on.

FERN
All right.

They sit as the voice of Loquacious Bob fills the room.

BOB (O.S.)
... and again, I bid welcome to all
True Believers.

INT. CHURCH - SUNDAY MORNING

Even though a former theater has been converted for use as a
house of worship to accommodate the huge CONGREGATION packed
into the seats, the facility is not nearly big enough to
handle the standing room only crowd. All of the demonstrators
who support Bob's boycott are among those seated.

Behind a large radio microphone bearing the call letters
KWRD, Loquacious Bob himself occupies a podium at the center
of the stage. Above the stage, a banner proclaims:

CHURCH OF ANGELS - FIRST RADIO MINISTRY 
The Reverend Sister CAROLINE HANRAHAN - Pastor
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BOB
And we move forward... ever
forward... in our battle against
those misguided souls who seek our
corruption.

Nelson Niplinger watches from the doorway in the rear. He
mutters to himself...

NELSON
Woe be unto them, bub.

A stocky little working man, who looks just like what he
will later turn out to be, a CABBIE, jostles into Nelson.

CABBIE
Sorry, mister.

NELSON
Kinda crowded, isn't it?

CABBIE
It's worth it. You'll see.

BOB
And now, it's my extreme pleasure
to bring you the Word as you've
been waiting to hear it, my Brothers
and my Sisters. The Gospel...
according to Sister Caroline!

CONGREGATION
Hallelujah! Praise the Lord!

Dressed in long, clinging robes of purest white, Caroline
enters from the wings.

NELSON
Oh, this is priceless.

She takes her place behind the microphone, clearly nervous.

CABBIE
Ain't she swell?

NELSON
Sure, pal. Sure thing. She's as
swell as swell can be.

Caroline looks out over her congregation, seemingly unsure
of where to begin. She closes her eyes and gathers herself.
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CAROLINE
For everything, there is a season
and a time for every purpose under
heaven.

CONGREGATION
Praise God.

INT. HOLLYWOOD ARMS HOTEL, LOBBY - SUNDAY MORNING

Fern watches her fellow hotel residents as they nod and smile.

BUDDY
You tell 'em, Sister!

INT. CHURCH - SUNDAY MORNING

Caroline continues...

CAROLINE
Ten years ago, we found our nation
and our very world trapped in a war
to end all wars. And yet, with the
help of our merciful Lord, we have
prevailed. Today, there is peace
throughout the land.

CONGREGATION
Hallelujah.

CAROLINE
But all is not well. Sadly, we remain
at war to this very day, my True
Believers. Oh yes, we do.

Niplinger and the cabbie exchange a confused glance.

CAROLINE (CONT'D)
We are at war with those who seek
to confuse us with fabrications and
fallacies. Those who seek to
influence our minds toward evil
purposes only they can know in their
blackest hearts.

CONGREGATION
No!

CAROLINE
Yes. But we will not be swayed.

Caught up in the power of her charisma, the congregation
grows ever more enthusiastic with their responses.
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CONGREGATION
Hallelujah.

CAROLINE
We have the Word to guide us.

CONGREGATION
Hallelujah!

INT. JAKE'S HOUSE, STUDY - MORNING

Jake sits at his desk. His mind has drifted from the work
spread before him as he listens to the radio. He shakes his
head in complete disbelief.

JAKE
You tell 'em, Sister.

INT. CHURCH - MORNING

Caroline continues...

CAROLINE
Evil never rests, but we are
vigilant.

CONGREGATION
Praise the Lord.

INT. WEBSTER'S OFFICE - MORNING

Even though it's Sunday, Webster and Preston work in a room
designed to showcase power. Casually attired, they take time
from their other concerns to listen to Caroline's broadcast.

PRESTON
She's good. Very good.

JULIUS
We paid her associate enough. She'd
better be the best.

CAROLINE (O.S.)
We will remain pure of heart, for
our faith and trust resides in the
Lord...

INT. CHURCH - MORNING

Caroline continues...

CAROLINE
... and our Lord will never fail us.
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CONGREGATION
Hallelujah.

CAROLINE
We will rise above, and bid our
enemies to join with us on the path
to glory!

CONGREGATION
Glory!

CAROLINE
I believe.

INT. JAKE'S HOUSE, STUDY - MORNING

The room is empty. A closing door BANGS shut.

CONGREGATION (O.S.)
I believe!

CAROLINE (O.S.)
Hallelujah!

INT. CHURCH - MORNING

The congregation in a frenzy...

CONGREGATION
Hallelujah!

CAROLINE
Amen!

INT. HOLLYWOOD ARMS HOTEL, LOBBY - MORNING

Fern watches the enthusiasm and awe of her neighbors.

CONGREGATION (O.S.)
Hallelujah! Amen!

RESIDENTS
Amen!

CAROLINE (O.S.)
May the peace of our loving God go
with you always.

INT. CHURCH - MORNING

Nelson shakes his head, smiles.

NELSON
Neatly done, Sister.
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CONGREGATION
Hallelujah.

He turns to go, tips his hat to the excited cabbie.

EXT. DOWNTOWN L.A. ROOFTOP - MONDAY, LATE MORNING

Jake and his cameraman set up at the corner of a flat business
building roof overlooking the city. In the middle of the
roof, a false two-story building... nothing more than windows
and a ledge. Mattresses surround the edge of the set to catch
anyone who might fall from the fake ledge.

Sam leads his parents, Moyshe and Sadie, onto the roof. The
pair looks as if they've hardly aged a day in sixteen years.

MOYSHE
What are you, meshugena? Are you
trying to kill your mother?

SADIE
It's all right, Moyshe. I won't
fall and break. I've seen heights
before.

SAM
It's perfectly safe, Poppa. Just
stay clear of the edge. There's
Jake.

MOYSHE
Oy!

Jake bends to Kiss Sadie's cheek.

JAKE
Hello, Mrs. Levine. You won't by
chance be making pot roast while
you're visiting?

SADIE
I could be convinced by such a
handsome young mensch.

MOYSHE
A rascal.

JAKE
Good to see you, too, Mr. Levine.
That's why I direct movies. Only
rascals can direct. It says so in
the rules.
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MOYSHE
Oy!

SAM
I told them it would be all right
if they came and watched.

He adds confidentially...

SAM (CONT'D)
Annie needed the break.

Jake nods. Trademark straw hat set at a jaunty angle, Buddy
leads Fern out on the roof. She wears an ankle-length nightie.

BUDDY
Here we are, one and all, ready to
fight the good fight!

SADIE
I know that face. That's Buddy
Puckett!

JAKE
Pickett.

SADIE
That's what I said. Puckett. And
such a pretty girl I never saw...
wearing such a nothing!

BUDDY
Sammy, have you been holding out on
me? Who is this gorgeous creature?

SAM
Buddy Pickett, may I present my
mother and my father.

Buddy bows graciously.

BUDDY
Is this your mother? I don't think
so. I will allow maybe your younger
sister. Perhaps your daughter...
but hardly your mother.

Sadie GIGGLES.

JAKE
And this is our star in the making,
Fern Taylor.
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SADIE
They should buy you a pretty dress
instead of making you wear such a
shmata.

JAKE
It's a nighttime scene. Fern will
be sleepwalking.

FERN
Around the building?

JAKE
Around the ledge on the set. Don't
worry. If you fall, you'll land on
the soft mattresses. We'll just go
back and do it again. But don't fall.
We can't afford to waste any film.

FERN
I won't fall.

JAKE
Good girl. Places everybody.

Buddy and Fern climb into the fake building. Sam guides his
parents over to the side.

JAKE (CONT'D)
How's the light?

CAMERAMAN
The light's good.

JAKE
Crank steady now.

CAMERAMAN
I always crank steady.

JAKE
Are we ready?

FERN
Ready!

BUDDY
Never readier.

JAKE
This is a take, everybody. Action!

Fern climbs out onto the false ledge, her arms straight out,
her eyes almost closed. She takes a few steps down the ledge.
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Buddy pokes his head out a window. Does a bit with his hat
as he sees Fern. He clambers out on the ledge after her.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Cut! Cut!

BUDDY
What was wrong with that?

JAKE
Something's missing.

He walks over to the set and looks at Fern.

JAKE (CONT'D)
You don't have to be so stiff. Have
some fun with this. Pretend like you're
dancing, or running, or twirling in
your sleep. You can hang out over the
ledge if you want. Make Buddy worry
about you. Know what I mean?

FERN
I think so.

JAKE
Good. Let's not waste any more film.
Places everyone.

Jake walks back to the camera.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Crank steady.

CAMERAMAN
I always crank steady.

JAKE
Okay, Buddy Boy. Make me laugh.
Action!

Fern repeats the sleepwalk, this time with more flair. She
wobbles and teeters, giving Buddy more than ample material
to work with. He lunges and grabs at her. Misses, hangs on
the edge of the fake building. As Fern dances over his hands,
Buddy struggles to pull himself back to safety.

MOYSHE
Such meshugas!

Jake sidles over to Sam.

SAM
She's wonderful.
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JAKE
A natural. She comes on like a dream.

SAM
Peaches and cream. The audience is
going to eat her up. If I were you,
I'd grab her fast.

JAKE
Good thing you're not me.

SAM
Schmuck.

JAKE
Romantic fool.

Fern continues to tantalize Buddy on the ledge. He finally
pulls himself to safety only to fall through an open window.
An immense FEMALE EXTRA with her hair in curlers chases him
back out onto the ledge, beats him with an umbrella.

MOYSHE
Oy!

SADIE
That poor man.

SAM
It's funny, no?

SADIE
It's funny, yes.

SAM
I told you so.

MOYSHE
This is a living for a grown man?

SAM
A pretty good living, actually,
Poppa.

MOYSHE
Oy!

Fern wobbles and twirls, lingers just out of Buddy's reach.
He makes a final desperate lunge for her just as she yawns
and sleepwalks back into her window, unharmed.

Buddy skitters off the side of the building again. Catches
his toes at the edge to hold on. He misses and hurtles face-
first into the mattresses below... WHAM!
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JAKE
Did you get that?

CAMERAMAN
I got it.

JAKE
Cut! Cut! Beautiful.

BUDDY
I still think you're trying to
kill me.

JAKE
We'll hang you back up by your toes
and finish your swing from a different
angle. Then we'll wrap and head back
to the studio to shoot the interiors.

BUDDY
Will I be out in time for golf? I
promised Babe I'd meet him at four.

JAKE
I'll have you finished in plenty of
time to take Mr. Hardy's money,
Buddy Boy. Just focus on your work.

BUDDY
I always focus.

FERN
Was I all right?

JAKE
You were brilliant. You're hired. I
want to sign you for life.

FERN
Really?

SAM
He never kids about signing someone
for life.

JAKE
Can you finish up with Buddy? I want
to take her somewhere we can talk.

SAM
You want me to direct?



94.

JAKE
No, but I'm willing to make the
sacrifice. Besides, it will impress
your parents.

He needles the cameraman.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Will you remember to crank steady?

CAMERAMAN
I always crank steady.

Jake leads Fern off the roof.

JAKE
Come on. I want to show you
something.

SADIE
I forgot to invite him to dinner.

SAM
Don't worry, Momma. He'll be there.
We'll do it Wednesday. He never
turns down a home-cooked meal.

INT. BRILL BUILDING SODA SHOP - DAY

Tucked into the basement of the Downtown landmark office
building, a quaint ice cream parlor. Jake leads Fern in,
she's now in stylish street attire. They stop at the counter
where MR. FOSSELMAN dries freshly washed glasses.

FERN
What is this place?

JAKE
My home away from home. I come here
when I need to get away. They make
the best shpritzers I've ever had.
Howdy, Mr. Fosselman.

FOSSELMAN
Think you can manage to find a seat?

JAKE
What are you, a comedian?

FOSSELMAN
If it pays better than this, sure.

JAKE
Don't quit your day job. Two usuals.
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FOSSELMAN
Big spender.

Jake guides Fern to a corner table.

JAKE
Are you having fun in Hollywood?

FERN
Oh, yes! Loads of fun. It's better
than anything I ever imagined.

JAKE
Still planning to stick around?

FERN
With the right persuasion.

JAKE
Think what the folks back home will
say when they see you on the screen.

FERN
They won't believe it.

JAKE
The question is: Do you believe in it?

Fosselman brings over two tall ice cream sodas.

FOSSELMAN
Enjoy.

FERN
Thank you.

She takes a sip.

FERN (CONT'D)
This is better than anything I ever
drank in Little Rock.

FOSSELMAN
Of course it is.

He smiles and leaves the couple to their conversation. Fern
takes a long, pensive sip of her soda.

JAKE
What are you thinking?

FERN
I wonder if it's all worth it.
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JAKE
You mentioned things were hard back
in Arkansas, right?

FERN
That's right.

JAKE
Hard for you and for everybody else?

FERN
Yes.

JAKE
Well, sister, I've seen enough of
that hard life myself... enough to
fill me up to here. But I can do
something about it. I make movies
that make people laugh. You see,
when they're laughing, they forget
about all their troubles. And when
the show is over, somehow the world
doesn't seem quite so bad anymore.

FERN
It sounds like a big responsibility.

JAKE
Making people laugh is serious
business. Making people cry isn't
for the timid. But when you do it
right... when you hold their feelings
in the palm of your hand... even
Lindbergh himself can't fly as high.
I can't think of a better legacy
than that.

They sit quietly together, sip their sodas. Fern smiles.
Jake shares the smile.

JAKE (CONT'D)
I love the movies.

Fern understands he's talking about more than just the movies.

FERN
Me, too.

EXT. CASHLANE STUDIO LOT - AFTERNOON

Jake and Fern get off a Red Car. Find themselves right in
the middle of Loquacious Bob's on-going protest.
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DEMONSTRATORS
Heathens! Sinners! Repent!

Bob waves the newspaper at Jake.

BOB
How dare you sully the reputation
of the purest soul in this corrupt
city?

JAKE
Take it up with the reporter, bub.
He wrote that garbage. Not me.

BOB
So, you deny it?

JAKE
Ask your boss, pallie. I've got
nothing to say.

Jake hurries Fern through the gates.

FERN
What's that all about?

JAKE
Nothing that has anything to do
with you, Miss Movie Star. Let's
get you on the set.

Midge stands in front of the lot's office building.

MIDGE
There you are. Mr. Irwin is calling.
He wants to speak to you right away.

JAKE
Tell him I'll call him back.

MIDGE
He called a half hour ago and
said he'd hold. I can't get him
off the line.

Jake sends Fern on her way.

JAKE
Go get ready.

He heads into the office.

INT. CASHLANE STUDIOS, OFFICE - AFTERNOON

Jake picks up his desk phone in the office he shares with Sam.
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JAKE
Preston... how are you?

INTERCUT BETWEEN JAKE AND PRESTON

INT. MONUMENTAL PICTURES, OFFICE - AFTERNOON

Preston looks worried.

PRESTON
What the hell do you think you're
doing?

JAKE
Shooting a Buddy Pickett short. Why?

PRESTON
Webster's furious.

JAKE
Who cares?

PRESTON
I care... and you'd better.

JAKE
I have a set to get to, pallie.

PRESTON
You'd better get over here and talk
to him, Jake. I mean it. I can't
help you if you don't help yourself.

JAKE
I've got movies to make. Today, a
short. Tomorrow, who knows?

CASHLANE STUDIOS, OFFICE

Jake hangs up the phone, musing.

JAKE (CONT'D)
The plot thickens. Moo ha ha!

He LAUGHS at his own little joke and leaves the office.

EXT. SAM'S HOUSE - EVENING

Jake walks briskly up to the front door. Carries a bouquet
of flowers and box of candy. RINGS the doorbell. Sam answers.
Sam looks at the flowers and candy.

SAM
For me? How thoughtful.
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JAKE
Well, I do love you, you big lug.

He whispers harshly in Sam's ear...

JAKE (CONT'D)
You did this on purpose, didn't you?
You know I never miss our premiers.

SAM
There's a first time for everything.

INT. SAM'S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Jake comes in and takes a deep whiff.

JAKE
Pot roast!

Sam SHUSHES him quickly.

SAM
Annie wanted to make dinner. She's
very upset.

JAKE
Not to worry.

Annie comes in from the kitchen. She looks haggard.

ANNIE
Is that my Jake?

Jake offers her the box of candy. She smiles with relief.

ANNIE (CONT'D)
My knight in shining armor.

SAM
Hey!

JAKE
Eighty-six that noise, bub. You're
off the hook here.

Moyshe comes in from the back.

MOYSHE
Oh. It's you.

JAKE
Good evening, Mr. Levine.
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MOYSHE
What's so good about it? It's hot
and it's dry... bad for my bones.

JAKE
Nice to see you, too.

SAM'S HOUSE, KITCHEN

Jake finds Sadie fussing over the stove. He holds out the
bouquet.

JAKE
I thought this might cheer things up.

SADIE
Jakelah. I made you pot roast.

JAKE
I can smell. I can almost taste.

SADIE
That shiksa tried to shoo me away,
but I knew you needed a good meal.

JAKE
Be nice to Annie, Mrs. Levine. She's
an angel.

Sadie grabs Jake's cheek.

SADIE
Nobody feeds you. My boy, too. You're
both wasting away to nothing. Come.
Sit. Eat.

JAKE
Deal me in.

SAM'S HOUSE, DINING ROOM

Around the dinner table. Jake eats enthusiastically. Sadie
beams. Annie scowls.

JAKE
This is so good.

Annie glares at him. He shakes his head "It's Terrible,"
then smiles at Sadie and shovels in another mouthful. Moyshe
puts his utensils down, folds his hands and looks at Sam.

MOYSHE
So, nu?
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SAM
Huh?

MOYSHE
What exactly are you doing? I'm
here three days. I've seen a little
house and a little car... but no
children, no future.

SAM
Take it easy, Poppa.

MOYSHE
What did I say? I only meant if you
had a decent job...

JAKE
We work very hard.

MOYSHE
I was talking to my son. If he only
listened to me instead of...

SAM
We're doing all right, Poppa. You
can't rush things.

MOYSHE
What rush? I should only live so
long to see my grandson bar mitzvahed
is all I want.

SAM
You'll be around long enough for that.

MOYSHE
Not if you keep following the
nonsense of this scalawag.

JAKE
See? I told you he never liked me.

SAM
He likes you.

MOYSHE
No, I don't. He's always getting
you into trouble. One day, I won't
be around to get you out.

ANNIE
We're not in any trouble.
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SADIE
The shiksa speaks.

SAM
Momma!

MOYSHE
Well, it's true.

SAM
Poppa, don't!

CRYING, Annie gets up from the table and runs out.

SAM (CONT'D)
Honey Bee!

The bedroom door SLAMS behind her.

SAM (CONT'D)
Now look what you've done.

MOYSHE
I was only saying...

Jake SLAMS his fork down decisively.

JAKE
That's enough, old man.

Moyshe, stunned and angry...

MOYSHE
Don't you dare speak to your elders
that way, you little...

JAKE
Sam is not a boy anymore, Mr. Levine,
and neither am I. You can't talk to
a man in his own house the way you're
speaking now.

He pauses... he gets an idea.

JAKE (CONT'D)
There's something you should see.

Abruptly, he pulls Moyshe to his feet. He looks at Sadie.

JAKE (CONT'D)
You, too, Mrs. Levine. You've been
like a second mother to me... and
you should see what your son has
done. You should see how proud you
should be.
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To Sam...

JAKE (CONT'D)
Come on. You're driving.

SAM
But Annie...

JAKE
She'll be fine 'til we get back.
Everybody move. Now!

Unable to argue or resist, Moyshe and Sadie follow him out.

EXT. DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES, BROADWAY THEATER - NIGHT

Jake sits next to Sam as his parents sulk in back. He pulls
across from the same theater they visited just one week
earlier. Cars still clog the street. But this time, no line
at the box office.

The marquee screams the triumphant second week of The Dueling
Cavalier, held over by popular demand, plus the just added
Greatness, the new Buddy Pickett short.

INT. SAM'S CAR - NIGHT

Jake, stunned...

JAKE
I don't get it. Where is everybody?

MOYSHE
This is what you wanted me to see?
An empty movie theater?

SADIE
Look at all the cars, Moyshe.

MOYSHE
They're not here to see our show,
that's for sure.

JAKE
What's going on?

EXT. BROADWAY THEATER

Jake gets out of the car. Looks down the block at the State...
deserted. Further down the street, the Los Angeles. The line
stretches around the block and back again. The marquee reads:
Jolson Speaks! The Warner Brothers Proudly Present The Jazz
Singer. And underneath: Sound by Vitaphone.

Jake looks at Sam, his eyes wide, the panic obvious.
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JAKE
Wait here.

Jake dashes across the street. The theater manager comes
out.

JAKE (CONT'D)
How's business?

THEATER MANAGER
Are you kidding? I can't give away
tickets.

Jake's face goes white. He staggers backwards.

THEATER MANAGER (CONT'D)
Are you coming in?

Jake shakes his head "No" and stumbles back toward the car.

SAM
What's going on?

Jake looks at Sam, then back at the Los Angeles Theater,
then at Sam again.

JAKE
I've got to think. See you tomorrow.

He nods hastily at Sam's parents as he walks way.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Sorry about the inconvenience.

MOYSHE
Where's he going?

SAM
I don't know.

MOYSHE
I told you he was a troublemaker.
Ever since you were a boy, he's
been a troublemaker.

SAM
You don't know what you're talking
about, Poppa.

MOYSHE
He's going to ruin you.

SAM
He's my best friend.
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MOYSHE
Some best friend.

FLASHBACK - OCTOBER, 1911 

INT. NICKELODEON, NEW YORK, OCTOBER, 1911 - EVENING

Jake and Sam dash into the arcade. Look around at the variety
of crank machines on which they can watch flickers.

YOUNG JAKE
Cowboys.

YOUNG SAM
Yeah!

They spot an empty machine near the curtained entrance to
the projection theater behind the arcade. They race toward
it, then Jake stops suddenly. Spots his FATHER escorting a
YOUNG WOMAN toward the curtain.

YOUNG SAM (CONT'D)
What's the matter?

Jake points. 

YOUNG JAKE
It's Poppa. 

Jake's father turns and sees his son. He whispers something
into his companion's ear and walks quickly over to his boy.

FATHER
You saw nothing.

YOUNG JAKE
No, Poppa.

FATHER
I'm not here.

YOUNG JAKE
No, Poppa.

FATHER
You would kill your mother if you
told her.

Jake nods, miserable. His father turns to Sam.

FATHER (CONT'D)
Not a word to anyone. Understand?

Sam doesn't know what to say. Jake's father gives his own
son a SMACK on the head. Knocks the boy across the room.
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The nickels fly out of Jake's hand, PING across the floor as
they roll away. Sam, stunned.

FATHER (CONT'D)
Not a word, understand? 

Sam nods dumbly. Jake's father leads his companion through
the curtain as if nothing happened. She LAUGHS as if amused,
but is obviously fearful of receiving the same treatment.

Jake almost in tears as Moyshe and Sadie come in. Sam's father
sees his son's companion on the floor.

MOYSHE
You see? These two nebbishes run
away and now look at them.

He glances at Jake, then glares at Sam. 

MOYSHE (CONT'D)
What's the matter with him?

YOUNG SAM
He... lost our money.

MOYSHE
I told you he's no good. You're
coming home now.

YOUNG SAM
But, Poppa... 

MOYSHE
No argument. Come home now.

Fighting to hold back his tears, Jake watches Sam reluctantly
follow his father out.

Jake spots a penny on the floor. He picks it up. Finds an
empty machine. Puts the penny in. Begins to crank. Brightly
lit picture cards flicker in the viewer. His tears dry, his
eyes go dull. Mesmerized by the moving images, the ugliness
of his world is, for the moment, forgotten.

BACK TO 1927 

EXT. MONUMENTAL PICTURES LOT - MORNING

Ragged from walking all night, Jake arrives at the front
gate of Webster's studio. Unlike Cashlane, Monumental has a
big, sprawling lot. Certain his whole world rides on this
visit, Jake nervously approaches the front gate. A retired
cop-type FRONT GATE GUARD occupies the check-in station.
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FRONT GATE GUARD
Can I help you, my good man?

JAKE
I'm here to see Julius Webster.

The guard looks at his appointment sheet.

FRONT GATE GUARD
Mr. Cash, is it?

Jake wasn't expecting this.

JAKE
Why, sure.

FRONT GATE GUARD
Thought so. I love those Fleagle
pictures you make.

JAKE
Thank you.

FRONT GATE GUARD
Mr. Webster's expecting you. You
know the way?

JAKE
I've been here before.

FRONT GATE GUARD
Hasn't everybody? Go right in.

INT. WEBSTER'S OFFICE - MORNING

Jake KNOCKS, enters. Julius at his desk, a pile of papers in
front of him. Ted and Lou sit together on a plush sofa.

JAKE
Your secretary said I should just
come in.

He nods to Lou and Ted.

JAKE (CONT'D)
What's up, boys?

LOU
Hello, Jake.

TED
Jake.
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JULIUS
This Jazz Singer changes everything,
you know. It's going to cost me a
fortune to put in sound equipment.
Not to mention all the versions
we'll have to make if we want to
send our pictures overseas.

JAKE
I know. That's why I came over.

Julius holds up his hand, stops Jake from talking further.

JULIUS
You want to know the reason I didn't
have you stopped at the front gate,
you pischer?

Jake realizes his worst fears are about to come true.

JAKE
Sure.

JULIUS
With all your talent and all your
moxie, you forgot who built this
business. You forgot who made it
possible for you to buy your fancy-
shmancy car and your hoity-toity
house. You miserable young punk.

JAKE
I don't even have a car.

JULIUS
But you could. And you should. You're
so arrogant. You make twenty minutes
of film a week and you think the
world owes you for it.

Julius is on his feet, unaware of just how angry he is.

JULIUS (CONT'D)
I built this business. Side by side
with real men... men who dared to
take a chance when nobody knew what
this industry was about. We took on
Edison himself and we won. Now,
goniffs like you get rich on my
leavings. And still you think I owe
you more.

TED
Maybe we'd better see ourselves out.
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JULIUS
You schmucks stay right where you
are. I want you to see this.

Julius picks up the newspaper. It's open to The Full Nelson.

JULIUS (CONT'D)
You were trying to steal my
property... even after I offered to
make you mine partner! All The Rage
belongs to ME!

JAKE
You didn't own the rights. I'm not
going to make shorts forever.

JULIUS
You make what I tell you to make...
and that's funny little movies.

LOU
You bought All The Rage? That's a
wonderful book.

TED
Why didn't you tell us sooner?

JAKE
I was going to call you when I closed
the deal.

JULIUS
Do you really think I'd allow you to
come right into my own house and steal
the bread out of my children's mouths?

Julius SLAMS the paper on the desk and sits down hard. He
picks up the phone and buzzes his SECRETARY.

JULIUS (CONT'D)
Send them in now.

SECRETARY (O.S.)
Yes, Mr. Webster.

Julius SLAMS down the receiver.

JULIUS
The reason I didn't have you stopped
at the gate is because I wanted the
pleasure of seeing you thrown out
personally.
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Two burly SECURITY GUARDS enter the office. They look
distinctly unfriendly.

JULIUS (CONT'D)
You can either walk away on your
own two feet like a mensch or be
dragged out. Either way, you're
finished in this business.

JAKE
I'll make movies with or without you.

JULIUS
Tell me how you're going to do that
when I bought your loan from your
financiers not ten minutes ago.

Jake's jaw drops. He stares at Lou and Ted.

JAKE
You didn't.

They nod, ashamed. The security guards cut Jake off before
he can move toward Julius.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Take it easy, you big palookas.

JULIUS
I own your marker and I'm calling
it in. Either you pay me every penny
by close of business today or I'm
taking over your lot.

JAKE
You can't do that.

The security guards grab him from either side.

JULIUS
I can do what I decide. I made this
business. You pay or you're out.

JAKE
You know that's not possible.

JULIUS
Perfect. I need the space for the
recording facilities I'm going to
need now that everybody's making
talkies. Now get out.

The security guards herd Jake toward the door.
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JULIUS (CONT'D)
Get these Putz Brothers out of here,
too. I never want to see either of
their faces again.

Lou and Ted don't wait. They're already through the door as
Jake turns defiantly to fire a parting shot at Julius. Focused
on the papers on his desk, Webster no longer even recognizes
Jake's presence. Before Jake has a chance to speak, the guards
pull him roughly and abruptly through the door.

JAKE
Hey... watch the material, you mugs!

The door closes softly. Julius looks up, his eyes cold. Smiles
a tight little smile, then shrugs and goes back to work.

EXT. CASHLANE STUDIO LOT - DAY

Jake storms down the street. Loquacious Bob and his
demonstrators in full protest mode. Two policemen watch,
bored. Nelson Niplinger hangs around by the front gate.

BOB
There he is, True Believers. There's
the foul sinner who corrupts the
souls of...

JAKE
Oh, go to hell.

He shoves Bob hard, pushing the preacher off his feet.

NELSON
Rough meeting at Monumental?

Jake turns to Nelson, seething.

JAKE
I don't care about that, Niplinger.
I told you not to print any trash
about Caroline in the paper.

He SOCKS Nelson in the jaw, WHAM. Floors him.

BOB
Then... it's true!

JAKE
Yessiree, bub, it is. Your perfect
angel has been consorting with the
devil himself.

He looms over Nelson.
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JAKE (CONT'D)
You still want to know how my meeting
went?

Without waiting for an answer, he KICKS Nelson in the gut,
OOF! The police lunge toward Jake. Nelson holds up his hand...
stop.

NELSON
No... don't... it's a better story
this way.

Astonished, the demonstrators freeze in place. Jake mocks
them.

JAKE
It's over. You can all go home now.
This studio no longer exists.

Dumbstruck, the demonstrators look at each other. Jake glances
at the police.

JAKE (CONT'D)
You going to take me in?

The policemen look at Nelson. He shakes his head "No." They
turn to Jake and nod "It's okay."

BOB
We must find our Sister and seek
out the truth!

The demonstrators shrug and disperse. Jake walks through the
gate without another word.

BOB (CONT'D)
Victory belongs to the righteous!

FIRST POLICEMAN
Oh, shut up.

INT. CASHLANE STUDIOS, OFFICE - DAY

Gloomy, Jake walks in. Midge and Marty wait with Sam. The
trio looks like they're about to burst into a celebration.

JAKE
What's the deal?

SAM
Marty has good news.

MARTY
I've decided to accept your offer.
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JAKE
You don't want to make your picture
with us.

MARTY
Sure I do.

SAM
Sure he does. What's the matter,
Jake? This is it. It's our big break.

MIDGE
It's everything you've worked for.

JAKE
No. It's not. We're not going to
make All The Rage.

SAM
Why not?

MARTY
Why not?

JAKE
Because it's a great book and it
deserves to be made into a great
picture. But we can't do it.

MIDGE
Why not?

Jake stalls, unwilling to admit the terrible truth.

JAKE
Because we're not ready for sound.

SAM
We can get the equipment. We'll
make it part of the financing with
Ted and Lou.

Jake realizes he's been forced to admit defeat.

JAKE
There isn't any Ted and Lou. They
sold our loan to Monumental.

He smiles sadly at Marty.

JAKE (CONT'D)
There isn't any Cashlane Studios.
I'm sorry.

SAM
We could make a deal with Webster.
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JAKE
He offered us one. I turned it down.
It's over. We're through.

SAM
He... what?

JAKE
I didn't want to be a small fish in
a big pond. I wanted to be a big
fish... us to be big fish together.

MIDGE
I don't get it.

SAM
Me neither.

Jake goes over to Sam to console him. Sam shakes Jake off.

SAM (CONT'D)
You turned down a deal because...
why? Tell me why, Jake? Please...
tell me.

JAKE
They would never let us make a
feature.

SAM
They said that?

JAKE
They said that.

SAM
Never?

JAKE
Never. Monumental owns this studio
now and everybody who works for it
except you and me. We're finished.
We're out.

Sam holds his head with his hands as if it's going to burst.

SAM
This can't be happening. I can't
believe it... my father was right
about you all along!

Jake's eyes fill with pain. Sam rushes out past Midge.
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MIDGE
Where's he going? What's he going
to do?

Fern comes in. Smiles, ready to begin.

FERN
Sam sure seemed to be in a hurry.
So, what's on the schedule for today?

JAKE
Go home.

FERN
I just got here.

JAKE
And now you're just going. We're
finished here.

FERN
What's the matter?

JAKE
Nothing's the matter for you, Miss
Movie Star. You'll be just fine.

Jake looks at Midge.

JAKE (CONT'D)
I've got to get out of here.

Jake leaves before Midge or Fern can say another word.

FERN
Did I say something wrong?

MIDGE
Not really, honey.

FERN
I don't understand. I thought there
might really be something between us.

Fern doesn't wait for Midge to explain. She rushes out.

MIDGE
Oh, honey. You've got a lot to learn
about the way things work in this town.

EXT. CASHLANE STUDIO LOT - DAY

Fern frantically searches for Jake. Buddy parks his car
nearby.
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BUDDY
What's all the hubbub?

FERN
I've got to find Jake.

BUDDY
He just hopped the Red Car out front.
What's the big deal?

FERN
Something terrible's happened.

BUDDY
Don't you worry your pretty head
about it. Since we obviously won't
be working today, how about another
flying lesson?

FERN
I really should find Jake.

BUDDY
If Jake wanted you to find him,
you'd find him.

Fern thinks this over briefly.

BUDDY (CONT'D)
Come on. It's a beautiful day and
you're all upset. Let's go have a
little fun.

FERN
I can't. Really.

BUDDY
You know, you're never going to be
a successful movie star if you let
every little thing rattle your cage.
Come on. Let Doctor Buddy fix your
boo-boo.

Fern looks at Buddy. With a reassuring smile, he holds the
car door open. Reluctantly, she gets in. Venom fills his
eyes as Buddy looks off to where he imagines Jake has gone.

BUDDY (CONT'D)
I'll show you who's a Buddy Boy.

INT. FAT LUCK LAUNDRY, OPIUM DEN - DAY

Mr. Kahn's face lights with a hungry smile as Buddy ushers
Fern in.
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KAHN
So, our pretty flower has returned.

BUDDY
She needs something to calm her nerves.

KAHN
I have just the thing.

He motions to the inner room. Fern suddenly very reluctant.

BUDDY
You know, I think that may be just
the thing.

Buddy hands Kahn money and goes in. Fern follows him.

INNER ROOM

Kahn takes a delicate glass vial and spoons powder into it
from a cup. He heats the vial over the flame of a lamp until
the heroin liquefies, then pours the contents into a glass
syringe. He screws the needle in place and offers it to Fern.

FERN
I hate needles.

BUDDY
Don't be such a 'fraidy cat. This
goofball is just what the doctor
ordered.

Buddy takes the needle. Injects himself.

BUDDY (CONT'D)
Now, that's what I call flying.

Buddy sinks down on a bed. Kahn refills the vial.

KAHN
Are you ready, pretty flower?

FERN
I don't think this is for me.

Kahn fills the syringe. He smiles menacingly.

KAHN
New experiences can be a little
frightening at first. But once we
try them, things get much better.

FERN
Thank you, no. I've got to go.
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Kahn pulls the silk cord on a bell over the door, DING.

KAHN
Please stay.

The muscular laundryman blocks the door behind Kahn.

KAHN (CONT'D)
Hold her.

FERN
No!

The laundryman catches Fern in his powerful hands. Kahn stabs
her hard with the syringe.

KAHN
It only stings for a minute.

Fern struggles desperately, then calms. Kahn waves the
laundryman away.

KAHN (CONT'D)
You can go back to work now.

The laundryman leaves. Kahn sets down the syringe and sits
beside Fern, toying with her dress.

KAHN (CONT'D)
Now, let's see what the pretty flower
looks like without her petals.

He starts to undress her. She moans...

FERN
No. Please stop.

Buddy seems to be having a fit. Fern looks at him dully.

FERN (CONT'D)
What's wrong with Buddy?

KAHN
Maybe his mixture was too strong.

FERN
You... poisoned him?

KAHN
Don't be a half-wit. He's one of my
best customers.

Buddy seems to be in real trouble. Kahn seems unconcerned as
he unbuttons Fern's blouse.
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KAHN (CONT'D)
Or was.

Buddy goes limp as Kahn tries to pull Fern's blouse off.
Fern explodes with a surprising burst of fear and anger.

FERN
I said no!

She kicks Kahn between the legs before he has time to react,
WHAM. He doubles over. She rushes out.

EXT. STREET BEHIND FAT LUCK LAUNDRY - DAY

Barely able to hold herself up, Fern staggers into the street.
Flags down a taxi.

FERN
Oh please... please... taxi...

She stumbles into the cab.

INT. CAB

The cabbie... the stocky little man last seen bumping into
Nelson Niplinger in the Church of Angels... turns to get her
instructions.

CABBIE
Where to, lady? Say... are you okay?

FERN
Just go... please!

EXT. STREET BEHIND FAT LUCK LAUNDRY

The cab pulls away as the laundryman and Kahn rush out.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Jake sits in the Red Car, traffic stalled around him. Cars
HONK. The Red Car bell CLANGS. Nothing moves.

JAKE
What's the hold-up?

DRIVER
The line's dead.

JAKE
Swell. Just swell. How long 'til
you can get this crate moving again?
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DRIVER
Can't tell you, mister. Some daffy
bastard down the line probably cut
off a Red Car and didn't make it.

JAKE
Looks like I'm walking.

He gets up from his seat and exits the car.

EXT. JAKE'S HOUSE - DAY

Jake shuffles up the walk toward his house. He sees Caroline's
car parked right in front. She paces on his front doorstep.

JAKE
Swell. Just swell.

He calls to Caroline with false cheer.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Honey, I'm home.

Caroline rushes to him. Dressed like she expects to be taking
a long drive, she wears dark glasses and carries a massive
purse. Upset, can't help shrieking instead of talking...

CAROLINE
Where have you been?

JAKE
At a funeral. I was burying a studio.

CAROLINE
Loquacious Bob came to the station
with the fires of Hell burning in
his eyes. He accused me of such
terrible things... he knew!

JAKE
Everybody knows.

CAROLINE
I'm disgraced. Ruined. What am I to
do? Tell me, Jake. You're clever about
these things. Tell me what to do.

JAKE
You could start by calming down,
Sister.

Before she can agree or argue, a cab SCREECHES to a halt in
front of Caroline's car. The Cabbie leans out the window.
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CABBIE
Say, you ain't Jake Cash, are you?

In the back seat of the cab, Fern tries to sit up. She's so
wasted she doesn't know where she is.

FERN
Jake?

CABBIE
Do you know this little girl or
what, mister?

Horrified, Jake looks into the cab.

JAKE
Fern? What's the matter?

FERN
Jake...

Jake pulls the back door open. Gathers Fern in his arms.

CABBIE
She gave me directions. I didn't
think she knew where she was, but I
guess she did.

The cabbie gets out.

CABBIE (CONT'D)
You're going to be okay, little
girl.

CAROLINE
Jake... who is this creature?

Jake ignores Caroline. The cabbie, on the other hand, is
stunned.

JAKE
What's wrong, Fern?

CABBIE
It's... really you! Jeez,
Sister Caroline, this is
such an honor.

Caroline ignores the cabbie. Fern allows Jake to pull her
out of the cab.

CAROLINE
Jake, what are you doing? We don't
have time for this. We've got to leave.

JAKE
Leave? I'm not going anywhere.
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CAROLINE
We agreed... we'd go away together.
Be together... away from all of this.

JAKE
I'm not leaving, Sister.

CABBIE
Say, mister, I hate to bring this
up, but there's the matter of the
lady's fare. It's almost two bucks.

Caroline reaches into her bag. Pulls out her revolver.

CABBIE (CONT'D)
Whoa, now. Hold everything, Sister.
I could just forget about the tip...
and the fare.

CAROLINE
It's her, isn't it?

FERN
Jake? Is that you? I'm so... tired.

JAKE
Me, too, Fern. Hold on. It will be
aces soon enough.

He glares at Caroline.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Just put the gun down, Caroline.

CAROLINE
You can't throw me over for some
tramp.

JAKE
This isn't a contest. Now put that
away before somebody gets hurt.

Furious, Caroline fires in Fern's general direction, BANG!
She misses Hits the windshield of her own car, CRASH! Fern
collapses from the drugs. Hits the ground hard, THUD!

CABBIE
Holy Moses, she killed her!

JAKE
Nobody killed anybody.

Caroline drops the gun. She's completely lost it.
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CAROLINE
I'm going to burn in the pit forever.

JAKE
Nobody's going to burn. Just get
out of here, now. Find someplace
far away and lay low for a while.
Things will die down soon enough.

Caroline nods, relieved and grateful. Without hesitation,
she jumps into her car and takes off. Jake kneels next to
Fern. He tries to bring her out of her daze, but it's useless.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Fern. Come on, baby... wake up.

He turns to the cabbie, eyes begging.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Help me get her back into your cab.
We've got to get to the hospital fast.

CABBIE
I'm with you, brother.

EXT. HOSPITAL, EMERGENCY ENTRANCE - LATER

The cab pulls into the driveway and up to the emergency doors.
A NURSE comes out to stop the cab.

NURSE
If I've told you once, I've told
you drivers a thousand times, you
can't park here...

CABBIE
Lady, I got an emergency here.

Jake gets out and pulls Fern with him. The nurse sees Fern
and snaps into action.

NURSE
Okay, you come with me. We'll take
good care of her.

That doesn't let the cabbie off the hook.

NURSE (CONT'D)
And get this thing out of the
driveway.

Jake, Fern and the nurse disappear through the doors.
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CABBIE
Sure thing, lady... Hey! What about
my fare?

INT. HOSPITAL, EMERGENCY ADMITTING ROOM - DAY

The nurse motions to an ORDERLY.

NURSE
Get me a cart right now.

The orderly responds instantly. The nurse encourages Fern.

NURSE (CONT'D)
You're safe now. Stay with us.

The orderly brings the cart to the nurse. Fern collapses
onto it. The nurse leads the orderly. Jake follows.

NURSE (CONT'D)
This way! Get a wiggle on!

HOSPITAL, O.R. HALLWAY

The orderly steers the cart toward double doors at the end
of the corridor. The nurse blocks Jake.

NURSE
You can't be in there.

JAKE
But...

NURSE
Let us do our jobs. I'll be out
when there's something to tell you.

Jake looks like he's going to follow anyway.

NURSE (CONT'D)
Go sign her in, please. We need you
to do that.

JAKE
Okay. You win.

NURSE
I always do. I'll be back before
you know it.

She follows the cart through the doors. Jake turns to go
back to the admitting room. He turns and looks down the long
corridor in the other direction.
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HOSPITAL, SAM'S ROOM HALLWAY

Annie, Moyshe and Sadie cluster around a door at the other
end of the hall. A grim DOCTOR talks to them. Annie seems
very upset. Jake walks toward them. Annie looks up, sees him.

ANNIE
Oh, Jake, thank God you're here.

MOYSHE
Don't you dare use the name of the
Lord in vain.

JAKE
What's going on? Where's Sam?

Her eyes filled with dread, Annie looks toward the room.

JAKE (CONT'D)
What happened?

ANNIE
I don't know. The police called to
say he ran into a Red Car.

Jake's face goes pale.

JAKE
No.

He glances at the doctor.

JAKE (CONT'D)
He's going to be all right, isn't he?

The doctor doesn't say anything.

ANNIE
When can we see him?

DOCTOR
It would be better if you let us do
what we can for him.

JAKE
This is his wife, doctor. She's got
a right to see him.

The doctor shrugs. Jake stays. Annie steps toward the door.
Moyshe and Sadie follow.

ANNIE
Come on, Jake.
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JAKE
Maybe it's not such a good idea.

MOYSHE
He can't come. He's not family.

Annie turns, livid.

ANNIE
He's been more family to Sam than
you'll ever be, old man.

Shaken, Moyshe backs off. Annie takes Jake by the hand as
they go into the room.

HOSPITAL, SAM'S ROOM

Sam is buried in bandages and tubes. He's in bad shape.
Unprepared for the sight, Annie bursts into tears.

ANNIE
Sam... no! Sam.

She buries her face in Jake's shoulder.

ANNIE (CONT'D)
Tell me it's not true.

Jake guides her gently into a chair.

JAKE
Be strong, Annie. For Sam.

Annie nods, tries to pull herself together. Jake leaves her
and walks to the bed.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Oh, Sammy. What have I done? You've
got to pull through for me, pallie.
We've still got a lot of movies to
make.

Sam's eyes open. He looks at Jake, pain and disbelief in his
eyes. With great effort, he grabs Jake by the lapel. Pulls
himself up, their faces close together.

SAM
You can't keep hiding out in the
movies forever, Jake. Sooner or
later...

The effort is too much. He collapses back on the bed.

SADIE
My boy. My baby boy.
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The nurse comes in as Moyshe rails at Jake.

MOYSHE
Look at my son. I hope you're happy,
what you've done to him.

NURSE
Are you the man who brought
Miss Creighton in?

JAKE
Who?

NURSE
The overdose victim? There was a
bus ticket in her purse in the name
of Mary Alice Creighton.

Jake is about to shake his head "No" when he realizes Fern's
been using a fake name.

JAKE
Where is she?

NURSE
Let's talk outside.

JAKE
But...

NURSE
Not here. Outside.

Jake meekly follows the nurse into the hall. Enraged. Moyshe
screams at him...

MOYSHE
Look at what you've done to his
wife and his mother. This is all
your fault, you... you...

Moyshe's rage overwhelms his ability to choose an insult
substantial enough.

HOSPITAL, HALLWAY

Dazed, Jake walks down the hall next to the nurse.

JAKE
Is Fern... is Mary Alice... is she
going to be all right?

NURSE
Are you her family?
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JAKE
I might be... someday.

NURSE
I'm afraid there isn't going to be
a someday. Do you know where we can
get in touch with her next of kin?

Jake slumps against the wall.

NURSE (CONT'D)
Steady! We've got our hands full as
it is.

Jake nods his head. He pulls himself together.

JAKE
She said she was from Little Rock.

NURSE
We can try the operator there and
see if anyone knows her. Wait here,
please.

Jake nods as the nurse walks away. Before he has any time to
let things sink in, he hears Annie shriek...

ANNIE
No! Sam!

Jake sags back against the wall. In tears, Annie bursts into
the hall. She looks up to see Jake.

ANNIE (CONT'D)
Jake!

He looks at her, then down the hall toward Fern's room, then
back again. Their eyes connect. He can't take it. He suddenly
lurches down the hall and out through the E.R. doors.

ANNIE (CONT'D)
Jake. Wait... Jake!

Gone. Annie crumples, SOBS uncontrollably. The nurse comes
back, followed by MORE NURSES. They surround Annie, try to
comfort her. Crazed with grief, she's beyond their reach.

SUPER: OCTOBER, 1968

INT. REVIVAL MOVIE THEATER, OCTOBER 1968 - NIGHT

The end of the restored silent film comedy, Greatness, is on
the screen. The sparse audience responds appreciatively as
an organist accompanies the film.
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POV - FRONT OF HALL FACING OUT FROM SCREEN

An old man in a janitor's uniform sits in the back row of
the theater, his mouth wide as he watches the screen. His
name patch reads: Jake. From this angle, it's clear the
mysterious old man is Jake Cash... forty-one years later.

Tears stream down Jake's face while everyone else howls with
LAUGHTER. The projector's light flickers behind him.

CAROLINE (V.O.)
The glory of your vision will endure
the ages.

JAKE (V.O.)
When you do it right... when you
hold their feelings in the palm of
your hand... even Lindbergh himself
can't fly as high.

SAM (V.O.)
You can't keep hiding out in the
movies forever, Jake.

JULIUS (V.O.)
You make what I tell you to make...
and that's funny little movies.

FERN (V.O.)
I won't fall.

CAROLINE (V.O.)
The glory of your vision will endure
the ages.

The MUSIC ENDS. Jake's face freezes into a mixture of pain
and horror. His eyes close. He slumps quietly, finally at
peace. The lights come up. The audience files out. VOICES
seem muffled and far away.

ORGANIST
Looks like this one wants more.

USHER
Show's over, mister. Time to go
home... didn't you hear me, mister?
Time to go.

The usher's hand reaches to touch him.

USHER (CONT'D)
Guess I better wake him up.

The hand shakes Jake. He doesn't move.
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USHER (CONT'D)
Holy... ! Is he... ?

ORGANIST
I think so. Do you know who this
is... was?

FADE OUT:

THE END
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