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“THEY'RE TEARING DOWN TIM RILEY'S BAR®

» P?DE IN

INT. OFFICE SUITE - DAY - 1

A series of cubicles: semi-glassed walls, a Secretary at her
desk in front of each, At the far end is a Switchboard Opera-
tor, plugging and unplugging, announcing metallically,
*Pritkin's Plastic Products” over and over again as each call
comes 1in. Gamera pans down the line of secretarial desks
until wa're at & vantage point near the President's office.
Mr. Pritkin emerges ~ white-haired, paternal-looking, but
obviously an all-business dynamo. Pausing by his own secre-
tary's deak, he looks across at the secretary in front of an
cffice which reads, on ity door, "Randolph Lane - Director of
Sales.” The door to this coffice is open. Above it we see

" & clock, The time ts 3100, Miss Alcott, Lane's secretary,

looks tense and nervous - conscious of the time, conscious
of the President standing there, and espscially conscious of
the fact that he's aware of both the time and her boss'
abgencs,

FAVORING THE ADJIACENT OFFICE 2

On its door the legend: "Harvey Doane - Assiastant Sales
Director." Doane comes out - a windstorm in mod: Edwardian
Jacket, wide tie, carsfully nurtured sideburns - a walking
picture of the esager young man on his way up. He looks first
at the ¢lock, then at the open door to Lane's empty office,
finally &t Miss Alcott. Obviously aware of Pritkia's proxi-
rity, ho aske in & stage whisper:

DOANE
Randy not bagk yat?

CLOSE SHOT ~ PRITKIN 3
Listening with interest,

TWO S8HOT = DOANE AND MISS ALCOTT 4

MISS ALCOTT
(a forced smile)
He had,,.several meetings outside,

DOARE
{(transparent humor)
With several outside martinis?

CONTINUED
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4 CONTINUED

He gives Miss Alcott an extravaqant wink. At this point,
Pritkin walks into shot, joining them. ‘

: t
i i When's he due back, Misa Alcott?
; X have to talk to him sbout the
' Carstair order,
DOANE
{quickly)
o I'm right on tonp of that myself,
A RNt - Mz. Pritkin, I can give you any
T " information you necad, sir.
e ——
RITK

&= LRITK N>
g I thought Lane was handling that,

Miss Aloott opens her wmouth to speak, but Doane is swifter.

: DOANE
I've pratty much taken it over,

My. Pritkin. Got a full report

on my desk, Just give ma a minute,
sir, and I'1l]l get it.

He turnme, exiting hurriedly into hias office, Pritkin stands
looking down at Miss Alcott, who averts her eyes, busies her-
self, arranging her desk. In a softer tone, Pritkin asks:

~<garrkIn_ D

1h‘Whara ie he, Miss Alcott?

MISS ALCOTT
He...aah...hs mentioned some meet~
" ings outaide, Mr., Pritkin ~==
T T ———

I've no doubt. Most of his business
of “lates seems to ba ocutside,

{beat; turns away)
Tell him I want to see him when he
gete back.

N

@ MISS ALCOTT'S POINT OF VIEW

As Pritkin heads for his office., Doane comes out of his
office, & ahsaf of papers in his hand.

s

DOANZE
I've got the Carstair material
right hore, sirz.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED 5
= Copad> B
"zz:frinq it into my office,
NIRRT .
¢LOSEUP = MIBE ALCOTT ' | 6
MISS ALCOTT | '

My, Prithin =w-

TWO SHOT ~ PRITKIN AND DOANE 7

Pritkin turns at the door to his office., Doane fidgets,
impatient to get on with it, '

NI88 ALCOTT 8
' MISS ALCOTT
{(soft, nervous
voice)
Today is Mr. Lane’s twenty-fifth
anniversexy.

FULL GHOT - THE SCENE | - 9

p — Rk L
6

{s anniversary? The man's been
a widower for five years ~~-

MISS ALCOTT
Twenty-five years with the Company.

ITHY
'{ I wasn't aware of tgég.

MISS ALCOTT
Wall, I only broach it, sir, be-
cause =~ well, because maybe some-
one in tha firm took him to lunch
or somathing. Just a littls cels-
bration,...

Pritkin nods, but the nod conveys nothing. He goes into
his office, Doane trailing eagerly after him. Miss Alcott
troubledly watches the door close, sits gnawing her lip,
then rises abruptly, exiting into Lane's private office.

INT. LANE'S OFPICE - DAY 10

Closing the doox, Miss Alcott goes to the desk, picks up a
phone, dials & number, waits anxiouslys then, into phone:

CONTINUED
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MISS ALCOTT
Antoine? 1Im Mr. Lane there?z,,.
Did he have lunch there?...But ha's
not there now...Well, if he should
come in -=- would you tall him to
please get in touch with his office
right away?...Yes, this is his
secretary, Thank you.

- -

Shckcradzot the phone ~ then lets her eyes wandar cver Lane's
desk. ' '

THE DESK - MISS ALCOTT'S POINT OF VIEW 11

Camara roams the desk, holding firet a photograph of a
beautiful woman, obviously taken many years agoe...then a
doodled calendar with the day's date circled and starred, and
a soribbled notation which reads, "Quarter of a Century!!!",..

‘then, panning down, camera reveals finally, peeking forth

from the partially-open top desk drawer, a whiskey bottle,

BACK TO SCENE 12

As Miss Alcott slams the drawer shut, begins tidying up the
desk. She glances up, startled, as the door opans. Lane
stands there. Late 40's, a little balding, a suggestion of
& pot-belly, the eyes tired and set deep in a good face
that was once young and handsome. He's also had a few, and
this, toc, is noticeable. With & grim

LANE ‘
How do, madam, Could I interest
you in & line of plastics?

MISS ALCOTT
It's three o'clock.

Lane brings his wristwatch to within an inch of one aye,

focussing with difficulty on the dial,

LANE :
S0 it ie, Inexorable time in its
(moving to desk) .
But what the devil. This is &
- speaial day.

) MIBS ALCOTT
resd Know, ‘

LANE
{squints at her:
then)
On this day, twenty-five years ago,

CONTINUED
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LANE (Cont'd) _
having conquered Furope for General
' Eisenhover and President Truman,
‘ © - 1 doffed my khaki ~-- and I enlisted
. . in the cause of Pritkin's Plastic
G ‘ Products. Twenty-five years, Misas
: , Aleott, A quarter of a century!
T ~ (shrugs, unsteadily
acating himself)
o what the devil., If a man can't
get & little sauced on this kind
of annivaersary -~ where does that
leave the flag and motherhood?
{(pears at desk)
ARy messages?

‘12 cowrINuED

QO

-3

-
- W

MISS ALCOTT
{(trying to keep the
concern from her
volice)
Mr. Pritkin was looking for the
Carstair ordear, And Mr, Doane
took it in to him.

o 13 ;. ; ANOTHER ANGLE = TIGHTER BHOT = THE TWO
| " "' Lane looke up, the smile a little worn around the sdges.

LANE
Mx. Doane tock it in to him,

{e hollow chuckle)
Johnny-on~the-spot Doana! With
assintants like him -~ who needs
assannins?

He leans back in his chair, arms folded behind his head,

Mi5S8 ALCOTT
You d4id most of that report.
e ! . . LANE |
\“!1 . . o {a little shrug)
A% = S .. What difference? . You see before

N T ‘you, Miss Alcott, a man much too

P : old and set in his waya, and at the
' moment & little too deep in his cups,
to give battle to the Young Turk in
the cubiole to my immediate left.

MISS ALCOTT

(:} ' . - {anger surfaoing)
The Young Turk you refer to is
made up of one half-brasse and one-

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED
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CLOSEUP =

13

MISS ALCOTT (cont'd)
half slbow, and his mission in life
is to push you right out of the
picture...Are you aware of that?

LANE
{(smiles wistfully)}
You know where I've been the last
hour? I've been watching them
tear down Timothy Riley's Bar. Now
that dossn't mean anything to you,
does i¢?

MISS ALCOTT
{shakes head)
shouid 1i¢?

LANE : 14

LANE

Nope. It's an ancient, ugly eye-
gsora which will now be turned into
a twenty~-story bank building with
an underground parking lot -- and
{t'11 hava glass walls and floures-
cent lighting and high-speed, self-
sorvice elevators and piped-in musie
in the lobby...And a year from now,
nobody will remember that Tim Riley
had & bar on that corner. Or that
he sold baar for a nickel a glass,
Or that he had snocker tables in
ths back. Or that he had a big
nickelodoon and you got three Glenn
Millers for a dine.

(lsughs softly,

leaning elbows on

the desk)
And while T was standing there with
all the other sidewalk superintend=-
ents, it cccurred to me.,.the '
thought occurred to me that there
should be some kind of ceremony.
Maybe.a convocation of former beer
drinkers and Timothy Riley patrons to
hang a wreath or say a few words,
Farowell, Timothy Riley's Bar --
home of the nickel beer -- snooker
emporium -~ repository of Blue Bird
records, three for a dime...We honor
you and your passing. Farewell,

CONTINUVED
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- CONTINUED ' 14
' LANE (Cont'd) _ :

Timothy Riley -~ and Terraplanes

and rumble scats and saddle shoes

and Helen Forrest and the triple~C

camps and Andy Hardy and Lum 'n’

i Abner and the world champion New

York Yankeas! Resat in peace, you

ags of innocence -~ you beautiful,

serens, scarefree pre-Pearl Harbor

long summer night, We'll never

gsee your likes again.

-

PAST LANE TO MISS ALCOTT in

A silence. Lane looks at the picture of his wife, then
raises his gaze to Miss Alcott, and there's a sadness beyond

. any kind of language in his face

. LANE .
Baar with me, will you Misa Alcott? -
They knocked down tha walls cof : '
Timothy Riley's Bar., And as silly
and as sentimental as it sounds =~
I loet something....
A beat. Then, fracturing the mood, we hear:
DOANE'S VOICE
What d'ya say, sport? Have a
good lunch?

Camera shifts, raveale Doane, stiokinq!hi- head in through

-~ the doorway with & grin that looks like EW.20 orankcase oil.

Lane responds affably:

: LANE
+y, Dandy.

DOANE
I took the Carstair stuff in to
the old man, He was kind of

anxious.
LANE
r (atill smiling)
Good on you,
DOANE

And I added 3 few embelliishments.
v+ Hopu you don't mind? C,

LANE
. {carelessly)
Bs my gueanst,

CONTINUED
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15 CONTINUED . 15
: DOANE
' j’ , ' . (more incisively) ’
= ; .+ " And the sales pitch you had in
o the opening...! had to touch that
! up gquite a bit,
il .
- S . LANE
. - Touch away, lad., Touch away.
: o , DOANE
T {amile fading)
S ' " Youw putting mes on?
e S ' LANE
R - (points tn
i : himaelf}

Ma? Put you on? Why would I
want to do that?

DOANE
Ususlly when I try to be a little
indspendent ~= you step on me,

‘16 - CLOSR SHOT < LANE | A' 16

".\ . E LANE .
oy ' (evanly) w
Usually when you try to ba a little .
independant -« you're too flamboy-
. . ant, too arsty-crafsty and notice-
s o . ' ably dishonest., I put my foot on
you, Doana, to keep you within ten
: o feat nf fHothor Barth, I know you'ro
. e ‘ * & hot-ahot peddler, but if you don't
o get mildly restrained along the
- way, you'‘ll ba claiming the moon.

M
17  ACROSS LANE TO DOANE ' 17
: L. This time the amile ia not phony &« &nd it's also not pleasant.
é DOANE
1, It takes awhile, doesn't it?
. . . : " MNE
T : To do what?
f : ' DOANE
y : To get a rise out of you. Pardi-
: N SR nand the bull,
ST : )




¥A-32354 ‘ 9

RBVERSR ANGLE - ACRNSS DOANE TO LANE AND MISS ALCOTT 18
LANE
{(pointing)
i My son the matador...Young Master
' . Doane who simply has to draw blood

. o befora the six o'clock whistle or
A ., .+ . ", he goes home and kicks his teddy

I bear!
' ’ (a beat)
R . Give yourself a point, You pricked
4 me, You got tha old bull riled. .

(again pointing

a finger at
| Doane}
! But keep in mind that there's
- & pecking order around here,

You're still outranked. You're '

; still my assistant. And you're b
: ' Btill == .

Ha breaks off abruptly, staring past camera.

TKIN'S ¥
Is this a private altercation ==
or may I involve nmyeelf?

} NEW ANGLE = THE SCENE ~ INCL, PRITKIN _ - 19,

Who stands in the open doorway, just behind Doane, insorutably
: suzveying the scena, IHis eyes fix on Miss Alcott,
{ T
\RRITRIN=
I think we might excuse you, Miss

) P ' Alcott. I'm sure you have work to
’ do-

o

Relucta tly, and with obvious unease, Miss Alcott exits,
Prickinjcloses the door, turns questioningly to Doane.

e

v o F well, Doane.,.?

DOANE
{monumental
amugnenas)
: It raally wasn't anything, sir.
| Mr. Lane was sgimply reminding me
- of his seniority.

PRITKI : e
Then perhaps Mr. Lane should be re= - ' \
minded that seniority doesn't come

from meraly putting in time. Not

on this ball ¢lub,

CONTINUED
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CPRTTRIN Joont ')

{directly” TS

Lane)

I judge a men by his current record.

ot last season's batting average,
—

ST

LANE

What've you done for me lately,
huh?

{unamiling)
Pracisely. And what you've done
for us lately jsn't very much.
You've put in time but not much
else. Protracted lunch hours =--
considerable marxtini drinking --
and precious darned little mustard
cut., :
(a nod toward Doane)
Candidly, Lane, you're assistant
here has left you whinnying at

the starting gate.

LANE
(waggling his
finger)
Mr. Pritkin...you're mixing your
metaphors. You want this baseball
==gr horse racing?

{ice cold)
I want this understood...Your per=
formance, Lane, has detaricorated.
Your sales have alipped. Your en~
tirs attitude has become sloppy.

(a beat)
I suggest a trial period during
which both you and Mr. Doane will
share the director's spot. He'll
no longer be answarable to you.
You can consult sach other, but
any ideas he has of his own, he's
free te follow. That understood?

p— LANE
¢ 1'.' ly -

Pritkin node, turns, moves to the door, ocpens it, stopa,
remembaxing something, looks back toward Lane.

' \l CONTINUED
A\ S
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<‘.———*“"*‘“**- rRERR D
Incidentally...I'm reminded that

’ this is your twenty-fifth year
. wit3‘£§e Company. This little

» —

unpléasantry notwithstanding --

I just wanted you to know that
you have my congratulations,.

I hope the next twenty-five yoears

bring bigger and better things,

DIFFERENT ANGLE =~ PEATURING LANE AND DOANE

LANE
Something else, was there? Like O
maybe a funeral oration?

DOANE
{for the first
time, a trifle nervous)
I just wanted to assure you, sport,
that I had nothing to do with this.
It was just as much a surprise
to mae as 1t is to you.

LANE
{emiiing)
Honest?
_ DOANE
Btlf!\fi its
LANE

He just called you in, pinched you
on the cheek and promoted you ==
and you were shocked out of your
skivvies, weren't you?
{chuckles: shakes
head)
Young Mr. Doane ~~ why don't we
level with one another? 1I'm on the
way down, you're on the way up ==
* and we're just passing each other
" 4n mid-air, I'm looking at a
threat -~ and you're looking at aa
obstacle. And that's & lousy
basis for any friendly mutual backe
soratching!

i

DOANE
Look =~ there's no reason why we
can‘t work tegether ---

CONTINUED

As Doane, Pritkin exits., Dead silence.
aeems surprised to find Doane s anding there. ,

Lane
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CAQITINUED Lt
LANE

No rsason in the world...Except

that we don't compliment each

other, 1'm not a conpetistor,

Young Mr. Doane. I wruar gloven.,

- -

it I ohserva ancientl an'l »nrehnie
amenities. Ehem oy 3 e el gy et
slob,

{(beat: sang
smile)

The fancy krnifing I lrave to Comman-
toas IThe goatt ———ro-to Conman:

Frozen-faced, Doane turns on his heel, opens the door and
walks stiffly out of the office, slamming the door,

CLOSEUP ~ LANE 21

Who sitas there silently for a moment, then reaches into the
desk drawer, takes out the whisky bottle, uncorka it and
takes & long satisfying swig. Halfway through he bacomes
avare of the fact that he's no longer alone.

PAST LANE T0 MISS ALCOTT ‘ 22

Standing in the doorway. She moves into the office, Lane
re-oorks the bottle, returns it to the drawer, °

MISS ALCOTT
Can X...can I get you something?

LAKRE

{a twisted smile)
I had in mind.,.a gold watch. Prop~
erly inscribed for this ancinted
day. Something like "Well done,
good and faithful servant.”

(beat: shakes

head)
Bhort of that, my love, I don't
think there's anything you can gat
me,

MISS ALCOTT

You know...on an ancinted day like
this...a fellow shouldn't have to
spand the svening alone,

(a3 hs regards her)
1've got a steak in the treeazer,
seved for & special occasion, I've
got two large Idaho's suitable for
baking, and & grest salad dresaing
I make myself....

CONTINUED
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CONTINURD
MISS ALCOTT (Cont'd)

{a beat)
What do you say?

i LANE
X {(amile tinged with
regreat)
I say -- that you're a very dear
young lady. I say thank you...
but no thank you,

MIEBS ALCOTT
Why not?

LANE
The syndrome of the twenty-five
year man who didn't get his gold
watch, He's too full of hinself
and too sorry for himself and he
makes lousy ocompany. Another time,

MISS ALCOTT
Sure,

LANE
{as she turns
away}
Mise Alcott?
(ss she stops,
looks)
You're a good lady.

PAVORING MISS ALCOWVT
MISS ALCOTT
That's because I work for a very
good gquy.
She exite, leaving Lane sitting there,

EXT. STREET = NIGHT

<3

a6

Camera favors a partially knocked down building - or at
least one in the process of being obliterated., Ancient
brick, broken and boarded windows, and a sign hanging askew
that reads, in weathered, faded lettering, "Tim Riley's Bar,"

LANE

28

Who has paused by tha frent entrance, peering in through the
wood mlats covering the doors., O.m., sound of footateps.

CONTINULD




41

as

IA-32354

-CONTINUED

Ad

Lane turns to look at an approaching Polioumah.
Lane, the Policeman am{les a friendly gresting.

-

h

POLICEMAN
They're clossd, Randy,

LANE
(peere inside again)
Don't I hknow it.

POL1CEMAN
I know how you feel. First arrest
I ever made was inside Tim Riley's,
Two guys fighting over whether
Carl Hubbel could throw harder’'n
Lefty Gomez., And if that don't
date me, I'll join Tim Riley under
the sod,

LANE
{nods, his own
. memories welling up) :
First date I ever had with my wife
was in here. When her father heard
about it, hs almost had a stroke.

POLICEMAN
(smiling)
Katy. Katy Dunovant. As if I did-
n't remember her. She was a lovely,
lovely lady, Randy.

LANE

(softly)
That she was,

{(a beat}"
And when I came back from the Ser~
vice ~« they had & surprise party
for me in there. My train was late,
By the time I got here, my old man
was sound asleap in the corner.

POLICEMAN
(laughs)

And don't I ramember that! But
I1'll aay this for him: he ocould
drink a keg of that stuff, And
many's the night I sat with him
while he did it. And while 1 aia
ie!

Recognizing

They both laugh, turn, stare again toward the darkened
interior, then at one another.

CONTINUED
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- CONTINURD -2 , 24
POLICEMAN '
Things going well for you, Randy?
i LANE
; I'm forty-eight years old., I'm
- six years younger than my father
vas when he died. '

FAVORING POLICEMAN , 26

POLICEMAN

When I first saw you in here, I had
& spring in my atep, arches in my
fest, and my ambition in life was
to capture Al Capone. Then one
morning I woka up...and I knew I'd
run out of vinegar =« all I wanted
was Epsom Salts.

(a hand on Lane's

arm)
8o I just walk a little slower.
And I.pray for quiet nights. And
I just keep reminding myself that...
I'm flat-footed and slow as molasses =«
but I'm still a lot faster'n Al
Capone is,

(a« wink, a grin)
Look after yourself, Randy,

He turns, and with his flat-footed policeman gait, movea
down the sidewalk and disappears.

LANE 2?

He watches the cop for a moment, then turns, stares at the
shuttered building, then, with obvious reluctance, forces
himself to tear him gaze from what was onco Tim Riloy's

Bar and begin his homeward trek, e has gone but a fuow

¥teps along the sidewalk when he halts suddenly, head cocked,
iistening. Faintly, we hear the o.s. sound of singing =

"For He's a Jolly Good Pellow.” Lane #lowly retracas his
footsteps, peering once again into the interior of the
darkened bar,

INT, TIM RILPY'S DAR = LANE'S POINT OF VIEW = NIGHT 8

Camara shoots through tho criss-arosusad woodon planka that
board up tha cntrania door. What wea sea i the har as it
onca was =—- npeaifleally tho niqght of Lane's hosinconing from
the War, In inHatinet oubtlinas == as 1F viawsod throuth
gauze ~~ thaere's a room full of bacr drinkors beckonineg

CONTINURD
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28 CONTINUED 28

P to camera, holding up their glasses. The actions are slow
Lo Coe motion == even the Bartender who moves across the room to

o ake up an Old Man in the corner who blinks his eyes, looks
oward the front door and smiles, lifting hit hand in a wave.

a9 EXT. STREET = CLOSE BHOT - LANE = NIGHT 29

Suddenly, impulsively, he pulls away the wooden planks, tries
the door, then kicks it opan and plunges inte the bar,

30 INT. TIM RILEY'S BAR =~ NIGHT 30

- Lane propels himself inside - but at the moment of his
entrance, the light begins to fade -« the figures grow even
, more indistinct, the singing begins to die away. The last
‘ visible object ie a hand-painted banner stretched across the
S top of the bar which reads, "Welcome home, Randy.” And this,
i too, succumbs finally to the darkness as the singing dies
' away altogether, leaving Lane standing there in the middle of
& ruined bare room, cobwebbed and dusty; the only light
shining from a lamp post outside, illuminating Lane's face.
N He looks lost and bewildered and somehow diminished -- as
o if a dream had just eluded him. He turns very slowly,
. er”\ walks back across the littered floor to the front door and
stands there motionlessly as if, by silence, he could racapture
that brief glimpse of the past. ;

BLOW FADE OUT
FADE 1IN
! - 31 INT. OFFICE SUITE - DAY 31

Standing bafore Mimss Alcott's desk, a sheat of papers in his
hand, is Mr. Blodgett, Pritkin's Personnel Director. From

her chair behind the desk, Miss Alcott warily regards Blodgett,
inoredulously echoing something she's just heard:

MISE ALCOTT

A ochange in assignment?

BLODGETT

, Yes., We're moving you.
f MISS ALCOTT

f From whare to whexe?
1 BLODGETT
([ﬁ\ ! * : {laughs)

" : Relax. We're not sending you to
! a frontier outpost.

CONTINUED
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. CONTINUED

BLODGETT ({(cont'd)
(nods o.s.)
Just about aight feet to your left,
You'l)l join Mr. Doane as of next
Monday wmorning.

MISS8 ALCOTT
{frigid-Laced)
Doane?

BLODGETT
Ris secretary -- Miss Travor ~--
has turned in her notice. Getting
married I believe. Anyway, she'll
be leaving us. B0 you'll assume
her duties.

With that, satisfied that the conversation is concluded,

Blodgett turns, etarts to move off. Half-rising, Miss Alcott

blurts:

MISS ALCOTT
NE. .I“QQtt -
- (as ha halts, turns;
softly)
What about Mr, Lane?

BLODGETT
{blankly)
Me,. Lane?

MISS ALCOTT
I've bean with him for two years.

BLODGETT
I'm not sure what the arrangement
will be, You'’ll have a replacement,
of course. But for the moment, I'm
told Mr. Doane will need yvou as of
Monday morning. Requested you pere
sonally, as & matter of fact.

MISS ALCOTT
ﬁ5&i:hdku-wm'ttith)
What if I don't want to work for Mr,
Doane?

BLODGETT
{surprised)
What's that supposed to mean? .

MISS ALCOTT
It's supposed to mean that he does
everything but wear track shoes!
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FAVORING BLODGETT 32

BLODGETT
Regretably, in my capacity as Per~
sonnel Director, I've neither the
i * time nor the inclination to listen
. to your personal assessments of the
" executives of this organization.
I'll have to put it to you bluntly,
Miss Alcott. You‘ll either report
for work with Mr. Doane on Monday
morning -« or you'll report to the
cashier this afternocon to pick up
our severance pay. Now, which will
t be, please? I'm very busy.

- FAVORING MISS ALCOTT - 33

MISS ALCOTT
Does, .. doas Mr, Lane know?

BLODGETT
{impatiently)
I'm sure someonae has seen fit to
tell hin.

ANOTHER ANGLE -~ WIDER SHOT 34

Miss Alcott nods - and the nod is & surrender. A guick and
altogether aynthetic smile from Blodgett, who then turns on
his heel and strides briskly off. En route to the door, he
passeés Doane's secretary, Miss Trevor, who has just entered
from the corridor. As she comes to her desk, prepares to
settle in, Miss Trevor takes note of Mias Alcott's expression,
glances after the exiting Blodgett, registers comprehension.

MISS TREVOR
Got the word, eh?

MISS ALCOTT
Loud, clear and irrevocably.

Swiveling slightly in her chair, Misa Alcott glances over her
shoulder toward the closed door to Lane's private office. She
hesitates for a moment in miserable irrescluteness, then rises,
goes to the door, knocks once, opens it.

INT. LANE'S OFFICE ~ DAY 35

Miss Alcott stands framed on the threshold., Lane sits behind
his desk, chair swiveled soc that he may stare pensively out
the window behind him, MNiss Alcott coughs disoreetly, Lane
turns, saes her, beckons her inside.

CONTINUED
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¢35  CONTINUED - 3 : 33

N 9 LANE

é R If it makes it go down any easmier
1 ' "f fesl # whole lot worse about
thie than you do. .

-

it MISS ALCOTT
2 eagicusly doubt that,

LANE

(no salf-pity now)
Look «~- you'vea got a choice. You
tie yourself to a rocket -- or to
& ground hog. There's s0 much
handwriting on the walls around
here, the whale place looks like
a gigantic men's room!

MISS ALCOTT
I don't want to work for Doane.
It's &8 simple as that,

LANE
So give it a shot. If there's
anybedy on this earth who could
put him down and keep him in

h | \ line =~ it's you,

MIBS ALCOTT
(beat; lip quivering)
Is that 1it?

LANE

{very kindly)
Oh, there's a great deal mora to
say. A couple of items having to
do with how grateful I am for all
you've done for me, But unfortu=
natsly, I'm cold stone sober now
and not given to logquaciousness,

{(with no subter~-

fuge or kidding)
But you know that, don't you, Lynn?
You know how grateful I am to you.

Miss Alcott, not trusting herself to speak, nods, smiles,
turns and exits the office.

36 INT. OPFICE BUITE = DAY 3é

S A bunch of girls have surrounded Miss Trevor's desk while
‘k;: : she shows eff her engagement ring and there is the predictable

. CONTINUED

e R e as i e i e




ge

s

Voo

$A=32354 i
CQNTINUED 35

LANR
Cloes the door.

_hcn Alocott closes the door, takes a step into the rooa,

3}

CONTINUED




p 3 #A-323%4 20

36 CONTINUED 36

W * chorus of "ochs” and "aahs." There ars some additional con-
' gratulations, and then somgbody starts to sing, "For She's a

o Jolly Good Fellow,"
|

37 INT. LANE'S OFFICE ~ DAY . 37

| : He sits listening as the sound of o.s. singing filters in.
| Camexa starts a slow move intc his face, and concurrant
L with this the character of the singing changes and once
S again it becomes the barroom harmony from befora, As if in
f a dream, Lane rises from the desk and, camera panning with
! him, moves toward the door like a captivated kid after the
' Pied Piper. He puts his hand on the doorknob, opens the door.

k1 INT. OFFICE BUITE ~ LANE'S POINT OF VIEW - DAY k]
It's completely different. Now there are just two desks
‘'visible. No switchboard; no rowa of offices. A partition

cuts the room in half, giving it a dinky, closed feeling..
The Two Becretaries we ses wear below«the-knees skirtws,

CLOSEUP = LANE 39

Who blinks, turns toward Pritkin's office, hearing the o.s.
door opan. Camera awings, brings into view Pritkin emarging
- from his office., His hair ie black; he sports a moustache.

" He's the Pritkin of 25 years ago. Has walks directly over te
“ Lane, smiles, pate him on the arm,

L —————

. ~CRIIEL .
e Well, sir,...what's the first day
been like?

—cly

ANOTHER ANGLE = TO INCL. DESK CALENDAR 40

As Lane stares over Pritkin's shoulder at & calendar on a
desk which reads, "Ma 1945." Then he faces Pritkin,
stares at him for a long moment, wets his lips. :

LANE :
The...the firat day? g

(fatherly chuckle)
Just wanted you to know I'm going
to keep my aye on you! You're
going to become our number one
salesman, Randy, Numere uno!
The Company’'ll be moving into
plastice soon. It's the coming

CONTINUED i
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40
{Cont'd) :
thing. And you're going to move

right on up with us! Right up in
front!

In b.g. of shot, a Secretary has answered a ringing tele-~
phone, 8She looks up toward the two men,

: SECRETARY
Mz, Lans?

As Lane turne toward her, she holds up the phone.

SECRETARY
. It's your wife, sir. Want to get
" 4¢ on your own phone?

LANE
{a scft whiaper}
My wife?
{then, louder)

My wife!

" INT. LANEZ'S OFPICE - DAY 41

Lane cones raoing into his office ~« unaware, even as he does
so, that the room has changed its character. It's smaller,
less adorned - just a bare desk and not much else, He grabs

up the telephona, almost devouring it.

- LANE
Honey? Honey, it's Randy ===}

DIFFERENT ANGLE - THE ROOM _ 42

It's changed back to what it was originally, There are the
laughing o.s. voices of the secretaries, and the trailing
notes of the singing as it ends. And Lane, clutching the
ghnng to his ear, hears the filtered veoice of Kies Alcott:

‘MISS ALCOTT'S VOICE
Did you call me, Mr, Lane?

LANE
(into phons)
¥ho is this?

MISS ALCOTT'S VOICE
It's Lynn, Mr. Lane. You buzzed ms.

Lane very slowly replaces the receiver, just stares at it,
Mises Alcott appears at the door, looking worried.

CONTINUVED
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CONTINUED

MISS ALCOTY
Is there anything wrong?

Uane looks at the framed picture of his wife, touches it
tentatively, murmuring:

LANE
Ne. Ne, there's nothing wrong.
INT, COCKTAIL LOUNGE - NIGHT

Soft lights, soft music - just a low hum of desultory con-
versation from the few patrens in the bar. The door opens.

f " The Policeman enters, moves to the bar, waits for the Bar-

tender to spot him, Then:

POLICEMAN
I got a message you wanted to
talk o me.
BARTENDER

For whatever it's worth, Randy

Lane walked out of here a half hour
age with sleven dollare and eighty
cente werth of acotch and water
inside of him., Did I say walked?

I should've said "flowed."

POLICEMAN
80 what d'you want from me, Mac~
Dougall? A pinch?

BARTENDER
You're old friends so I thought -
I'd tip you off, He said he was
going over to Tim Riley's Bar.

CLOSEUP = POLICEMAN
Reacting, He frowns,
| BARTENDER'S VOICE
He was not in what you'd call A-1l
gondition...Xept telking about
Riley's like it was still open....
INT. RILEY'S BAR -~ CLOSEUP = BROKEN BEER MUG -~ NIGHT

We hear Lane's voice cinqing softly and discordsntly, “"rer

I'm & Jolly Good Fellow." Camera pulls back, angle widening

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED 45
to reveal Lane standing et the bar, mug in hand,

i
EXT. BTREET = NIGHT 46

A prowl car, red light flashing, comes around the corner,
brakes to a stop in front of Tim Riley's Bar.
INT. RILEY'S BAR - PAST LANE TO ENTRANCE DOOR ~ NIGHT 47

The door is still closed and boarded, but the nails have
baen wrenched out, We see a moving flashlight on the other

- side, then the door is pushed open, Two Cops enter, shining

their flashlights across the room toward Lane, who turns,
grinning at them,

1sT CoP
You better be the night watchman,
buddy, or the equivalent.

LANE

(laughn)
Night watchman? Officer -- I out-
rank all the night watchmen in the
world! I am late a Sergeant, First
Platoon, "A" Company, 505th Para-
chute Regiment, B82nd Airborne Divi-
sion. That's what I am! And I've
just recently returned...V.E. Day
now being behind usg ~=-

The two cops look at one another, nod. The ist Cop mcves over
to lLane, takes his arm,

15T CCP
Then why don't you come with us
an. we'll celebrate the event, It
‘4an't every day a war ends,

LANE

{smilas, not

budging)
Like to accommodate you, Officer.
Really would. But the festivities
are right here. Very shortly Tim
Riley will accompany my old man on
the piano while my old man sings,
"It's a Long Way to Tipperary.”
They will do it in an unharmonious
harmony,..but what they lack in
eymmetyy == they make up with gusto,

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED 47
. Is8T cop

You gonna ¢ome with us, buddy,

er LT 1

POLICEMAN'S VOICE
111 teke care of him.. I know him.

Lane's frisnd, the Policeman, anters shot. The two cops
look at one anothar,

18T Cop
You know him well enough to explain
to him that he can get thirty days
apiece for trespassing and being
under the influence -~ plus tack on
zinity more for breaking and enter=-
ng?

POLICEMAN
I vaid I'd take care of him!

The two cops look at one another, nod, exit the bar., The
Policenan moves to Lane, who sways unsteadily on his feet,

: POLICEMAN
Randy? 1I'm just goin' off duty
and I got my car parked less'n
a block away. What 4'you say to
& nice ride home?

: LANE
You‘re not gonna stay for the
party?

POLICEMAN
{(very gently)
Randy...the party's over.

LANE
Over?
(looks around room)
Where's everybody gone? Huh? Huh?

POLICEMAN
(edging close)
To their raspective rewards. The
party's been over for twenty-five
years, Randy,
(takes Lane's arm)
C'mon, lad ==~ let's go home.

FAVORING LANE ' ' 42

who gently but firmly removes tha Policeman's hand from his
arm, adamantly shaking his head.
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. 48 CONTINUED

25

LANE
Officer NcDerment =-- this is where

it is == right here,

POLICEM4AN
Thie is whare what is?

LANG
The bost yeaxs of my lifae.
' {a backward sten;

surveya the room)
You may want to phone downtown for
tha psychn sgquad -- but something
is happening to me.

(pears at Pnliceman)
I keop getting heckonod to by
ghosts, FEvery now and then it's
1343,..How do you live them applea?

{movan tovard Police=-

man; halts, an arm’s

length away)
And if you think that sounds nuts ==
try this onaet I wish thosae ghosts
would stick around. Thay're tha
best frionda I've got. I feal &
lot more comfortabla with them =«
than I do with all those wazm,
living flesh and blood bodies X
ride -up and down the elaevators withi

POLICEMAN
Why don't you tell me about it in
the car =~~~ ?

LANE

{loudly)
I'll tell you ahout it right horel
I ate somathing better than 1've
got, Whore does it say that every
morning of a man's life ha's got to
Indian wrestle with every young
contendor off the sidewalk who's
got an itch to climb up a rung?

{(voice suddenly softer;

amiles, cups Police-

man's face in his

handa)
Hey, McDermont,..McDennont...Il've
put in my time. Understand? I've
paid my dues. I shouldn't have to
got hustled to death in the daytime
+vscand die of lonesliness every
night, That's not the dream.
That's not what it's all about.

*

48
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DIPPERENT ANGLE =~ MUTUAL TWO BHOT - ' 49
POLICEMAN

{very softly)

i C'mon, Randy...X'll drive you home.
i | LANE
Sixty-seven Bennett Avenue,
POLICEMAN
That’s not where you live.
. LANE:
The devil it isn't.
POLICEMAN

That's where you lived. Now you
live in that high-rise on Norton.

LANE
{shakes head)
1 don't live there. I just wash my
socks there. [ livo at Sixty-seven
Bannett Avenue. Two story, white
frame -~ Katy and I bought it six
months after we were married,

POLICEMAN
(infinite gentleness}
It's empty now, Randy. They're
tearing down all the houses on the
blook. Gonna be an apartmeat complex,

LANE
{(musingly)
They're tearing down the whole damn -
town...

{than)
S0 humor me, officer.

there anyway.

Drive me

The Policeman nods, moves to the door, pulls it - oreaking -
toward him, turns, looks at Lans, who walks slowly across the
dark room and, passing him, out to the sidewalk.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - NIGHT 50

A row of shuttered, closed dark houses - all of them very old,
all of them boarded up. A sedan pulls up to the curb. Lane
gets out, looks toward the house in front of him: the overw
grown cxabqrass, the broken fence, the faded "67" over tha
door on the front porch., The Policeman calls t0 him from
beshind the sedan's steering wheel:

POLICEMAN

Well?.
CONTINUED
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CONTINUED - 50
LANE
(rusful grin)
They don't build ‘em like they
uged to, : .
- (looks toward car)
2'11 walk from here.

POLICEMAN
(hesitantly)
I can ~ww

LANE
(cuts in)
I can walk from here, McDermont.
I'm sober now.

POLICEMAN
Okay. DBut don't go knockin' any '
doors down. You gat a collar on
you the next time -~ I won't be
around to help.
. {(meshing gears)
G'night, Randy. Get some sleep.

And the gedan wheels out of shot, leaving Lane standing thara.
He walks to the front gate, leans agsinst it, looking toward
the house,

THE HOUSE ~ LANE'S POINT OF VIEW 51

Camara moves from the door to the various windows, and from
soneplace off in the distance there is the sound of g Woman's
Voice = different pitohed - sometimes with laughter, some-
tines with impatience,..but at all times with love:

KATHY'S VOICE
Sur-er's raady, Randy,...Randy, will
you wipe your shoes off? You'rs
tracking mud all over the hall
aarpet,..Goodnight, Randy darling ==
Randy my love...Randy? Randy?

LANE , 52

At the gate. He flinge it open, is about to run toward the @

and much more reals o

MI8S ALCOTT'S VOICE
Randy?
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THE BCENE - THIL. MIASH ALCOTT 53

As Lane turns, Miss Alcott stands a few fest off in thae
hadow of a tree. DBehind her, parked at the curb, we
limpse a late model economy sports coupe. She moves clozer

to him, illuminated by a street lamp.

LANE
You lost?

MISS ALCOTT

{trifle nervously)
T thought you might be,
!
: LANE
This ie where I live,

{heaat; smiles)
Cerrection. Where I used to live.

MISS ALCOTT
{(watting her lips)

I know it's presumptuocus, but...
when you didn't come back from
lunch ~- I got concerned. I re-
membered you mentioning Tim Riley's
Bar. Dy the time I qgot there, the
policeman was juast putting you in=-
to his car, [...I followed ===

LANE
~ {amused and touched)
You followed, eh? Because you
wers concerned, And Mr. Pritkin?
Was he concerned, too?
{(a silence)
Go ahead, Tell me,

MISS ALCOTT
He ‘¢as8...upsat.

LANE

(grins)
Upset, I've no doubt, And I'm
sure our Mr,. Doane put in his oar,

MISS ALCOTT
With unholy glee.

LANE
And I'm sure ho called Mr. Pritkin's
attention to tha fact that as of
ten a.m., I had loft the premises,

Niss Alcott nods, eyes downcast. A long silence.
CONTINUED
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[
CLOSEUP -

Who nods,

PAST MISS
Seamingly

He turns,

29

\ - 53
LANE ! : .
I'm on my way out, Lynn. You are
aware of that, aren't you?
MIS8 ALCOTY : 54
biting her lip, fighting back the tears,
ALCOTT TC LANE 55

indifferent, he turns, looks toward the house.

LANE
Katy and I bought this =ix months
after we were married. Katy was
ny wife,

MISS ALCOTT
It...it must have been quite lovely.

LANE
fe was, We had a lot of plans for
t.
{a beat)
She had a lot of plans for it. She
ad7ed not too long after.

< MISS ALCOT?
{softly)
You loved her very much,

LANE

(reflectively)
To the depth and breadth and
height my soul can reach...

(stops abruptly)
Which is from Browning...whe is
passe,, .no longer quoted except by
lachrymose aging men.

one hand resting on the open front gate, staring

intently toward the house, Miss Alcott takes & step closer.

MISS ALCOTT
Have you had anything to eat?

LANE
I have had sufficient to drink,
which more than compensates for what
I haven't had to eat.
(turns, smiles)
I thank you for caring. 1It's very
much like you.
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.86 REVERSE ANGLE 56

! ’ o MISS ALCOTT

. ~ You think I play Den Mother because
L] 1 feel sorry for you? ) .
¢ (shakes head)

That’s not what it's all about.

——

LANE
Did I ask you what it's all about?

MISS ALCOTT
I don't just care about you...I
care for you. Not that it matters,
Mr, Lane.,.but I happen to be in ==

Lane reaches out, gently touches her mouth, stopping her,

% LANE
? Enough! Enough already!
§ {lets his fingers
' run gently across
her cheek)
: I am obviously past prime, but I'm
’ not built ocut of pig iron,

ol {a beat)
‘r\_ ! 50 please don't make it tough for
' me, huh?

Thera is the sudden rolling sound of distant thunder, and
some sporadic lightning, Miss Alcott indicates the coupe.

; MISS ALCOTT

i You'll nead a ride. It's going to

; rain,

i

! 57 FAVORING LANE 57

Who nods abr .ntmindedly. Again thunder, lightning, and now
the firat spattering of sudden rain. Angle widens as Misns
Alcott walks ahead of Lane, who follows her along the side~-
: walk to the parkaed sports coupe. The rain now begins to
| cascade down, She gots in behind the wheel, opens the door
i * for him on the passenger side., He atarts into the car, then
stops, looking around, Camera sases closer.

MISHE ALCOTT
What's ths matter?

. LANE
[ It was :aining that night, toco.

_\-’ " MISE ALCOTT
What night?

CONTINUED
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; o ' ‘ LANE (Cont'd) '
L ' - he'd had a miserahle cold, Could-
f ; .. n't shake it, Wouldn't go to a
| i doctor. And when I got home...
* ' there was & neighbor from next door,
E fhdy'd tried to call me but I wvasa't
: n.
. 58 CLOSEUP = LANE 58
i - Standing there, hunched over by the open car 4ooxr, the rain
; pouring down his face,
LANE
Is that a kick? I'm peddling plas~
tics -~ and my wife is dAying...!
, 59 PAST LANE_ETO MI83 ALCOTT _ : ' -
: She leans over, reaches out toward him.
MISS ALCOTT
Mr. Lane,. .Rlndy. o iisten o Mm@ ===
LANE
That's the story of my life.
A little too late for everything,
 MISS ALCOTT
(almost in tears)
| Please got in —--
' LANE
{irrational now,
lost to reality;
straightens, turns
toward house)
Katy? Katy...I'm coming! Katy,
stay there =- I'm coming, Xaty!
; 60 HIGH ANGLE ~ THE GCENE 60
P Lane races away from the coupae, smashes his way through the
; fence, stumbles, falls, scrambles to his feet, goes up the
i poxch steps two~at-a-time.
- 61 CILOSE SHOT - FRONT DOOR = LANE'S POINT OF VIEW 61

It is no longer boarded up and it is no longer the front
door to his house ~- it is the double doors that front a

CONTINUVED
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long hospital corridor. They swing open to reveal a hospital
qurney coming out of & room - a body covered by a sheet -
& white~coated Intarn and a Nurse.

INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR - BMELING TO UANE - NISUT 62

Lane stands thera, drenchod and dripping, watching as the
gurney is wheclod in the opposite direction., The Intern,
sesing Lane, moves to him,

INTERN
Mr, Lane? s

_ LA
I came as fast as I could -—~ ene
of my neighbors told me that ~-—

He stons abruptly. MHe has been distractedly watching the
disappearing gurney. Now, suddenly, it registers with
sledge-hammer impact. Tho Intern looks toward the gurney,
then at Lane, venturing very gently:

INTERN
I'm afraid you'ra too late, Mr,
Lane, 1t was pneumonia. Weo did
sverything we could, but,..,

Camera moves in for an extreme claamun af Lane's [ace ag, .
thundering, achoing and ro-~achwing across hias mind ara the ;
words, "You're late, lir. Lanec. You're too late. You're i
much _too latg,” xepeated over and over again, building up in

a cacophony of explosive noise until Lane has to close his

eyes and vovers his ears.

FADE OUT

FADE IN

"INT. OPFICE SUITE - CLGSE £HOT - MISS ALCOTT = DAY 63

At her desk, an anxious-looking Miass Alcott is on the phone, 5
listening disappointedly to a filtered voice on the other !
end of the lina:

PILTERED VOICE
I'm sorry., Mr. Lane's apartment
{ien't answering,

MIS8 ALCOTT
(into phone)
Thank you, N

PR TN T T -
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63 CONT INUED

{f& She puts down the recelver, looks up, reacts, as an angle
widens to reveal Doane standing there.

DOANE
I couldfve saved vou the trouble.
Your boss spent the night in the
city jail. Little squib in the
morning paper.

64 PAST MISS ALCOTT AND DOANE TO CORRIDOR DOOR

As it opens and Pritkin enters, carrying his briefcase.

DOANE
Ch, Mr. Pritkin?
{as Pritkin turns)
I'm afraid we're minus a sales
director this morning.

PRITEKIN
Mr. Lane’s sick?

L DOANE
£ I would imagine so -- After spending
the night in the drunk tank.

PRITKIN
{a chilly silence;
then to Miss Alcott)
Should you hear from Mr. Lane...
tell him I'd very much like to see
him at his earliest convenience.

Miss Alcott just sits there, frozen. Pritkin continues on
into his office. Dcane turns to Miss Alcott, leering.

DOANE
Just a small suggestion, Miss
Alcott -~ always play the faverites.

MISS ALCOTT
That applies to thoroughbred horses
and vyou Mr. Doane, happen to be a
jackall

63 SERIES OF QUICK CUTS - THE OTHER SECRETARIES

- thru
e &7 At their respective desks - not looking, but listening.
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.68 BAYK TO SCENE ~ DOANE AND MISS ALCOTT 68

I ; ! . o ' ‘}i
‘ - Doane nervously looks around, conscious of the sudden silence
in the room. Obliged to reinstate himself, he clears his

throat, his voice much too loud:

DOANE
And as of the moment, Miss Alcott
== yOu are unemployedi

MISS ALCOTT
(rises, regarding
him steadily)
At last I have something to thank
you for,,.Because not to have to
work for you, Mr, Doane, is my
most cherished ambition!

She turns, as if intending to auit her desk, then checks her
motion, staring o.s. Camera shifts, brings into view Lane,
who has just entered throuqh the corridor door. He looks
disheveled, bearded, rumpled, & little lost. Head down,
shoulders slumped dispiritedly, he walks silently past all
the desks, past Doane and Miss Alcott, and into his office,
closing the door behind him. Doane stares at the closed

o doox, then at Mias Alcott,

I DOANE

{ Ara you going to give him the
i messags or am I?

! , ‘

MIBS ALCOTT
¥ou put your hand on that doorxknob
and I'1ll break it off at the wristl

i Sha turns abruptly, goes to Lane's door, opens it, enters,
closing the door behind her.

i 69 INT. LANE'S OFFICE = DAY 69

He stands behind his desk, starinag down at rnothing, then
slowly raises his eyes to Mias Alcott, grinning corookedly.

LANE
Add this to my long list of accom-
plishments: I now have a record of
arxest,

ﬂ MISS ALCOTT
T : (2 semi-whinper)

u ‘ eesl Know,

Lane shakea his head as if confumad., He sits down, mpreads
out his hands on top of the desk.

SR S SR
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CONTINUED 69
LANE
A great deal can happen to a man in
i twenty=four houre....
The telephone on his desk rings. Lane ignores it, Miss Alcott

‘£inally moves over, picks it up, speaks into it:

MISS ALCOTT
My. Lane's offide.
{reacts worriedly:
cups the phone)
It's Mr. Pritkin.

Lane takes the receiver from her, leans back in his chair,

speaking into the mouthpiece:

LANE

Randolph Lane here,..Yes, air. I
quite understand..,0h, yes, indeed
-w» I know all about corporate images.«.
That, too, Mr, Pritkin, I know the
value ¢of good public relations. Oh,
yes, sir «- I'm close to an expert
on that...I quite understand., 1I'll
have vacated my desk by ==

(looks at wrist-

watch) »
Would ten minutes be okay?.,.Fins,
And thank you for telling me.

Very elowly, he puts the recaiver back on its oradle.

MIS5 ALCOTT
The well-known axe,

Lane makes & chopping motion with the flat of his hand against
the side of hie neck,

LANE
In one stroke.

Rising slowly, he opens up a couple of desk drawaers, fumbles
around, then reaches across, picks up his wife's plcture, tucks
it under his arm. 1In his other hand is the half-consumed bottle
of whiskey. He peers absently around him, :

LANE
I don't think there's anything else
around here that belongs to me...,or
that I want to take with me. When
you do your house cleaning for Mr.
Doane =~ if you should run across
anything, just wee=

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED = 3 "
MISS ALCOTT
{cutting in) .
I won't be working for Mr. Doana,
Or anyone else around here. Wheree~
ever you go <~ that's whexe I go.

.-

CLOSE SHOT = LANE : 70
A very strange enigmatic expression on his face,

LANE.
I'm afraid that won't be possible,
Lynn, Where I'm qoing, I don't
think they'd let you in,

ANOTHER ANGLE =» TWO SHOT 71

As Lane moves qréund the side of the desk, Miss Alcott's
oyes following him. He pauses in the doorway, looking at her.

LANE
Goodhys, Lynn dear, I've been
late. ., top late all my life, Now
I'm gonna go back and stake a claim
to some of the better momente,
:nd this txip I'm not gonna bs late
orl

He exits the office, liuvinq her standing there.

INT. OFFICE BUITE ~ DAY ~ MOVING SHOT =~ LANE 712

Lane strides with briask purposefulness down the aisle hetween
the deakes ~ the Secretaries etaring at him, As he passes,
the awitchboard Operator calls:

SWITCHBOARD OPERATOR
Call for you, Mr. Lane.

Lane scoops up & phons, then looks to the Bwitohboard Operator
who pushes in a plug. Into the phone:

LANE
Mr. Lane no longer works here.
And Mr. Lane no longer lives herae.
. And Mr. Lane is no longer available.

He slams the phone down before the shocked, inquiring eyes
of the Switchboard Operator. He grins at her.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED
LANE ’
1f anybody should ask...l've gone
_ to & homecoming at Tim Riley's
i Bar! '

And he exits out the corridor door.

CLOSE SHOT - MISS ALCOTT

Who has emerged from Lane's offica. She stares toward the
corridor door, then turns and walks directly past Pritkin's
secretary and into his private office.

INT. PRITKIN'B OFFICE = DAY

From behind his massive desk, Fritkin looks up sharply
and surprised, Miss Alcott slams the door behind her.

MISS ALCOTT

For Mr. Randolph lLane who has fust
departed the premises,.,.one small,
ionely word on his behnlf -~ gince
nobody else seems to give a damn,
In exchange for twenty-five pretty
good years, you've given him the
boot and the back of your hang,
Now he's alone &and tired and a
little frightened. Maybe the least
you could've given him wouldn've
been a gold watch. That wouldn't
have been bad. But just a,..a
word. . .& gontle word would've been
better, Just a remtnder to him .
that he's not ohsoleta, He's not
unloved, lie'r not a relic to he
carted off tu the dump. Now he's
chasing ghosts,...when all he really
needed wa= that one word to tell
him that he hnd worth, That much
you could have given him.

{a beat)
That much, Mr, Pritkin, you should
have given himl

CLOSE-UP =~ PRITKIN

lia juat stares at her, hiie amazement changing to & look of
understanding tinged with shame,

[
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EXT. STREET CUTSIDE TIM RILEY'S BAR ~ DAY 76

There are some conatruction trucks sitting around, some spot-
lights set up, and some hard-hatted workers are moving around.

e comes along the sidewalk, stops, staring == then he moves
over to ons of the workmen. .

LANE
What's going on?

WORKMAN
what's it look like? We're gonna
knock the place down.

And he shoulders past Lane, shouting inatructions up to
another workman, Camera holds Lane, who moves now to the

‘front door which is off ite hinges,

INT. RILEY'S BAR = DAY = CLOSE SHOT = LANE ' 77

Entering, he stops just inside the doorway, peering around,

PANNING SHOT « THE SCENE = LANE'S POINT OF VIEW 78

A vork Crew is Lﬂdu-trioucly_romovinq furniture, vending

machines, ato,.

FAVORING LANE = = ‘ 79
whose eyes have come finally to rest on a workman who i
harmering the hell out of & big, already cracked, mirror behind
what was once the bar, Lane atarts toward the workman.

LANE
Wait a minutal...Hey! I want you
to wait a minute ===

He seizes the workman, whirle him around.

DIPFERENT ANGLE = THE ROOM - NIGHT 80
The workman is Tim Riley, the bartender.

TIM
(amiling)
Welcome home, Randy.

The place is now 1it, and thie time it has reality == bar,
bunting, & "Welcome . :
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CONTINUED : 80 |
Home" banner over the bar, juke box, piano, boiaterous crowd '
of convivial patrona. Camera favors Lane as, mystified

add yet delighted, he walks away from the bar through

back-slapping, qrinning. raucously singing, shouting people,
He first moves to an old man (his Father) who puts his arms

around hinm.

FATHER
How are you, son?

LANFE
Fine, Pop. Just fine,

He turns. A girl, Xaty, walks up to him. They embrace.
He kisses her == and'ocontinues to kias her =~ with such an
ache, such & longing, :

' KATY
Bello, darling.

) LANE
Katy.. Oh, how I've missed you!

Tim Rilsy oirclea the bar, coming over to slap Lane on the

| back,

LANE
Good to see you, Timl Awful good.

TIM
And *ou, Randy. Good to see you.
What's more, it's on the housel

He backons to a Walter, who draws & beer, slides it down the
bar. Tim catches it deftly, hands it to Lane. Camera goes
with Tim as he moves now t0 the pianc, sits, begins to play

"A Long Way to Tipperary.” Lane's Father goes over to sing
along w me ,

CLOSEUP ~ LANE 81

liaten#ny, wet-ayad, as the o.s., crowd now joins in singing.

LANE'S POINT OF VIEW « THE CROWD , 82

Each holding up & heer mug, Camera pans over their smlling,
loving facaes, fastens on Katy, who helds up her glass as, at
the same moment, the voices die away =~ and concurrent with
this the lights dim ever so slightly. Katy very softly begins
to sing "Auld Lang Svyne," and a chorus of soft voices join
her,
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LANE
As he takes a step toward Katy.

LANRE
Katy -~ no sad songs for this
occasion. This is a homecoming!

THE GROUP - FAVORING KATY

The singing fades away, and in its place we have the sound
of hammering, a pneumatic drill, glass breaking, walls
crumbling. Lane lifts his voice to drown out the ncise:

LANE
Go ahead, Katy! Sing! Sing!
{then looking around)
All of you ~- sing! This is an
occasion. I mean...it’s not
every day a guy comes back.
{louder, supplicating}
Please...everybody sing!!

FAVORING LANE

As his Father steps away from the piano, his voice raised
above the noise of the pounding.

FATHER
Randy....
LANE
{despezrately}
Go ahead, Pop -- give us a coupla
choruses of “Tipperary.” Go ahead,
Tim -~ play the piano for him.

(whirls to the crowd)
Everybody...everybody sing!

THE GROUP - FAVORING LANE'S FATHER

As they all listen to the tumultuous pounding, glass

shattering, plaster cracking, wood splintering -- then all

noise stops, and in its place is an almost ethereal stillne:

In a soft, sad voice, lLane’s Father ventures:

FATHER
How about that, Randy? They're
tearing down Tim Riley’s Bar.
(turns to Tim}
That’s what they’re doing Tim.

Tim silently nods.
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: R 1 LANE 87 |
e
: i Don't pay any attention., Forget
- ) about them, C'mon, everybody =-
. (to Katy)
This is where it isi Right herel
This placel! This bar!
{qazing ovar the
silent faces})
I'm back! Understand? It's 1945
and I'm backl
{again to Katy)
We're going to get married. You and
me, Then we're going to buy a white,
two~atory house. That's what's going
to happon. But let me tell you some-
thing, let me tell you this right now
== Wa're going to change everything.
We're going to do it right, this tima,
I'm not going to lose you, Katy. 1
swear to God =~ I'm not going to lose
youw‘n
He stops, starihg.
s PAST LANLC TO THE Ggnoup 88

The figures are becoming indistinct, the light ia fading. ;
Lane goeg left, thon right - frantic moves, trying to reach
out and touch that which isn't there, First to Katy, then to
his Pathar, then to Tim Riley -~ and oach time, ths fiqurea
bacome even more indistinct, the darkness more encrgaching,
During the above, with franzied desperation:

LANE
Walt & minuta...listen to me... I
can't atay hore. I don't have any
placa hora, 1'm an antique...a has-
been, I don't havoe any function
ho.e.:..1 don't have any purnose.
(halta, holds out his
hands, fists clenched)
You leave me now and I'm maroonadt
(roints toward window)}
I can't survive out there! Pop?
Tim? Thn¥ stackael the deck that way,
Thoy fix it so you get elbowed off
the earth! You juat don't understand
what's going on now! The whole bloody
~ world {s voming apart at the seams.
“ . And I can't hack itl I swear to God . i
een 1 can't hack it) ' )
(boat; a step toward ' ;
Katy, voice softer) f
Raty...you're all I've got, I can't
losa you...I've lost everything else.
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CORTINVED

SFCOND WORKMAN
Wanna get outta the way, mister?
i We'rxe on overtime as it is.
OMITTED
EXT. STREET -« DOWN ANGLE SHOT -~ NIGHT

Where Tim Riley's Bar had stood there is now an empty lot.
The construction workers are just putting away their equip-~
mant., And in the middle of this empty square atands Randolph
Lane, #ll by himself, He takes a slow, direationless walk
away from the square onto the sidewalk. '

~ MOVING SHOT = LANE

As he walks, then suddenly stops dead in his tracks. We
hear the o.s. sginging of "For He's a Jolly Good Fellow" =~
very close, Lane looks around, aeeks out the source of the
song with his eyes, then walks toward it.

INT, COCKTAIL LOUNGE - NIGHT

the einging is close by now., Through the front window wo assa
Lane croseing the street as if drawn by & magnet, He entoxs
the cocktail lounge, halte, wide-eyed.

LANE'S POINT OF VIEW ~ THE ROOM

Aszsembled here, Miss Alcott, some secretaries, Policeman

McDarmont «= and even Pritkin. They hold up their ¢glassaes to
camera as they finish the song.

PAST ASSEMBLAGE TO LANE

who stands there, not knowing what to do, what to say, how to

86
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94

react, He is absolutely and thoroughly tora. Rising, Pritkin

moves out in front of thes group.
- PRITKIN

Randy Lane? It occurred to scme of
us,..your friends,..that a man
shouldn’t have twenty-five years go
by without being remembered...and
thanked,...and reminded that he is
held in deep affaction and sizeable

entaem,
{& baat)

It's to my discredit, Randy, and I ask

you to forgtve me for not having told

you this before.,.and more than once,
(raieas his glass)

To the past twenty-five. But, much more

important...to the next twantv~fivel

gy e
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