"SOVE LIKE I T HOT"

Screenpl ay by
Billy WIder
and

I.A L. Dianond

Directed by
Billy WIder

Asht on Productions Novenmber 12, 1958

1041 N. Fornosa
Hol | ywood, California

SOME LIKE I T HOT
FADE I N:
1. CITY AT N GHT. 1.

A hearse of Late Twenties vintage is proceeding at a
dignified pace along a half-deserted wintry street.

I nside the hearse, there are four sonber nen in black - and
a coffin, of course, with a weath of chrysanthenuns on
t op.

One of the men is driving, another is in the seat beside him
The other two are sitting in the rear of the hearse, flanking
the coffin. Al four seemfully aware of the solemity of the
occasi on.

Now they hear a SIREN, faint at first, but rapidly grow ng

| ouder. The driver and the nan next to himexchange a
nervous gl ance. The other two nen nove tensely toward

the rear door of the hearse, raise the black curtain over the
gl ass panel, and peek out cautiously.

Through the gl ass panel, they see a police car bearing down
on them the red light blinking, the SIREN screamn ng

The two nen at the rear wi ndow gesture to the driver to
step on it. He does.

The hearse, obviously a souped-up job, instantly picks up
speed, weaves crazily through traffic, the police car in hot
pursuit. The hearse careens around a corner at eighty
mles an hour, the police car right on its tail.

By this tine the policenen are | eaning out of their car with
drawn guns, firing at the hearse.

The two nen in the rear of the hearse, flattened agai nst the
sides, pull a couple of sawed-off shotguns out of a hidden
overhead rack. Police bullets smash the gl ass panel and

whi stl e through the hearse. The driver and the nman next to
hi m duck, but the hearse continues at the same breakneck
speed. The two men in back shove their guns through the
shattered glass, fire at the police car

Despite the hail of lead, the police car - its wi ndshield
cobwebbed with bullet holes - gains on the hearse.



Suddenly the car skids out of control, junps the curb,
comes to a screeching stop. Policenen leap out, fire after
t he hearse

In the speeding hearse, the last of the police bullets thud
into the coffin. Instantly three geysers of liquid spurt
through the bullet holes. As the firing recedes, the two nen
in the back put away their guns, renove the wreath from

the coffin, take the lid off. The inside is jam packed wth
bottl es of booze, sone of themshattered by the bullets. As
the men start to lift out the broken bottles - SUPERI MPOSE

CHI CAGO, 1929
DI SSOLVE TO
2. EXT. | NTERSECTI ON OF STREETS - N GHT. 2.

Traffic is light. Al the shops are dark except one - a diny
lit establishment, fromwhich drift the nournful strains of
an organ. A circunspect sign reads:

MOZARELLA' S FUNERAL PARLOR
24 Hour Service

In the window, a sanple coffin is on display.

There seemto be sone rites going on inside, because a
nunber of nourners, singly and in couples, are hurrying
fromthe cold, windy street into Mbzarella's parl or

Meanwhi | e, the hearse with the danp coffin draws up to the
delivery entrance at the side of the building. The driver
honks the horn - one Iong and two short - as the other nen
step down and start to slide the coffin out. The side door
opens, and a dapper gent energes. He wears a tight-fitting
bl ack suit, a black fedora, and gray spats. The spats are
very inportant. He always wears spats. H's nanme is SPATS
COLOVMBO. He cases the street, notions the nen inside. As
they carry the coffin past him he renoves his fedora, holds
it reverently over his heart. Then he follows the nmen in, his
head bowed.

Across the street and around the corner, three police cars
draw up silently, and about fifteen uniformed policenen

and plain-clothes men spill out. A Captain gives whispered
orders, and the men scatter and discreetly take up positions
around the funeral parlor.

Qut of one of the cars steps MJLLI GAN, a tough Federa
Agent - in plain clothes, of course. Wth himis alittle
weasel of a man, shivering with cold and fear. They cal

hi m TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E for two reasons - because his

name is Charlie, and because he has never been seen

wi t hout a toothpick in his nouth.

MULLI GAN
(i ndicating funeral parlor)
Al right, Charlie - this the joint?

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E
Yes, sir.



MULLI GAN
And who runs it?

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E
| already told you.

MULLI GAN
Refresh ny nenory.

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E
(uneasily)
Spat s Col onbo.

MULLI GAN
That's very refreshing.
Now what's the password?

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E

| cone to Grandma's funeral
(he hands hima fol ded

pi ece of black crepe)
Here's your admi ssion card.

MULLI GAN
Thanks, Charli e.

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E
If you want a ringside table, tel
you're one of the pall bearers.

em

MULLI GAN
Ckay, Charlie.

The police captain joins Milligan.

CAPTAI N
W're all set. Wen is the kickoff?

As Mulligan consults his watch, Charlie, the toothpick
wor ki ng nervously in his nouth, tugs Milligan's sleeve.

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E
Look, Chief - | better blow now, because if
Spats Col onbo sees ne, it's Goodbye Charlie.

MULLI GAN
Goodbye, Charli e.

Charlie scoots up the dark street, disappears.

MULLI GAN

(to the police captain)

Gve ne five minutes - then hit
with everything you got.

em

CAPTAI N
You bet!

They synchroni ze their watches. Then Milligan crosses to
Mozarella's parlor, unfolding the black crepe Charlie gave
him It is a nmourning band, and he slips it over the left
sl eeve of his overcoat.

3. I NT. MOXZARELLA' S FUNERAL PARLOR - NI GHT.



It Iooks legitimte enough - with potted pal ms, urns and
funeral statuary. A harm ess gray-haired nan is playing

the organ with appropriate feeling. Daintily arranging a
funeral spray is the proprietor hinself, MR MXARELLA

Hi s heavywei ght build, bashed-in nose and cauliflower ears
don't quite jibe with his nourning coat, striped pants, ascot
and carnation. Dusting one of the marble angels is another
funeral director, in the same sonmber uniform

Mul I'i gan enters.

MOZARELLA
(with grave synpat hy)
Good evening, sir.

MULLI GAN
| cone to the old lady's funeral

MOZARELLA

(1 ooki ng hi m over)

I don't believe |I've seen you at any of our
services before

MULLI GAN
That's because |'ve been on the wagon.

MOZARELLA
PLEASE!

MULLI GAN

(1 ooki ng around)

Where are they hol ding the wake?

' m supposed to be one of the pallbearers.

MOZARELLA

(to funeral director)

Show the gentleman to the chapel -
pew nunber three.

FUNERAL DI RECTOR
This way, sir.

He | eads Milligan past the organ toward the bl ack-panel ed
wal I, where there is no evidence of a door.

The organist, without nissing a note in his playing, reaches
over to the end of the keyboard and pulls out a stop. One

of the panels slides open, and there is a blast of MJSIC from
the chapel. It's jazz - and it's SWEET GEORG A BROMWN
Mul I'i gan rears back nmonentarily, then follows the funera
director in. The organist pushes the stop in again, and the
panel slides shut.

4, I NT. SPEAKEASY - NI GHT.

Grandma nmust have been quite a person, because she left a

I ot of condoling friends behind, and they are holding a very
lively wake. The chapel is junping. A small band is blaring
out SWEET GEORA A BROMN. The nusicians are not the

slick, well-fed instrunentalists you would find in Guy
Lonbardo's band - they have all been through the wi nger,

and so have their threadbare tuxedos. On the stanp-sized



dance floor, six girls in abbreviated costunes are doing a
frenetic Charleston. Crowded around the small tables,
nmourners in black armbands are drowning their sorrows in
what ever they drink out of their coffee cups.

MULLI GAN
(1 ooki ng around)
Well, if you gotta go-this is the way to do it.

The funeral director leads Miulligan to a table next to the
bandstand. As he noves off, a waiter cones up

WAl TER
What' Il it be, sir?

MULLI GAN
Booze.

WAl TER
Sorry, sir, we only serve coffee

MULLI GAN
Cof f ee?

WAl TER
Scot ch cof f ee, Canadi an cof f ee
sour - mash coffee..

MULLI GAN
Make is Scotch. A denitasse.
Wth a little soda on the side.

As the waiter starts away, Milligan stops him

MULLI GAN

Haven't you got anot her pew -
not so close to the band?
(points to a better table)
How about that one?

WAl TER
Sorry, sir. That's reserved for nenbers
of the imuediate famly.

He wi nks, goes off. Milligan scans the room

From a side door comes Spats Col onmbo, followed by the

four hearsenen. They wal k cockily toward the table
‘reserved for the imediate fanmily.' A DRUNK, standing
with a cup of booze in his hand, is in their way. Col onbo
pushes him aside, and the contents of the cup slop over.
Col onbo freezes in his tracks, glances at his feet. The
other four men have al so stopped, and stare in the sane
direction, horrified.

Spats Col onbo's i nmacul ate spats are no | onger

i mmacul ate. There is a whiskey stain on one of them

Col onbo throws his henchnen a sharp | ook. They grab the
of fendi ng drunk, hustle himtoward the exit.

DRUNK

(wavi ng enpty cup)
Hey - | want another cup of coffee.



| want another cup of coffee.

Col onbo proceeds toward the table, seats hinself, crosses
his | egs, takes a handkerchi ef out of his breast pocket, and
meti cul ously nops the noist spat. His four conpanions,
their nission acconplished, join himat the table.

Mul I i gan, who has been studyi ng Col onbo, consults his
wrist-watch. The waiter conmes up with his order - a
dem tasse half full of Scotch, and a split of club soda

MULLI GAN
Better bring the check now - in case
the joint gets raided

WAl TER
Who's going to raid a funeral ?

MULLI GAN
Sonme people got no respect for the dead.

The waiter nmoves off. Milligan sips fromthe cup, w nces,
takes a cigar out of his pocket and starts to light it. His
eyes wander to the chorus girls.

The girls have gone into a tap-dance. The captain of the
chorus | ooks toward the bandstand, grins and wi nks at -

- JCE, the saxophone player. He wi nks back. JERRY, who is
t hunpi ng the bass-fiddle behind him |eans forward and
taps Joe on the shoul der.

JERRY
Say, Joe - tonight's the night, isn't it?

JCE
(eye on tap-dancer)
"1l say.

JERRY
I nmean, we get paid tonight, don't we?

JCE
Yeah. Wy?

He takes the nout hpi ece out of his saxophone, wets the reed.

JERRY
Because | lost a filling in nmy back tooth.
| gotta go to the dentist tonorrow.

JCE

Dentist? W been out of work for four
nonths - and you want to bl ow your
first week's pay on your teeth?

JERRY
It's just a little inlay - it doesn't even
have to be gold -

JCE
How can you be so selfish? W owe back
rent - we're in four eighty-nine bucks to



Moe's Delicatessen - we're being sued by
t hree Chinese | awers because our check
bounced at the laundry - we've borrowed
noney fromevery girl in the line -

JERRY
You're right, Joe.

JCE
O course | am

JERRY
First thing tonorrow we're going to pay
everybody a little something on account.

JOE
No we're not.

JERRY
We're not?

JCE

First thing tonmorrow we're going out to the
dog track and put the whol e bundl e on
Greased Li ghtni ng.

JERRY

You're going to bet ny nmoney on a dog?
JCE

He's a shoo-in. | got the word from Max

the waiter - his brother-in-lawis the
electrician who wires the rabbit -

JERRY
What are you giving me with the rabbit?

JCE

(pulling form sheet

out of pocket)

Look at those odds - ten to one.
If he wins, we can pay everybody.

JERRY
But suppose he | oses?

JCE
What are you worried about? This job
is going to last a long tine.

JERRY
But suppose it doesn't?

JCE

Jerry-boy - why do you have to paint
everything so bl ack? Suppose you get hit by
a truck? Suppose the stock market crashes?

Jerry, slapping the bass, is no longer listening. H's eyes
have strayed to -

Mul I'igan, sitting at his table, puffing on the cigar. It isn't
drawing too well. Milligan reaches under his coat, unpins



his Departnent of Justice badge fromhis vest. Using the
pi n of the shining badge, he pokes a hole in the wet end of
t he cigar.

Jerry has stopped playing, and is watching Miulligan's
operation with norbid fascination. Joe, conpletely
unawar e, continues tal ki ng.

JCE
Suppose Mary Pi ckford divorces
Dougl as Fai r banks?

JERRY

(nudgi ng him
Hey, Joe!

JCE
(payi ng no attention)
Suppose Lake M chigan overfl ows?

JERRY
Don't | ook now - but the whole town
i's under water!

He nods toward Mulligan. Joe |looks off. Then, wthout a
word, they both start packing their instrunents.

Mul I'i gan pins the badge back on, checks his wist-watch

MULLI GAN
(to hinself)
...four, three, two, one..

He gl ances toward -

the door fromthe funeral parlor. Right on the dot, a pair
of police axes smash through the door.

I nst ant pandenoni um breaks | cose in the speakeasy.

MUSI C st ops, wonen scream custoners, chorus girls and
waiter scranble toward the side doors. But they too are
splintering under the assault of the police axes. The crowd
falls back, mlling around frantically.

Mul i gan stands up, cups his hands to his nouth, and roars
at the top of his voice.

MULLI GAN
Al'l right, everybody - this is a raid.
I'"'ma federal agent, and you're all under arrest.

Pol i cemen cone stream ng through the splintered doors
Carried in on the tide is the Drunk who was just tossed out,
reeling unsteadily, and waving his enpty coffee cup al oft.

DRUNK
| want another cup of coffee.

The policenmen start rounding up the custoners and
enpl oyees, are herding themtoward the exits.

On the bandstand, Joe and Jerry have packed their
instrunents, and start to fight their way through the nilee,



toward sone stairs |eading up.

Mul I'i gan, a couple of policenen in tow, cones up to Spats
and his henchnen, sitting calmy at their table, with five
gl asses of white liquid in front of them

MULLI GAN
Ckay, Spats - the services are over.
Lets go.

SPATS
Go where?

MULLI GAN

Alittle country club we run for retired
boot| eggers. |'m gonna put your name

up for nenbership.

SPATS

I never join nothin'.

MULLI GAN

You'll like it there. 1'Il have the prison tailor

fit you with a pair of special spats - striped!

SPATS

(to his conpani ons, dead-pan)
Bi g j oke.

(to Mulligan)

Who's the rap this tine?

MULLI GAN
Enbal m ng people with coffee -
ei ghty-si x proof.

SPATS
Me? |I'mjust a custoner here.
MULLI GAN

Come on, Spats - we know you own this
joint. Mozarella is just fronting for you.

SPATS
Mozarell a? Never heard of him

MULLI GAN
We got different information.

SPATS
From who? Toot hpick Charlie, maybe?

MULLI GAN
Toot hpi ck Charlie? Never heard of him

He picks up Spats' glass, sniffs it suspiciously.

SECOND HENCHVAN
Butterm | k!

MULLI GAN
Al right - on your feet.

SPATS
(getting up slowy)



You're wasting the taxpayers' nobney.

MULLI GAN
If you want to, you can call your |awer

SPATS
(pointing to his four hoods)
These are ny lawers - all Harvard nen

Mul i gan and the two policenen | ead Spats and his Harvard
nen out.

5. EXT. FUNERAL PARLOR - NI GHT.

Pol i cemen, under the supervision of the captain, are
herdi ng custoners into a paddy-wagon. Fighting his way

out of the wagon is our Drunk, waving his coffee cup in the
air.

DRUNK
| want another cup of coffee.

He staggers into the alley, toward the side entrance of the
speakeasy, CAMERA MOVING with him Through the

smashed-up side door, policenmen are ushering nore
customers, waiters, rnusicians and the dancing girls.

CAMERA MOVES UP TOMARD a fire escape on the second

floor. Joe and Jerry, carrying their instrunments and
overcoats, have just clinmbed through a wi ndow onto the fire
escape, and are inspecting the scene below. The shot-up
hearse is parked directly beneath them stealthily they
climb down the | adder, drop to the roof of the hearse. Then
they scranble over the radiator, steal down the alley away
fromthe street. They stop in the shadows to put on their
coats.

JERRY
Well, that solves one problem W don't
have to worry about who to pay first.

JCE
Quiet - |I'mthinking.

JERRY

O course, the landlady is going to | ock us out

- Moe said no nore knackwurst on credit -
and we can't borrow any nore fromthe girls,
because they're on their way to jail -

JCE

Shut up, will you? | wonder how nuch Sam
the Bookie will give up for our overcoats?
JERRY

Sam t he Booki e? Nothing doing! You're not
putting my overcoat on that dog

JCE

| told you - it's a sure thing.
JERRY

But we'll freeze - it's below zero -

we' Il catch pneunoni a.



JCE
Look, stupid, he's ten to one. Tonorrow,

we'l'l have twenty overcoats!
DI SSOLVE TO
6. EXT. CHI CAGO STREET - DAY.

The street is covered with snow. Joe and Jerry, w thout
overcoats, the collars of their tuxedos turned up against the
bitter cold, cone down the steps of the elevated, carrying
their instruments. The only thing that keeps Jerry from
freezing is that he is boiling over inside. As they proceed
al ong the sidewal k, Jerry finally can't hold it any nore.

JERRY
Greased Lightning! Wiy do | listen to you?
| ought to have ny head exam ned!

JCE
| thought you weren't talking to ne.

JERRY
Look at the bull fiddle - it's dressed
war mer than | am

They cone up to a building in front of which are gathered
several small groups of shivering nusicians, also equipped
with instrunments. Joe and Jerry exchange frozen waves
with their colleagues, start through the entrance.

DI SSOLVE TO
7. I NT. CORRIDOR OF MJUSI C BUI LDI NG - DAY. 7.

Joe noves down the corridor, Jerry tagging along grinmy
beside him Oher job-seeking nusicians m |l around, and a
mel ange of nusical sounds and singing voices issues from
the various offices, studios and rehearsal halls.

Joe and Jerry cone up to a door narked: KEYNOTE

MJSI CAL AGENCY - BANDS, SOLO STS, SINGERS. Joe opens
the door, revealing a crummy office, with a secretary
behi nd a desk.

JCE
Anyt hi ng t oday?

FI RST SECRETARY

Not hi ng.
JCE
Thank you.

Joe shuts the door, and they shuffle along to the next

agency, which is marked: JULES STEIN - MJSIC

CORPORATI ON OF AMERI CA.  Joe opens the door. This is

like the other office - except a little crumier. There is a
secretary behind the desk.

JCE
Anyt hi ng t oday?



SECOND SECRETARY

Not hi ng.
JCE
Thank you.

He opens the door to the next agency. On the door it says:
SI G POLI AKOFF - BANDS FOR ALL OCCASIONS. There is the
usual secretary behind the usual desk, and her nane is
NELLI E. She is a brunette, somewhat past her prinme, but
still attractive.

JOE

Anyt hi ng t oday?

NELLI E

(1 ooki ng up)

Ch, it's you! You got a lot of nerve -
JCE

Thank you.

He shuts the door quickly, starts to nmove on

NELLI E' S VO CE
(frominside)
Joe - cone back here!

Joe stops in his tracks. Wth a resigned shrug to Jerry, he
opens the door again, and the two of themstart in.

8. I NT. POLI AKOFF''S QUTER OFFI CE - DAY. 8

Beside Nellie, there is another secretary pecking away at a
typewiter. Nellie's face is grimas Joe and Jerry cone up.

JCE
Now | ook, Nellie - if it's about I|ast
Saturday night - | can explain everything.

NELLI E

(to Jerry; pointing at Joe)

What a heel! | spend four dollars to get ny
hair marcelled, | buy me a new negligee,

| bake hima great big pizza pie..

(to Joe)

- and where were you?

JERRY
Yeah - where were you?

JCE
Wth you.

JERRY
Wth nme?

JCE

Don't you renenber?

(to Nellie)

He has this bad tooth - it got inpacted -
the whole jaw swole up -



JERRY

It did?

(Joe throws him a | ook)
Boy, did it ever!

JCE
So | had to rush himto the hospital and
give hima transfusion...

(to Jerry)

Ri ght ?

JERRY

Right. W have the sane blood type..
JCE

- Type O

NELLI E

Ch?

JCE

Nellie baby, 1'lIl make it up to you
NELLI E

You're making it up pretty good so far.
JCE

The m nute we get a job, I'mgoing to

take you out to the swellest restaurant -

JERRY
How about it, Nellie? Has Poliakoff got
anything for us? W' re desperate.

NELLI E

(slyly)

Well, it just so happens he is | ooking for a
bass and a sax -

(to the other secretary)

Ri ght ?

(she wi nks at her)

OTHER SECRETARY

(goi ng al ong)
Ri ght.

JERRY
(all excited)
Did you hear that, Joe?

JCE
What's the job?

NELLI E
It's three weeks in Florida -

JERRY
Fl ori da?

NELLI E
The Senminole-Ritz, in Mam.
Transportation and all expenses paid..



JCE

Isn't she a bit of terrific?
(busses Nellie on

the cheek; to Jerry)

Cone on - let's talk to Poliakoff.

They start toward the door of the inner office.

NELLI E
You better wait a mnute, boys -
he's got sone people in there with him

That stops them
9. INT. PCLI AKOFF' S | NNER OFFI CE - DAY. 9

The roomis small and cluttered, and the walls are covered
wi t h phot ographs of Poliakoff's clients - bands, vocalists,
trios, radio personalities.

Sitting behind the desk, speaking urgently into the phone, is
SI G POLI AKOFF, a gruff, likable man in his fifties. Pacing up
and down on the other side of the desk is SWEET SUE,
flashily-dressed broad, who has seen thirty sumers and a

few hard winters. As she paces, she nervously flips a |arge
white pill fromone hand to the other. Slouched in a chair is
Bl ENSTOCK, a somewhat prissy man of forty wearing thick

gl asses. He has a card file on his lap, is thunbing through it.

POLI AKCOFF

(into phone)

Look, G adys, it's three weeks in Florida -
Sweet Sue and Her Society Syncopators -

they need a couple of girls on sax and bass -
what do you nean, who is this? Sig Poliakoff.
| got a job for you - @ adys, are you there?
(hangs up)

Meshugeh! Played for a hundred and twel ve
hours at a marathon dance, and now she's

in bed with a nervous col |l apse.

SUE
Tell her to nobve over.

She has poured herself a glass of water froma pitcher on
t he desk, and now she plops the pill into her mouth, washes
it down.

Bl ENSTOCK
(looking up fromfile)
What about Cora Jackson?

POLI AKOFF

The last | heard, she was playing with the
Sal vation Arny, yet.

(consulting list on desk;

i nto phone)

Drexel 9044.

Sue has wandered over to one of the framed photos on the
wall. It shows Sue posed in front of her band - sixteen girls,
all blonde, all in identical gowmns. On the drumit says



SWEET SUE AND HER SOCI ETY SYNCOPATORS

SUE

Those idiot broads! Here we are all packed
to go to Mam, and what happens? The
saxophone runs off with a Bible sal esman,
and the bass fiddle gets herself pregnant.
(turning to Bienstock)

| ought to fire you, Bienstock

Bl ENSTOCK
Me? |'mthe nanager of the band -
not the night watchnan.

PCLI AKOFF

(into phone)

Hell 0? Let ne talk to Bessie Malone - what's
she doing in Philadel phia? -- on the |evel?
(hangs up)

Bessie let her hair grow and is playing

wi th St okowski

SUE
Bl ack Bottom Bessie?

POLI AKCOFF
Schpielt zich mt der Philharnonic.

Bl ENSTOCK
How about Rosemary Schul tz?

POLI AKCFF
Did you hear? She slashed her wists
when Val entino di ed!

SUE
W mght as well all slash our wists if we
don't round up two danes by this evening.

She picks up her handbag. Bienstock rises, takes his
gl asses off, puts themin his pocket.

Bl ENSTOCK

Look, Sig, you know the kind of girls we need.
We don't care where you find them- just

get themon that train by eight o'clock

POLI AKOFF

Be nonchal ant. Trust Poliakoff. The nmonent
anything turns up, I'lIl give you a little tingle.
- SUE

Bye, Sig.

(feels her tunmy)
| wonder if | have room for another ulcer?

Bi enst ock opens the door, and follows Sue into the outer
office. Joe and Jerry, who have been biding their tine
outside, slip in and shut the door after them

JCE
Hey, Sig - can we talk to you?



PCLI AKOFF

(into phone)

Nellie, get ne |long distance.
(to the boys)

What is it?

JERRY
It's about the Florida job.

POLI AKOFF
The Florida job?

JCE
Nellie told us about it.

JERRY
We're not too late, are we?

POLI AKCOFF

What are you - a couple of conedians?

Get out of here!

(into phone)

Long distance? Get ne the Wlliam Mrris
Agency in New York.

JCE
You need a bass and a sax, don't you?

POLI AKCFF
The instrunments are right, but you are not.
(into phone)

| want to speak to M. Morris.

JERRY
What's wong with us?

PCLI AKOFF
You're the wong shape. Goodbye.

JCE
The wrong shape? You | ooking for
hunchbacks or sonet hi ng?

POLI AKCOFF
It's not the backs that worry ne.

JCE
What ki nd of band is this, anyway?

POLI AKCOFF
You got to be under twenty-five -

JERRY
We coul d pass for that.

POLI AKOFF
- you got to be blonde -

JERRY
We coul d dye our hair.

POLI AKCOFF
- and you got to be girls.



JERRY
We coul d -

JCE
No, we coul dn't!

PCLI AKCFF
(into phone)
WIlliam Mrris!

JERRY
You nean it's a girls' band?

JCE

Yeah, that's what he neans.
Good old Nellie!

(starting toward door)

| ought to wring her neck

PCLI AKOFF
(into phone)
Yes, |'m hol ding on

JERRY

Wait a minute, Joe. Lets talk this over.
(to Poliakoff)

Why couldn't we do it? Last year, when we
pl ayed in that gypsy tearoom we wore

gold earrings. And you renenber when

you booked us with that Hawaiian band?
(pant omi m ng)

Grass skirts!

PCOLI AKOFF
(to Joe)
What's with him- he drinks?

JCE

No. And he ain't been eating so good, either
He's got an enpty stonach and it's gone

to his head.

JERRY

But, Joe - three weeks in Florida! W could
borrow some clothes fromthe girls in

t he chorus -

JCE
You' ve flipped your w g!

JERRY

Now you're tal king! W pick up a couple of
second-hand wigs - a little padding here
and there - call ourselves Josephi ne and
Geral di ne -

JCE

Josephi ne and Geral di ne!
(di sgust edl y)

Come on!

He drags Jerry toward the door



POLI AKCOFF

Look, if you boys want to pick up a

little noney tonight -

(they stop and turn)

At the University of Illinois they are
havi ng - you shoul d excuse the expression -
a St. Valentine's dance.

JCE
W'l take it!

PCLI AKOFF
You got it. It's six dollars a man. Be on the
canpus in Urbana at eight o'clock -

JERRY
(protesting)
All the way to Urbana - for a one night stand?

JCE
It's twelve bucks. W can get one of the
overcoats out of hock

POLI AKOFF

(into phone)

Hello, M. Morris? This is Poliakoff, in Chicago.
Say, you woul dn't have a couple of girl

musi ci ans avail abl e? A sax player and a base?

JERRY
(at the door)
Look, if WIliam Mrris doesn't cone through -

JCE
Cone on, Ceral dine!

He pulls himinto the outer office.
10. INT. PCLI AKOFF' S OQUTER COFFI CE - DAY. 10
Joe | eads Jerry out.

JERRY
It's a hundred miles, Joe - it's snow ng -
how are we going to get there?

JCE

I'"l1'l think of sonething. Don't crowd ne.
NELLI E

brightly)

How did it go, girls?

JERRY
W ought to wing your neck

JCE

Pl ease, Jerry - that's no way to talKk.
(turning on the charm

Nel i e baby - what are you doing tonight?

NELLI E



(suspi ci ously)
Why ?

JCE
Because | got sone plans -

NELLI E
I'mnot doing anything. | just thought 1'd
go hone and have sone cold pizza -

JCE
And you'll be in all evening?

NELLI E
(el ted by now)
Yes, Joe.

JOE

(brightly)
Good! Then you won't be needi ng your car

NELLI E
My car? Wy, you -

Joe silences her protest with a kiss. Jerry shakes his head
with nock admiration.

JERRY
Isn't he a bit of terrific?
DI SSCLVE TO
11. EXT. CLARK STREET - DAY.

Joe and Jerry, carrying their instrunents, are coning al ong
the snow covered sildewal k toward a garage entrance

above which is a sign reading: CHARLIE S GARAGE. Their
shoul ders are hunched up agai nst the cold.

JERRY

We coul d've had three weeks in Florida -

all expenses paid. Lying around in the sun
palmtrees - frying fish..

JCE
Knock it off, will you?

They step over the chain blocking the entrance, start into
t he garage

12. I NT. CHARLIE S GARACE - DAY.

There are rows of parked cars, a |lube rack and a gas punp.
Agai nst the wall under a naked electric Iight bulb hangi ng
froma cord, five men are playing stud poker.

A coupl e of nmechanics, in grease-stained coveralls, are
wat ching the gane. The dealer is Toothpick Charlie, the
i nevitabl e toothpick in his nouth.

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E

(deal i ng)

Ki ng hi gh-pair of bullets-possible straight
possi bl e not hi ng-pair of eights-

11.

12.



Joe and Jerry cone in fromthe street.

One of

t he

nmechani cs notices them nudges Toothpick Charlie. Charlie

| ooks up, and seeing the instrunent cases,

drawi ng a gun from his shoul der hol ster
pl ayers also junp up, and pulling their
Joe and Jerry.

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E

The
guns,

Al'l right, you two - drop 'em

JERRY

(stops; puzzled)
Drop what ?

JCE

W cane to pick up a car

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E
Oh, yeah?

| eaps to his feet,

ot her four
| evel them at

He nods to one of the nechanics, who steps up to Joe and
Jerry, starts to open the instrunent cases.

JCE
Nel li e Weinmeyer's car.

MECHANI C

(as the bass and sax
are reveal ed)
Musi ci ans.

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E
W se guys!

He nops his brow with the back of his sl

eeve,

and putting

his gun back in the hol ster, picks up the deck of cards

agai n.

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E
Let's go. Pair of aces

bet s.

The ot her players resune their seats. Joe and Jerry foll ow

the mechanic toward the parked cars.

JCE

It's a '25 Hupnobil e coupe.

G een.

The mechanic | eads themup to the car, which is parked

near the gas punp.

MECHANI C
Need sone gas?

JERRY

Yeah.

(takes sone coins

out of pocket)

Li ke about forty cents

wor t h.

The mechani ¢ unscrews the cap of the gas tank

rubber hose fromthe punp.

inserts the



MECHANI C
Put it on Mss Winnmeyer's bill?

JCE

Why not ?

(signals Jerry to put

coi ns away)

And while you're at it - fill "er up

Fromthe street outside cones the |oud squeal of tires.
Jerry glances off casually toward the entrance.

A bl ack Dusenberg bursts the chain hangi ng across the

street entrance, skids into the garage, takes to a screeching
stop sone ten feet fromthe card players. Toothpick

Charlie and his cronies |leap up and reach for their guns.

Too late. Four men have scranbled out of the car, two

armed wi th subnmachi ne guns, the other two with sawed- of f
shotguns. We recogni ze them as Spats Col onbo' s

henchnen.

FI RST HENCHMAN
Al'l right, everybody hands up and face the wall.

The frightened poker players start to obey.

Jerry is watching the scene, open-nouthed. Joe grabs his
shoul der, pulls himdown behind the Hupnobile.

The Second Henchnman notices the nechani c standing
petrified beside the gas punp.

SECOND HENCHVAN
(wavi ng nmachi ne gun)
Hey - join us!

The mechani ¢ rai ses his hands, noves reluctantly toward
the six men lined up against the wall.

SECOND HENCHVAN
(conti nues)
kay, boss.

A pair of nmen's feet step down fromthe |linousine. They
are encased in i muacul ate spats.

Jerry, crouching behind the Hupnmobile with Joe, grabs his
arm

JERRY
(whi speri ng)
It's Spats Col onbo -

Joe clanps his hand over Jerry's nouth

Spats Col onbo joins his arnmed henchnen, who are covering
the seven nen facing the wall with their hands up

SPATS
(very bl ase)
Hello, Charlie. Long tinme no see.

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E



(gl ancing over his
shoul der nervously)
What is it, Spats? Wat do you want here?

SPATS
Just dropped in to pay ny respects.

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E
You don't owe ne no nothing.

SPATS

Ch, | wouldn't say that. You were nice enough

to recommend ny nortuary to sone of
your friends..

He has strolled over to the table, and picking up the deck of

cards, starts to deal out another round to the abandoned
poker hands.

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E
(sweat i ng)
I don't know what you're tal ki ng about.

SPATS
So now | got all those coffins on ny hands -
and | hate to see themgo to waste

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E
Honest, Spats. | had nothing to do with it.

Spats deal s Toothpick Charlie's fifth card, then turns up the

hol e card.

SPATS

Too bad, Charlie. You would have had
three eights.

(flips cards away)

Goodbye, Charli e!

TOOTHPI CK CHARLI E
(knowi ng what's coni ng)
No, Spats - no, no, no -
(a screanm

NO

Spats nods, and the two machi ne-gunners raise their
weapons, start to fire nethodically at their off-scene
victins.

Behi nd t he Hupnobile, Jerry screws his eyes shut painfully
as the steady chatter of bullets continues.

JERRY
I think I'"mgoing to be sick

The machine guns stop firing. There is a nonent's silence.
Suddenly, the bas tank of the Hupnobile overflows, and the
rubber hose fromthe punp whips out, gushing gasoline

over the floor.

Spats and his henchnen, hearing the SOUND, whirl around
and catch sight of Joe and Jerry squatting behind the car.



SPATS
Al right - cone on out of there.

Joe and Jerry energe quakingly from behind the Hupnobile.

They try to raise their hands, but find this rather difficult to
manage while holding on to their instruments. Jerry darts

a horrified glance toward the foot of the wall.

JCE

(qui ckly)

W didn't see anything -
(to Jerry)

- did we?

JERRY

(to Spats)

No - nothing. Besides, it's none of our business if
you guys want to knock each other off -

Joe nudges himviolently with his el bow, and he breaks off.

SPATS
(studying them
Don't | know you two from sonmewhere?

JCE

We're just a couple of nusicians - we cone to
pick up a car - Nellie Winneyer's car -
there's a dance tonight -

(starting to edge away)

Come on, Jerry

SPATS
Wait a minute. Were do you think
you' re goi ng?

JCE
To Urbana. It's a hundred niles.

SPATS
You ain't going nowhere.

JERRY
(quaveri ng)
We're not?

SPATS
The only way you'll get to Ubana is feet first.

During this, one of the bodi es huddl ed grotesquely agai nst

the foot of the wall begins to stir. It is Toothpick Charlie
He is covered with blood, but there is still a spark of life in
him and his toothpick is still clutched between his teeth.

Pai nfully, he starts to wormhis way across the floor toward

a phone on a wooden shel f.

Spats and his gang, facing Joe and Jerry, are not aware of
Charlie's activity.

SPATS
I don't like no wtnesses.

JCE



W won't breathe a word.

SPATS
You won't breathe nothing' - not even air.

He notions lazily to the Second Henchnan. The henchman
slowy levels his nmachine gun at Joe and Jerry, who stand
frozen.

At that very nonent, Toothpick Charlie reaches up for the
phone. But he is too weak to hold on, and the receiver
drops fromhis Iinp hand, and clatters to the asphalt floor

Instantly, Spats and his henchman wheel around. Spats
grabs the machi ne gun fromthe Second Henchman, and
perforates what is left of Charlie with a hail of |ead.

Toot hpick Charlie crunbles in a heap. He is quite dead.
Spats' be-spatted foot cones into SHOT, disdainfully kicks
the toothpick out of Charlie's nouth.

Joe and Jerry have taken advantage of this nonentary
di version. Like scalded jackasses, they are sprinting toward
the entrance, hanging on to their instrunents.

Spats and his boys pivot, see the two running. They let go
with a salvo of shots, just as Joe and Jerry scoot through
t he garage door and di sappear down the street.

A coupl e of henchnen start after them There is the SOUND
of an approaching police SIREN

SPATS
Cone on - let's blow W'IlIl take care of
t hose guys | ater.

They all pile into the black Dussenberg. The driver shifts
into reverse and the car shoots backwards out of the
gar age.

13. EXT. ALLEY - DAY

Joe and Jerry cone skidding around the corner fromd ark
Street, race down the snow covered alley. 1In b.g. there is
the SOUND of squealing tires and police sirens.

JERRY
(as they run)
I think they got ne.

JCE
They got the bull-fiddle.

JERRY

(feeling hinself

all over)

You don't see any bl ood?

JCE
Not yet. But if those guys catch us,
there'll be blood all over. Type O

They start running even faster.



JERRY
Where are we running, Joe?

JCE
As far away as possi bl e.

JERRY

That's not far enough. You don't know those
guys! But they know us. Every hood in
Chicago will be |ooking for us -

They reach the end of the alley. A couple of motorcycle
policenmen, their sirens wailing, flash by in the direction of
the garage. The word nust have spread, because

pedestrians are also running in the sane direction. Joe
stops, | ooks around quickly, and seeing a cigar store on the
corner drags Jerry inside.

14. INT. Cl GAR STORE - DAY. 14.

Joe hurries to a wall tel ephone near the entrance. Jerry
foll ows breathlessly.

JCE
Got a nickel ?

He sets the saxophone case down, and taking a coin from
Jerry, inserts it in the slot.

JERRY
You going to call the police?

JCE

The police? W'd never live to testify.
Not agai nst Spats Col onbo.

(into phone)

Wabash 1098.

JERRY
W got to get out of town. Maybe
we ought to grow beards.

JCE
We are going out of town. But we're
goi ng to shave

JERRY

Shave? At a tinme like this? Those guys got
machi ne guns - they're going to bl ast

our heads off - and you want to shave?

JCE
Shave our |egs, stupid.

Stupid is right. Jerry still doesn't get it.

JCE

(into phone; his voice

a tremul ous soprano)

Hello? M. Poliakoff? | understand you're
| ooking for a couple of girl nmnusicians.



Now Jerry gets it.
DI SSOLVE TO
15. EXT. CH CAGO RAI LROAD PLATFORM - NI GHT. 15

Two pairs of high-heel ed shoes, unusually large in size, are
hurrying along the platform CAMERA FOLLOAS t hem and

PANS UP gradually, revealing rather hefty legs in rolled
stocki ngs, short dresses, coats with cheap fur pieces, and
raki sh cloche hats. One of the pair carries a saxophone
case, the other a bull-fiddle case, and each has a d adstone
bag.

Atrain, with steamup, is loading for departure. Redcaps,
passengers, baggage carts

ANNOUNCER' S VO CE

Florida Limted | eaving on Track Seven for
Washi ngt on, Charl eston, Savannah, Jacksonville
and Mani. Al aboard. Al aboard.

Qur two passenger accelerate their pace. But evidently they
are not too adept at navigating in high heels. Suddenly the
one with the bull-fiddle twi sts her ankle - or we should say
his ankle - because it's Jerry. He stops and faces his girl-
friend - Joe.

JERRY

(rubbi ng his ankle)

How can they wal k on these things?
How do they keep their bal ance?

JCE
Must be the way their weight is distributed.
Cone on.

As they proceed along the platform a gust of w nd sends
their skirts billowing. Jerry stops again and pulls his skirt
down.
JERRY
And it's so drafty. They nust be catching
colds all the tinme.

JCE
(urgi ng himon)
Quit stalling. We'Ill mss the train.

JERRY
| feel so naked. Like everybody's | ooking at ne.

JCE
Wth those legs? Are you crazy?

They are now approaching the Pullman car reserved for the
girls' orchestra. Grl nusicians, with instrunments and

| uggage, are boarding the car, supervised by Sweet Sue and
Bi enst ock.

JERRY
(stopping in his tracks)
It's no use. We'll never get away with it, Joe.



JCE
The nane is Josephine. And it was your
idea in the first place.

Just then, a menber of the girls' band conmes hurrying past
them carrying a valise and ukulele case. Her nanme is
SUGAR. What can we say about Sugar, except that she is
the dreamgirl of every red-bl ooded Anerican nal e who

ever read College Hunor? As she undul ates past them
Jerry |l ooks after her with di smay.

JERRY
Who are we kidding? Look at that - | ook how
she noves - it's like jello on springs - they

nmust have sone sort of a built-in notor.
| tell you it's a whole different sex.

JCE

What are you afraid of? Nobody's asking you

to have a baby. This is just to get out of town.
The minute we hit Florida, we'll blow this set-up

JERRY
This time I'mnot going to let you talk ne
into sonething that..

A newsboy approaches along the platform peddling his papers.

NEWSBOY
Extra! Extra! Seven Slaughtered in North
Si de Garage! Fear Bl ood Afternath!

JERRY

(to Joe, pronptly)
You talked me into it! Come on, Josephine.

JCE
Attagirl, GCeraldine.

They hurry toward the Pullman car, imitating the jello-on-
springs novenent as well as they can

At the Pullman car, Sue and Bienstock are checking in the
girl rmusicians as they are boarding.

SUE
H, Mary Lou - Rosella - Ckay, Dol ores,
get a nove on - How s your back, d ga?

Bl ENSTOCK
(checking list)
Clarinet - druns - trunpet - trombone -

Joe and Jerry cone nincing up. (NOTE: From here on in,
the two will speak with girls' voices whenever the situation
calls for it.)

JCE
Vell, here we are.

SUE
You two fromthe Poliakoff Agency?



JCE
Yes, we're the new girls.

JERRY
Br and new.

SUE
This is our nmanager, M. Bienstock.
"' m Sweet Sue.

JCE
My nanme is Josephine.

JERRY
And |' m Daphne.

This is conpletely out of left field. Joe throws hima sharp
| ook. Jerry smles back brightly.

Bl ENSTOCK

(checking list)

Saxophone, bass - Am| glad to see you girls.
You saved our lives.

JCE
Li kewi se, |'m sure

SUE
Where did you girls play before?

JERRY
Ch - here and there - and around.

JCE
We spent three years at the Sheboygan
Conservatory of Misic.

From OFF cones the voice of the Conductor: "All aboard!"

Bl ENSTOCK
You're in Berths 7 and 7A

JERRY
(his idea of a |ady)
Thank you ever so.

Bl ENSTOCK
You' re wel cone.

JERRY
It's entirely nutual

Joe has already boarded the car. As Jerry starts up the
steps, he stunbles. Bienstock helps himup, with a little pat
on the behi nd.

Bl ENSTOCK
Upsy- dai sy.
JERRY
(coyly)

Fr esh!

Joe jerks himup into the vestibule before this nonsense gets



out of hand.

Bl ENSTOCK

(takes off gl asses,

puts themin pocket)

Looks like Poliakoff cane through wth
a couple of real |adies.

JCE
You better tell the other girls to
wat ch their |anguage.

She and Bi enstock nmount the steps of the Pullman. The
porter picks up the yellow footstep, hops aboard as the
train starts noving.

16. I NT. PULLMAN CAR - NI GHT.

As Joe and Jerry cone in fromthe vestibule, Joe grabs
Jerry, holds himagai nst the baggage rack

JCE
(an angry whi sper)
DAPHNE?

JERRY
I never did |ike the nane Ceral di ne.

As Sue and Bi enstock appear fromthe vestibule, Joe lets go
of Jerry, and they nove down the aisle into the Pull man car
proper.

The girl nusicians are all there, except for Sugar. They are
removing their coats, settling thenmselves in their seats,
putting away their instrunents and baggage. They are all

bl onde, they are young, and nost of themare pretty. They

| ook I'ike a band of angels - but don't you believe it.

JERRY
(the good nei ghbor)
Hel | o, everybody. |'mthe bass fiddle.

Just call me Daphne.

JCE
I''m Josephi ne. Sax.

There is a slew of general hellos.

MARY LOU
Wel cone to No Man's Land.

G RLS
(in chorus)
You'll be sor-ry!

ROSELLA
Take your corsets off and spread out.

JERRY
Ch, | never wear one.

OGA
Don't you bul ge?



JERRY

Ch, no. | have the nost divine little
seanstress that conmes in once a nonth -
and ny dear, she's so inexpensive -

JCE
Come on, Daphne.

DOLORES

Say, kids, have you heard the one about the
girl tuba player that was stranded on a
desert island with a one-|egged jockey?

JERRY
No --- how does it go?
Bl ENSTOCK

(com ng up)

Now cut that out, girls-none of that rough talk.
(as Joe and Jerry nove off)

They went to a conservatory.

There is a general horse-laugh fromthe girls. Joe and Jerry
have now reached their seats, and are taking off their
coats.

JERRY

(in a delighted whisper)

How about that talent? This is like
falling into a tub of butter.

JCE

Watch it, Daphne!

JERRY

Wien | was a kid, | used to have a dream -

| was |ocked up in this pastry shop overnight -
with all kinds of goodies around - jelly rolls
and nocha eclairs and sponge cake and

Boston cream pi e and cherry tarts -

JCE
Li sten, stupe - no butter and no pastry.
W' re on a diet!

Jerry starts to hang his coat across a cord runni ng above
t he wi ndow.

JCE
(grabbing him
Not there - that's the energency brake.

JERRY
(cl utching bosom
Now you' ve done it!

JCE
Done what ?

JERRY
Tore off one of ny chests.



JCE
You' d better go fix it.

JERRY
You better conme help ne.

Jerry leads the way toward the rest roons, which are just
beyond their seat. Instinctively he heads for the one
mar ked MEN. Joe grabs him steers himback toward the
one mar ked WOVEN

JCE
Thi s way, Daphne.

JERRY

(clasping his chest
desperatel y)

Now you tore the other one.

Joe opens the curtain, propels himinside.

17. I NT. WOVEN S LOUNGE. 17.

There is another custoner there - Sugar. She has one |leg

up on the leather settee, her skirt is slightly raised, and she
is about to renove a small silver flask tucked under her

garter. As Jerry and Joe cone in, she guiltily pulls her skirt
down.

SUGAR
0,

JERRY
(arns fol ded across chest)
Terribly sorry.

SUGAR

(relieved)

That's all right. | was afraid it was Sweet Sue.
You won't tell anybody, will you?

JCE

Tel I what?

SUGAR

(taking the flask out
and unscrew ng the cap)
If they catch me once nore

they' Il boot me out of the band.

(pours a drink into a

paper cup)

You the replacenent for the bass and the sax?
JERRY

That's us. |'m Daphne - and this is Josephine.
SUGAR

I''m Sugar Cane.

JCE

I changed it. It used to be Sugar Kowal czyk.

JERRY



Pol i sh?

SUGAR

Yes. | come froma very nusical famly
My nother is a piano teacher and ny

fat her was a conductor.

JCE

Wiere di d he conduct?

SUGAR

On the Baltinore and Ohio.

JOE

.

SUGAR

| play the ukulele. And | sing too.

JERRY

(to Jerry)

She sings, too.

SUGAR

I don't really have much of a voice - but then
it's not much of a band, either. I'monly

with 'em because |'mrunni ng away.

JCE
Runni ng away? From what ?

SUGAR

Don't get ne started on that.
(extending fl ask)

Want a drink? [It's bourbon.

As Jerry reaches for it, his bosomstarts to slip again, and
he quickly refolds his arns.

JERRY
W'l |l take a rain check

SUGAR

(downs cupful of bourbon)

| don't want you to think that |I'ma drinker
| can stop any tine | want to - only | don't
want to. Especially when |'m bl ue.

JCE
We under st and.

SUGAR

All the girls drink - but I'mthe one that
gets caught. That's the story of ny life.
| always get the fuzzy end of the lollipop

She has screwed the cap back on the flask, and now slips it
under her garter.

SUGAR
Are my seans straight?

JERRY



(examni ni ng her | egs)
"1l say.

SUGAR
See you around, girls.

She waves and exits into the Pull man car

JERRY

Bye, Sugar.

(to Joe)

W been playing with the wong bands.

JCE
Down, Daphne!

JERRY
How about the shape of that |iquor cabinet?

Joe spins himaround, and unbuttoning the back of his
dress, starts to fix the slipped brassiere.

JCE
Forget it. One false nove, and they' Il toss us
off the train - there'll be the police, and

t he papers, and the nob in Chicago. .

JERRY

(not Iistening)

Boy, would | like to borrow a cup of that Sugar.
JCE

(whirling him around,

grabbi ng the front

of his dress)

Look - no butter, no pastry, and no Sugar

JERRY

(1 ooki ng down at

his chest, pathetically)
You tore it again!

DI SSCOLVE:
18. EXT. LOCOMOTI VE WHEELS - NI GHT.

The wheel s are poundi ng al ong the track, acconpanied by a
spirited rendition of RUNNI NG W LD

19. I NT. PULLMAN CAR - NI GHT.

At one end of the car, Sweet Sue and her Society

Syncopators are beating out RUNNING WLD. It is a specia
rehearsal to break in the two new girls, Josephine and
Daphne. The other girls, including Sugar on the ukulele, are
really swinging. But Joe and Jerry are playing in a dainty
ultra-refined manner, so as not to give thensel ves away.

Sue, who is conducting fromthe aisle, raps her baton

agai nst a seat. The girls stop playing.

SUE
(to Joe and Jerry)
Hey, Sheboygan - you two - what was



your last job - playing square dances?

JCE
No - funerals.

SUE
Wul d you nmind rejoining the living?
Goose it up a little.

JERRY
V'l try.

Sue is about to give the downbeat, when her eyes fall on
Jerry's bass fiddle. There is a neat row of bullet holes
across the face of the instrunent.

SUE

How di d those hol es get there?
JERRY

(1 ooki ng down)

Oh - those. | don't know.
(tentatively)

M ce?

JOE

(qui ckly)

We got it second-hand.

SUE

Al right - lets take it fromthe top

And put a little heat under it, will you?

She brings the baton down, and the girls start playing
again. This tinme Joe and Jerry give it both knees - Joe
going for a wild ride on the sax, and Jerry sl apping and
twirling the bass like a girl possessed. Sue cocks her
eyebrows, amazed by the hepness of the two conservatory
cats.

Now it is time for Sugar's solo. She steps forward with the
ukul el e, and starts to sing a hot chorus of RUNNI NG W LD

Hol ding on to the bull-fiddle, Jerry leans forward to get a
better view of Sugar's backfield in notion.

As Sugar shinm es through the nunber, the hidden flask

slips out fromunder her garter, and falls to the floor with a
clank. She freezes. Sue raps her baton furiously against

the seat, stopping the nusic.

SUE
Bl ENSTOCK

Bi enstock, with his glasses on, is sitting father back in the
car reading Variety. He |eaps up

Bl ENSTOCK
Yes, Sue? Wiat is it?

SUE

(pointing at flask)

| thought | nade it clear | don't want any
drinking in this outfit.



Bl ENSTOCK

(picking up flask)

Al'l right, girls. Wo does this belong to?
(no answer)

Come on, now. Speak up

(still no answer;

his eyes fall on Sugar,

who stands there frozen)

Sugar, | warned youl!

SUGAR
Pl ease, M. Bienstock -

Bl ENSTOCK

This is the last straw. |In Kansas City you
were smuggling liquor in a shanpoo bottle.
Before that | caught you with a pint in your
ukul el e -

Jerry has squeezed hinself between the girls, and steps forward.

He starts to sl

JERRY
Pardon me, M. Bienstock - can | have ny
fl ask back?

Bl ENSTOCK
(automatical I y)

Sur e.

(hands it to him

turns back to Sugar)

Pack your things, and the next station
we cone to -

(he does a take,

turns to Jerry)

Your flask?

JERRY
Unh-huh. Just a little bourbon.

p it down the neck of his dress.

Bl ENSTOCK
G ve ne that!

He grabs the flask. Sugar is looking at Jerry gratefully. Joe

glares at Jerry,

ready to hit himwi th the saxophone.

SUE
(to Joe and Jerry; dryly)
Didn't you girls say you went to a conservatory?

JERRY

Yes. For a whol e year.

SUE

| thought you said three years.
JCE

(I'ightly)

W got tine off for good behavior



SUE

There are two things | will not put up with
during working hours. One is liquor -

and the other one is nen.

JERRY
(a blinking angel)
Men?

JCE
Ch, you don't have to worry about that.

JERRY

We woul d be caught dead with nen. Those
rough, hairy beasts with eight hands -

(1 ooki ng at Bi enst ock)

They all want just one thing froma girl.

Bl ENSTOCK
(drawi ng hinsel f up)
| beg your pardon.

SUE
(rappi ng baton)
All right, girls - fromthe top again.

Once nore the Society Syncopators wade i nt o RUNNI NG
WLD. Sugar, strummng the ukulele, snmiles warmy at
Daphne, a true blue pal; Daphne smiles back, his nmouth

watering a little, like a kid in a pastry shop
DI SSOLVE:
20. EXT. LOCOMOTI VE WHEELS - NI GHT.
The wheels are still pounding away - but there's no nore
nusi c.
21. I NT. PULLMAN CAR - NI GHT.

The berths are nade up, and the girls are getting ready for
bed. Joe, in pajanas, is standing in the aisle beside Lower
7, draping his dress neatly on a hanger. Jerry, in a
nightgown, is lying in Upper 7 with the curtains open

wat ching the broads go by. Grls in negligees, in pajanas,
in nightgowns, are scurrying with their wash-kits in and out
of the ladies' room clinbing into | owers and uppers.

JERRY

(the young sul tan)

Good night, Mary Lou - Dol ores dear
sleep tight - Nighty-night, Enmly

EM LY
(clinmbing into an upper)
Toodl e- o0o0.

JERRY
(to Joe)
How about that toodl e-00?

JCE
St eady, boy. Just keep telling yourself



you're a girl.

JERRY
(to hinself)
I"'maggirl. I'magirl. I'magrl -

Rosel |l a and O ga cone bouncing past fromthe | adies' room

JERRY

(to Joe)

Get a load of that rhythm section
(a glare from Joe)

I"'magirl. I'magirl. |I'ma girl

H s eyes stray down the aisle. |In Upper 2, Sugar is getting
ready for bed. Al Jerry can see is her |egs dangling out of
the berth, as she renoves her stockings. But that's all the
identification Jerry needs.

JERRY
(calling down the aisle)
Good ni ght, Sugar.

SUGAR
(sticking her head out)
Good ni ght, honey.

JERRY
(to Joe; enraptured)
Honey - she called ne honey.

Wthout a word, Joe takes the | adder |eaning against Jerry's
berth, slides it under the |ower.

JERRY

What are you doi ng?

JCE

I just want to make sure that honey stays
in the hive. There'll be no buzzing around
t oni ght .

JERRY

But suppose | got to go - like for a drink
of water?

JCE

Fight it.

JERRY

But suppose | | ose? Suppose it's an energency?

JCE
(points to cord running
across the back of
Jerry's berth)
Then pull the energency brake!

Sitting on the edge of Lower 1, ready for bed, is Sue. She is
| ooking off intently toward Joe and Jerry, flipping a

stomach pill in one hand and hol ding a paper cup of water

in the other. She turns to Bienstock, who is across the aisle
in Lower 2, just buttoning his pajama tops.



SUE
You know, Bienstock, there's something funny
about those two new girls.

Bl ENSTOCK

Funny? In what way?

SUE

| don't know - but | can feel it right here.
(pats tummy)

That's one good thing about ulcers - it's like

a burglar alarmgoing off inside you
She swallows the pill, washes it down with water.

Bl ENSTOCK

Al'l right, Sue. You watch your ulcers -
"1l watch those two.

(rises, claps his hands)

Ckay. Everybody settle down and go to bed.
Good night, girls.

The last fewgirls clinb into their births, lights are being
extingui shed, curtains are being closed.

Joe, standing outside Berth 7, starts to close the curtains of
Jerry's berth.

JCE
Good ni ght, Daphne.

JERRY
(wretchedl y)
Good ni ght, Josephi ne.

Joe closes the curtains. Jerry, in the upper, extinguishes the
light. He settles hinmself back on the pillow, closes his eyes.

JERRY
(rmuttering to hinself)
I'"'magirl - I"'magirl - | wish | were dead -
I"'magirl - I"'magirl -
22. EXT. LOCOMOTI VE WHEELS - NI GHT. 22
The wheel s are pounding along the track in the rhythm of
Jerry's '"I'magirl, I'ma girl.'
DI SSOLVE:
23. I NT. PULLMAN CAR - NI GHT. 23
There are just a fewdimlights illumnating the aisle.
Everybody seens to be asleep, all is quiet - except for

Bi enstock' s steady snoring in Lower 2.

After a nonent, the curtains of Upper 2 open, and Sugar

peeks out cautiously. She is wearing a negligee over her
nightie. Seeing that all is clear, she slips quietly down the
| adder, and tiptoes down the aisle.

She arrives at Berth 7, and finding no | adder there, takes
one fromacross the aisle, leans it against Jerry's berth, and



clinmbs up.

Jerry is asleep in Upper 7, as the curtains part and Sugar
| eans in.

SUGAR
(a whi sper)
Daphne. .

She taps his shoulder. Jerry sits bolt upright, hits his head
agai nst the top of the berth.

JERRY
Oh - Sugar!

SUGAR
I wanted to thank you for covering for ne.
You're a real pal

JERRY
It's nothing. | just think us girls should
stick together.

SUGAR
If it hadn't been for you, they would have
ki cked ne off the train. 1'd be out there in the

n ddl e of nowhere, sitting on ny ukul ele.

JERRY
It nmust be freezing outside. Wen I
think of you - and your poor ukulele -

SUGAR
If there's anything | can do for you -
JERRY
Oh, | can think of a million things -

Sugar, |ooking off, sees sonething in the aisle, quickly
clinmbs into the berth beside Jerry.

JERRY
And that's one of them

SUGAR
(finger to her lips)
Sssh.  Sweet Sue.

She peers through the slit in the curtains.

Sue, in a wapper, is padding sleepily down the aisle toward
the | adi es' room

Back in Upper 7, Sugar turns conspiratorially to Jerry.

SUGAR
| don't want her to know we're in cahoots.

JERRY
W won't tell anybody - not even Josephi ne.

SUGAR
I'd better stay here till she goes back to sleep



JERRY
Stay as long as you'd |iKke.

SUGAR

(putting her |egs

under the covers)

I''mnot crowding you, aml?

JERRY
No. It's nice and cozy.

SUGAR

Wien | was a little girl, on cold nights like this,
| used to crawl into bed with ny sister. W'd
cuddl e up under the covers, and pretend we

were lost in a dark cave, and were trying to

find out way out.

JERRY
(rmoppi ng his brow)
I nteresting.

SUGAR
Anyt hi ng wrong?

JERRY
No, no.

SUGAR

(putting a hand on

hi s shoul der)

Why you poor thing - you're trenbling
all over.

JERRY
That's ridi cul ous.

SUGAR
And your head is hot.

JERRY
That's ridicul ous.

SUGAR

(her feet touching his
under the cover)

And you've got cold feet.

JERRY
(a wan snile)
Isn't that ridicul ous?

SUGAR

Let me warmthema little.
(rubbing her feet

agai nst his)

There - isn't that better?

Jerry has turned his head away, and is now nunbling to
hi msel f.

JERRY
I"'ma girl, I'magirl, I'magirl -



SUGAR
What did you say?

JERRY
I"'ma very sick girl.

SUGAR
(sitting up)
Maybe 1'd better go before | catch sonething

JERRY
(hol ding her by the arm
I''mnot that sick.

SUGAR
I have a very | ow resistance.

JERRY

Look, Sugar, if you feel you're com ng down
with something, the best thing is

a shot of whiskey.

SUGAR
You got sone?

JERRY

I know where to get sone.
(sitting up)

Don't nove.

He clinmbs across her, and opening the curtains, |eans al
the way over the edge of the upper berth and down toward
the berth bel ow

In Lower 7, Joe is asleep, facing the window. The curtains
part, and Jerry, dangling upside down, reaches toward the
suitcase at the foot of the berth. He raises the lid of the

sui tcase, runmages around till he finds a bottle of bourbon

As he takes it out, Joe stirs. Jerry freezes, raises the bottle
up, ready to conk Joe if he wakes up. Joe turns over, settles
back to sleep, and Jerry swi ngs his body through the

curtains.

Jerry, the bottle clutched in his hand, is hangi ng upside
down, while Sugar in the upper berth holds on to his |egs.
As Jerry tries to raise hinself back up, he slips out of
Sugar's grasp, and sprawls in the aisle. He lies absolutely
still, afraid that Joe may have heard him

SUGAR
(a solicitous whisper)
You all right?

JERRY

(getting up)
I"mfine.

SUGAR
How s the bottle?

JERRY
Hal f-full



As he hands it up to her, the curtains of Upper 4 part, and
Dol ores, who has been awakened by the fall, peeks out.

SUGAR
(to Jerry)
You better get sone cups.

Jerry pads over to the water fountain beside the rest roons.
He punches out a couple of paper cups froma dispense, flits
back to Berth 7, and scurries up the | adder.

Dol ores watches all this with great interest.
Back in Upper 7, Sugar has al ready opened the bottle.

JERRY

(handi ng her

t he paper cups)

| tell you - this is the only way to travel

SUGAR

(pouri ng)
You better put on the |ights.

I can't see what |'m doing.

JERRY
No - no lights. W don't want anyone
to know we're having a party.

SUGAR
I may spill sonething

JERRY

(shifting into high)

So spill it. Spills, thrills, |aughs, ganes -
this may even turn out to be a surprise party.

SUGAR
What's the surprise?

JERRY

(coyly)
Uh-uh. Not yet.

SUGAR
When?

JERRY
We better have a drink first.

SUGAR
(handi ng hi m cup)
Here. This'll put hair on your chest.

JERRY
No fair guessing.

They drink. The curtains open and Dol ores, standing on the
| adder outside, sticks her head in.

DOLORES
This a private cl anbake,
or can anybody join?



JERRY
(turns, startled)
It's private. Go away.

SUGAR
Say, Dolores - you still got that
bottl e of vernouth?

DOLORES
Sur e.

JERRY
Who needs ver nout h?

SUGAR

(to Dol ores)

We have some bourbon -
| ets make Manhatt ans.

DOLORES
Ckay.
(starts down the | adder)

JERRY
Manhattans? This tine of night?

SUGAR
(calling after Dol ores)
And bring the cocktail shaker.

JERRY

(di sgust edl y)

Ch, Sugar. You're going to
spoil ny surprise

Dol ores has crossed the aisle, and getting a foot up on
Lower 4, reaches up into her berth for the vernouth. The
curtains of Lower 4 open, and Mary Lou sticks her head out.

MARY LQU
What's up?

DOLORES
Party in Upper 7.

MARY LOU
| got sone cheese and crackers.

DOLORES
And get a corkscrew.

Mary Lou gets out of her berth, steps across to Lower 3,
wakes up Rosell a.

MARY LOU
Party in Upper 7. Got a corkscrew?

ROSELLA
(wi de awake)
No. But Stella has.

MARY LQU



Cet sone cups

Rosella hurries toward the water fountain,
gets Stella and the corkscrew out of bed.
Pul I man car springs into action. As silent

while Mary Lou
Rapi dly, the whol e
as mice, the girls

slip out of their berths, armed with various provisions.

Their nighties billow ng they scuttle down
the | adder into Upper 7.

In Upper 7, the party is building rapidly,
with their contributions.

G RLS
Here's the vernouth.

the aisle and up

as the nmice pile in

| brought sone crackers and cheese.

WIIl ten cups be enough?

Can you use a bottle of Southern Confort?

Jerry is trying vainly to stemthe invasion of gatecrashers.

JERRY

Pl ease, girls - this is a private party -

a party for two - go away,

ssh, the nei ghbors downsta
wake up Josephi ne - please,
in bed - go sonepl ace el se

no nore room -
rs - you'l

no crackers
formyour own

party - be careful with that corkscrew
Sugar - where are you, Sugar?

Sugar is greeting Aga, who has clinbed into the berth

clutching a hot water bottle.

OLGA
Here's the cocktail shaker.

Sugar starts neasuring bourbon and vernouth into it.

G RLS

Easy on the vernouth.

If we only had sone ice -
Pass the peanut butter.
Anybody for salam ?

JERRY
(desperately)

Thirteen girls in a berth - that's bad | uck

Twel ve of you will have to
Pl ease, girls, no nore food!
I'"ll have ants in the norning!

In Lower 7, Joe is stirring restlessly, whi

get out!

| e subdued noi ses

float down fromthe party upstairs. The curtains part and

Em |y sticks her head in and shakes Joe.

EM LY

Hey - you got any naraschino cherries

on you?

JCE
(hal f asl eep)
Huh?

EM LY



Never mni nd.

She di sappears. Joe starts to close his eyes, then sits up
with ajolt.

JCE
Mar aschi no cherries?

Slowy he becones aware of the sounds of revelry up above.
His eyes wide as he sees a girl's bare leg through the
curtains. The girl steps on the edge of his berth, hoists
herself into the upper. Joe throws open the curtains, sees
several other pairs of girls' |egs dangling down fromthe
upper, and still nore legs clinbing up the |adder

Frantically, Joe junps out of his birth. He is confronted by
a sight which knocks into a cocked hat the principle that

two bodi es cannot occupy the same space at the sane tine.

In a triunmph of engineering, fourteen girls have squeezed
thenselves into Upper 7 - or to be exact, thirteen girls and
Daphne - not to nention the bourbon, the vernouth, the

Sout hern Confort, the paper cups, the corkscrew, the hot
water bottle, the crackers and cheese, and the sal am .

There is a seething tangle of arns and | egs and bl onde

heads - like a snake pit at feeding tine.

JCE

What's goi ng on here?
(trying to find a
needl e i n the haystack)
Daphne - Daphne -

JERRY

(sticking his head out)

It's not ny fault. | didn't invite them
JCE

(pl eadi ng)

Break it up, girls! Daphne!
Come on, hel p ne!

He starts to tug at odd arns and | egs.
Jerry pulls hinself back into the berth.

JERRY
Al'l right, girls. You heard Josephi ne.
Everybody out.

Sugar starts to back out of the berth.

JERRY
Not you, Sugar

SUGAR
I"mjust going to get sonme ice.

Joe has slipped on his robe as Sugar cones backi ng out of
the berth and down the | adder

JCE
Qut, out! That's right, Sugar.
Now t he rest of you



As Sugar heads for the water fountain, Joe starts to pull the
other girls out.

G RLS

Aw, don't be a flat tire.

Have a Manhatt an

Come on in. There's lots of room
in the back.

JCE
Ssh. Pipe dowmn. We'll all be fired.

Jerry sticks his head out, |ooks after Sugar.

JERRY
(plaintively)
Sugar - don't you |leave ne here al one, Sugar

Sugar has pried open the panel under the water fountain,

and reaching inside, drags out a huge cake of ice. Not quite
knowi ng what to do with it, she thrusts it into Joe's hands,
and turns quickly to the pile of instruments stashed

bet ween sonme enpty seats.

JCE

(unawar e of the cake of

ice in his hands)

Come on, kids. Gve up, will you?
The party's over. Everybody go hone.
(suddenly notices the ice)

What's this?

By this tine, Sugar has unscrewed a cynbal fromthe drum
and is holding the drunmer's netal brush.

SUGAR
(beckoning to Joe)
Josephi ne, over here. Before it nelts.

She heads for the wonen's |ounge. Joe |ooks at her, |ooks
at the ice, and not knowi ng what else to do with it, follows
her through the curtains.

24, INT. WOMEN S LOUNGE - NI GHT.
Sugar cones in, followed by Josephine with the cake of ice.

SUGAR

(pointing to sunken
washbow )

Put it here.

JCE

(dropping the ice

in the bow)

Sugar, you're going to get yourself
into a lot of trouble.

SUGAR
Better keep a | ookout.

Joe crosses to the curtain, peers out. Sugar, using the



handl e of the metal brush, starts to chop ice into the

upt urned cynbal .

JCE
I f Bienstock catches you again -
What's the matter with you, anyway?

SUGAR
I'"mnot very bright, | guess.

JCE
I wouldn't say that. Careless, maybe.

SUGAR

No, just dumb. If | had any brains,
I wouldn't be on this crumy train
with this crumry girls' band.

JCE
Then why did you take this job?

SUGAR
| used to sing with mal e bands.
But | can't afford it any nore.

JCE
Afford it?

SUGAR
Have you ever been with a nal e band?

JCE
Me?

SUGAR

That's what |'mrunning away from

I worked with six different ones in the
| ast two years. Ch, brother!

JCE
Rough?

SUGAR
"1l say.

JCE
You can't trust those guys.

SUGAR
| can't trust nyself. The nonent 1'd
start with a new band - bingo

JCE
Bi ngo?

SUGAR
You see, | have this thing about
saxophone pl ayers.

JCE
(abandoni ng his
| ookout post)
Real | y?



SUGAR

Especially tenor sax. | don't know what
it is, but they just curdle ne. Al they
have to do is play eight bars of

"Come to M My Mel ancholy Baby"

and ny spine turns to custard, and

get goose-pinply all over - and

cone to them

JCE
That so?

SUGAR
(hitting her head)
Every ti ne!

JCE
(nonchal ant 1 y)
You know - | play tenor sax.

SUGAR
But you're a girl, thank goodness.

JCE
(his throat drying up)
Yeah.

SUGAR

That's why | joined this band.
Safety first. Anything to get away
from those buns.

JCE

(drier yet)

Yeah.

SUGAR

(hacking the ice
vi ci ously)

You don't know what they're |ike.

You fall for themand you |ove 'em -
you think it's going to be the biggest
thing since the Graf Zeppelin - and
the next thing you know they're
borrow ng noney from you and

spending it on other dames and
betting on the horses -

JCE
You don't say?

SUGAR

Then one norni ng you wake up and

t he saxophone is gone and the guy is
gone, and all that's left behind is
a pair of old socks and a tube of

t oot hpaste, all squeezed out.

JCE
Men!

SUGAR



So you pull yourself together and you
go on to the next job, and the next
saxophone player, and it's the sane
thing all over again. See what

I mean? - not very bright.

JCE
(1 ooki ng her over)
Brains aren't everything.

SUGAR

| can tell you one thing - it's not
goi ng to happen to ne again. Ever
I"'mtired of getting the fuzzy end of
the lollipop.

O ga bursts in through the curtains.

OLGA
Ice! Wiat's keeping the ice?
The natives are getting restless.

Joe hands her the cynbal piled with ice.

JCE
How about a couple of drinks for us?

OLGA
Sur e.

She scoots out. Joe and Sugar are al one again.

SUGAR
You know I'm going to be twenty-five
in June?

JOE
You are?

SUGAR
That's a quarter of a century.
Makes a girl think

JCE
About what ?

SUGAR

About the future. You know - I|ike
a husband? That's why |I'm gl ad
we're going to Florida

JCE
What's in Florida?

SUGAR
MIlionaires. Flocks of them They al
go south for the winter. Like birds.

JCE
Going to catch yourself a rich bird?

SUGAR
Ch, | don't care howrich he is -



as long as he has a yacht and his own
private railroad car and his own
t oot hpast e.

JOE

You're entitled.

SUGAR

Maybe you'll neet one too, Josephine.
JCE

Yeah. Wth noney |ike Rockefeller, and
shoul ders |i ke Johnny Weisnuller -

SUGAR
I want mine to wear gl asses.

JCE
d asses?

SUGAR

Men who wear gl asses are so rmuch nore
gentl e and sweet and hel pl ess.

Haven't you ever noticed?

JCE
Well, now that you' ve nmentioned it -

SUGAR

They get those weak eyes fromreadi ng -
you know, all those |long colums of
tiny figures in the Wll Street Journal

O ga is back again, carrying two Manhattans in paper cups
on the cynbal. She hands themthe drinks, starts to refil
the cynbal with ice

OLGA
That bass fiddle - wow  She sure knows
how to throw a party

She dashes out. Joe |ooks after her, worriedly.

SUGAR
(raising cup)
Happy days.

JCE

(lifting his cup)

| hope this time you wind up with
the sweet end of the lollipop

They drink. Joe studies her like a cat studying a canary.
25. I NT. PULLMAN CAR - NI GHT. 25

Oga is clinmbing up on the |adder to Upper 7 with the new
supply of ice in the cynbal. The party is nowreally

Wi nging. Amidst the hushed hilarity, the hot water bottle is
bei ng passed around, paper cups and crackers are flying,

some of the girls are snmoking. Despite the absence of

Sugar, Jerry is enjoying hinself hugely. Dolores has the
floor - finishing the joke that Bienstock interrupted earlier.



DOLORES

- so the one-1legged jockey said -
(she breaks up in

hel pl ess | aughter)

JERRY
(eagerly)
What did he say?
DOLORES
The one-1| egged jockey said - 'Don't worry
about ne, baby. | ride side-saddle.’
To Jerry, this is excrutiatingly conmical. He puts his hand

over his nouth, trying to snother his wild laughter, starts
to hiccup.

JERRY
(Lady Daphne agai n)
| beg your pardon.

Anot her hiccup. And anot her

ROSELLA
Put sonme ice on her neck!

She takes a hunk of ice out of the cynbal, rubs it against
the back of Jerry's neck. Jerry leaps up with a squeal, and
the ice slides down into his nightgowm. He squirns and

wi ggl es, crying and | aughi ng and hi ccupi ng.

JERRY
Oooh! Aaah! It's cold! Omwww

The girls try to fish the ice frominside his nightie, and
suddenly Jerry gets a new shock, worse than the ice. His

hi ccups stop, his eyes widen in panic. H s bosonms have torn
|l ose fromtheir nmoorings again. He folds his arms over his
suddenly flat chest, to ward of f exposure.

JERRY

(conti nui ng)

Cut it out, girls. Stop it.
Joe - Josephine - hel p!

DOLORES
Hey, she's ticklish

Wth that, all the girls pounce on Jerry, start to tickle him
Jerry flops around like a fish, scream ng and | aughi ng and
crying. In despair, his eyes fall on the energency cord. He
makes a grab for the cord, pulls it.

26. EXT. LOCOMOTI VE WHEELS - NI GHT.
The poundi ng wheel s suddenly | ock, and conme to a jolting stop
27. INT. PULLMAN CAR - NI GHT.

The abrupt stop sends everybody in Upper 7 tunbling out
into the aisle.

28. INT. WOMEN S LOUNGE - NI GHT.

26.

27.

28.



Sugar, thrown off bal ance, grabs on to Joe.

SUGAR
What ' s happened?

JCE
Search ne.

(qui ckly)
I mean - 1'1l see.

He sticks his head out through the curtains.
29. INT. PULLMAN CAR - NI GHT. 29

The girls heaped in the aisle are extricating thensel ves and
scurrying back as fast as they can into their berths. Jerry
scranbl es up the |adder into Upper 7, pulls the curtains,
just as the curtains of Lower 1 are flung open and Sue
energes. She glances up the aisle, which is now enpty and
peacef ul -1 ooki ng.

SUE

(angrily)

What's goi ng on around here?
(shout i ng)

Bl ENSTOCK!

Bi enst ock staggers sleepily out of Lower 2.

Bl ENSTOCK
Are we in Florida?

At the entrance to the wonen's |ounge, Sugar has joined Joe
and the two are peering through the curtains. The door of

the car opens, and the Conductor runs in angrily. The two

wi t hdraw back into the | ounge.

The Conductor joins Sue and Bi enst ock.

CONDUCTOR
Al right. Wo pulled the energency
brake? W was it?

Bl ENSTOCK

(bell owi ng at the

cl osed curtains)

Come on, girls. W was it?

Through the curtains of Upper 7, Jerry's head appears
timdly.

JERRY

I was it.

SUE

What's the big idea?

JERRY

I"msorry. | was having a nightnmare
(he hi ccups)

Something | ate. I1'mnot at all well.

(hol ds out cocktail shaker)



See? Hot water bottle.

CONDUCTOR

(di sgust ed)

Musi ci ans!  The last tinme we had some

on the train, they started a wild, drunken
brawl - twelve of themin one berth!

Jerry clucks his tongue disapprovingly. The Conductor jerks
the enmergency cord a couple of tines, signaling the
engi neer to start the train again.

30. EXT. LOCOMOTI VE WHEELS - NI GHT.

The stalled wheels start to turn over and pick up speed.

DI SSOLVE:
31. OM TTED
32. I NT. PULLMAN CAR - NI GHT.

The train is noving. Joe appears fromthe wonen's | ounge,
signals to Sugar, who is behind him

JCE
Ckay, Sugar - all clear. You better
go back to bed

SUGAR
I mght as well stay in there.
I won't be able to sleep anyway.

JCE
Why not ?

SUGAR

Bi enstock. He snores to beat the band.

We cut cards to see who sleeps over him
and | always |lose. Wuldn't you know?

JCE
Want to switch berths with ne?

SUGAR
Wuld you mind terribly?

JCE
Not at all.

He | eads her to Lower 7. The curtains of Upper 7 are
cl osed.

JCE
| can fall asleep anywhere, any tine,
over anybody.

He takes his suitcase out, stashes it under the berth.

SUGAR
Thanks, honey.

JCE
(starting away)

30.

31.

32.



Good ni ght, Sugar.

In Upper 7, Jerry is lying on his back with his eyes w de
open, listening intently. From OFF cones -

SUGAR' S VA CE
Good ni ght, Josephi ne.

Jerry props hinself up on one el bow, a snug grin of
anticipation on his face.

Sugar gets into Lower 7, closing the curtains. Joe proceeds
down the aisle, nounts the | adder to Upper 2.

In Upper 2, Joe closes the curtains, settles down to sleep. In
the berth bel ow, Bienstock is snoring away. Unable to take
it, Joe clanps the spare pillow over his head.

In Upper 7, Jerry takes a long swig out of the hot water
bottle to get his courage up. Then he parts the curtains
cautiously, drops to the aisle. He leans toward the closed
curtains of Lower 7.

JERRY
(very softly)
Joe - are you asl eep, Joe?

In Lower 7, Sugar, her eyes closed, is drifting off to sleep

Jerry, satisfied that Joe is asleep, pussyfoots down the aisle
to Berth 2. He listens for a second to Bienstock snoring,
clinmbs up the | adder to Upper 2.

In Upper 2, Joe lies facing the window. The curtains part
gingerly, and Jerry sticks his head in.

JERRY
(a honeyed whi sper)
Sugar - Sugar baby -

Joe opens his eyes wide, and is about to turn around, but
Jerry puts a restraining hand on his shoul der

JERRY

(conti nui ng)

Sssh. Don't nove. It's ne - Daphne.
We don't want to wake up Bienstock

He slips into the berth, and the curtains close behind him
It's pretty dark now. Jerry stretches out on top of the
covers, addresses the back of Joe's head. Joe, a grim
expression on his face, is waiting to see how far Jerry wll

go.

JERRY

(conti nui ng;

the big nonent)

You know what | prom sed you before -

that surprise - well, | better break it

to you gently. In the first place, |'m not
a natural blonde - as a matter of face,
there are all sorts of things about ne

that are not natural - you see, ny friend



and | - the reason we're on the train

with you girls - well, you know those
holes in the bull-fiddle - that wasn't

mce - what I'mtrying to say is - ny

name isn't really Daphne - it's Geral dine -
| mean, Jerry - and you know why

it's Jerry? - because |'m a boy!

He sweeps his blonde wig off. Joe, who's had enough
makes a nmove to sit up, but Jerry pushes him back gently.

JERRY

(conti nui ng)

Don't scream please. Don't spoil it -
it's too beautiful. just think of it,
you and | - sane berth, opposite sexes -

mal e and fenale - he and she -
the moth and the flane -

(takes Joe's hand,

puts it on his heart)

Feel ny heart - like a crazy drum
(starts kissing Joe's hand)
I"'mnmad for you, Sugar.

(breat hing heavily)

What are we going to do about it?

Joe has had it. \heeling around, he grabs Jerry by the
front of his nightgown, starts to shake himlike a terrier
shaking a rat.

JERRY

(conti nui ng; nonpl ussed)
Sugar, what are you doi ng?
Don't get sore, baby -

Begi nning to realize sonething may be wong, Jerry
reaches up and switches on the light. There is sonething
wWr ong.

JCE

(holding Jerry with one

hand, cocking the other)

Mal e and female - the noth and the
flanme - | ought to slug you

JERRY

(sl apping wi g back

on hi s head)

You wouldn't hit a girl, would you?

FADE QUT:
FADE | N:
33. EXT. SEM NOLE-RI TZ HOTEL - DAY.

The sprawl i ng gi ngerbread structure basks in the warm
Fl orida sun, fanned by towering palmtrees, and lulled by
waves breaking lazily on the exclusive beach frontage.

Wntertine and the livin' is easy, fish are junpin' and the
mar ket is high.

33.



The hotel bus chugs up the curved driveway toward the

mai n entrance, hauling the Society Syncopators from he
station. The rear of the bus is |oaded with | uggage and
instruments. Frominside cones the SOUND of girls' voices,
si ngi ng DOWN AMONG THE SHELTERI NG PALNMS.

On the hotel veranda, creaking in their rocking chairs, are
a dozen elderly gentlenen. They are all in resort clothes -
white flannels, striped flannels, knickers, Panama hats,
white linen caps - and they are all reading the Wll Street
Journal. Their conbi ned age nust be about a thousand

years, and their conbi ned bank bal ance just about as nmany
mllions. As they hear the bus drawi ng up, they stop
rocking, and slowmy lower their Wall Street Journals. They
are all wearing sunglasses, and | eaning forward, they peer
through them at the new arrivals.

In the driveway, the girls are clinbing out of the bus,

| uggage and instrunents are being unl oaded. Jerry hel ps
Sugar down, while Joe gets their instrunents out of the pile.
He hands the bull-fiddle case to Jerry, the ukulele case to
Sugar.

JERRY

(taking the ukulele

from Sugar)

"1l carry the instruments

SUGAR
Thank you, Daphne.

JCE

(handi ng Jerry the
saxophone case)

Thank you, Daphne.

(to Sugar)

Isn't she a sweetheart?

He | eads her toward the entrance. Jerry, |oaded down with
bass fiddle, ukulele and sax, glares after them- angrily,
then follows them bal ancing precariously on his high heels.

On the veranda, the twelve rich dodos renove their
sungl asses to get a better look at the girls. The one nearest
to the steps is OSGOOD FIELDING 111 .

He is a bit younger than the others, but that still puts him
in his late fifties. He wears white plus-fours, argyle socks,
two-toned shoes, and a gleamin his eye. He tips his

Pananma hat rakishly as the girl nusicians nount the steps.

Joe and Sugar cone up the steps. Joe nudges her, directing
her attention to the old crooks.

JCE
Well, there they are - nore millionaires
than you can shake a stick at.

SUGAR
I'"lIl bet there isn't one of them
under seventy-five.

JCE



Seventy-five. That's three-quarters
of a century. Makes a girl think

UGAR
Yeah, | hope they brought their
grandsons al ong.

As they pass Osgood Fielding Ill and start into the |obby, he
tips his Panama jauntily. Then he turns to inspect the next

girl.

The next girl is Jerry, struggling up the steps, |loaded wth
bass fiddl e, saxophone and ukulele. He trips on the top
steps, | oses one of his shoes. Osgood junps up gallantly.

OSGoOD

Just a nonent, mss -
(picks up shoe)

May | ?

JERRY
(extending his foot

regal ly)
Hel p yoursel f.

OSGOOD
(slipping shoe on)
I am Gsgood Fielding the Third.

JERRY
| am C nderella the Second.

He starts to pull away, but Osgood holds on to his ankle.

OSGOOD
If there is one thing | admire, it's a girl
with a shapely ankl e.

JERRY
Me too. Bye now.

OSGOOD
Let nme carry one of the instruments.

JERRY

Thank you.

(loading himup with

all the instrunents)
Aren't you a sweetheart?

He starts into the | obby, Osgood struggling after himwth
t he instruments.

34. INT. LOBBY OF THE SEM NOLE-RI TZ - DAY. 34.

The | obby is very resort-y - potted pal ns, overhead fans,
and a heavy undergrowth of wicker furniture. Gsgood,
bal ancing the instrunents, follows Jerry in.

OSGOOD
It certainly is delightful to have
some young bl ood around here.



JERRY
Personally, I'm Type O

OSGOOD
You know, |'ve always been
fasci nated by show busi ness.

JERRY
You don't say.

OSGOOD
Yes, indeed. |It's cost ny famly quite
a bit of noney.

JERRY

You invest in shows?

OSGOoOD

No - it's showgirls. |'ve been

marri ed seven or eight tines.

JERRY
You' re not sure?

OSGOOD
Mama i s keeping score. Frankly, she's
getting rather annoyed with me

JERRY
I''mnot surprised.

0OsGCOOD

So this year, when George Wite's
Scandal s opened, she packed nme off to
Florida. Right now she thinks I'm

out there on ny yacht - deep-sea fishing.

JERRY
Well, pull in your reel, M. Fielding
You' re barking up the wong fish.

They cone up to the elevator. The doors are just closing on
a load of girl nusicians going up

OSGOOD
If | pronise not to be a naughty boy -
how about di nner tonight?

JERRY
Sorry. I'll be on the bandstand.

OSGOOD
Ch, of course. which of these instrunents
do you play?

JERRY
Bull fiddle.

OsSGOOD
Fasci nating. Do you use a bow or
do you just pluck it?

JERRY



Most of the tinme | slap it.

OSGOOD
You nust be quite a girl.

JERRY
Wanna bet ?

OSGOOD

My last wife was an acrobatic dancer -
you know, sort of a contortionist -
she could snmoke a cigarette while
holding it between her toes - Zow e! -
but Mama broke it up

JERRY
Wy ?

OSGOOD
She doesn't approve of girls who snoke.

The el evator has come down again, and the doors open

JERRY

(reaching for the

i nstruments)

Goodbye, M. Fielding.

OSGOOD
Goodbye?

JERRY
This is where | get off.

OSGOOD
(t he naughty boy)
Ch, you don't get off that easy.

He eases her into the elevator, follows with the instrunents.

OsGOOD

(continuing; to

el evat or operator)

Al right, driver. Once around the park
Slowy. And keep your eyes on the road.

The door closes. CAMERA PANS UP to the floor indicator.
The arrow noves snoothly past the second floor, then stops
abruptly, jiggles violently, starts down again. CAVERA
PANS DOMN. the el evator door opens.

JERRY

(outraged wonmanhood)

What kind of girl do you think | am
M. Fielding?

He slaps Osgood's face, takes the instruments from him

OsSGOOD
Pl ease. It won't happen again.

JERRY
No, thank you. 1'll walk.



He stal ks out of the elevator with the instruments, starts
indignantly up the stairs. Gsgood stands hol ding his cheek
| ooki ng after him enraptured.

OSGOOD
Zowi e!

35. INT. FOURTH FLOOR CORRI DOR - DAY. 35

This is the floor on which the girls are billeted. Sugar, Joe
and the other Society Syncopators are gathered around
Bi enst ock and Sue, while bell hops are bringing up the

| uggage.

Bl ENSTOCK

(holding up a list)

Al right, girls - here are your
room assi gnnents.

(tappi ng his pockets)

My gl asses - where are ny gl asses?

As he continues to search, Sue takes the list fromhim
starts toread it off.

SUE

O ga and Mary Lou in 412 - and Mary Lou,
keep your kinono buttoned when you ring
for room service - Josephi ne and Daphne
in 413 - Dol ores and Sugar in 414 -

DOLORES
Me and Sugar ?

SUE
What did you expect - a one-legged jockey?

Joe and Sugar are noving on toward their roons.

SUGAR

I wish they'd put us in the sanme room
JCE

So do I. But don't worry - we'll be

seeing a | ot of each other.

They reach the door of 414, and Sugar opens it.

SUGAR

(ruefully)

414 - that's the sane room nunber

I had in Cncinnati - ny last tine

around with a nmal e band.
What a heel he was.

JCE
Saxophone pl ayer?

SUGAR

What else? And was | ever crazy about him
Two in the norning, he sent nme down for
knackwur st and potato salad - they were

out of potato salad, so |I brought col eslaw -



so he threwit right in ny face.

JCE

Forget it, Sugar, will you? Forget about
saxophone players. You're going to neet
amllionaire - a young one.

SUGAR

What makes you so sure?

JCE
Just ny fenminine intuition

She smiles gratefully at himas she enters 414. Joe crosses
to the open door of 413, goes in.

36. I NT. ROOM 413 - DAY.

It's a small room tw n-beds, nore w cker, adjoining
bat hroom CQutside the French wi ndows is a bal cony, giving
on the ocean

As Joe cones in, a BELLHOP is just setting down sone
suitcases - two of themare Joe's and Jerry's, the third is a
somewhat nore el egant nodel in brown cloth with a white
stripe down the middle and the initials B.B. The Bellhop, a
fresh punk of seventeen, turns to Joe.

BELLHOP
Are these your bags?
JCE
Yes. And that one, too.
BELLHOP
Ckay, doll.
JCE
| suppose you want a tip?
BELLHOP
Forget it, doll. After all, you work here -

I work here - and believe you ne, it's
nice to have you with the organization

JCE
Bye.

BELLHOP

(the young O ark Gable)

Li sten, doll - what tine do you
get off tonight?

JOE
Why ?

BELLHOP

Because |I' mworking the night shift - and
| got a bottle of gin stashed away - and
as soon as there's a lull -

JCE
Aren't you a little too young for that, sonny?



BELLHOP
Wanna see ny driver's |license?

JCE

Get lost, will you?

BELLHOP

That's the way | like "em- big and sassy.

(at the door)
And get rid of your roommate.

He pulls out his bowtie, which is on an elastic, lets in snap
back i ke an exclamation point. Joe |looks after himgrimy
then his eyes fall on the suitcase with the stripe, and he
shoves it quickly under the bed. The door opens again, and
Joe whirls around. Jerry conmes staggering in breathlessly
with the instruments, kicks the door shut with his foot.

JERRY
Wiy, that dirty old nan!

He throws the instruments disgustedly on one of the beds.

JCE
What happened?

JERRY
| got pinched in the el evator

JCE
Well, now you know how the other half |ives.

JERRY

(looking in

the mrror)

And |I'm not even pretty.

JCE
They don't care - just as long as you
wear skirts. It's like waving a red flat

in front of a bull.

JERRY

I"'mtired of being a flag. | want to be a
bull again. Lets get out of here, Joe.
Let's bl ow

JCE
Bl ow wher e?

JERRY
You pronmised - the mnute we hit Florida,
we were going to beat it.

JCE
How can we? We're broke.

JERRY
We can get a job with another band.
A mal e band.

JOE



Li sten, stupid - right now Spats Col onbo
and his chuns are | ooking for us in every
mal e band in the country.

JERRY
But this is so humliating.

JCE

So you got pinched in the el evator
So what? Would you rather be

pi cking | ead out of your navel ?

JERRY

Al right, all right!

(rips off his hat and wi g,

tosses them on the bed)

But how | ong can we keep this up?

JCE

What's the beef? W're sitting pretty.
We get room and board - we get paid
every week - there's the palmtrees
and the flying fish -

JERRY

What are you giving ne with the flying fish?
| know why you want to stick around -

you're after Sugar.

JCE
(holi er-than-thou)
Me? After Sugar?

JERRY

| watched you two on the bus - |ovey-dovey -
whi spering and gi ggling and borrow ng

each other's lipstick -

JCE
What are you tal king about? Sugar and
me, we're just |ike sisters.

JERRY
Yeah? Well, |'myour fairy godnother -
and |'m keepi ng an eye on you

There is a KNOCK on the door.

Bl ENSTOCK' S VO CE
Are you decent?

Joe pulls Jerry's wig out of the hat, jans it down his head.

JCE
Cone in.

Bi enst ock cones in.

Bl ENSTOCK
You girls have seen a brown bag with a
white stripe and ny initials?

JERRY



A what ?

Bl ENSTOCK
My suitcase - with all ny resort clothes.

JCE
(gl anci ng down)
No, we haven't.

Bl ENSTOCK
Can't understand it. First ny gl asses
di sappear - then one of ny suitcases -

Sugar appears in the doorway behind him

SUGAR
Where's ny ukul el e?

Bl ENSTOCK
- now a ukul ele? There nust be a
sneak thief around here.

He goes out, shaking his head in puzzl enent.

JERRY

(handi ng her

t he ukul el e)

Here you are, Sugar

SUGAR
A bunch of us girls are going for a swim
want to cone al ong?

JERRY
You bet cha.

JCE
Wait a minute, Daphne. You haven't got
a bathing suit.

SUGAR
She doesn't need one. | don't have one either

JERRY

(to Joe)

See? She doesn't have one either -
(to Sugar)

You don't?

SUGAR
We'll rent sonme at the bat hhouse.
How about you, Josephine?

JCE
No, thanks. 1'd rather stay in and
soak in a hot tub.

He steps into the bathroom turns on the faucet.

JERRY
Yeah - |l et her soak. Cone on.

JCE
Don't get burned, Daphne.



SUGAR

Ch, | have sone suntan | otion.

JERRY

She'll rub it onnme - and I'll rub it on her -
and we'll rub it on each other - bye.

He ushers Sugar out in high spirits. Joe |ooks after them
then quickly locks the hall door, and stepping into the

bat hroom turns off the water. He hurries over to the bed,
slides out Bienstock's suitcase, opens it. It's cramed ful
of resort clothes - and Joe takes out a blazer, flannel pants,
and a yachting cap, which he perches on his head. Then he
lifts his skirt above his knee, pulls out Bienstock's glasses
fromunder his garter. He puts themon, peers around
myopically. H's enlarged eyes are grotesque - but then

again, so is his schene.

DI SSOLVE TO
37. EXT. BEACH - DAY.

To the acconpani nent of BY THE BEAUTI FUL SEA, severa

girls fromthe band, in bathing suits and caps, are running
into the surf. The other girls are already in the water,

spl ashing around and frolicking like a school of playfu

por poi ses. There is no sign of Jerry. Sugar, standing up to
her waist in water, suddenly lets out a startled SQUEAL,

sl aps the surface of the water behind her

SUGAR
Daphne! Cut that out!

Jerry cones diving up, spouting water like a dolphin. He is
wearing a girls' knitted bathing suit with a short skirt, and
a rubber cap.

SUGAR
(conti nui ng)
What do you think you're doing?

JERRY
Just a little trick | picked up in the elevator

A good-si zed wave cones rolling in.

JERRY
(conti nui ng)
Qooh. Here cones a big one.

He grabs Sugar, holding on to her tightly. The wave breaks
over them sweeps themoff their feet.

Strolling casually along the beach is Joe. He is wearing

Bi enstock's bl azer (crest and eight gold buttons), flanne

sl acks (bell-bottom, a silk scarf, a yachting cap, and the

gl asses (which blur his vision considerably). 1In his hand he
carries a rolled-up copy of the Wall Street Journal. He | ooks
of f toward the ocean

The girls are scanpering out of the water, and sone of
themstart to toss a beach ball around. Sugar and Jerry



come running up to the beach hand in hand. They take

their caps off, and Sugar puts on a short terry-cloth jacket.
Jerry junps around on one foot, his head tilted, shaking the
wat er out of his ear, then starts to rub hinself off with a

t ownel .

SUGAR
(studying him
You know, Daphne - | had no idea

you were such a big girl.

JERRY
You shoul d have seen nme before
I went on a diet.

SUGAR
| mean, your shoulders - and your arns -

JERRY
That's fromcarrying around the bull fiddle.

SUGAR
But there's one thing | envy you for.

JERRY
What's that?

SUGAR
You're so flat-chested. C othes hang
so rmuch better on you than they do on ne.

DOLORES' VO CE
(fromoff)
Look out, Daphne!

The beach ball cones sailing INTO SHOT, and Jerry catches it.

JERRY
Come on, Sugar - let's play.

He takes Sugar's hand, skips off with her to join the other
girls.

Joe, neanwhile, has cone up to a basket chair nearby.

Sitting in front of it, sorting sea shells out for a snall pail,
is a BOY of five. A few feet away stands his MOTHER,

calling to him

MOTHER

Let's go, Junior. Tinme for your nap.
JUNI OR

Nah. | wanna pl ay.

JCE

(out of the corner
of his nouth)
You heard your nudder, Junior. Scram

They boy | ooks up at him fearfully.

JCE
(conti nui ng)



This beach ain't big enough for both of us.

The boy scrambles to his feet, and screaning "Mnmmy,"

runs off, leaving the pailful of shells behind. Joe settles
hinself in the chair, peers over his shoul der toward the
girls playing ball.

The girls, Sugar and Jerry anong them are standing in a

wi de circle, tossing the beach ball around and chanting
rhythmcally: "I love coffee, | love tea, how nany boys are
stuck on ne? One, two, three, four, five - "

There is a wild throw over Sugar's head, in the direction of
Joe's chair. Sugar turns and runs after the ball to retrieve
it.

This is exactly what Joe has been waiting for. As the bal
comes rolling past, he unfolds the Wall Street Journal
pretends to be reading it. Just as Sugar runs by, Joe
extends his foot a couple of inches - enough to trip her and
send her sprawing to the sand.

JCE

(1 owering paper;

Cary Grant by now)

Oh, I"'mterribly sorry.

SUGAR
M fault.

JCE
(hel pi ng her up)
You're not hurt, are you?

SUGAR
I don't think so

JCE
| wish you' d make sure.

SUGAR
Wy ?

JCE

Because usual |y, when people find out

who | am they get thenselves a wheel chair
and a shyster |awer, and sue ne for a
quarter of a mllion dollars.

SUGAR
Well, don't worry. | won't sue you -
no matter who you are.

JCE
(returning to chair)
Thank you.

SUGAR
Who are you?

JCE
Now, really -



Jerry and the other girls are |ooking off toward Sugar
waiting for the ball.

JERRY
Hey, Sugar - cone on

Sugar picks up the ball.

JCE
(bl ase)
So | ong.

He buries hinself behind the Wall Street Journal again.
Sugar hesitates for a second, then throws the ball back to
the girls. She steps closer to Joe, peers around the paper,
studying him

SUGAR
Haven't | seen you sonewhere before?

JCE
(wi t hout | ooking up)
Not very likely.

SUGAR
Are you staying at the hotel ?

JCE
Not at all.

SUGAR
Your face is famliar.

JCE
Possi bl e you saw it in a newspaper -
or magazine - Vanity Fair -

SUGAR
That nust be it.

JCE

(wavi ng her aside)

Wuld you mind noving just a little?
You' re bl ocking ny view

SUGAR
Your view of what?

JCE
They run up a red-and-white flag on the
yacht when it's tinme for cocktails.

SUGAR
(snapping at the bait)
You have a yacht?

She turns and | ooks seaward at a hal f-a-dozen yachts of
di fferent sizes bobbing in the distance.

SUGAR
(conti nui ng)
Whi ch one is yours - the big one?

JCE



Certainly not. wth all that unrest in the
world, | don't think anybody shoul d have
a yacht that sleeps nore than twelve

SUGAR
| quite agree. Tell me, who runs up that
flat - your wife?

JCE
No, ny flag steward.

SUGAR
And who mi xes the cocktails - your wife?

JCE
No, ny cocktail steward. Look, if you're
interested in whether |"'mmarried or not -

SUGAR

I'"'mnot interested at all.
JCE

Vll, I'"mnot.

SUGAR

That's very interesting.

Joe resunes reading the paper. Sugar sits on the sand
beside his chair.

SUGAR
(conti nui ng)
How s the stock market?

JCE

(1 ackadai si cal | y)
Up, up, up.

SUGAR

"1l bet just while we were talking, you
made |i ke a hundred thousand dol | ars.

JCE

Could be. Do you play the market?

SUGAR

No - the ukulele. And | sing.

JOE

For your own amusenent ?

SUGAR

Well - a group of us are appearing at the

hotel . Sweet Sue and Her Society Syncopators.

JCE
You're society girls?

SUGAR
Oh, yes. Qite. You know - Vassar, Bryn
Maw - we're only doing this for a lark

JOE



Syncopators - does that mean you pl ay
that fast nusic - jazz?

SUGAR
Yeah. Real hot.

JCE
h. Well, | guess sone like it hot. But
personally, | prefer classical nusic.

SUGAR

So doI. as a matter of fact, | spent
three years at the Sheboygan
Conservatory of Misic.

JCE
Good school! And your fanmily doesn't
object to your career?

SUGAR

They do indeed. Daddy threatened to

cut me off without a cent, but | don't care.
It was such a bore - coming-out parties
cotillions -

JCE

- Inauguration balls -

SUGAR

- opening of the Opera -

JCE

- riding to hounds -

SUGAR

- and always the sane Four Hundred.

JOE

You know, it's amazing we never ran into
each other before. 1'msure | would have

renenbered anybody as attractive as you.

SUGAR
You're very kind. [|'Il bet you're also very
gentle - and hel pl ess -

JCE

| beg your pardon?

SUGAR

You see, | have this theory about nen

wi th gl asses.

JCE

What t heory?

SUGAR

Maybe 1'I1 tell you when | know you

alittle better. What are you doing tonight?

JCE
Toni ght ?



SUGAR
| thought you might like to come to the
hotel and hear us pl ay.

JCE
I'd like to - but it may be rather difficult.

SUGAR
Why ?

JCE

(his eyes on the pai

with the shells)

| only cone ashore twice a day -
when the tide goes out.

SUGAR
Oh?

JCE
It's on the account of the shells.
That's ny hobby.

SUGAR
You col |l ect shells?

JCE

(taki ng a handful of

shells fromthe pail)

Yes. So did ny father and ny
grandfather - we've all had this passion
for shells - that's why we naned the

oi |l conpany after it.

SUGAR
(wi de- eyed)
Shell G172

JCE
Pl ease - no nanes. Just call ne Junior

By this tine, the ball gane is breaking up, and Jerry
approaches Sugar and Joe.

JERRY
Conme on, Sugar - tinme to change for dinner

SUGAR
Run al ong, Daphne - 1'Ill catch up with you.

JERRY

(a casual gl ance
at Joe)

Ckay.

He takes a couple of steps away fromthem freezes, cones
back and stares at Joe open-nout hed.

JCE
What is it, young lady? Wat are you
staring at?

JERRY



(poi nts; speechl ess)
You - you -

JCE
(to Sugar)
This happens to ne all the tine in public.

SUGAR

(to Jerry)

I recognized himtoo - his picture was
in Vanity Fair.

JERRY
Vanity Fair?

JCE
(wavi ng hi m asi de)
Wul d you mind noving al ong, please?

SUGAR
Yes, you're in the way. He's waiting for
a signal fromhis yacht.

JERRY
Hi s yacht?

SUGAR

It sleeps twelve.

(to Joe)

This is ny friend Daphne. She's a Vassar girl.

JERRY
I'ma what?

SUGAR
O was it Bryn Maw?

JCE

(to Jerry)

| heard a very sad story about a girl who
went to Bryn Maw. She squeal ed on her
roommat e, and they found her strangled
with her own brassiere.

JERRY

(grimy)
Yes - you have to be very carefu
about picking a roomate.

SUGAR
Well, | guess |I'd better go -

JCE
It's been delightful neeting you both.

SUGAR
And you will cone to hear us tonight?

JCE
If it's at all possible -

JERRY
Ch, please do conme. Don't disappoint us.



It'Il be such fun. And bring your yacht.

SUGAR
Come on, Daphne.

She | eads Jerry away. Joe throws them a casual salute.

As Jerry and Sugar nove off, Jerry | ooks over his shoul der

JERRY
well, 1'll be - ! How about that guy?

SUGAR
Now | ook, Daphne - hands off -
| saw himfirst.

JERRY

Sugar, dear - let me give you sonme advice

If I were agirl - and | am- |'d watch nmy step
SUGAR

If 1'd been watching ny step, | never would
have met him Wait till | tell Josephine.
JERRY

Yeah - Josephi ne.

SUGAR

W1l she be surprised. | just can't wait

to see her face -

JERRY
Neither can |I. Cone on - lets go up
to her roomand tell her - right now

He grabs her hand, starts to run toward the hotel

SUGAR
W don't have to run
JERRY
Oh yes, we do!
DI SSOLVE TO
38. I NT. FOURTH FLOOR CORRI DOR - DAY

Jerry, holding Sugar by the hand, conmes running down the
corridor fromthe elevator. He flings open the door of 413,
pul I s Sugar inside.

39. I NT. ROOM 413 - DAY.

Jerry and Sugar stop breathlessly, ook around. The room

is enpty.

JERRY
Josephi ne -

SUGAR
| guess she's not in here.

JERRY
That's funny. Josie -

38.

39.



(sees Josephine's dress on
a hanger; smnugly)
| can't inmagi ne where she can be.

SUGAR

Well, I'll come back later.

JERRY

No, no, Sugar - wait. | have a feeling

she's going to show up any m nute.

SUGAR

(sitting down)

Believe it or not - Josephine predicted
t he whol e t hi ng.

JERRY
Yeah. This is one for Ripley.

SUGAR
Do you suppose she went out shopping?

JERRY

That's it. Sonething tells nme she's
going to wal k through that door

in a whole new outfit.

He opens the door, peers out into the corridor expecting Joe
to show up in the yachting outfit. At the sane tine,
through the partly open door of the bathroom cones
Josephine's VO CE, singing "RUNNING WLD. "

Jerry does a doubl e-take. Sugar starts toward the
bat hroom door and opens it. Jerry follows her,
i ncredul ously.

In the bathroom Joe with his wig on, is lying languidly in
the tub taking a bubble-bath, up to his neck in white foam

SUGAR

Josephi ne.

JCE

Ch, | didn't hear you cone in.

Jerry |l ooks back toward the wi ndows, trying to figure out
how Joe got in.

SUGAR
The nmost wonderful thing happened -

JCOE
What ?

SUGAR
GQuess!

JCE
They repeal ed Prohibition?

JERRY
Ch, cone on - you can do better than that.

SUGAR



I nmet one of them

JCE
One of whont

SUGAR
Shell G, Junior. He's got mllions -
he's got glasses - and he's got a yacht.

JCE
(beam ng)
You don't say!

JERRY

He's not only got a yacht, he's got a bicycle.
JOE

(war ni ngly)

Daphne -

(to Sugar)

G on - tell nme all about him

SUGAR

Well, he's young and handsone and a

bachelor - and he's a real gentlenan -
not one of these grabbers.

JCE
Maybe you'd better go after him -
if you don't want to lose him

SUGAR
Ch, I"'mnot going to let this one get away.
He's so cute - collects shells.

JCE
Shel Il s? VWhatever for?

JERRY
You know - the old shell gane.

JCE
Daphne, you're bothering us.

SUGAR
Anyway, you're going to neet himtonight.

JCE
I anf

SUGAR
Because he said he's coming to hear us
pl ay - nmaybe.

JERRY

What do you nean, maybe? | saw the way

he | ooked at you. He'll be there for sure.
SUGAR

| hope so.

JERRY

What do you think, Josephine? Wat does



it say in your crystal ball?

Joe glares at him Meanwhile, Dol ores has cone into the
roomin her wet bathing suit and carrying a dripping
rubber horse. She sticks her head into the bat hroom

DOLORES
Hey, Sugar, you got the key? |'m |l ocked
out and |'m naking a puddle in the hall.

SUGAR
(to Joe and Jerry)
See you on the bandstand, girls.

She foll ows Dol ores out, closing the door. Joe and Jerry are
al one now. The atnosphere is tense. They |ook at each
ot her steely-eyed.

JCE
(finally)
Wse guy, huh? Trying to |louse ne up -

JERRY

And what are you trying to do to

poor Sugar? Putting on that mllionaire
act - and that phony accent -

(a la Cary Grant)

Nobody talks like that! |'ve seen you
pull sone low tricks on dames - but this
is the trickiest and the | owest and the
neanest -

Hs words trail off as he sees Joe rise slowy out of the tub
The mystery of his quick change is now solved - he didn't
change at all. He is fully dressed in Bienstock's outfit, and
is clutching the yachting cap. As he energes fromthe
bat ht ub, covered with suds, he | ooks |ike sone diabolique
nmonster. He advances on Jerry nenacingly.

JERRY

(conti nui ng)

I'"mnot scared of you -
(retreating)

| may be small, but I'mwry -

(retreating sone nore)

When | ' maroused, |'ma tiger
By this tine he is up against the wall. Joe is closing in on
hi m

JERRY

(continuing conciliatory)

Don't ook at me like that, Joe - | didn't

mean any harm- it was just a little joke -

don't worry - I'Il press the suit nyself.
The phone RI NGS

JERRY

(conti nui ng)

Tel ephone -

Joe closes in relentlessly.



JERRY
(conti nui ng)
You better answer the phone -

Joe slans the sopping cap on Jerry's head. As Jerry coughs
and splutters, Joe picks up the RING NG phone

JCE

Hello -

(renenbering he is a

girl, pitches voice higher)

Hello - yes, this is 413 - ship-to-shore? -
all right, I'Il take it.

40. EXT. FANTAIL OF THE YACHT CALEDONI A - DAY. 40.

It is a chic vessel indeed - and so is Osgood Fielding the
Third, lounging in a deck chair, speaking into a radio-
t el ephone.

OSGOOD

(that gleamin his eye)

Hel | o, Daphne? 1It's that naughty boy
again - you know, Gsgood - in the

el evator - you sl apped ny face?

Who is this?

41. I NT. ROOM 413 - DAY.

Joe is on the phone. Through the open door of the
bat hroom we see Jerry wi ping his face

JCE

This is her roommate. Daphne can't

talk right now Is it anything urgent?
42. OSGOOD - ON PHONE.

0OsGCOOD

Well, it istonme. WII you give her a

message? |1'd like her to have a little

supper with ne on ny yacht after
t he show t oni ght

43. JCE - ON PHONE
JCE
Cot it. Supper - yacht - after the
show - 1'IIl tell her.
(reacting)

Your yacht?

44, OSE0AD - ON PHONE.

OSGOOD

The New Cal edonia. That's the nane

of it. The Ad Cal edonia went down during

a wld party off Cape Hatteras. But tel

her not to worry - this is going to be a
quiet little mdnight snack - just the two of

us.

41.

42.

43.

44,



45, JOE - ON PHONE. 45,

JCE
Just the two of you? What about the crew?
46. OSGOOD - ON PHONE. 46
OSGOOD
Ch, that's all taken care of. |'mgiving
them shore |l eave. W'Il have a little cold
pheasant - and chanpagne - and |
checked with the Coast Guard - there'll be
a full nmoon tonight - oh, and tell her | got
a new batch of Rudy Vallee records -
47. INT. ROOM 413 - DAY. 47

Jerry cones up,

JCE

(into phone)

That's good thinking. Daphne's a
push-over for him

still holding the towel.

JERRY
I'ma push-over for whon? What is it?
Who's on the phone?

JCE

(shushing him

i nto phone)

Yes, M. Fielding - you'll pick her up after
the show i n your notorboat - goodbye -
what's that you said? Ch - zow e

"1l give her the nessage.

(he hangs up)

JERRY
What nmessage? What not or boat ?

JCE

You got it made, kid. Fielding wants you
to have a little cold pheasant with him
on his yacht -

JERRY
Ch, he does!

JCE
Just the three of you on that great big
boat - you and himand Rudy Vall ee.

JERRY
Fat chance! You call himright back
and tell himl'm not going.

JCE
O course, you're not. |'m going.

JERRY
You're going to be on the boat with that
dirty old man?



JOE

No. I'mgoing to be on that boat w th Sugar.

JERRY
And where's he going to be?

JCE
He's going to be ashore with you

JERRY
Wth ME?

JCE
That's right.

JERRY
Ch, no! Not tonight, Josephine!

DI SSCLVE TGO
48. I NT. HOTEL BALLROOM - NI GHT.

It's a good sized nightclub of the period, with about 200
guests in formal dress - evening gowns, white dinner

jackets - at the tables and on the dance floor. A revolving
globe, with a mrrored surface, throws patterns of |ight and
shadow on the dancers

On the bandstand, Sugar, backed by the rest of the
orchestra, is singing. The girls in the band, Joe and Jerry
anong them wear uniform eveni ng gowns and | ong

earrings. Sugar and Sue war distinctive gowns.

Sugar's song is "I WANT TO BE LOVED BY YQU' - which she
belts across in the style of the Twenties, conplete with
poop- poop- pa-doop trimm ngs. As she sings, she scans the
room for her bespectacled Prince Charnming, but there is no
sign of him- naturally, since he is playing the saxophone
behi nd her.

In back of Joe is Jerry, thunping the bass grimy. He |ooks
of f, sees -

Gsgood Fielding the Third, in a white ness jacket, sitting
alone at a table. Catching Jerry's eye, he waves
exuberantly, his face beaning with anmorous anticipation

On the bandstand, Jerry | ooks away haughtily.

JCE
(over his shoul der)
Daphne - your boy friend is waving at you

JERRY

You can both go take a flying junp.
JCE

Renmenber - he's your date for tonight.
So snile.

Jerry sniles feebly.

JOE

48.



(conti nui ng)
Come on, you can do better than that.
G ve himteeth - the whole personality.

JERRY

(a frozen snile

on his face)

Wy do | let you talk ne into these things?
Wy ?

JCE
Because we're pals - buddies -
the two nusket eers.

JERRY
Don't give nme the nusketeers! How ml
going to keep the guy ashore?

JCE
Tell himyou get seasick on a yacht.
Play mniature golf with him

JERRY
Ch, no. I'mnot getting caught in a
mniature sand trap with that guy.

The fresh young Bell hop we saw earlier cones up beside the
bandstand, carrying a | arge w cker basket full of flowers.

BELLHOP

(to Joe)

Whi ch of you dolls is Daphne?
JCE

Bul | fiddle.

The Bel | hop hands the basket to Jerry, nods off toward

OGsgood' s table.

BELLHOP

It's from Satchel Muth at Tabl e Seven
(he breaks off one

flower, hands it to Joe)

This is fromne to you, doll.

JCE
Beat it, Buster.

BELLHOP

(confidentially)

Never mind | eaving your door open -
| got a passkey.

He wi nks and noves off. Joe | ooks after him

cont enpt uousl vy,
fl owners.

then turns to Jerry, picks up the basket of

JERRY

What are you doing with ny flowers?

JCE

I"mjust borrowing them You'll get them

back tonorrow.



He hands Jerry the single flower, then | ooks around, fishes
a small envel ope out of his decolletage, slips it into the
basket .

Sugar finishes her nunber, returns to her seat next to Joe.
Sue | eads the orchestra into the signature nusic, SWEET
SUE.

SUGAR

(to Joe)

| guess he's not going to showup - it's
give minutes to one - you suppose he forgot?

JCE

Well, you know how those millionaires are.
(pointing at basket

of flowers)

These cane for you.

SUGAR

For me?

(she opens the note)
It's Shell G1I.

JERRY
(sarcastically)
No!

SUGAR

Yes. He wants nme to have supper wth
him- on his yacht - he's going to
pick me up at the pier.

JERRY
No!

SUGAR
Yes.

JCE
(to Jerry)
You heard her - yes.

SUGAR

(bubbling over)

Oh, Josephine - just inagine - ne,
Sugar Kowal czyk, from Sandusky, OChio,
on a millionaire's yacht. [|If ny nother
could only see ne now -

JERRY

(1 ooking of f

t owar d Gsgood)

| hope ny nother never finds out.

At his table, Osgood, catching Jerry's | ook, blows kisses to him

On the bandstand, Sue turns to the audi ence for her
si gnature spi el

SUE
That's it for tonight, folks. This is Sweet



Sue, saying good ni ght, and rem ndi ng

all you daddies out there - every girl in
my band is a virtuoso - and | intend to
keep it that way!

Behi nd her, Sugar picks up her ukul ele and the basket of

flowers, tiptoes off the stand. Joe waves after her, w shing

her luck. Sugar hurries toward the staircase, passing

Bi enstock, who is planted near the reservation desk. As Sue
cuts off the nusic Joe frantically packs up his saxophone.
Then he | eaps off the bandstand, and dashi ng past the
bewi | dered Bi enstock, starts up the stairs two at a tine.

DI SSCLVE TGO
49, I NT. ROOM 413 - N GHT.

Joe barges in, drops the saxophone case, |ocks the door.
Then he darts into the bathroom wiggling out of his dress.
CAMERA PANS OVER to the other door of the bathroom as

the dress and shoes cone flying out. They are inmmediately
foll owed by Joe, now partially dressed as a man. He slips
into Bienstock's coat, puts on the yachting cap. Even to a
captain he would be a captain now, except for one thing - in
his haste, he has neglected to take off his earrings. He
opens a w ndow, steps out onto the bal cony.

50. EXT. BALCONY OF ROOM 413 - N GHT.

Joe noves al ong the balcony, clinbs over the railing, starts
to shinny down a post.

51. EXT. SIDE ENTRANCE OF HOTEL - N GHT. 51

Sugar, a fur boa over the evening gown she wore on the
bandst and, cones tripping down the steps, hurries eagerly
toward the beach.

52. EXT. HOTEL GROUNDS - N GHT.

In the f.g., to one side of the main entrance, a dozen
bi cycles are parked in a rack. Joe drops down into the

scene, sees the bicycles, pulls one out, nmounts it, and pedals

of f.

Standi ng under a tree in front of the hotel are Osgood and
Jerry. Jerry is in his evening gown and is holding a fl ower
i n his hand.

OSGOOD
But it's such a waste - a full noon -
an enpty yacht -

JERRY
I"1l throw up!

OSGOOD
Well, then, why don't we go dancing?
I know a little road-house, down the coast -

Joe cones whizzing past themon his bicycle. Jerry |ooks
after him open-nout hed.

49,
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52.



JERRY
Vell, 1'lIl be - ! He does have a bicycle

OSGOOD
Who?

JERRY
(catching hinself)
About that roadhouse -

OSGOOD

They got a Cuban band that's the berries.
Why don't we go there - blindfold the
orchestra - and tango till dawn?

JERRY
You know somet hing, M. Fielding?
You' re dynamte!

OSGOOD
You're a pretty hot little firecracker yourself.

He Iinks his armthrough Jerry's, |eads himdown the path.

Sugar is now al nost running toward the pier, a | ook of
great expectation on her face. This is the big night of her
life.

Joe is pedaling desperately to get to the pier before her
oblivious of the earrings dangling incongruously fromhis
ear | obes.

53. EXT. PIER - N GHT.

About a dozen notorboats are tied up to the pier. Sugar
hurries across the planking and up the stairs to the
deserted pier, stops and | ooks around for her date. Behind
her, Joe cones skinmi ng al ong the planking on his bicycle,
swoops under the pier.

A di sheartened Sugar thinks that she has been stood up

Joe disnmounts fromthe bi ke, ducks underneath the pier
and hops into the notorboat narked CALEDON A.
Strai ght eni ng up, he waves to Sugar on the pier above him

JCE
Ahoy t here!

Sugar turns, her face |ighting up.

SUGAR
Ahoy!

She hurries down the steps toward him

Joe suddenly renenbers his glasses. He takes them out of
his pocket, puts themon. As he does so, he feels the
earrings. He pulls themoff, shoves themin his pocket -
and he's not a second too soon, for Sugar has just about
reached him

SUGAR
(conti nui ng)



Been wai ting | ong?

JCE

(Cary Grant again)

It's not how long you wait -
it's who you're waiting for

He hel ps her down into the notorboat.

SUGAR
Thank you. And thank you for the flowers.

JCE

| wanted themto fly down sone orchids
from our greenhouse but all of

Long Island is fogged in.

SUGAR
It's the thought that counts.

She settles herself back on the cushioned seat. Joe starts
fiddling around with the mysterious knobs on the

i nstrunent panel. He pushes, pulls, twists the knob - finally
the notor turns over, but does not catch

JCE

| seemto be out of gas.

SUGAR

It's sort of funny - you being out of
gas - | nmean, Shell Gl and everything -

Joe, working the knobs desperately, does sonething right,
and the notor starts with a ROAR

JCE
Here we go.

He presses every lever he can find, manages to shift into
gear. The boat backs out erratically. Joe shifts into
neutral, but no matter how hard he tries to find the
forward gear, he keeps winding up in reverse.

JCE

(apol ogetical |l y)

| just got this notorboat -
it's an experinmental nodel

SUGAR
Looks like they're on the wong track

JCE
Do you mnd riding backwards?
It may take a little |onger -

SUGAR
It's not howlong it takes -
it's who's taking you.

The not orboat glides off backwards, and as though it were
the nost natural thing in the world, skins out toward the
open wat er, where the yachts are anchored.



DI SSOLVE TO
54. EXT. YACHT AT ANCHOR - N GHT.

The CALEDONI A is bobbing gently on a calm noonlit sea.
The notorboat with Joe and Sugar conmes in stern-
backwards. Joe, |ooking over his shoul der, naneuvers the
notorboat to a stop under the |landing | adder. (Reans of
romantic nusic under all of this).

DI SSOLVE TGO
55. EXT. DECK OF CALEDONI A - NI GHT.
as Joe and Sugar aboard. She gazes around, starry-eyed.

SUGAR

It looked so small fromthe beach -

but when you're on it, it's nore like a
cruiser - or a destroyer

JCE
Just regulation size. W have three like this.

SUGAR
Thr ee?

JCE

Mot her keeps hers in Southanpton - and
Dad took his to Venezuela - the company
is laying a new pipe |line.

SUGAR

My dad is nore interested in railroads.
Baltinore and Ghio. Wich is the port
and which is the starboard?

JCE

(the old mariner)

Wel |, that depends - on whether you're
comng or going - | nean, normally the

aft is on the other side of the stern - and
that's the bridge - so you can get from
one side of the boat to the other -

how about a gl ass of chanpagne?

SUGAR
Love it. Wich way?

JCE
Yes - now let's see - where do you
suppose the steward set it up?

He | ooks around, confused by the unfaniliar geography,
then tentatively opens the nearest door, revealing a flight
of stairs |eading bel ow deck

SUGAR
Ch, you have an upstairs and a downstairs.

JCE
Yes - that's our hurricane cell ar.

54.

55.



He cl oses the door, opens another one - it's a storage bin,
contai ni ng nops, pails, coils of rope, etc.

JCE

(conti nui ng)

And anot her nice thing about this yacht -
| ots of closet space.

Sugar, neanwhile, has stepped up to a |lighted porthole,
| ooks inside.

SUGAR
Ch - in here.

JCE
O course. On Thursdays, they al ways
serve ne in the small sal on.

He opens the door, ushers Sugar inside.
56. I NT. SALON OF YACHT - NI GHT.

It's a very el egant |layout - mahogany paneling, shelves of
trophies, a stuffed marlin on the wall, a |uxurious couch
with a table for two et up beside it. On the table are lit
candl es, cold pheasant under gl ass, and chanpagne in a
silver ice bucket.

Joe and Sugar cone in, and as Joe takes his cap off, Sugar
| ooks around, dazzl ed.

SUGAR
It's exquisite - like a floating nmansion

JCE
It's all right for a bachelor.

SUGAR

(stopping by the
stuffed marlin)

What a beautiful fish.

JCE

Caught himoff Cape Hatteras.
SUGAR

What is it?

JCE

Oh - a nenber of the herring fanmly

SUGAR
A herring? Isn't it amazi ng how they get
those big fish into those little glass jars?

JCE
They shrink when they're marinated.

During this, he has opened the chanpagne, filled a couple
of gl asses.

JCE
(conti nui ng)
Chanpagne?

56.



As she sips the

SUGAR
| don't mind if | do

JCE
(toasting her)
Down the hatch - as we say at sea.

SUGAR
Bon voyage.

drink, she glances at the shelves of trophies.

SUGAR
Look at all that silverware.

JCE
Trophies. You know - skeet-shooi ng,
dog- breedi ng, water polo...

SUGAR

Water polo - isn't that terribly dangerous?
JCE

"Il say. | had two ponies drowned under ne.
SUGAR

Where's your shell collection?

JCE

Yea, of course. Now where could they
have put it?

(1 ooki ng under

t he couch)

On Thursdays, |'msort of |ost around here.
SUGAR

What's on Thursdays?

JCE

It's the crews' night off.

SUGAR

You nean we're alone on the boat?

JOE

Conpl etel y.

SUGAR

You know, |'ve never been conpletely
alone with a man before - in the mddle
of the night - in the nmddle of the ocean
JCE

Oh, it's perfectly safe. We're well
anchored - the ship is in shipshape -
and the Coast Quard promised to call ne
if there are any icebergs around.

SUGAR

It's not the icebergs. But there are certain
men who would try to take advantage of a
situation like this.



JCE
You're flattering ne.

SUGAR
Well, of course, I'msure you're a gentlenan.

JCE
Ch, it's not that. It's just that I'm- harnl ess.

SUGAR
Har M ess - how?

JCE
Well, | don't know how to put it - but
I have this thing about girls.

SUGAR
What thing?

JCE
They just sort of |eave ne cold.

SUGAR
You nean - like frigid?

JCE
It's nore like a nental block. Wen I'm
with girls, it does nothing to ne.

SUGAR

Have you tried?

JCE

Have I? |I'mtrying all the tine.

He casually puts his arns around her, kisses her on the lips,
lets go of her again.

JCE
(conti nues)
See? Not hi ng.

SUGAR

Not hing at all?

JCE

Conpl et e washout .

SUGAR

That makes ne feel just awful

JCE

Ch, it's not your fault. [It's just that

every now and then Mbther Nature throws
sonebody a dirty curve. Sonething goes
wrong i nsi de.

SUGAR

You nean you can't fall in |ove?

JCE

Not anynmore. | was in |love once - but

I'd rather not tal k about it.



(takes the gl ass bel
off the cold cuts)
How about a little cold pheasant?

SUGAR

What happened?

JCE

| don't want to bore you

SUGAR

Oh, you couldn't possibly.

JCE

Well, it was ny freshman year at
Princeton - there was this girl - her

name was Nellie - her father was

Vi ce-presi dent of Hupnobile - she wore

gl asses, too. That sunmer we spent

our vacation at the G and Canyon -

we were standing on the highest |edge,

wat chi ng the sunset - suddenly we had

an inpulse to kiss - | took off my glasses -
| took a step toward her - she took a

step toward ne -

SUGAR

(hand flying to nouth)

Ch, no!

JCE

Yes. Eight hours later they brought her up
by mule - | gave her three transfusions -

we had the sane bl ood type - Type O -
it was too |late.

SUGAR
Tal k about sad.

JCE

Ever since then -

(indicating heart)

nunb - no feelings. Like ny heart was
shot full of novocai ne.

SUGAR
You poor, poor boy.

JCE

Yes - all the noney in the world - but
what good is it?

(hol di ng out

serving plate)

M nt sauce or cranberries?

SUGAR
How can you think about food at a tine
like this?

JCE

What else is there for ne?
(tears off leg

of pheasant)



She ki sses him -

He resunes ni bbl

SUGAR
Is it that hopel ess?

JCE

(eating)

My famly did everything they could -

hired the nost beautiful French upstairs

mai ds - got a special tutor to read ne al

t he books that were banned in Boston -

i nported a whol e troupe of Balinese

dancers with bells on their ankles and those
long fingernails - what a waste of noney!

SUGAR
Have you ever tried Anerican girls?

JOE
Why ?

pretty good, but nothing spectacul ar.

SUGAR
I s that anything?

JCE
(shaki ng hi s head)
Thanks just the sane.

ing on the pheasant leg, sits on the couch

SUGAR
Maybe if you saw a good doctor..

JCE

| have. Spent six nmonths in Vienna with
Prof essor Freud - flat on ny back -
(stretches out the

couch, still eating)

- then there were the Mayo Brothers -
and injections and hypnosis and mnera
baths - if | weren't such a coward

I"d Kill nyself.

SUGAR
Don't talk like that. |'msure there nust
be sone girl sone place that could -

JCE
If I ever found a girl that could - I'd
marry her |ike that.

He snaps his fingers. The word "narriage" mnmakes

sonet hing snap i

nsi de Sugar, too.

SUGAR

Wul d you do ne a favor?
JCE

What is it?

SUGAR

| may not be Dr. Freud or a Mayo Brother



or one of those French upstairs girls -
but could | take another crack at it?

JCE
(bl ase)
Al'l right - if you insist.

She bends over him gives hima kiss of slightly higher
vol t age

SUGAR
Anything this tinme?

JCE
I"mafraid not. Terribly sorry.

SUGAR

(undaunt ed)

Wuld you like a little nore chanpagne?
(proceeds to

refill gl asses)

And maybe if we had sone nusic -
(indicating lights)

- how do you dimthese lights?

JCE

Look, it's terribly sweet of you to want to
hel p out - but it's no use.

(poi nting)

| think the light switch is over there -
(Sugar dinms |ights)

- and that's the radio.

(Sugar switches it on)

It's |like taking sonmebody to a concert

when he's tone deaf.

By this tine there is only candlelight in the salon, and from
the radi o comes soft nusic - STAIRMAY TO THE STARS

Sugar crosses to the couch with two chanpagne gl asses,

hands one to Joe, sits beside him Joe drinks down the
chanmpagne, and Sugar hands himthe second glass. He

drains that, too.

SUGAR

You're not giving yourself a chance
Don't fight it. Relax.

(she ki sses himagain)

JCE
(shaki ng hi s head)
It's Iike smoking w thout inhaling.

SUGAR
So i nhal e!

This kiss is the real McCoy. As they stay | ocked in each
other's arns -

W PE TO
57. I NT. ROADHOUSE - NI GHT.

It is small, dark, and practically deserted. The Cuban band



is playing LA CUWARSI TA. Anpbng the dancers on the floor

are Gsgood and Jerry, easily the nost stylish couple in the
joint. Jerry has the flower tucked in his cleavage. As they
tango -

OSGOOD
Daphne. .

JERRY
Yes, Osgood?

OsGOOD
You' re | eadi ng agai n.

JERRY
Sorry.

They tango on.
W PE BACK TO
58. I NT. SALON OF CALEDONI A - NI GHT

Joe and Sugar are still in the same enbrace. The radio
nmusi ¢ continues. Finally they break

SUGAR
(waiting for
the verdict)
vellr - 2

JCE
I"mnot quite sure. Try it again.

She does. As they break, she |ooks at him- the suspense is
unbear abl e.

JCE

(trying to

di agnose it)

I got a funny sensation in nmy toes - |ike
sonebody was barbecui ng them over a

sl ow fl ane.

SUGAR
Lets throw another log on the fire.

Anot her ki ss.

JCE
| think you're on the right track

SUGAR
| must be - because your gl asses are
begi nning to steam up

She ki sses hi m agai n.
W PE TO
59. I NT. ROADHOUSE - NI GHT

Gsgood and Jerry have now got the tango by the throat.
Jerry is dancing with his back to the CAVERA, and as

58.

59.



OGsgood whi ps hi maround, we see that Jerry has the flower
cl anped between his teeth. They reverse positions again,
and Gsgood grabs the flower between his teeth.

W PE BACK TGO
60. I NT. SALON OF CALEDONI A - N GHT. 60

The radio is still on, and Joe and Sugar are just coming out
of their last kiss. Joe renoves his glasses, which are now
conmpl etely fogged up.

JCE
I never knew it could be like this.

SUGAR
Thank you.

JCE

They told nme | was caputt - finished -
washed up - and now you're making

a chunmp out of all those experts.

SUGAR
M neral baths - now really!

JCE
Where did you learn to kiss like that?

SUGAR

Ch, you know - Junior League - charity
bazaars - | used to sell kisses for the
M1k Fund.

They ki ss agai n.

JOE

(goi ng, going, gone)

Tonmorrow, renind ne to send a check
for a hundred thousand dollars to the
M | k Fund.

She doesn't have to kiss himany nore - he takes over now.
W PE TO
61. I NT. ROADHOUSE - NI GHT. 61

The chairs are stacked on the tables, and Osgood and Jerry
are the only couple on the floor. GOsgood, wearing the
flower behind his ear, and nassaging his behind with a
tabl ecloth, is tangoing with wild abandon around Jerry.
Suddenly he grabs Jerry, bends himover in a dashing dip.
They straighten up, dance a couple of steps, and now Jerry
returns the conplinent - he al nost breaks Gsgood's spine
with an even nore dashing dip.

As for the Cuban mnusicians - we now discover that Gsgood
has kept his word. They are all blindfol ded.

DI SSCLVE TGO

62. EXT. YACHT AT ANCHOR - DAWN. 62.



Sugar and Joe are in the notorboat, gliding away fromthe
Cal edoni a toward the pier - backwards, naturally. It is
quite romantic - with the sun about to rise - and the

i nci dental nusic augnenting the nood.

DI SSCLVE TGO
63. EXT. PIER - DAWN 63

Joe and Sugar, his armover her shoul der, walk dreanily
toward the hotel. Fromthe other direction conmes Gsgood,
twirling the flower in his hand, and hunming LA
CUMPARSI TA. As he passes Sugar and Joe, he waves to
themjauntily, then continues toward the sanme notorboat
whi ch just deposited them He gets in, starts the notor,
takes off.

Dl SSOLVE TO
64. EXT. HOTEL ENTRANCE - DAWN. 64.
Joe | eads Sugar up to the steps, then stops and faces her

JCE
Good ni ght .

SUGAR
Good nor ni ng.

JCE
How much do | owe the M|k Fund so far?

SUGAR
Ei ght hundred and fifty thousand doll ars.

JCE
Let's make it an even mllion

He gives her a final kiss. Sugar turns, starts up the steps,
then stops and comes back to him

SUGAR
I forgot to give you your receipt.

She kisses him then floats through the entrance of the

hotel. Joe watches her till she is out of sight, then takes off
his glasses. He hurries up the steps, starts to clinb up one

of the posts of the veranda.

65. I NT. ROOM 413 - DAWN. 65.

Jerry, still in his evening gown, is stretched out on his bed,
gai ly singing LA CUMPARSI TA and acconpanyi ng hi nsel f

with a pair of maracas. Joe appears over the railing of the
bal cony, steps through the wi ndow into the room

JCE
(exuberant)
H, Jerry. Everything under control ?

JERRY
Have | got things to tell you

JOE



What happened?

JERRY
(beam ng)
' m engaged.

JCE
Congratul ations. Wo's the lucky girl?

JERRY
I am

JOE
VWHAT?

JERRY

(brimm ng over)

OGsgood proposed to ne. W' re planning
a June weddi ng.

JCE
What are you tal ki ng about?
You can't marry Osgood.

JERRY

(getting up)
You think he's too old for nme?

JCE
Jerry! You can't be serious!

JERRY
Wiy not? He keeps marrying girls
all the tine!

JCE
But you're not a girl. You're a guy!
And why would a guy want to marry a guy?

JERRY
Security.

JCE
Jerry, you'd better lie down.
You' re not doing well.

JERRY

Look, stop treating nme like a child.
I"mnot stupid. | know there's a problem
JCE

"Il say there is!

JERRY

H s nother - we need her approval. But

I"'mnot worried - because | don't snoke.

JCE

Jerry - there's another problem
JERRY

Li ke what ?

JCE



Li ke what are you going to do on
your honeynoon?

JERRY

W' ve been discussing that. He wants to
go to the Riviera - but | sort of |ean
toward N agara Falls.

JCE
You're out of your mnd! How can you
get away with this?

JERRY
Oh, | don't expect it to last. I'Il tell him
the truth when the tine cones.

JCE
Li ke when?

JERRY
Li ke right after the cerenony.

JOE
Ch.

JERRY

Then we'll get a quick annul ment - he'l

make a nice settlement on ne - 1'll have

t hose alinony checks coning in every nonth -

JCE

Jerry, listen to me - there are |aws -
conventions - it's just not being done!
JERRY

But Joe - this may be ny last chance to
marry a mllionaire!

JCE

Look, Jerry - take my advice - forget

the whole thing - just keep telling yourself
you're a boy!

JERRY
I"'ma boy - I'"'ma boy - | wish | were
dead - I'ma boy - I'ma boy -

(slaps his wig down

on the desk)

What am | going to do about ny
engagenent present?

JOE
VWat engagement present?

Jerry picks up a jewel box, opens it, hands it to Joe.

JERRY
He gave ne this bracelet.

Joe takes Bienstock's glasses out of his pocket, exam nes the
bracel et through one of the | enses.

JCE



Hey - these are real dianonds.

JERRY

Naturally. You think nmy fiance is a bun?
Now | guess |I'Il have to give it back.
JCE

Wait a minute - lets not be hasty.

After all, we don't want to hurt poor

OGsgood' s feelings.
There is a KNOCK on the door

JOE

(in girl's voice)

Just a m nute.

They grab their wigs, slap themon. Joe dives into bed,
pulling the covers up to his chin.

SUGAR S VO CE
It's me - Sugar.

JCE
Cone in.

Sugar, in a negligee, cones in - or rather, floats in.

SUGAR

| thought | heard voices - and | just had to
talk to sonmebody. | don't feel |ike going
to sl eep.

JERRY

I know what you need - a slug of bourbon
He opens a bureau drawer, takes out the hot-water bottle.

SUGAR
Oh, no. I'moff that stuff - for good.

JCE
Did you have a nice tinme?

SUGAR

Ni ce?

(on a cloud)

It was suicidally beautiful

JERRY
Did he get fresh?

SUGAR

O course not. As a matter of fact, it was
just the other way around. You see he
needs hel p.

JERRY
What for?

SUGAR

And tal k about el egant - you should

see the yacht - candlelight - mnt sauce
and cranberri es.



JCE

Gee, | wish I'd been there.

SUGAR

I'mgoing to see him again tonight -
and every night - | think he's going to
propose to me - as soon as he gets up
his nerve

JERRY

(1 ooki ng at Joe)
That's sone nerve

JCE
(covering up quickly)
Daphne got a proposal tonight.

SUGAR
Real | y?

SUGAR
Froma rich mllionaire.

SUGAR

That's wonderful .
(suddenly turning to Joe)
Poor Josephi ne.

JCE
(startled)
Me?

SUGAR
Daphne has a beau - | have a beau -
if we could only find sonebody for you

The door opens, and in strides the fresh Bellhop, gin bottle
in one hand and the passkey in the other

BELLHOP
Here | am doll!

Joe di sappears under the covers.

FADE QUT:
FADE | N:
66. INT. LOBBY SEM NCLE-RI TZ HOTEL - DAY. 66

W are CLOSE on a doornat bearing the nane SEM NOLE-
RI TZ HOTEL. A pair of men's feet step across the mat, the
shoes encased | white |inen spats.

CAMERA PULLS BACK TO REVEAL Spats Col onbo entering

the | obby, surrounded by his four henchnen and foll owed

by bell hops carrying their |luggage. The henchnen are all
dolled up for Florida - knickers, Pananas, two-toned shoes
- and one of themis carrying a golf bag.

Spats is somewhat nore conservatively dressed in a |ight
gray business suit. They stop and | ook around.



Draped across the rear wall is an inpressive banner
readi ng:

VELCOVE DELEGATES
10TH ANNUAL CONVENTI ON
FRI ENDS OF | TALI AN OPERA

SECOND HENCHVAN
(readi ng banner)
Friends of Eye-talian Qpera - hey, that's us!

A convention official, wearing a badge and ri bbon
identifying himas a conmittee nenber, cones up to Spats.

FI RST OFFI Cl AL
Regi ster over there.

Spats nods to his boys, and they nove toward the

regi stration desk, past other groups of del egates. You
woul d hate to neet any of these mugs in a dark alley, but
what nmakes it heartwarning is that they all have a
cauliflower ear for good nusic.

Sitting on a settee is a gentleman reading the Police
Gazette. As he lowers the paper, we see it's our friend
Mul I'i gan, the Federal agent. He |ooks after Spats and his
boys with a wy smle.

At the desk, Spats and his group are identifying thensel ves
to the registrar. Leaning against a columm, supervising the
proceedi ngs, is a dark, nenacing young hoodl um JOHNNY
PARADISE. He is insolently flipping a half dollar in the air.

SPATS

(to registrar)

Spats Col onbo - del egate from Chi cago -
Sout h Si de chapter.

The registrar pins an identification tag on his | apel

PARADI SE
H, Spats. W was laying eight to one
you woul dn't show.

SPATS
Wiy woul dn't | ?

PARADI SE
We thought you was all broken up
about Toot hpick Charlie.

SPATS

Well, we all got to go sonetine.
PARADI SE

Yeah. You never know who's going
to be next.

(jerks his thumb

toward screen)

Ckay, Spats. Report to the Sergeant-
at - Arns.



SPATS
What for?

PARADI SE
Orders fromLittle Bonaparte.

Spats has now been joined by the four henchnen, who have
al so received their identification tags, and Paradi se notions
t hem behi nd the screen

Behi nd the screen, a couple of officials are waiting.

SECOND OFFI Cl AL
Put 'em up, Spats.

SPATS
What's the idea?

SECOND OFFI Cl AL
Little Bonaparte don't want no
har dwar e around.

Spats reluctantly conplies and the official frisks him

SECOND OFFI CI AL
(conti nues)
Ckay - you're clean

SPATS

(tapping official's
pocket)

You' re not.

He pulls an automatic out of the official's shoul der hol ster,
tosses it into a wire basket which already holds a I arge
col I ection of hardware.

The official glares at him then turns and runs his hands
down the First Henchman. He feels sonething at the
bottom of one of his knickers, pulls elastic cuff. A gun
drops out.

FI RST HENCHWAN
It ain't | oaded.

The official pulls the elastic of the other knicker, and
several dozen bullets drop to the floor. The official kicks
t hem away, faces the henchman with the golf bag.

SECOND OFFI CI AL
What's in there?

SECOND HENCHMAN
My gol f clubs. Putter, niblick,
nunber three iron -

The official pulls a subnmachi ne gun out of the bag.

SECOND OFFI CI AL
What's this?

SECOND HENCHMAN
My mashi e.



Spats energes from behind the screen

PARADI SE
(still tossing coin)
See you at the banquet, Spats.

Spats | ooks at the young punk contenptuously, snatches
the coin out of the air.

SPATS

Where did you pick up that cheap trick?
(drops the coin in the

kid's breast pocket)

Come on, boys.

He and his henchnmen start across the | obby toward the
reception counter. As they pass Milligan, he rises.

MULLI GAN
Well, Spats Colonbo - if | were saw one.
SPATS

Hell o, copper. \What brings you down
to Florida?

MULLI GAN

| heard you opera-lovers were having a
little rally - so | thought | better be
around in case anybody deci des to sing.

SPATS
Bi g j oke!

MULLI GAN
Say, Maestro - where were you at
three o' clock on St. Valentine's Day?

SPATS
Me? | was at Rigoletto.
MULLI GAN

What's his first name? And where
does he |ive?

SPATS
That's an opera, you ignoranus.

MULLI GAN
Where did they play it - in a garage
on Clark Street?

SPATS
Clark Street? Never heard of it.

MULLI GAN
Ever hear of the DeLuxe French O eaners
on Wabash Avenue?

SPATS
Wy ?

MULLI GAN
Because the day after the shooting you



sent in a pair of spats - they had
bl ood on them

SPATS
I cut myself shaving.

MULLI GAN
You shave with your spats on?

SPATS
| sleep with ny spats on.

MULLI GAN
Quit kidding. You did that vul canizing
job on Toot hpick Charlie - and we know it.

SPATS
You and who el se?

MULLI GAN
Me and those two witnesses whom your
| awyers have been | ooking for all over Chicago.

SPATS
You boys know anyt hi ng about any garage -
or any w tnesses?

FI RST HENCHMAN
Us? W was with you at Rigoletto's.

MULLI GAN

Don't worry, Spats. One of these days
we'll dig up those two guys.

SPATS

That's what you'll have to do -

dig 'em up!

He | eads his boys away from Milligan toward the reception
desk.

The el evator door opens, and anpong the passengers
stepping out are Joe and Jerry, in their sunmer dresses.
Joe is carrying their room key.

JERRY

(indicating dianond

bracel et on wist)

| feel like such a tranp - taking jewelry
froma man under fal se pretenses.

JCE

Get it while you're young. And you better
fix your lips. You want to | ook nice for
Gsgood, don't you?

Jerry stops, takes a mirror and lipstick out of his handbag,
starts to touch up his Iips.

JERRY
It's just going to break his heart when
he finds out | can't marry him



JCE

So? It's going to break Sugar's heart when
she finds out I'mnot a millionaire. That's
life. You can't nmake an onel ette w thout
breaki ng an egg.

JERRY
What are you giving me with the onelette?

JCE

Nag, nag, nag. Look, we got a yacht,
we got a bracelet, you got GCsgood,
I've got Sugar - we're really cooking.

JERRY

(his eyes transfixed by
somet hing he sees in
the mirror)

Joe -

JOE
What ?

What Jerry sees in the mrror is Spats Col onbo and the four
henchnen.

JERRY
Sonmething tells me the onelette is
about to hit the fan

He nods in the direction of the reception desk. Joe |ooks,
sees what Jerry has seen, then -

JCE
Come on, Daphne.

Wth as rmuch grace as they can nuster, they hurry back
toward the elevator. The doors are just opening, and our
Bel | hops cones backing out, trundling an old nman in a

wheel chair. The old man wears a Panama hat, dark

gl asses, and is covered up to his chin with a plaid bl anket.
Joe and Jerry alnost fall over the invalid in their haste to
get to the elevator.

67. I NT. ELEVATOR - (CONTI NUOUS) - DAY. 67
Joe and Jerry scranbl e inside.

JCE
Goi ng up.

As the el evator operator starts to close the doors, he is
arrested by -

SPATS' VA CE
Hold it.

Joe and Jerry freeze as Spats steps into the el evator
foll owed by the four henchnen.

SPATS
| don't nean to be forward - but ain't |
had the pl easure of neeting you two



br oads before?

JCE
Ch, no!

JERRY
You nust be thinking of two other broads.

SECOND HENCHMAN
You ever been in Chicago?

JERRY

Us? We wouldn't be caught dead in Chicago

Spats, his interest aroused, is now al so studying the two
boys. To their relief, the el evator stops and the operator

opens the door.

OPERATOR
Third fl oor.

FI RST HENCHMAN
(to the boys)
What floor are you on?

JCE
Never you m nd.

He waves them away with the hand hol ding the room key.
The henchman gl ances at the nunbered tag.

FI RST HENCHVAN
Room 413 - we'll be in touch

He foll ows the others out.
JERRY

(coyly)
Don't call us - we'll call you

As the elevator doors start to close, Spats glances over his

shoul der toward the boys, frowning thoughtfully. In the
el evator, Joe and Jerry | ook at each other, swallow hard.

DI SSCLVE TGO

68. I NT. ROOM 413 - DAY.

Joe and Jerry are frantically dunping their clothes into two

open suitcases on the bed.

JERRY

| tell you, Joe, they're on to us. They're
going to line us up against the wall and -

(imtating nmachi ne gun)
Eh- eh-eh-eh-eh - and then the police are

going to find two dead danes, and they're

going to take us to the | adies' norgue,

and when they undress us - | tell you, Joe,

I"mjust going to die of shane.

JCE
Shut up and keep packi ng.

68.



JERRY
Ckay, Joe.

He picks up an orchid corsage, in a transparent box, from
the desk, starts to put it into the suitcase

JCE
(grabbing it)
Not that, you idiot.

JERRY
But they're from Gsgood. He wanted ne
to wear them tonight.

Joe tosses the corsage box into the waste basket. Jerry
starts to pack the naracas.

JERRY
1"l never find another man who's so
good to ne.

Joe fishes out Bienstock's yachting cap from under the bed,
turns it over in his hand, lost in thought.

JERRY

(conti nues)

Joe, if we get out of this hotel alive,
you know what we're going to do?

We're going to sell the bracelet, and
grab a boat to South Anerica and

hi de out in one of those banana republics -
(removes bracelet, puts it

in jewel case on desk)

The way | figure is, if we eat nothing

but bananas, we can live there for

fifty years - maybe a hundred years -

that is, if we get out of the hotel alive.
(1 ooki ng around)

Did we forget anything?

JCE
(still studying cap)
There's our shaving stuff - and
there's Sugar.

JERRY
Sugar ?

JCE
(pi cki ng up phone)
Get ne Room 414.

JERRY
What do you think you're doing?

Maki ng a tel ephone call.

JERRY
Tel ephone call? Wo's got tine for that?

JCE
We can't just wal k out on her wthout
sayi ng goodbye.



JERRY
Since when? Usually you | eave 'em
with nothing but a kick in the teeth.

JCE

That's when | was a saxophone pl ayer
Now I"'ma millionaire.

JERRY

Drop her a postcard. Any ninute now
those gorillas nmay be up here -

JCE

(into tel ephone, in a

Sout hern femal e voi ce)

Hel l o, Room 414? This is the ship-to-shore
operator - | have a call for Mss Sugar Cane.

69. INT. ROOM 414 - ((CONTINUQOUS) - DAY. 69.

Dol ores, in a robe and hair-curlers, is at the phone. Sugar
in a negligee, is stretching out on her bed, dreanily reading
a copy of Vanity Fair.

DOLORES
Hey, Sugar, it's for you - fromthe yacht.

Sugar junps up, grabs the phone eagerly.

SUGAR
Hel | 0?

70. INT. ROOM 413 - (CONTI NUOUS) - DAY. 70
Jerry is watching Joe on the phone.

JCE

(Cary Grant once nore)

Hel l o, nmy dearest darling. So good
to hear your voice again.

JERRY
| may throw up.

He di sappears into the bat hroom

JCE

(into phone)

No, | didn't, darling - to tell the truth
| never closed an eye.

As he and Sugar continue, their tel ephone conversation
| NTERCUT between the two roons.

SUGAR

That's funny - | never slept better. And
| had the nost wonderful dream | was
still on the yacht, and the anchor broke

| oose - and we drifted for days and days -
you were the captain and | was the crew -
| kept a | ookout for icebergs, and | sorted
your shells, and m xed your cocktails, and



w ped the steam off your glasses - and
when | woke up, | felt like sw ming
ri ght back to you.

JCE
Yes. Now about our date for tonight..

SUGAR
I'"ll neet you on the pier again -
right after the show.

JCE
I'"'mafraid not. | can't nmake it tonight.

SUGAR
Tonor row ni ght ?

JCE

Not tonorrow, either. You see, | have to
| eave - sonethi ng unexpected canme up -
I"msailing right away.

SUGAR
Where to? South America? Oh.
That is unexpect ed.

JCE

You see, we have those oil interests
in Venezuela - and | just got a cable
fromDad - the board of directors
deci ded on a nerger.

SUGAR
A nerger? How long will you be gone?

JCE
Quite a while. As a matter of fact,
I'"'mnot comi ng back at all

SUGAR
You're not?

JCE

It's all rather conplicated - what we cal
high finance - but it so happens that the
presi dent of the Venezuel an syndicate

has a daughter, and -

SUGAR
Oh - that kind of a nmerger. |s she young?
Pretty?

JCE

According to our tax advisers, she's only
So-so. But - that's the way the oil gushes.

A man in ny position has a certain
responsibility to the stockholders - all those
little people who invest their life savings -

SUGAR
Ch, of course. | understand. At |east,
I think | do.



71. JOE - ON PHONE. 71

JCE
| knew you woul d.

He picks up the jewel case with the dianond bracel et from
the desk, studies it thoughtfully.

JCE

(conti nues)

| only wish there were sonething
could do for you

72. SUGAR - ON PHONE. 72.

SUGAR

But you have. You've given ne all that
inside information - first thing tonorrow
I'"mgoing to call ny broker and have him
buy fifty thousand shares of Venezuel an oil.

73. I NT. ROOM 413 - (CONTI NUOUS) - DAY. 73

JCE

(into phone)

Smart nove.

(reaches into waste basket,

extracts corsage box)

Ch, by the way - did you get ny flowers?
You know, those orchids fromny
greenhouse - the fog finally lifted over
Long Island, and they flew t hem down
thi s norning.

As he tal ks he opens the corsage box, puts the bracelet in
with the orchids, closes it again.

JCE
(conti nues)
That's strange - | sent themto your room -

t hey shoul d have been delivered by now -

Hol di ng the phone in one hand and the corsage box in the
other, he nmoves toward the hall door.

74. INT. ROOM 414 - (CONTINUOUS) - DAY. 74.
Sugar covers the nout hpi ece of the phone, turns to Dol ores.

SUGAR
Hey, Dolores - will you see if there are
any flowers outside?

Dol ores starts toward the hall door
75. | NT. FOURTH FLOOR CORRI DOR - DAY. 75

The door of 413 opens. Joe, having come as far as the

I ength of the tel ephone cord will permt, sets the corsage
box down, kicks it across the hall to the door of 414. As he
cl oses his door, the door of 414 opens. Dolores reaches out,
pi cks up the corsage box, starts back inside.



76. I NT. ROOM 414 - (CONTI NUOUS) - DAY. 76
Dol ores brings the corsage box to Sugar.

SUGAR

(into phone)

Yes, they're here.

(openi ng box)

Oh - white orchids. Would you believe
it - | haven't had white orchids since
was a debut ant e.

(finding bracel et)

What's this?

7. JOE - ON PHONE.

JCE
What's what? OCh, that. just alittle
goi ng away present.

78. SUGAR - ON PHONE.

SUGAR

Real di anbnds. They nust be worth
their weight in gold. Are you always
this generous?

79. JOE - ON PHONE.

JCE
Not always. But | want you to know |'m
very grateful for what you did for ne.

80. SUGAR - ON PHONE.

SUGAR
| didn't do anything. It just happened.

81. INT. ROOM 413 - (CONTI NUOUS) - DAY. 81

Jerry emerges from bathroom carrying their toilet articles
and an arnful of towels enbroidered with SEM NOLE-RI TZ
HOTEL.

JCE

(into phone)

Ch.  The navigator just canme in -
we're ready to cast off.

82. SUGAR - ON PHONE.

SUGAR

Wel |, anchors awei gh, you have a bon
voyage. And if you need an orchestra to
play at your wedding, we'll be through
here in a couple of weeks.

83. INT. ROOM 413 - (CONTI NUOUS) - DAY. 83
JCE
(into phone)
Goodbye, ny darling.

He hangs up, stares nmoodily at the phone. Jerry shuts his

77.
78.
79.
80.
82.



sui t case.

JERRY
| don't know about the captain - but the
navi gator is getting his tail out of here.

JCE

(snappi ng out of

his trance)

Yeah - lets shove off.

They start to gather up their instrunents and | uggage.

JERRY

Wait a minute - ny bracelet.
(picks up jewel case,

shuts it, then realizes

it's enpty)

What happened to ny bracel et?

JCE
What do you mean, your bracelet?
It's our bracelet.

JERRY
Al'l right. Wat happened to our bracel et?

JCE
Don't worry. We did the right thing with it.

JERRY
What did we do? Joe, you're not pulling
one of your old tricks.

JCE
No tricks, no mrrors, nothing up ny
sleeve. It's on the level this tine.

The door opens and Sugar cones in. The boys whirl
ar ound.

SUGAR
Where's that bourbon?

She heads straight for the bureau, starts to open various
drawers. Joe steps in front of the suitcases to conceal them
from her.

JCE

What's the matter, Sugar?

SUGAR

I don't know. Al of a sudden, I'mthirsty.

Joe fishes the hot-water bottle out of the open suitcase
behind him hands it to Sugar. As she reaches for it, Jerry
notices the dianond bracel et on her wist.

JERRY

(poi nting)
How did you get that bracelet?

SUGAR



(i ndicati

You like it?

JERRY
| always did.

SUGAR
Junior gave it to nme. It nust have
at least thirty stones -

JERRY

(pronptly)
Thirty-four.

SUGAR

He's going to South Anerica to marry
some other girl - that's what they call
hi gh finance.

JERRY

That's what | call a louse! If | were you,
Sugar, |1'd throw that bracel et right back
in his face.

JCE
(adnoni shi ngly)
Daphne -

SUGAR

He was the first nice guy | ever met in
my life - and the only one who ever
gave me anyt hi ng.

JCE
You'll forget him Sugar.

SUGAR

How can |? No matter where | go, there'll
al ways be a Shell station on the corner.
ng hot-water bottle)

I"lI'l bring this back when it's enpty.

She exits. Jerry turns on Joe furiously.

He picks up his
himand pulls hi

JERRY

You crazy or sonething? The place is
craw ing with nobsters - gangrene is
setting in - and you're naking like

D anond Ji m Brady! How are we going to
get out of here? How are we going to eat?

JCE
W'll walk. And if we have to, we'll starve.

JERRY
There you go with that we again.

sui tcase, starts toward the door. Joe grabs
m back.

JCE

Not that way.

(headi ng for w ndow)

W don't want to run into Spats and



his chuns.

He steps through the open French wi ndow onto the bal cony.
Jerry starts to hand out the instrunents and | uggage to
hi m

84. INT. SPATS SU TE - DAY

The four henchnen, in dinner clothes are playing cards in
the lavishly appointed |iving roomwhen Spats emerges
fromthe bedroom He is just slipping into his tuxedo coat,
and his spats are unbuttoned.

SPATS

(to Second Henchman)
Your hands cl ean?

(the henchman extends
his pal ns up, then
turns them over)

Ckay. Button ny spats.

He drops into a chair, and the Second Henchnman kneel s,
starts to button the spats.

FI RST HENCHVAN

Say, boss - | been talking to sonme of the
other delegates - and the word is that
Little Bonaparte is real sore about what
happened to Toothpick Charlie. Hi mand
Charlie, they used to be choir boys together

SPATS
(drily)
Stop, or I'lIl burst out crying.

FI RST HENCHMAN

He even got Charlie's last toothpick -
the one fromthe garage - and had it
gol d- pl at ed.

SPATS

Like I was telling you - Little Bonaparte

is getting soft.

(taps his chest)

He doesn't have it here any nore. Used to

be Iike a rock.

(shaki ng hi s head)

Too bad. | think it's time for himto retire.

SECOND HENCHVAN
Second the noti on.

FI RST HENCHMAN
How are we going to retire hinf

SPATS

W'l | think of sonmething cute. One of
t hese days, Little Bonaparte and

Toot hpick Charlie will be singing in
the sanme choir again.

He points up. CQutside the window, Joe appears, climnbing
down a post fromthe floor above. He |ands on the bal cony,



reaches up for the instrunents and suitcases which the
unseen Jerry is passing down to him

SPATS
And this tine, we'll nmake sure there are
no W tnesses.

The First Henchnman gl ances out the wi ndow, sees Jerry
clinmbing down the post to join Joe.

FI RST HENCHWAN
Look - it's those two broads fromthe
el evat or.

Spats turns and | ooks. The Second Henchman, beam ng
crosses to the window, calls out.

SECOND HENCHVAN
Hey - join us!

Joe and Jerry, panic-stricken, peer through the Venetian
blinds at Spats and his nob. Then they scranble for their
lives over the railing of the bal cony and down, their hats
and wi gs knocked askew.

SECOND HENCHVAN
What's the natter with those danes?

SPATS
Maybe those danes ain't danes!

He yanks up the Venetian blinds, steps quickly out onto the
bal cony, |ooks down over the railing. Then he picks up the
bull -fiddle, drags it through the wi ndow into the room

SPATS

Sane faces - sanme instrunents -
(pointing at bullet holes)

- and here's your Valentine's card.

FI RST HENCHMAN
(catching on)
Those two nusicians fromthe garage!

SPATS
They woul dn't be caught dead in Chicago -
so we'll finish the job here. Come on.

Led by Spats, they all dash out of the room

After a nonent, Joe's and Jerry's heads appear cautiously
over the balcony railing. Seeing that the roomis enpty,
they clinb up, rush in through the open w ndows.

JERRY
Al right - so what do we do now?

JCE
First thing we got to do is get out
of these clothes.

He opens the door to the corridor and they peer out.

85. INT. TH RD FLOOR CORRI DOR - DAY.



There is no sign of Spats and his boys. The elevator door is
just opening, and the Bell hop energes, pushing the old nman

in the wheelchair. Joe and Jerry watch as the Bell hop

wheels the old man into one of the roons. They | ook at

each other, as the sane idea occurs to themboth, nod their
heads in agreenent. Slipping out of Spats' room they cross
the corridor to the old nman's room start inside

DI SSCLVE TGO
86. I NT. LOBBY - DAY

The el evator doors open, and a Bell hop backs out with a

man in a wheel chair. As they turn | NTO CAVERA, we

di scover that the bellhop is Jerry - the uniformfitting him
much too snugly - and the bl anket-covered figure in the
wheel chair is Joe, dressed in the old nan's suit, Panana
hat, and dark gl asses.

As Jerry and Joe proceed with dignity toward the front
door, we see Spats and his henchrmen deployed in strategic
positions around the I obby. Jerry wheels Joe past Spats.
Spats gl ances at them casually, then becones aware of a
strange CLACKI NG SOUND. He | ooks down.

There is sonething decidedly odd about the bellhop -
because his trouser-legs term nate in high-heel ed shoes.

Spats, grinning snugly, signhals the two henchnen who are
guarding the front door. They start to close in on Joe and
Jerry. Jerry abruptly spins the wheel chair around, trundles
it toward the rear of the I obby. The other to henchnen

take up the chase. Jerry and Joe disappear into a corridor

| eading toward the rear of the hotel. As the pursuing
henchnen start to turn into the corridor, the enpty whee
chair comes whizzing toward them The henchrmen stunbl e

over it, beconme nonentarily entangl ed.

Joe and Jerry, sprinting down the corridor, reach an open
door, dart inside. The henchnmen cone racing up, and
passing the door, round a bend in the corridor.

87. I NT. PANTRY - DAY

In the center of the room stands a huge cake, and two
convention officials are decorating it under the watchful eye
of Johnny Paradi se, who | eans agai nst the wall

nmonot onously tossing a coin into the air. One of the
officials, wielding a confectioner's cone, has al nost finished
lettering the inscription HAPPY BI RTHDAY, SPATS.

Joe and Jerry burst in fromthe corridor, and the three
hoods | ook up, startled. Before they can recover, the boys
have scooted across the room and out another door.

88. I NT. BANQUET ROOM - DAY.

Joe and Jerry come dashing in breathlessly, stop to get their
bearings. Doninating the roomis a U shaped table,

covered with flowers and about thirty place-settings, with a
hal f grapefruit on each plate. On the wall behind the head
of the table is the banner wel coming the Friends of Italian

86.

87.

88.



Opera. The boys glance around the enpty room neke a
beeline for the main entrance. As they reach the door, it
starts to open, and voices are HEARD fromthe corridor.
They turn desperately toward a second door, but that too is
openi ng. Trapped, they duck under the banquet table,

di sappearing behind the long white tablecloth just as the
banqueteers start to troop in. They are the sanme nugs we
saw in the | obby, but they are now dressed in tuxedos or
white dinner jackets. Chatting am ably, they nove to their
pl aces at the table.

Under the table, Joe and Jerry huddl e together as the

del egates start to seat thenselves. Suddenly a pair of |egs
slide beneath the tablecloth directly in front of them- and
the boys recoil when they see that the owner's shoes are
encased in spats.

Spats Colonmbo is settling hinself at the table, while his four
henchnmen take the seats on either side of him

SPATS
What happened?

FI RST HENCHVAN
Me and Tiny, we had them cornered -
but we lost "emin the shuffle.

SPATS

(turning to other
two henchnen)

Where were you guys?

SECOND HENCHVAN
Us? W was with you at Rigoletto's.

SPATS
Why, you stupid -

He picks up the hal f-grapefruit in front of him and is about
toramit in the henchman's face.

FI RST HENCHMAN
It's all right, boss - we'll get '"emafter
the banquet. They can't be too far away.

Under the table, Joe and Jerry exchange a pani cky | ook

There is a burst of APPLAUSE fromthe del egates as through
the door strides LI TTLE BONAPARTE, acconpanied by half a
dozen convention officials. Little Bonaparte is short, bald,
vicious, and wears a hearing aid. As he proceeds toward

the head of the table, his pose is Napol eonic -head bowed,
hands cl asped behind his back. Spats and his henchnen

poi ntedly abstain from applauding. Little Bonaparte

remai ns standing at the place of honor while his associates
seat thensel ves.

BONAPARTE

Thank you, fellow opera-lovers. |It's been
ten years since | elected nyself president
of this organization - and if | say so
nmysel f, you made the right choice. Let's



|l ook at the record. W have fought off the
crackpots who want to repeal Prohibition

and destroy the American hone - by

bringing the corner saloon. W have

stanmped out the fly-by-night operators

who endangered public health by brew ng

gin in their own bathtubs, which is very
unsanitary. W have nade a real contribution
to national prosperity - we are hel ping

t he aut omobil e industry by buying al

those trucks, the glass industry by using
all those bottles, and the steel industry -
you know, all those corkscrews. And what's
good for the country is good for us. 1In the
| ast fiscal year, our income was a hundred
and twelve nillion dollars before taxes -
only we ain't paying no taxes.

The del egat es appl aud.

BONAPARTE

(conti nues)

O course, like in every business, we've
had our little m sunderstandings. Let us
now ri se and observe one minute of silence
in menory of seven of our nmenbers from
Chicago - North Side chapter - who are
unable to be with us toni ght on account of
bei ng rubbed out.

Al'l the delegates rise and bow their heads - except Spats
and hi s henchnen.

BONAPARTE
(continues; sharply)
You too, Spats. Up!

Spats and his boys get up reluctantly, join the others in
silent tribute.

89. I NT. PANTRY - DAY

The inscribed top of the cake has been lifted off to reveal a
holl ow interior. Johnny Paradise is clinbing inside.

SECOND OFFI CI AL
Easy now. You know when you cone out?

PARADI SE

Yeah. The second tinme they sing -
('si ngi ng)

For he's a jolly good fel-Iow

Whi ch nobody can deny.

SECOND OFFI Cl AL

Ckay.

(handing hima

submachi ne gun)

And don't ness up the cake - | prom sed
to bring back a piece to nmy kids.

Johnny Paradi se squats down inside the cake. The officials



set the lid back in place.
90. I NT. BANQUET ROOM - DAY.

The m nute of silence is over, and the del egates are seating
thenselves. Little Bonaparte renains on his feet.

BONAPARTE

Now, fellow del egates, there cones a

time in the life of every business executive
when he starts to think about retirenent.

There are ad lib cries of "No! No!" fromthe del egates.
Littl e Bonaparte holds up his hand.

BONAPARTE
(conti nues)
In | ooking around for sonebody to fil
nmy shoes, 1've been considering severa
candi dates. For instance, there is a
certain party from Chicago -

Sout h Side Chapter.

He glances in the direction of Spats. Spats' henchnen turn
and | ook at their boss.

BONAPARTE

(conti nues)

Now some people say he's gotten a little
too big for his spats - but | say he's a

man who'll go far. Some people say he's
gone too far - but | say you can't keep a
good man down. O course, he still has

alot to learn. That big noise he nade on
St. Valentine's Day - that wasn't very good
for public relations. And letting those two
W t nesses get away - that sure was careless.

Under the table, Joe and Jerry try to nmake thensel ves as
smal | as possi bl e.

SPATS

Don't worry about those two guys - they're
as good as dead - | alnpst caught up with
t hem t oday.

BONAPARTE

(turning on

heari ng aid)

You nean you let them get away tw ce?
(clicks his tongue)

Some people would say that was rea
sloppy - but | say to err is human, to
forgive divine. And you, Spats - the
boys told ne you was having a birthday -
so we baked you a little cake.

SPATS

My birthday? It ain't for another four nonths.

BONAPARTE
So we're alittle early. So what's a few
nmont hs bet ween friends?

91.



(turning to the others)

Al right, boys - now all together -
(singing)

For he's a jolly good fellow...

The ot her del egates, including Spats' henchnmen, join in the
song. The lights are extinguished, and fromthe pantry

come the two officials, pushing a cart on which stands the
cake, with candles blazing. They wheel the cake up directly
in front of Spats, who eyes it uneasily. Little Bonaparte,
meanwhi |l e, is conducting the song with relish. As the
singers reach the climactic line, the top of the cake tears
open and out pops Johnny Paradi se. Ainmng his machine

gun at Spats and his henchnen, he starts bl azi ng away.

Under the table, Joe and Jerry cringe.

Littl e Bonaparte w nces, turns down the volune of his
hearing aid - he can't stand | oud noi ses.

Spats' four henchnen have sl unped across the table. Spats
is clutching his chest.

SPATS
Bi g j oke!

Hi s eyes close, and he starts to slip out of his chair.

Under the table, Joe and Jerry react as Spats' body cones
sliding toward them feet first

JCE
Let's get out of here.

He grabs Jerry, pulls himout fromunder the table.

The del egates, who are wat chi ng Johnny Paradi se scranbl e
out of the cake, are nonmentarily off guard as Joe and Jerry
streak across the darkened banquet roomtoward the

pantry door.

BONAPARTE
Get those two guys!

Four of the officials rush into the pantry after Joe and Jerry.
At the sanme tine, the main door opens, and Milligan

strides in. Standing in the corridor behind himare severa
frightened waiters. Milligan switches on the lights, |ooks
down at the five corpses

MULLI GAN
What happened here?

BONAPARTE

(bl andl y)

There was sonething in that cake
that didn't agree with them

Mul I'i gan crosses to the cake, glances inside, then turns to
Littl e Bonaparte.

MULLI GAN
My conplinments to the chef. And nobody's



|l eaving this roomtill 1 get the recipe!

BONAPARTE
You want to make a Federal case out of it?

MULLI GAN

(grabs hearing aid,
yells into mke)
Yeah!

91. I NT. LOBBY - N GHT.

Joe and Jerry bolt out of the rear corridor, go pounding up
the stairs, followed by two of the officials. As they

di sappear from sight, CAMERA PANS OVER to the el evator.

The door opens, and out step Joe and Jerry, wearing their
wigs and girls' coats.

As the boys mince daintily toward the front door, they see
the other two officials comng toward them They change
their course abruptly. The first two officials cone hurrying
down the stairs.

FI RST OFFI CI AL
They slipped right through our hands.

SECOND OFFI Cl AL

Don't worry. W got our guys watching

the railroad station, the roads, the airport -
they can't get away.

JERRY

(to Joe, in a

hoar se whi sper)
Did you hear that?

JCE
Yeah, but they're not watching yachts.
Come on - you're going to call Gsgood

He steers Jerry toward a row of tel ephone booths near the
entrance to the ballroom There is an easel sign outside
announci ng that Sweet Sue and her Society Syncopators are
appearing nightly in the Peacock Room and fromi nside
cones the SOUND of MJSIC

JERRY
What' Il | tell hin®

JCE
Tell himyou're going to elope with him

JERRY
El ope? But there are laws - conventions -

JCE

(jerking his thunmb

over his shoul der)

There's a convention, all right. There's
al so the | adi es' norgue.

He shoves Jerry toward a phone booth. Jerry reaches under
his coat for a coin, revealing the rolled up trousers of the



Bel | hop uni f or m under neat h.

As he steps into the phone booth, Joe becones aware of the
SOUND of sugar's VOCE drifting up fromthe ballroom She
is singing "I'MTHROUGH WTH LOVE." Al nbst despite

hi msel f, Joe finds hinself drawn toward the ballroom
entrance.

92. I NT. BALLROOM - N GHT.

Joe appears in the vestibule at the top of the stairs, |ooks
down.

From hi s point of view, we see Sugar perched on top of the

pi ano, bathed in a spotlight. She is a little drunk, and nore
than a little blue, and she is singing the Iyrics with
heart br eaki ng convi ction

Joe, watching her fromthe landing, is deeply noved.
Slow y, he starts down the steps.

One the bandstand, Sugar is winding up the torchy ball ad,
when suddenly Joe steps into the spotlight. Wthout a word,
he takes her in his arms, kisses her

SUGAR
(shocked)
Josephi ne!!

Near by, Sweet Sue is watchi ng open-nout hed.

SUE
(screarm ng)
Bl ENSTOCK

Bi enst ock, who is standing near the reservation desk, turns
and peer nyopically toward the bandstand. At the same
time, two of the convention officials conme up behind him

SECOND OFFI CI AL

(poi nting)
Hey - that's no dane!

He and his conpani on rush toward the bandstand.

On the bandstand, Joe is brushing a tear away from
Sugar' s cheek.

JCE
(in a nal e voice)
None of that, Sugar - no guy is worth it.

He catches sight of the two officials bearing down on him
| eapi ng fromthe bandstand, shoulders his way through the
coupl es on the dance floor. Wth the two officials on his
heel s, Joe gallops up the stairs.

On the bandstand, all is confusion, as the girls stop playing
and stand up. Sugar is staring after Joe in conplete
bew | der ment .

SUGAR
Josephi ne???

92.



Suddenly it dawns on her - that kiss! Her eyes w den, her
hand flies to her nouth, and she | ooks with grow ng
conprehensi on at the bracelet on her wist.

93. INT. LOBBY - N GHT. 93

Jerry is just stepping out of the phone booth when Joe
bursts out of the ballroom entrance.

JERRY
It's all fixed! Osgood is mneeting us
on the pier -

JCE
We're not on the pier yet -

He grabs Jerry, and they take off across the | obby, as their
pursuers appear behind them

The boys head for the front door, but finding their way

bl ocked by the other two officials, they reverse their field
and hotfoot it toward the rear corridor. The four officials
converge on their trail.

Joe and Jerry charge down the rear corridor, go skidding
around the corner. As the officials cone tooling after them
two anbul ance attendants round the turn in the corridor
pushing a wheel ed stretcher. On the slap is a boy, covered
with a sheet that hangs down the sides, and sticking out
fromthe end of the sheet are a pair of spat-covered shoes.
The four officials nake way for this grisly cargo, then
resune the chase

As the anmbul ance attendants wheel the stretcher toward

the | obby, the trailing sheet lifts up, and Joe and Jerry, who
have been clinging to the under-carriage, hop out. They

tear across the | obby and scoot out the front door

DI SSCLVE TGO
94. EXT. PIER - N GHT. 94.

OGsgood is waiting inpatiently on the pier. He hears
sonet hi ng, | ooks off toward the beach

Jerry and Joe, still wearing their wigs and girls' coats, cone
scranbli ng down the steps, race across the pl anking
toward the pier.

On the pier, Osgood's face lights up. Jerry cones puffing
up the stairs, followed by Joe.

JERRY
This is nmy friend Josephine - she's
going to be a bridesnaid.

OsSGOOD
Pl eased to neet you.

JERRY
(grabbing him
Cone one!



He practically drags Osgood down the stairs leading to the
not or boat .

OSGOOD
(over his shoulder, to Joe)
She's so eager!

Swoopi hg down fromthe beach on a bicycle comes Sugar
punping |ike mad. The bicycle bounces down the steps, and
Sugar pedal s across the planking, sounding her HORN

Osgood and Jerry have settled thenselves in the front seat
of the notorboat, and Joe is getting into the rear seat when
he hears the SOUND of the bicycle HORN. He | ooks back
Gsgood starts the nmotor. Sugar conmes racing up the stairs
tot he pier, |leans over the railing.

SUGAR
(calling down)
Wait for Sugar!

She hurries toward the other staircase.

In the notorboat, Osgood turns to Jerry.

OSGOCD

Anot her bridesnni d?
JERRY

Fl ower girl.

Sugar comes charging down the stairs, starts to get into the
rear seat beside Joe

JCE

Sugar! What do you think you're doing?
SUGAR

| told you - I'mnot very bright.

JERRY

(cl appi ng GCsgood
on the back)
Let's go!

The notorboat takes off with a ROAR

95. EXT. MOTORBOAT - NI GHT. 95
In the back seat, Joe is renoving his wig and coat.

JCE

You don't want me, Sugar - I'ma liar and
a phony - a saxophone player - one of

t hose no-goodni cks you' ve been

runni ng away from -

SUGAR

I know.

(hitting her head)
Every tine!



JCE

Do yourself a favor - go back where the
mllionaires are - the sweet end of the
lollipop - not the cole slawin the face
and the old socks and the squeezed- out
tube of toothpaste -

SUGAR

That's right - pour it on.
(twi nes her arns

around hi s neck)

Talk ne out of it.

She ki sses hi mresoundi ngly, bending himover backwards
till they are both practically out of sight.

Up front, Osgood is blithely steering the boat, keeping his
eyes straight ahead. Jerry is |ooking over his shoul der at
the activities in the back seat.

OSGOOD
| called Mama - she was so happy she
cried - she wants you to have her

wedding gown - it's white | ace.
JERRY

(steeling hinself)

Gsgood - | can't get married in your
nother's dress. She and | - we' not
built the sane way.

OSGOOD

We can have it altered.

JERRY

(firmy)

Ch, no you don't! Look, Gsgood - |'m

going to level with you. W can't get
married at all.

OSGOOD
Why not ?

JERRY
Well, to begin with, I'm not
a natural bl onde

OSGOCD
(tolerantly)
It doesn't matter.

JERRY
And | snoke. | snoke all the tine.

OSGOOD
| don't care

JERRY

And | have a terrible past. For three
years now, |'ve been living with a
saxophone pl ayer.

OSGEO0D



| forgive you.

JERRY
(with growi ng desperation)
And | can never have children.

OSGOOD
W' || adopt sone.

JERRY

But you don't understand!
(he rips off his wg;

in a nale voice)

I'ma MAN

OSGOOD
(oblivious)
Well - nobody's perfect.

Jerry looks at Osgood, who is grinning fromear to ear,

claps his hand to his forehead.

hi nsel f out of this?

But that's another story -
public is ready for it.

FADE OUJT

THE END

How is he going to get

and we're not quite sure the



