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XOMMI~ DEAREST 

FADE IN: 

INT. JOAN'S BA'.:'HROOM - BRENT-·JOOD HOUSE 1938 
PRE-DAw"'N 

UNDE:\ TITLES a SERIES OF EXT:zE~'!:E:L Y CLOSE SRO:-S: 

EX:-:zE:1E CLCSEUP a hand turns a lig:-.t s·,.;:':ch in the 
darkened bat~room; 

EXT~i-1E CLOSEU? sac:J.e hand ph:gs one end of an elec­
trical cord into a wall socke~; 

EXT::zE~'rE CLOSEUP same hand takes tt:e ot:-:er end 0:::: the 
cord and plugs it into an early General Electric cof­
fee percolator, 1937 model; 

EXTRE::1E CLOSEUP a large electric clock; it reads 4:15; 

somm EF?ECTS 3IRDS CHIRP in the dari-c:les s outs ice the 
"Nindow; 

EXTRE::1E CLOSEUP t-,.,o ha:1ds c'Jrn on s t:ean~l ho t ',.;a te::­
from a fancy gold tap; 

EX:REYE CLOSEUP :''';0 

~ove a ca:lnister 0= 
tilled 'Nater; 

~ ~ ~ . nanas open a retrlgerator 
ice cubes and a ~ot:le of 

a!'.c re-
dis-

EXTRE:1E CLOSEUP same t~.JO 
large, elegant porcelain 
the steamy basin; 

hands emnt7 ice cuces into a 
~owl and ~lace it next to 

EX:RE~1E CLOSEU? the coffee 'Jegi:1s to perk; 

EXTRE:LE CLOSZt:P SCh-:le hands pour dis tilled '..;a ter ove::­
ice cubes and snrinkle rock salt on the ~ix:u::-e to 
:nake i c co lder ; . 

EXTRE~~ CLOSEt:? SChlle hands scr'Jbbing furious 1y ·..;i th 
soap, water and scr'JD brush; 

EXTRE:LE CLOSED? same t~.;o soanv ha:1ds cone 'J-:J 

face which she soaps furiously. This is ou~ 
view of JOAN C~ ... A~·iFOR:). 

t:> ]'oan I s 
--..,..~t-- --::>-

CLOSEUP the coffee, like Joan, is perking - . , ru-:-:..ousi.Y; 

EXTRE:~ CLOSEUP the hands ~hich are now rinsed, plu~ge 
in!o the bowl of ice; 

(CON7I)lC'LJ) 
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2. 

CONTINUED: 1 

EXT~:'IE CLOSE"CP the hands lift icy water and ice cubes 
onto Joan's face which is a few inches over the Dor­
celain bowl. We feel t~e brutal shock of the ic~ wa­
ter as it hits her surgically clean race. 

CUT TO: 

Yf_-\I)l TITL::::S con tinue to rO 11 as Joan COGles ou::: 0 f :'1e::­
house and gets into the back seat of a waiting st~dio 
li~ousine. There is a t~2ce of dawn i~ the eas: -­
out it's still cuite dark. The car drives off and 
dmm Bristol Avenue in the di:-ection of Culve:: City. 

CUT TO: 

CLOSEUP - JOA~ 

in the back seat 0= the li~ousine, not letting a win­
uce go to ~aste. Under the d~~ ove=~ead l~g~c in t~e 
car, Joan is autog:-aphing a stack of 8 x 10 photos of 
herself. One after another, she N7ites in her Jold 
flourishing script, the sa~e :egend: 

~~nile she ~..;oyks and TI-=-L:::S CO:~T=~LE, che car -.vencis :.':3 
wav ehrough the sleepy streets ... 

:::XT. ~7?.O GAT:::S 

and pulls in through the ~etro gates. 

7he lot is noc vee alive as t:he li:7lousine drives GC':v-:l 

the long na:-row'streets oec-...;een the giant sound stages. 

The car pulls DO. Joan gets ouc and ~oves ... 

I~T. S7AGE 

.. , across 
i.ce rinK. 
~.-Jhich Joan 

a vast stage ",.;hich contains an enOr:7lOUS 
This is the set for Ice Follies of 1939 
is currently snoot:"ng. 

(CONTI::ICE::J) 
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3. 

CONTI~'mED : 

It is still one-and-a-half hours before the crew call 
so the stage is empty, quiet and dark. Joan continues 
to her onstage dressing room. 

~o~ ~I~ TITLES as Joan ste~s up to her dressing rooo, 
,.;hose door s";.;i:lgs ~..;ide for her and she gives a ~,.;orlo.an­
li~e nod to her hairdresser, dresser and 8aid. 

I~T, DRESSH1G ROO~ 

T~e routine here is unvaryi:lg and her star! is orac­
ticed. Joan takes off her coat and blouse, Dues on 
a smock. and. sits in ela~orate makeup, c~~ir. Li~e 
drones ouzzlng around t~e queen, or nanalers prepar­
ing a race horse or prizefighter, the three go to 
work on the s~ar~ 

SERIES OF EXT~:~ CLOSE~?S. ner makeup jeing applied: 
big detail on lipstick, mascara, eyebrows, ecc. At 
the same tiQe hair preparacion for an elaborate, glas­
orcus coiffure. 

SE~:ES OF CUTS continue as 
mili:ary skater's Cost~~~me. 

Joan is dressed a seX7 

?=~AL TI7LE rolls 8V2~ ~he lacing a~d tig~teni~g 0= a 
pair of high white kid-glove leather figure skates. 
As c~e final lace ~s t~gh~ened and 3eets w~~~ joan's 
sa::isfaction, :~!"'-\.=~J 7I:'LES E:~rJ. 

I)rI'. ~fGM SOU:1'D STAGE - ICE RI:-fr< - LA:'E?- T:-£.-\1' :-:O"EZ;.\jI~G 

.. ~ Dr-'oduc-:ion nu.~be:- for t::e Ice Foll~es is avoroaC:1:':1£ 
.;~:. "~ ~o - . ~-. .;-c· "e" 1 ~d --- 0= c~ -,--.:::> C_,-,,-2.X. J a"", sc(c:._ .... !~, '" _l., e=. s a c.c=.8 ... ,-,s-

6 

7 

tu.'1led '.vaDen skaters ·..;ho ~N[li.rl 'ue::-ti.:!d her- ia a di.':fic'..J.l: 
ice nlli-aber. The coaceic i.s bat::le, The skaters 'Near­
sexy coy soldier cos:~~es. 

T:"le playback S?L-\"~RS 3LA3£ a rous iag ~i 1 i tar:7 :!..-\~C:~. 
complece r,.;ith snar-e drUID. rolls, tympani and t'.lbas. 

Joan leads a gynnast:ic battle. 
in pace and di':ficulty. 

The action increases 

SERI~S O? CUTS as we see up an iwpending accident:: a 
ska:er's e?aulet comes loose, dangles by a t~read. 
This is esta~lishec while we CUT BACK ~~D FORT~ bet­
ween fli';)s t'...:rns, soi:1s, leaos of combat, Then 'Ne 
CUT BACK' t~ the epauiet which" drops off and lands on 
the ice, 

CcT. TO: 



8 

9 

CONTINlJED: 

Joan, who is skating all stops ouc, heading right ~or 
the epaulet which she doesn'~ see. 

SEVER..,\L QUICK CUTS of t:he TI1..lT:1ber and back to CLOSEUPS 
of Joan's skate heading for the epaulet. 

4. 

She takes a terrible spill, ':·li.ndnilling across the ice, 
landing in a crumpled heap. The number is cut L~edi­
ately as che director, various assistants, technicians 
and fe110':<1 skacers crowd around the fallen star. It 
doesn't look good for Joan as we ... 

CUT TO: 

DREssr:JG ROOM - MG~1 - JA.Y 

Joan 
c:-.aise. 

in great pain. She is stret~hed oue on a 
An air 0:: calamity is else,;"here. 

Her dresser, her waid, the fil::l's di:-ec:or, ;:-:::D A}~S. 
and a trainer hover an .... ,<ious 1y as t':1e s t:.:.dio GOCTO?. 
camp 1 e t es t:he examina t ion. :{m.; the t= aiC'ler 'Jacks 
ankle and fooe in ice, blankecs Joan against' shock. 

:::T1.L SHOT -- the dressi:::g room.:'oors open ane. 3:<":::.-'-.:; 
GOLD, C2e ?~oducer, aDDea~s. ~e is ~5, s~ar~, su~­
ces.s=.u:, fashior;.a~le. 

~V:::?.S~ .';"'iG~':: - ?u"LL S:-:O? ?AyOEZ::::!G !car: as a 2.. 1 ~yes 
turn upon :ne producer, ~e Closes t~e acor gent~y . 
. ~'lGLZ ~A.?-"':\OwI);G as vi 'Jid ',vi th cor.cer:: and s y,npa c:-::r 
he goes to Joan, takes her hanci, SGueezes .~ tenderly. 

~e kneels compassionately beside .:ler. 

BRIA~T 
Joarlie ... 

(s oor-'~';T"\a ;-,.::>~) - ... -~ ... o .. 1._- / 
Pain. Dear girl. ?ain. 
of pain? 

JOA~1 

(a ~ruised s~ile) 
Let's say i: hurts. Brian. 

Lots 

TIGH~ r~o SHOT face to face, their clasped hands Qe:­
~een them as he k~eels che=e. 

3RIA:~ 
Relax, take it easy. 
~ .. e!:'e . 

(:10RE) 

Brian 1 S 

(CONTI::1 TjEJ) 
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9 CONTINUED: 

Doc . 

3RIAN (CONT'D) 
(Nithout looking back) 

5, 

. ~~GLE WIDENS as the Doctor's face ENTE~S THE ?~~~ and 
Joan and 3rian look at hi~. 

DOCTOR 
Possible fract~re, 

Joan is Naec~ing Brian. 

DOCTOR 
(continuing) 

We need an x-rav. 

3RlAN 
Very possible? 

DOCTOR 
We need an x-ray. 

Gold. 

~~~GL~.WIDEN? LOW" Sn~OTI~G ?~st Joan to Brian Gold. 
He st~ll hOlds a nana to com~ort her as ~e stands U~ 
to face the Doccor -";)::0 is now IN THE ?~fC:' aga.in. 

BRIAN 
Say Ne re lucky, Doc, Nnen can 
she go on again? 

DOCTOR 
~ 

:...· . .;0 .. three weeks, depending. 

:'lJLL SHOT ?';'VOR!::IG Joan -.oJ"ho ·,.;atc~es :10T"; i,," a eotal::":: 
different Na7. Brian is shooing evervone cue. 

BRIA~'l 
Everybody, clease? 

=zEVERSE A)iGLE, never l,osing Joa::1 as Brian closes 
door behind the~. 

9 

The door is shut. Brian is facing Joan who very slowly, 
1 ,.,. 1 " . t- hOc r1 a_ways watcn~ng n~m, ~eans Dac~ agalns~ . er ClUS e=e_ 

pillows. The Doctor observes quietly from across ehe 
room. 

A:~GLE NAR..1:\m.JS as Brian comes u-p. They both look a:: 
her foot encased in ice and then each other. Brian 
begins to pace, furiously. 

(CONTINUED) 



9 CONTINUED: (2) 

JOp....l."i 
(without a pause) 

Let me think ou~ loud for you. 
We're only four days into the 
picture. We can star~ over ~ith 
Betty Grable. The i~surance will 
cover the loss. The cast is set, 
the skaters are rehearsed. We're 
in business. I can still have 2V 

picture. I always wanted Grable" 
an/Nay. I 'Nen::: ~,.,i~h Cra<Nford 
because I couldn'::: sav no. I'll 
sillile ar he~. I'll hold her hand 
and I'll dump her. 

(a pause) 
How am I doing? 

Brian sits dowu without saying a word but smiles. 

:-Ie 
on 

?acts. 

gets up. 
n , 
::e S ,. , 
:1e s 

BRIA:-T 

there, he's being ?Olite Qut he's 
goi~g and i~ ~is mind she's gene. 

3RIAt~ 
(~ont~nuing; Wl=~ 
-eel '~o) .l.. --~J.o 

You'll. ge~ 1ots.9f sympac~y. 
Lec~ers, =an ~a~~, locs 0= press 
to cover yeu. L.B. will sa? it's 
a great: loss. 

JOA:; 
Bullshit. I'm noc gecting d~~ped 
from this picture. 

BRIA~ 
(pointing to her :ooe) 

Talk to ie, not-me. 

He's at the door. 

JOAN 
(exploding) 

wnere the hell you gai~g? 

BRIA;:~ 

I can'e hide this from L.3, 

JOAN 
For Christsakes, Brian. 

,-
o. 

(CONTI:1TJt:D) 
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CONTI::1lJED: (3) 

BRIA~ 
wnat choice have I got? 

JOAN 
You '~ - th' --~e no~ .row~ng me orr the 
picture. ~o one's reolacing ~e. 
I'll get out there an~ we'll do 
the wide shot and after that vou 
can put me on a platfo~ with' 
blades and you can do the tight 
stuff and move ~e around with a 
cou~le of grips ~elow the fra~e 
line. 

(to the Doctor) 
You got novocaine? 

BRL-\J.\T 
:..7ai t a ~inu te . 

JOAN 
Brian, you want your p~ctu~~ ~ade? 
Get dO':vll on che sec and. tell. Ted 
I'll be there in a half hour. 
And, 3rian ... I'll skace t~e hell 
out of it. 

Brian ex:.cs. Joan turns to the Joctor, who is Dre-

DOCTOR 
You're only buying a few ~ours. 
I think you're hurt pretty bad. 

JOAN 
I'll cake what I can get ... 

I~T. r-!G1 - DAY (LAT3::<') 

CU'I' TO: 

7. 

Joan makes he~ ent~a~ce =~OD dressi~g ~Jom, in :lerce 
pain, li::Iping badly. \.Jord has spread like ·,.;i~d£ire 
so that a nUIClber of people from other productions 
including actors in various cost'~es have come to wit­
ness what has the potential to be a ~ajor moment in 
~etro's history and Crawford's career. Crawford, 
playing the heroine to the hile, scops and asks soli­
citously about members of the crew, walking ginger~y, 
as if nothing unusual had happened. She's doing 
" .- - 1'''' t' I'd' - - . stl!:!: upper lp T";::' n a vengeance. t s not ll:J:l-
cult to see why every stagehand she ever worked with 
adores her. 

(CONT I:1L"'E:J) 
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CONTDmEl) : 

She pass es camera ere"'." , gives them a big smil e. She 
moves out to her mark on the ice. The rest of the 
cast and dress ex~ras are all in place ~orshipfully. 
A great silence falls on the set. 

TED 
We'll try to get it in one take, 
Joan. 

JOAN 
\-7e'll do until it's 

8 . 

10 

L1e great: Cra':-lford gives ::1:":11 a ~..;ink ar..d t~e :-Ioll:r:wod 
litany tlegi:ls: "QDIET ON THE SET!" "l-ET'S :-IA'lE BELLS!" 
(EELLS GO.) "C;'..;.'1ERA!" "SLATE IT!" (The sticks sla";).) 
"PLAYBACK!" The MUS IC STARTS and comes to sneed. ~C'N, 
finally, "ACTION," and Joan Crawford is skating and 
Joan Crawford has never been better. She is extraor­
dinary, fighting through her pain, super-conscious of 
her auc:ience, transporced by the aG..'TIiration of all ~.;ho 
are Nit:lessing her courage. There isn't a person on 
the sound stage ~ho doesn't: know that this is a ~ovie 
star. 

C~,!, TO: 

THE ST,,';'GE: 

·T" .:.:le fi:lishes. 

T:::D 

Cut! 

And he leads the anclause as the ent~re sound stage 
eructs in cheers. 

CUT TO: 

I:~T. SOt:~D STAGE - LO~G SrIOT - RIGrI A~GL:: - :HG:-:: 

1 1 
.i..~ 

12 

~ight lights. E~ctiness. The big doors open. Strange 
shado·ws. The eerie sense of unkno':,,"TI space. On1:: 
Joan's dressing roan is lit and now, like ants, a wheel­
chair is lifted out of Joan's dressing room. 

CLOSE MOVI~G SHOT 

Two powerful gri?s set the wheelchair down gently with 
Ted and trainer nearby. All ~en. The women a~e gone. 

(CqNTINL'E:l) 

12A 



12A CONTINUED: 

Joan wea~s a coat over he~ shoulders, her bared an~:e 
is s tretc~ed c ,.t and packed in ice 0 

JOAN 
(pointing outside 
through the open 
doors) 

r,.J"hO'S out there? 

::loDody. 

JOAN 
Any word from Brian or Xayer? 

TED 
::lo. 

JOA.:T 
:ou cal~? 

TEi) 
:ou told me not to. 

JO'-\:-l 
I~lS d21:1 qu:"et: a::-ollnc ::er2. 

9. 

?AVORI~G joan, SHOO~I~G toward the ODen doors as they 
wheel her ~oward chen. ~ow headl~ghcs suddenly appear 
and a chauffeured car stops behind the one waiting for 
Joan. A door opens and closes in the shadows and, as 
the little entourage reaches the edge of the stage, _ 
VOICE comes out of the shadows. 

GREG'S VOICE 
Joan? 

Joan is t~ansfor.ned. 

Greg. 

JOA)l 
(crying oue) 

She bursts Lnco tears and everybody fades slowly as a 

man appears out of the shadow. 

GREG 
excuse us a minute, please. 

(CONTI:-n:EJ) 
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12A 

10. 

CONTINUED: (2) 

GREG SAVITT is a top labor la~qer, c-u:-re:ltly at the 
height of his power. rt'; 's rugged, handsome, virile 
and exudes self-confidence and self-esteem; in short, 
a formidable figure, and an important player on the 
Hollywood scene. He is iilipeccably dressed in a da:-k 
suit. 

~~GLE NARROwING until Greg is beside Joan and leans 
down toward her and kisses her ~.;ee?ing face. They are 
all alone nOw except for the two cars outside and the 
e~ntiness of the cleared sound stage on one side and 
the quiet studio street on the other. 

GREG 
'tlt17 did I have to hear from a 
friend? 

JOAN 
(both self-oitv and 
anger in h~r Sroken 
voice) 

He wants 
nicture. 

to 

>~ayer . 

GR'::C 

G£ZEG 
(quietly) 

I've already talked to Mayer. 
2e'11 wait if he has to. 

:::,r:e is startlec.. S~J.e ~s pleased. :,ne l..S 'C=iu...u"'Jha::::. 
She seizes hi8 and Kisses hiili which he ignores and 
touches the ice a:-ound her foot. 

GREG 
(continuing; tenderly) 

Ho'!;·] bad? 

JOAN 
It's not broken. 
ripped, something. 

GREG 
(s tanding a ... "ay fro::: 
her a little) 

L.a. said if some of his ~ale 
stars had vour balls, MG~ would 
be a lac richer. 

(CONTI~ruED) 
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11. 

CONTI:-IUED: (3) 

JOAN 
Then why do I get the l~d scri?cs? 

GREG 
(very cool) 

I didn't leave an ~mportant 
conference to come here and 
discuss your acti~g career. I'~ 
here because I was worried about 
you. 

Her:- emotional color changes li~e a ch&':leJ..eo~. :10"';,] 
she's all tender, loving. touching, deeoly 30ved. 

JOA~j 
Come hone with ~e. 

GREG 
I have to get back to rnv business. 

He 

After? 

GREG 
A.:ter. 

JOA~ 
~.Jha t tbe? 

GREG 
~nen I ge~ there. 

JOA~1 
(reaching a ~and out 
to hi~ tenee!:::1) 

I'll be waiting for:- you. 

her out: i~~o the s~~eet and 
out to take he:r. 

EXT. MG~ LOT - ~IGHT 

.... 
~ne others coce 

CLJT TO: 

as Joan's l~~ousine nears the main gate. Joan:s in 
the back seat with her:- bandaged leg resting on a satln 
cushion in front of ~er on t~e j~~? sea~. As che li~o 
passes the gate, a cluster of fans (twelve to fifteen), 
severa: holdir.g signs -- "T.-Ie Love You, Joan," etc. -­
are lined up along the drive, waving and calling to 
their idol. The li~ousine passes them. 

CTT ...... 
u.l. TO: 

12A 

, ~ 
.:...5 
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12. 

1:1T _ LDfOUSINE - NIGHT 

JOA::i 
J ilil , s top _ 

JIX 
Xiss Crawford, you're hurt. 
got to gec you ~ome_ 

Please stop_ 
JOA..~ 
Those :ny 

I've 

fans. 

?I:-r b~cks the _ c,:r uo a fe".,;' _yards _ Joan rolls dO'Y;n 
ne~ wl.ndo~v anc .tans ?res s ::;J::-Na~d, seVe-:-al :~4::-'"..lS t ing 
au:og:-aph books through t~e ",.;indo,·; _ T:-:e [::LuOUS Cra~ . .;-
- - • 1 ". . 0 -. . 
torc.sQ~~e ~s sne.Deg;ns ~o s~gn. ne =an Ln Dartlc~-
lar LS promlnenc Ln t~e wlndow. 

" . :l. :1US:1 

JOA':T 
(continuing; as she 
signs this fan's 
book) 

Caro 1 Ann, dear, no c again _ ~"na:: 
do you do ~ith these? Trade :he~? 

falls over t~e othe~ fans as one of the~ ~as 
been singled out -- her nane r~enberec. 

CAROL A~2i 
( ...., e r - ; - ~:.., e"; 'I -' N..-L.--. .. L ',JJ 

Miss Crawfori, I would never do 
t~at. I sa'le ~he~. E"';le::-:v si:1g:'e 
autograph you eve:- gave ~e. 

jOA~i 

CAROL A~'i 
(s~~oning her courage) 

We've heard about the accident and 
how brave and wonderful you were 
today. 

jOA:~ 

Thank you, Carol Ann. 

CAROL A':T~T 
If onlY we could help you. 
r could ... 

JOA:1 
(softly) 

- -..!...: 

That is so dear of you. So dear. 

(CONTI:1UE:1) ) 
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13. 

CONTINUED: 

She takes a long thoughtful moment, 
"Noman. 

studying t'::.e 

JOAN 
( continuing) 

J~. Please helD Carol Ann into 
the front seat. "I'd like her to 
come ~tli th me. 

ON Carol Ann's astonished face, we ... 

CUT TO: 

sx~. 3RE~7WOOD. ~ORTH OF SU~SET - DAY 

Ck'€:L; STAR7S TIGHT ON the back of a dilapidated bus. 
'Nhich bears the banner: ":iollT",ood Wonde::-land TO'..1rs. 
See the Homes of the Scars." 

As t~e bus works Lts way north On Briscol Avenue, 
CA.'€?...; ~10VES uP and I~rrO the interior to reveal fif­
teen or t';·;enty tour c'J.stomers, all dressed ::":1 their 
touristy ::'939 best. T:--.ey are spell.bouna as they lis­
ter. to bored 3rS DRl'IE?j CtD tour guide. 

DRIVER 
And on our lef~, j~st ahead, t~e 
?ala:ial hoce of movie ~ueen Joan 
Crawford -- whose Dew movie Ice 
Follies 0= 1939 is c'..lrrer.tl?--
p laying in your Ql;,,"TI. home ::::n,,-ns . 

The bus moves in front of Joan's large white ho~e 
surrounded by an i 'TT- covered s ix- foo t fence. Tour­
ists lean out the windows to get a better look as 
the bus inches along --

LlRIVE~ 
( conti::mi.:1g) 

~!iss Cra-wiord was first :narried to 
. r-"'- J. ,~1- "t:'_.;~t...,..,' - 7~ . mOV1.e s _CL_ cus _.""s _ CL __ .,)a •• .;\.~, .,) _ ... 

The bus has stopped and the passengers a::-e all on o~e 
side trying to get a look into the private world of 
the Crawford estate. 

DRIVE~ 
(continuing) 

and is just recently divorced 
from her second husband, actor 
Franchot Tone. 

(MORE) 

(CONTDP-.:'E::) ) 

14 

15 



15 

16 

1 -.... I 

14. 

CONTINUED: 

DRIv:.R (CO~~T'D) 
~iss Crawford has made over fortv-
eight films since coming to . 
Holl~~ood in 1925 as a chorus 
girl: Lucille La Sewer ... 

A chin, ~iddle-aged ~~N, the true fan, corrects the 
Driver. 

?ardon me, 
Lucile Le. 

yo~~~ :nan, 
~ ..... - . 

DRIVER 
Righ~ J rig::-tt ... 

that's 

He pucs the bus in gear and starts to ~ove on towards 
the next attraction. At the s~~e time, and while his 
::::cno Logue continues, the C~~:::?A MO'i::S G? and A~';X'!. frOG 
the bus and begins inexorably to move to :~e Crawford 
home. 

CA'~&~ CIRCLES t~e house to reveal the elaborate back 
vard, cor;mlete '.-lith a stunning s-;.;i.-rrr..ing ?col. On one 
~ide of the pool is a se~arate :o~se.for_a projec~ion 
roon. On t~e other a matc~ing ou~ld~ng =or d~ess~ng 
roe~s/showers, etc. 

:;0;: hes ita 1:1ng an i.ns can t, che C.~"fE::\.A :fOV:::S ?as:: all 
this and OVER a l::wely back terrace and :::~TO C::e 
house itself. ~·fean'"h:'le, growing fainter, :.-le c::mcinue 
Co hear che DRIVER'S O.S. VOICE. 

I~7. LIVI~G ROOM 

Bv now our disembodied C;"~'!EM ::Cas gone past the elab­
orate Christmas wreath on the front door and invaded 
the living room and is CLJSING ON what appeirs to be 
the backside of an indus1:rious cleaning weman who is 
hard at work scrubbing the black and wh:'te mar~le 
floor of the entrance ~all. Now the last of the Bus 
Driver's S?IEL: 

DRIVER (0. S.) 
Joan Cra\vrord is one of HollyrN'ood's 
most popular stars. 

(~OR.E) 
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CONTDl"UED: 

DRIVER (CONT'D) (O.S.) 
She is truly a queen of the silver 
screen for many years now. Her 
life is the epitome of glamour 
and elegance ... 

17 

By this time, of course, C~~R~ and we have discovered 
that the sweat-soaked cleaning ladv is none other than 
the mistress of the house. She is' in a pair of cotton 
work pants and she's working the soapy brush in a series 
O r r-.;O"'t..tt hard _~ .. -:,.-1,... i~e CTor- 1-''""''e fool ;"""'10 -~....., ..... - t-~e 
_- '- ...... 0 •. J. ........ - ~N_-:_.;:,. , 0- ..... ~I. ... :'---~"".i'::l l- ..... dL. '::"~ ~ 

rloor ~s au:-eac.y UTILla C'J 1 ate , Dut ~lSS Joar:. Cra: . .Jr:Jrc:. 
wants 1t cleaner! 

After a ~ea~, HELGA, the maid, 
gerly over the gleawing =100r. 
looks U:J. 

appea~s, walk~2g gl~­
After a moment, Joar:. 

JOA~ 
Yes? 

HELGA 
Finished in the dining room, ~iss 
CraT,.;f'ord. 

JOA~~ 
(calls out as she gets 
to her feet) 

Carol Ann! 

c..\Y:E~.l.. :-£O'l£S ·,.;ith Joa"n and :-1elga past the sparkl.ing 
foyer in~o the dining roc~. Carol An~ jcins :~e~. 
-nh" -. ..; ..... an ':~ense =o~ai r"""om Qu'; -e Groo~K ~"'v-:~Ja' J. 1 ~::, _ '" ..... .l.u l ~ ~ ,'- _ ~ V H • _ '- __ • ~ _.... _ 

in feeling -- it was built to the specifications 0= 
the young ~astern aristocrat, Franchot Tone -- and 
it looks it. 

JOA)I 
(continuing; inspecting) 

Everything seems in order. 

Joan crosses. the. dining r008 and goes 
pot:ed tree 1n ~~e corner. 

JOAN 
(continui.ng) 

Carol Ann, help 8e with thi£! 

ar. enor:no'-lS 

The two woo en str~ggle to move the tree which reveals 
a circle of unpolished wood ~here the tree tub steoe. 
Joan turns to Helga who has been watching apprehen­
sively. 

(CONTDlUED) 
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CONTI~UED: (2) 

JOAN 
(continui.ng) 

Jesus Christo God damn ic! wnen 
you polish the floor,-Jou have 
to move the treer If you don'~ 
appreciate this job, there are 
plenty of other maids Nho Nouid 
love to work for Joan Crawforc. 

(turning to Carol Ann, 
sweetlv) 

You see, dear, you have to stav 
on top of the~ every Single 
minute. 

HELGA 
wissed it, :fiss 

It won't happen again. 

DOOREELL RE'IGS. 

I'll 

JOAN 
(sig::s) 

get it. Carel Ann, ~ake 
she does it properly . 

.; oan ere s s es back thro'u2::: the hall to the :::-cm:: dear. 
She pauses in front of a mir::-or and takes a moment to 
check her appearance and tuc~ in a wisp of hair. She 
opens the door to reveal Greg Savitt. ~e is impec­
cab:'y d:::-essed. 

10.:\..'1 
(con ~';nuin~· l-.e"" L....Ia... _.:::" .. .I. _ 

brightest smile) 
Greg, darling! You'::-e early! 

GREG 
Just an hour-anc-a-half. 

Come l.n. 

Greg does so. 

JOA:.J 
(continuing) 

Take off your shoes. l just 
cleaned that flcor ... 

Still relaxed, Greg uses his foot to sli~ off his 
loafers, lining them up neatly. 

(CONTINl"EJ) 

17 
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CONTINUED: (3) 

17. 

17 

GREG 
(a half smile) 

Should I take off my socks? 

JOlu'i 
I can handle the socks. 

Heavy beat. 

CAROL A~N 
Come, Helga, we'll finish UD ~n 
the kicchen. 

REVE~SE SHOT - HIGH A~GLE 

FAVORING Greg, Joan standing up. slowly dropping off 
one or her shoes, and then the other, There is a tan­
talizingly smile as she backs away froo hi~, tu~s and 
starts to",-a::::-d the stai::::-s. C;:S~~ ~OV::S ",vi:h Greg as 
he follows. At the stairs, s~e unbuttons her blouse 
and discards ie. He drops his jacket On the clean 
~arble floor. Joan starts UD the stairs, nice and 
easy. She is moving :.;i:h exquis i te cor:roana and ser..-

, G' -. ., c:. sua-:- grac~. . reg s =ac:e. 1.S ex?::::-ess:.~n.J.es~. ~"e stops 
aga~n, ana sl:.ps out 0= ne::::- slacks, aropp:.ng them ove::::­
the bann~s rer I::;TO THE c.';":·SR..~. He takes off his tie 
and his .sn:"rt.. 

JOAN 
Catch up. 

He takes off his trousers and drops the~. 

~ow she continues on up the stairs, followed bv Greg, 
but at the too she turns and re~oves her bra N~:~ 
great grace and ::lake-believe sh;.rness, of hide and 
seek. Joan LZ.:"'VZS T-::Z F~';"~ as she goes do<.vu the 
hall. A~GLE NARROWS as Greg reaches the top of the 
stai::::-s, still watching ne::::-. He removes his socks 
and leaves them there. 

GREG 
(with a sudden 
char:ning grin) 

I'm running out of clothes. 

FULL SEOT OF BEJROO~f 

where Joan stands, her BACK TO US, slipping out of 
her pants, so she is nude. 

(CONTDI1JED) 
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18. 

CONTI.~UED: 

She looks back over her shoulder. 

JOA~ 
You're not going to need the~. 

CUT TO: 

I~T. BEDROOH 

ecc., PA~NI~G SEa: chat will take t~ern throug~ t~e 
bedroon r...;hich holds many ·",-::ap?ed Cn::-:'sc::'.as presencs 
for the orphanage scene co come, i~co the dressi~g 
room and fi~ally the shower. 

CL.;'T TO: 

The backyard of a classy orphans home. Joan is sit­
ting on throne-like chair holding a two-year-old 
child on her lap as r:ashbulbs pop. Joan is ::-ad~anc 
as Chris bas gifts are handed to her r...;hich she g i'Jes 
to the various child::-en. C~~RA CIRCLES to ::-eveal 
lots of tiny tots a~d :mr.S lined u? r...;ith a ::-os:, :!07:-:~?, 
S'~~~T~R -~il~~a 'De~t~fica"7 a- r~e D~oceo~;n-s 

L; _ ... 0. -:;; -.. ::, u, ~ - ~"'? ' - ..... -:- ~ - - J - - ': • • - - ~ _l S . 
Greg,.1.1.-,<e a pr1.:ne ml.~l.scer, is sllg:ltly to the rear 
of her majescy. 

I!1 the foreground, ha:::-c at wo::k, a group 0 f pho c'og­
raphers and a :roviecone ~e';'Jsreel car::.er2l!lan along ,:,,1.:h 
a couple of studio publicists and flunkies. 

In single file, by size and age, is the lineup 0: 
orphans; each one breathlessly awaiting thei::- cu::-n 
for t~e ioperial blessing. As Joan helps a three­
year-old boy ODen his gift, the Mother Supe::-ior moves 
for,.;arci. . 

l-10THER Si;PERICR 
(sm i'.l.;ncr r:o~ 1- h e l ........ .:..:J - .J... 1.. .. .1-

came=a -- she's no 
slouch eit:r:er) 

Miss Crawford, words cannot 
exuress our gra~itude for the 
happiness you bring our child=en. 

I • G· 1 1'" Joan s eyes are mOlst. ·raCLously, sne ne~ps one 
child 0:: her laD and reaches :or the next. 

(CONTI~lJED ) 
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CONTINUED: 

JOA:1 
It's one of the things I look 
forward to eve=y Christmas. 

As the new orphan settles into plac,e and flashbulbs 
pop, Joan is looking with intensity and reeling at 
the child's guileless face. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. ESCONDIDO BEACH - DAY 

A lovely deser:ed strand of beach, a soindlv oier in 
the oiddle distance and in the b.g. th~ cliffs ane 
rocks of Point Dume. Greg and Joan Nalk along the 
beach. They're enjoying the solitude and each other's 
company. Both are barefoot and dressed info~ally. 
After a few ~ooents deep in thought, Joan speaks 
quietly. 

JOAl.'1 
You know what's ~issing in ~v 
life? 

GREG 
.:.. hit movie. 

10A~ 

You bastar::. 

GREG 
Come on, you've got eve=yching 
you want:. 

10A:I 
No I don':. I want a baby. 

Greg stops. Lifts an eyebrow and looks at her quiz­
zically. 

GREG 
A baby? 

jOA~ 

You know I've always wanted a 
kid ... 

GREG 
You're too vain to be pregnant. 

(CONTINUED) 
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21 CONTE-mED: 

JOA~r 

Vain? Do you know how many 
miscarriages I had with Franchot? 
Seven. Godd~uni~, I tried, I'm 
going to adopt one. 

GREG 
Out of the question. 

JOA.'1 
wGat's that mean? 

GREG 
It ~eans no agency would give 
you a baby. 

JOA~j 

How do you know? 

GREG 
I'm a lawyer. 

JOA.'1 
Bend t::e la~.;. 

GREG 
3end the law! You're an actress, 
you've been divorced t~ice, 
AdoDtion agencies are br~tal. 

. (so:tening a bi~) 
Besides ... a bab~ neeas ~ ~ather. 

jOA~~ 

(a F~ ~~~ o~ r~~Mer) .... _ c:. ~ .l" _ '- _;'.j,J. -' .... 

\ - -' ? \ ~ --' .,...? r- .:1"'- T' .""1. ra,-:1er. :'0. ... a'-ne.... 0-2.v UD 

wichout a father. I grew u? w~th 
a wot~e~ w~o cha~ged husbands li~e 
you change bedsheets. 

GREG 
Maybe you could. One thing's 
certai:-:: yO'-': ' d 
of pUblicity. 

sure get: a let: 

JOA~~ 

You miserable bastard. A~l anyone 
in Hollywood can ever think of is 
Dublicitv, box office, movies, 
scripts.' How could you hope to 
understand a woman? 

CUT TO: 

20. 

21 
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21. 

INT. ADOPTION AGENCY - LOS ANGELES - DAY 

CLOSE ON A BABY sleeping in crib. Joan's hands zentl-,; 
reach for the baby. Joan lif~s baby out of crib7 hol~­
ing the child in her arms. Next to Joan stands a 
young NURSE who watches Joan with awe. Joan holds the 
baby, smiling and whispering. 

JOAN 
:ou dear, dear ~hin~ ... look ~t 
ner hands ... so per=ec~ ... ane 
tinv ... Let me see, now ... '.vhat 
would be a good n8ue for you? 
I'd like to cal: you Joan, Jr., 
bu~ they don't do that with girls 
do they? 

SETH SI~~SON enters. She ~s a social worker with the 
adoption agency. She is about 45, conscientious and 
swart. She eros ses immedia tely to the :iurse. 

BET:-I 
~.Jhat is she dOi:1g in here? 

NURSE 
She said you ... 

SETH 

was in my office. 
(to the Nurse) 

2.?poi:1~en: 

and ~ shoulc. ':<.no,..; '::Jeerer. 

JOA:! 
(all her char:::) 

:1rs. SioDson, :.: f s n.ot:. her :a1...l1-:. 
I~'s my faulc. 

INT. SI~SON OFFICE - DAY 

C~7 TO: 

A wooden desk, three chairs and a file cabiriee. T~e 
desk is neat, but there are piles of folders at one 
end. Joan enters firsc, Beth follows. Beth smiles 
pleasantly, retaining a businesslike manner as she 
sits in her chair. Joan takes the chair nearest her. 
3eth takes the top folder off stack, opening it and 
setting it on the desk in front of her. 

(CONTINUED) 

2.2. 
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23 CONTINUED: 

BE7H 
(studying contents 
of folder) 

I have some difficult news for you, 
Miss Cra~dford. 

(sympathetically) 
T.~e agency has denied you~ applica~1on 
for acioption. 

JOA...~ 
( shocked) 

~ow could they? 

BEEi 
I understand your disappoint~ent. 

JOA"T 
(1:1. terrupting) 

~ would they? 

(p '; ckl·ncr "p ;0 1 o"e"") ...!- • 4.1.0 '-oA.. ..l-.l... _ 

'well, you live alone, and there 
are no other fa~ily mesbers in the 
home" You have t~.;o previous 
dlvorces. You're a busy active 
woman. You travel a lot and ... 
the candidate is recoomended as 
unsuitable. 

.Jean is up, 
reading. 

graboi~g t~e folder, staring at 

'\1' • 
•• lS S 

BET.1: 
(continuing, reaches 

- ...... r-., ~ ) :ror L~e rOi.der 
Crawford! 

JOA~i 
How dare you? 

She throws folder at Beth. 

Please ... 

JO.A?1 
(leaning over the desk 
and e::'qloding) 

\fuo the he 11 do vou think '.lOU' re 
talking to?! You can't judge me! 

22. 

23 

no:: 

(CONTINCED) 
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CONTI:-iliED: (2 ) 

BETH 
(tough rig~t back) 

We have a moral and legal 
responsibility in this job! 

JOAN 
To whom!? r Obvious 1 v vou don't 
understa.."'1d. \vl1ar: 7C~! ~e really 
doing is denying one of your or?~a~s 
the opportlli"'1i ty to have a wonde:::-£\ll 
and advantaged life. How sad that 
ist Good afternoon. 

Joan exi ts. 

CUT TO: 

I~T. LIVING ROm·!! 3;'3 A?-EA OE=' lr:r:. 3?E~r:\";OOD :tOUSE -
DAY 

Joan, dressed to the teeth, smoki~g furiously. Greg, 
amused, sits casually in a chair watching her. Joan 
continuously stops at various mirrors and checks her 
appea::-ance. 

JOA:i 
Do I look alrigh~? Am I d::-essed 
alrig:"u:? 

G~G 
Oh, for Christ: sakes. 

JOA~~ 
::!: ,.;rant: to be perfect:. 

GREG 
The kid is two mcn:~s 
not going to k~Ow. 

JOf\":~ 

, . 
O.L~. I:·s 

I know. woy aren't they here? 

23. 

23 

24 

Greg is fixing a drink. smashes her cigarecr:e out. 

JOA':~ 
(continuing) 

Please don't drink. I don't want 
whiskey on your breath. 

GREG 
(suddenly angry) 

Goddamn it, Joan. I got you the 
baby. It's yours. You have it. 

(CONTINUED) 



24 CONTINUED: 

JOAN 
(as suddenly tender) 

I know. .. I knm.; ... 

DOORBELL RI:1GS. 

JOAl."1 
(continuing) 

They're here. 

24. 

As Greg and Joan move through the living rooe, CA:?.OL 
.-\)E-r ooens the front door to reveal a DOCTOR and ~lTRSZ. 
T~e Nurse is carrying t~e infant, CHRISTINA. Greg and 
Doctor stand back. Joan is frozen in her steos. As 
always, a master performer, she plays the moment to the 
hilt. 

JOAN 
(continuing; a long, 
slow inta~e of breath) 

She's beautiful. She's so beautiful. 

Reverentially, she slowly approaches the infant. Gentlv, 
delicately takes her froe the ~urse's arT-S as though . 
t~e tiny bundle was in fact the holy grail. _ J ~ 

JOA.:r 
(continuing; clasping 
the infant to her 
breast) 

Oh, Greg, how beautiful s~e is. 
20w beautiful. .. , 

(and she begins 
to ';..;eeD) 

:1v child, my o~m daughte:::-. 

Greg, moved and embar:::-assed, goes to Joan and gently 
touches her. 

!NT. NURSE:?.Y - TI:1.\ - TTtJO ~10NTHS OLJ - DAY 

It is wildly over-decorated, precisely what you would 
expect. ~et:ro's a.,.... ... deoart:u.ent really did t:-:'eir job . .. 
on this one. 

Greg e!lters room, StODS in the door,.;aY ad.rairing the :1e':., 
mother holding her ch:Lld a'"1d overhears: 

My 

JOAN 
(crooning to the infant 
in her arms) 

beautiful little baby. 
(MORE) 

(COlIT INlJEJ) 
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25. 

CONTI:nJED: 

I'm going to 
I never had. 
perfect life 
darling. 

JOAN (CONT I D) _ 
g£ve you all t~e :nlngs 
Itn going to make a 

foy me and my little 

Aware of Greg's pyesence in the doorday, she turns to 
him. 

Greg moves to Joan and speaks softly to Christina. 

GREG 
You're a lucky little girl. ~~d 
very expensive. You cost me a 
lot of favors. 

Joan is hugging the baby tignt, almost too tight. She 
steps away. She slm.;ly starts to tUr:1. 'tlhen she 
speaks at last it is verj soft and we have to strain 
to hear :"1er. 

OMITTE;) 

JOAl.\l' 
(c .,....oa ... ~na ;"0""" ..... - t..._~ 0 ..... _J.. Owt1 

De;.; -;';0 rId) 
I'm going :0 call her Christina. 
Christina CrarNford.. ~1y dayli:1.g 
daughtey. .. ~y OwTI Christina 
Crawford ... 

25 

26 
t!:.r'~ 
30 

31 EX:-. BAC:,z YARD - 3R;:::~0-100D HOGS::: - Tnt:._ - SEVE:-J YE.~::<"S 3::' 
OLD - CLOSE SHOT - DAY 

A spinning mini-carousel, loaded Nith laughing children. 
As the faces whirl past, the:re are Joan and her daught:e:r-, 
Tina, dressed in identical gingham dresses and pinafores. 
Each time Joan and Tina pass, the cameras click, as 
the &~GLE wIDENS to disclose: 

Christina's seventh birthday party extravaganza under­
way. There is a pony ride, the H.AJ."lDLE::<" dressed in a 
hooo costume as he leads CHIL:)RE:{ around aD 17";0 Shetland 
Donies. A CLO\~~ is surrounded bv half a dozen childyen 
as he juggles and balances things on his big red nose. 
THREE PHOTOG~~HERS take pictures. 

(CO~'T INcED) 
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26. 

CONTI~UED; 31 

Among the guests are a dozen or so per=ectly turned out 
Holly.vood youngsters, along with assorted MOTHERS. We 
also see, prominent in their awkward discomfort, several 
ENLISTED MEN in the Armed Services. They've clearly 
been invited as window dressing and are thoroughly out 
of place. Several shou: . ~e dp:;orated ·,.;i th com Cat 
medals ... others are fresn fro~ boot caQp. 

~1ED. SHOT, C),_'1ER.A. ON C;....:.~OUSEL, ~vhirling a:-ound, as Joan 
embraces her laughing daughter. 

JOA~{ 

Are you haveing a happy birthday. 
Tina darling ... 

TDTA 
Llis is the best pa:-ty ~ 
I love you, Mommie! 

ever , . 
..,~--" .... au. 

LG:iG SEOT LOt.j .A..NGLE SHOOTD1G TO CAROCSEL, as the photog­
raphers snap away, and Joan steps light~y off to join 
the watchers. .'\mong the~ Carol .~.n, holding li~tle 
C:-EUSTOPHER 2.'T1d a group of '.-lorshipft!l G. I. s Joan 
takes Christopher, her second adopted child who is an 
angelic looki;g one-year-old. Sh~ is smiling happily 
as she poses for the photographers while chatting wi~~ 
the enlisted ~en. 

jO .. ~~i 

This is ChristoDl":e:-, :rry second 
child. I \vould' adopt e'Jer"'" unr,.;anted 
child in the world.' ~o one should 
be unwanted. Heaven knows, life 
is diffic~lt enough when you a:-e 
wanted. 

The carousel halts. 
alights and runs to 
side of the pool. 

Ch:-istina 
by t~e 

C·UT TO: 

LONG SHOT - FAVORING lOA:: 

A look of conce~ crosses her face as Christina dra~s 
close to the edge of the pool. Joan hands the baby, 
Chris=opher, to Carol Ann. 

JOAN 
Time for Christopher's naD, Ask 
Nanny to tuck hi~ in properly. 

(CONTINL'ED) 
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27. 

CONTINUED: 

Not missing a beat and wi~h a radiant smile ~or the 
photographers who are still snapping away, she calls to 
Chris tina. 

JOk"1 
( continuing) 

Christina! Christi~a, darl~ng, 
not too near the edge! 

Christi~a smiles and begins 
as photographers snap away. 
into Joan's waiting ar2s ... 

to =-'J.n tm.;ards her [;'lother, 
Cnristi~a flings he~sel= 

32 

Big hug to Joan, photographers scrawble to get into 
Dosition and caoture the moment. Joan repositions 
~hristina in th~ hug so their faces are cheated toward 
the camera -- both mother and daughter locked in frozen 
smiles. 

A second photog~a?her comes towards them. Christina 
follows hi~ with her eyes but holds the ~other/daughcer 

. .., " ." . ., ~ t· 
~ose, ma~n ~~lnl:lg nero ~-:'lce. sr:ll.l.e. L.ey con lnue c:) 
rreeze lli~Cl~ he gets TIlS s~ot. 

In.¥..{ 
(~GM photographer) 

Could we get some 0: you and 
Chrstina in the rose g2rden,'~iss 
Crawforc? 

Joan stands up, is about to say yes, but Chriselna 
in t e r::up C 5 . 

CH:2.1 ST I~L;' 
(she looks do~~ at 
her pinafore) 

I've got a spot! 

JOA':~ 
(glances at the 
child's dress) 

That ,von't shmv, Chriscina. 

CHRISTE1A 
I'll just rw~ upstairs and have 
Nanny take care of it. 

JOAl~ 

No, you'll stay down here because 
Jimmy's ready_ 

(CONTI~WED) 
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CONTINUED: (2) 

JI~1Y 
Actually. }1is s Cr ar,.;ford it 
might read ... 

Christina looks angelically up at her mother, 
her victorj. 

JOA..'l' 
(not batting an 
eyelash) 

Perhaps you/re right, Jimmy. 
( . 1 a sr:lJ.~e to 
Chris tina) 

Run along. Have ~anny see to it. 
We'll be in the rose garden. 

savoring 

CUT TO: 

O~fI-:TEJ 

EXT. ROSE GA~EN - DAY 

The birthday celebration contlrlUeS in the background 
while Joan and Christina are frozen in Dosition in t~e 
rose garden. Christina is holding a straw basket and 
l<?o~ing. up at Jo~~, ,.;to is re,:-ching ?ut :0 C'-1t a ::-ose. 
--~t ..... cl'p"'"'e""s ·"'=-v a~:::. '---""'n'"' s"""'oonnet-s -]..,at- ~-,...-~ 

32 

33 

34 

/II ....... ... :" ....... .:-" ... ::. ... _ .. ~_~,'VCd.-:-_.5 ..... 1. .. ~ .lo ... I..- I-~! I....:.... .. c:._'_ .... 

~:1e~r dresses. J:.r::rrr:y, t~e ?not:ogra:;.:1er, snaps ?l.ctures, 
talking as he shooes. 

JI~~ 
Good, that/s great. ~each for a 
high flower, Christina -- and look 
at Mommie. 

The photographer gets down in a crouching position ~~d 
focuses on Christina, who tu~s towards hiw with a 
winning smile. He clicks off several shots. 

T~'\if)vfV 
\oJ 1. ... ...1. '" ~ 

(continuing; to Joan) 
That's great. She's fabulous, a 
real natural . 

. ANGLE ON JOA.:~ 

who is holdi.ng the stra,,, basket, 
longer the center of attention. 

realizes she is no 
Joan breaks her pose. 

(C00'T I:HJE D) 
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CONTINUED: 

The enthusiastic photographer is now snapping solo 
pictures of Christina who is hamming it up li~e a little 
pro. 

JOA..J.'1 
(smi ling) 

1.iat's enough, Christina. RQ~ along 
and play with your little friends r 

darling. 
( C'· ...... as nrlS~lna runs 
OII, Joan cur~s to 
Jimmy) 

After all she's onl'1 a child, Ji:r::my. 
Let her enjoy her birthcay. 

JIM;~ 

Tne studio said they'd like som.e 
good stuff when she'blows o~t the 
candles. 

lOA..'1 
(al~ost to herself, 
as she watches 
Christina run off) 

Yes. Of course. 

I~T. CHRISTI~A'S ROOM - ~IGH~ 

CLY TO: 

The room has been redone; :-lOW it's ever:' young girl's 
dr~am: domi~ated ?y a p~nk four-?oscer be~. ~hriscopher's 
crlb ~s aga~nst t~e wall. Christina is s~tt~ng on ne~ 
bed "Iii th '-1..L···Hvrapped presents surrolliLding he::-. Chris t: i:-:a 
has a particularly large doll which she holds en her Ian. 

C-iRI S T DiA 
She's so beautiful! :;,,11at should 
I name her? 

Joan is lifting Christopher out of ~~s crib. 

JOfu~ 
(turning to Christina 
'while holding 
Christopher) 

You li~e her best? 

CHRIS:::I~A 

Oh, yes. 

(CONT I~L'E:J) 
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CONTI:-'1JED: 

JOAl~ 

Then that's the p~esent you can keep. 
rne rest we'll ta~e to the poor 
children who don't have anything. 
And tomorrow we'll do our thank you 
notes. 

Christina's =ace =alls. 
other gifts. 

She glances longingly at her 

JOP-..i"7 
(continuing) 

You may pick one for Chris~opher, 
though. 

Greg appears in door-Nay holding his present for 
Christina. Christina quickly um.;raus the s~all box. 
It is a beautiful gold 'cha~ bracel~t. 

GREG 
Happy birthday, darling. 

CBRISTI:iA 
Oh, Uncle Greg. Just what I wanted! 
I love it. 

(a reluctant smile) 
3ut you see I'm keeping only one 
present. All the rest I'm going 
to give to the poor oQhans ".;ho 
don't have anything. 

Christina looks to Joan for aoproval. Joan crosses, 
sits with Christina on the bed" with Christopher in her 
ams. They are surrounded by presents and wrapplng 
paper. 

GR.."SG 
I've already read that in the 
papers. ~ld it's wonderful. 

(he gently takes 
back the bracelet) 

So I'll keep it for you until you 
don't have to choose. 

He plays with it, and lets Joan have one of his ironic 
smiles. 

GREG 
(continuing) 

I thought a long ~ine about this 
before I picked it for you. 

(CONTINUE=» 
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CONTT:1UED: (2) 

With infinite sweetness Joan puts an arill around her 
da: ,;hter 0 Joan is touched, or at leas t does the scene. 

JOA1'1 
This time we'll just make an 
exception. You can keep that 
bracelet and the doll. 

Oh! 'vf • •• ornmle, 
CHRISTINA 

dearest! 

35 

Greg with complete ease, puts t~e bracelet on Christi~a's 
wrist, kisses her and Joan. 

JOAli 
Now. Remember what I told you 
about adopted children? 

CHRISTE~A 
Adopted-children-are-luckiest­
'cause-they-were-chosen. 

JOAl~ 
Right, darling. Shall we sing our 
song for Ciristopher? 

.~.d Joan begins to sing an old lullaby. 
in when she remembers the words. 

C~risti:la joi::s 

JOAli I CHRISTI:iA 
'\{hen at night I go to sleep, 
Fourteen angels guard my sleep.:.' 

Greg Savittt watches as they go on with the old song. 

CU7 ;:'0: 

EXT. BRE~r.·lOOD HOUSE POOL A ... ~-\ - FlJLL Si-lO:' - DAY 

The remains of lunch at a table set up near the pool. 
Greg and Joan are at the table, both watching Tina who 
is at the pool, getting ready to dive. On the grass 
nearby, Carol ~~n plays with little Chris who is har­
nessed and controlled by a long rein. Joan is wearing 
a short white terry cloth robe, a swim suit, her 
fabulous legs and ankle strap sandals. Greg is in 
street clothes, his jacket nearby, his collar open and 
tie loose. The air is relaxed except for Tina. 

3SA 
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32. 

REVERSE .~~GLE - FAVORI~G TINA 

Christina is perched on the edge of the pool, he~ arms 
out behind ~~r, bent over in preparation to dive. She 
looks tired and water-logged.· She's waiting for her 
mother's orders. 

JOAi.~ 
(calling out) 

You keep arching your back! You 
mustn't do that! Okay, one, ~NO, 
three, dive! 

CHRISTI:--iA 
(-""hining) 

But I'm tired, MolliIDie. 

JOAN 
Quitter! 

C~ristina retu~s to take her diving position a~ the 
edge. 

JOAN 
(can tinuing) 

Good. Now. One, rNo, c~ree, dive! 

.And Tina doe s . 

Better. 

JOA:1 
( continuing) 

GREG 
She's only a kid. 

Joan gives a derisive snor~. 

JOAN 
So was I. Only a kid -- and I 
lea~ed early -- you grow up too 
goddamned fast. You gotta k:1.O'v 
how to compece and win. I don't 
want her growing up a spoiled 
Hollywood brat -- just because 
she's Crawford's daughter! 

35B 

She leans back, smiles at Greg, for the moment content. 
She takes a deep breath. 

JOr':; 
(continuing; 
looking aro\IDd) 

Lovely, isn't it? 

(CONTINUED) 



35B 

33. 

CONTINUED: 

GREG 
Oh, yes ... L~'S been a great Sunday, 
at home, with a star. 

J02~ looks around at the restful scene, the sun bright, 
1it::le Chris laughing, Tina cli:7loing out: of the pool. 

JOA.:.'1 
I hardly ever have nice days like 
this. 

GREG 
(looks at watch) 

I've got an appointment. 

JOA:i 
They call. ~ou rJn. 

3513 

He was about to get ~p, to lean over and kiss her, ~~t 
now he just sits down again, easily, leans quietly over 
the table and looks steadily at: her. 

GREG 
~bo calls and I run? 

She is suddenly full of conciliation, the words wnlcn she 
may have fel::, - si:::ulv escaped. She leans over and t01..:ches 
". l-: e~f"'" .""'""1';- reo .;-- ~ . ~ . nlS r:.anes ... e ves,. '- __ S_"''-, He Sl...-:lD-".y :.g::ores r~er 

ges~:J.re. 

JOA.l.'i 
You're here, you're not here. 
You'~~ in ~y life, you're not in 
my ll~e. I~ drives me crazy. I 
don't Wru~t you to go. 

GN:G 
Then act that ',vay. ~vno calls and 
I r..:I1? 

JOA ... 'i 
Nobody. 

GREG 
Then why do you say that? 

JOAN 
Because I'm damned mad with you. 

GREG 
W~.y? 

(CONTINUED) 



3SB CONTDWED: (2 ) 

JOfu~ 
Because you haven't delivered ... 
The one good script I've seen this 
year. You could help me. 

GREG 
Joan, that's Mayer's business. I 
never tell a man I respect how to 
run his business. 

JOAN 
(passionately) 

But I want it. I need a D~g budget 
hit. My fans need a big budget hit 
from me and that picture's going to 
be a hit. 

GREG 
Ho~.; do you kno",? 

JOP.l~ 
~y God, I'm an actress. Look at me. 
I need a big change now and all I 
have is a plastic face, great legs ane 
L.3. Mayer wr~t~en allover my ass. 
You've got to help, Greg. 

GREG 
I'm not your agent. I'm your lover: 
So don't ask me as a favor to be 
your agent. You want t~at script, 
get ie. You're an alley cat. Fight. 

JON; 
I have fought. 

GN:G 
?ight ha~de::-. 

JOAN 
Tney think L'm slipping. 

GREG 
Are you? 

JOA.N 
No. 

GREG 
So. 

JOfu~ 

Yes. 

34. 
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35. 

CONTI~LJED : (3) 

GREG 
Fight harder, or give up but ~on't 
attack someone who cares for you. 

JO&'1 
I just want that picture. 

He takes his jacket, comes over and kisses her fondly. 
She holds him back. 

JOA.."i 
(can tinuing) 

I "..;ant you, too. 

GREG 
You got me. 

He '..;alks off and she ':-latches as Christ::'na ::1J.J."'1S to hi::1, 
dripping wet. He laughs, kisses her cautiously, ~"'1d 
the child waves as Greg leaves. 

GREG 
(can tinuing) 

Eave a good time, Tina. 

CERISTDIA. 
Thanks, Cncle Greg. I love you. 

JOA:i 
010\'; ~..;ho '..;an t s to go swi:nming? 

CHRISTI)l'A. 
I do! 

I'll race you! 

EX7. POOL A..~A - I~':}fEDIAT::'LY FOLLm-lDIG 

C:JT TO: 

353 

3SC 

Joan and Christina are side by side in the waLer, hold­
ing onto the pool's edge with one hand and s~aring fixerl­
ly across at the other end. Christina is totally con­
centrated. Carol .~n stands at the far end of the pool. 

CAROL .A..l.'m 
On your marKs, get set, gQl 

Christina pushes off furiously. Joan is smiling. 

(CONTINu"ED) 
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36. 

CONTINUED: 35C 

We assume she is letting her daughter get a head start 
so she can ~in. But when Joan pushes off, her e~9res­
sian is as determined as the child's. Joan is a strong 
swimmer and quickly reaches Chriscina ana plm.;s right on 
past her, traversing the pool's length in a dozen power­
ful s~rokes. Christina reaches the edge, pulls her head 
out at the water and looks crestfallen when she sees her 
mother is already there, ~earing a winner's smile. 
Christina looks hurt, and slightly puzzled. Joan looks 
at her, apparently oblivious to the child's feelings. 

JOAl~ 
Again? I'll give you a bigger 
head start. 

Christina nods and her expression brightens. She 
ass~~es that she will win this tiille, that her mother 
was just teasing. Carol A.,n moves back to the shallow 
end of the pool. 

CAROL ANN 
On your marks, get set, gQ! 

ChristiJC pushes off. Joan gives her the bigger head 
start she promised -- but then pushes off and using 
every ounce of her strength, she swi3s full speed 
towards the other end. Christina is sw~ped Jy the wake 
of waves her mother leaves behind. 

Christi~a gamely sto~s to the fi~isi. 
herself up and is tri'Jillphan c2.y -,.;ai ting 

Joan has :lulled 
r ~' r dau-'g"-"'''''' _0 ... ne_ . _H_~ .... 

JOfu~ 
You lost again! 

Chriseina, gasping for breat~, pulls herself up on the 
coping and furiously goes to her mother. 2er young body 
is shaking with anger. 

That I S not 
than I am. 
t"wice! 

CHRISTI:.IA 
fair! You're bigger 
It's not fair to win 

JOA.\l' 
Nobody ever said life was fair, 
Christi:1a. I I ill bigger and faster, 
I can always beat you! 

CHRISTnIA 
(angry as hell) 

Well. Then r'm not going to play 
with you any more. Ever! 

(CQNTEWED) 
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37. 

CONTINUED: (2) 

Joan is furious. 

JOA'1 
Don't vou ever use that tone of 
voice ~ith~ Miss! ~no do you 
,. k I -.. ? -1'1 l' t~ln you re talKlng to. 1. te_~ 

you what you're going to do. 
You're going to march yourself ~o 
your room and stay in there ~~til 
I tell you to come out. 

CHRISTHiA 
(as strong as Joan) 

No! I ~Non' t ! 

Joan grabs Christina, spins her around and slaps her on 
her rear end four times as hard as she ca~. Christina 
is fighting tears. 

CHRISTI~1A 
(con tinuing) 

I won't got I won't go! I 
won't go! 

3SC 

Joan picks her liD and bodilY oarches her toward a cabana, 
.. . d :j; "i cr ~~ ~ ·1 d' " opens cr:e Goor an· -'- __ .. ",3 L.l..e C.,l-'. lns lee. 

JOAN 
You can stay in here 1.IDtil you';:-e 
ready to behave and to apologize! 

She slams the door. 

r:n. JOA~' S BEDRCOI'~ - DA~I.; 

CLT TO: 

The room is dark. It is five a.m. and t~ere a;:-e t2e 
isolated SOUNDS of a couple of BIRDS CRIR?ING outside, 
where the sun has yet to come up. TI.e AL;ru{ RI~GS and 
Joan shuts it off and turns on the bedside lamp. She 
lies there for another minute. Black eyeshades. ~~ 
elastic chin st;:-ap circling her neck. A band holding 
her hair back from her face, which is covered with 
greasy cream. \fuite cotton gloves that have the sa::1e 
cream inside. She looks like a refugee from a 
medieval torture chamber. 

(CONTI~L'ED) 
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CONTDHJED: 

She takes off the eves hade and cringes at the 
She gets up slowly,'every bone of her body fee 
it is inh~uanly early. 

l.g2 C e 

i:1g chac 

CUT TO: 

Ii'iT. JOA)i I S DRSSS ING ROOM/3A~!-i - DA\J:~ 

36 

37 

I~ a brief ~eprise of the opening t~tle sequence, Joan 
leans over a sink full of steacing hot water, her face 
lathered Nich s~dsy cleansing crea~. SGe sDlashes her 
face with the hot water. She dabs at her face with a 
towel, ther. pours coffee from the percolator. She 
breathes in the ste&~y aroca of the coffee with a grate­
ful smile. She takes a sip. shuts her eyes in pleasure, 
sips again. Then with a sigh she opens the ice bucket 
on the counter and du::ms ice io::o the big empty bowl 
beside it. 

Sighing, Joan saves closer to t~e ffilrrcr. 
fingers to the outside corners of her eyes 
the skin back, in the classic gesture of a 
signs of the ravages of approaching middle 
self-scr~tiny is ~erciless. After several 
01: tn:..s, ~Ne ... 

She puts :"er 
and stretches 
r..:oman seeing 
a~e. ::er 
lcng BE.':'.::S 

CUl' l'0: 

Coffee illUg in hand, Joan stands in front of an open 
closet door where there are a dozen exercise suits 
hanging in a row. She stands for a illoment iu fron: or 
~~e8, unable to decide Nh~c~ color to wear. She ~ends 
ov~r, ~er ~o~y s~ill ~ot fu~ly awake, an~ p~cks ?ut a 
Dalr or ten~~s s~oes :rOQ C2e row beneat~ Cne SULtS. 
She grabs a red sweat suit and starts into the bedroom, 
~er nose nuzzled inside her coffee ~ug. 

CL:T TO: 

EXT. Sl~E:'::T n~ BRE::I7';.:OOD - E: • ..'..~ Y ~·:ORN:;:~G 

38 

39 

l'he sun is barely illuminating a lushly green, tree­
lined street. A LONG SHOT 0: the peaceful street, with 
sleeping houses en either side. Elaborate landscapiug 
fronts ever:r house. A light fog hangs 1m-] to the ground. 

The nose of Joan's Cadillac convertible appears through 
the fog at the far end of the street. rne C~fER.\ t·10VES 
TOWArillS the car. 

(CONTINt;EJ) 
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CONTIXLJED: 

As the car and the CPJ-fER..\ COt-!E CLOSER ',.;e recognize 
Crawford doing vigorous roadwork keeping pace with her 
car and driver. 

The CM!ERP. ANGLE CH...~NGES TO A T\.JO SHOT of Joan and the 
driver, Carol Ann. They talk as she conti~ues to run. 

JOAN 
(d:.-enched with 
sweat) 

~is five a.m. crap sure doesn't 
get any easie::-< 

CAROL AN~~ 
Your fans should know the price 
you pay. 

JO&1 
'iina t good is it when Mayer keeps 
sticking ~e in lose::-s? 

She gets angrier, ::-uns faste::-, gets lo~de:.-< 

JOA)J 
(continuing) 

I'm the biggest f~male star that: 
basta::-d's eve::- had and he's 
burying ~e alive .. 

UP DISSOL7E TO: 

EXT. 3RENr';OOD HaeSE - ?ANNDIG SEa':' - DAY 

The Cadillac drives in and Joan trots ahead 0::: 
through the d::-iveway to the rea::- of the house, 
a gate, and into the kitchen. 

I~iT . BREAKFAST AREA - ?UL::" SEO':' 

. . 
t..:1:"oug:l 

Joan arrives sweating, exhausted. Helga hands her 
a towel which she w~aps around her shoulders and head 
while she drinks a tall glass of orange juice. A 
glance at the kitchen clock: 7:25. Christophe::- is 
. . . , .(: d . d' ~. . h" , . nav1.ng DreaK ... ast, seate l.n a me L:1.eO ,.lgn cna1.r. 

JOAN 
where I s Tina? 

P.ELGA 
She'll be down in a minute. ~iss 
Crawford. 

(Co.NTI~UED) 
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39B CONTI~UED: 

JOAN 
(kissing Christophe~ 
on head) 

Eat everything, darling. 

Caro: Ann comes in from the outside. Joan starts to 
leave. 

JOAN 
(continuing; aching) 

God. My muscles. 

The TELLP~ONL RI~GS, but Joan leaves as Carol Ann 
ans·wers. 

CAROL ANN 
Hello. Oh ... Yes, sir ... 

(calling) 
:liss Crawford. 

Joan shows her towelled head back in t~e room. 

JOA:~ 
wnat, who, at this tLTe? 

CA::ZOL A~~:1 

I : 's ~~r. Sa vi t t . 

39B 

Joan is quickly at the nhone. There is a terr~D~e sense 
of dread as she looks at CarD: Ann, before she sudde~:y 
changes herself and says with joy: 

JOAN 
Greg, dear. 

Gi.\EG ('1.0.) 
Hello, Joan. 

JOA~T 

Something wrong'? 

GREG Cv. 0.) 
wny? 

JOA~'1 
It's so 

GREG (V.O.) 
I've talked to you earlier. 

In bed. 
wnat is 

JOAN 
Not on the telenhone. 

it? You all right? 

(CONTINCZLl) 
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CONTI~mED : (2) 

GREG (V. 0.) 
Checking to see if you're on time 
in your t~aining schedule. You 
in shape? 

JOAN 
For bad news, no. Is it me or 
you? wnere are you. 

GREG (V.O.) 
We had a sudden little labor 
problem so we had a sudden l~t:le 
early meeting. By the way, Mayer 
thinks you'd be te~rific in the 
pictu~e you wanted. 

~ jet charge or exhilaration erupts in Joan. It :rans­
r:or::lS her into youth again, into strength, vitalicy, 
exclarna tion. 

JOAN 
Greg~ 

GREG (1,'.0.) 
Tried to talk him out or: ~ut 
I couldn 'e. ' 3ye . 

\ . 
.~nG the ?:10~E GOES 

Greg! Greg~ 

She t'...lrns and grabs Carol Ann, and wheels her arcunc.. 

JOA~~ 
(continuing; crying 
out ,,,ildly) 

I have it. I have it:. 

She lets go and dances around wheeling, lea?ing, and 
they follow her into the foyer and to the stairs. 

The women watch Joan taking the stai~s ~NO at a time. 
At: the top, she executes t"'".-70 ,,,i Id tap kicks in ai.r 
and is gone dm:n the hallTNay. 

INT. HALUiA Y - HOVING SHOT 

Joan opens Christina's door. 
(CONTIN"CE:) 
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42. 

CONTINUED: 

Tina, 
nevIS. 

.,.., . 
.ll.na ... 

But the room is empty. 

JOAN 
Darling. Great 

CUT TO: 

INT. JOAN'S DRESSI~G ROOH - DAY (7:30 ..\.:1.) 

Christina is dressed for school. She is sea:ed at 
Joan's elaborate vanity table, br~shing her hair, dc­
ing a devascacingly accurate parody of her ~other, 
posi~g and smiling. 

CHRISTD1A 
'Oh, yes ... it was thrilling ... 
I'm so very grateful to all of 
you who made me a star ... ' 

She holds her hairbr~sh, ad~iring it like an award. 
She s~iles adoringly at her pub:ic then looks at her­
self in the mirror. 

CLOSE Sn07 - JOA~ I:~ E,\LL'..iAY 

absorbing :his scene which li~e a vialen7: ac:..c.) 
so l.ves her tri.'...:2ph in co deiea t and fr~..:s tra ted 
She moves 0l.J7 O? ?R.;.l::::. 

?i;LL SHOT - Cl-iR.ISTi:~A 

di.s -

Suddenly Joan appears in the cirror behind Christina. 
Ch~is~ina, s:artled, whi~ls around to see Joa~J stan~­
ing directly behind her. 

JOA:1 
~;nat are you doing? 

CHRISTI0:A 
~cmmie! 

jOA:~ 

And who do you think you are? 

CHRISTI:~A 
Nobody, ifomrnie ... I '...;as ... jUs:: ... 
playing. 

JOAN 
vfuy do you insist on spending so 
much time in front of the mirror ... 
wny? 

(CONTL'rJED) 
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CONTINTJED: 40 

Terrified, Christina m~~bles someth~ng. 

JOA.:I 
( screaming) 

Answer me! 

CHRISTI~A 
(desneratelv) 

Because you'do. . 

Out of_the ?uried rage of ever~T soul, a flame of dea::~ 
leaps ::ree ~n Joan. ~Jildl;r, she opens a drawer and 
grabs a pair of scissors. 

Don't. 

CHRISTI)JA 
(continuing; abso­
lute terror) 

JOA~ 
You're vain and spoiled .. 

(she grabs 
Christina's ha~r) 

You refuse to listen or obey ... 

Joan begins to ~ack at Christina's hair. 

CHRISTI)J,-\ 
(weening) 

No, :::or:rrnie.' .. please ... 

Jean cu~s ~et~odically. nair =alls co ~~e :loor in 
cl'JI:lps .1 

CHRISTI~.-\ 
(continuing) 

I'll never do it again. I promise 
.. , I promise. 

JOA);" 
(to herself as 
she cuts aivay) 

Spoiled. I've let you spoil. 

Joan continues to chop as He ... 

CUT TO: 

INT. 2L2HE~'iTARY SCHOOL - ?RnKI?Ai. I S OFFICE - DAY 

Joan is seated across from the P:'-lNCIFAL, :-8.. !RC1~SCt;. 

PRI~CI?AL 
But Christina said --

(CONTINT.:ED) 
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CONTINUED: 

Bot~ turn as Christina is led into the office. 

JOAN 
(to Princioal) 

Tina has a vivid i~agination. 
wny would you make up such a 
story, darling? 

CHRISTINA 
(small voice) 

It's tree. 

JOAN 
Tina, really. 

(to Principal) 
She tells herself stories and 
comes to believe them. It's mv 
fault, really. I work in a world 
of make-believe. I~'s catching 
for children. 

CHRIS!I~~A 
(even smaller voice) 

It's t:.:"'..1e. 

JO.~~~ 

There's a difference between 
make-believe and the truth. ~ow, 
t 1 1 \1 """, '-, e . ~ ,.r. u:o~t: son. wno Cll:_ yoer 
~a~r. TelL n~m t~e trurn. I 
won't be angry. I understand, 
Tina. 

Christina hesitates. She looks from her mother to the 
Principal, down at the floor, then back at then. Both 
look so large to her, so powerful. She surrenders. 

I did. 
CHRISTINA 

I cut i;: . 

Joan smiles a sweet 
. , 

sw~l..e. 

':OA~ 
That's my good girl. Now, I 
think Mr. Thompson and I deserve 
an apology. 

CHRISTINA 
I'm sorry, Xr. Thompson. I'm 
sorry, Howmie, Dearest. 

CUT TO: 
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45. 

EXT. CHASE~'S RESTAu~~: - HIGH ~~GLE LONG SHOT -
NIGHT 

Except for a narrow corr~dor of people through which 
arriving dinner patrons can get in, t~e sidewalk's 
alive with a loose crowd of fans, waiting for stars. 
These fans converge on each arrival, and then cone 
apart again when it's a Nobody. This happens once or 
~Nice, but the third tine, the loose molecules converge 
into a solid mass of noise a~d excitement. 

TI~rlT ~OVI~G SHOT 

Of first, Greg, and then Joan getting out of the 
limousine. ~"e fans are wild. Thev call her name. 
~either valet nor Greg can protect her and, in fact, 
as she slowly makes her way through, she is turning on 
her sillile, her welcome, her love of fans for all to 
see. She signs her name. She shakes hanes. wnen 
Greg sees this, he just drifts into the crowd, C;~~~\ 
MOVI:TG T,.JIL-l HI:-!' At entrance to Chasen's, the door 
is opened for hi~, and he takes a look baCK. 

?CLL SriOT - FAVORI~;G JOA:~ 

her face in a sea or faces, no bodies, just races ane 
har-ds. 

JeAS 
(happy in her 
univers e) 

Thanks, tha..'"1k you, everybody. 
You're all so dear to ceo I 
love all of you. 

CLOS2 MOVING SHOT 

Greg makes a face and disappears within. 

CLOS2 MOVI~G SHOT 

Joan vith great skill is signing, laughing, and say­
ina aoodbve all the while heading for the entry, 

:::J 0 ", • . oJ ..t: 
where three valets, two wa~ters are mak~ng room ~or 
her and she in effect stays with them as she leaves 
the~, wich the whole ~r: of someone who has done t~~S 
for over twenty years. 

She's in. 

JOA~ 
Goodnight, goodnig~t. And thank 
you, thank you. 

41.A .. 
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42 E~T. C-iASEN' S - FULL SHOT 

Joan is there, royally present and then DAVI:l CHASE.:': 
E~TERS TdE F~~'~, k~GLE NARROwI~G. He is ready to 
escort her to her special table. 

CHASr.::~ 
Miss Crawford, welco~e, good 
evening. \{e're ready for, you. 
Please. 

46. 

42 

She stands and looks around. Her table is empty except 
for t~,.;o waiters standing by. CAi'1E?-..;' P..A~'iS, cable afte::­
table. Some Holl~, .. iOod personalities "Nave to her, 
ot~ers who don't actually know her, just swi~e in 
appreciation of the privilege of being in the s~~e 
restaurant with Joan Crawford. 

CLOSE. ~10VING SHOT 

Joan takes a slow step for-lard, but she scans the place 
through her ever-presenc :riendly smile, and then sees 
Greg. 

-rICE: GROUP SEOT 

At a niddle table 0: the main aisle, Greg is seaced 
r .. lien L.3. ;'-il.YE2., an::: t·,vo ocher middle-aged ~:~, i.:::pec­
cabl'! r:astern in dress and attitu,de. Thev are all 
acce;tion to each ocher. No one has look~d up co see 
he::-. 

F1:LL S:-:OT 

Joan waiting as the help wait for her next ~ove. 

FULL SHOT AT M..A..YER :'A3LE 

r~o one is t~inking .:: T 0,,- ..Joan, that's clear . 

71GB: SEOT - FAVORING JOAN 

Chasen a step behind her. 
wich each passing second. 
more fixed and vacant but 
froQ C'1asen. 

She is growing angrier 
Her sQile becomes more ane. 

never falters. A signal 

( CONTIX"JED) 
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47. 

CONTI~'1JED : 

REVErzSE PA:mING SrlOT 

The CP.~1E?..~ SWEEPS PAST tab 1e after cabl e ur +:il :..:: 
STOPS a c (-faver's where an alerted "Nai:e r ledns respec:­
fully over to whisper so~et~iag co Greg. Tney all tu~ 
as one and look IXTO CM'fE~.. Greg excuses himself. 
CAHER...l. ~OVES WITti t:T'.f ?AST table after table, c.neil 
Joan is there. 

GREG 
Did your fans let go of you at 
last? We were about co send a 
rescue sq;,:ad. 

LONG SHOT from ~ayer' s table as they all stand un as 
Greg arrives "N"i:h Joan. A~~GLE (~A3.RO\-iS. 

JOAN 
Tnis is a happy surprise, L.3. 

Hayer kisses and introduces the strangers. 

~.YER 
Joanie, I want you to illeet a few 
.t1.nancial friends from NeT,.; York. 
L!ey're ba~~ers. ~iss Crawford, 
Mr. Lubin, ~r. Jodd. 

After some polite mu~urs, Dodd takes a oenu and Sm1.1es 
at Joan apologetical:"? 

DODD 
My daughter, Ellen, would love 
to have your signature, Miss 
Crawford. 

JOA}! 
I'm so haDDY co meet all of you. 
May I have' a pen, please. 

MAYER 
You see, Joan, she didn't want 
L.B. Mayer's signature. 

JOA.J.\l" 
She's no: as smart as r.er father. 

The banker hands her a gold pen. She signs. 

JOAN 
(continuing; aloud~ . 

For Ellen, from Joan CrawrorG, 
with affection. There you are. 
Greg, shall we? 

(CONTINTJET)) 

'"2 
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44 

48. 

CONTINUED: ( 2) 

She makes a move to leave, but Greg doesn't move, ane 
so for a morna~~ it all hangs there, unbalanced. 3u~ 
Yiayer knows TN"hat he wan~s. 

M.A.YER 
wbere you going? We 1 re havi~g 
dinner, j oi:l "']'s. I~' sour 
privilege. 

their please ~~iss Crawford. Se:e is 1.'1e bankers say 
directed inside 
c:;'e table. She 

-h ' . . -~1 e ~oot~, a prisoner c= t~e :>len ane. 
iss e ace d . hi e y a 11 s i : . 

M.A.YER 
(continuing) 

It's a joy to have you with us. 
You knm-7 I love you. A..T'ld you're 
one or the reasor.s bankers love 

So they laugh, ~~d she sD"les her f~~e smile, while 
her fu~y ~ages with~~ her. 

M.A.YER 
(continuing; co 
banker) 

I discussed it with Schenck. I'm 
sure you'll be satisfiee Ni:~ t:;'e 
iYlterest ar-:-ange!::ent:s. 7:.'"' .. ey'l.l 
talk to you in New York . 

. ~'iGLZ :iAR..rzm.JS, LOSn~G face after face until on2..? Joar. 
is le:c, her expression fixed in a smile as in ehe 
photo she signed. 

C"CT TO: 

OHITT=:D 

nIT. JOAN'S BEDR00r1 SUITE, BRE:n'l';OOD HoeSE - LONG 
SHOT - LOW ANGLE - FAVORING G?~G 

He's jacketless, his tie open, slouched in the elegant 
chair watching Joan still in her fancy cloches raging 
around the room. Now and the;) she takes a gulp from a 
tall glass of vodka. 

JOA_'i 
Hauling me off to ~ayer's table 
like some picked-up floozie ... 

(MORE) 

(CONTINUED) 
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44 CONTINUED: 

JOAN (CONT'D) 
... or one of those little starlets 
out to give the big shots a nice 
nig.~t in town. 

P. .. NGLE NAR..~m.JS as she c loses in on Greg. 

JON~ 
(continuing) 

Is that the way you think of me? 

GREG 
Is that the way you think 0= 
yourself? A floozie who broke 
the star barrier? 

JOAN 
Goddarrnic, Chasen's is my place. 

GREG 
( s t i 11 ami ab 1 e) 

:-:Iobody wanted my signat'Jre, so I 
'W'alked in. 

JOAN 
You expect me to Ct:::::n a',.;ay ay 
fans. L'1ey're li':e and death to 
:ne. 

GREG 
(sits up now) 

! expect you to walk in with'me, 
sit dowu at your table with me. 
Then Mayer would have to bring 
his bankers over, introduce thea, 
get your autograph and leave. 
That's what you should have done. 

JOAi.'l 
Maybe that's what I would have 
done if you weren't so busy 
kissing L.3. 's ass. 

GREG 
wby are you screaming? 

JOAN 
How could you put hi~ over me? 
You know that man is trying to 
destroy my career. 

49. 
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(CONTINUED) 



44 CO~TI).ruED ; (2) 

GREG 
He's not destroying your career, 
Joan. If your career's in trouble 
it has nothing to do with hin. 

JOAN 
I can'e gee a good script from 
that bastard. 

He's gi.ven 
asked for. 
Joan . 

GREG 
you everything you've 
It's no~ the sc~~pcs, 

JOAN 
Then what the hell is it? 

GREG 
Joan, the last script you begged 
for ... and got ... that Dar~ should 
have been played by a younger girl. 

JCA,"~ 

( deadly) 
' ... ·ina t are you talking about? 

GREG 
(as gentle as ,~e 
can be -- because 
he's telling the 

You're destroying your own career. 
You were always the shop girl who 
fought her way to the top and oade 
a great success. Well, you're not 
a little shep gir: anymore. And 
that's the truth to face and deal 
with if you want to survive. The 
t ru en ~ s. .. you' reg e :: tin gal ci . 

JOAN 
(screaming) 

And you're nothing but a creaked 
lawver, with connections vou'd be 
afr~id to nane, supplying'the 
grease tha t makes this sh it ty 
movie system work. T.~at's what 
you are. You thi~~ you're life's 
a mystery. T.~ere isn't a dir~y 
cover up in this industry that I 
don'c know about, and your hand 
is in every bit of it. You stink 
of it. 

so. 

(CON7INGt:D) 



44 CON1:1.~uED : (3) 

Powerful, he juops half ac=oss 
his hands, ready to break he=. 

the room and has he= 

GREG 
No sar.e person would dare talk to 
me that way. ~o one anywhere. 

(shaking her) 
Are you crazy? 

She is scared beyond res~stance. 

GREG 
(continuing; 
yelling) 

She wilts. 

Are vou c=azv? Are you crazy? 
Te 11 J n;e! -

I'm crazy. 

ne is sudde:1.1..y ice cold agai.;} , and lets go of her. 
She collapses on t:he f100=, a:1.C half lies there while 
he ties his tie and ?UC5 on his jackec. 

GREG 
Get liD. 1.,e=e'5 no ca~era here. 

JOA~i 

Greg, where are vat.! going? 

GREG 
~nere I be~o~g. Cue of ~e~e. 

She is up, ~eacy co rlg~:, to tea~ h~~ a?a=~, chen 
succenl? c::anges. :::oves to h.er bed. 2..ies c.o';·:r.. on it:. 
her head against the pillows, her voice, her bearing. 
every move:r.enc, sensuous anc ~NelcoGir-:g. 

JOA:~ 
Why? You belong here. 
waiting for yo'..:. 

ne is at the doo~ and her vo~ce enfolds ~i~ :~ere, 
wrapping itself arour.d h.i2, pulling him ~ack. so:: 
easy. wanting. 

JOAS 
(conr:inc.;.ing) 

I am, Greg. 

GREG 
(takes a look) 

Good nigh':, Jo an. 

(CQ~TI~l."EJ) 
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45 

CONTIi'-IuED: (4) 

Tne door opens. 

JOAN 
( tenderly) 

Darling, please, don't leave. 
Because if you do ... 

She is up out of the bed like a wildcat, screaning 
and raging. 

JOAl~ 

( concinuing) 
If you do, you'll never never 
come back in agaiD, no illatter wna~ 
you say and what you as~ and what 
you do. I wean never. Never. 
Never. ~.nd:: never c:lange my ::ll:1C. 

And I never forge~. ~ever. 

ne waits till the last sound dies out. 

rie cJ..oses 

GREG 
(::-easonaoly) 

I wish you well, Joan. 
speak well of yo~. 

I'll only 

Greg, 
-",ay. 

,JQi--=:l 
(sudden:,,? f::-a il 
and ne:Lvless) 

please. bon't leave 2e 
Please. 

GrtEG 
If you're acting, vcu're wasting 
vou- r~-e T~ vo'·~r~ ~or vou';~ - . - -_.". ~ ~ - '- -- .. -, - - -
wasting ~ine. Good night and geod 
luck. Goodo·v:;:. 

door sof:::::'. 

CL': 7'J: 

52. 
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46 I:~:. c}ELDRE~~ 'S ROOt·r - LO~G SEO:- - FAVORI~G CHRIST::~;'. 46 
A::iD CHRISTOPHER 

~atc~ing t~rough their ha~f open doo::-, listenin~. 
Tiley see Greg in the hal:way and as he goes downstairs. 
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4.7 

4.8 

53. 

CONTINUED: 

REv"ERSE LONG SHOT FAVORING Greg ,,,ho cakes a leak back 
and sees the t~ny c~~lc~en. He s~akes h~s head ana 
leaves. 

INT. CHILDREN'S BEDROOM - Q~OSE saor 

The forlorn faces of the ch~ldren, as A...,-{GL2 ',.JIDE:JS. 

Inside Joan's roor:: somecting CR~SHES. The c~ild~en 
s cur::-y for s afet:l . C1.ris tir:a s t::-aDS C~r:-is :o-one::- :':1 
his bed and cher!. she jur::ps into her OwLl and c~ev arc 
still. 

CU7 TO: 

OHITTE~ 

I:~T. UPSTAIRS L..\2WDIG OF ~_-\I:l STAIRC;',SE - E,-',.?J...Y 
i-10~E:~G 

~ristina's doo:- opens anc she cernes out dressec for 
s.choc:l.. ~al,z,..;ay dOW;:: t~e _stai:-s .she gla:n::e? ove:- ':8 
t.:1 e ':::-aI:lec pno tograpn or Joan anc Greg "...;n3...c:: ',.;e s ar.'; 

last :-lighe. C"1r~stina passes ie, stops and then cor..es 
back. Greg's face has been torn out of the piccu:-e. 
~~e i~age ~ema~ns c: ~oan e~~~aci~g a ~~~'s headless 
bod:/. .:... flash of recognition goes ac:-oss C:ris::ina f s 
face as she con~inues down the s:a~:-s and ::owa:-ds ehe 
break::ase :-OOD . 

.. 4. bizarre sigh:. C"1ristopner Slt:S si.le:1tly i:1 his 
high chair watching as Joan and Carol ;'~n are b~si~y 
at work on a pile of pnotog:-aphs . P~ocog:-aph alblli":"5 

46 

6.7 

6.8 

and ocher memorabilia a:-e sp~eac open in fronc o£ the2 
on the breakfast table. Systemically and methodically, 
the r'wo women a:-e removi:1g every ev~dence of L'ncle Greg. 
There is a s~all pile of Greg's heads between then in 
the center of the table. Christina SCODS and takes in 
the scene, appalled by what's going 0:1.' Joan looks U~ 
and 0:£er3 CLriscina a d2zz1i~g swile. 

JOf..:1 
(pointing to Christina's 
place at the table) 

Good morning. dearest hea=c. 
(:-rORE) 
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54. 

CONTI:1UED: 

OHIT7ED 

JOfu'I (CONT'D) 
Hurry up and eat your breakfast 
-- mustn't be late for school ... 

EXT. C?J>..I-JFORD GARDEN - :10R...'lI:~G (SATURDAY) 

CUT 70: 

Glristina and C~=istophe= a=e playing a game 0: tag ~n 
the ga=den, atta~pting to suppress their noise. Chris­
tina tackles Christopher. ~e lets out a loud shriek. 
C,ristina cla8ps her hand on ChristoDher's mouth to 
stif:e the noise but too late. Joan's window slams 
open. We see Joan framed in the upstairs window with 

straps and her eyeshades hanging around her neck. 

CU-:;:- TO: 

CH~ISTI~A A~0 CHRISTOPE~~ 

freeze wit~ te~ror. 

CU: 70: 

JO.;l~ 's 3EDROCt-l 

Joan 51:0:::7..5 across her rooe, opens bedrooZl door, goes 
to the head 0: ~ne stai~s and sh~~eks_ 

J01-":-: 
Caro 1 A..."1n! I J ve to 1 d vou to keeo 
the children quiet. ~~w for . 
r:"'''''l'S- s~L-e- 'oAr -\..,,,,,.-, 0"- 0= \....1. __ :.- a.~.::>, 0'-- ~ ..... _.;. .... ...J.l... ..r.. 

t:he ga::-der1! 

CAROL fu'l~ 
(from the foo t 
of the stairs) 

I'm sorry, Miss Crawford. 

JOP~; 

( !;1U t t e r s ) 
Forget it. I'm awake now. Have 
Tina bring me my coffee. 

CUT 70: 
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53 

55. 

I~T. JOfu~'S BEDROOM - DAY 

Christi~a entering room with tray and coffee. Joan is 
orooped in her bed on a oillow. On her lao is a basin 
tilled with ice and 'Nate~ which she applie~ to he:::­
face. C~ristina tentatively sets the tray dowu. 

CHRISTINA 
I'm sorry. I tried to be quiet, 
but ",;e we:::-e ?laying and I fo:::-got: . 

JOfu~ 

You promised last nig~t. I 
told you Nhy. I told you how 
important it was. 

CERI S':.' INA 
I'm sorry, ~foIW.":1ie ceares t . 

JOfu~ 

Go to your :::-oom and stay t~ere 
until I come for you. 

. .. . 
Jut sce~ vo~ce s~e ~s 

CB? .. I S J:' I:~~';' 
(shaking her 

You were very, verv bad to 
wake MOQr..ie U? like that. 
VerT naughtv. I to ld veu 
~!orm:nie had ~o s lee? and be 
res ted. ~fOIWIlie has to be 
very beautiful )fonday. ~ronday 
she has to see ~r. ~ayer. 
Mondav is so imoortant. You 
were ~elfish and thoughtless 
and all vou ever think of is 
yourself' and you must lea~ 
to think about: other people. 
You are bad, bad, spoiled 
children. 

CL'T 70: 

acL--::on:.si-:-

(CON'I'ING:D) 
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56. 

CONTINUED: 

Durin8 this, C~~R~ MOVES UP to find Joan in Ch~is­
tina's doorway obse=ving the scene. A snall 
ambiguously amused smile d~if=s across her race. 
Still unobserved by Christina, she EXITS the SCENE. 

C0L TO: 

I:~T. STAIRCASE - CRA\vFORD HOME - LA.TZR T'rIAT DAY 

Christina coming ~p the stairs in a bathing suit. She 
is happy, singing to hersel~ as she ski~s across the 
landing and into her room. wnen she enters the rCOlli, 
she sees that every single one of ~er dolls is gone. 
Disanpeared. She puts her hands un to her face. She 
turn~'and bolts ou~ o~ the room, c~ossing the landing 
into Joan's room, barges in the room, trying not to 
C-:::l. 

~y babies! 
babies! 

Sooeon.e s~ole -:::::'1 

Jean is 
elbm-ls. 

at he= d~essing :able ~~bbi~g c~eaD ~~~0 ~e~ 
Joan t:.:rns to :ace Ci:':ris1:ina ·.-li1:n r-,er TI:ost . '" . ~ 

~easonaOle S~l~e. 

That's good, da=lin~. 
babies won't wa~e VC~ 

~ 

need your :-es t: . ... 

::ew ::cur 
'.J.:J ~",]he!""L '{let..: 

CUT :'0: 

Joan, dressed in her absolute 2cv~e star best, goes 
UP the stairs and into t~e bui:ding. 

r:'1 THE UPSTl~.IRS fL~,.LL 

she slmv-s COT,.;n as she passes blo1;oln-'.lD stills tro::: 
her movies. 

1.:1 a business S1..!it comes I.':'D Joan anc 
walks with her a few paces. 

Joan, you look like a million! 

(CO ~ITLTl'"ED) 
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57 . 

CONTEiUED: 

JOAN 
Thank you. ~ice of you to say. 

l.'le Han turns inco a doon.;ay. Joan goes through 
double glass doors at the far end of the hall.-

Ct;! TO: 

INT. L.B. ~AYER'S Ou~ER OFFICE - DAY 

There are tNo SECRETARIES at adjoining desks outsice 
the closed door to Maver's inner office. One Secre­
tary is on the phone as Joan wal~s in. T~e other 
staTICS up deferentially. 

Cor..nie, 

COt~lHE 

Good mornL"1g:, ~!is s CraTN':orc.. 

Hello, Connie. 
~louse. 

JOAS 
7hat:'s a lovely 

comEr:: 
Ihan~ :TCt.l, ~~!is s C=aT~ford. 

::a[~e~ed a~d =lus~e~ed a: the 
co~es arOlli"1C ner desk and ODens the doer to ~ayer'3 
offi~e, knocking first, 

.:...~,.:.. L. 3, ~·Lt .. :~E?.' S OF?ICE - REVERSE LO~·:G SEo.7 - Lm.,7 
.-41~ GL.:': - DA .. '! 

~2yer 's giant fig'..lre blocks t::e CAI-~R.~ but as he a 'J­

oroaches Joan she is revealed, encerinz, the door 
closin£ behind her, where she nauses, 1'..lI7!inous, beau­
tiful , ~ t:,e Star. :1aye:- j a ins her, emb:::- aces her, and 
a:::-~ in a:-ill leads he:- to a seat in front of his desk 
where he deDosits her like something precious, before 
T - VI"G . . F':J' ,~.,.... u' ~. - •. - . Lo.:.A _~ tne ~,",-".:.. ..aDD1.neSS, a touc:'.. or :-ell.er, 2nc 
real ex?ectation turn Joan into the daughter'and 
Mayer, loving father v]ho will now bless all. her ho::es. 

PROFILED ;:'T,';o. SnO'I' 

:1aver Si::5, leans ':or":·larc. to':.;a-cd J02!1. She is close 
e:1ough so that ';vhen he s ~re: ches his hand t owa-:d he:-, 
she ~an receive his a':':ectionace pat with ease. 

(COETI~u'ED) 
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59 CON'lDlUED: 

HAYER 
Joan, I asked ',lOU to come to see 
me today becau~e I'm in t~ouble. 
~~d you can help De. 

JOAJ."l' 
I'll do anyth~~g co help you. 

M..A.YER 
Good. I want you to leave Metro. 

CLOSED? - JOfu"l', ETC. 

She doesn't ?retend to think it's a joke. The shock 
is real and even unconscious1v exnected. But it's 
immense. tier face dissobles fo:::-a moment only to 
refo~ into a pretense of a social s~ile t~at keens 
on fading. 

JOP.l~ 
c:.. n a s 7:'.2.1:' , 
desperate voice) 

Leave Metro~ Leave Metro? 
been here 17 years. 

MAY:::R 

= 1 've 

Your oictures, one af=e~ anot~e:::-, 
are lOsir..g r:lOf'l_e:l. T::e Thea:=:.-e 
O\·me~s voted you JOX o:::::.ce poiso:;.. 
Even s~. fo~_years I 2a~d no . 
attenCl.on. You know l. Clon't ;;;:.ve 
UP easv. Joan. He'll pav 'lOU 0::: On the- contract. You can'~ afford 
to maKe three or ::our more losers 
for us. Then. it'll be too lace 
for you to t~! else~·lr..ere. 

58. 

CA\!ER.';' :1OVES T • .JITH hi::l, his body blocking ouc Joan agai::, 
until at he~ side she is revealed standing U'J to face 
hio, and then t'J.:-:1 a~Nay in an ex:)losion 0: ~)I'oces t. 

JOAN 
It's the scripts. 
Bad d:i rec tors '. 

HAYER 

Bad 'Jictures. 

Sad with you. Good with ot~e:::-s. 

7:1e:::-e are sudden tea:::-s in his eyes, and he pa tS h.:'..s 
eyes with a handkerchief. 

(CONTINt'E:)) 



59 COi.'iTDHJED : (2) 

TIGHT n,;o SHOT - FACE TO FACE 

tears in her eyes. 

JO.A. . .!.'1 
I keeo begging vou for a script 
with ;ome balls~ Write it for 
Gable and I'll play the hell oue 
0:: l.t~ 

Listen to ~e, Joan. Listen ~it~ 
your ears anc not with your pride. 
With me feeli~g is more i~oortant 
than r:1.oney. You're a g::-eat star. 
You're HollTwOOG Royalty. You're 
still beautiful. Look at vourself 
now. \.Jho can ask ::1ore of ~ woman, 
a dancer, an actress, a sYr:1.Dol for 
all the world. 3ut styles change. 
You'll leave. r.~·e have creative 
differences. We don': want to 
argue and f~g~c ~it~ eac~ ot~e~ 
because we love each other. Ever~ 
st:udio will. ~:;'i::...K:. :ieY"!:"e S::1ar~e:­
than me. rr.ey'll t~J to finesse 
L.S. Mayer. You'll get one, t~o, 
three, four, five oi2tures. You 
.,., I ~e 1- 1· ~ ';"'." ~ , 1 ~I i ~ ,:.-; t 
1 .c = .5 - an:... _ . _.:1 e y" _ _ J... aug _ l. ~ 

:::e. 

JOA:~ 
(in tears) 

fu-ui \'v:'~l :'QU be SO:'-~"'T t~e!1? 

XAY:::R 
I'~ sorry now. But nere there's 
no corl.fidence an:{J1o:-e. Tnere' s 
no hooe. ~o one can work Nichou: 
hope. It's (i::1e for change. Le:'s 
be f::-iends, Joan. I wish you 
prove us wrong. I wish vou success. 
New voices, new faces, a"breath of 
fresh air. wllo k:-.o'vs? 

nut she knows and she breaks down, sobbing, and he 
holds he~ tende~ly, c02=or~ing her. 

MAYER 
(continuing) 

Joan, Joan, don't do this to you~self. 

59, 
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(CONTI~1JED ) 
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60. 

CONTnrUED: (3) 

She stops. ~~GLE HIDE~S as she moves f~oQ nlffi. That 
power in her recovers, begins to fight. -A transfor­
mation. She faces hi3, noble, an aris~ocyat facing 
her executioner. 

JOAN 
I have no one to defend we when 
you don't believe in ~e anymore. 

She faces the inevitable, gracious, above the netti­
ness of swall things like life, career, 2oney. 

JOJ.l1 
(contin1...!ing) 

I'll leave then. I'll have my 
maid and studio peonle clear out 
my cottage. I have' a lot of 
y~ars to-collect. 

~!ayer closes i:1, takes her hand, eno~ously sy:::pa::he::ic 
ane he l:J £'.11. 

It's done, Joan. Yo~r t~i~2S 

Packed. 7:ie'l t ~e loading vo~::-, - - ca:-. 

This shakes her with a sudden dls3ay. a s1...!dden sha2e. 

JOA .. S 
You sean everybody already k:1Ows? 

Ll~e a g~eat a~~le:e she 
:inal e::o:-::. 

JOAN 

becaus e ~oje 

You always treated ~e WLt~ 
understa~ding and love. 

:c::- he:::-

A little cheek kiss. Then she starts out 0: the roo~, 
and he follows to open the door for her. 

T ""; 1 1 ,'1 ...... _-

JOA:1 
(continuing) 

you walk me to ny car? 

59 

~aye:- hesltates. He balances the t:::'s. 
. .,... 

s::..gnl.'::1.cance or 
( CONTI:ilJED) 
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CONTI:WED: (4) 

JOAl'i 
(continuing) 

I thought YOU said I was still 
royalty. -

race to face, they estioate each other. ~,en he 
kisses her and closes himself away in his office. 
There is the door. 

::::C. ~.~G}f LOT - DAY (SEORTLY AFT:::~) 

joan stands ~y the door of her convertible, outside 
her dressing room door. ~,e car is filled with ~oxes, 
pain:ings, the paraphernalia of years. ~fa~'"Y, Joan IS 

ward:-obe lady, slams the tr'JI1k shut. Her eves a:-e :-ec. 
f:-oc c:-ying.- She walks hesitantly towards joan, 
fighcing.~?re ~ears. !ney ~iv~ each other a big hug. 
Tears tr:.c:od.e Clown botn t:te:.r ~aces. They stand b acl: 
ane. ::1us-c.e:- a brave smile. No words. Joan ge::s :':" 
behine. the wheel, starts the car, and begins Co drive 
s lo~.;l;r dow"'TI the st:reec. A ~~ll i:1. the coor of the pro? 
deDa~~~ent waves at joan with a big suile. 

?ROP yr.A.~T 

Good It..:ck., Joan! 

~oan waves at hi::1, keeps driving slowly. 
a :::~; O~; PO. :3 ICYC~~ . ~ 

~~,:; 0:; A 3 iCYC=-::: 
See ya, Joanie. 

r.:J.anks, Gea~ge. 

She "Jasses 

Joa~ s=~~es. She tur~s ~~e co~e~ and scaDS c~e ca~ 
~n a oriv2te "Jlace. She closes her eves and takes a 
deeo creath .. She bm..;s her head down ;n the stee:-:':;:;:: 
wheel. Suddenly she scops and sits UD verv sc:-alg~: 
taki:tg anotne:- deep breath. 

She throws her shaul e.er s back like a char.;p ion. She 
twists the rearview mirror to see herself and wines 
under the eyes. She set s her jaw ane. gi ves hers~ 1: a 
big s::,.ile i:l the mi:-ror. She' puts the ru.rro:- back in 
its original position and star~s driving again. S~e 
:::'-.:rns a corner and begins to head down the long road 
tor.olarcis the s tud:'o ga te. She drives s lowly COwl', che 
ave:1.ue, which has ?eople on either side of it, waving 
to her, cooing to see Crawford leaving the s~udio. 

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 

They wave, blow kisses and callout AD LIBBED co~ents 
like: "Twe love ya, Joan," "Good luck!", _~'Goodbye, 
T '!" J ., d . 1 voan~e. oan SDl~es an waves to the~ regal y as 
she makes the long, slow drive off the lot, going 
into exile. She approaches the gate itself. She 
sits up even st~aighter and holds her chin high. 

GUA.:<.D 
C~od luck, Miss Crawfo~d. 

JOA~ 
l."1ank you, F-:-ankie. 

Joan drives through the gate, he-:- teeth c:enched i~ 
a tight smile. She tu~s the corner and pulls t~e 
car over to the curb. She takes a deeD breath and 
exhales it in exhaustion. She lets he~ head ~est on 
the steering #heel, worn out bv the super~ perfor­
~ance she has just given. 

C:JT ':'G: 

EX7. CRAwrORD ~OSE GArwE:~ - BACK YA.?:J - BRE:~TtiOOD -

C~'1E£l-\ ?~OA'I'S DO\·;:\ to discover a la::-ge secc::.o:i. 0= 
. rose garden has already been decimated. 

CA·fE::l\ MOVES to ri:1G Joa::' s fig'...:.re hacki:'.?; :::aniaca::':" 
away aC the ~esai~~~g ~ose ~ushes wi~h gia~c hedge 
shears. Joan is bloodv from scratches on her face 
ana a:--::1S as she ~J~ciousl~l ~'lhact<s ar.·:a-v ar :~e :-cse 
bushes. Her breath comes in gasps .. 

TO: 

r:~T. CEILDRE~' S BEDROOM - :aGH7 

Christooher is asleeo, straDDed i:1 his bed. Chris­
tina is' also asleep ~s Caroi' Ann bu::-sts through the 
door. She pa~ses for an instant, backlit in the dco~, 
and then moves to Ch~istina's bedside. 

Wake up! 
CAROL AJ.,\N 

r";ake up! 
(XORE) 
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CONTI~D: 

CAROL ANN (CONT'D) 
Your nothe:- '...;rants you cmv"'Tlstai:::-s 
in the rose garden. You, too, 
Christophe:-. 

CHRISTI::hl 
w-nat? \.Jhat IS happe!l.i::g? 

CAROL Al.ili 
(moving co untie 
young Christophe:-) 

Come along. ?ut on you:- :::-ooes and 
slirpe:-s. Your ~ot~e:- wanes you 

CUT TO: 

As Chrisci::a and Christooher ~ollowed oy Ca:-01 Ann 
a:-rive, Joan whirls to ~ace the=. 

.i.. '..jant 

JOA:i 
(poincing to fallen 
rose bushes wi~h a 
~wee?~ng ~?tion) . 

t:1ose oranc::es ·clearec opr 

of here. ~ow. Ti::a, get the 
wneelbay::-o\v a~·:: ::-ake. Ca.rJ~ .. -\...l:1, 

~hris~opher, s:a:-: gathering the 
2>!:'"anC.:1es t:.:J. 

(c:~ntinuin2; LO 
hersel:) -

Godda~L ... godca~ lazy ga~~ene~. 
(pause for breath) 

Onlv co~es once a week. 
- (pause) 

Does::'t give a da::-.n ... 
(Dause) 

Lets the' place go to hell. 
e pa'Js e) 

No lovalty ... Thev're ... all Judas' 
- e?a':1s~ ~ breach) . 

Laz ~l un~A' +-'.,-,.1 3asta"""'s I, I ., , .!... a _ l- !. .. ~ ~....... ..' _ u. ~ •• 

63. 

62 

63 
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64. 

63 

Joan savagely attacks anothe~ rosebush, flattening it 
with one powe=ful slice of the shears. CA}~Pili IS 
TIGHT ON Joan as she smiles and advances to the next 
one. 

CUT TO: 

CHR:::STI~~A 

who has retu~~ed with wheelbarrow, stares at her 
mother, paralyzed with terror. Joan glistens with 
DersDiration and blood. She continues to cenolish 
the bushes even Dore =e~ociously. 

l' . 1 
~1.n2.. 

JOAN 
( , , l' over ner snou_cer 
as she hacks away) 

B . , " • r~ng me tne axe~ 

Chr:'s~ina r:-'Jns to t:1e t:ool sI1ed and auickl«:, ::-ettl:-:1S 
with a lethal looking axe. By this time J~an has cut 
o.:oT .,.,., e"""""'v S';~ol e ""'ose"'u"';" LeO=~ s .... ~nd.;,..,C7 ;n sol'; :-".,... .. . 1/'111.:_ ~ __ ..I ,- .......... ?.- _ , -..I -: .. 1". .... ..... _ l..-a1 .. =-..... ~ ~J. _.J..._~_./ 

co~'nance o~ t~e -a--en ,- - 'o,pe 1 -. ~a' i -',1' o""'-n--~;'.I...I.. •• ~ .. , J.. ..... ~ 6.-0.L -,:,::J a J.. v ..... ) :'..L~ 1..,- l.. :c.l.~~ 

:--e'" -eel" .. , r~ "'-''-'e ;on,., "e"'''''' .,.... "e -""",- - -r_. - a , ____ '.':'.::1 ........ v ...... _ ... .r.. __ .-.J • _~ ... ~ I. .. ___ -:.1..:-' __ u_'_. ..!.. __ -::::> 
Deautl=ul, healenv, ~a:ure S'.JeClmen, nearlv 12 teet 
h 'ry1--- \1 +-' ""~-;:J;"";':1~;::; ~7"";' t- T .... --.; t"''""1 l1.=;,,:. ,.0,- ne;:,.~~~,:,~,,:::: ~n _ .. s~~n~, ~Oc1n g_aos ~:,e axe 
anG ::ur::..ously :Jeg:..ns to at~ack the tree I s trun::. 

as :~ey wa~ch, ho~~~f~ec. ~oo :~~gh~2~ed ~Q objec:, 
:~ey can onl? S~2..::.-e, as ~ve ... 

C~:- 3ACK :-<J: 

lOA:: 

c::oppi:"g 2:,;ay t.:r,~il the ::ree begins ::0 copple. :\s t::-',.e 
8:'ant c~ee goes dO\'ITI, Joan s:a:1ds ~ri~J.I:lDhan!:::':! holdi.::g 
her axe, as she surveys the havoc she h~s wrought:. 

Cl'':' 70: 

Sitting in the living rOOD is a delegation of ten 
LADIES. Thei~ ages range from late twenties :0 2id­
sixties. They are the executive council of presidents 
of oidwester~ Crawford =an clubs. Joan is t~eir idol. 
T:tere a::-e also eva PEOTOGR.-\?HE?-S. All wait: w:'e:: a 
hushed expectancy fo::- her arrival. 

CUT TO: 
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INT. TOP OF STAIRS - DAY 

Joan, dressed to the nines 
makes one of her entrances 
the bottom by Carol Ann. 
their feet reverentially. 

in a s ti..ITlning ne~.; day sui t , 
dmvLl the staircase, :r,et at 

The lacies have rise~ to 

lc"1e 
r:~E 
F_~~ 

JOfu~ 
How lovely of you to take the tiGe 
to come see me. It I s ladies lit:e 
you ,ina make it pass ible. I de:lend 
on all of you. 

MRS. ~ORGA.N 
(:noving to,·;ard a 
floral tribu~e in the 
center of the room) 

On behalf of the millions of fans 
in the }lidwest, please acceDe this 
token of our esteem. . 

heart-shaped garland of 
:i"S • .l...R.TS OF ~I:U-ANER:::C..l .. 
CL[BS." 

£lo':.;ers reac.s iI.-\U·iX'{S IX 
'..JIT:: LOVE) JOA:r CR..:\l .. =OKD 

MRS. :lORGA:~ 
(continuing) 

T'",.;o years a::-e too -long) :fiss Craw-fo::-::'. 
We're waieing for your next picture. 

JOAi·: 
I'~ waiti~g coo. ~n~il I find o~e 
to make us all ha:lpy. 

A =ounci or applause ana =2ces e~c~~g O~ ~oan. 

:losed ~v the floral tri~ute as the Dresident in :~e 
roregro~nd presents the heart: to Joan. The ?hoec­
graphers are popping their f~ashes as usual. 

Joan is choked with emotion. Tear3 brio. 

JOA:: 
I don't t:now how I can thank you, 
all of you, for your loyalty and 
your love. . •• 

A ~eat as Joan looks adQiringly at the flowers, then 
~:l at the worshi:lful faces of her visitors. Joan 
:reac~es out J over-flowillg 'with emotion, and hugs ~1~s. 
Mo~gan. Flashbulbs still pop. Joan begins to s?eak 
bue her voice cracks. 

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTrrmED: 67 

1. .. 

JOAN 
( continuing) 

Joan touches the flowers and looks down at them, over­
come wi[h emotion. 

JOA:~ 
(cont inuing) 

It's you ... my fans ... that ... keep 
me going .. . 

C1.;;:' TO: 

2XT. BACK Y ....... ~.D - 3RE~TI';OOD HOUSE - DAY 

S~?O!I~G AC~OS~ th~ freshly-r~ked and cleaned eart~ 
·wn:.en used to De t.:1e rose garGen. There are t~wo long 
tables set UP between the house and pool. At eae~ 
table sit five wonen. 2ach table contains a stack of 
autographed 8 x 10 glossies of Joan. Wocan #1 pues 
cardboarci around the photo, passes it to ~"oman :,!:2 'who 
stuffs it into an env~lope, woman #3 a~dresses the en-

68 

1 '" -"I ':L I, ;::) 1 -- ~ ~ ;::l n 1 '" ... .l :; 1 ~ ..... T .... ~ I-, 0 ve_ooe, WO'han :,--" se_"-~ ~,.e ~ .. ve_oDe ,Noman ',~ _-,-,-,:<~ ~_,~. 

stamp and hands it to Christina Nho smashes her li~:le 
fist" down to affix the scaDp. The second table is :l 

rroatch, right dow~ to little Christopher repeacin5 
Ch=i5:i~a's actio~s. S:an~i~g nex~ to C~=~s~cphe~, 
Carol Ann is supervisins the operation. 

CArt.O L A~;:i 
Isn't this f''':''''-;', C'r-.ristopher? 
doing such a wonderful job! 

Jean enters from the house. She scands oroudl? anc 
surve7S the e::orts of her troODS. 3eca~se of " her 
presence, the tewpo of the asse;bly line increases. 

JOA:: 
Ginny, a~e we =un~i~g short? S~a~i 
I sign soce Dore ?notogra?~~? 

GIXNY 
Oh no, Crawford, we have plen~y. 

JO~\~ 

Good. You're all so gracious to help. 

COOK 
Miss Crawford -- l~nch is read~. 

CUT ~'"' .l.U: 

I:~7. BREAKFAST ~OO!: - DAY (A FE~'" NI)IUTES LATE?,) 

Christina, Joan, C~risto?her and Carol A~n are in the 
middle of lunch. 

(CO~T:N1JE;::;) 

f"C) 0, 

iO 
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CONTI:(-WED: 70 

Each has a plate of rare roas~ beef half eaten. Chris­
tina's nlate has not been touched. Visible through the 
windows'in the back yard are the fans still busy at work 
in the hot sun. 

JOP-.N' 
Christina, you haven't touched 
your lunch. 

It's raw. 

JOA~~ 
It's rare, not raw. 

CERISTI~A 
But it's got all this red j~ice 
when I push on it, 

JOAN 
:hen don't push on ,- Rare ~eat 
is good for yeu, darling. The 
doctor said so. 

Christina cuts a s~all piece or ~eat, which is terri~ly 
rare. She starts to put a piece into her ~outh, c2n't 
do it, and lowers the =or~. 

JOA~~ 
( ~ 0 .... -.; ,..,,,.; T1.- ) 

'- l.LL._ ............ ~t_5/ 

Darling, ~eat loses its vitanins 
if it's overcooked. 

: had r::y 
Pi 1.1s . 

Joan speaks to Carol .:l.ll.n ':J:.t:l a strained 
. , 

sw:...!...e. 

J O .. ';':~ 
~ne negotiates evervthing li~e _ 
goddarr;' HollTwood agent. 

(to Ch ris tina) 
Christina, s~op acting like a 
spoiled bra t:. .. 

There is a deadly silence as mother and daughter stare 
at one another in a test of wills. Christina won't give 
in. Finally, Joan breaks the silence. 

JOA~ 
(continuing) 

You're not getting up from this 
table until you've eaten that ceat. 

Cl:':' TO: 
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nIT, JOF-J.'7 r S 3REAKFAST ROOM - UTE AFTER:WON (SEVE ?-P.L 
HOURS LATER) 

The lace afternoon light slants 
is sitti~g alone at the table, 
meat is in front of her. 

across C,risti~a, who 
Her untou~hed plate of 

This is one stubborn little 8~rl. 

Jean comes into the breakfast area and stands in =rc~t 
of Chriseina. Joan st~dies her for a ~ornent. 

JOAN 
You may up f:-cm the table nor..;, 

Ch~istina slowly gets UD and starts to leave. 

just 
your 

jOA.l.~ 

(continuing) 
a momer: t, IO"l..Lcg _l,:,-dy . Put 
plate ~n cne re=r~gerator. 

Christina 
~. ..., 
~ne ",vaL"S 

picks up her plate and goes into the ~~:c~en. 
to che ~ef~igerat8~ a~d s~a~:s :0 DU: :~e 
Joa~ is right behind her. 

JOA:: 
(conti:lUing) .. .. 

~ m nav~ng a c~nner ~art7 ton~2n:. 

Ch-- ~ ..... - ..; ;"i...J j ~ i""'l"" .. , - .......... - - -- ~ 
.L .L. ..... ,::,1.._D2, aJ. .. 1..- -. .... Ud "_ want- ,-0 ~e 

disturbed. You'll have dinner in 
your ~OCD. 

(points to the pLace) 
You will fi~ish everything cn 
that place. 

Renr',ants of dinne:- Dart'l. Joan finishes off 
vodka, refills and turns out laG?, starts up 
sta~rs. Pauses. She continues up and opens 
of the children's room. 

::-:e 
, . 

:.:1e coo:-

Cl.:7 TO: 

I:n, CHILDRE~ r S ROO~-1 - t:IGHT 

Jean walks over to Christon~er, adiusts his sleeo sa:e, 
cende~ly brushes a wisp of'hair ba~k frow his ~o~e­
head. 

7'-
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CONTINUED: 

She crosses to Christi~a, sees the untouched place of 
roast beef. She looks from roast beef co the sleeDi~~ 

• b 

Chris tina. shakes her head as if to say, "what aD I 
doing to do r,.;ith this child," reaches toward Christina 
and gently tucks the blanket closer to her chin. Then 
she sighs and ?icKS up the offending plate of uneaten 
~eef and exits the room. Apparently she's given in. 

CUT TO: 

DiT. CRAWFORD 3RE.-\'K,?-\'ST ?'001~ - CLOSEl7 - DAY. 

on the ~ame plate .. The, bee~ is now.cove::~ with ccn~ 
gealed ~at. It looKs gnast1y. It lS S:lli unto~cnec. 
Joan, Christooher, Carol Ann and Christ:na a=e at the 
table. Everyone is enjoying a breakfast of scraobled 
eggs. bacon. orange juice and ~il~ except Chris~ina. 
In front of her is the saQe plate of meat. 

C.....,~.:~ ... i.,.,a·~ .-;'l+=u' de~er::l~:1e"; e"-(",,""os~':on :--~ains as ."4-"."''- l.. '" ",,_. __ -,- ... , '- _ ..... , , ~ •• :-: __ "'-". .l.._ 
1 - "a- a~ l"nc"" 'les-",...-rla'! C"''''''~ s-' ~a ane 'oaM --~.,...'" _'_ .'II'::' L ~ _ ... 1.; .1... ___ 1..i. ~.~ ~ ....... ~ -:- __ .1. _:. '-' 1.. .... ..::J:_c:.~,-

at each otner, tnelr eyes 10CKe~ In a :urther esca~a­
tion in the contest cf wills. Fi~ally Joan sneaks. 

C~~is'Cina 

you::- glass 
and then you are 
cable. ::u::-rv or 
for school. 

excused 
yeu III 

of . , . 
m:::. ..... :::.. - , 

::;00 C:-le 

~e late 

s':ancis u.p 
5:ar:s :0 leave. 

JO;'.:: 
(cant i:1uing) 

Chris~ina! Puc chac place back 
in t~e ref~ige~ator! 

Christina takes her place and goes c~ro~gh :he s~i~gin~ 
doors into the kitchen. Joan stan~s scaring ae the 
-,.. ... ,..... (1'" ~"'..,. - c~.:' -4 ; s a ~--""'""l~.c·,l Toan'" or;:: :iwlnslng oors. ...,.l:;, ., ... .i..'- _ ,.ct"u ..... w._. v' • 1 __ _ 

out a sigh or frustracion and exhaustion. 

Joan turns to Carol Ann. 

JOA:~ 

(continuing)' 
\~ny must everything be a contest? 

CUT TO: 
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EXT. BRENTI..JOOD STREET - LATE AFTERNOON 

Joan is driving slowly 
peers carefully up and 
vously for Christina. 

dowu a residentia 
down the street, 

street. She 
ooking ner-

Joan turns a co~er, driving slowly. She sees t,.;o 
ten-year-old girls from behind, one or them blonde. 
S~e sDeeds UD, but slams her fist on the steeri~~ 
wheel"as she"gets closer and realizes it isn't C~ris­
tina. She drives to the end of the street, turns 
again, having circled the block. 

She t~~s down cnocher srree~. 
:"!)'.1~ wa l~:'ng a dog. 

JOMl 

She pulls alongs~de a 

Have you seen a blonde glrl, 
about ten? 

~~:~ 
Say, aren't you ... ? 

Joan accelerates before he can finish. 

75 
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~l-:.e tU:'-71S E.~~O th~~ co-;:-ne:r. C: ...... ~~5 :~:12 is ~.l? a:-teac., , c~·"·...:¢g - , 
~ng along tne slee 0: t~e roaa. ~oan soeeds :0 :ne cn~l= 
~~e~ h~~s the braKes. S~e cues the er.R~~e and j~~s O~~. 
She runs tOT.-la:-c Ch~is:i:1a J F."ho tUr:1S and c:.-i:l.£es :-e£lex­
i"'ve:'''v, l1r1st!re '!'Ntet~e::" :0 r"~~ or f:--eeze. Joan's :-elie'lled 
tone" of voice reassures her. Joan hugs her :i~h:17. 

jOA:': 
Oh, God, you scared me. 

(angry) 
woat do you mean, r~.nin; off 
like that? 

(relievec.) 
You had ~e wo~~ied 

(ang:-y) 

. , 
-- - r-- ," ::>...I.-_r>... 

I ought to bliste:- you. 
(:-elievec) 

Jesus! ~~ac if t~e pape:-s got 
hold of ;::his? 

Joan holds Christina away from he:-, to inscect he:-, 
to reassure herself that she's gat her back. Joan 
sGiles; Christina doesn't retu~ the smile. She 
doesn't trust Joan, doesn't know what to expect. 
Joan smiles again, ?leadingly. Christina offers a 
tentative s~ile and Joan gathe:-s her back into her 
ar::lS in an almos t suffocaci:1g er.1brace. 

Joan whiscers to Christina as the child is saueezed 
. _." , 0 k' u- o"'e"'- Joan's s'nou 1 der. aga~ns~ ne:-, L 0 ~ng 0 ~ v ~ -

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINGED: 

JOAi:~ 
(continuing) 

tilien will you end~rscand? I do 
things for your own good. 

Christina is half smot::-:ered in her macher's arms. r:er 
face is blank. Joan loosens her gri? and holds Chris­
tina away :rom her again. C!ristina looks dowu at the 
ground and Joan gently raises her chin so their eyes 
meet. Joan smiles at Christina seductively. Joan 
senses something is still wrong. 

Tina? 

JOA:'~ 
(continuing) 

Christina smiles sel:-consciously. 
cautious l.~l 0 

Then she speaks 

':oan bursts 01.:: 
, .. 
~augn~n.g J gives he~ a K:::"'SS. 

JOA:~ 
I'll be: you are~ Okay -- ~et's 
us sneak over co ?inkie's and 
!'~l buy you a delicious hoc dog 

C~ristina noes enthusiastically. Joan gees se~ious. 

JOA;i 
( con-'; ~l.,i ,..,~) 

i. :... ........ ~ ......... = 
I love you more than any:~~~g, 
Christina. I love you very =uc~. 

A beat as Christina looks at ner ~other and knows jus: 
what she's supposed co reDl~. 

CHRIS7I:·i;.,. 
I love you, too, :!or.:mi e c.eares c. 

Joan grabs her back into that crushing hug. 

eeT TO: 

I~~. CHRISTI~A'S 3EDROOM - CLOSE SHOT - NIGET 

Christina asleep. a dim light from the hallway, peace 
on her face, but angry words, muffled by many walls, 
but sometimes clear, shake her a'..-lake. 

..,,, 
/ 0 
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CO~TI)lUED; 

JOAN'S va ICE 
You've been s~?op~n~ aroQ~d eve~ 
since I got Ch~s JOo. o. 

(a long pause, now 
more t'..lriously) 

You've been snooping around since 
I got this job, ~rying Co find 
out ;.hat it is. 

at that familiar tene 

JOfu~'S VOICE 
(continuing) 

Well, now YOU know! Yeu know, 
don't youf 

Svery werd isn't clear, but enoug~ to~ :~e violence 
to ceGe th:::-ough. ,l.2iGLE \·;IDGIS to sho''; the :1:.:2;:1 tti3e 
bedroon, Christooher asleeo and st~aooed ~n:o-his bed 

~ . . ~ , 
the bed:::-oom door open co t~e di2ly lit hallway, and 
the BrentNood sile~ce ou~sice. T~e fig~c goes a~, ~U~ 
Carol Ann's words are j~st so~~ds, Joan's the same un­
t~i they suddenly yell out. 

3 LC\.; . 

JOA.:'J'S VOICE 
(continuing) 

ADd you know ic nm.;! 

Suddenly 
frcl:1 Ca-:-oi ~ ... n:1, a~c. the:l. :::-:e SGl.-:~1) 
Joan's voice eruots with ~aug~ter. 

CLOSE SHOT O~ CHRISTI~A 

..... - 2. 

who shrinks back in her bed, and lies the~e, wcncer~~;. 
terrified. Her mother's voice is low now, jus: the 
:::::1br-e of ~er speaking, ~s?eak:-~g, suddenl?:.: :.s s:--.. a=? 
again, cutting through tue wailS. 

Veda! 

The exchange with Carol Ann continues now, rising w~cn 
growing anger and therefore grow~~g cleare~, al:noug~ 
Carol Ann's answers are diw, just sounds lost in the 
walls. ANGLE W!DE~S as Christina gets ouc of bed, and 
C.:1e C~~RA HaVES WITH HER as like a thief she wakes 
her way to the hallway, ready to run back to bed at 

76A 

. ~., , ~., -. h· .., 1"" ...... e- t 
t~e sl.:.gntest eJ...ar::l. .L1ie I1.g:. t gOlng on l.n ne~ mO'-4~ '": s 
bedroom is clearer new, her mother get:i~g angrier a~c 
angrier in her typical -,.;a;T T,.;hile Carol Anr.· s words are 
just said, without Quch expression, as ii, as is usual, 
af~aid to assert herself. But the words are clearer. 



76B 

73. 

niT. tLA.LLHAY - ~OVI:~G SHOT 

Christina makes he~ ~ay slowly to her mother's closed 
door. 

JOA:~' S VOICE 
In my closet? 

A :·!1.JR.:'!1.1R from Caro 1 Ann. 

JOAN I S VOICE 
(continuing) 

All yOUy handke::c:--,iefs a:::-e in 
your Ow-n ':0'0 dra"."e:::- ',.;here the? 
ahlays are. - \·Jhat -Ne:::-e you doing 
snooping around in my closet? 

The:::-e is a long ~1L""M.3L::: of t.:!I1clear -,.;ords f~om Carol iu,n 
and by now Christina is at her mot~er's door, listeni:1g 
in the silence of chis eno~ous house whe:::-e the only 
so~nds are the f~:::-y abou:: co e:::-u?= again behind the 
door. Suddenly a chair falls over inside Joan's :::-008. 

C:-n:iscina r~..:ns away but stODS 
yell agai:c. 

~, , 1 as sne nears ~er motne:::-

JOA:{' S VOICE 
( c~ "n ~ -r 'M1''; ~ ':J') , -v ..... __ ., ...... _ ... ? 

You've DeeD snooplng around ever 
since I got this job, ::::-ying to 
find out what i: is. 

-=-:::'5 ~..lr1~::.o~,,-n job s:ar~les and i:1:e~es:s C:l.::-is::'::.a, a::c 
at the s~~e c~~e, t~e ange~ w~~c~ isn'c d~=ec:eG a: 
he~ ~aKes ~er lean close~ Co the coo~. 

!OA:J'S VOIe::: 
(continuing) 

Well, now VOu know! 
don't you? 

K...'10W wba::. 
CA~OL A:i:~' S VOICE 

Know what, ~o::her? 

This even reply and strange use of mothe:::- brings 
ChristiCla fir:::ly agains t che door, lister.ing avidly. 

JOA:~ 's va ICE: 
You know that's my ~nifo~. 

CAiZOL AXN' S VO~ CE 
Your un:.ro"!:"m? 

763 

Suddenl:" the voices die dOw11 inside. T~ey are speaki::3 
bue quiecly to each other. Joan is urging so~ething. 

(CONTI:JVED) 
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76C 

CONTINUED: 

JOA:J'S VO ICE 
Jus t loude::-! 

CAROL ANN'S VO I CE 
(wi eh anger) 

I'm really not sur?rised. You've 
never spoken of your people -- who 
you came from -- so perhaps ie's 
natural -- mavbe tha~'s whv Father. d _ 

And now a great blow, a slam against something, and 
Christina, terrified for her mother, swings the co or 
open, crying aloc.d ',.;i::h an..xi ecy. 

?L:LL SHOT 

'V ., 
.~OmD:' e. 

C~RISTI:iA 

?AVORI~G Christina's head and shoulders and in ;can's 
bedroon, Carol Ann ?ta~c:.n~.~p, surprised, a movie 
scriot aDen in her nands ~nl:e Joan is near :he ~ail 
- ~~ ~.. ""'~.. , ~ .;""\'"..- - . ;v,,_cn "".e na_ j '-'s '- s ,-rucK. 

C-:RI S7 I :iA 
C""'H',..," n'-' - a ~o "''.-,e'''') --......... .I.~J.5 ~ ~ .... '- .. .1. ... 

w~a~'s W~2~g, wha~'s wr0ng? 

Oh my darlL~g. Sh ... II~ just 
rehearsing with Carol Ann for a 
net·] Die :ure . On) sweet::ea:--t:, 

':<isses and CLOSES . . 
nugs ~e= 

them ane Carol Ann pats Christina's hair. 

JOA:~ 

(continuing; leading 
Christina to her bed) 

Now, be a good girl and sit 
quietl'!, ',vhi Ie :1or..mi e does her 
work. ' 

She crODS Christina up :'TI her bed and takes a posi­
cicn~ while Carol Ann sics down at a make-believe 
pia~o, but reads from the sc~ipt. Joan, of C8u~se, 
knows he~ lines. 

74. 

76B 

76C 

(CONTI:iL:ED) 
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75. 

COI~TIIWED : 

JOAN 
(continuing) 

And for God's sakes, Carol Ann, 
try to get some expression in 
your lines, or read them faster. 
Don't keep me waiting or I lose 
the emotion. Let's go. 

The c~ild watches as Joan gets ready. 

Joan does 

JOAN 
(concinui:1g) 

I won't slan the wall this time. 
I'll just clap my hands. Like 
this. 

(claps) 
Let's start where I g~ab you by 
the shoulders and yan~ you aro~~c. 
I'm going to start real high up, 
and don' t hold me UD 

as she said and Carol Ann is ?ullec. 
around, holding her script ready rea2. 

JOA:\ 
(con: i'1'..1i:1g) 

You've been snooDin~ around ever 
s;n~A "'.L 70- -:.,; -' 10:;"D C~'1';"'7 r-" .... '-- 0 I.- - ... ...I..~....; , "- .. _ .... := ... v 

find out wha: i: is. we~:, new 
you know! You ~now, don't you? 

C~ .. ~OL A.:;:'~ 

K.,ow ~Nha t? :Znof.v '"N"na:: J >10 t~e::-? 

JOA~~ 
(50::1';-) 

You knew that's 2y unifor::t. 

Your e;ni:orc::? 

JOAl: 
Yes, I'm waiting on tables in a 
Glendale restaurant. And voe; 
knoH ie, now. 

CAROL F.m~ 
:1y mother, a COrTh.-:lon waitress. 

Christina's face is fascinated. T~is is her mot~e= 
and ie isn't. In a way it's true, yet false. The 
CAl-IR,A i-:OVES r:~ m: H2R, LOSING TH~ OTHE?S ' .... hile a vi­
sion takes its place, the vision of Christina herself 
being an actress ... something so incredibly wonde=ful. 

76C 

LAP DISSOLVE TO: 



76D INT. CHRISTINA'S BEDROOM - CLOSE SHOT 

Christina back in bed, under covers, listening as 
Carol Ann speaks qUietly not to wake the boyo A~GLE 
WIDENS. 

CAROL ANN 
Your mother's been practicing 
and practicingo You know how 
oerfect she always wants to be, 
but now she must-be oerfect. You 
understand? . 

CERISTI:1A 
She wants everything to be perfec:. 

CAKOL ANN 
That IS '.vhy sOwetioes she ca:1. be 
hard on people she loves, like 
you and Christopher. 

CHRIS:::'I:t.c,. 
She loves you, too, Caroi Ann. 

CAROL .';'N~~ 
Well this ti~e ic's even 80re 

• ~.. t .. ~ 

~mportant. Lney re maKlng your 
mother take a screen test ... you 
~now what that is? 

r­Y~r!.en 
you? 

CHRISTI~.~ 
chey aren'c sure 

CAK.o L A)l:~ 

Thac'~ r~ght. You k:1.oW how shaDefu~ 
that LS tor her? ~ow brave she 
is ... She's doing it for a:1 of 
us. She wants this fi:~. She 
knows she's right. She is chis 
character, ~ilcired Pierce. She 
knows, she knows, and we have to 
help her. We wi~~, won't we? 

CHRISTIXA 
I will, I will ... 

76. 

Carol Ann kisses the child, and leaves the rooa, the 
ANGLE ~IDE~ING with her, until it is there as earller, 
the footsteps going down the hall, a door closi~g ~nd 
suddenly the voice of Joan, once again. 

JOAN 
Veda! 

CD:- TO: 

76D 



76£ INT. CR);"TORD HOUSE SITTI:1G ROOl'-!, BAR, ETC. - CLOSE 
SHOT - :'IIGHT 

77. 

An elaborate radio phonograph is broadcasting the Acad­
emy Award program. ANGLE WIDENS. The lights and shad­
ows of the living room reveal Christina and Christopher 
wearing their nightclothes and bathrobes, sicting side 
by side on a sofa, listening, happy to be up so lace 
and at the same time a little edgy. Joan, in a beauti­
ful dressing gow~, is stal~ing the room, and Carol Ann 
is close to the set, listening avidly. It's very late 
for the children, but the electricity in the room is 
intense. 

ANNOUNCER 
.. , He is now opening the sealed 
ballot. 

A new VOICE breaks in. 

VOICE 
The " .. ·Hnner fa::, the best male act:J::' 
is ... 

Joan ias jus: ;JUt a,v'a7 half of her vodka Crl:1k, a71G. 
glass still in hand, listens .. 

~lOICE 

(continuing) 
Ray ~illand, in The 

Joan makes herself a new 
out from the loudspeaker 

::-Ie was good. 

i:1 the grand 

JOAN 

~ne walks around the room, takes a Kleenex and os:en­
:a:icuslv blows her nose. Evervbodv watches her. The 
radio will continue on, announcing ~~e next set of 
awards for the 3est Actress. 

JOA~~ 

. (conti:1tlin9) 1 

You thlnk I was rlgnc not to be 
there, Carol Ann? 

CAROL ANN 
Yes I do. 

JOA:~ 

It's a lot of bull an·y"'"T...lav, the 
waY thev vote. They make deals, 
the studio votes in blocs. 

(~10RE) 

(CONTINL'ED) 

76E 



76E CONTINUED: 

JOAN (CONT'D) 
(dri:1ks) 

Well, the best act8r is a vote for 
a lush. That figures. God, I 
hate this night. It: turns every 
damn year i:1to a crisis. 

78 . 

The Radio Voice now goes on to announce the nominations 
for the best actress: Ingrid 3er~an, in The 3el13 of 
St. ~arv's; Joan Crawford, in Mildred Pierce; Greer 
Garson in The Valley of Decision; Gene Tierney in 
Leave Her to Heaven. 

JOAc.'1' 
(continuing) 

I wish I really did have the flu 
bad. I wish I was raving mad 
with fever and didn't even have 
to listen. 

CHRISTI:;;'. 
You're going to win, I know, 
:fo!iJr:lie. 

...\.NNOUNCER 
l-!e is getting the envelope now·. 
r:e is opening it 

Suddenl-) ';oan s i:s Gowl'. on the couch, :)Uts :1.e:- a::-:::5 
;:l~O".,..,rl h' "'.,.- C..,.; 1 ,..l-~n ana' 1 '-__ ....... u. ,__ ' __ -'-'~"" '=:l, , c ... oses ne,;,. eyes. 

C:~RISTI~~ .. .!... 
Evervbodv said you were so 
wond~rf'..li . 

1:'1e picture's 
, . 

a ~l.~. 

JOA~1 
Oh, shut: up ~ 

ANNOl;':'ICER 
And the ,: .. inner is Joan Cr a'Nto-:-d 
in Mildred Pierce ... 

76E 

The shouts of the audience f-:-om the set is drowned C~: 
by Joan leaping from the couch with a great yell 0: 
triumph, Carol Ann applauding. Joan is dancing round, 
and Christina ~ans around her, just as from outside 
there comes a tumul t 0 f APPLAuSE, HOR~S BLOwI~~G, VOIC:::S. 
The ~OISE I~CREASES and Joan just s~ands there, C~ri5-
tina nearby. Joan kneels, embraces her, kisses ~e~, 
then is u~. 

(CO~TI:1uE)) 



76e. 

7SF 

CONTINTJED: (2) 

She runs to a mirror, studies her face, her looks, a 
few touches. Outside the VOLL~~ BCILDS. 

79. 

Joan is in all her glory now. For a moment, the future 
and the past glory are one with the oresent. And she 
goes to the foyer, follow~ng Carol A~n. 

I~T. FOYER/EXT. FRONT OF HOUSe. - NIGHT 

At a signal from Joan, Carol Ann opens the door. ~~e 
gates are open, the la,m is filled '..;ieh the fan ch:b 
ladies as well as just the curious. Behind are heaci­
lights, horns, cars. The TELEPHONE RINGS AND RINGS 
in the house. The children watch, and Christina drinks 
in the glory of stardom that now like a heavenly radi­
ance floods unon her mother and, therefore, on her. 
As Joan appears, the applause is deafening, while be­
hind dimly, occasionally, the radio goes on with the 
Academy presentations. 

.l. • .. na 

?lease .. , 

cne voices die dCT.';:! . Joan is Camille, ill, but 
brave, haDDv, but frail, s~anding there. She sudden:~ 
holds out'~er a~s to her rans. 

JOA-\] 
(conci:1ui::g) 

I would rather be here with vou 
than an~vhe~e else i~ t~e Nor~d. 

Joan, Joan they shout at her. 

JOAN 
(continuing) 

You, all of you here and everYN'here 
&3Ve me this award. I acceDt it 
rrom vou, and vou alone. I'love 
all o~ you. A~d please, excuse me, 
good night. 

Thev aoolaud and ;oan retires, as _~ she can barely 
walk. 'tarol Ann waves to the fans and closes the door 
as Joan suddenly takes orr, spinning and turning, 
alive, ~appy, triu..."'Tlpnant, gathering Christina in one 
hand, whirli~g, whirling, while the crowd applauds 
.outs ide, the PHONe: RI~GS inside, and RA.DIO GOES ON 
A~D O~. Now, Christina is up in Joan's a~s, held 
tight, face to race, whirling, whirling. 

76E 
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DISSOLVE TO: 



77 

80. 

I~T. CRAI.JFORD' SHOUSE - BRE::J"r.·/oOD - NIGHT 

The DOORBELL RI~GS. Christina ooens the door to admit 
a handsome stud, rather you~ger ~han Joan. The man 
is CS\RLIE DUVAL. Charlie flashes his lovely whiLe 
teeth in a winning smile. 

CHARLIE 
I'm Charlie. You're Christina? 

Chriseina ushers hi~ in. 

I'll cell 
CHRISTI~A 

:foITr.1ie you're 

Christina goes to foot of stairs. 

CHRISTINA 
(con:inuing) 

, 
nere. 

:-~ommie, 'Uncle' Charlie is heye. 

JOAN'S VOICE 
( ve 11 s d mvl1 S t air .3 ) 

3e a ~a~l~~o a~d ~~x h;~ a u ..... __ ..:. ... ~ ..... ~.u.J..... ...l ...... a 

Christina . , 
S~lll.eS s'weetly at Dc.:val and cyosses 

bar. 

Ct;-: TO: 

Joa~ and Duval aye in bed. On the nig~cscand, emp=~ 
• ·.k.e is £a~t a~leeD wit',~ a ~ill~_'lo_ of ~a~i3=2c-gi..asses. ~ ~ . ~ ~ 

cion on hi.3 face. Joan is' lying on her back rigid, 
eyes ~ide o?~n. Suddenly her hand reaches out and 
nudges Char~~e. ~e rolls ovey and ?Uts his a~s 
around Joa::. 

CP...,-\RLIE 
(half aslee?) 

'Noat's the maet:er, baby, stil.l 
hung:::::"? 

She smiles and turns co him. Charlie leans up on one 
elbOW waiting to seyvice the Queen of the Scree~. 
Joan yeaches out, lig~tly caresses his cheek, ~:ashing 
a lovely CraNford smile. 

Get: dressed. 
~ . OJ.. nere. 

Charlie is astonished. 

JOA~ 
Get your ass out 

(CONTI~FE) ) 
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78 

79 

CONTINUED: 

CH.-\RLIE 
It's four a.m. Are yeu crazy? 

JOAN 
Get out. Now. 

CHARLIE 
(=ol1.s over) 

I'm going back to sleep. Wake 
me at nine. 

Joan shifts ~e= position i~ bee, places both feet in 
the small of the man's back and violentlv ~icks hi~ 
out of bed. 

JOk'1 
I said get d=essed and gee the 
hell out ~ 

CP ... ARLI::: 
(picking himself UD 
off the floor, he 
dees what he can to 
salvage his dignity) 

w1-lac a bit.ch! 

JOA,,\j' 
I can buy men like.vell anytime! 

CR.~::zL :;:::: 
Women you= age have to! 

-:';{T.';;"CK! She slugs hi::1. T':-H.JACK! ~e slugs t:e= 'oack. 

81. 

78 

7wice. Joan is stunned, not prepa=ed fo= this violence. 
Sca=ed, she races to the F=ench doors and goes onto 
:~e po~ch, closi~g C~e doors behi~d her ro= J~8tec~~o~. 

JOA~ 
(t~=ough the glass) 

Get out or I'll screan and 
the cops UJ he=e. 

I:JT. CHILDRE~' S gEDROO:! - NIGHT 

CUT TO: 

Christina and Ch=is~opher. Their eves wide open. 

CUT TO: 

79 



80 

81 

82 

83 

I::1T. JO&~' S BEDROOM - :lIGHT 

Duval putting on his pants. Joan is still on the 
balcony. 

CHARLIE 
(yells at Joan while 
he fi~ishes dressing) 

You goddamned scre':ved up selfish 
actress bitch! 

JOA.'I 
(yelling back 
through the 
glass) 

Get out of here, you soft pecker~ 
Soft peeker! 

1:l7. ~~LL OG~SI~E JOAN'S 3EDROO~ - NIGHT 

CUT TO: 

Charl~e exics the becroon, crosses the hall and dow~ 
the stairs. Christina and Christooher Deer oue the 
door at his departing figure. They rush to tne~r 
window ~o ~a~ch ~i~ ... 

E:C. HOUSE 

82. 

. .. leave and see Joan ~l~~~ a s~oe ~hich glances c:: 
his shoulder. Joan is st~ii on ner oalconv. ~ne 
hurls the second shoe. This one bounces o=f the hood 
or ~lS car. He looks up at her, still half dressed. 

~issed, bitc~! 

JOA~l 

Up yours, soft peeker! 

TH:::: CHILDRE~ 

rush back to their beds. Christina hurried straps 
Christopher baek into his bed. 

CUT TO: 

80 
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83 



84 

85 

86 

JOAN 

83. 

84 

She is trying to get back into her bedrooQ throug~ the 
French doors, which have locked from the inside. 

JOAJ.'l 
(muttering) 

Son of a bitch. " rotten bastard ... 

She looks for sornethi~g to break the window w~tn, finds 
nothing. 

JOAN 
(continuing, mut~ering) 

Should have saved cne shoe. 

She begins to laugh at the incongruous situation. She 
gets to the children's balcony Goor which is a~so 
locked. She 

Al.~GLE 

-- taDs on the door. Christi~a gets UD 

Joan stands there laughing. 

CHRISTE~A 
Mommie? ?'!ocr::ie? 

and lets he::-

85 

Joan has difficul ty coming dmvc; :::roc laeghing. 
Christina's face in her hands. 

She c<.:ps 

JOP":'i 
Oh, my God, :ina, it's all so 
crazy. Life is crazy, Den are 
crazy. Let's ~e crazy, too. 

EX7. BEACH - DAh1"~ 

c;: 70: 

The scene is pristine and lovely as the t"..;-o 7..;-alk alon.§; 
the beach hand in hand; the pre- da\vll light :nakes che 
sea silver. This is the same stretch of beach she walked 
with Greg early in the film. Joan is more open than 
we've ever seen he::-. 

JOP~'J 
Do you miss Clot having - . ") a ratner. 

CHRISTr:~A 
Someti~es. 

(CONTI~UED) 



86 CONTH-TUED: 

JOAl.~ 
Hell, I never had one either. ~y 
mother married three times, bu~ 
they all went away. :hings were 
hard then. 

MOVI?;iG T\-JO SHOT 

84. 

86 

TIley watch the rise and fall of the surf. 
it floats along wi~h thes. 

Soft and sad 

JOAll' 
Things are always hard. ~ley'r2 
hard when you begi~, and they're 
harder and full of Dain when thev 
keep trying to end." 3ut you can~t 
let them end, because that's the 
end of you. 

(real loud to the sea) 
I've r.-lon an Acadenv A'.;ard. .~d it 
still gets harder all the ti~e. 

(dra,.;ing Tina 
close, g~nt~y) .. 

Do you ~,derstana, Qarl~ng? 

CHR!STI:':;;'. 
I do, :fo17!TI1ie. 

JOA:-i 
I kee? rememberi~g now, Tina. 
All those big ~e:ro years I never 
had to renember. I had no ti~e 
to remember. I didn't ";Jant to 
remenber. I re!:'lember ho,.; I -.-lanced 
to dance. God, how I wan~ed it 
and how I lovee it. I was good. 
Life was bad but when I danced it 
was gOOd. I was free. 

She takes a few 7..lhirls on the sand and then sits dm~ 
beside Chris tina, an arm arolJ .. '1d her. 

JO&~ 
(con tinuing) 

How do you make strangers care 
enough to let you dance, so you 
can live and dance? I tell vou 
how, Tina, darling. You eat' dirt. 

(i10RE) 

(CONT I:HJE:J) 



86 CONTINUED: (2) 

JO.A..i.~ (CONT' D) 
And you keep eating it and living 
it. And you have to be lucky. 
And never neve~ give up. 

(embracing Christina) 
You must never give up. Remember. 
Mornmie knows and Mommie told you. 

CH:rUSTr:~A 
I won't, Iv:!ommie. 

Joan lies do'Wu on the rise of sand, looking up inc:) 

85. 

86 

the s tarry sky and Chris ti41a gazes dmm at her, en­
thralled, happy to be so close, happy to De part of her. 

JOfu~ 
I made the chorus li41e and lived 
in a New York dump. I danced at 
the Roseland with' any~ody who 
bought: a ticket. 

She outs her hands 
. ld'. , 1 •• nOlng ner .:..lKe a 

C1~ound Christ:i:1a, 
small child whic~ 

JOA~~ 
(con tinuing; 
tenderly) 

dra" . .Js her close, 
Christina is not. 

You were born here, sort of. ~= 
was here I said I wanted you. I 
wanted to find you somewhere in 
the world and make YOU mine. You're 
really all I have n~w, darlin2. 
It's hard to be alone: I alw~ys 
",.;as really alone until you case 
into mv l~=e. You were a oerfect 
babY. "You we~e mine. I c~uld love 
and" not be afraid to love and be 
betrayed by love. You musn't 
change, darling. You must be mine 
and never change, and I'll give 
you anything you want in the whole 

1 ' war ~a. 

Christina feels loved, wantea, safe. 
mother-. 

CHRISTI:~A 

1'11 ahvays love you, (·lor..nie 
deares t. 

She clings to ~er-
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86. 

CONTINUED: (3) 56 

JOAN 
.. And you 'll have everything, 
you wanto 

Christina gazes with grave intensity at the beautiful 
face near hers. The dist&it surf sounds eternity around 
them. 

JOAJ.'l" 
(continuing) 

Tell me. It's yours. 

CHRISTI:~r\ 
I wan t you to love me. 

Joan is overcome with tears. 
like ~NO wrecks at sea. 

T~ey cling to each other 

JO.A .. N 
You can never lose tha~ love, 
Tina, darling. It's yours like 
yours is mine, always, always, 
al'N"ays and forever. 

C~~R~ PULLS BACK SLOWLY ~:il beac~ and surf and sound 
loom up and those two are specks in the nigh: of vas: 
forces and ~i:ne. 

Cl.'T TO: 

JO.A1-1' S DRESSE~G ~OO~f - 3?..E:rTI.JCOD :tcusr: - :nG1T 

Joan is ',.;ea=ing a long black nightgo\..,Tl and robe. S:-:e 
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is oreoari~g for bed. She takes a si~ from her vodka 
gla~s and cissues off the layer of cold crean on her 
face. She apolies lotion with a cotton ball, t~en takes 
a paper Japanese fan and fans her face to dry the lotion. 
She then hooks on her chin strao. She scrutinizes her 
face, pulling closer to the mir~or. She pulls the skin 
back on her:- cheeks and eyes, smoothing out the li:1es. 
Then she puts on a cr:-eam that leaves her face ghos:::"? 
T..;hi te. 

Next she puts her black satin eyeshade over her head, 
leaving the eye patches at her hairline, like a pair 
of slli""Jglas ses propped on her head. She take sana tr .. e::­
swig of vodka, sucks in her sto~ach and stands tall, 
examining herself in the mirror. ~ith a sigh, she walks 
ouc. 



88 INT. CHILDREN'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

87. 

88 

Joan stands at the door to their bedroom, light stream­
ing in behind her. She sees they are both sleepi~g. 
She bends dow~ to pick up a sweater on the floor. 

She turns on a light in the closet and begins to hang 
up the sweater when she freezes. She stares at a dress 
that is on a wire hanger, just back fran the dry cleaner, 
then yanks it orr the rack. Her eyes widen as she pulls 
the dress off the hanger. 

JOAl1 
( . . \ snout:..ng) 

A wire hanger! 

Christina sics up in bed, star:led awake. 

CH:KI S'l'INA 's POV - J0A2'1 

Her view of Joan is of a Qonstrous figure in a flowing 
black nightgmm, stark t...;hite :ace, and black eve sask 
UP on her forehead, chin s~raD below. Joan's ~yes are 
glittering with rage. 

JO.~~ 
How many times do I have to tell 
you, no wire han~!!! 

joan turns back to the closet and :..n a frenzied rage 
pulls all the clothes off the bar they're hanging on 
and flings them into the room. She grabs the sweater 
boxes from the shelf and hurls their contents inco t~e 
room. C.ristina holds her pillow against her. 
Christopher, trapped in his harness, lies still as a 
pas sun, - only his fear-r,.,;idene d eye s fa llowing tis 
mother's movements. ~ .. lhen Joan has emptied the close: 

, ',..1 Ch" ,. h " sne st::-:;'ues to 1.rl.stl.na,'oJ:;'0 crl.nges as ,er motner s 
hand reaches out for her. Joan grabs Christina by t~e 
hair and pulls her out of the bed. loe child yells i~ 
pain and fear as Joan drags her towards the closet. 

Joan then lets go of her and starts attacking her bed, 
ripping off the sheets and blanket and tossing them 
into the middle of the room where some of them fallon 
top of the cringing Christina, bu::-ying her. Chrisci~a 
pokes her head out from under, scared to look, Due 
scared not to. 

N1 GLE ON jOi\:'1 
who suddenly spies another ,,.,ire hanger On the 

1::' _ 
.:..lOOL. 

(CONTINUED) 
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She snatches it up and sta=ts beating Christina through 
the covering of bedclothes. 

JOfu~ 
(yelling) 

No wire hange=s! 

CHRISTI:.lA 
Stop, Mo~~ie! Please stop! 

JOAJ.~ 
,\-ihy do 'lOU alr,..ravs de::v me? ~~ne!1 
r,..rill yo~ lear:1! ::To ':vi re hanzers ~ 

Joan stops pounding on Christina. She g=abs ~he child 
by the w=ist and drags her out fron under the blankets. 

JOAN 
(continuing) 

l'1O\v clean up your mes s ! 

Joan tUr:lS t;)wards tr:e open bathroom door and r:er ex­
pression becomes even more c=azed. She pulls Chriseina' 
towards the bath=oom, the child dragging ~ehind her along 
the carpet:. 

JOP':~ 
(con tinuing) 

Did you s cnlb the b"a throom toda:1~ 

Christina, too frighcened and shocked to let hersel= 
staggers to her feet as they reach the bachroom doer 
and Joan turns on the light. 

Yes, :'fommi e . 

Joan whirls on her, 
Christina shies. 

raising her hand as 

'v ~ ., _ e s, ,.omrrn.e 
JOA.\J 
what? 

cn.1ST I~~A 
Yes, Mommie dearest. 

to slap her. 

Joan lets go of Christina and kneels dow~ beside the 
sink, running her fingers across the floor, which is 
im.uacula te. 

JOA...~ 
You call this 'clean'? 

(CONTINUE;)) 



88 

89. 

CONTINUED; (2) 

CHRISTINA 
(quivering) 

Miss Jenkins said i: was clean. 

Joan ya~ks open the cabine~ under the sink, pulls out 
a can o~ cleanser and stands up, grabbing Christina 
again. 

JOAIi 
Is that all you can do? 
your mothe!:"? 

Contradict 
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Joan snashes the c~eanser can do,.u on Christina's head 
and hits her several ti~es with it until the cardboard 
can bursts ooen and the white ~owder goes :lylng every­
where, mostly onto Christina .. 

Help! 
Scon! 

CHRISTINA 
( screami:-Ig) 
Stoo! ~iot ?lease~ 
Help! 

joan =li~gs C~e b=oken ca~ agai~s~ :he Nall and s~oves 
Christina ~urther into the bathroo2. 

JOA:~ 
You'll get no help. You'll c~ean 
up your mess jy yourself. Anc 
I'1l inSDecc 
., ..... -~ Cl~ ~:;,.... r 1.a.<..! e_-'-a.D_ 

'_" n r ".'""., e ,.., 0 "'-71.' ~ ~ .... -... : .. ~ . _.. .:... ..... 5 , 
l:.t:::.Le Dl.:C.:1! 

yet.! 

J02n S~Q~S Que 0= t~e roow, sl~~~~~g ~~e 8eC=OOD doo= 
behind her. There is a beat. Noboev moves. Chri5:0-
pher slithers out 0: his restraint. ie gets up and 
goes to the bachrooc, from '.·;hence cor::es :'rT;F?LE:) SOSB =~;G 
~OISES. Christina looks up at hi~, wiping her face Wl:~ 
a washcloth, the white gritty pow~er allover he=. 

CHRISl:"OP~E~ 
I'll help you. 

?anicked, Christina stops crying. 

CHRISTI~A 
Go st=ap yourself i~. She'd kill 
me if she round out. 

Christina takes a deep breat~J looks a~ound at the tc~­
nadoed room. She shakes he= head in amazement. neT 
nexc r,.;ords are 
bidden ones. 

. , 
ones sne s ~or-

(CONTI:rCED) 
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CONTINUED: (3) 

CHRISTI)lA 
(continuing) 

Jeezis Christ. 

CUT TO: 

IN':'. CRi\'.<JrORD HOUSE - LIVING ROOH - NIGHT 

The room is domi~ated by a mag~~ficent C~ristmas tree. 
The tree is complete~y decorated and the packages are 
placed carefully around ie. Joan, Christina and 
Chris copher are being i~cervie!.ved for radio. .:.:1e 
children sit s ti££ly > 8.0p ing they <..;i11 remeIT.b er their 
lines, knowing a perfor2ance is expected of thes. 

The (non-twin) twins are tucked at her feet. 

Once agaia, flasr:bul':l 5 pop. Pc TECmnC L..;.:i counts 6,5, 
4,3,2,1 -- now. 

(effusive and phony 
-- but .. ~me~ica 
bought it) 

No rencr: on Christ~as woule ~e 
comnlece without a cescriDtion 0: 
how' one :-loll'1"";ooc faI':l.ilv SDenc.s 
c::is hOliday' ... so now ~et'r shop 
into an i~agi~ary sleigh and whisk 
out: to the hoce 0: one of A.merica's 
foremost: actresses, ~iss Joan 
Cra'!'...J=o::-d. 

JO~ .. ~,: 
(.:1er most gracious, 
movie star ~a~ner) 

~e are so very happy to have voe 
with us. 7his is my daughter, 
Christina. 

,. 1 1 :te.J...-,--o, 

CHRIS:I~;A 

(so brightly) 
everybody. 

JOA)l 
And mv son, Christopher. 

C2RISTOPHER 
11i. 

(CONTI:~UEJ) 

88 

89 



89 CONTINUED: 

INTERVIE~~cR 
Miss Crawford, could you tell us 
aboue what you would call your 
mose exciting Chrisemas? 

JOAS 
I think the happiest mooent or 
my life was ehe :irst Christmas 
the children ca~e into mv life. 
r don't see how Christmas can be 
enjoyed withoue children around. 

INTERIjI:::\~cR 

Hell, all .~iler{ca knows of your 
generosity in adopting both 
homeless children -- and I'd like 
to tell our listeners c~at they 
are beautifully behaved. 

JOAN 
I feel that disci~li~e mixed with 
love is such a good recipe. 

I:iiERV I:::~ti:::R 
wnat ti'-1e do. ::9u expect yater 
;toungsteys ~vll.L d'W-aKe!1 ton:O::--:-8,\-l 
cnorning: 

JOA~; 

( ';nQ~~,1 ':J'Q'f""'- '\ 
~- ... ~-o-·':'i-) 

I'm afraid they are likely to be 
up by six-thirty at the latest. 

I:~T:C:R1J 1::::"1::R 
Gill they coce straight i~to vour 
rooe and waken you? 

jOA:~ 

I'd be disappointed if they didnft~ 
Chris enas is our .: avori te day 

of the year. 

I~1TE~ ~l IE~~L~ 

Christina, do you and your brother 
get locs of presents at Christ~as 
time? 

CHR ISTI~).. 
(oerfectlv memorized) 

Yes W"" 0"'0 "ot~"'-' - f: ans -en~ ... J "'- • .1.:1 .... -""- ::,.... .::> ~ 

us so Dany beautiful things. 
01ORE) 

91. 

89 

(CONTDl1.:Eu) 



89 CONTI:lUED: (2) 

CHRISTI;;iA (CONT'D) 
But we like to share them wit~ 
other boys and girls who aren't 
so fortunate. 

INTERVIEWeR 
Miss Crawford, would you tell us 
what's to happen after we leave 
you tonight? 

JOAN 
Well, the children and I will 
probably just r",atc~ the C1rist::las 
tree lights for a while. ~Gen, 
later, we'll welcome so~e of t~e 
children's friends, who'll be in 
to help us sing some carols. 

INTERVIEUER 
And then surely you finish UD by 
reading "Iwas the Night Before 
Crlris c~as ' ? 

JOA:~ 
Oh, no Christ::las Eve would be 
complete without that. 

I~~:'ER'J IE~·JE.R 

As a Christmas Dresent to our 
listeners, ~ouid all ~f yo~ like 
to say the Last two l~nes tor us? 

JOAN I CH IL'J RS:-: 
(she leads the 

chor-..:s - - all 
three i:1 unison) 

'And I heard hi~ exclai2 as ~e 

drove out of sight, 
~!erry Cnrist:illas to all, and co 

all a good night. ' 

I~·JTE~V IE~:E?,­

And good night to you, Miss 
Crar~lford, and thank you for 
allowing all of us to share 
your Christmas Eve. 

JOAN 
Thank~. And a very me~~y 
Christmas to you and all of your 
listeners. 

92. ' 

89 
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CONTI:iUED: (3) 

And, by God, there is so much warmth in Joan's voice 
as she speaks her last lines that we believe she means 
them with all her heart. 

CUT TO: 

INT. 3RE~TWOOD BA~ - NIGHT 

Christina is standing behind the bar aOlng her best 
impression of a miniature joan~ playing hostess. T~e 
object of her attentions is another NEW CNCL2, TED 
GELBEi\. 

CHRISTI~~~~ 
~'!ommie 's no t qUi te ready, ~~r. 
Gelber. Will it be scotch and 
water tonig::1t:? 

~ed walks to the bar. 
TE;) 

( smiling) 
Please -- but easy on the scaten, 
honey. 

Christina smiles flirta~iously. ~ne ~i:ls the glass 
with scotch, a splash 0: water and three ice cubes. 

CH:EZI ST I:~";' 
(teasing) 

3 11[, '.f.:, (' l'r,e; .,. ;:~ .. _'i ~ _ v e ~ ~ _, "- __ .... cc ~ "-

'Uncles' drinks that way. 

T 
~ . 

TED 
(laughing) 

a~, .. not your uncle! 

Christina studies hin for a moment, then hands hi~ t~e 
dyink. 

~!or:T.1ie asked that you come '<.:-;Jstai:-s 
no",; . 
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Christina turns and begins to walk out of the room. :ed 
tastes his drink, makes a wry face, looks at his ver~ 
strong drink then at Christina who is at the foot of the 
stairs, smiling. He smiles, shakes his head, and fol­
lows Christina up the stairs. 

c:.:r TO: 
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94. 

I)lT. JOA.L~' S DRESSING ROO1'1 - NIGHT 91 

Joan, seated at ~irrored dressing table, fully made ~O, 
is wearing a light robe, loosely wraoDed, revealing h~r 
ora, panties, and garter belt. ·She ~Quches per:u~e 
over her neck, shoulders and legs. SOU~u OF APPROACH­
I~G ?OOTSTEPS. She quicklv checks her aair and makeuD 
in the mirror, and turns with a char~ing smile as . 
Christina appears in the doorNay. 

CHRISTI~~A 
Gel:,er 1.S Clere. 

Jca~ stands, still smili~g. Christina seeDS aside :0 
allow Ted to enter. ~e is several years J~an's junior. 

JOAN 
Christina, bv t~is time vou know 
you can call' him encle Ted! 

CHRISTDIA 
Yes, ~o~,ie Dearest. 

( she s.ni 1 e s 2. t '""",\ .; ......, \ 
.l~ ••• ) 

'L'ncle Ted.' 

Chr~5~ina ~eave5. 

JO~ .. ~ 
(hold~ng out ne~ . .. 
ar:::s, l.r..Vl~:.r:g 

his er:1br ace) 
Ted, ciarli:::1g. 

1oan's robe sli?s open f~rther as she goes hun~ri~~ 
i:1::o Ted's a:-:ns. 

Christina crosses the living r208 and goes to bar, tak­
ing Joan's bottle of vodka and a fresh icy g~a~s ou~. of 
the refrigerator, pouring her a good strong DeLt. l~en 
she smiles into the mirror, winks at herself~ 

I~;:-. JOA~-{' S DRESSI:\G Rom: - ~IGHT 

CTT
"" 1..;.1. 

Ted is sitting on the chair in front of the vanity 
table. Joan has her leg up on the edge of the table, 
provocatively right in front of Ted's face, as ~he 
~ulls on a stocking. She pulls back the lace ecge of 
her slip to get the black garLer strap. 

(CONTDn':ED) 
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CONTDlUED: 93 

She caresses her leg as she smooths the stocking. Ted 
is eyeing her and getting turned on, which is her in­
tentiono Ted reaches out his hand to touch her leg and 
Joan playfully taps it away, teasing him further. She 
then rolls UP her other stocking and inserts her foot 
pulling it slowly, sexily, onto her leg. Ted can sca~d 
it no longer, and goes dowu on his knees as he moves in 
on Joan. He begins kissing her passionately. His hand 
slides up her leg. 

Vodka in hand, Christina arrives through the bedroec. 
She comes to a sudden stop, fasci~ac~d by their e?b~ace. 
Joan's back is to the entry, so sne coesn't see Cnr~s­
tina arrive. 

TED 
We've got company. 

Joan pulls a< . .;ay fran the kiss and gets up. Joan smooths 
her sliD, fixes a stray strand of hair. Christina is 
riveted' by what she's seen. 

.:...\..:. . 

CHRIS~I~;', 

(gracious~y) 
l. brought you a r:reshener, :·10Q.IJ.ie 
dearest. 

JO;.i'~ 

Looks like cv baby is growing '-.1'0. 

JOA:~ 

Tina, I ~~ ~our G~th~. rand vou 
are my c:1l.lc. I co :<:::10\-7 -.-lha t ' s 
best for YOll. 

CHRISTI:~A 

(mounting panic) 
wnacever I did, I "..Jon' t do i c 
again, I promise. I can be 
better. I promised God last 
night when I said my prayers 
I told him I'd be good and that 
I'd blow hi~ a thousand kisses 
if I didn't have to go. ~ can 
be better. 

(a beat; desperate) 
Please cell me what I should do. 

CU~ TO: 

reac. 
find ';oaIl 

CUT TO: 
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EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - PALOS VERDES - DAY 

Joan's car turns into a blacktop drive<..,ray. Beside the 
driveT..,ray we see a sign reading: "CHP.DHICK COCNTRY 
BOARDI~G SCH.OOL." 

JOAN (V. 0.) 
(brightly to Christina) 

You'll see, darli~g, the ti~e ~ill 
flv by. You can call me collect 
any tir:le. 

ceT TO: 

EXT. C~~DWICK SCHOOL - DAY 

The car pulls up i~ the circu~ar drive and ~~S. C~~D­
WICK, the hea~ilistress, comes out to greet :he~. She 

95 
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is fiftvish, with a kind face and a snlendid Dosture. 
Joan an~ Christina get out of the car: Chris~i~a looks 
at her mother pleadingly, tears in her eyes. ;oan gives 
her a repri~anding scare and moves to Mrs. Chadwick. 

She shakes ~rs. Chadwick's hand and pours on the honey. 

JOA~ 

hOW kind or you to greet us, 
Clad",.;i ck . 

Christina stares at Chadwick a ne~vcus, 
ex"';)ression. 

:11\S. CEAi)\,;ICK 
I know you'~l be happy here, 
C~risti:1a. 

(ea!'nestl:l) , 
I won't. Please don't =ake ~e 
stay. 

(to Joan) 
I don't wane to leave home. 

::rs. Chadwick looks sur::>rised and concer:1ed. She ?uts 
her hand comfortingly o~ Christi:1a's shoulder, then 
glances questioningly at Joan. Joan shrugs it off with 
a firm smile. 

.lOA:l 
Just last minute jitters. 

(back to Tina) 
You'll see how lucky vou are to 
be at this lovely school. 

Joan kisses Christina on the forehead and shakes 
Chadwick's hand. 

CHRISTI~A 

Pl ease, ~'folT'.r.,ie, don't leave ,",e 
here. 

(CONTI~UED ) 
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CONTINUED: 

JOAN 
That's enough nonsense, young 
lady .. , ,,,hac will HI's. Chadr",ick 
think. ? 

~'ffi.S. CH..~.mnCK 
I'm sure everything will be fine 
once you settle in. 

Joan gets i~to the car and waves gaily. Christina 
stares mournfully at the car as it goes dowu the long 
d::-ive. ~·frs. Chadwick 'Juts her arw around Ch::-iscina 
and walks her towards t~e main coor. 

i'LRS. Ci-I.A.D\jICK 
(continuing) 

I know just hor,; you feel. 

Christina looks up at Mrs. Chac.,,,icK in surp:::-ise, un­
prepared ror elllpa thy from an aciul c. 

T' ........ 
~ ... 't ~ • C:: .... A..DW'-:.c:{ SCHOOL . ..\t.:D IJ:'O?"IC'l - DAY 

C::T TO: 

teu:::- vears have ?assed. we CO(~ IN on a new Christina. 
She ~as matured ~nd developed into an accraccive young 
teenager. At the moment she is on the seage alone. 
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She is reciting a ~onologue for ~e~ act~ng class. I~e 
ot:her kids are spra,"led on seats i:1 che cia::-k auditeric.:r::. 
As Tina reciees, C;'.1!:E::z.~, P.1.:iS thei::- faces. They are a2.: 
:ixed on Ch::-istina. She is quite geed. 

CHRISTI:-;;" 
(in character) 

'Gnderscand! The first wor~ ! 
ever heard ouc of anv of Vall was 
chat word "unde::-stand." ::::.; 
didn't I "undersr:and" ':::-ta~ 1. r::.usc 
not: play wieh water -- cold, blaCK, 
beaut:iful flowing wate::- -- because 
I'd spill it on the valace ciles. 
Under~cand! I don'c'want to 
understand. There'll be time enough 
to understand when I'm old ... If r 
ever am old. But now nm·; 

Chriscina pauses when she finishes. ~he auditorilli~ "C~ 
been totallv quiet. The other students now break i~to 
applause. Christina comes dOwTI f~om the stage, pleased 
but sligh:ly eobarrassed by chei~ encht;siasill. TONY and 
VE~;, two of the students, are holding hands. 

Great, Christiha. 

(CONTI~T.:ED) 
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CONTINUED: 

CHRISTI:~.A 
Thanks, Tony. 

VER..;. 
rimat play is that? 

I Antigone. ' 
written by a 

CHRISTIXA 
Ir's a Greek myth, 
..,.... , ~ ., 
=rencn pla~NTlgnr. 

TONY 
Can I have your autogr2ph ~hen 
you're a movie scar? 

He is teasing, and Christina gives him a play~ul, 
tatious punch on the ar2. 

C'eT TO: 

Joan and Christina are in Joan's booch. Joan's eves 
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~. • ~ t - l ' 

cons~a~tL~ rove ~n~ r~sca~ranc, .e~en w~en.~ne s .S?eaK~~g 
to Cnrlst~na. Cnrlstlna lS upt~gn:, arrald to GO or say 
anything that will provoke her illother. Joan finishes 
several vodkas curing the scene. 

JOA:~ 

Jo sit up properly, Christina. 
Isn't this fun, us having a date 
when you come horne for the weekend? 

Chris~ina straightens her shoulders and sits up tal:er. 
She breaks off a piece of bread, butters it careful:~ 
ane:' " .• ~- ~- c·ai~-~l., into he- ~o"~~ 7oa~l- ar~g~r·-c-.1.. ~"""I.,...':;:' _:-. _ .... J.L-.J.., ..... ~ _.. .. .. _ ............. t.- ... J.. ...; ~ ... ;:, _,-_ ... J. ____ .. ':' 

is on soce people who have just corne into the restauract 

JOA~: 
(continuing) 

Look who's here: after all those 
:ace lifcs I dicnr~ know s~e 
could move ~er ~outh en?ug~ to 
chew. And ner Dastard nusoand. 

Joan motions for the CAPTAI~, who brings menus. Joan 
takes hers and continues looking ac the aoorNay. The 
Captain smiles at Christina as he hands her t~e menu. 
Sh~ timidlv returns his smile. Joan looks over and 

J 

sees this. 

JOAN 
(continuing) 

Don't flirc, Christina. 

Christina bleshes bright red and looks down at :"er wenu 
mortified. Joan hands her menu back to the Captain ~ich 
a gracious smile. 

(CONTI~UED) 
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CONTINUED: 

JOAN 
(continuing) 

We'll have the Hobo Steak for 
t',..;o; rare. 

Christina looks UD at the ment~on of rare meat. She 
looks at the Captain writi:1g clmm the oreer. She con­
siders w~ether to say anything, but stays silent. 

JOAN 
(continuing) 

And two limestone salads. 

The Ca~cain leaves. 

JOf..J.'1 
(continuing) 

?lirting can be taken the wTong 
way. Besides, we do not socialize 
with chose who serve us. 

Christina takes a report card out OJ: her purse. 

CHRISTI~)". 
I wan: vou to see t~is. 
all A'S' and one B. 

~ ... goc: 

~oan glances at c~e report card, ~uts .- dow~. 

J O~-\:~ 
I'm very proud o~ you, dear 
\·i'hac abo1..2.:: your Christmas care: 
lis :? 

CERISTI:':4~ 
I' '7e had exaws, (-:omoi e . I' 11 
get my cards out on time. I'm 
not a baa y any'!TIore. 

So~eti:::es I ~Nist-!. :TOU s=ill -:·le-=e 
a babv: not a moment's trouble. 
So obedient. Being away at sc~oo~ 
has made you rebellious. Perhaps 
you'd be becter off at hoce. 

98 

Christina looks panicked at the idea OJ: being taken out 
or school. 

I'm sorry. 
schoohvork. 

CHRISTn-:;,. 
I've had a lac: of 

JOP-.. N 
I work like an ox to send you to 
a good school. 

(l1ORE) 

(CONTHn':ED) 
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JOA:'l (CmlT' D) 
Times are damn tough and I still 
treat you to a lovelv evening 
like this and whee d~ I get? 
Smart-aleck backtal~. 

Christina swallows her inclination to defend herse::. 
She musters a smile. 

CHRISTI:1A 
I'm sorry, :-:oIT'.r:!ie cea::est. 
~ry to be bette=. 

JO.A1{ 

I'll 

We'll see, dear. ~ow let's enjoy 
dinner. 

CUT :0: 

Ch~is~i~a :i~~s~es ?u~:i~g t~e clac~es i~C8 a f~on:-
,,....ac·-;~g '-a5'-1-;""0 '"'"'ac'-l"""O C:;-",e r=-o:::es ~1-",e G~'OCc aT','''; ...... """ _ • .i. ....... -ItJ I. .. _!. ... ? . ;'.1.. ... ..... ::-. ....;... _ _ '-' _ _ 0'"' -: "-

s:ay:s t~e ~aC:l:"':1e. 1.:1 t.:-:e w. g. Joan 1.5 CQEl:..:-!.g dc\v-::' 
the stairs. She stODS at t~e jottOD an~ watc~es 
C~r~ -.-.;. ,-}..-",:~.;:" ·1-, ""r- -0 ",= T ..,...-~,:::) ...... -t.,o .'_~;:'l..~:1a. \..;.,_ ... S~~:1"", I..;."""",a __ u __ oan, ca __ ~_;:, '-._~ 

O~ ~~ b s~e~ -~ a -econc ~ac~~~e a~d be~~~- -0 ~~k~ ~,: .. ?,-"!. a_. '-:.'-'-'. ;:, _ ".' .,-_ •. , ' ;s-_.;:," -c·'" 
out t~e tL:1LSned we: launcry. 

-' ') J.lna. 

JO_~: 

CHRI S'I'::~.':' 
'lot: scared Det 

J 0).. .. :: 
Sorry ... 

Joan walks over to a table ~ear her daughcer and ~e­
ings, absent~inded:y foldi~g seve=a: towels froe a 
la:-ge d=y pile. 

JOA:-: 
There's a proble~ we have to tal~ 
abou: ... 

CE~IS7I:\A 

wnat did I do? 

100. 
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99 CONTI)IL'ED: 

JOAi~ 
No. No. It's not you, dear ... 
I'm having sOwe financial 
difficulties. I let t~e extra 
help go ... I just spoke with the 
ChadwicKs about your tuition ... 
They've agreed to let you go on 
a work/scholarship program. 

Finding it tough to continue the conversation, Joan 
fingers the edge or a folded towel. 

CERr S~ I~l . .1. 

(waving ~o her mother) 
Tclat's alright ... we'll ma~e out .. 

JOA:~ 
(almost to herself) 

I had to work 3V way throuzh 
school ... scrubbing- £loors~ahd. 

(to Christi:1a) 
It'll d~ you. good to lea~. the 
value 0: worK earlv ... 

(sits on a ~earjy 
stool, leaning he~ 
elbows on the table) 

Sut there's somethins else .. 

10I. 
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]oa:1 takes a deep ~reath, runs her hands over ~er 
face, her forehead, t~rou2h her now short ~a~r. Sud­
cenl:;, unexpeccedly, she Segins co crv. 

JOA:~ 
(:ighting sobs) 

You're going to have to be ~y 
brave girl when I tell you this. 
I lost t::lV concrac': at \.Jar:1ers. 
For the rirsc ti2e in twentv-
s even years I 'ill on ""Y or.v"TI .. ·. no 
studio ... no contract ... no 
monev ... nobodv to ... I've never 
been"' so alone.' 

Christina reaches out to Joan and cradles her in ~er 
t... "'I .,. • -OC'K'; ~- "ne~ ~en",""1 ar:ns, :lolCl.ng i1er,.... .....~·o .. 0 . '-- .. 

CBRISTE'i.:'" 
I'm here, (-:oIT'.r;-,ie ... it's going to 
be alright. I'll help you. 

(CONTI~LED) 
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CONTI~mED : (2) 

JOAN 
eve;:y quietly) 

I'm scared, Tina ... I'm really 
scared ... I didn't think this' 
could haDPen ... to me ... wnat am 
I going co do?! A:cer all these 
years ... I can't ... 

CHRISTI~A 
(in tears) 

Ssshhh ... sssnnn. It'll be okay ... 
We'll ~anage ... t~ere now. there 
now ... I love you, :-!omr:1ie ... I 
love you ... 

I:iT. BAR - LIVE~G ROO:,: - ~nGHT 

CC'T TO: 

Christina's finishing cleaning UD after a party. She 
empties ashtrays, rinses glasses behind the bar. ~ne 
sighs 'Nith extausticn, and exits UD the staircase. 

CGT TO: 

I~T. JOP.":i'S 3EDROm-1IDRESS~:;G ROm~ - :UGE: 

r~~~ .... -;~ ..... e""-o--- -~e d~~,o""--~-"'Io ..,...OC~ She looks .... _~l~~,-
\""O .. .l. .... :-,:,~ __ ._~ .:. ... l.. .... ..1...:;:, ~~ .. ~. ~_:;:,,::::_ .... _::::: _ • L~... ~ c,_ ....... '- .... '-t 

~eo'..,~ -~e .... oorn d' ~""e"p'eC1 ,.,'o ... ...,es sC-""-O~OG Q'~_. "'_c;~-:: -- ..... o~ :- .. .:...... <0 ..... .:: ......... -..!.. ,~",:" 1.- ..... ,...... C::-'-----, --' 
Lng taD~e spreac wL~n cos~e~~cs. ~tanc~ng a~ the ocen 
door, she ~nocks on the door. ~o answer. Everv light .. . 
l~ t~e ~cow ~s on. 

CHRIS'II:'iA 
(calling ou~) 

She 'Naits, then enters the roon slowly. 

CHRISTI);'A 
(continuing) 

Mot:4":lie? I came up to say goodnig:ct 
"f .? . .. _ .0r.r.11. e . 

Concerned, she walks fur:her into the room, seei~~ 
no one. She moves slowly towards Joan's bedroom. 

CHRISTI:JA 
(continuing; scared) 

. :1cmmie ... ? 

( CONTI:n':ED) 
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101 CONTINUED: 

Not a sound, no reply. Christi~a walks into the bec­
roo!:'!. Joan is sDra,Jlea, face down on the carpet. 
Christina rushes· co Joan, turns he~ ove~, and ~hakes 
her. No response. Chriseina listens for heartbeat. 

CHRISTI~A 
:iy God ... ! 

(calling oue) 
Carol ?..nn l 

She ~shes out to the landing. 

CERI ST I:'L~ 
(continuing) 

Carol f...nn ... ! HelD ... 

CAROL A0i01 
(coming up the stairs) 

T"'nat is it? 

CERIS'lI:1A 
Something's happened! Eurry! 

1::7. JOA::' S 3EDROO>: - :;r G"G:' 

Cl-l::-is:i:1a corues rhro'llg:-: t~~e ODen coo~.va:' ::J :1er ::1ot:-~-
, ... l' C 1 \·nF'l,'-~)"''''''''''''''''~t..;:> er S Sloe, "'-nee_lng. aro_ nn .. _0 __ 0."", ,---_0""5'( '-.,~ 

door. She does not hurry, or see~ ruff:ed. 

GiRIS~I~~A 
(dist.ressed) 

She's sicl-:. 
1 ike th:'s .. . 

Ca:-01 Ann lOOKS dm,,":l at the ur:conscious Joan ',;i :r:ou: 
eootion. 

CHRISTI:!'':'' 
(continuing) 

Carol Ann ... She needs 
Call the doctor! 

CAROL 

. . , ne_D; 

She doesn't need a doctor. 
drunk. 

CHRIS1I:t.:.. 

She's 

" Drunk. ? No .. , Are you sure: 

103. 
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(CONTING:2:D) 
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104. 

CONTIN1.iED: 

CAROL A~'"N 
I'm sure, Christina ... believe me, 
it's not the firs~ :ime. 

CHRISTI:-1A 
wny didn't you cell me .. ? I 
could've helped ... 

Christina sits for a moment to let this sink in. T~en 
she looks UD and for the first time notices that Joan's 
bedroom is rill~d to o~Jerfl~wing ':Ni::h ~""hat are obvi­
ously an extens~ve ser~es or deDart~ent store Dur­
chases. There are dress boxes: some ooened Nich new 
dresses s?illing out, others still unopened, etc. 

There is a new fur coat on the bed, still with the 
tags on in amidst: the w~appi:1gs. T:'1e~e a~e perrlaps 
a dozen shoe boxes on the bed Nich new shoes inside. 

CHRISTI:~A 
(continuing; shaking 
her head and ~oving 
to touch the new 
?urchases) 

wnen did she Dl..lY a 1::" tnes e? 

INa days ago. 
a':cernoon. 

They caIr..e this 

CERI S'II :~;.. 
L thought we were broke' 

CAROL A~::: 

Let's put her to bed. 

Christina nods sadly. Carol Ann gets a grip under 
~ioan's ar=ls. Christina takes Joan's feec and t:cey 
carry Joan to her bed, placing her on it. 

CAROL A:~~;; 

( ,~ on r ; n"'; ..., 0') 
"- -- -- ... ~.~ 

I'm sorrv it has to be like this ... 
for you ~nd for her. 

Christina nods sadlY. Carol Ann leaves as Christina 
covers Joan with a light comforter. She arranges a 
nillow ~nder Joan's head. She sits next to Joan en 
~he bed and gently smooths back a strand of her moch-
't, • er s nalr. 

CUT TO: 

102 
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. ~ , 
.!.. '-.,; :...:. 

EXT. CH.A..DI.JICK RIDING STABLES - DAY 

Christina, Janice and Vera gallop their horses ou~ of 
a riding path to the stable. Christina Clscounts ane 
~and.s the reins t.o TOt,~{. He is Vera 1 s bovfrie!" .. ci, but 
just now he is interested in Christina. As he unsad­
cUes the horse: 

TOL-lY 
(so Vera won't hear) 

Wanna meet oe here tonighc? 

CHRISTI~A 
(glancing at Vera) 

TONY 
We could go for a wal~. 

CHRISTIXA 
wCJ.aC about Ve-::a? 

TO~~ 
(he shrugs) 

You wa~t ~o C~ ~oc? 

1 nave to ~ave a reason? 3eca~se 
·~·oU I re ...,~",r- -., ..J .... _ .......... ~ 0 . . 

~:-:e ·N"o!:"GS "becaT.lse ;lOc.':-e p~e,,:::?'" GO :":. 

nc~s her head and aga~n glances a: Vera. 

The moon is full as Tony 
at.~ay f::-om the 5 tab les . 

and Ch=is~ina ~al~ 

EXT. GR.:"'SSY SPOT ~~EAR HORSE CORR.;.L 

C:;-: TO: 

eCT TO: 

Christina and Tony sit side by side in silence. He 
kisses her lightly on the mout~. 

Tm;y 
You're 50 precty. 

CHRISTI:i;" 
Am I? 

105. 
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lOS 

CONTIN'U'ED: 

Pe kisses her again, a bit more seriously. She is so 
starved for affection of any kind that her arms go 
around hiill and she kisses hi~ back. 

CHRISTI:~A 
(continuing) 

Am I really? 

106. 
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Tonv makes an affirmative sound and gently pulls her 
dow-n with him. His hands start to roam over her bodv. 
Christina doesn't see~ really to notice. Her eyes fill 
and as he touches ner, she repeats the ~uestion over 
and ove:::-: 

Am I , , 

CHRISTD1A 
(continui:1g) 

"'-0a' 1'.7 n""'e-L.r;-,? .1.0 ____ ..," :. J... _ .... ~e? 
reaLly ... 

Christi:1a and TIny are enti~ined in a oassionate e~-
• ....,. , 1 • ... • , Drace. ,.2 Gloves Cler s~:.r._ up as. n~ ~ent:~y :I'.?ves. to 
lie on COD of her. SUddenly a snrll~ VOICE Drea~s 
-;"'e':"'" 10v;'~ak';~C" 
L.':'J,. _.... -- -~.I..I. - .... ::Jo • 

VEl.'... 
Great! 

(a beat) 
This is real great! 

Ve::a.~ 

(vicious) 
I'm goi:1g to tell. I a~. 

(s tarts awa::) 

I~T. ~S. C~.'...DWICK'S OFFICE - DAY 

CUT ~~ -v: 

Joan is pacing and smoking, in a rage. 
is behi:1d her desk and Christina is on 
lent and forlorn. 

~rs. Chadt~~ic~< 

the couc:-" s::'-

JOA~~ 

(to Christina) 
How could vou humiliate me like 

·this? I'n' ashamed to be the 
mother or ... I can't even think 
of the word! 

(MORE) 
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107. 

CONTIIWED: 

JOAN (COL~T 'D) 
(to ~rs. C~adwick) 

How could you let this happen! 

~1RS. CHADlnc:\. 
I understand your concern, ~iss 
Crawford. Both students have ~een 
put on probation and will have no 
privileges for a month. 

JOA:~ 
Probationl This is appalli~g! 
I've devoted myself to making 
Christina a ?roper young lady. 
That boy should be expelled! 

:1RS. CHADIE CK 
~~owJ Miss Crai~ford. T~-nen th.=-s 
sort of thing has happened before 
r..;e have :cund., .. 

lOA:: 
(interrupting, 
shouting) 

Before? ! 

~fRS. CHAj)\·jr c;: 
(s~ung, she cernes 
back str-ong) 

Chadwick has an imDecca~le reD~:aticn 
and -- Hnen s~ude~:s b~eaK :~e 
rules we curtail their - . 

=~eeGc:::. 

JOA~~ 

( toe : 0 co e <,..; i t h 
Hrs. Chad,·;ick) 

We're leaving here right now. 
Obviously she can't ~e controlled 
in this environoent. 

Chr-istina fights panic and tears. 
tinues to struggle to contr-ol her 
',..;i.ch Joan. 

:frs. Chad\~l:ck cc~­
temper and reason 

!·:RS. CHAm~ICK 

Nothing really happened between 
your daughter and the young man. 
It was innocent. I think you're 
over-reac':ing, ~fiss Cr-awford. 

(CON'I'I :~T:E D) 
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108. 

CONT:NL'ED: (2) 

JOAN 
And I think you re unde:::--reac:ing, 
Madam! 

Joan grabs Christina by the hand, jerks 
~eet, and propels her towards the door. 
looks pleadingly at Hrs. Chadwick. 

he:::- to her 
Ch::ist:ina 

M~l 
its 

JOAN 
(continuing) 

cOffinliments to your school 
, . • . 1 - . 
l~peccaD~e reputatlon. 

or;. 

CUT TO: 

Joan g::ips the wheel as she d::ives out of the school 
gates. She ~uobles in her pu::se for her silver :~as~. 
She shakes it and throws it on the floor when she 
finds it empty. Christina sits li~e a statue on the 
:::ont sea: next to her. 

JOA:: 
\ .... ne::e the hell can I get some 
vodka around this d~~p? 

CHRISTI:~A 

The::e's a lieuor s:~re to the 
right. 

JOA~~ 
_ shauL: have know"!1 yeu' d kno\,; 
~he~e to :~nc c~e boys and ~~e 
booze. 

Joan hits the accelerator pedal, and the car lurches 
fortla::d "ri th a SQUL-\L OF 'II ?-ES . 

ceT TO: 

EXT. JOA~r' S BRE'::iT',,JOOD DRIVE::\·;AY - ~IGE7 

Joan's car pulls to a quick stop. 

JOA:~ 

Ba~ba~a Bennett's he::e from New 
York doing a cove:: scory on me for 
Redbook. I don't want anv t::ouble 
from you. Don'e give me any shit 
in front or the reporter. 

CUT TO: 
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108 I~T. THE BREAK~AST ROO~ - NIGhT 

109. 

108 

As Joan enters, BARBAR..A. BE~NETT looks UD f:rom the tVDe­
writer. She is Joan's age, but looks ~en years old~r. 
her figure is plump and her hair, touched wich gray, 
is fixed haphazardly. 

BARBAR.-\ 
(i~dicati~g type~ pages) 

You're gOlng to love thLS. 
(gestures a headl~ne 
in the ai::-) 

Movie Star Manages to Have it All 
Career, Home and Family. 

JOA~~ 
(all smiles) 

wonde::-rul. Let's see. 

As Joan picks up the typed pages and sta::-ts to :read, 
Christina enters. 

3~3BARA 
~1v God! Christina? It can't be. 
Las t t i.-:le I saw you, you -..;e::-e 1: ou::- . 

(lays a hand on top of 
her head; mock dis2ay) 

Oh, my Door old gray head! 

CH?.ISTI~;'_ 

~ow a::-e you, ~iss 3ennett? 

r' - . 
uOG., cal..:. ::le 

3A?..BAR..!.. 
3a::-:'ara. 

A beat: what else de ~ou say to a fourteen-year-old 
, -e""- seo~ ::o~ -:.~ '!e-~-7 ~"Ou. C!.2.'-I .... !- __ iL ~ __ '-=.:...... .:::. .... ;:,. 

SAREAR..;, 
(c ::mtinuing) 

How do you like school? 

'/e::-v muc::. 

JOt\:\: 
She got expelled. 

Jead silence. Barbara loo~s ~uzzled, and Christi~a 
LS open-mouthed w~th indignation. 

That's a lie! 

JOA.:~ 

( ~ 1"'1 \ ..... -", ) 

I want co talk to you in the other 
rooD, Christina. 

CUT TO: 
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110. 

I~T. LIVI~G ROOM - ~IGHT 109 

Joan strides through t~e door, closely followed by 
Cnris tina. Joan Ie-ads t~e '-;ay into the den so they 
can't De heard. 

CUT TO: 

As soon as bot~ of t~em are in the room, Joan whi=ls 
to face her daughter. Joan is ~urious, out :n~s :i=e 
Christina is eqeally furious, and she stands face to 
face with Joan. 

JOAN 
(full throttle) 

w"'"hy do you deliberately defy r::e? 

CERr S71);.:'-. 
(just as st::ong) 

wny did yeu tell her f got 
ex?el:'ed? 

You did gee 
JO~: 

expelled. 

(even) 
7c:a-c I s a l.~e. 

Joan slaC)s he:: across the face. Cl::istina doesn':: :::OV2 

-- doesn 1
: dodge, doesn't cower, doesn't even·bli~k. 

She just stands looking at her mother, and the look 
says, "I see you, and I know r.vhat you are." This is 

110 

a con=::ontation, and fo= the firs: time we =ealize :~a: 
Christina is loo~ing 
rac:, Christina is a 

eye , . 
~l.: 

to eye W~:~ her mother 
taller than Joan. 

Enraged by t~is new attitude, 
again, harder. Tina will no: 

-... . 
rl:..nc:-:. 

JOA~~ 
(a third slap, 
even harder; 
she begins to 
scream) 

You love it, don't you? 
just LOVE to ~ake me hi: 

You 
you! 

Chris t:':1d 

Barbara Bennett appears in the doorway, shocked a: 
what's going on. Joan whirls on her, rudely. 

(C 00iT1XLL:;» 



110 CONTINUED: 

JOA.~ 
(con tinuing) 

Barbara, you know how to get to 
your room. If you need anyth~ng) 
ask Carol .-mn. 

111. 

110 

Bar~ara leaves. Joan begins to pace the room. 

JOP-.... '.-1 
(continuing) 

This is ';londerful, ab-so-lute1y 
d 

~, .. . 
~cn err~~. " you emcarrass ~e ~n 

Iront or a reporter, and you ... 

CHRISTINA 
(calI7l) 

r..tny did you adopt TIle? 

JOA.~ 
(taken aback) 

CnRIS:INP. 
Why cid you acopt me: 

JOA:'i 
(movie s~ar diction) 

becaUSe: I '..;ar.ted t<? ~pen ".'.1 
hOwe to ur'.r:ort::na te ch:..l cren . 
Because I wanted scceone to lcve. 

r" ... ? i ~":","':"'," ~ vr .... \,.J...,..,J .. .!-.;':-" 

Don't act for me. I iii an ~ to know: 
w-hv die 'lOU adoDt me? --- ~ --

JO.~~ 

(t::-yi:1g to ';lound) 
?erhaos I did it for a little 
extra·Dublicitv . 

. ( quick; sh e ceans 
it) 

Oh, that's r:ot cr:.!e. Reall~l , 
not true. 

GiRL STDi).. 
~'!aybe JUSt a little true? 

JOA~~ 

(looks up ~o the 
ceiling; a help­
less gesrure) 

Well, I give up -- 1 don't know 
what to do with you. 

(CON"I'INt:ED) 
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CO~1TINUED : (2) 

CHRISTI:rA 
rNhy not? 

Joan's head snaps around in rage, and she moves nearer 
to Chris tina. 

JOAl.\l 
I don't ask much from you, girl. 
wny can't you give me the simp:i.e 
respect I'm entitled to? Why 
can't you treat me the way I'd 
get treated by any stranger en 
the street? 

CHRISTr:~ 
(strongest so far) 

Be caus e I'm :rOT m;E OF YOl,K F.~'i S ! 

Joan's entire body recoils for a moment, then she 
lunges forward, her face murderous. She grabs 
Christina bv the throat, and they both gO GowTI, k~ock­
ing over a lamp and a table as they fall. T~e shace 
rolls off the lamp as it hi=s the floor, and the scene 
is lit with a weird, bright light from the naked ~ulb. 

Joan is cOffiPlecely out of control -- she sits on tOP 
of Ciristina, pressing her thucbs into her throat. 

JO~i 
Da:::n you! 3AS~AKD! 

C~ris:ina tries to fight back, to get away, out sne 
is no match for Joan, and it is clear that Ciristina 

110 

is in great danger. Finally, Christina t'tJists out fr:)"c: 
under her mo:her, wedges her knee between Joan's body 
and her Ow"TI, anc. pu.shes Joan a,·;ay, loosening her grip. 

Joan releases one hand and hics C,risti:la backhar.d 
across c~e nouL~, cutting her lip w~:h a large r~~g. 

J O.A.2:i 
(continuing) 

Ungrateful 3ASTARDt 

Joan goes dow~ again on top of C~ristina. This 
time we really think she w~ll kill her daughter. 
When Giristina is purple from lack of air, the door 
bursts open and Carol Ann rushes in followed by 
Barbara Bennett. 

(CONTINe::.;)) 
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113. 

CONTINUED: (3) 

CAROL A~~/3AR3ARA 
(AD LI3 as they 
pull at Joa."'1) 

My God! Joan! You'll kill he~! 
StOD it! 

But Joan won't let go~ Fi?ally both women give a 
t~emendous pull, and crag ner away. Joan's' screaming 
turns to weeping that is touched with hys~eria. 

BARBAR.-\' 
Stop it, Joan Ch=istina's ~U~:. 

Carol Ann checks Christina to see if she is all rlg~t, 
then helos the bruised and bleeding girl ~o a chair. 
C"nristina rJDS her throat, then gingerly touches her 
cut lips. ~fuen Joan speaks, she is again in total 
command 0= herself. 

JOAN 
(to Christina) 

Go to your rooD.. 

~ .. nen Christina doesn' ~ save. 

JOA(~ 

(conti nuing) 

Ch~isci~2 s~an~3 U?! 
Joan turns her back. 

looking ac 
C1ris ::.;:12. 

Joan with true hate. . . 
!.eaves t:::e :--·:Jcr~. 

CUT TO: 

r:--i7. :!07:iER Sl!PSRIO?\.' S OF?ICr: - T'''=::" FLI:rIRIJGE 
.!"C;' .. DE:·!".t - ~~!OR)i I~'; G 

Christina sits on a sti£f-Dac:~eci Clalr i:1 front 0: a 
stiff-backed n'.ln, the ::OT11t:R SL7ERIOR, a £0;:-;::[i(:a'o1e 
woman. Her office, like all the school buildings, 
is solid stone. Ie seer::s like a dungeo:1. Christina's 
school uniforo is rather like a novitiate nun's 
costume. She is in a trance-like state, starlng dullv 
at this pious woman. 

;:-:OTHER SUPr:RIOR 
Dear Christina, God has brought 
vou to our convent school so that -you can see the e:-:-o:' of your ways. 

(~QRE) 

(CONTI:iUE::» 

1.10 
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114. 

CONTI);UED: 

}!OTHER SUPERIOR (CONT I D) 
You've si~~ed in the past, 
transgressed against the Holy 
Commandments, but YOU shall find 
forgiveness and be' cleansed. 
Those who seek shall receive. Let 
us pray together for your repentence, 
that the good Lord will grace you 
with His comfort and g~idance. 

The l~otl1er Superior gets up f::-om behind her deSK ane. 
k:1eels on the single pe,.; under:1eath c.e::- ~.;indo';ol. 
Christina gets up, robot-like, and kneels beside her. 
The light streams in on the:n. The Hoener Supe::-ior ":JoviS 
her head and concentrate~ ~n her ?::-~:.:,:r. Chr~stin~ 
stares blankly out the Wlncow, all llre gone t::-oc ~er 
eyes. 

Cl:T TO: 

For::? to fire'" oeoDle at Dar':? Champagne co::-k 
CLOSE:':? chaopagne boccle b\..l":Jbling ove::-, glasses 
- . l' . 
:':~_.l.ec. 

A HP.PPY GuE:S: (V. O. ) 
To Joan a~c Al:~ed .. 
happy oar::-ia~e: 

a lons: 

:!.~NY ~fE~ A~J ~mfF:': 
Cheeys! ... Cong::-al:~lations. ~. A~l 
happiness. 

"'JOD S . 

bei::~ 

CLOSEUP t~NO cha.mpagne glasses coast. 3rissht flash­
bulb goes off. Joan is kissing a c::-e~-cut. g::-ay­
haired [!lan, ALrRED STE:::LE. She's in a :Jink sui: ~.;i::: 
matching hae a!1d gaudy costll..-:-.e je':-lelry. - He's dressed 
in business suit and wears glasses. Tc,ey're bot:, ver:, 
haoD? anid the festive at::losnhere of this eXDensive 
oa=ty. The tables are lade!1-with food, liquor anc 
champagne. flowe-::-s everywhere, rN'aiters a ::cending to 
everyone's needs. 

PHOTOG:z.-\.?~:£ :z 
(wllile Joan and 

A1 kiss) 
1.1 '.-l ; - r _ .. ~o __ ~u_ ... _L-. . • • 

(b. g. laughter) 
h,at. I s great:! 

Flash goes off. 
(CONTnnJE:) ) 
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115. 

CONTINUED; 

JOAN 
Alfred, darling, I'm so happy! 

MALE GUES7 
Speech ... Speech! 

AL 
Thank you all for being here on 
such short notice. 

(scattered crowd 
laughter) 

IE this marriage has cooe as 
a surprise to some of you ... just 
thilli: how I felt "...;hen Joan said 
yes. 

~ore laughter as Al , . ,......... ". 
.... :L1:i-.S rllS glass i:1. a toast 

JOA..'1 
A :ew minutes ago, a reporter 
asked me how I would describe the 
carriage of the 'Soft Drink King' 
to the-'Queen of Hol.l:l"N'ood.' -

( S 7:1:'1 i:1g ace r-
ingly at A1) 

I told hi~ I thought it was a hell. 
of a team! .' 

to Joan. 

Applause. Photographers E:ash pictures =roo every 
angle as reporters write furiouslv in their notebooks . 
.. !. ~~Oi'·!...l..~ ~ugs ..Joan. 

TtJO~:;'':~ 

Joar:, deares t. .. I K:lO'..;' you're 
going to be so ha~DV~ 

A. ~{:;,:: S laDS .4.1 on the bac~:. 

~!.:~S 
You old scolli;drel~ 

Carol Ann scurries through the crowd to Joan and 
whispers in her ear. 

JOA~~ 

(to Al) 
Excuse me, darling. 

Al smiles at her and nods as Joan goes to an aejoining 
roor::. 

CUT TO: 
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116. 

INT. LAS VEGAS HOTEL sur;.t: BEDROOt'!: - DAY 

Joan closes the door, shutting off the party. Her 
sQile and gracious manner are gone. She walks ove~ 
and picks up the te1epnone receiver. 

JOAN 
Yes? nella, dear. wnat took vou 
so long to call? So what if you 
hear about it on the radio? .. 
Christi~a, all vou had to do was 
call Las Vegas.' It's very siz-ple, 
any operator Nould have been able 
to locate me. Obviously, you 
didn't try very hard. Hundreds 
of othe::- people have found us! 

(lister:s) 
Tnank you, Christina ... we will 
be gloriously happy. 

Joan hangs u? on Christina, takes a deep breath, re­
s~~es her gracious, happy bride s~ile, tur~s to leave 
the rOOD. 

CGT 70: 

Mother Superior is s~iling an affectionate farewell. 
Christi~a's suitsase is o~ the steps next to her. 
Sne 'Nears a 

. , 
s :..r::w l. e ci vilia:1 dre ss . 

CHR!STI:~P. 

Thar.k you, Motter. Y01.:'ve '::lee",-
so gooe to :TIe ... These ye2. have 
bee~ lonely ... bue I've lear~ed a 
val1.:able lesson ... 

Csniles sh:lly·) 
oatience. 
. (she eobraces 

Mother Superior) 
I'll write, I pronise. 

HOTHER SUPSRIOR 
Goodbye, dea::- chi Id . God be t-li :~1. 
you. 

Christina picks UP her suitcase, hurries dm..;n the lo~§: 
stairs without looking back. 

CUT TO: 
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llS EXT. CRA.HFORD M.A.:iSION DRIVE\.JAY - FRONT E~iTP.Ai'KE - DAY IlS 

116 

Limousine pulls in, stops. C~auffeur gets out, sta~ts 
to go to the right rear door. 3e~ore he gets there, 
Christina opens the door, gets out with her suitcase 
which he tries to take from her. 

CHRISTDrA 
No, thanks, I can manage. 

She starts up the wa:~ towards the f~ont doo~, ente~s 
the house. 

I:\T. EOUSE 

Stops, and walks slowlv thro~gh the house, looking 
a~ound at each familia~ object. 

EXT. CRAWFORD oAC: YARD - DAY 

T~e back yard Dool and g~o~~ds lOOK the sa~e as ;~ 
earlier scenes. Only the people have aged. Ai 
Steele is swiTIJing laps slowl.? in t!ie pool. Joa:1 l.S 

sitting on the patio ta:~ing on the phone. C~ris:ina 
moves onto the terrace and stands watchi:1g her mother. 

JOA)T 
(i:1to phone) 

I'll miss yo~ too, darling, 
, .- "'tIO" -or- -1"""\ .... ~e"l"- "t.. .. ;~o-~~ so or+-e!l DU L. . '-" 6 _ _ L.:-- . :~ • -: . - - - . 
we'll see eac~ o:~er t~en. 

(listens) 
Yes, I've put the house up for 
sale. Alfred t~avels so much anc 
corporate headquarters are in ~e~ 
York ... it only makes sense. 

She laughs. Christina listens, 100Kl.ng out with 
c:J.riositv at the man in s,.;ri:TI!'!:ing pool. Joan gl.ances 
up, ~ealizes Ch~i5ti~a's arrive2.-

Hangs U'O. 

JOA:'; 
(conti:1uing; 
into phone) 

1I.f" d a" gl-, ... e"" , - - her e ~ ~ .. v Lo. .. J..l. 1... _ ,:::, :..... • 

before we leave. 
(listens) 

Love to you, too! 

Talk to you 

(CONTINl:ED) 
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CONTINUED: 

CHRISTI~ 
Hello, Mothe;:, 

JOAi.'r 
Darling! 

Joan stands and moves to Christina and e~braces he;: 
briefly. 

JOA.N 
( conci:n..:ing) 

You've growu ... talle;:. 
you to meet my husbanc. 

C;':RISTI~A 
loJnat do I call hi:::? 

JOP-.. S 
(su;:?;:ised) 

',·rl.'1aL: would 'lOU call anyone ''';:-,0 is 
your father? 

(Joan gazes at the 
man i:1 the pool) 

He's too fae, Nears glasses. and 
he's slightly hard of hea;:i:1g i:1 
one ear. 3ut he's a Nonce;:ful ma:1. 
Go introduce yourself. 

118. 

Christina hesitates. then Nal~s across the ya;:d to the 
oeol. In the b.g. Joan stands en the paci~ Natchi:1g. 
~l Steele SWiDS tawa;:d Ch;:istina, a smile on his face. 
Ch;:iscina k:1eels and extends he;: hand which Al shakes. 

CRR I S:' I :iA 
(so ft 1 '7) 

Hello. Dadd~. I'm Ch;:istina. 

CLJ'I' TO: 

We';:e in ~ew York, in what must be one of che bi~ges: 
apartments in the werld. The walls from eighteen 
normal-sized rooms have been torn out to make eJ.gnt 
huge rooms. We see worKnen in whJ.te ove;:alls eve;:y­
,.;r:ere, a harried DECORATOR. ecc. 

Jean. Alf;:ed Steele and Christina enter the apartmen=. 
Tne Decorator rJshes to Joan. 

(CONTINUED) 
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119. 

CONTr:nJED : 

DECORATOR 
I don't know what 
retaining wall is 
the view! 

JOA..\[ 

to do -- that 
reall:v blocking 

Tear out the friggin~ wall and 
put the window where it belongs. 

Christina laughs. The Decorator looks at Steele, wno 
shrugs. CP1ITR~ T~~CKS the three as :oan ?oints out 
var~ous features of the rooc. 

The 

JOfu~ 
(continuing; she 
laughs) 

... so let's sit in the den a 
while. 

~ercn on construction crates 

':-iell. 

JOAl': 
(con:::inuing) 

Ti::a . r,\i[:a 1: a~ e ~IOU 

CHP~ISTI~T)~ 

I've ":leen ac:::ing. 

not to , . 
unce::-s:a.rlc. 

JOA~~ 
Acting like what? 

C-lRIST-;:);A 

and ":loxes. 

to? 

Like an ac':ress. :-fos':ly in s:::ock. 
I think I "laV be pretty good. 

Good 
(condes cending) 

luc ~' .... a,...,i,..,~ -...... , u ..... __ ..... ~:::; . 

CHRI S':'1 :~;. 
I'm working at night, so I can go 
on intervier.:s during t::e day. T::e 
thing is ... 

(it's hare for her) 
I don't like to ask, but T 

~ondered if you could lend me --

~ot a cent. 
(MORE) 

(CONTI?~1:E:J ) 
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CONTLlUED : (2) 

JOAN (CONT'D) 
You rnav be an actress fo:- all I 
know, Sue-vou can do it like I 
did -- on your Owu; starve and 
cuss and kiss eve~ ass you see, 
but do it on your owu. 

(a beat) 
Besides, we can't afford it. 

AL 
Oh, Joan, come on. 
somethi:1g. 

A little 

Joan gives hi~ a look that silences 

JOAi~ 

Doing things on your own is best. 
You a8ree, don't you, Christina? 

Sure. 

CHRI STI:~P., 
(s~iles; wha~ else 
can she say) 

( .l, "Q T 7 -:-:. 7-:;0":) '\ ... .;..J_,- ............ __ ;:\./ 

Christina is waiting for t~e elevator. Steele =oves 
quic~:l:' to he:: anc: :)~eS ses :~'IO !:und:.--ec dolla:.-s· i:1tJ 
, . . 
ne:- r:2.~C. 

AL 
Be c~,;een us. 

Cl..~ :0: 

Al re-enters and thought~ully goes to Joan, w~o ~s 
studying blueprints. 

, ~ 
.:-I..!. 

I hate to brin8 this UD, but we've 
got to cut back on our'spending. 

JOk"! 
( angrily) 

wnat are you talking about? I'm 
doing everything for you, I'm 
working m.y ass off to tU:::-71 this 
into your show~lace. 

120. 

118 

• J'" ... _'J 

( CO NT HTrZD ) 



l2Q CONTl~UED: 

AL 
You're doing a marvelous job, bu~ 
we've got to economize. 

JOAJ.'1 
(blows un) 

Economize! I'v~ lived a certain 
way all my life. I'm not going 
back down the laeder just because 
vou want to Dinch nennies! ~ost 
~f our exnenses ar~ for vour 
COffi?any. 'r have to look g::eat 
for Pepsi-Cola. 

At 
I want you to look great and I 
want us to live well, but there's 
a limit. We're going into debt. 

JOP.2~ 
You're going i~co debt~ You'~e 
the business~an, A~=::ed Steele, 
I'm the star! You wanted a 
movie s~ay to t~cc a~ound tor 
vou:: goddar.ned soca DOD, ':vell, 
Y'ou'v~ oat to DaV th~ ;r~ce. e ~ _ 

AL 
Be reasonable, Joan. I've Eiven . . , 
you everyt~lng. ~ou.v~ wantec. 
Just look ac t~ls·Jolnt. 

JO:\.:; 
You're the geniJs 0: the soft 
drink world. Get the godda2ned 
cOITlpany to pay the bilis. 
Without ~e, Pe?si couldn't get 
the ti::1e o-z ca-' . 

.. -\.!.. 
Joan, vou' ve got tJ '"lnce-:-s'Cc.:'.c.. 
Ie's aJpublic cODpany, fer 
chrissake. This isn't Holl~Neod, 
where someone 'takes care 0: 
things' with a phone call. This 
is the real world. 

T ro. '\ "'T 
....; v.t"L'1 

I have a public; they expect ~e 
to live a certain wav. 

AL 
And that ''Nay is breaking my back. 

121. 
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122. 

CONTINUED: (2) 

JOAi'T 
You should have thought of all 
this before. wny should I suffer 
because you didn't ?lan thi~gs 
well? You'll find a solution, AI. 
You love challenges. 

CUT TO: 

Joan, dressed in black with a black-veilec hac, sits 
at one end of a long boare room table. On bott sides 
of the gleaming mahogany table is a line of r,-JEL'lZ 
EXECUTIVES, the board 0 = direc cors of PeD s i-Co:'2.. 
Joan's manner is that of the suffering, ~aintlv 
widow; they treat her acccrdinz:'y. . 

EXE CUT I V"E :,= :. 
The condolences of every ?erson 
at Pepsi-Cola are with yo~. 

2XEC::'T:VE :.=2 
Al Steele he:oed make this coeDenv. 

EXEC"C"TIi/E ~l= 1 
AJ.l.C you ~,.;ere ri gh t by his s ice. 
sharing the burdens and joy. 

Joan bews her head, nodding anc =ig~:ing tears. T~ere 
is a bea't as t~1e men ~ock a~ her wi~::: s:T8pac:-:ec:.,.: 
conce::-n. 

Joan's 
fixes 
cool, 

And we went co give 
co repay the debt. 

'lOU a::'.D 1e 
Plene'"~ 0: 

head snaps up o"~ ,of its mou:::71ing pose. Sr..e 
the man with a COLC stare. ~is tone remains 
aloo:, oily. 

2}CEClJTI VF: ~~3 
( con "'; "'-'u i .., 8') .. '-_ ...... _ .... 4C 

Of course we'll have to take the 
Fifth Avenue aDart~ent, but you 
probably ~,.;ouldn't ,oJant to stay 
there alone anyway. 

Joan looks at each of the men slowly. A snarling 
sm~Le begins to fo~ as she swivels he~ head to i~­
elude each of them. 
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123. 

CONTI.0i'UED : 

She conducts herself like a reigning mobster being 
Challenged by lesser oafiosi. 

JOAN 
(calm) 

~nat debt? I've got a hu~dred 
thousand shares of stock. 

E?-.E.CUTIVE :'=4 
(:-eferring to 
papers) 

Your husband bor:-owed against the 
stock to pay for the construction 
on your apartment. 

EXECUTIVE #2 
And r,..;e loaned hi::l a cons iderab le 
s~~ in addition to Deet eXDenses 
his salary didn'e cover. . 

Joan laughs out loud, a harsh Docking 

Joan 

JOA:; 
You c~ink you':-e so cleve:-, crying 
to sweep the poor litc:e widow 
under the car~et? Think again; 
I'D on the board of directo:-s of 
this lousy company. 

T..ie y look bac~( a .. : :-:e:-
u~pe:-t::..1::-bec, :10 e~ot:ions visi:'le. :te:.- anger bu.:'2.C:s 
~nrou.2::1ot.::' . 

~. 

EXZCUTI'lZ :.=6-
\·Je assw':led chat r,.;i:h you:- husband 
gone you'd nc longer want to be 
on the boa:-d. 

JOAl~ 

Bullshi t . I've gi ve:1 v ea:- s of -::i.y 
life for this c08Dany and I inte~d 
to stay T,.;ith 

EXECt;"TI VE :):1 
We appreciate you:- devotion and 
cont:-ibution, Miss Crawford, but 
we have retired vou from the board 
of directors. . 

JOA:: 
You two-bit sons of bitches; you 
drove Al Steele to his grave and 
now you're going co stab me in the 
back? Forget it. 

(HORE) 
(C6NTI0i'VEJ) 
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121 cmHINUED: (2) 

JOAl{ (Cor;T' D) 
I fought monsters worse than you 
years ago in Ho 11:1\<100d. I learned 
how to win the hard way. 

EXEC1JTIVE ift3 
(placating) . 

Hiss Cra,.;ford, we don't "Nant ar:.y 
hard feelings, and of course ... 

JOA..'I 
(inter-rupcing) 

You don't know what 'hard feelin?s' 
are until you see how :e~ peop:e i~ 
A~erica will drink that shit 0: 
yours when I come out against it. 

EXECUTl.V:: #3 
(placating) 

Please, ~fiss Craw:ord, it's hardl:' 
necessary to make threats you 
surely don't mean. 

J Op._~J 
Don't f~ck with me, fellas. This 
ain'~ my first ti~e at the_rodeo. 
You rorge: t~at t~e press 1 

ce1ivereci to PeDsi ,..;as -:-:''1 Dower. 
I can use i-: an~l fN"a'J I wa:1~. tr T.3 
a SwO rci C::a t: CD CS bo t:" ?Nwa:,s, :"o~ 
could say. 

7:.l.e :::en a:l look nervously at each other. 

T:iE C1-i..A..IRl':"Ai; 
(soeaks for t::Ce 
fi rs t time) 

We didn't realize t~e extent to 
WDlcn you were interested in t~e 
company, apart fron Ai's position. 
We misjucged. We shall ~e 
pleased to have you stay on. 

joan s-:-:.iles at him. 
snir\<. . 

Thank you. 

She includes che oche-rs in ~er 

JOA:~ 
I feel better already. 

124. 

CLOSEUP on Joan smiling malevoler.tly, feelin? he:- pm.;er. 

CUi TO: 
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125. 

EXT. :;JEW YOR..,{ CITY - TlieST 84TH STREET - DAY 

A 1968 vintage New York taxi is slowly woving ciQ1;~"Tl the 
street looking for a co~rect address. It-stops in 
front of a fairly shabby browustone walkup. Joan, 
looking conSiderably olcer, exits the taxi and goes 
insid; ~he.building. We see her checking ~ailboxes 
for Cn~lstlna's apa~tment. 

CUT TO: 

I:'iT. CHRISTI:'1'A' S .~...PALZTME~IT - ;:lAY 

Spa~~cn, neat, Norki~g gi~l's lifes~yle. Ch~~sti~a 
is preparing a light salad in her kitchen. She hears 
the 3UZZ"LR. 

Coming. T'"" ..... l .... 

C:-tRISTI:t~ .. 
coming. 

She crosses to the door 
li""ing room. She oeens 

which ooens cirectly inte 
~he coor anc finds joa~. 

:1or::r.:ie! 

CH~I S:I~:; .. 
(con:i~~=-:lg) 

Joan ence:::-s t looks a::-ound. 

JO;'3 
I nacoened to be in the neighborhoot. 

C:-l? .. I S'I' I~~ .. ~ 
Oh J ~ot7.:::ie. I \.;ish I' C t<:10T",-rl yot..: 
were comi~g_ I wo~l~ hav~ straightened 
U':l. 

JOA:: 
(gracious 1';) 

It looks-quite neat to =:e. 

She glances around the tiny apart=:er,t. 
chair, enjoying a little nosta13ia. 

She s:':=s i:1 a 

(cone irJ..::'ng) 
Jesus Christ. I forgot what it 
W23 like. How are you, Tina? 

CHRISTI:~A 

I've been ~aking ~o~ds. 
(~10RE) 

(CONTI~i.IED) 
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126. 

CONTINUED: 

CHRISTI::iA (CO:~T 'D) 
And making rounds. I've had lots 
of tu=ndowus and lots of reject~ons 
-- but I'm up for a part. 

JOA:.'1 
Good! 

CHRISTINA 
It's a soap opera. 

Joan opens he= purse and re:::oves a stunning silve= 
flask ',-lith a j e~.;eled Pepsi sy::nbol on it and pou=s 
herself a shot of vodka. As she sips, she shows 
Christina the flask. 

JOAN 
I got it f=orn Batis~a hiillself when 
I ooened the olant outside Havana. 
~ot~bac.J huh? 

C2RIS7I)jA 
Iefs lov"'ely, :vlo!7TIie~ 

JOP_S 
Cheap . . oasta=c:.s. 

CHRIS'I'I)jA 
Do you oiss a1: that? 

v . 
~ean. 

JO;'.:'i 
Sorneti:::tes. 
(a n eT,-l ':J eat) 

So! wnat about the g~ys? 

Guys a=e g'.lYs. Ie has~' c 
. . 

cnangea. 

Joan again opens he= pu=se, ta~ing ouc an elegant 
black jeweler's box. 

JOA:': 
I brought you a gift. 

C1"'~ri.stina is astonis11ed. She r:akes tr.e box f::-QO Joa:-: 
and ooens it. It's a beautiful strand of pearls. 
Christina is very moved. 

CHRISTI:iA 
'G"1ev're lovel v . Thank you, ~~or:nie 
dea~est. . . • 
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CONTI:n.i'ED : (2) 

JOAN 
It was the first thing I got from 
Al. I want you to have them. 

A long beat. Joan again looks around the aoartment. 

JOP-..l.'1 
(continuing; 
gestures to 
the pearls) 

A~d, T~na -- if you don't get the 
Dart -- for Chrissakes, don't 
hock 'em! 

Christina and Joan laugh at this line. 
embraces her mother. 

C:l.ri. s tina 

C1..;'"':' TO: 

Joan has moved into a modest 4~ r008 conventiona: 
:~nhat~an high-rise apartment. As we corne i~, Joan 
is nice1:, dressed, fc:lly made up, sitting at :c.er 
dining room table with tte now or.~i?resent glass of 
vodka at her side. T:,-e faithful Carol Ann is or2:an­
izing piles of publicity head shots of Joan on the 
tab~e, and has lists of na~es, stamps. sponges and 
envelopes laid out. Joan is signing her name (:~a: 
sa::-:e old "'::o'..:rs al·,..;avs -- Joan Cra";,,:or::::") to each 
ptotograph. then passing it along to Carol Ann. Joan 
is fully concentrated. taking her task Dare serio~s:~. 
She reaches the bottoo of the ?i~e, takes a sip fran 
her drink and looks UD. 

JOAN 
Is it four o'clock? 

CAROL A.~m 

Five a:::er. 

JOA); 
(nodding at sca:l 
portable television 
set on sideboard) 

Five after ... turn it on! 

Carol Ann does so. \,,11ile she waits iopatiently. Joa:c 
pours herself another driak and begiQs to pace, ~uc­
cering to herself. 

(CONTINUr:.v) 
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123. 

CONTT::::ruED : 

JOA.i"-r 
( continuing) 

Five minutes late! I want that 
set on every day at four sha::-o! 

Joan st=ides over to the television set and adjusts 
it herself, atteIT.pti~g to hu=ry the i3age into life. 

A~GLE 

Finally the i~age =esolves and we CO~~ ~~ on typi=al 
scene £r08 an a£te~oon soap opera, r~e Secret StQ~. 
C~-::is tina is prominen t ly featured p layi:1g the :"0urj,g 
Leading wor..an. 

ever7 c ..... .:r-.:c::: 1 ~ac,,1r-v ;::l1e ..... r- ..... er- ..... e:::t~ r-o he ..... cna:.r 
; -.~--:- ..... - - _J.. .... ; -. -'-} ~ -. '":: .:? ..... - 1 

at t~e alnl~g rooe caDle and SltS, :orgett:.ng ner 
d::-ink as she scr..1~ir..izes ar:d e'7aluaces Chris-ci:1a's 
oer:or3ance. Actuall?, Christina's work on the soa~ 
::_ .......... ~_ ,.... r .... ::o J .... .,. .... ~_ i+--;:J _;.,. ,_ . 
.:...::> ,-!-:_~e.ac,-e?~c.? __ . ;::,ne a?pec.-:::r"a_~._c_"-l;, coo . 
oosec ana her talents are certa:'TIL? uo to tne ceoancs 
~ade. We have a sense of Joan exa~inlng Christina's 
work as carefully and intensely as she would have 
evalua~ec he~ O\~.} :Jea~s ago. ..-\lso, t::'e::-e' S 2. 77li:{-: .. ...::.:.-2 
of pride and en"~l as Joan watches he::- daushter in :ne 
s?otligh:. After a suitably turgid cli=ax on the 
soap. there's a co~e::-cial break. 

CAROL A:'~~ 
She's doing well, don': you think? 

CAROL A:;:: 
(holding some 
let.te~~) 

A lot of fans have writ.t.en about. 
how i::rpressed thev are with 
Christina -- and how proud you 
must be of her acting. 

JOAN 
Sonething had to rub 0::. Now 
hand me some more of those 8 x 10's. 

1 ? -.:.._J 
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:30 

129. 

I:-''T . CHRISTINA 's KITCHEN - NIG:-lT 

In the midst of eating dinner, she suddenly stODS 
quickly, frOtms, and touches her abdor-.en r..iith the 
tips of her fingers. She is ?erspiring -- has a stab 
of pain -- she moves to the telephone and manages to 
dial. 

CHRISTI~;A 

Hot:he-:-? 
(into 

CHRISTE1A 
the ?hone) 

I ';:]. sick. 

I:~T. MAi-irL\TTk'1 nOS?ITAL 

CUT TO: 

Cl"'T TO: 

Joan and Carol .'-\r::1 '.-lalk quickly dow"":"1 the ha:l,:vay. A 
S -~O.,.., __ lOO1r-i...,~ J~u'"'-"e;o~-olc' r~O'l.f'" S-~_""1'1 -'-os-ec· :--- L.,j.6 -~ ''-_ •• :2. J -.- .- -N .. _--":""1, .1.: .. c. ..... ~_~. \...0._ ........ .::> ' _ 

w~th a s~ort na~rcut, steps out to Lnt-:-ocuce nersel=. 

~,.jOMA.N 

Miss Cra~fo-:-~, I'2 3elinda 
Rosenbe-:-g, Christina's p-:-oduce-:-. 

:-: .... e DOCTOR ,-,aves towa-:-d thes f-:-orn an 
but pauses b-:-ie~!y. 

DOCTOR 
I:.' s an o'\TariaTI tu:no:-. i","'e ha')'e 
co onera '::e no\,,;. 

::-008. 

crT TO: 

Joan, Carol Ann and :~e ~roducer stand as the Docco::­
from the previous scene a~Droaches. 

DOCTOR 
Good ne~.;s. It 1 s beniZ!!. 
need a couple of week~ to 

She'll. 
reCU::lerate. 

CUT TO: 

CHRISTI:~A' S HOSPITAL :wm-r - A?TER:<OO:--; 

Christina is lying in bed wich intravenous tubes in 
her a~. There are lots of flowe~s. S~e's quice pale 
and is sitting u~ with pillows propping her. She ~s 
dozing slightly. A NURSE rushes in and switches on 
her television: 

(CONTI~ED) 

129 

128 

129 

130 



130 

13l 

133 

CONTI~UED : 

NURSE 
Your TV show's on; don't you want 
to watch? 

CHRISTINA 
C",veakl'l) 

To see how well they oaiage 
r,.;i t hout :ne? 

NTJRSE 
To see 'lour mot~e=! 0~PV just 
announced your mothe= h~~ a2reed 
to scand in for 'lOU until you're 
well. • 

CHRISTI:~A 
She can r t t }lv character is 
twenty-eight ~ea=s ol~! 

T~e cOr;:r;1e=cial on the seation ::inishes an:: .Joar.. a')-
:::l~- on ~he sc-eQ"r S"""'Ie'; s .. - a-';:1,O' 0 .= r~,....; --. ?~--;:, ,,-,-. - ~ .• ' .. '" -:- we -_.,'::l ne o~ '-' .. _-,,-

t!.na's costur..es, a r:1lnl-sk:.rt, <:.;11ich ser"Jes co 
heighcen che inappropriateness 0:: che occasion. 

Joan appears 
--c' sl~;"n .. l'l 
~.l.l -O ..... '--~ 

slur~i:1g he~ 

to be drunk. She looks disoriented. 
desperate, sea=ching ::0= the cue' ca=GS~ 
r,.;ords. 

tu~ns white as she sta~es ~~ ho~~i:ied =asci~a~iQn 

130. 

130 

131 

as he= mother walks ac=oss the soap oce=a =000 shakily, 

(on TV) 
Bill, T ... un ... could you, en. 

ACTOR 
(on TV, coverins 
for her) -

Could I call Cindy ::or 'lou? 

S~7 OF SOA? OPERA 

fr.e CN1E~A. GOES L)$IDE the television sc:-een anG. ;,"e 
are on the set of the soac ope=a, which is being 
telecast: live. 

(CONTINUED) 

133 



1..33 

1.34 

131. 

COi.'l1:1.NUED: 

The crew stands around ~~e set, looking at each other 
with nervous embarrassnen~, 

JO&~ 
(in charac-:er) 

Yes, she wanes ... uh. 

Joan s quin ts a t the cue card unde mea th the te levis :'on 
camera. The Actor covers for her again. 

ACTOR 
I kno·,.; 
David. 

that she wants co marry 
But what about his wife? 

Soap opera ~n;S1C cones u? and the red ligh t goes off 
on top of the television camera. Belinda Rosenberg, 
the croducer, hurries over to Joan, try1..~g to be 
diclomatic while under terrible strain. 

3ELI~D;. 
i'!iss Crawiorc., are you 

JOA::l 
(shaky as hel:") 

1'8 fine. Just nerves. Ge~ ~e a 

3;::LI:~u.,:", 

We've o~lv got another seventy 
seconds. You're doing swell. 
Just kee? :i~ding t~cse c~e ca~~s. 

JOA;J 
Tell the~ to hold thes UD a 
hi,ghe:-. I caul dr. 'r s ee ,:~e 
chings. 
you see 

,. , 
l.:':C1.e 
c.a:::n 

Joan's attitude is not one of anger, but of a liquor­
induced self-assurance. L.,e cre~ me~bers and other 
err.barrassed"ca.:;t try not t:> look ae her. 

ASSISTA:-iT DI:ZL:C:OR 
In ten, please: nine, e:.g~:, 
seven, six, five, four, three, 
two, one." . 

• ':"'5 he coun:s, the C)'-'.'.lE.?-':'" ?T.;LLS BACt:. and RE - r.~TERS : 

133 

134 

where she is once again watching Joan on the television 
screen. 

(CON7INUEJ) 
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132. 

CONTINUED: (2) 

DIT. CHRISTI~~' S HOSPII' • .;L :ZOOM - SM1E Tn1E - DAY 

Christina looks at: the image of her mother on the 
screen. Cnristina winces i~ embarrassment and humili­
ation. 

CHRISTI:~A 
(to nurse) 

Shut it off. ?lease. 

CUT :0: 

I:-i':'. CHRISTI:'{A' S NE~';, LARGER A?AR::r:::lE:,r: - ;:HGfi-=-

Several more years have passed. DOOR3ELL RI~GS and 
~hristina opens ,door to. a~-nit C~~o.l Ann w~o is' car-:-y­
~ng a see-tnrougn plast~c cag WnLcn conta~ns an 
evening dress and a small suitcase which contains 
coordinated shoes, bag, jewelry, e:c. 

CAROL 
~ve 11, dea::-. 
your mot~e~ picKec. 

~1y God. 

C,.,.130L .~:i:~ 

Joan's arranged fer a seass:ress 
to be here at five. She's so 
proud. She took sure care to 
n;cK t~e ~i2hc CQlo~s ror-7C~. ,- . ~ -

?SmiE RINGS. 

C~ris~i~a woves to answer 

(into phor..e) 
Yes, Norrunie. Yes, she's 
It looks just fine. No. 
delighted. I want to do 
you. 

nere. 
I ' ::-'~ 

it for 

Joan is in her bedroom watc~ir..g television. 

CUi TO: 

(CONTINGED) 
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135 

l3E 



136 

137 

133 

133. 

CONTINUED: 

She is frail, r-avaged by a cOL:bination of alcohol and 
failing health. Despite her weakened condition, she 
is done up in the old chin strap, c=eams, etc. as 
though she were planning to report to Metro tomorrow 
mornin~. As Christina watche~ Joan on television a 
beat a~o, now Joan studies her daughter. 

Cl:T TO: 

JOAN'S TELEVISION - I:-:"'-\GE CF Al~ AwARDS 3A':;QUE7 

A ~!...l.S ':'ER OF CE ~.E·fON IE S 
end of the applause. 

raises ~is har.c signal 

:1.ASTER OF CERE.y::mnES 
As the final event of this 
prestigious evening we bestow cur 
organization's highest award of 
~erit UDon a WOffian knowu throughout 
the world, not onlY as an Acad~ffiv 
'··a"'d.~ ,. .. .;~n.; -'1(7 ac---~s- 'D'- a 1 -0 '-­r_N.. N_. __ --'0 '"~_::., Ul.. .::. <=.::' 

a busine~s woman held in high 
regard for her charitable, civic 
and pro fess ional contributions ... 
It is an honor for ~e to present 
this award of recognition to a 
truly great lady, Miss Joan 
Cr-awford. 

(aDDl.ause) 
with us tonight to accept the awar~ 
on behalf of her mother is ~iss 
Cra,.;forc.' s daughter, C-:risti;:la. 

:he 

Chris:ina rises from her table near the cais, walks U~ 
the stairs crossing to ~~e ?odiuc. She lOOKS s~~~r.i~g 

136 

1 .., 7 .... .j, 

~~ ~e= evening gOwTI and att~ac~~ve hairdo. She grac~~us-
1:; aCce?ts the a~,..;arc froT:: t::e ~'~aste:r- of Cerer..onies. 

DUKI:~G TEE FOLI ... OHI;:;G 

between the healt~v, vibrant Ch:r-istina in a blaze c= 
ligh [: a!1d j er..:els a;'d Joan, in he::- dar~er.ed bed:r-oor:-. 
~a~chin~ her daug~te::- on television. As Joan watches, 
she rai~es the v~dka to he:r- lips with a ;:lOW tre~blir.b 
hand ~o d::--ink .. 

CERIS7INA 
r.~ank you, ladies and gentlewen. 

umR1::: ) 

(CONTINUED) 
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139 

CONTI;:'lJED; 

CHRISTINA (CONT'D) 
It is a privilege to be here with 
you tonight and accept this honor 
. " this a,vard on behalf a f my 
mot~er, Joan Crawford. wnen I 
spoke with her, she asked me to 
convey to YOU her dee~est 
gratitude." She wante~ so ~uch to 
be here in person tonight, but as 
you know, prior corr~,it~ents made 
that impossible. 

(pause) 
I know she would want 2e to sav 
'~~ank you' ... to each and eve~y 
one of you wio made this honor 
possible. And on a more personal 
note, I'd ~lKe to say directly to 
her ... 

Christina takes a long pause and looks stralg~t 
t~e C2rne-::-a. Then ~Nit.h a:i he::- hear~ she says: 

CI-iRI S T I:i;'. 
(con'-'" ""'; ",,) ... '-._ ..... --- ... ·0 

Congrat~lations and -­
(a bea!:) 

~ love you, >!occie dearest. 

.Joar., in her half Ii t bedroom as tears 
eyes and. s lowly run do,vn her cheeks. 

CCT 70. 

:.n::o 

CUT TO: 

134. 

138 

139A 

Carol Ann s-';'Jings the door wide open, and takes herse:f 
OUT OF T:iE SHOT. There stands Tina, elegant, beau:.if'..ll, 
smiling, in he:- hands th e .. ~w"a~d, and en t ers, t:~e C4.u-fE:L~ 
PANl;I~G r".;ith her, as tt:e coer is closed behind. This 
room of plastic covered furniture, plastic flowers, 
white rug, with its display of trop~ies and awards, 
includ~ng the Osca~, lies wit~ the weight of tiDe o~ 
t~e figu~e of Joan, who sits up on t~e couch as her 
daug~~er hands her the t~opr.y. 

CAROL F.J.~N 
It's beautiful. 



135. 

139A CONTINUED: 

Joan looks at it without enthusiasm. 

JOAN 
Put it with t~e others. 

Carol Ann takes it and does, then faces, while Tina 
comes to sit down beside her mother. 

CLOSE TT";O SH OT 

T.~ere is silence, too long. 
glass. 

joan takes a S~? :~on ~e~ 

CHRISTDL-\ 
Did you like the way it went? 

JOA.\I 
I liked the way you did it. 

CERISTI~r). .. 
It was you t~ey wanted co see. 

Joan is un at that, ~~GL2 ~~JE~S, standing the=e :ac~ng 
an unseen'world o~ awards and fans and ci~e pasco 

JOP-.X 
wnat would they see? 
pretend co look li~e 
any more. 

I can' c 
Joan Cra\-l~o=d 

Tina gets up. She 
So she caces close 

wanes to comIor: her 
but 

, 
not coo c.!..ose. 

CER~S7!:~.-\ 
:: ..... ey see you as they ah.;ays see 
you. You never change in their 
minds just like you never change 
in mine. 

but 

Suddenly Joan is in tears and as when Tina was a child, 
so nmv Joo."'1 embraces her, but Tina is powerfi.!l and 
strong and it's Joan ~ho is trail and weak. 

VERY TIG'r:7 SHOT. the C1:-10 '·lomen. faces so close. 

JOAl,r 
Oh. Tina darling. I really wish we 
could live those days again and 
try again. I ,",ish. I wish. 

(CONT INLjE D) 

139A 



136. 

139A COHTli.mED: (2) 139A 

140 

CHRISTr:~A 
I neant what: I told the r,.;hole 
world ton~ght. I love you. 

Joan peers into t~at face. Every face is always a 
mystery and Joan tries to read her daughter's. L~en 
she steps away. 

MOVI~G SHOT that takes her to her tronhies where she 
retrieves t~e one from that night. And now this old 
r..,;oman, draws on her inner strength, her '''ill, ~hat 
fierce deter3ination that made her life possible. 
She accepts the a"';vard. .fu~GLE \.JIDE~{S TO ~~CLL'DE Tine. 
vlatching. 

JOp._~ 

T.~ank you, ladies and gentleoen. 
It is a privilege to be here 
toni&~t and accept this honor ... 
and on a Dare personal note I'd 
like to say direct:y to my 
daughter: ... I love you, Cl.ristina, 
darling. 

Joan cur:ns a"way and retU:-:1S the trophy to ::. cs ? .l..ace . 

JOA..'\ 
(continuing; 
she does) 

I real:y cia, Tina, 
, ,. . 

real. .1..:' co. 

a.s 

'.';e OPSN ON A Ft:".:...L CLOSE:"'? of Christina in tears. 7".::i3 
is a ~1.';'TCH CUT f::-oo Joan's cea::--s tained face whic:-, -Ne 

just left. 

CA ... \.fE?A SLOHLY P.';"''JS DOw~~ to revea:' Joan in her co:fin. 
She is frail in death, even thinner lookius than she 
was in the preceeding scenes. 

Christina is alone in the rooD having the first viewin~ 
0: her mother's Dodv. C~-IER..A. SLOT..JLY MOVES UP OF? Joan, 
BAG", TO Christina' s- face as she looks dm ... '!1 lovingly a: 
her dead mother. 



140 

141 

142 

CONTINUED: 

137. 

140 

CHRISTINA 
(almost inaudible) 

I did, you know. I always did 
love you... -

DOO R:.JAY - VIET..iI:~G ROOM 

CUT TO: 

as her brother Christopher, now grown, and DAVID, 
Tina's husband, enter quietly. Solicitously, they 
move to Christina's side. C,riscina and Christopher 
embrace as Dav~d stands a few feet away. 

CHRISTINA 
(soft1v to her 
bro th~r) 

You okay? 

CER.ISTOPHE?\. 
Yes. You? 

GiRISTI~;'_ 

I'm okay. Yo~ iller my husband, 
David? 

GiR IS TOP::::::::\. 
Yes. 

C~ristop~er approaches the coffin and takes a lock a: 
his mother. Christina moves to David's side whc ~u:s 
his arm around her. After a mOwent, C"1riscopher tur:;,s - . -,.-. away rrcm t~e corr~~. 

DAVID 
(symp a the:: ically 
to Chris<cina 
and Christopher) 

Let's go out and get some air. 

\,.Ji::h his arm arc)Und C,rls tina, and a hand on Christo­
pher's shoulder, he sherhercis the grieving children 
froI:! the room. 

C"CT TO: 

FC0;EML RECEPTlm~ ROOM - DAY 

As the three emerge fro~ t~e viewing room, they are 
descended on by an unctuous FU~ERAL DIRECTOR. 

(CONTI~LLD ) 
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138. 

CONTINUED: 

Reverentially to Chris~ina -- but unable to restrain 
his enthus ia5m. 

FUNERAL DIRECTOR 
Miss Crawford, I've always been 
such a fan of your mother's. I 
do hope you feel we've done her 
justice. Actually, I worked fron 
my Owu personally autographed 
publicity still of your mother. 

CHRISTINA 
(:::1Umb 1 es) 

Yes, of course. T:.lan..~ you very 
much. 

DAVID 
Tb.ank you. 

David moves Christina and C:ristopher awav from the 
!:lor::ician. Thev are al::1os1: co t::--'e exit r"hen the" are - . s topped by Carol fuJ.n - - now in r-:e-z:- mid- seve::: ties. She 
;s "=~ai 1 '·0"'-' anc~ ,......~-: e\1';""O' C::~e ~o s s- .... a i .-~ - ~ ... -~ ~ , " .... 6-- --·'0' ~" c e '-- ~c··- _0 
C"1ristina and the ~vO eQDrace and hold each other. 
T'tl.ev are racked ,-lith e::1otion. ChristoDher anc. David 
sta;"d aside. After a long beat; Carol" . .;nn speaks 
sof~ly to Christina. 

CAROL N~:i 
She always lQved you so verv :nuch, 
7ina. 

CHRISTI:\A 
Did she, Carol Ann? Did she? I 
want to believe thac. T n.eed so 
to be able to believe that ... 

142 

Tne ~NO T~ome!1. embrace again, holding each oc~er tig':1=:'y', 
fiercely, almost afraid to let each ocher go. 

CT.:'T TO: 

I:~T. LAWYER'S OFFICE - DAY 

Christina, seated with David and Christopher. All 
three are quite foroally dressed. On the other side 
of the desk is a distinguished-locking LAv~ER. He 
turns the pages of a will. ChrisLopher turns towar2 
Christina. She glances at him and he gives her a 
comforting smile. She silliles in return, ~ith tears 
brimming. 

(CONTI:-1lJ.:.D) 
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l39. 

CONTIUUED: 

The Lawver S tODS 
in front of him. 

turning pages and sta~es 

LAWYER 
(solemnly) 

Here we are: this is the section 
pertaining to you and Christopher. 

the page 

Christina and Christophe= look at each other aga~n 
';-lhile the Lawyer exarrines the page. T'ne=e is ':eC1.sion, 
anticipation. 

U-.w'"Y'ER 
(continuing; after 
a pause -- he reads) 

'IT IS MY INTE:ITION TO ~lZE ~O 
PROVIS IOL~ HE:C::Ei FOR MY DAUGr.':'ER 
CHRIS'I'I~~rt, A:'i;) HY SON, CHRISTOPE::R 
... FOR RS~SO~S wnICH ARE wELL 

K..'WW")1 TO 711:2':. ' 

Lawve= slides the Dage .. , - ac=oss cesk. 

G,risti~a anc Clriscophe~ look at one anothe=, shocked 
expressions on t~eir faces. Ch=istina sca=es cow~ at 
the "..Jell. 

CHRISTO?HER 
As usual, she , . 1 nas ttle ~ast "..Jorc.. 

16.} 

CA~·!ER).. SLm':L y ~~iGL;::S I:: OL\' A CLOSE S20: 0 f C: ris :: i::a. . 
She is staring a.t the brucal wo=ds before her. ?inal:y, 
she looks '..:p. 

CHRISTIXl-. 
(softly) 

Does she? 

7:"1e SHOT SLOliJLY BLC"RS. 
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