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A TITLE CARD SAYS: THE BERTOLINI

EVENING. PENSION ROOM WITH A VIEW THROUGH WINDOW.

The view is across the Arno towards the church of San
Miniato, with the foothills of the Appenines beyond. A
few tiny figures - men, horses and carriages - can be
glimpsed and a few lights. It is peaceful and still,
except for the turbulent river itself, swollen with
spring rains and melting snow from the mountains. It
churns and crashes against the bridges and quays, a
wild torrent contained within the stone constraints of
one of history's greatest cities: Florence.

An OLD MAN, inhabitant of the pension room, enters the
frame and stands looking out of the window.

After a few moments, a YOUNG MAN also enters and goes
to stand at the window. As he does so, the OLD MAN
transfers his look and now searches the face of the
YOUNGER MAN briefly. These two are MR. EMERSON and
his son, GEORGE.

A dinner gong sounds. The OLD MAN turns at once and
disappears, leaving the YOUNG MAN by himself. He
continues to look down at the river.

EVENING. INTERIOR. PENSION ROOM WITH NO VIEW.

CU LUCY - she is opening a window shutter to look out:
there is an expression of eager anticipation on her
pretty young face.

We watch this expression abruptly change to one of dis-
appointment; she also utters an exclamation of
disappointment at what she sees.

POV LUCY - the window she has opened looks out on nothing
more exciting than a dark dreary courtyard with some
washing slung across it.

The dinner gong is sounding.

She is joined at the window by CHARLOTTE, an English
spinster. 1In contrast to LUCY's expression of keen
disappointment, CHARLOTTE looks only grimly disapproving.

CHARLOTTE
This is not what we were led
to expect.

LUCY
I thought we were going to see
the Arno!
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CHARLOTTE
The Signora distinctly wrote:
south rooms with a view, close
together, instead of which she
has given us north rooms, a
long way apart. Come, dear, or
we shall miss our dinner on top
of everything else.

They turn from the window to go out -
CHARLOTTE
She had no business to do it,
no business at all,

EVENING, PENSION CORRIDOR AND STAIRS.

These too are disappointing - they might as well be in
any over-furnished, under-ventilated, somewhat down-at-
heel Victorian English boarding house.

CHARLOTTE is sniffing the air. She proceeds with
caution, leading the way, as if someone might jump out
of a dark corner and carry LUCY off.

A buxom, smiling, Italian peasant GIRL passes them on
the stairs with her chambermaid paraphernalia. She
says, "Buona Sera."

LUCY returns her greeting and looks after her with
pleasure - but CHARLOTTE continues her dignified descent.

CHARLOTTE
Any nook does for me, but it does
seem hard that you shouldn't have
a view,

LUCY
(with a touch of irritation) No,
of course, you must have a view,
too.
They have reached the dining room and enter it.

DAY, INTERIOR. PENSION DINING ROOM.

As in any stuffy English boarding house, it has heavy
furniture, portraits of Queen Victoria and Lord Tennyson,
an apidistra, and plush curtains heavy and sombre with
dust and the smell of gravy. The guests seated at the
long table include MISS LAVISH, the MISS ALANS, MR.
EMERSON, GEORGE EMERSON, and four or five other GUESTS,
equally unmistakably English tourists taking their
evening meal. The women outnumber the men three to one.
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The table is laid with an almost white tablecloth, huge
silverplate cruets, and bottles of water alternating with

bottles of red wine.

The GUESTS are sawing away at their tough pieces of meat
with determination but also with true English boarding
house refinement. Their acknowledgment of LUCY and
CHARLOTTE is equally genteel: their eyes remain frozen,
and the inclination of the head by way of welcome is
barely perceptible.

LUCY and CHARLOTTE accept this cold and silent formality
as the correct behaviour toward two strangers who have
not yet proved themselves. Silently and humbly, they
slip into the two empty chairs.

These are opposite MR. EMERSON and GEORGE - who are
markedly different from the other guests. Their recep-
tion of the newcomers is also different:

MR. EMERSON, an elderly, plump gentleman with childlike
eyes, has his mouth full and so can only wave his fork
cheerily in their direction.

They pretend not to see this.

GEORGE doesn't look up from his plate at all but frowns
down at it in terrible concentration. He is not eating
his food but arranging it on his plate as if it were some
mathematical problem he was struggling to solve.

The awful silence which has greeted the new arrivals is
broken by MISS LAVISH - a middle-aged bohemian blue-
stocking - continuing to expound the theme they have
interrupted:

MISS LAVISH
It is only by going off the track
that you get to know the country.
See the little towns - Gubbio,
Pienza, Cortono, San Gimignano,
Montriano ... (these names are
pronounced with an elaborate
Anglo-Italian flourish)

MR. EMERSON is trying to attract the attention of a LADY
further down the table who is filling her glass from a
little bottle of her own.

MR. EMERSON
Miss Pole! I say there - Miss
Pole!



LADY
(looking at him with displeasure)
Yes, Mr. Emerson?

MR. EMERSON
I say, what's that you're taking?
It's not lemonade, is it?

LADY
It is lemonade, Mr. Emerson.

MR. EMERSON
(unaware of her disdain, moved
only by genuine concern for her)
Put it away, Miss Pole: right
away! Lemonade is nothing but
acidity - very bad for the stomach.

A gasp from MISS CATHERINE ALAN, an elderly spinster -
followed by a giggle that has to be stifled in her napkin,

She is rebuked in a whisper by her sister, TERESA, an
even more elderly spinster.

MISS CATHERINE
But he said - he said - the word
S., Teresa.

MISS TERESA
It's nothing to laugh at,
Catherine. On the contrary.

MISS LAVISH
(continuing after the regrettable
interruption) We must get away
from that awful tourist idea that
Italy is only a museum of
antiquities and art.

LADY
Have you seen Monteriano? When
you visit the market there you
are far from the idea of a museum
...unless you want to call those
quaint stalls a living museum!

ANOTHER LADY
A museum of types...

LUCY and CHARLOTTE, knowing they have not yet pasged the
requisite test to enter into the general conversation,
confine themselves to talking to each other in low voices:



CHARLOTTE
I shall tell the Signora that
the first South room view avail-
able shall be given to you, Lucy.

LOUCY
Why not to you, Charlotte?

CHARLOTTE
I insist on it...This meat has
surely been boiled for soup.

MISS LAVISH
...Monteriano is not only quaint,
but there one meets the Italians
unspoiled: in all their simplicity
and charm!

We get a glimpse of the urispoiled ITALIANS in all their
simplicity and charm. The plates come back from the
dining room with their unchewable bits of meat and other
refuse. Some of this is flung straight to the dogs
underfoot who grab it, while the dirty plates are tossed
into a sink full of grey, greasy water. There is much
banging and loud laughter, the COOK swigs his wine and
pinches one of the SERVING GIRLS, a LITTLE BOY cries as
he ladles prunes into glass dishes, which are taken

5. NIGHT. PENSION SCULLERY.
away to the guests.
6. NIGHT. PENSION DINING ROOM,

Unspoilt Monteriano is still the topic of conversation,
as LUCY and CHARLOTTE continue to discuss the Signora's
perfidy.

MISS CATHERINE
Isn't Monteriano where we saw the
violets, Teresa? An entire carpet
of them: it was delightful. I
find the violet the most delightful
of flowers, don't you, Miss Lavish?

MISS LAVISH
I prefer something wilder, bolder
- the reckless rose, the tempestuous
tulip...

CHARLOTTE
Your mother would never forgive me
if I took the view.



LUCY
Mother would want you to have it.

CHARLOTTE
On no account: the view from
the Arno is yours.

The two, tired and out of sorts, are working each other
up. By now, they both sound distinctly peevish.

LUCY
I don't know why we are arguing
because we don't have it. We
have no view,

MR, EMERSON
(leaning across the table toward
them) I have a view. I have a
view,

CHARLOTTE is startled. Her glance passes over EMERSON
quickly but she doesn't really look at him. His forward-
ness strikes her as uncouth and ill-bred.

MR. EMERSON

So does George - my son George
here.

LUCY, who is about to speak, is repressed by CHARLOTTE.
GEORGE continues to frown at the diagram he has arranged
on his plate.

MR. EMERSON
We both have rooms with views.

CHARLOTTE
(looking over his head, muttering
vaguely) Delightful - a view -
how very delightful.

MR. EMERSON
What I mean is that you can have
our rooms, and we'll have yours.
We'll change.

The other GUESTS fall silent. Some appear shocked; all
sympathize with the newcomers as MR. EMERSON expands on
his offer.

MR. EMERSON
Why shouldn't you have them?
Why shouldn't they have them,
George? Hm? They want rooms
with views, so they can have
ours, It's very simple.
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LUCY gives a start of pleasure and gratitude -~ CHARLOTTE
restrains her.

CHARLOTTE
Thank you. You are most kind.
It is entirely out of the question.

A murmur of approval from the rest of the table: evidently
these newcomers, as against the EMERSONS, have the right
attitude and breeding.

MR. EMERSON
(getting red and excited) It's
the simplest thing on earth:
isn't it, George? George! They
want views, we don't want them.
Ergo, they should have them,

The whole table is attentive: they are impressed by
CHARLOTTE's brilliantly correct handling of this
impossible situation and this impossible old man.

CHARLOTTE
Thank you very much indeed. We
could not impose on your kindness.

MR, EMERSON
(both fists planted on the table
in challenge) Why? There's no
kindness. Only common sense.

LUCY
You see, we wouldn't like to -

CHARLOTTE
Eat your dinner, dear.

MR. EMERSON
(thumping his fists like a naughty
child) Women like looking at a
view; men don't. George, persuade
themn.

GEORGE
(without looking up) It's obvious
they should have the rooms. There's
nothing else to say.

LUCY regards him with covert curiosity. He lgoks
brooding, perplexed - but also very handsome in a
rugged, manly way.



MR, EMERSON
(attacking CHARLOTTE almost
violently) Why shouldn't you
change? We can clear out in
half an hour! 15 minutes!
It's ridiculous - these niceties:
they contravene common sense;
every kind of sense.

CHARLOTTE places her knife and fork together neatly on
her empty plate. She has the air of a martyr - but one
firm and strong in resolve.

MR. EMERSON is now talking to the table at large, waving
his arms about =~

MR, EMERSON
I don't care for what I see
outside.

CHARLOTTE looks around her as much as to say, "Are you
all like this?" And the two MISSES ALAN, who are sitting
further up the table, with shawls hanging over the backs
of their chairs, look back, clearly indicating, "We are
not; we are genteel."

CHARLOTTE
(regarding the pudding plate
placed in front of her) No,
thank you.

She is pressing LUCY's foot under the table.

MR, EMERSON
(thumping his heart) Here is
where the birds sing; here is
where the sky is blue.

CHARLOTTE
(whispering) Let's go, Lucy.

She gets up with resolution.

Her exit is very different from her entrance. She is
acknowledged by the OTHERS with murmurs of warmth and
friendliness: CHARLOTTE has proved herself.

LUCY has to follow her. But as she goes, she turns once
and makes a hasty bow - a shamefaced acknowledgment - to
the EMERSONS.

Only GEORGE sees it: and he replies by ;aising his
eyebrows and smiling in a strange, quizzical way.
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LUCY, confused, blushing, not knowing what to make of
this smile, hurries after CHARLOTTE.

NIGHT., INTERIOR, PASSAGE BETWEEN DINING AND
DRAWING ROOMS.

Once outside here, the stately and victorious CHARLOTTE
collapses.

CHARLOTTE
What an impossible person!

LUCY
He meant to be kind - I don't
understand you -

CHARLOTTE
Please leave it to me: I know
how to deal with such people.

LUCY
Charlotte, you dealed rudely!
You dealed wrongly!

CHARLOTTE does not acknowledge that she has dealt wrongly
and says grimly:

CHARLOTTE
This pension is a failure. Tomorrow
we'll make a change.

Her tone of "nanny-knows-best" goads LUCY to further anger
and in this heated state they enter the drawing room,

NIGHT, INTERIOR. PENSTION DRAWING ROOM,

This room, with its tightly stuffed, round, tomato-red
chairs and armchairs, does its best to reproduce the
solid comfort of a Bloomsbury boarding house.

MR. BEEBEE, an English clergyman with a bald head and red
whiskers, is seated there with an English newspaper which
he lowers at the tempestuous entrance of the TWO LADIES.

At the sight of him, their anger with each other turns
into a sort of hysterical relief.

They exclaim, they rush up to him, they appear to be
surrounding him -

LUCY
Why, it's Mr. Beebee! Oh, how
perfectly lovely! Oh, Charlotte,
we must stop now, however bad
the rooms are.
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CHARLOTTE
(with more restraint) How do you
do, Mr. Beebee?

He has risen in amazement. The TWO WOMEN start explaining
simultaneously.

Lucy
Don't you remember us =

CHARLOTTE
Miss Bartlett and Miss Honeychurch.
We met at Tunbridge Wells when you
came to help our vicar -

Lucy
- That very cold Easter!

LUCY is in a state of what might be called spiritual
starvation. As Forster says, she would have been glad
to see the waiter if CHARLOTTE had permitted it. She
rushes on:

LUCY
Just fancy how small the world
is! I've heard from Mother that
you are to be our vicar -

CHARLOTTE
Miss Honeychurch will be one of
your parishioners -

LUCY
At Summer Street -

Slowly MR. BEEBEE gets all this straightened out. He
welcomes them pleasantly.

MR. BEEBEE
Quite right - I move into the
rectory at Summer Street in
June.

LUCY
Our house is called Windy Corner
- oh, I am so glad to see you.

CHARLOTTE, exhausted by strong emotion, sinks into one
of the tomato chairs.

The two MISS ALANS enter and go up to CHARLOTTE:

MISS CATHERINE
We did feel so sorry for you
in the dining room.
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MISS TERESA
Mr. Emerson is so tactless.

LUCY
But he meant to be kind. (to
MR. BEEBEE) This old gentleman
- and his son - kindly offered
us their rooms with a view. For
ours which have no view.

MR, BEEBEE
(judiciously weighing the situation)
I see.,

TERESA

It was most indelicate.

CATHERINE
But things that are indelicate -
can sometimes be beautiful.

LUCY
Oh yes! Yes!

CHARLOTTE
I am the chaperone of my young
cousin, Lucy, and it would be a
serious thing if I put her under
an obligation to people of whom
we know nothing.

MR. BEEBEE is thoughtful for a few moments.

MR. BEEBEE
I don't think much harm would
have come of accepting...

LUCY
There, Charlotte. (or she only
looks this meaning)

CHARLOTTE
(pursing her mouth, to MR. BEEBEE)
So you think I ought to have
accepted their offer? You think
I have been narrow-minded?

MR. BEEBEE
(who is used to pursed-mouth
females) Not at all. I never
suggested that.

He catches LUCY's imploring look -
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MR, BEEBEE
eesIf you will allow me, I would
be happy to be your intermediary
with Mr., Emerson.

Everyone looks at CHARLOTTE, who remains silent and tight-
lipped.

MR, BEEBEE
(gently) I think he would not
take advantage of your acceptance,
nor expect any gratitude. He has
rooms he does not value, and he
thinks you would value them.

LOCY
Charlotte, please.

CHARLOTTE

My own wishes, dearest Lucy, are
unimportant in comparison with
yours. I am only here through
your kindness. If you want me

to turn these gentlemen out of
their rooms, I will do it. Would
you then, Mr. Beebee, kindly tell
Mr. Emerson we accept his offer?

MR. BEEBEE bows and departs with the message, looking
irritated.

LUCY
He is nice. Just what I remember.
He seems to see good in everyonc.
No one would take him for a

clergyman.
9.  NIGHT. INTERIOR. ROOM WITH VIEW.
GEORGE is throwing his things together, moving out of the
room,
10.  NIGHT. INTERIOR. _ ROOM WITHOUT VIEW.

PORTER is shouldering baggage, under CHARLOTTE's
supervision.

CHARLOTTE
(to LUCY, as they follow PORTER)
Remember, Lucy, I alone am implicated
in this.

They go out into the passage.
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11. NIGHT. INTERIOR. UPSTAIRS PASSAGE.
GEORGE, with his baggage, is coming from one side, PORTER
with baggage and CHARLOTTE and LUCY following, from the
other.
A collision is imminent.
CHARLOTTE
I do not wish the acceptance to
come from you. (hissing, so
that GEORGE, who is now upon
them, might not hear) Grant me
that, at all events.
There is now an impasse in the corridor and CHARLOTTE
talks her way around it:
CHARLOTTE
(to GEORGE) I would like to
thank your father personally for
his kindness to us.
GEORGE
(skillfully maneuvering his way)
You can't. He's in his bath.
CHARLOTTE gasps -
But GEORGE does not notice. He has managed to get past
them and is on his way to his new room.
LUCY, following CHARLOTTE and PORTER, is trying hard to
look serious.
12. NIGHT. INTERIOR. ROOM WITH VIEW (CHARLOTTE'S).

LUCY is by the window breathing in the night air, while
CHARLOTTE is arranging her things.

CHARLOTTE
.. +.Naturally, of course, I would
have given the larger room to you;
but I happen to know that it was
the young man's -

As LUCY does not follow this reasoning -

CHARLOTTE
In my small way, I am a woman of
the world, and I know where things
lead to...
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Arranging her toilet accessories on the washstand, she
is stopped short by the sight of a sheet of paper pinned
up over it. It is scrawled with an enormous note of
interrogation.

CHARLOTTE
What ever does it mean?

LUCY comes and looks at it with her. There is an
imperious knock on the door. At LUCY's "Come in!"
GEORGE enters. He strides to the washstand. He tears
down the sheet of paper. Murmuring an awkward apology,
he leaves with it. The TWO WOMEN stare after him.

MORNING. LUCY'S PENSION BEDROOM.

LUCY is awake in her bed, looking about her pleasant
room, which Forster describes thus: "...a bright bare
room, with a floor of red tiles which look clean though
they are not; with a painted ceiling whereon pink
griffins and blue amorini-sport in a forest of yellow
violins and bassoons..." LUCY takes this in (an
equivalent room will have to be found, or decorated)
and then jumps out of bed.

She goes to the window and with some difficulty gets the
shutters open, squeezing her fingers in the process.
When they open, the room fills with sunlight and LUCY
looks at her VIEW. She sees below as much of the
following as can be managed:

"...0Over the river men were at work with
spades and sieves on the sandy foreshore,

and on the river was a boat...An electric

tram came rushing underneath the window...

its platforms were overflowing with Italians...
Children tried to hang on behind...Then
soldiers appeared - goodlooking, undersized
men - wearing each a knapsack covered with
mangy fur, and a greatcoat which had been

cut for some larger soldier. Beside them
walked officers, looking foolish and fierce,
and before them went little boys, turning
somersaults in time with the band. The tram-
car became entangled in their ranks, and moved
on painfully, like a caterpillar in a swarm

of ants. One of the little boys fell down,
and some white bullocks came out of an
archway..."

LUCY's enjoyment of this Saul Steinberg scene is cut short

by a tap on the door. It is CHARLOTTE, who comes in and
admonishes her on leaving her door unlocked, and on her
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leaning out of the window in her nightgown. CHARLOTTE
tells her that if they don't hurry up, the better part
of the day will be lost.

14. DAY, PENSION DINING ROOM.
Most people have finished their breakfasts, except for
MISS LAVISH, who sits over her coffee with LUCY and
CHARLOTTE, who are arguing. CHARLOTTE wants to go out,
but LUCY makes excuses in order to shake her off: she's
feeling a wee bit tired, she'd like to settle in, she
thinks she'll play the piano, etc. CHARLOTTE offers to
stay in with her; LUCY says that would never do; Yes
yes, No no, etc. When she's ready, she'll go out alone.
CHARLOTTE can't allow this, she must accompany LUCY
everywhere. More Yes yes, No no, certainly not!
MISS LAVISH

Being English, Miss Honeychurch

will be perfectly safe. 1Italians

understand., A dear friend ~f mine,

Contessa Baroncelli, has two

daughters, and when she cannot

send a maid to school with them

she lets them go in sailor-hats

instead. Everyone takes them for

English, you see, especially if

their hair is strained tightly

behind.

15. DAY. EXTERIOR. FLORENCE BACK STREETS.

MISS 1LAVISH, very bohemian in a blue military cloak
swinging behind her, is conducting CHARLOTTE through

the back streets of Florence. These streets are intricate
and dirty, and as they penetrate deeper into them, MISS
LAVISH expresses herself more and more enchanted.

MISS LAVISH
A smell, a true Florentine smell!
Inhale, my dear: deeper. Every
city, let me tell you, has its
own smell.

In another dirty alley:

MISS LAVISH
How I love these little back
alleys. Look at that adorable
wine-cart! How the driver
stares at us, dear, simple soul!

CHARLOTTE is evidently less entranced. From time to time
she is forced to bring her handkerchief to her nose and
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tread rather delicately around something indelicate on
the road. As they make their way, and pause from time
to time for MISS LAVISH to drink in local sensations, we
hear the following snatches of conversation:

MISS LAVISH
.+..One has always to be open:
wide open. I think Miss Lucy is.

CHARLOTTE
(nervously) Lucy - open? To
what, Miss lLavish?

MISS LAVISH
To physical sensation...

CHARLOTTE
Oh! (a very ambiguous exclamation
- laden with both shock and
excitement)

MISS LAVISH
I will let you into a secret,
Miss Bartlett: I have my eye
on your cousin, Miss Lucy
Honeychurch.

CHARLOTTE
(thrilled yet apprehensive)
...For a character in your novel,
Miss Lavish?

MISS LAVISH
The Young English Girl transfigured
by Italy. And why should she not
be transfigured? It happened to
the Goths... :

In another part of the city:

MISS IAVISH

I do declare, we're lost - no,
Miss Bartlett, I will not have
you look into your Baedeker.
Two lone females in an unknown
town.,.now that's what I call
an adventure. We will simply
drift...

They press on - CHARLOTTE somewhat drooping but MISS
LAVISH undaunted.

Then, as their destination rises up before them suddenly -
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MISS LAVISH
Santa Maria del Fiore! Buon
giorno! Buon giorno! Thou Holy
Maiden of the Dark Ages, I salute
thee!

Two BRITISH TOURISTS can be seen approaching the
Cathedral -

MISS LAVISH
Stop a minute. Let those two
people go on, or I shall have
to speak to them...Oh, the
Britisher abroad!...It's very
naughty of me, but I would set
an examination paper at Dover
and turn back every tourist who
couldn't pass it.

Faced with the Cathedral, CHARLOTTE surreptitiously
tries to look into her Baedeker again =

But MISS LAVISH shuts it and takes it away from her
with a skittish firmness to which CHARLOTTE delightedly
submits.

Arm in arm, with an air aimost of recklessness, MISS
LAVISH's cloak swinging, they scale the steps of the
Cathedral: two British Ladies abroad...

16. DAY. INTERIOR. PENSION PASSAGE AND STAIRS.
Two more British Ladies abroad: exhausted from a
morning's sightseeing, the MISS ALANS have retreated
back to the pension and are wearily ascending the
stairs.
Sounds of piano music from the drawing room: Beethoven's
Sonata in C minor, Opus 111, played very well.
The MISS ALANS open the door of their room =

17, DAY, INTERIOR. PENSION ROOM.

They see the room brimming with violets - And MR. EMERSON
filling more vases - And GEORGE wreathing the washstand -
The MISS ALANS advance bewildered -

MR, EMERSON
Well - you said you like violets.

GEORGE
So we brought you violets.
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MR. EMERSON is so delighted with what he has done - and
indeed the violets are so beautiful - that the MISS

ALANS cannot help being delighted too. They giggle like
two schoolgirls, and encouraged by MR. EMERSON, they even
fix some flowers into their hair -

Sound of piano -

DAY, INTERIOR. PENSION DRAWING ROOM.

LUCY is at the little draped piano playing Beethoven.
She plays with verve and authority, and seems intoxicated
by the music and her own playing of it.

MR. BEEBEE is listening to her with growing astonishment.
When she has finished and he has applauded -

MR. BEEBEE
May I say something - rather
daring?

LUCY

Oh, Mr. Beebee: you sound like
Miss Lavish. Don't say you are
writing a novel, too.

MR. BEEBEE
If I were, you should be my heroine
and I would write: "If Miss
Honeychurch ever takes to live as
she plays, it will be very exciting
- both for us and for her."

LUCY doesn't know what he means. As she moves over to
the window -

LUCY
Mother doesn't like me playing
Beethoven. She says I'm always
peevish afterward.

And she does look - if not peevish, then at least
restless, looking out of the window.

MR. BEEBEE
Naturally. One would be stirred
up. That's what music is for.
Won't you play some more?

LUCY )
...I think I'1l1l go out. (turning
from the window)
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MR. BEEBEE

What - alone? Would that be
wise, Miss Honeychurch?

LUCY
Oh, Mr. Beebee, to be wise one
might have stayed at home in
Summer Street -
Already half out of the door -

Lucy
I won't go far, I promise.

She has gone before he can say anything.

DAY. INTERIOR. PENSION PASSAGE.

LUCY has walked out so impetuously that she doesn't see,
and nearly collides with, MISS CATHERINE ALAN.

Her apologies are as excited as her movement of exit =~
But she doesn't stop.

MISS CATHERINE, astonished, looks after her - then
enters the drawing room.

DAY, INTERIOR. PENSION DRAWING ROOM.

She sidles in characteristically, made self-conscious
by the proximity of a lone man.

MISS CATHERINE
Whatever is the matter with dear
Miss Lucy?

MR. BEEBEE
(watching LUCY from the window)
...l put it down to too much
Beethoven.

MISS CATHERINE joins him by the window.

MR. BEEBEE
(glancing down at her) You have
flowers in your hair, Miss
Catherine, like a pagan goddess.

She picks them out, smiling as she does so. They both
watch LUCY.

(If it is not possible because of the location to have
them looking out of a window, then let them watch her
through the drawing room door as she makes her escape
via an entrance hall or courtyard.)
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TITLE CARD: 1IN SANTA CROCE WITH NO BAEDEKER

DAY. EXTERIOR. STREETS OF FLORENCE.

22,

Contrary to what MISS LAVISH told her about English girls
in Italy, she is very much noticed and appreciated. MEN
look at her with admiration, one or two try to speak to
her. She either doesn't notice or pretends not to, and
if she acts primly, she's too pretty and youthful for
that to be a drawback; in fact it seems almost a virtue.

She might linger over the Andrea della Robbia Infants of
the Foundling Hospital in the Piazza dell' Annunziata.

DAY, INTERIOR. SANTA CROCE.

LUCY wanders around in the barnlike interior, shivering
with cold. She has no Baedeker, so does not know which
paintings and monuments to admire. She walks about,
somewhat disdainfully, unwilling to be enthusiastic over
monuments of uncertain authorship or date., But then she
gets interested in the place and the scene: PRIESTS,
BEGGARS, GUIDES, TOURISTS.

She tries to puzzle out the Italian notices = one that
forbids people to introduce dogs into the church; another
not to spit on the floor; to cover the head or to uncover
it; not to talk loudly; to remember that the place is a
House of Worship, etc.

She watches other TOURISTS - the diligent foreigners,
consulting their guidebooks, looking from page to statue
and back again, almost like spectators at a tennis match.

She watches the ITALIANS at worship, and particularly
some SMALIL CHILDREN who seem to have got worship mixed
up with playing backwards and forwards over the recumbent
forms of some stone bishops.

One CHILD falls.

LUCY starts forward to pick him up. MR. EMERSON appears,
bent on the same mission. Between them they try - in
vain - to comfort the howling CHILD.

MR, EMERSON
Hateful bishop! Hard in life,
hard in death.

The CHILD screams frantically.

An Italian WOMAN takes charge and the CHILD is soon
running around again happily.
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MR. EMERSON
(to WOMAN) You are a clever
woman. You've done more than
all the relics in the world.

WOMAN
Niente.
away.
LUCY
I'm not sure she understands
English,

MR. EMERSON
She understands everything...Are
you doing the church? Why don't
you join us?

around: is he alone ~ or is the son with him?

She sees GEORGE: he is intently looking up at the
vaulted roof and doesn't see her,

LUCY
(stiffly, and taking refuge in
her dignity) Thank you very much,
but I could not think of that. I
really came to help with the child,
and to thank you for so kindly
giving us your rooms last night.
I hope that you have not been put
to any great inconvenience.

MR. EMERSON
(gently) My dear, I think that you
are repeating what you have heard
older people say. You are pretending
to be touchy; but you are not really.
Stop being so tiresome, and tell me
instead what part of the church you
want to see. To take you to it will
be a real pleasure.

It is impossible for LUCY to take offense at this old
man's "impertinence" and she stands hesitating. He has
a nosegay of violets tucked into his lapel.

LucCY
I am not touchy, I hope. I want
to see the Giottos - if only I
knew which they were.

MR. EMERSON
Come with me.
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LUCY follows MR. EMERSON into the Peruzzi Chapel. There
is a party of TOURISTS in the chapel, led by MR. EAGER,
a clergyman,

MR. EMERSON greets him cordially - then explains to LUCY
that it is Mr. Eager, the resident English chaplain in
Florence.

MR. EAGER
(lecturing to the TOURISTS)
Observe how Giotto in these
frescoes - now unhappily ruined
by restoration - is untroubled
by the snares of anatomy and
perspective.

MR. EMERSON
(pointing to the fresco of the
Ascension of St. John) Yes, look
at that fat man in blue! He must
weigh as much as I do, and he is
shooting into the sky like an air
balloon.

MR. EAGER resolutely ignores him and goes on instructing
his flock of TOURISTS, who shift uneasily, as does LUCY.

MR. EAGER
Remember the facts about this
church of Santa Croce; how it was
built by faith in the full fervor
of mediaevalism -

MR, EMERSON
Built by faith indeed! That
simply means the workmen weren't
paid properly.

MR. EAGER
(frigidly) Pardon me. The chapel
is somewhat small for two parties.
We will incommode you no longer.

He leads his flock away.

MR. EMERSON
Stop! There's plenty of room
for us all. Stop!

The TOURISTS disappear without a word. MR. EMERSON looks
after them - but forgets about them as his eyes fall on -

GEORGE, standing alone in gloomy abstraction. At this
moment he is not an unattractive figure by any means,
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and in the shadows his face appears tender. LUCY watches
him with feelings of interest for a few seconds and in
turn is observed by MR. EMERSON,

MR, EMERSON
Look at my poor boy...

LUCY looks away; and blushes; and doesn't want to listen
to what MR. EMERSON is saying; and yet does.

: MR, EMERSON
He's very unhappy.

LUCY
But why should he be?

MR. EMERSON
Well may you ask...What more is
one to give him? And think how
he has been brought up -~ free
from all the superstition that
leads men to hate one another in
the name of God...

At this blasphemy, LUCY tries to leave -

LUCY
(murmuring) I must go - my
cousin will be anxious -

MR. EMERSON actually catches hold of her to prevent her.

MR. EMERSON
I don't require you to fall in
love with my boy, but try and
understand him., My poor young
lady, I think you're muddled,
toe - you've let other people
muddle you.

LUCY is impressed by the possible truth of this; and she
now looks toward GEORGE with greater sympathy:

LUCY
Is that what's happened to him?
Has he let other people -

MR. EMERSON
No, in his case he's done it himself
- with all this brooding on the
things of the Universe. I don't
believe in this world sorrow. Do
you?
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LUCY
(unable to express herself, yet
with conviction) No. Oh no. 1I
don't, Mr. Emerson. Not at all,

MR. EMERSON
Well there you are! Then make
my boy realise that by the side
of the everlasting Why there is
a yes! And a Yes and a Yes!

This inflated oratory brings LUCY back to earth. She
adopts a tone of solid, suburban common sense:

LUCY

Has your son no particular hobby?
I generally forget my worries at

the piano; and collecting stamps

did no end of good to Freddy, my

brother...You must excuse me, Mr.
Emerson: my cousin will be most

anxious if I don't get back this

instant...

MR. EMERSON's face saddens. He touches her gently with
his hand.

MR. EMERSON
Poor girl. Poor girl.

LUCY
(flaring up) Poor girl? On the
contrary - I think myself a very
fortunate girl. 1I'm thoroughly
happy, and having a splendid time.
(in a tone of dismissal) Goodbye.
Thank you both so much for all
your kindness,

She hurries away, not looking right or left, and certainly
not at GEORGE.

23, DAY. EXTERIOR. QUTSIDE SANTA CROCE.
LUCY is hurrying away from the church - She enters a shop.
24, DAY, INTERIOR. POSTCARD SHOP.

LUCY buys postcards. These are: Giorgione's Tempesta,
Fra Angelico's Coronation, Giotto's Ascension of St. John,
some Della Robbia babies, some Guido Reni Madonnas. She
considers Botticelli's Birth of Venus for a long timez
includes it, then at the last moment decides against it
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and puts it back in the rack. She gets her change
muddled - almost forgets her packet - then goes out.

DUSK. EXTERIOR. IN THE PIAZZA SIGNORIA.

Now she is no 1longer in a hurry but lingers as if she
were waiting for someone or something to happen to her...
She fixes her eyes on the tower of the Palazzo Vecchio.
It arises out of the surrounding dusk like a pillar of
gold throbbing in the tranquil sky. Absorbed in this
vision, she doesn't notice what is going on around her.

Two MEN Very near her have started bickering by the
Loggia. She only vaguely hears their cries of "Cinque
lire! Cinque lire!" They spar at each other -

One MAN is hit lightly on the chest. He frowns; he bends
toward LUCY as if he had an important message for her.

He opens his lips to deliver it, and a stream of blood
comes out and trickles down his unshaven chin,

A CROWD rises up around them. LUCY sees GEORGE looking
at her from out of this CROWD. There are shouts and
cries. The wounded MAN is lifted up and carried to the
fountain. The MURDERER cries out and kisses him. But
LUCY, looking at GEORGE, sees him grow dim...GEORGE,
pushing his way through the CROWD, catches LUCY as she
falls., He carries her in his arms to the steps of the
Uffizi Arcade. He lowers her gently; he supports her in
his arms; he looks into her face.

The hubbub around the fountain comes to them as if from a
great distance. They seem to have moved into a world of
greater silence; sitting there they appear, like the
other statues in the arcade, to be more than human - a
statue not merely of two lovers but of Eternal Lovers.

LUCY opens her eyes. She looks back into his face. She
sits up. He rises and dusts his knees.

LUCY
Oh, what have I done?

GEORGE
You fainted.

Lucy
I - I am very sorry.

GEORGE
How are you now?

LUCY
Perfectly well - absolutely well.
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GEORGE
Then let's come home. There's
no point in our stopping.

He holds out his hand to help her up. She pretends not to
see it.

The cries from the fountain continue, as a background to
this conversation.

LUCY
How very kind you have been! I
might have hurt myself falling.
But now I am well. I can go
alone, thank you.

He remains silent, and his hand remains extended.

LUCY
Oh, my photographs!

GEORGE
What photographs?

LUCY
I bought some photographs at
Alinari's. I must have dropped
them out there in the square.
Would you be so very kind -
thank you so very much -

He nods brusquely, then turns to go. As soon as his back
is turned, LUCY gets up "...with the cunning of a
maniac..." and steals down the arcade toward the Arno.

GEORGE
Miss Honeychurch!

She stops, her hand on her heart.

GEORGE
Sit still; you aren't fit to
go home alone.

LUCY
Yes I am, thank you so very much.

GEORGE
No you aren't.

LUCY
But I had rather -
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GEORGE
Then I don't fetch your photo-
graphs.

A pause., He tells her commandingly:

GEORGE
Sit down. The man is dead.

Bewildered, she obeys him.

GEORGE
And don't move till I come back,

LUCY sits on the steps:

She sees the black-hooded FIGURES of the Fraternity of
the Misericordia passing like figures in a dream. The
hubbub around the fountain also seems heard as if in a
dream.

LUCY doesn't know what is.happening or what has happened.
She buries her face in her hands.

GEORGE finds the packet of photographs lying on the pave-
ment. The envelope is covered with blood. He hesitates,
looks in LUCY's direction, then wipes the blood off with
his handkerchief and goes back to her with the cards.

When GEORGE returns, LUCY pulls herself together. She
becomes brisk, English, suburban again. She rises
without assistance and walks without assistance toward
the Arno.

DUSK. EXTERIOR. EMBANKMENT.

LUCY is babbling on rather breathlessly while GEORGE
strides beside her in his usual impenetrable silence.

LUCY .
...Italians are so very odd,
aren't they. So excitable. Only
yesterday I heard about another
murder - I don't know the details
but a poor little boy was involved.
And yet they seem so kind and
lovable. 1It's too extraordinary
that they should at the same time
be so violent - Mr. Emerson?

He turns toward her, frowning as if she has disturbed
him in some abstract quest.






