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PADE IN:

BLACR SCREEN

1,
NARRATOR
This story is abcut Howard Beale
who was the network news anchorman
on UBS-TV == \
l

A BANR OF FOUR COLOR TELEVISION MONITORS

It is 7:14 P.M., Monday, September 23, 1974, and we are
watching the network news prograns on CBS, NBC, AEC ard
UBS-TV, the network of our story. The AUDIO is OFF:
and head shcts of WALTER CRONKITE, JOEN CEANCEZLLOR,
BOWARD K. SMITHE and HARRY REASONER, and, of course,

the anchorman of our network, HOWARD BEALE, silently
'£1it and flicker across the four television screens,
interspersed with the news of the day == a hurricane in
Honduras, Teddy Rennedy rencunces his candidacy for
President, Kissinger will address the UN General

Agssembly tomcrrow on the energy CILSLS. NARRATION
continues CVER =- . ) .

NARRATOR (Contd)
- In his time, Hcward Beale had
been a mandarin of television, the
grand old man of news, with a EUT
rating of 16 and a 28 audience
share =-

CAMERA MOVES IN to isolate BOWARD BEALE, who is
everything an anchorman should be -- 58 years old,
silver-haired, magisterial, dignified to the point of
divinity. NARRATION contlnues QVER ~=-

NARRATOR (Contd)
==-In 1969, hcwever, he fell to a
22 share, and by 1972, he was dcwn
to a 15 share. In 1973, his wife
died, and he was lzft a chilédless
widower with an 8 rating and a 12 :
share, He became morose and isolated,
began to drink heavily, ané, on
September 23, 1974, he was fired,
effective in two weeks. The news
was broken to him by Max Schumacher =-

EXT: S5THE AVE. SOUTH OF 57TH STREET - NIGHT 2.

11:30 P.M. The area is deserted except for a few
STROLLERS windcw=shopping the department stores. Ancd
way down near S55th Street, TWO roaring drunk middle-
aged men, HOWARD BEALE and MAX SCHUMACHKER, reeling
along and hooting it up. NARRATION continues OVER ==



~9

NARRATOR (Contd) |
== who was president of the News ' :
Division at U2S and an ocld frisnd. |
The two men got properly pissed -- l

CLOSER SHOT of HCWARD and MAX (who is a craggy,
lumbering, rough-hewn, Sl-vear-old man), t“oronghly
plastered and on a drunken laughing jag --
EOWARD ) k
(clutching the corner ’
mailbox to keep frcm
" £alling)
When was this?

" MAX
1951 =--
HOWARD
I was at CBS with Ed Mur~cw in
1951. Didn't ycu join Murzow
in 1951? ~-
: MAX .
—~ Must've been 1950 then. I was at
e _ _ NBC. Morning News. Ascociate
- producer., I was a kid, twentv-six
years old. anvway, they were
building the lower level on the
George Wasningtcn Bridge, and we
- were doing a rexote there. Ixcept
nobody told mel! --

For scme reason, this knocks them out. EOWARD,
wheez;ng with sunn*essed laughter, clutches the
mailbox. I[1AX has to shocut to get the rest of the
story out -- -

MAX (Contad)

-= ten after seven iz the morning --
I get a call -- "Where the hell are
you? —-=- You're supposed to be on d
the George Washington Bridgel" -=-
I jump out of ked =-- I throw ny

- 4 raincoat over my pajamas == I run

' down the stairs =-- I get out in the

street == I flag a cab == I jump in
== I say: "Take me to the middle
of the George Washington Bridge!" =

It's too much again. The TWO MEN dissolve into sileat
wheezing spasms of lauchter =-- : :
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?./ MAX (Contd)
’ (tears streaming down
. his cheeks)
. - ) - o= the driver turns around -- he

gays -- don't do it, buddy =--
(so weak now he can
_ , barely talk)
) - == he says =~ you're a young
- , : - man == you got your whole life
' : ’ : ghead of you --

He can't go on. Ee stomps around on the sidewalk.
BOWARD clutches the mailbox.

3. m: A BAR - 3:00 AoMo .3.

Any bar. Mostly empty. MAX and EOWARD in a bkooth,
80 sodden drunk they are scker ——

HOWARD
I'm going to kill myself =-

MAX
Oh, shit, Howard =-

§iid

. HOWARD
I'm going to blow my brains out
right on the air, richt in the
middle of the seven o'clcck news,
like that girl in Florida a
couple of months ago ==

MAaX
You'll get a hell of a rat,ng,
I'll tell you that, a fifty
share easy —

. HOWARD
You think so?

MAX '
We could make a series out of it.
Suicide of the Week. BEBell, why
limit ourselves? Execution cf the
~ - Week =- the Madame Defarge Show!l
- : Every Sunday night, bring your
knitting and watch somebcdy get
quillotined, hung, electrccuted,
. : . gassed. For a logo, we'll have
some brute with a black hcod over
his head. Think of the spinoffs
== Rape of the Week ==

¢
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INT: HOWARD'S APARTMENT HOUSE - LANDING 5.

HOWARD
(beginning to get
} caught up in the idea)
Terxrcorist of the Week? ==

L MAX
Beautifull

HOWARD
How about Coliseum '74? Every
week we ‘throw some Christians
to the lionsl --

. MAX
Fantastic! The Death Hour! I
love it! Suicides, assassinatiomns,
mad bombers, Mafia hitmen, murcer
in the barbershecp, human sacrifices
in witches' covens, autcoiobile
smashups. The Death Hour! A -
great Sunday night shcw for the- -
- whole family., We'll wipe Disney
right cff the air =- ‘

They snigger and snort. HOWARD lays his head down on
the booth's table and verges on sleep ==

INT: EOWARD'S BEDRCOM - 4:30 A.M. = DARK 4.

BOWARD, fully clothed, sprawled asleep on his still-
covered bed in the dark bedrocm. Sudcenly, he sits
bolt upright, SCREAMING out against unseen terrors --

OUTSIDE HIS DOOR - 8:00 A.M. - TUESDAY, SEPT. 24

== as HOWARD'S HOUSEREEPER, a middle-aged lady, lets
herself into - ‘

INT: BHOVWARD'S APARTMENT - ENTRANCE FOYER

The HQUSEXEEPER, unbuttoning her coat, is greeted by
the sound of a raucous clock ALARM, relentlessly
BUZZING o.s. She crosses the ==

INT: LIVING RCOM

== and opens the blinds letting'in an eruption of
daylight. The shrill BUZZING getting louder, she
pProceeds into the =-

INT: BACK FOYER

=« where she pauses to lock into the bedrccn, the door

ottt Ladadndatl



BOUSEKEEPER'S P.0.V. == HOWARD BEALE,

gtill wearing the clothes he wore last night, curled
in a position of fetal helplessness on the floor in
the far corner of the rcom =--

. HOUSEREEPER
(after a moment)
Are you all right, Mr. Beale?

BOWARD
(opens one eye)
I'm £ine, thank you, Mrs.
Merryman --
With some effort, he contrives to get to his feet as

the HCUSEREEZPZIR crosses to the alarm clock angé turns
it off ==

CREDITS AND MUSIC ERUPT QNTQO THE SCREEN 6.
TITLE:

*"NETWORK?™"

- UNDER AND INTERSPERSZID WITH CREDITS, a montage of

scenes, occasiocnally audible, on this seemingly
routine day --

INT: HOWARD BEALE'S OF"ICE -~ 5TY FLCOR - 7.
9:20 A.M.

A small, unpretentious coffice, cluttered with bcoks, .
magazines, periodicals, photogranhs and awards on the
walls, various mementces hers and there., HOWARD
(necktied and in shirtsleeves), behind hisg desk,
rattling away his copy for that evening's broadcast
on his typewriter -- pauses to pour himself a quick
shot of Scotch ==

INT: THE NIGHTLY NEWS ROOM - ROOM 517 - 8.
10:30 A.M. '

The commen room off which Howard's office dekouches.
A large room compactly filled with the desks of
producers, asscciate producers, head writer and
writexs, production assistants, ets. The walls are
festooned like bulletin bocards with sheaves of
newspaper rages and cutouts and reams of wire releases
(there are two wire machines in a corner). Large
blowups of EOWARD BEALE are prominently displayed.
There are small, shelved likraries of bccks,
directories and magazines here and there. And the
ever-present bank of four television menitors; and,
3ince it is 1C:30 A.M., Tuesday, Septerker 24, 1974,
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and, since the AUDIO is OFF, the screens silentlf
flicker with whatever was on that day at that time.
BOWARD ccmes out of his office, crosses thrcugh the
general HUM of informal industry, an occasicnal |
TYPEWRITER CLACXING, .a more than ¢ccasional thone
ringing, as the Nightly News Rocm PERSCMNEL, all in
their 20's and 30's, move, MURMUR, confer about their
businesses. HCVARD BEALEZ makes for a ledge of

. reference becocks to check ocut some fact. He spreads

the reference bcok out on an unocrupied desk. SCMEONE
in b.g. tells hinm he's wanted on the phone. He necds,
takes the call at the desk he is at. Throughout, he
belts away at his glass of bcoze =--

INT: OFFICE OF THE EXEC. PRCDUCER OF UBS- 9.
NETWORK NEWS - UBS BUILDING - 5TH FLCOR - 1:00 P.M. -

TUESDAY

Another smallish office debouching off the main rconm
like Howard's, absclutely jzmmed with nine PZIOPLE, a
couple of them standing, the others sitting wherever

-they can. The executive producer, HARRY HUNTER (early

40's), is behind the desk. HOWARD EBZALZ sits on the
small, Finnish mcdern couch, flanked by an ASSOCIATZ
PRODUCER and a IMAN from the Graphics Departlent. Aside
frcm BEALE and HUNTER, everybody else is in theixr 20's
or early 30's, ard, with the same exceptions, they are
all casually dressed. This is the daily run-down
meeting at which the schedule for that evening's
broadcast is roughed cut, and it sounds something like

this ==

- HOWARD
(reaching for the bottle -
of booze on HUNTER's desk
to refill his glass)
-= let's do Rockefeller at the end
of two - '

HARRY AQUNTER
That etrong encugh to bump?

HOWARD
. {sipping his booze)
In one then, I'll do a lead to
Ford-Xissinger --

. ASSOCIATE PRODUCE:S
Then Yamani? :

HOWARD
Yeah, Yamahi in Chicago =— tag ==

PRODUCTICN ASSISTANT (GIRL)
. That's forty-five -
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10.

12.

HOWARD
What dces that ccme out?

! "PRODUCTION ASSISTANT
Abcut four-fifty --

- ASSOCIATE PRCDUCER
Where we using Rumsfeld?

HARRY BUNTER
Let's do that in two -- Rumsfeld ==
Rockefeller =- bump. Now, we
using a map going into L.A.7

GRAPHIC MAN
I prefer a news-pix =--

BOVARD pours himself another shot of bcoze and sips
it ==

BEOWARD
What've we got left?

PRODUCTION ASSISTANT
Nuclear thing, Nixon-hospital,
Ford amnesty, Watergate trial ==

INT: 4TH¥ FLOCR CORRIDOR = UBS BUILDING - 10.
6:28 P.M. = TUESDAY

LOOKTUG: INTO the small network=-news nmake=-up rcom wher:a
EOWARD BEALE is standing, RKleenex tuckod into his
shirt collar, getting a few last whisks £rom the 2=~
UP LADY. Finished, HOWARD pulls the Kleenex frcm his
collar, takes a last sip frecm a glass of bcoze on the

make-up shelf, gathers his papers and exits, turls
and enters --

INT: NETWORX NEWS STUDIO - 4TH FLOOR ll.

'Typical Newsrocm studio -- cameras, cables, wall maps,

£lats and propring, etc. HOWARD nods, smiles to
various PERSONNEL == CAMERAMEN, ASSISTANT DIRECTCRS, ‘
ASSOCIATE PRODUCZRS == as he makes his way to his desk
facing Camera One. Ee sits, prepares his parers, lccks
up to the control rocm, nods =--

MUSIC ABRUPTLY OUT:

END OF CREDITS:

INT: CONTROL ROOM = 4TH FLOOR : 12.

The wall clock reads: 6:39. Typical control recm. A

room=-length double bank of televisicn monitcors
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including two color monitor screens, the show monitor |
and the pre-set mcnitor. Before this array of TV
gcreens sits the DIRECTCR, flanked on his left by the
PRODUCTION ASSISTANT (GIRL), who stop-watches the shcw,
and cocn his right by the TECHMNICAL DIRECTCR who operates

- a special board of buttons and knobs. (On the ,
TECHNICAL DIRECTOR'S right sits the LIGHTING DIRECTCR. )

At the mcment, the snow monitcr has the network's \
Washington corrzespondent, JACX SMOWDEN, doing a lead=-in
to the second day of Nelson Rcckefeller's hearings 1

- before the Senate Rules Ccmmittee on his nominaticn

for the Vice-Presidency -~

) SNOWDEN (ON MONITOR)
== Rcckefeller again supported
President Ford's pardon of former
President Nixon ==

TECENICAL DIRECTOR
(murmuring into his mike)
- twenty-four --

SNOWDEN (ON MONITOR)
== ag an act of conscience —

DIRECTCR
) (murmuring into hls nike)
== Lou, kick that littlz thing
shut on ground level =--

SNOWDEN (0N MCNITOR)
== an act of ccmpassion -=-

The show monitor screen haé switched over to show £ila
of Nelson Rockeifeller testifying before the Rules
Cormittee =

: SNOWDEN (V.O. ON MONITOR)
== ‘and an act of courage --

. PRODUCTION ASSISTANT
(murmurs)
== forty seconds =--

DIRECTOR
(muzrmurs into mike)
-= twenty seconds to cne «-~

| ROCKEFELLZR. (ON MONITOR)
=~ The constitutiocnal process
worked --

DIRECTOR
== headroll -- rolling ==

i
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ROCKEFELLER (Ol MONITOR)
‘e the informaticn was brought out ==

TECUNICAL DIRECTOR |
. (murmurs into mike) |
== twenty-five, twenty-six --

ROCREFELLER (ON HONI”OP)
== the President resigned --=

In the back half of the ccntrol rocm, seated behihd his

shelf is HARRY hUﬁTER, who is flirting with his
SECRETARY ==

BEARRY EWMITER
(to SECRETARY)
Bow the hell do you always get
- mixed up with married men? ==

DIRECTOR
{(leans back to say
 to SECRETARY)
== Sheila, if you're hot for married
men, wWhy ¢o to strangers? What's
wreong with me? -- -

ROCREFELLER (ON MONITOR)
== the President accepted a parcdon --

PRCODCUCTION ASSISTANT
== ton seconds -- .

" DIRECTOR »
(back to his mike) -
== ten seccnds coning to one -=-

ROCCXEFELLER (ON MONITCR)
== which, in my opinion =-

DIRECTOR
{on mike)
- and -

ROCKEFELLER (ON MONITOR)
- was tantamcunt to admitting

DIRECTOR

HOWARD BEALE's image suddenly flips on-—-screen --

PRODUCTION ASSISTANT
== fifteen seconds to ccmmercial
freeze -~
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DIRECTOR ' |
== head roll -~

TECHNICAL DIRECTOR
w= rolling =--

~ The DIRECTOR and TECHNICAL DIRECTOR turn in their seats

to joxn HARRY HUNTER and his SLCRHTAPY in a brief.
gosszp - '

. HOWARD (ON MONITOR)
== Ladies and gentlemen, I would
like at this mement to announce
that I will be retiring fzcem
this prcgram in two weeks' time
because of poor ratings =--

The DIRECTOR has whispered scmething to HARRY HUNTER'S
SECRETARY which cccasions sniggers freom the SECRETARY
and from HARRY BUNTER. The TECINICAL DIRECTCR stands
to get in on the joke =--

TECHNICAL DIRECTOR
(to DIRZCTOR) .
-— what'd you say? --

HOWARD {(CN MCNITOR)
-= and since this shcw was the
only thing I had going fcr me
in my life, I have decided to
kill myself =-

HARRY HUNTER'S SECRETARY murmurs scmething which causes
HARRY HUNTER to burst into laughter =--

TECHNICAL DIRECTOR
(to the DIRECTOR)
== s0 what'd she say? =--

HOWARD (ON MONITOR)
== I'll tell you what I'm going
to do. I'm going to blcw my brains
out right on this prcgram a week
from today --

PRODUCTION ASSISTANT
(£rowning and very puzzled
indeed by this diversion
from the script)
== ten seconds to comrercial freeze --

HOWARD (ON MONITOR)
== s0 tune is next Tuesday. That'll
g*ve the public relations pecple a
(MORE)




BOWARD (ON MONITOR) (Contd)
week to prcmote the show, and we
. ought to get a hell of a rating
" with that, a £ifty share easy -

A bewildered PRODUCTIQN ASSISTANT nudges the DIRECTOR,

- who wheels back to his mike --

DIRECTOR
(into mike)

PRODUCTION ASSISTAN T
(to the DIRECTOR)
"Listen, did you hear that? --

- DIRECTOR
- WO =

The monitor scresen erupts into a commercial for a cat-
focod chow-chcw=chow ==

AUDIO MAN
(leaning in from his"
Glassed=-in cubicle)
What was that abcut?

PRODUCTION ASSISTANT

(to the DIR=CTCR)
Howard just said he was going to
blow his brains out next Tuesday.

DIRECTOR -
What're you talking about?

PRODUCTION ASSISTANT
Didn't you hear him? He just said ==~

BARRY HUNTER
What's wrong now?

PRODUCTION ASSISTANT
Boward just said-he was going to
kill himself next Tuesday.

EARRY HUNTER
What do you mean Howard just

gald he was going to kill himself
next Tuesday?

PRODUCTION ASSISTANT
(nervously riffling through
her script)
He was suprosed to do a tag on
‘Rockefeller-bumnp-commercial =--
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AUDIO MAN
(frem his dcorway)
- He said tune in next Tuesday, I'm
going to shoot myself --

Everybcdy's attention is now on the double bank of
black-and-white mcnitsr screens showing various parts
of the studio, all c¢f which show agitated behavior.
Several of the screens shew HOWARD at his desk in
vehement discussion with a clearly startled FLCOR
MANAGER with heauset and no less startled ASSCCIATE
PRODUCZR ==

DIRECTOR
{on mike to FLCOR MANAGER)
What the hell's going on?

On the pre-set monitor screen, the FLCOR MANAGER
with headset looks up ~=-

FLOOR MANAGER (ON SCREEZN)
(voice bconming into
the control rccm)
I don't know. He just said he
was going to blcw his brains out --

DIRECTOR
(into mike)
What the hell's thls all zbout,
Boward?

HOWARD (ON MCNITOR)
(shouting at the floor
PERSONNEL gathering
around himn)
Will you get the hell out of here?
We'll be back on air in a ccuple
of seconds!

DIRECTOR |
(roaring into the mike)
What the fuck's going on, Howard?

HOWARD (ON MONITOR)
I can't hear you --

DIRECTOR

(bawling at the AUDIO NAN)
Put the studio mike onl!

AUDIO MaN
We're back on in eleven seccnds =--
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PRODUCTION ASSISTANT
: (stop-watching)
"= ten seconds -~

HARRY HUNTER
. (his voice now bcecming
- . out into the studio)
Howard! What the hell are you doing?
Have you flipped or what?!

TECHENICAL DIRECTOR
(murmurs into his mike)
We start with 31 == 32 ==

HARRY EUNTER
(roaring at the AUDIC MAN)
Turn the mike off!

AUDIO MAN
(now back in the
control rcom)
What the hell's going on?

HARRY HUNTZR
(raging)
Turn the fucking scund off, you
stupid son of a bitch! This is
going out live!

" PRODUCTION ASSISTANT
(stop=-watching)
Three == two == one =-

At which point, the TECHNICAL DIRSCTOR pushes a buticn;
the jangling caticed ccmmerxcial flips off the show
monitor to be instantly replaced by a scene of
gathering bedlam arocund HOWARD's desk. The alDI0 XX

flees in panic back to his cubicle to turn of the

audio but not before HARRY EUNTER and the DIXRECTCR
going out live to 67 affiliates can be heard bocming:

HARRY HUNTER
Chrissakes! Black it out! This
is going out live to sixty=-seven
fucking afiiliates! Shit!

DIRECTOR

This is the dumbest thing I ever
sawl =--

"INT: MAX SCHUMACHER'S OFFICE - FIFTH FLCOR = 13.

ROQI 509

MAX SCHUMACHER, behind his desk staring petrified at
his office console on which pandemonium has broken out.



14

The FLOOR MANAGER and the ASSCCIATE PRODUCER and

now an ELECTRICIAN are trying to pull HOWARD away frcml
his desk and HOWARD is t_jlﬁ” to hit anytody he can
with an ineffective right hand haymaker --

1
HOWARD (ON MCNITOR) \
Get the fuck away from mel |
’ |

|

OTHER VOICES (ON MONITOR) :
(coming from all directicas) : |
== cut the shcw! -- '
== get him out cf there! =-
-= go to standby! --
== for Chrissakes, you stupid --

MAX'S PHONE RINGS --

MAX
(grabs the phone)

How the hell do I kncw? ==
(he hangs up, seizes
another phone, karks:)

Give me the network news

control rcom!

On the MONITOR SCREEN, hysteria is clearly dominating.
The SCREZN has suddenly leared into a fragment of the
just-done catfocd CCHAMERCIAL, then a jarring shot of
the bedlam of the studioc flcor. This particular camera
seems unattencded as it begins to PAN dementedly back
and forth showing the ceniusicn on the studio flcor.
Then abruptly the SCREZN is £illed with Vice Presiden:
designate WNelscn Rcckerfeller te2stifying befcre the
Senate Rules Ccmnittee =-- :

MAX

(shouting into phone)
Black it out!

The SCREEN abruptly goes into BLACK as MAX s’ashes his
phone back into its cradle. His PHONE preoptly RINGS
again, but MAX is alreaay headed for the docor. The

SCREEN goes into STANDEY. His SQUAWK 20X suddenly
blares =-- ’

SQUAWK BOX
What the hell haprened, Max? =--

MAX
(shouting as he exits)

How the hell do I know? 1I'm going
. down now!l

He strides into -=-




14.

15,

l6..

17.

15
INT: ROOM S09 - COMMON RCOM OF NEWS 14.

EXECUTIVE OFFICES |

A large ccmmon room where all the SECRETARIES of the
News Division EXZCUTIVES hava their desks. It is empty
ncw except for one SECRETARY Jjust ncw putting the cover

on her typewriter. MAX strides through and exits |
into -- |

|

INT: FIFTE FLOOR CORRILCOR : 15.

A long instituticnal corridor -- part of an endless
maze of similar corridors =-- with offices and technical
rooms debouching on both sides. The corzidor has
begun to £ill up with video=-tape ORPERATCORS and other
News Division PERSONNEL who hapren to be werking late
-~ all of whecm are either wondering what happened or
are telling others wnat happened. NAX yanks an exit

door open and disappears down a flight of steps to
emerge into ==

INT: FOURTH FLOOR CORRIDOR : 16.

== which leads directly to the doors for the control
rocm and for the studio. Ccming out of the control
room is the TECHNICAL DIRZICTOR, who, on spottiag MAX
striding cdown the corridor to him, says --

TECHNICAL DIRECTOR
Jesus Christ, Mr. Schumacner! --

He follows [IAX into the =-

INT: STUDIO . 17. -

Everything seems to have guieted a bit, the hysteriz
down to mumbles and murmurs and occasicnal sounds of
laughter. TELEFHONES are shrilly and incessantly

RINGING. In the far corner of the studio sits HCWARD
BEALE surrouncded by HARRY HUNIER, the DIRECTOR, the
RSSCCIATE PRODUCER, the PRODUCTION ASSISTANT, and the
FLOOR MANAGER. CAMERAIEN, GRIPS and other FLCOR
PERSONNZL are gathered in a FLUX of little clumps
around the studio murmuring and muttering and giggling
over the whole absurd episcde. MAX heads straicht for
the GROUP around KCWARD. They part to let him in --

HARRY HUNTER
(to MAX)

Tom Cabell wants you to call as
500n as you come in =--

MAX nods, stares at HOWARD ==

VoICE (0.S.) -
Harryl Joe Sweeney on the phonel ==
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?. ’ HARRY HUNTER
C ! (bawls back)
i . , - I'm not taking any more calls!
’ Tell them lir. Schumacher's herel
They can talk to himl
MAX
- + (staring at HOWARD)
- Boward, you have got to be out of
your everloving mind. Are you drunk?
(to the others)
How much boozing has he been doing
- today? :
PEONES O.S. RING and RING. VOICES 0.5. SHEOUT --
VOICES (0.S.)
== Mr, Schumacher, Mr. Cabell
on the phonel =--
== Mr. Schumacher! Mr. Zangwill
; ’ for you! =-- —
- Harry! Mr. Thackeray on Threel! --
HOWARD slowly lcoks uvp to MAX who is still staring at
n o . _ him. He suddenly smiles broadly at MAX and winks.

voIc=s (0.S.)
== Harry! Thackeray wants to
. talk to you right now!{ =--
° == My, Schumacher! Mr. Gianini
wants to talk to you! =--
, MAX -
(to EARRY HUNTER)

¥You better get hold of Mr. Chaney
and Frank Hackett --

i18.

:

FIFTHE FLCOCR = UBS BUILDING - ELEVATOR . 18.
AREA - 10:47 P.M.

FRANR HACKETT, Executive Senior Vice President of the
network, 41 years old, cne of the new ccol young breed
of management/merchandising executives, wearing a
tuxedo =-- (he had been pulled out of a dinner paz-ty in

~ Westchester by this unfortunate business) -- comes outT
of the elevator and turns briskly into --

““““ == which is clotted with network EXECUTIVES of assgrted
5; glizes and ages. HACXETT, en route to Rcecn 509, which

is clearly the humming hub of activity up here, pauses
to ccmment to one of the EXECUTIVES ==
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HACKETT
Lou, can't we clear out that
downstairs lobby? There must be
a hundred people down there, every
TV station and wire service in the
city. I could barely get in —

Lou

Bow'm I going to clear them out,
Frank? .

BACKETT murmurs and peels his way into --

INT: RCOM 509 -~ EXECUTIVES' OFFICES OF THE - 20.
NEWS DIVISION

HACKETT enters the common room, off which dekouch the
offices of the Presicdent of News (HMAX SCHUMACHER), the
VP News Divisicon (RCBEXRT MCDONOUGE), the VF Public
Relations News Division (MILTICN STEINiiAN), the VP Legal
Affairs News Division (WALTER GIANINI), VP Cwned
Stations News (ENIL DUBROVNIX), General Manager News,
Radio (MMICHAZL SANDIZES) ~- 21l cf whom are nere and a
nunber of other network EXECUTIVES. The VP Sales

(JOE DONNELLY) is just taking the phone from the VP
News Sales (RICHEMOND XETTERING) who is seated at the
desk of the secretary for VP Public Relaticns News

- Division --

_— DONNELLY
(on phone)
== how many spots were wiped out? ==

HACKETT
(to GIANINI, who is seated
at another secratary's cdesk
studying a typescrict of
. the aborted news show)
Anything litigable? ==

GIANINI
Not so far --

" DONNELLY
{on phone)
== We had to abort the show, E2,

. n what else could we do?  We'll

make good, don't worry akout it --
HACKXETT
(to- ARTHUR ZANGWILL, VP
- - " . Standards and Practices,
o - now coming out of MAX's
office)
I8 Nelson in there?

~ P —
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ZANGWILL
- He's talking to theeler. So far,
over nine hundred fucking phone
calls complaining about the foul
language =-

HACKETT S
(mutters) - : : |
Shit =- ' ‘ :
P.R. MAN
(in b.g. on phone)
" == come oOn, Mickey, what page
are you putting it on?! =-

HACKETT is already crossing into =

INT: MAX'S OFFICE : 2l.

‘== which is pretty well jammed with NELSON CHANEY

{President of the network), 52, a patrician, sitting
behind MAX's desk and on the phone, lccocking up to
note BACKEZTT's arrival =-

CHEANEY
(on phone)
Frank BHacketf just walked in ==

MILTON STEZINMAN (VP Public Relaticns News Division),
early 50's, a rumpled, ordinarily amiable man, is
standing by the desk on the Hhone to someone at CBS --

STEINIMAN
(on phone) o
I can't release the tage, Marty, S

we're still studying it ourselves =---

A P.R. MAN sticks his head intoc the office —

: P.R. MAN )
(calling to STEINIAN)
ABC again, wants the tape ==

STEINMAN
Tell him to go fuck himself =-
(to phone)
And that goes for you too, Marty =-

HACRETT
(to HOWARD BEALE,
sitting on the couch}
You're off the air ac of ncw.



CHANEY
(extending his phone
to HACXETT)
He wants to talk to you =--

BACRETT
. .. ) (to MAX, leaning , o
-— o . T against a wall) weTTEL
. : Who's replacing Beale tcmorzow?
: MAX
We're flying up Snowden from
- Washington.

STEINDIAN
(leaning across HACX=TT
to turn up the volune
knob on Max's desk)
All right, everyccdy hold it.
Let's see how the other
networks handled this =--

He is referring <o the four television monitecrs =-
three on the wall and a large cifice ccnsole monitor

of UBS-TV, ncw blurting ocut their respective
commercials --

2w

THACKERAY
(VP Stations Relations,
lounging in the cdcorway)

The ten o¢'clcck news orened
. with it --

HACKZTT
{on phone)
Walter's drafted a statement, I
haven't seen it yet == I just got
“here, John, I was at a dianer party =--

Suddenly, the faces of DAVE MARASH and ROLAND SHITH and
- CHUCK SCAREOROUGH and RCGER GRIMS3Y and BILL BEUTEL
and the UBS local news anchecrman, TIM HALLOWAY, are on
the screen. Affable DAVE MARASH on the C3S monitor

- is saying: :

MARASH
(affably)
An unusual thing haprened at one of
our sister networks, UBS, this evening --

ROGER GRINSBY -
(almost simultanecusly)
Howard Beale, cne of television' s
most esteemed newscasters =--




CHUCKX SCAREBCROUGH
Howard Beale interrupted his network
news prcgrzaa tonight to anncunce --

(mutters)
Shit ==

- K L . HACKETT : 5
, l
™1 BALLOWAY
Secretary of State Henry Xissinger
made a forceful adéress hefore the

United Nations General Assenbly --

HACKETT
(to MAX)
How are we handling it?

: MAX
Halloway's going to make a brief
.- statement at the end of the show
- : to the effect Howard's been under
' great personal stress, et cetera --

- ' HACKETT reaches to click off the bank of monitor
gscreens. They abruptly co black.

ey

BEACRETT

(on phone)
I'll call you back, John.

(returns the phone %o

its crzadle, regards the

gathered EXECUTIVES)
‘All right. We've got a stocckholders'
meeting tcmorrcw at which we're going
€0 announce the restsucturing of
management plan, and I don't want
this grotesque incident to interfere
with that. I'll sucgest Mr. Ruddy
open with a short statement washing
this whole thing of£, and, you,
Max, better have scme answers in

- case scme of those nuts that alwayvs

ccme to stcckholders’' meetings -—

MAX
(back to leaning
. against the wall)
Mr. Beale has been under great
personal and professicnal pressures ==
‘ N
HACKETT
{expleding)
I've got scme goddam surprises for
you too, Schumacher! 1I've had i%
o {(MCRE)
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HACKETT (Contd)
up to here with your cruddy division
. and its annual thirty-three million
. dollar deficitl! =

MAX -
Keep your hands off my news division
Frank. We're restonsible to
corporate level, not to you.
' HACKETT
. We'll goddam well see about that!

CHANEY g
All right, tzke it easy. Right ncw,
how're we going to ge:t Beale out of
here? I understand there's at least
& hundred reporters and camera crews
in the lobby.

MAX .
We've got a limm walting at the
freight entrance. Howard'll stay
at my place tonight. There's
bound to be press around his place.

EXT: SIXTH AVENUE - TESLTVISION ROW - T22.
WEDNESDAY, 10:00 A.M. = DAY

HIGHE WIDE ANGLE SHOT and/or SEOTS showing Television
Row == that quarter mile of Sixth Avernue wnere the Icur
televisicn networks have their chrcme, marble and glass

_ buildings rearing futuristically into the sky =-- 30

Rock (NBC-TV), Black Reck (C35-TV), and EBard Reck (A=C-
TV) , and, of course, the netwerk of ouxr story, UBsS-TV.
It is a nlce, sunny day =--

INT: UBS BUILDING - 5TH FLOOR - MAX'S OFFIC= 23,
= WEDNESDAY - 10:00 A.M. = DAY

SUNLIGHT streaming in. MAX at his desk, shirisleeved,
on the phone — ‘ :

MAX
. (on phone)
«= I want Snowden here by noon.
Have Lester cover the Rockefeller

hearings and give the White House
to Doris =--

MAX'S SECRETARY sticks her head in ==

SECRETARY .
You're late for your screening.
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MAX hangs up, stands, gathers his jacket off a chair
and heads for the door =--

- MAX )
If John Wheeler calls, switch him
to Screening Rocm Seven =-

He exits -

INT: NINTH FLOCR = SCREENING RCOM 7- 24.

A middling-sized screening rcom with zbout 20 seats.
There are two reople already there == a whipget-like,
casually-dressed man of 36, BILL HERRON, and the V2
Programs, DIANA CHRISTENSON, dressed in slacks and
blouse, 34, tall, willcwy, and with the best ass ever
g8een on a Vice President in charge of Prcgramming ==

MaX i
(entering)
I'm sorxry =-- this Beale business --

MAX and DIANA exchange nods and profegsionally polite
greetings =--

HERRON
(buzzing the projectionist)
Diana asked if she cculd sit in on
thig =-

- MAX
Ping =-

(gits, calls to DIANA)
Bew's it going?

DIANA shrugs, smiles., The lights in the rcca go down.
A shaft of light shcots out frecm the projection rcoem.
The PHONE at MAX's elbow BUZZES. HE picks it up ==

MAX
: (murmurs into phone) )
- Max Schumacher == I'm glad I got
you, John. Listen, I got into a
hassle with Frank Hackett last
nigut over the Howard Beale thing,
and he made a crack about the
stockholders' meeting this afternocon.
He said something ahout having
some surprises for me. Is there
gomething going on, John, I don't
know about? ... John, I'm counting
on you and Mr. Ruddy to back me up
against that son c¢f a bitch ...
Okay, see you this afterncon ==

. S
e e
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He hangs up, leans back, watches the doctmentary £ilm
_which has just begqun. ON SCREEN, a handscme black
wcman in her early 30's =--

L A - MAX
. .. th's that, Laureen Hobbs?

HERRON
Yeah. ’

== ig sitting in a typical panel discussion grouping,
£lanked by three MEN and a WOMAN, two white, two
black, all very urkan guerilla, in fatigues, sun
glasses and ccmbat boots. MISS EOBBS lcoks calmly
into camera and says:

LAUREEN EOB3S (ON SCIRZEYN)
The Cormunist Party believes that
the most pressing political necessity
today is the consclidaticn cf the
revoluticonary, radical and demccratic
movements into a United Front =--

The PHONS BUZZES softly. MAX picks it up --

MAX
(murmurs intc phone)
Yeah? ... Oh, gcddamit, when, Louise?
ese Well, did he say anything? ...
All rlght, thanks.
(hangs up, prcmotly
plcks up again)
4Pour-e1ght-oh-seven - -
LAUREEN HO3BS (ON SCRIZN) (in b.g.)
Repression is the response of an
increasingly desperate, imperialist
ruling clicgue. Indeed, the entive
appraratus of the bourgeois-demccratic
state especially its judicial systems
and its prisons is disintegrating -~

MAX.
(on phone)
Harry, Hcocward left my house abcut
ten minutes ago presumably headed here.
Let me know as soon as he gets here.

LAUREEN HOBBS (ON SCREEN) (in b. o)
The fascigt thrust must be rESLStEd
in its incipient stages by !
broadest possible coalition -
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28, INT: SCREENING RCOM 7 ~ TWENTY MINUTES LATER  25.

Room still dark. ON SCREEN, NUMBERED WHITE LEADER is
rolling down =— o

HERRON !
What we're going to see now is
something really sensational.
The Plagstaff Inderendent Bank
in Arizona was rigrped off last
week by a terrorist group called
the Ecumenical Libkeration Amy,
and they themselves actually tcok
movies of the rig~off while they
were ripping it off. It's in
black and white, but wait'll
you see it =--

v
L

The SCREEYN suddenly erupts into £ilm of the interiozx
©f a bank being entered in the wake of TERZEZ M=V, two
of them black, and TWO WCHEN, one hlack and cone white.
They disperse to various parts of the bank as if they
were here cn legitimate businesgss =-

DIANA
The Ecumenical Likeration Arzy
== is that the one that
kidnapped Patty Eearst?

BERRON

No, that's the Symbicnese
Liberation Army. This is the
Ecumenical Liberation Army.
They're the cnes who Xkidnacred
Mary Ann Gifford +three weeXs ago.
There's a hell of a lot of
liberation armies in the
revolutionary underaround and
2 lot of kidnapped heiresses.
That's Mary Ann Gifford -

This last in reference to the young white woman on

screen who is lugglng a shopping bag as she joinsg a
line at a teller's window =--

DIANA
You mean, they actually shot
this film while they were r;puzng
off the bank?

HERRON
Yeah, wait'll you gsee it. I
don't know whether to edit or
leave it row like this,., That's the
Creat Ahmed Xhan; he's the leader =--
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ON SCREEN, the £ilm has gone out of focus a couple of

times and bounced meaninglessly around the bank and
finally settled on a large, powerful black man at one

of the desks, presumably writing out a series ocf
deposit slips =-- _ « ‘

DIANA | !
This is terrific stuff. Where -
did you get it?

HERRON
I got everything through Laureen
Hobbs. She's my contact for
all this stufsf,

DIANA
I thought she was straight
Ccmmunist Party.

HERRON '
Right. But she's trying to unify
all the factions in the
underground, so she knows
everybcdy. :

ON SCREEN, the CAMERA has whooskhed amateuvrishly akout,
unfocuses and focuses again to pick up MARY ANN GIIrTOrD
bending over her shecpping bag and pulling cut a Czech
service - submachine gun 9 Parabellim which cshe roints to
the ceiling and apparently fires; the rIIM is silent,
but the resactions of 2veryone around sucggest clearl
something was £ired. The FTILM gets Ifragmentzd and -
panicky about here, as dces the activity in the bank.
The PHONE at MAX's elbow BUZZES. MaX picks it up.

MAX .
(on the phcne, while
in b.g. a bank hold-
up goes on cn screen)
.Yeah? ... All right, put himon =--.

INT: THE NIGHTLY NEWS ROOM - ROOM 517 26. -

HARRY HUNTER, on phone, is using an empty desk in the
main room. Normal news rocm activity in b.g. =-

BARRY HUNTER
{(on phone, leans kack
to call into HOWARD's
office)
Howard -~ I'va got Max on four,
would you pick up? =-
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INT: HOWARD'S QFFICE ) : . 27.
. HOWARD .
(picking up phone)
‘Listen, Max, I'd like another
shot == ‘
INT: SCREENING ROOM 7 . | . 28,

The silent fcotage of the frenetic bank robbery is
gstill going on in b.g.
MAX
{on phone)
Oh, ccme on, Hcward =-

2
"

EOWARD'S OFFICE 29.

EOWARD

(on phone) :
I don't mean the whole show.
I'd just like to come on, make
gome kind of brief farewell
statement and then turn the
show over to Jack Snowden. I
have eleven years at this
network, Max. I have scme
standing in this industry.
I don't want to go cut like a
clown. It'll be simple and
dignified. You and Harry -

- can check the copy =-

INT: NIGHTLY NEWS ROOM . 30.

ACROSS HARRY HUNTER on phone, looking throuch the oren
door of HOWARD's office to HOWARD at his desk in b.g.

HARRY HUNTER .
. (on phone)
- == I think it'll tzke the strain
off the show, Max. Eow much time
do you want, Hecward?

HOWARD
(in b.g., on phone)
A minute forty-five, maybe two ...

’ HARRY HUNTER
All right, I'll give you two on
the top, then we'll go to Jack
Snowden with the Kissinger JN
speech -
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INT: SCREENING ROOQOI 7 31.

The show is over, the roca lights are on. In b.g.,
DIANA and HZRRCN stand, murmur to each other =-

MAX
(on phone)
And no bcoze tcday, Howard -=-

In b.g., DIANA and HERRON move for the door, wave gcod-—
byes. MAX waves slackly in return. He can't help
noticing as DIANA leaves that she has the rmost
beautiful ass ever seen on a VP Programs =-

INT: HOWARD'S OFFICE 32.

HOWARD
(on phone)
No booze --

And hangs up. For a moment, he just sits, scowling and
making curious little grimaces. Then he stands,
removes his jacket, dumps it on a chair. He rolls his
sleeves up and suddenly makes a strange little GRONT.
He sits behind his desk, fits a piece of vaper into
the machine and then, again, suddenly, he makes a
strange little GROWL --

INT: NIGHTLY NEWS REOM | - 33.

OCur PRCDUCTICN ASSISTANT, remembered perhars from the
control rcom scene, passes HOWARD's open dcor and is

given pause by the strange little roises coming £ren

HOWARD's ofiice. She stands in the dcorway a moment

watching HOWARD GRUNTING, GROWLING and SNARLING as he
CLACKS away at the typewrlter -

PRODUCL'ION ASSISTANT
You all right, lir. Beale? .
(BEALE rnods)
You want me to close your deoor,
Mr. Beale?

(HOWARD nods, types away,
GRUNTS, . GROWLS)
The PRODUCTICN ASSISTANT closes the door.

INT: 14TH FLOOR - UBS BUILDING - ELEVATOR AREA 34.

"DIANA and HERROW ccme out of one of the elevators and

turn left to the glass dcors marked: DEPARTIMENT OF
PROGRAMMING. They cecntinue into =-




’/‘__ e 35.
. 36.
37.

*;

38.

39.

28

INT: PROGRAMAING DEPARTIMENT = RECEPTION AREA 35.

(Needless to say, there is no one at the receptionist's

desk.) DIANA and HERRON head dcwn =—- |
INT: PROGRAMMING DEPARTMENT - CORRIDOR 36.

DIANA pauses en route to lean into one of the
officas =--

DIANA
George, can you come in my office
for a minute?

She and HERRON ccatinue on, turn into =-

INT: PROGRAMMING DEPARTMENT - COMMON RCOM 37.
Where the SECRETARIES are all slaving away, reading
magazines and chatting among themselves. An coccasicnzl
PHONE RINGS. At the f£ar end of the room, a chunky
WOMAN in her late 30's is ianstructing her SECIXETARY in
gscmething., DIANA hails her --

DIANA
Barbara, is Tommy around anywhere?

BARBARA (in b.g.)
I think so.

DIANA
I'd like to see the two of you
for a mcment --
She leads HERROM ncw into -

INT

DIANA'S SECRETARY'S OFFICE  asg.

The SECRETARY hands a sheaf of telephone messages %o
DIANA which she carries with her into --

INT: DIANA'S OFFICE o 39.
DIANA enters, followed by HERROMN. She sits, skims
through her messages. The office is executive-size,
windows lcooking cut on the canyons of glass and stone
skyscrarpers on Sixth Avenue, desk piled high with
scripts. GEORGE 20SCH (VP 2rocram Develorment East
Coast), a slight, k2lding man of 39, enters the oiiice,
noeds to HERRON, takes a seat:; and is imiediately

.followed by BARBARA SCHLEISINGER (Hea2d of the Story

Department), the chunky lady just called in by DIANA,
and TOMMY PELLEGRINO (Asgistant VP Preograns), 36,
swarthy, coiffed and moustachiced.

They £ing seats cn
the chairs, the small couch, ERRON remaing standing --—
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DIANA
(introducing)

"This ig Bill Herron frecm our

== Ceorge Bosch =-- Tcrmy

West Coast Srecial Programs
Departrent =-- Barbara Schlesinger

Pellegrino -- Look, I just saw :

some rough fcotage of a special
Bill's doing on the revolutionary
underground. Most of it's
tedious stuff of Laureen Hobbs
and four fatigue jackets muttering
mitilated Marxism. But he's got
about eight minutes of a kank
robbery that is absolutely
gensational. Authentic sgtuif.
Actually shot while the robbery

- was going on. Rememker the Mary

Ann Gifford kidnepring? Well,
it's that bunch of nu+s. She's
in the film shooting oIf machine
guns. Really terrific fcotage.
I think we can cet a hell of a
movie of the week out of it,
maybe even a series.

PELLECGRIIIO
A series ouvt of what? What're
we talking about?

DIANA e

Look, we've got a bunch of

hobgoblin racdicals called the
Ecumenical Liberaticn Army wno
go around tzaking home movies

of themselves robbing banks.
Maybe they'll take movies of
themselves kidnapping heiresses,
hijacking 747's, bembing bridges,

.assassinating embassacdors. .

We'd oren each week's segment
with that authentic footage,
hire a couple of writers to
write socme story behind that
footage, and we've got
ourselves a series.

. BOSCH .
A series abcocut a bunch of bank=-
robbing guerillas?

SCHLESINGER ,
tthat'ra we coing +o call it ==
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DIANA
. Why rnot? They've got Strike
) Force, Task Force, SVAT =-- why
i not Che Guevara and his cwn
little mod squad? Listen, I
sent you all a concept analysis
feport yesterday. Did any of
. you read it?
s . (apparently not)
- S . . Well, in 2 nutshell, it said the
American people are turning sullen.
They've been clobbered on all
gides by Vietnam, Watergate, the
inflation, the depression.
They've turned cff, shot up,
and they've fucked themselves
limp. And nothing helps. Evil
still triumchs over all, Christ
ig a dope-dealing pimp, even sin
turned out to be impotent. The
whole world seems to be gcing
nuts and flipoing off intc scace
like an abandcned balleon. So
. =~ this concept analysis regort
o ' concludes -~ the American pecple
\._AL want scmekody to articulate their
¥ rage for them. I've been telling
s you people since I took this jcb
8ix months ago that I want angzy
shows. I don't want ccnventional
programming on this network. I
want counter-culture, I want
anti-establishment.

She closes the door.

DIANA (Contd)
Now, I don't want to play butch
bogs with you peoplz. But when
I tock over this department,
it had the worst programming
record in television history. )
This network hasn't one show in
the top twenty. This network is
an industry joke. We better
start putting togzther one winner
for next September. I want a
show developed, based on the
activities of a terrorist gzoup.
Joseph Stalin and his merry band
cf Eolsheviks. I want ideas frea
you people. And, by the way.
the next tize I send an audience
research repcrt around, ycu all
(MORE)

\(“\‘é

.
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DIANA (Contd)

better read it, cxr 1I'll sack the
fucking lot of you, is that
clear?

(apparently, it is.

She turns o HERECN)
I*'1ll be cut cn the coast in four
weeks. Can you set up a meeting
with Laureen Hobbs for me?

HERRON
Sure.

INT: A BANQUET RCOM - NEW YORK HILION - ' 40.
WEDNESDAY = 3:00 P.H.

LONG SHOCT. A-stockholders! meeting. Standing reen
only. Some 200 STCCXHOLDERS seated in the aucdience;
others standing around the walls. Cn the rostzunm, a
phalanx of U35 CCRPORATE ZXE=CUTIVES, seated in three

‘roWws, including EDWARD RUDDY, Chairman of the Boaxd,

the PRESIDENTS and SEZENIOR VICE-PR=SICEZINTS of the othern
divisions and other gzours =-=- the UZ3 Records Group,
the UBS Publishing Greup, the UBS Theater Chain, etc.
Representing the network are NELSON CHAMNEY and the
divisional heads =- GEJZRGE NICECLS, Presicdent of the
Redio Divisicn; YNORMAN MOLDANIRY, Presiden“ Cwned
Stations; Generzl Counsel WALTZR AMUNDSEY, and, ctf
course, MAX SCHUMACHEER, President of the News Division.
FRANK HACXETT, Senior Executive Vice Presicdent UBS-TV,
is at the lectern making the annual report --

HACXETT -
(in the drcning manner
of such rerorts)
»+e but the business of managerment
is management; and, at the tire
C. C. and A. toock ccntroli, the
UBS-TV network was founcering
- with less than seven percent of
national television revenues, .
- most network programs being sold .
at station rates. I am therefora
pleased to anncunce I am subkmitting
to the Becard of Directors a plan
for the crganizaticn of the network
with the intention of creating
& subcorporate second line of
authority, for the ccordination
of the main profit centers, and
with the specific intenticn of
making each division more
responsive to management ==

ANOTHER ANGLE SINGLING OUT MAX SCHUMACHER in the second
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row of the phalanx of EXECUTIVES, bored with the
proceedings, and whispering to NELSCN CHANEY seated
besgide him. TIJNCLUDE in frame the 67 year old, silver-
haired brahmin of television, EDWARD RUDDY, who is
geated in the frent rew. EACEKETT in b.g. It is scns
twenty minutes later -- i
HACKETT (Contd) }
(reading from his rerort) |
ees Point Three. The divisicn o
producing the lowest rate of retura
has been the News Divisicn --

MAX suddenly begins paying attention -

HACXETT (Ccntd)
== with its 98 million dollar budget
and its average annual deficit of 32
million. To me, it is inconceivable
such a wanten fiscal afiront go
umresisted -——

ANOTHER ANGLE ACROSS HACXETT with a smoldering MAX
SCHUMACHER in b.g., ==

HACXETT (Contd)
== The new plan calls Zor lccal
news to be transferrsd to Cwnad
Stations Divisicns =-

MAX in b.g., stares angrily dcwn his rcw tcwards NORMARN
MOLDANIAN, who studicusly avoids his eye -=-

HACXETT (Contd) .
== News-Radio would be transferred
to the UBS Radig Divisicn --

ACROSS MAX turning in his seat to sccwl at GEORGE
NICEOLS in the row behind him ==

HACKXET (Contd) (in b.g.)
== and, in effect, the News Division
would be reduced --

MAX leaning forward trying to catch the eve of EDWA
RUDDY in the front rcw. RUDDY is staring stonil
ahead --

HACKETT (Czntd)
== from an inderendent division to
a department accountable to network --

MAX i3 about ready to blcw his stack =-=-
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INT: BANQUET ROCHM - NEW YORK HILTCN - . 41.
WEDNESDAY - 5:30 P.M.

The stockholders' meeting is over. The flcor is a
swirling CRUSH of STCCXHOLDIRS mingling with EXZCUTIVES.

‘"MAX SCHUMACHER is elbcowing his way through the crowced

aisle to get to where ECWARD RUDDY is chatting away
with a COUPLE of STOCXEQOLDERS =~

, MAY
{toc RUDDY)
What was that all abcocut, 24?2 =-

RUDDY
(turning to MaX, urbane)
This is not the tine, Max.

MAX

(barely centaining himselZl)
Why wasn't I told about this? Why
was I led onto that pcdiwm and
publicly guillotined in front oI
the stockholders? Geodcdammit, I
spoke to John Wheeler this meormning,
and he assured me the News Divisicn
was safe. Are you trying to get
me to resign? It's a hell of a
way to do it.

RUDDY
(silken nurnmur)
We'll talk a2bout this tomorrow
at our regular morning meeting. B

RODDY turmns back to the clutch of STOCEOLDIRS around
him. MAX wheels away in a rage --

EXT: NEW YORK HILTON HOTEL - SIXTE AVENUE - 42.
DUSK

The Sixth Avenue entrance to the hotel. Taxis gulling
in, disgorging PEOPLE; taxis pulling out with new faze
MAX comes striding out of the hotel, sore as a boil.
PAN HIM as he bulls his way through the line cf taxis
and across jammed, clanging 5:30 P.M. Sixth Avenues --

2
v

UBS BUILDING - S5TH FLOOR CORRXIDOR 43.

MAX, steaming, strides dcwn the corridor to —-

INT: RCOM 509 - NEWS DIV. EXEUCTIVE CFFICES 44.

Ernpty except for perhaps one SECRETARY pecking away
&t her typewriter. MAX strides across and into =--
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34
45. INT: MAX'S OFFICE ' . 45.

MAX takes off his jacket, throcws it on the couch, sits
behind his desk. B8ut he's too steamed %o stay there
.long. A mcment later, he's up again, s+trides around,
a caged licn. .He thumps his desk angrily, stricdes
around, then whizs his .jacket up from the couch and
strides out -- :

- 46, INT: CONTROL RCOM - NETWORK NEWS SHOW 46.

The wall CLCCR reads 6:28. The DIRESCTCR, T=CENICAL
DIRECTOR, LIGHTING DIRECTOR and PRODUCTICN ASSISTANT
are at their lcng shelf in front cf the cdouble bank
of television monitors. The AUDIO MAN is c¢f£f in his
glassed-in cubicle, HARRY HUNTER and his SZCIEEZTARY
and the UNIT MANAGER ar2 on the raised level in the
back. EWITER is cn the phecne, looks up as the door to
the control rocm crens, and Ma¥X, carrving his Jjacket,
comes in. Curicus locks frem the PEXSCOWNEIL here;
presidents of news ra*ely come cown toc the contrel

- room. HUNTER finisntes his phone call, cZfers his seat
to MAX, but MAX prefers standing in the zack -=-

PRODUCTION AS:IS TANT
eee £ive seccnds --

- LIGHTING DIRECTOR
. == picture's too thick --

DIRECTOR
" == ccming to -- and one ==

The show roniter, which has been shewing color patt erns,
now suddenly flicks on to show HCWARD ZZALZ as he lccxs
up from the sheaf of papers on his desk and says:

HOWARD (ON MONITCR)
Good evenlng. Today is Wednescday,
September the Twenty=-fFifth, and
this is my last broadcast. VYestesrday,
I announced on this program that I
would commit public suicide, admittedly
an act of macdness.  Well, I'll tell
you what harcened == I just ran out
of bullshit -=-

HARRY HUNTER
All right, cut him off.

The MONITOR SCREEN gres black.
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MaxX
) (£from the back wall)
-Leave him on =-

"HOWARD's image promptly flicks back ocn ==

EOWARD (ON MONITCR)
. (locking o.s.)
‘Am I gtill on the air?

-Bverybody in the control room looks to MAX --

MAX :
I£f. this is how he wants to go cut,
thig is hcw he goes out.

: BOWARD (CN MONITOR)
I don't knew any cother way to say
it except I just ran ocut of bull-
Shit o 8 e

The PHONE RINGS. HUNTER picks it up. ANOTHER PHONE
RINGS. HUNTER'S SECRSTARY picks it up.
HUNTER
, (on £irst rheone)
. Look, Mr. Schumacher'’s richt here,
do you want to talk to him?
(extends the ghone to MaX)

HOWARD (ON MCNITOR)
Bullshit is all the reasons we give
for living, and, if we can't think
up any reasons of our cwn, we always
have the Gcd bullshit —-

_ BUNTER'S SECRETARY
(awe)
Holy Mary Mother of Christ ==

MAX
(on phone)
Yeah, what is it, Tom? =~

HCOWARD (CN MONITOR)
We don't know why the hell we're
going throuch all this pointless
pain, humiliation and decay, so
there better be scmeone somewheres
who dces know; that's the God
bullshit --




" be just plain nuts --
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MAX
\ (cn phone)

' He's saying life is bullshit,

and it is, sc what're you
screaming a2bout? —

Be hangs up. The PHCﬂE premptly RINGS again. HUNTER'S
SECRETARY picks it up. (BUNTER is on the phone that
rang before.) . ,

RHOWARD (ON MONITOR)
If you don't like the Cod bullshit,
how about the man bullshit? Man
{8 a noble creature who can order
his cwn world, who needs God?

HUNTER'S SECRETARY
(to MAX)

. Mr, Amundsen for you, Mr. Schumacher.

MAX
I'm not taking calls,

BONARD {(CN MCMNITOR)
Well, if there's anybody cut there
who can locock around this dementad
slaughterhcuse of a world we live
in and tell me man is a ncbhble
creature, that man is <full of
bullshit =- .

DIRECTOR
(staring in awe at .
HOWARD on the screen)
I know he's socber, so he's got %o

(starts to giggle)
'~ RARRY HUNTER
: {screaming)
What's so goddam funny?

DIRECTOR
I can't help it, Harry, it's funny --

HOWARD (ON MCONITOR)
I don't have any kids --

A PHONE RINGS. HUNTER'S SECRETARY picks it up.

HARRY HUNTER
Max, this is going out live to
gixty-seven affiliates --
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) . MAX
Leave him on.

) ’ e HOWARD (ON MONITOR)

: == and I was married for thirty-
! : threns years of shrill, shrieking
’ fraud --

A breathless and digtzaught YOUNG WOMAN bursts into
the control rcom.

YOUNG WOMAN
Mr. Hackett's trying to get through
to you --
MAX
Tell Mr. Hackett to go fuck himself --
47. INT: DIANA'S OFFICE 47.

DIANA, sitting alone in her ocffice, watching ECWARD
BEALE on herxr office ccnsole -=-

< HCOWARD (ON COxNsQLE)
Eﬁk I don't have any bullshi+t left,
I just ran cut of it, you see --

48. INT: CONTROL ROCHM - NETWORKX NEWS SECW 48,

== as FRANK HACKETT and his assistant, TOM CASEZILL,
- wrench the dcor copen and stricde in =--

HACKETT ]
{roaring)
Get him off! Are you people nuts?!

The TECHNICAL DIRECTOR taps a button, and the SCREE]
mercifully gces black.

49.  INT: LOBBY - UBS BUILDING ‘ © 49,

White-haired, patrician EDWARD RUDDY, Chairman of

the Board, impeccably grccred, fastidious in a light
topcoat, making his way throuch the absclute CRUSH

of NEWSPAPER PECPLE, WIRE SERVICE PEOPLZ, CAMERA CRIWS
from CBs, NBC, ABC, from the local staticns, WPIX,
WOR-TV, METROMEDIA, and from Channel 13, the educa-
tional channel., A half dozen SECURITY GUARDS protect

SN ' . the elevators, and three more help RUDDY get throuch
Qg .~ the GLARING CAMERX LIGHTS and the horde of REPORTERS

thrusting mikes at him --
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RUDDY
(moving through the czcwd)
== I'm sorxry, I don't have all the
facts yet --

INT: 20TH FLCOR - LOEBY, LOUNGE, CORRICOR 50.

MAX, standing hv the deserted recepticn desk, in the
empty, silent lounge. This is the top-manacement flcor,
and the decor, which is recsh-austers, reflects the
eminence of the top executives who have their offices
here. It is all silent and empty ncw, cathedral,
hushed, echoing. Way dcwn at the far end cf the
corrider, the double dcors of the comer office cten,
and NELSON CHANEY leans out and beckecns to MrX, who
starts dewn the plush carpeting in response =-

INT: MR. RUDDY'S QFFICE 51.

Large, regal. Impressionist originals on these walls
which are not glass through which the creruscular
grancdeur cf New York at night can be seen. RUDCY sits
behind his desk., JOHN WHZEILEZR, 59, silent, forceiul,
lounges in one of the several leather chairs. The
door opens, and NELSCN CHANEZY and MAX SCIUMACEZIR come
in., Everybody nods at everytody else. MAX slumps
into a leather chair.

ROUDDY
(murmurs to CHANZY)
I'l]l want to see Mr, Beale aftar
this.

CHANEY promptly picks up a corner pherne and calls dcwm
to the Fourteenth Floor.

RUDDY (Contd)
(regards MAX briefly,
MUrmurs)
The way I hear it, Max, yvou're
primarily respconsible for +his
coleossally stupid prank. Is
that the fact, Max?

MAX
That's the fact.

RUDDY
It was uwncenscicnable. There
doesn't seem to be anything more
to say.

HMAX
I have something to say, Ed.
(MORE)
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MAX (Contd)
I'd like to kncw why that whole
debaserent of the News Divisicn
announced at the stcckholders!
meeting tcday was kept secret £rem
me, You and I go back twenty
years, Ed. I tcok this job with

‘your personal assurance that you

would back my autcnomy against
any encroachment. But ever since
CC and A acguired control of the
UBS Systems ten months ago,
Hackett's been taking over every-
thing. Who the hell's running
this network, you or CC and A?

I mean, you'rzs the Chairman, and
Frank Hackett'’s just CC and A's
hatchet man, WNelson here =-- for
Pete's sake, he's the president of
the network =-- he hasn't got any-
thing to say akout anything any
more. Who the hell's runninc
this company, you or CC and A?

RUDDY

(murmurs) .
I told you at the stcckholéers'
meeting, Max, that we would discuss
all that at our regular meeting
tomorrcw rorning. If£ you had been
patient, I would've explainad to
you that I tco thcught Frank Hackst:
precipitate and that the renrcgani-
2zaticn of the News Division would
not be executed until everyone,
specifically vou, Max, had keen
consulted and satisfied. Iast=ad,
you sulked off likxe a chilé andéd
engaged this network in a shecckinc
and disgraceful episode. Your
positicn here is no loncer tenzble.
regardless of how management is
restructured. I expect you to
bring in your resignation at ten
o'clock tomorrecw merning, and we
will coordinate our statemen*s to
the least cdetriment of evervone.

(to WHEELER)
Bob Mclonouch will take over the
News Divisicn till we sort all
this out.

(WHEELER nods. RUDDY turns

to CHANEY still in the corner

of the room on the phcne)

(MORE)

39
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RUDDY (Contd)
I*d like to see Mr. Beale now ==

| CHANEY

(on phone)
They're locking for him, Ed. They
don't know where he is --

52. INT: LOBBY - UBS BUILDING 52.

HOWARD BEALZ, bleached almost white by the GLARE cf -
the CAMERA LIG“TS, and almost totally cobscured by the
tidal CRUSH oI cameras, REPORTEZRS, SECURITY GUARDS
around him ==

HOWARD
-= every day, five days a week,
for fiftesen years, I've been
gitting behind that dask == the
dispassicnate pundit ==

53. INT: DIANA'S APARTMENT =~ BEDRCOM 53.

dark bedrocm, watching ECWARD BEALE's imprerx p
conference cn televisicn -=-

. DIANA, naked, sitting cn the edge of her bed

;r
oty

HOWARD (Contd)
(on TV screen)
-= reporting with seemly detachment
the daily paracde of lunacies that
constitute the news == and -—

Also on the bed is a naked young STUD, who isan't really
that interestzd in the 11:00 News. Ee is fcndéling, -
fingering, ncodling and nuczzling DIANA with the clear
intention of mounting her --

HOWARD (Ccntd)
{on TV screen)
== just once I wanted to say what
I really felt --

-

The young STUD is gett 11g around to nibbling at DIANA's
breasts --

DIANA
{(watching the TV set
with single-minded
intensity)
Rnock it off, Arthur =--

—_——— e e - ——— . L. - . e Bt e m— e e w——— e
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EXT: UBS BUILDING - 9:00 A.M., THURSDAY, 54.
SEPT. 25 - DAY

Bright merning sunshine. DIANA, in a pants suit and
carrying half a dozen scripts, enters the building =-

INT: UBS BUILDING - LCBBY S5.

DIANA, pausing at the newsstand to pick'up the morming
papers, which she reacs en route to the elevators =-

INT: UBS BUILDING - 14TH FLCOR = 9:15 A.lM. 58,

DIANA briskly enters throuch the decor marked:
DEPARTIMENT Cr PROGRAMMING, and whisks oif dewn the
corridor --

INT: DPROGRAMMING DEPARTMENT - CCMMON ROCH 57.

DIANA crosses to her cwn cffice. THPEE SECRETARIZS,
including DIAMA's, are abuzz in a corner over last
night's Howard Beale show. DIANA'S SECRITARY scurries

to £0llcw DIANA as, in b.g., 3ARBARA SCHLZISINGZR ccmes
out of her office carzying four scripts --

INT: DIANA'S OUTER OFFTICE 58.

DIANA, rummaging through the parers on top of the
SECRETARY's cesk as the SECRZTARY cnters --

DIANA

Did the overnight ratings come

in yet? -
SECRETARY

- They're on yocur desk.
DIANA
Have you still got yesterday's
overnights around?

SECRETARY

Shall I bring them in? -
DIANA
Yeah ==
She exits into --
INT: DIANA'S OFFICE ' 59.

Morning SUNLIGHT blasting in. DIANA moves to her
desk, stands behind it, scanning the freont pages of
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a = the newspapers piled on her desk, then sits and studies

“ the overnight ratings also on her desk. The SECRETARY
enters with yesterday's overnights, a sheet of parper,
which she extends to DIANA, who promptly studies them.
The SECRSTARY exits as BARBARA SCHLZSINGER enters,

. sinks cnto a chair with a sigh =--

SCHLESINGER
These are thase four outlines
gubmitted by Universal for an hour
series. You needn't bother to
read them. I'll tell them to
you. The first one is set in a
large Eastern law schoocl, pre-
sumably Harvard. The series if
irresistably entitled Tha Young
Lawyers. The running characters
are a crusty but benign ex-Supreme
Court Justice, presumably Oliver
Wendell Holmes bv way of Dr. Zozba.
There is a keautiful girl graduate
student and the lccal district
attorney who is brilliant and
sometimes cuts corners --

\ ' DIANA

{(studying the overnights)
Next one ==

~,

_ "SCHLESINGER
The seccnd cne is called The Amazon
Sguad --
DIANA

(studying the overnights) i
Lady cops?

SCHLESINGER
The running characters are a crusty
but benign police lieutenant who's
always cetting heat rfrcm the
Commissioner, a hard-nosed, hard-
drinking detective who thinks
women beleong in the kitchen, and
a brilliant and beautiful young
girl cop fighting the feminist
battle cn the force =--

V DIANA

- (ncw studying the £ront

. page of the Daily MNews)

e ‘ We're up to our ears in lady cop
shows.
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SCHLESIWGER
The next one is another investi-
gative reportar shcw. A crusty
but benign managing editor whno's
always getting heat frcm the
. publisher =--

_ . DIANA
You know, Barbara, today is. Yon
Kippur, and they're worried about 3
another war in the Middle East. :
They've discovered a bleecd clot
in Nixon's right lung, there'’s a
hurricane in Honduras, drcught
among the Tauregs, crcp failure in
India, two major banks have recduced
their prime rate and --~
(she flips the Daily
News over so BARBARA
can rsad it)
-- the whole front page of the
Daily News is Hcward Beale.

ACRCSS BARBARA SCILESINGER, half-standing so she can
road the newspaper and showing the front page of the
Bailly News == which ccnsists of a 3/4 page blcwup of
(IOWARD BEALZ topred by a 52 peint black banner headlinza:

*= BEALE FIRED --

o

DIANA (Ccntd)
-~ 1t was also a two-column story
"on page cne o the Times --
(calls to her SECRETARY)
Helen, call Mr. Hackett's office, -
see if he can give me a few minutes

this morning ~-

st R i N

Y WA
L,

$2. INT: pcOlM 520 - THE NETWORK NEWS RCOM 60.
9130 A.M. ;

X STAUMACHER and BO3 McDONOUGH (mid-40's) enter.
é;qﬂ‘efwork News Room is ‘something less than Front
1arq; ~“uf, nevertheless, a news rocm. It's a leng,
occu;; windcwless room, some 40 desks, mcstly un-
vini. 3, a wire rocm, typewriters and banks of tele-
u,_‘,.:A"'R‘,cnu.*l:c:s cn the wall. At the morent, worX has
ermg ..+ and the ENTIRE PERSONNEL of the news rccem,
N‘:!:;; PEOPLE -- EXZCUTIVES and SECRCLTARIZS, PRODUCIES ,
N | M4y, JT FRODUCERS, HEAD WRITZRS, WRITZRS, DUTY -AMD |
' : ritn ‘H:'NT EDITORS, and DESX ASSISTANTS, ARTISTS, and

¢ Angy, '/ TAPE EDITORS, REPORTERS, NEUSCASTIRS, and

ent 4 “ND AUDIO IMEN -- are all gathered starm@ing

“ing about to hear MAX say --
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61,

62.

63.

- MAX
Ladies and gentlemen, I've been
at this network twelve years, and
it's been on the whole a ball --

’

VOICE (in b.g.)

Ioudey =-
- MAX
(louder)

== and I want to thank you all.
Bob Mclonough here will be taking
over for me for the time being,
and, much as I hate to admit it,
I'm sure everything will go along
just f£ine without me =--

INT: UBS BUILDING - 15TH FLCOR - 10:00 A.M.

DIANA turning into =

INT: EBACXETT'S OUTER OFFICE

The SECRE=TARY waves DIANA straight into -=-

INT: HACRETT'S OFFICE

44

61l.
62.

63.

where HACXETT siits unhappily at his desk porincg over
memos from his Stations Relations PCepartment and

reports frcm his Sales Department.

HACXETT
(not bothering to
lecok up)

WRGO Xansas City refuses to carr
our network news any more unless
Beale is taken ocff the air =--

DIANA

(drops the sheet of

paper on HACKETT's

desk)
Did you see the overnichts on the
Network tlews? It has an 8 in New
York and a 9 in L.A. and a 27 share
in both cities. Last night, Howard
Beale went on the air and velled
bullshit for two minutes, and I
can tell you right now that %onight's
show will cet a 20 share at least.
I think we've lucked into sorething.
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" back cn the air tonight and keep
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HACKETT
oh, for Ged's gakes, are you ‘
suggesting we put that lunatic
back on the air yelling bullshit?

DIANA '
Yes, I think we should put Beale

him on. Did you see the Times
this morning? Did you see the
News? We've got press coverace

cn this you couldn't buy for a
millien dollars. Frank, that dumb
show jurmped £ive rating points in
ocne nicht! Teonicht's show has got
to ke at least fifteen! We just
increased cur auvdience by twenty
or thirty million people in cne
night. You're not coing to get
something like this cdumrped in your
lap for the rest of your days, and
you just can't piss it awayv!
Howard Beale got up there last
night and said what every aAmerican
feels =- that he's tired of zll the
bullshit. He's articulating the
popular rage. I want that shcw,
Frank. I can turn that shcw into
the biggest smash in televisicn.

HACKETT
What do you mean, ycu want that
show? 1It's a2 news show. It's not
your department. -

DIANA
I see Howard Beale as a latitsrcay
prophet, a magnificent messianic
figure, inveighing against the
hypocracies of our times, a strip
Savonarcla, llonday through ¥Fricay.
I tell you, Frank, that could just
go through the rcof. And I'm talking
about a six dollar cost per thousand
show!{ I'm talking zbout a hundred,
a hundred thirty thousand dollar
minutest! - Co you want to ficure out
the revenues of a strip shcw that
sells for a hundred thousand bucks
a minute? One shcw like that could
pull this whole network right out
of the hole! Ncw, Frank, it's being
handed to us on a plate; let's not

~blow it!
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HACXE=ETT's intercom BUZZES.

HACKXETT
(cn intercom) :
Yes? ... Tell him I'll be a few
minutes.
{clicks of£f, regards DIANA)
et e thirnk it over.

, . DIANA

Frank, let's not go to ccmmittee
about this. 1It's twenty after ten,
and we ' want Beale in that studio
by half-past six. We don't want
to lcse the mcmentum --

HACXETT
Por God's szkes, Diana, we're
talking abcut putting 2 manifestly
irresponsible man on national
televisicn., I'd like to talk &o
Legal Affairs at least. And Herd
Thackeray and certainly Jce Dennelly
and Stancarcds and Practices. Ancd
you know I'm ccing to be eyeball
to eyeball with Mr. Ruddy c¢n tais.
If I'm gcoing to the mat with Ruidy,
I want %o mzke sure of some 0f my
ground. I'm the ona whose ass is
going cn the line. 1I'll get back
to you, Diana.

INT: EXECUTIVZ DINING RCOM - 12:20 P.M. 64.

A large rocm of white-linened tables, almost empty
save for the five men at cne of the windcw tables,
with the spectzcular view of midtcwn Manhattan.
The five are FRANK HACXETT, NELSCYN CHANZY, WALTZES
AMUNDSEN (Generzl Counsel Network,) ARTEUR ZANGYIILL
(VP Standards and Practices,) and JOE CCNNELLY (VP
Sales). :
CHANEY
{(who is standing)

I don't believe this! I don't

believe the top brass of a naticnal

televisicn network are sitting

around theair Cazesar szalads ==

HACKETT
The top brass of a bankruot national
television network, with projectad
losses of close to a hundred and
£ifty million dollars this year.

I . -

- —————— e ———— - ——— b e rr e e e et e e m e S—— - ——————— -
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CHANEY
I don't care how bankrupt! You
can't sericusly be prcposing and
the rest of us sericusly consicar-
ing putting on a porncgraghic
network news shew! The FCC will
kill us!

HACKETT
Sit dcwn, Nelson. The FCC can't
do anything except rap our knuckles.

CHANEY sits.

AMUNDSEYN
I don't even want to think about
the litigious pecssibilities, Frank.
We could be up to our ears in
lawsuits,

CHANEY
The affiliates won't carry it --

HACKETT
The affiliates will kiss your ass

- 1f you can hand them a hit show.

CHANEY
The popular reaction --

. HACKETT
We don't know the pepular reacticn.
That's what we have to find out.

CHANEY
The New York Tirmes ==

HACKXETT
The New York Times doesn't advertise
on our nestwork.

CHANEY
(stands)
All I Xrncw is that this violates
every canon of respectable broad-
casting,

HACKETT
We're not a resrectable network.
le're a whorehouse network, and we
have to take whatever we can get.

CHANEY
Well, I don'’t want any part of it.
(MORE)
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CHANEY (Contd) -‘
I don't fancy myself the oresident
of a whorehouse, '

BACKETT
That's very ccmmendable of vou, - \
Nelson. Ncw, sit dewn. Your §
indignaticn has been duly racorded,
you can always resign tocmorrow.

CHANEY sits.

HACKETT (Contd)
Lock, what in substance are we
proposing? =-- merely to add
editorial commant Lo cur network
news show. Brinkley, Sevareid,
and Reasoner all have their cocmrments.
S0 now Hcward Beale will have his.
I think we ought to give it a shot.
let's sce what happens tonight.

CONNELLY
Wlell, I don't want to ke the
Babylonian messenger who has to
tell Max Schumacher abcut this.

BEACKXETT

(flagging a WAIT=R)
Max Schumacher dcesn't work at
this network any morzs. Mr. Ruddy
fired him last night.

(to the WAITER) -
A telephone, plezse --

{to his CCLLEAGTES)
Bob Mclonoguh's running the News
Pivision necw --

A phone is placed before HACKETT, who promptly picks
it uvp and murmurs:

INT:

HACKETT (Ccntd)
- (on phone)
Bob Mclonough in News, please --

MAX'S OFFICE - 1l:40 P.M. ) 65.

MAX is on the phone and cleaning out his cdesk and
office at the same time. There are empty cartcns

overywhere into which MAX is dumpinc his files.

are piles of files on his desk, which he is skimming
thxough even as he tzlks on the phene =--

There
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MAX

{on phone)
== I'm just £ine financially,
Fred. I cashed in my stock
cptions back in April when CC
and A took over the network ...

(his othexr phone BUZZES)
That's =y other phene, Fred, thanks
for calling --

{(hangs up, picks up

the other phone)
Max schumacher ... Hi, Dick,
how's everything at NBC? =--

HOWARD BEALE walks in, czarrying an 8 x 12 photograrh =-

MAX (Contad) _
I don't know, Dick. I might teach,
I might write a bcok, whatever the
hell one does when one approaches
the autumn of cne's years =--

"HOWARD puts the photcgrarh on the desk in front cf MaX,

They both
pokes his

MAY (Contd)
{(studying the photogragh)
My God, is that me? Was I ever

that young?

(on chone)
Howard just showed me a picture
of the whole =4 Murrcw gang when
I was at C3s. My Ged, Ecb Trcout,
Harry Reasoner, Crcnkits, Hollenbeck,
and that's you, Heward, right? =-- -
I'll see you, Dick --
(hangs up)

HOWARD
(points to the photo)
You remember this kid? He's the
kid I think vou once sent out to
interview Cleveland Amoxzy on
vivisection --

MAX
(beginning to shake
with laughter)
That's him =-- that's him -~

begin wheezing with laughter. MILTON STZINMAN
head in ==

STEIMNMAN
What the hell's so funnv?
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INT: ROCM 509 - EXECUTIVE OFFICES, NEWS . 66
DIVISION

BOB McDONOUGH (VP Network News and interim head of the
division) enters, frowning. There is a clot of PEQPLZ
spilling out £rom MAX SCHUMACHER's office frcm whernc
sounds of LAUGYTEIR and SEQUTING emanate. Even the
SECRETARIES have left their desks to share the £fun.
McDONOUGH, woncdering what the hell it's all abcut,
makes his way through the CRUSH at the dcer, murmuring:
"Excuse me ... sorry, honey ... etc."” When he finall
gets throcugh the outer office and into =--

INT: MAX'S OFFICE | 67.

-= what he sees is a room £illed with News Executives
-= MAX, HOWARD, HARRY HUNTER, WALTER GIANINI (Legeal
Affairs), MICHAEL SANDIZS, MILTON STSINMAY, and a

COUPLE of younger PRODUCERS, delightedly listening £o
;his gang of middle-aged men remembering their maverick
ays --

~ MAX ,
== I jump out of bed in my pajamas!
I grab my raincoat, run céown the
stairs, run out into the middle of
the street, £lag 2 cab., I jump in,
I yell: "Take me to the middle of
the George Washington Bridgel!" =-=-

BOWL of LAUGHTER —--

MAX (Contd)
== The driver turns around, he
says: "Don't do it, kid, ycu
got your whole life anead of youl!l”

The room RCCKS'with_LAUGHTE.. When it subsicdes, RBRC3
McDONOUGH, standing in the dcorway, says:

McDONOUGH
Well, if you think that's funny,
wait'll you hear this. I've
Just come dewn f£rem Frank
Hackett's office, and he wants
to put Hcward back on the aizx
tonight. Apparently, the ratings
jumped five points last night,
and he wants Hcoward to go back
on and do his angry-man thing.

STEINMAN _
What're you talking about?
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McDQONOUGH
I'm telling you -- they want
Howard to go on yelling bullshit.
They want Howard to go cn
gpontaneously letting out his
anger, a lattercay prorhet,
denouncing the hypccrisies
of cur times --

: HOWARD
Hey, that sounds pretty good --

' MAX
Who's this they?

McDONOUGH
Hackett. Chanev was there, the
Legal Affairs guy, and that
girl from Programming.

MAX
Christenson? What's she got to
do with it%?

GIANINI (in b.g.)
You're kidding, aren't you, Bob?

McDONOUGH
I'm not kiéding., I told them:
"We're running a news department
down there, nct-a circus. And
Howard Beale isn't a bearded ledy.
And if you think I'll go along

with this kastzrdizzticn of +he -

news, you can have my resignaticn
along with Max Schumacher's right
ncw. And I think I'm srpeaxing
for Eoward 3Beale and everybcedy
else down there in News.,"

HOWARD
Hold it, McDconough, that's mv
job you're turning dewn. IT1il go
nuts withcut scme kind of work.
What's wrong with keing an angry
prczhet dencuncing the hypocrisies
of our times? What do you think,
Max? .

. MAX .
Do you want to be an angry prophet
dencuncing the hypccrisies of
our times?
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HOWARD . !
Yeah, I think I'Qd like to be
an angry prorhet denouncizg
the hypccrisies of our times.

X
Then grab it.

IXT: STH FLOOR CORRIDOR = 3:00 P.M. 68.

MR. RODDY, slim, slight, white~haired, imperially
elegant in banker's gray, ccmes down the corrider
towards Rcom 509. A VIDEZCTAPE MAN, porping out of one
of the rcoms that debcuch off this corricdor, quickly .
stops, stands still ==

VIDEOTAPE MAN
(murmurs)
Afterncon, Mr. Ruddy =
RUDDY
(murmurs)
Good afterncon.
He pagses cn tcwards --
INT: ROCHM 509 69.

a8 RUDDY enters. The SIX SECRETARIZIS pecking away at
their typewriters all pause to zmurmur awed ==

SECRETARIZES
Good afterncen, Mr, Rudidy ==
Geoed afterncon, Mr. Ruddy ==~ etc. i
== as RUDDY passes through to =--
INT: MAX'S QUTER OFFICE . 70.

where MITZI (MAX'S SECRETARY), at her desk, murmurs:

MIT2I-
He's waiting for you, Mr. Ruddy =--
'RUDDY
(murmurs)
Thank you.
He goez into ~-
INT: MAX'S OFFICE 71.

= and closes the docr,
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RUDDY
Nelson Chaney tells me 3eale may

~actually go on the air this evening.

. MAX
Ag far as I know, Hcward's going
to do it. Are you going to sit
still for this, EQ?

RUDDY

(takes a folded piece

.0f paper from his

inside jacket pocket)
Yes. I think Hackett's cverstepped
himself. There's scme kind of
corpcrate maneuvering going on,
Max. BHackett is clgarly forcing
a confrecntation. That would
account f£or his benhavicor at the
stockhclders' meeting., Hcwever,
I think he's making a serious
mistake with this Beale business.
C. C. and A, would never make such
an open acb of brigandage,
especially against the News
Division. They are scecifically
enjoined against any manipulztion
of the News Division in the
consent decree. I susrect C. C.
and A. will be upset v Hackett's
presumptucusness, ce*~=*1ly Mr,
Jensen will, So I'm going to let
Hackett have his head for awhile.
He just might lose it over this
Beale business.

(places uhe paper

on MAX's desk)
I'd like you to recensider your
resignation.

(moves to the couch,

sits, crosses his legs, .

murmurs)
I have to assume Hackett wouldn't
take such steps without some
support on the C, C. and A. board.
I'll have to go directly to Mr.
Jensen, " When that haprens, I'm
going to need every friend I've
got. And I certainly don't want
Hackett's people in all the
divisional positicns., So I'd
like you to stay con, Max.

. MAX
Qf course, Ed4.

53




33 \ ‘ RODDY
-~ . (stands)
(= - Thank you, Max.

He opens the door and leaves.

72, INT: MAX S OPFIC’ - WEDNESDAY OCTORER 2 -
7:00 P.M.

MAX sitting 2lone behind his desk in a dark
only by his desk lazp, watching the Network
starring EOWARD BZALE on his ofiice console

! NARRATION

The initial response to the new

Howard Beale was not auspicatery.

The press was without excerstion

hostile and industry reaction

negative. The ratings for the

Thursday and Friday show were

both 14 arnd with a 37 sharse,

but Monday's rating drcpred

two points, clearly sugcesting
- ' - the novelty had worn cif =--

54

72.

£ L.
ffice lit

News Show

- On the office ccnsole, HCWARD BZALE docesn't seem t=o
:}Wv much different than he had always been. He sccwls,
\k frowns, seems to be muttering --
NARRATICN (Contd)
: -~ Indeed, Howard 2eale plaved
his new role ¢ latier-day
prophet pecrly. He was, aiter
all, a newsman, not an actcr.
He was uncertain, uncomfortanle, .
scmetimes inaudible., The general
feeling arcund the network was
that this nzw Eoward 3Seals would
be aborted in a matter of days --
73. 73.
On the office console, the Network News Sheow has cconme
to an end; the CLOSING THIZMEZ MUSIC ernarges into
SOUND, and the show's CREDITS begin to rell. MAX
clicks ofZ the set, folds his hands cn the dask and
gits glunly regarding his folded hands. Aafter a
moment, he beccmes aware of another precence in the
room and looXks to the doorway where DIANA CHRISTINEIH
is standing, wearing a white blouse and dark slacks
P and carrying her jacket and purse. If we haven't

already noticed how atiractive she is, we do

NCW -

-'standing as she is, ‘-ared in the dcerway, backlit

o m -

by the lights of the deserted ccmmon rocn, suddenly

gensuous, even vocluptuous.
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DIANA :

(entering the ocffice)
Did you kncw there are a nurber
of psychics working as licensed
brokers on Wall Street?

(she sits across frem

MAX, fishes a cigarette

out of her purse)
Some of them counsel their client
by use of Tarot cards. They're
all pretty sucecessful, even in a
bear market and selling shert.
I met one of them a ccuple of
weeks ago and thought of doing
a show around her =-- The Wayward
Witceh of Wall Street, something
like that. 3But, of ccurse, if
her tips were any gocd, she
could wreck the markexr. So I
called her this merning and
asked her how she was cn
predicting the future., She said
she was occasionally prescient.
"For exanple," she said, "I
just had a fleeting vision of
you sitting in an ofiice with
& craggy middle-eged man with
whom you are or will be
emotionally involved."
And here I am.

. MAX
She does all this with Tarot cards?

DIANA
No, this one operates on
parapsychology. She has trance-
like episcées and feels things
in her ernersy field. I think
this lady can ke very useful
to you, Max.

MAX *

-

In what way?

DIANA
Well, you put on news shows,
and here's someone who can
predict tcmorrcw's news for, you.
Her neme, aptly encugh, is Sibyl.
Sybil the Scothsayer. You cculd
give her two minutes of trance
at the end ¢f a Howard Beale show,
gay once a week, Friday, which is
(HMORE)

r
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DIANA (Contd)
suggestively occult, and she
could oraculate. Then next week,
everyone tunes in to see hcw
good her predictions were.

MAX
Maybe she could do the weather.
DIANA
(smiles)
Your network news shcw is going
to need some help, Max, if it's
going to hold. Beale doesn't
do the angry man thing well at
all. He's tco kvetchy. He's
being irascikle. We want a
prophet, not a curmudgeon. He
should do more acocalyptic cdocn.
I think you shculd take on a
couple of writers to write scme
jeremiads for him. I see ycu
don't fancy =y suggestions.

Max

Hell, you're not keing serious,
are you?

DIANA
OCh, I'm sericus. The fzct is,
I cculd make vcur Beale show the
highest~rat2d news show in
televisicn, if you'd let me
have a crack at it.

MAX

What do you mean, have a c¢rack
at it?

DIANA
I'd like to program it for you,
develop it. I wouldn’t interfere
with the actual news. But %sevee
is show biz, Max, and even the
News has to have a little
shownmanship.

MAX
My God, you are serious.

DIANA
I watched your six o'clcck news
today =-- it's straight tabloid.
You had a minute and a half on
{MORE)

56
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DIANA (Contd)
- that lady riding a bike naked in
ot ’ Central Parix On the other hand,
' you had less than a minute cf
hard national and international
. . news. It was all sex, scandal,
‘ SN brutal crimes, sports, children.
with incurable dizeases and
lost puppies. So I don't think
I'll listen to any protestaticns
of high standards of journalism.
You're right dcwn in the street
soliciting auvdiences like the
rest of us. All I'm saying is,
if you're going to hustle, at
least do it right. I'm go;ng to
bring this up at “*mcrrcw S
network meeting, but I don't like
netwerk hassles, and I was hcping
you and I could work this out
between us. That's why I'm here
right now.

(sighs)
And I was hoping you were lcoking
for an emctiocnal involvement with
a craggy middle-aged man.

DIANA
I wouldn't rule that out entirely.

They appraise each other for a mcment; clearly, there
are the rossibilities ¢f scmething more than a
pro‘eSSLOnal relationship here.

MAX
Well, Diana, you bring all your
ideas up at the meeting tcmosrow.
Because, if you don't, I will.
I think Howard is making a goddam
fool of himself, and so does
everybedy Heward and I know in
this industrzy. It was a fluke.
It didn't work. Tomorrcw, Howard
goes back to the o0ld format and
this gutter deprav;ty ccmes
to an end.

DIANA
(smiles, stands)
Okay. -
She leans forward to £lick her ash into MAX's cdesk ash
tray. Half-shaded as she is by the cone of light
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issuing from the desk lamp, it is nipple~clear she is
bra=-less, and MAX cannot help but note the assertive
swells of her bedy. DIANA moves languidly to the door
and would leave but MAX suddenly says: ‘
|

. MAX

I don't get it, Diana. You

hung arcund ¢ill half-gast seven

just to pitch a couple of looney
show biz ideas when you knew
goddam well I'd laugh you out

of this office. I don't get

it, What's your scam in this
anyway?

DIANA moves back to the desk and crushes her cigarette
cut in the desk tray.

DIANA

Max, I don't knew why you
suddenly changed your mind

. about resigning, but I do know
Backett's gcing to throw vecu-
out on your a2ss in January.
My little visit here tonight
was just a courtesy made out
of respect for your stature
in the industry and tecause
I've perscnally admirsd you
ever since I was a kid majcrin
in speech a% the University oZf
Missouri. But socner or later,
now or in January, with or
without you, I'm going to take -
Qver your networX news shcw,
and I figured I might as well
start tonight.

: . MAX
I think I once gave a lecture
at the University of Missouri.

DIANA
I was in the audience. I had
a terrible schoolgirl czush
en you for a couple of months.

-She smiles, glides to the dodrway again.

MAX
Listen, if we can get back for
a meoment to that gypsy who
predicted all that about
(MORE)
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MAX (Contd)
enotional inveolvements and
middle~aged men =-=- what're

you doing for dinner tonight?
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DIANA pauses in the doorway, and then moves back
briskly to the desk, picks up the telephcne receiver,
taps out a telezihcne number, waits for a mcment ==

DIANA
(on phone)
I can't make it teonight, luv,
call me tcmerrow.

She returns the receiver to its cradle,
their eyes lock.

She moves

HMAX
Do you have any favorite
restaurant?

DIANA
I eat anything.

MAX
Son ¢f a bitch, I get the
feeling I'm being made.

DIANA
You sure are.

MAX
I better warn vou I don't do
anything on the first date.

DIANA
We'll sece.

lcococks at MAX;

for the door, MAX stares down at his desk.

MAX
{(mutters)

Schrmuck, what're you getting into?

He sighs, stands, flicks off his desk lanp.

INT: A RESTAURANT

74.

MAX and DIANA at the end of their dinner. In.fact,

DIANA
(plying away at
her icez cream)
You're marr:sd, surely.

‘MAX is flagging a WAITZR for two coffees, black =--
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MAX
Twenty=-six years. I have a
married daughter in Seattle who's
six months precnant, ard a
younger girl wno starts at
Northwestern in January.

DIANA
~= Well, Max, here we are =--=
middle~aged man reaffirming his
middle-aged manhocd and a
terrified young wcman with a
father complex. What sort of
script do you think we can
make out of this?

MAX
Terrified, are you?

DIANA

(pushes her ice cream

away, regards hinm

affably)
Terrified cut of my skull, man.
I'm the hip generaticn, man,
right on, cccl, grcovy, the
greening cf America, nan, .
remember all that? Ged, what
humbugs we were. In my first
year at college, I lived in a
cemmmune, dropced acid dailvy,
joined four radical grcocups and
fucked myseli silly on a kare
wocden floor while scmebody
chanted Sufi suras. I lost six
weeks of my sophomore vear
because they ctut me away for
trying to jump off the top floor
of the Administration 3uildéing.
I've been on the tcp floor ever
since. Don't cpen any windcws
around me because I just might
jump out. Am I scaring you off?

MAX
No.

DIANA
I was married for fcur vears and
retended to ke happy and had
Bix years of analysis and pretended
to be sane. My husband ran off
with his boviriend, and I had an
affair with =y analyst. He told
_(MORE) -
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. DIANA (Contd)
me I was the worst lay he had
ever had. I can't tell you how
many men have told me what a
lousy lay I am. I epparently
have a masculine temperament.
I arouse guickly, consummate
premcturely, and can't wait to
get my clothes back on and get
out of that bedrocm. I seem
to be inept at everything except
nmy work. I'm goddam gocod at my
work and so I confine myself
to that. all I want out of life
is a 30 share and a 20 rating.

The WAITER brings the coffee.

MAX
(sipping coffee)
The corridor cossip says you're
Frank Hackett's backstage girl.

DIANA .

(sipping coffee, smiles)
I'm not. Frank's a corporaticn
man, bedy and soul. He surrencdered
his spirit to C. C. and A. years
ago. He's a marketing-merchandising-
management machine, precisicn-
tcoled for ccrrorate success.
Be's married to one C. C. and A.
board member's daughter, he
attends arnother board member's
church, his children aged two
and five are already enrolled
in a thiréd becard member's alma
mater. He has no loves, lusts
or allegiances that are not
consummately directed tcwards
becoming a C. C. and A. board
member himself. So why should
he bother with me? I'm noct
even a stockholder.

MAX
~How about your loves, lusts
and allegiances?

They smile at each other.

DIANA
Is your wife in tcown?

e e e
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MAX
Yas. )

DIANA
Well, then, we better go to
my place.

INT: DIANA'S APARTMENT - BEDRCOM 75.

Dark. Blinds drawn. MAX and DIRNA lying naked on a
maelstrem of sheets, both still pufiing frem what
must have been an ebullient bout in the sack --

! DIANA

Wow, and you were the guy who
kept telling me hcw he was going
t0 be a grarcfather in three
meonths.

MAX
Hell, you were the girl who
kept telling =me what a lousy
lay she was.

She bounces cut of bed and stands naked in the shadowed

darkness, arms akimbo, loocking happily down at MAX on
the bed.

DIANA
All right, enocugh of this
love-making. Are ycu gocing
to let me take cver vour
netwerk news shcw or not?

MAX -
(lLaughs)
Forget it. Tcmorrew, EHoward
Beale gces back to being a
straight anchorman. I'll tell
him first thing tcmorrow morning.

INT: HOWARD BEALZ'S BEDROOM 76.

HOWARD RBEALE, fast asleep'in his dark, empty, hushed

HOWARD
(suddenly)
I can't hear you. You'll have
to speak a little louder.

L T T

Be gets up on one elbtcw, eves still closed, cocks his
head as if he were listening to scmeone mumbling frzcm
the rocking chair acress the room.
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HOWARD (Contd)
You're kidding. Hcw the hell
would I know what the truth is?

ge sits up, gets out of bed, walks around and czerches
on the fcot of the bed, stares at the empty rocker,
pods his head as if he is following a ccmplicated
argunent -

BOWARD (Contd)
What the hell is this, the
burning bush? For Gcd's sake,
I'm not Moses ==

wWhoever he thinks he is talking to arrarently gets up
and croscses the roem to the overstuiffed chair and sits
there, since HEOWARD follcws this movement wiith his eves
and finally gets up and pexches on the sicda of his bed
in order to continue the curicus conversation.

HOWARD (Contd)
Why me? I'm a deteriorating
old man.

BOWARD listens, sighs, shrugs:

HEOWARD
Okay.

EXT: UBS BUILDING - TUESDAY, CCT. 1, 9:00 7.
A.M. - DAY

Bright sunny day to establish the next morning.
INT: ROOM 517 = NIGHKTLY NEWS ROCM 78,

MAX enters. The usual morning hum of activity. PHONEZS

RING. HARRY HUNTER, going over scme wire releases woih
his HEAD WRITER, looks up as MAX approaches --

MAX
Howard in his office? -
(HUNTEZR ncds)
Rarry, I'm killing this whole
screwball angry prophet thing.
We're going back to straight
news as of tonight's shcw.

HUNTER
Okay .

HAX veers off for --
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INT: EHOWARD'S OFFICE 79.

EOWARD at his typewriter, clicking away. MAX leans
in through the oren dcorway =-

i ' MAX
Howard, we're going back to
gtraight news tonight. You
don't have to ke the mad
preopnet any =ore.

EOWARD tucns to regaré MAX in the dcorway with a sweet
gsmile.

- HOWARD
I must go on with what I'm doing,
Max. I have been called. This
i3 my witness, and I must make it.

This gives MAX pause, to say the least.

MAX
You must make what, Bcward?

HOWARD
I must make ny witness. I must
lead the pecrcle from the waters.
I must stay their stanmpede to
the sea.

MAX takes a step into the office and closes the docr.

MAX

¥You must stay their what,

Howard? )
BEOWARD

I must stay their headlong
suicidal stampede to the sea.

MAX
(regards Howard
for a moment)
Well, hallelujzh, Howard, are
you putting me on or have you
£lipred or what? ‘

ROWARD
(serenely)
I have heard voices, Max.

MAX
¥You have heard voices., Swell.
What kind of voices, Howard?
(MORE)
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MAX (Contd)

still small voices in the night
or the mighty thuncder of Gcd? '
Howard, you've finally done it. \
You've gone over the edge. l
You're nuts. \

|

\

HOWARD
I have been called. This is
my witness, and I must make it.

' MAX
Not on my goddam network news
show.

Be opens the door, goes back into =-

INT: NIGHTLY NEWS ROOM . 80.

-- where he stops, turns and wheels back to HOVWARD's
office —

MAX .
Now, look, Heward, I'm not
kidding azround about this.
You go back to being a straight
anchorman tonight. I'm the

. voice ycu're hearing now, and

this voice is telling vou
we're doing a straight news
show frcm new on. Okay?

HOWARD seems not t0 have heard him, continues recking-
‘away at his tyrewriter. MAX scowls, turns, exits --

INT: NETWORX NEWS CONTROL RCOM 8l.

The wall CLCCX says 6:29. The control rcom STAFE are
all at their posts murnmuring awvay. HARRY HEUNTER is
on the phone =--

HUNTER

(muttering into phone)
Max, I'm telling vou he's fine.
He's been sharp all day, he's
been funny as hell. He had
everybedy cracking up at the
rundown meeting ... I told hin,
I told him ...

82.
On the SHOW MONITOR, ECWARD BEALE at his desk,

shuffles his papers, lccks up feor his cue. The
wall CLOCX clicks to 6:30, the DIRECTOR murnurs into
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his mike. HOWARD locks out frcm the screen to his

vast audience and says:

""""""" HOWARD (ON MONITOR)

. Lzst night, I was awakened frcm

- & fitful sleep at shortly atfter
two o'clock in the moraing by a
shrill, siktilant, faceless vcice
that was sitting in my rocking
chair:. I couldn't make it out at
first in the dark bedrocm. I
said: "I'm sorry, yocu'll have to
talk a little loucder." And the
Voice said to me: "I want you to
tell the peoprle the truth, not
an easy thing to do; because the
pecople don't want to kncw the
truth.” I said: "You're kidding.
How the hell would I know what
the truth is?" I mean, yout have
to picture me sitting there cn
the fcot of the bed talki ing o
an empty rocking chair I sgaid
to myself: "Howard, you are
some kind of banjo-brain sititing
here talking to an empty chair."
But the Voice said to me: "Den't
worry aktout the truth. I'll put
the words in your mouth. And I
sald: "wWhet is this, the burnin
bush? For Gecd's sake, I'm nect
Moses.™ And the Voice said to
me: "And I'm not God, what's
that got to do with it == °

$D

83. INT: NETWORK NEWS CONTROL RCOM 83. -~

HARRY HUNTER still on the phone as the rest of the
contreol rocm STAFZ just sit there staring at HECWARD
on the MONITOR =-

. HUNTER
(on phone)
What do you want me to do? -

84. INT: MAX'S CFFICE ' 84.

MAX behind his desk on his phone, chin cupped in his
right hand, staring glumly at HOWARD on his CONSOLE =--

~ ' MAX
me : (on phone) e
Nothing =-=-
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(. HOWARD (ON CONSOLE)
Y And the Voice said to me: "We're
' not talking about etermal truth
or absolute truth or ultimate
truth! We're talking about
. ‘{mpermanent, transient, human
' truth! I don't expect you people
- : to k2 capzble of truth! But,
- goddamit, you're at least capable
. of self-preservation! That's
gocd encugh! I want you to go
out and tell the reocple €O
preserve themselves — "

MAX
(mutters on phone)
Right now, I'm trying to remember
the name of that psychiatrist
that took care of him when his
wife died --

8sS. INT: STUDIO - NETWORX NZWS 8S.

TIGHT SHOT OF HOWARD, his voice rising, his eyes
glecwing with increasing ferveor =--

C ' HOWARD
~ .
) (growing fernor)
And I said to the Voice: "Why me?"
And the Voice said: '"Because
you're on televisiocn, dummy! -- "

86. INT: DIANA'S OFFICE ' 86.
DIANA watching EOWARD on her CONSOLE ==

DIANA
Beautifull

HOWARD (ON CONSOLE)
*You have forty million Americans
listening to you; after tonight's
show, you could have f£fifty million.
For Pete's sake, I don't expect
you to walk the land in sackcloth
and ashes preaching the Armagecdon.
You're on TeeVee, man! =-- "

87. INT: wMaX'S OFFICE ' ' i 87.

X MAX, no longer on the phone, is leafing through a
) loose=~leaf address bcok ==
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HOWARD (ON CONSOLZE)
S0 I thought about it for :
a mocment - ’

MAX taps out a telephone number on his private line ==

HOWARD (ON COWSOLE)(COﬁtu)
And then I said: "Okay -- "

MAX

(on phone)
Doctor Sindell? My name is Max
Schumacher, I'm at the Union
Broadcasting Systems, and I hore
you remember me, I'm a £riend of
Howard Beale whcm you treated for
a few months last year =-

|
l
\
|
\
\

INT: FIFTH FLOOR CORRIDCR 88.

as HOWARD and EARRY HUNTER, follcwed by the rest of
the control room STAFF, ccme out of the stairway and
head down the corridor to =

INT: RCOM 517 - NIGHTLY NEWS ROOM g9.

where HUNTER and HOWARD move towards EOWARD's office
while the rest of the control roca CRIW discerse o
their cwn desks and to exchange muittered comzents with
those Nichtly News PERSCNNEL still at their desks.
HOWARD walks straicht as a ramrod, eyes uplif:ted,
Serene tc the point of beatitude. He and EUNTIR

go into -- ’

INT: HOWARD'S OFFICE ) S0.

where MAX is sitting, waiting on the couch. He
stands =-

MAX
Close the door, Harry —

HUNTER does so0o.

MAX (Contd)
Sit down, Howard. Howard, I'm
taking you off the air. I
called your psychiatrist.

HCWARD
(serene, sits
behind his desk)
What's hapcenzng to me, Max, lsn 't
mensurate in psychiatric terms.

-



@3 MAX

. - -1 think you're having a breakdcwn,
N . require treatment, and Dr. Sindell
""""""" - agrees. '

| HOWARD

This is not a psychotic episcde.
. : . It is a cleansing mement of clarity.
- - ‘ ~ (stands, an imbued man)

' I am imbued, Max. I =m imbued
with scme srecial spirit. 'It's
not a religious feeling at all.

It is a shocking eruption of
great electrical energy! I feel
vivid and flashing as if suddenly
I had been plugged into some great
- cosmic electremagnetic field. I
feel connected to all living
things, to flcwers, birds, to
all the animals of the world
and even to same great unseen
living force, what I think
the Bindus czall prana.
(he stands rigidily
- erect, his eyes staring

3 mindlessly out, his
face revealing the
W anguish of so
k. (; : transcendental a
: : state)

It is not a breakdcwn. I have
never felt so orderly in my lifel
It is a shattering and beauvtiful
sensation! It is the exalted
flow of the space-time continuun,
gsave that it is spaceless and
timeless and of such loveliness!
I feel on the verge of some
great ultimate truth.

(he stares hacgardly

at MAX, his breath

coming with great

difficulty now:

he shouts)’

- You will not take me off the air
. ’ for now or for any other

spaceless timel

He promptly falls in a dead swoon onto the floor.

X . (hurrying to his
ﬁi: ) ' friend's prostrate
> form) ,

Jesus Christ ~--
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HUNTER
(from the door) {
Is he okay? |
MAX |

{bent over HOWARD)
He's breathing anyway. I'll
have to take him to my house
again for the night =-

A CRASH OF THUNDER --
9l. INT: MAX'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NIGHT - 9l.

THUNDER CRASHES outside. RAIN pelts against the
windows. The room is dark. MAX and his wife, LOUISE,
are fast asleep in their hushed room. CAMERA PANS,
DOLLIES slowly cut of the bedrcam and into =--

92. INT: LIVING ROOM _ | 92.

Dark, hushed, sleeping. HOWARD is asleep on the living
rocm couch., Or rather he was asleep, for he now slcwly
sits up, then stands in his borrowed pajemas, goes to
the hall closet, fetches out a raincoat, unchains,
unbolts and unlocks the £ront dcor of the apariment,
and geces out == -

93. EXT: A STREZT IN THZ EAST 60'S - OQVERCAST DAY 93.
-~ WEDNZSDAY, OCTOBER 2 - 7:30 A.M.

Another CRASH and RUMBLE of THUNDER. RAIN slashes
through the streets. The sky is dark and lowering =-

94. INT: MAX'S APARTIMENT - BEDROOM 94. .
ALARM CLOCX BUZZING. MRS. LOUISET SCHUMRACZER, a
handsome matron of 50, clicks it off and gets out of
bed. MAX turns in the bed, sleeps on. THEUNDER and
RAIN o.s. LOUISE starts sleepily for the bathrcom,
pauses, then goes out into the =-=- :

INT: BACX HALLWAY
-= and dcwn that to -

INT: LIVING ROOM

== where she stands, frcwning. The couch, which head
been made up for a bed, has clearly been slept in
but is now empty. She lcoks back up the hallway to
the guest bathrocm. The door is open, and there is
obviously nokody in the bathrccm. She pads across
the living rcom-dining rocm area and pokes her head
into the kitchen, and then back to the back hallway,
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pauses a moment outside her daughter's closed bedrcem
door, opens it, locks in, closes it ard then returns
w--

INT: ‘THE BEDRCOM

~She sits on MAX's side of the bed, shakes him awake.

LOUISE
Wake up, Max, because Hcward's
gone. I'll make you scme ccffee,

She moves off.

MAX
(mutters)
sShit.
He slowly sits up.
INT: FRANK HACXETT'S OFFICE 95,

HACKETT in a rage, shouting at MAX slumceéd in a scft
chair. Others in the rcom are DIANA and EER3
THACKERAY. .

HACREZTT
. (rage)
What do ycu mean you don't know
where he is? The son cf a bitch
. is a hit, gecddammitl Over +wo
.- - thousand phone calls! Go decwn
to the mailrceam! As of this
minute, over fourteen thousand
telegrams! The resgonse is
sensaticrzal! Hexrb, tell himl --
(THACKXERAY starts to
tell him, but
HACKETT rocars on)
Herb's phone hasn't stopred
ringing! Every goddam affiliate
from Albugquerque to Sandusky!
The response is sensationeall
(the PEONE RINGS,
HACKETT seizes it)
- What? ... All right ...
(he .hangs up, snaps
-— - =z - at THACKXERAY)
==, It's your office, Herbh. You
==L oo . better get back there.



HACKETT (Contd)
Moldanian called mel Joe
Donnelly called mel We've gct
a goddam hit, gcddam it! Diana,
show him the Times! We even
got an editorial in the holy
goddam New York Times. "A Call
to Morality!" That crazy son of
a bicch, Beale, has caught on!
So don't tell me you don't know
whexre he is!

' MAX

(roaring back)
I don't know where he is! He
may be jumping off a roof for
all I know. The man is insane.
He's no longer resgonsible for
himself, He needs care and
treatment. And all you
graverckhbers care apcut 1is
he's a hit!

DIANA
¥You knew, Mex, it's jugt poss;ble
that he isn't insane, that he is,
in fact, imbued with some special
spirit.

. MAX
My Ged, I'm suppcsed to be
the romantic; vou're supgosed

~to be the hard-bitten realist!

DIANA
All right. BHcward RBezle cbv:cusly
£ills a void. The audience out
there okbvicusly wants a prorhet,
even a manufactured one, even
if he's as nmad as Mcses. By
tomorrow, he'll have a 50 share,
maybe even a 60 share. Howard
Beale ig processed instant Gogd,
and richt ncw it looks like he
may just go over bigger than
Mary Tyler Moore,

MaX

I'm not putting Howard back on
the air.

DIANA
It's not your shcw any more,

-Max, it's mine.
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MAX
¥ou're nuts, You're nuttier
than Howardl!l

HACKETT
2 gave her the shcw, Schurnacher.
I'm-putiting the network news show
undes progreaaming. Mr. Ruddy
has had a mild heart attack and
48 rot taking calls. In his
absence, I'm making all natwork
decisions, including cne I've
beéen wanting to nake a long tize
=a you're fired. I want you
Ut of this building by noon.
2*1l leave word with the
gecurity guards to throw you
out if you're still here.

MAX
Well, let's just say, fuck you,
Hackett. You want me out, ycu're
g§bing to have to drag me ocut
kicking and screaming. 2and th
Whole news division will walk
eut kicking and screaming
wWith nme.

| HEACREZTT
¥ou think thev're going to quit

their jobs for you? Not in
this depression, buddy.

) MAX
When Ruddy gets back, he'll
have your ass.

: HACKETT
i got a hit, Schumacher, and
Ruddy doesn't count any more.
Hée was hoping I'd fall on my
face with this Beale shcw, but
I didn't. It's a big, fat,
big~titted hit, and I don't have
to waffle around with Ruddy any
Mote. If he wants to take me
Wp before the C. C. and A.
bdard, let him. All they kncw
at €. C. and A. is they've got
& hetwork that's in the shithcuse
for a hundred and three million
dollars, and I'm going to hand
theéim this demented Howard Beale
8how that's going to put this
(MORE)
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AACFKETT (Contd)
natwork into profit. Do you
think Rufiy's stupid enough to
go to the C. C. and A. board
and say: "I'm taking our cne
hit show off the aix?" And
comres November Feourteen, I'm
goinc to ke standing up there
at the annual C. C. and A.
management review meeting, and
I'm going to annocunce projected
earnings £for this network fcr
the first time in five years.
And, believe me, Mr. Jencsen will
be sitting there reccking back
and forth in his little chair,
and he's going to say: "That's
very good, Frarnk, keep it up.”
So don't have any illusions
about who's running this netwcrk
from now on. You're fired.

I want you out of your office
before ncon or I'll have you
threwn ocut. '

: MAX
(to DIANA)
And you go along with this?

. DIANA
Well, Max, I told you I didn't

" want a network hassle cver this.
‘I told you I'd much rather work

the Beale show out just between
the two of us.

MAX

(stands)
Well, let's just say, fuck you
too, honey.

(to HACKETT)
Howard Beale may be ny best friendl
I'll go to court. I'll put hin
in a hospital before I let you
exploit him like a carnival
freak.

HACKETT
You get your psychiatrists,
and I'll get mine,

MAX
(heading for the door)
I'm going to spread this whole
" (MORE)
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MAX (Contd) y |
reeking business in every parer / |
and on every network, incdepencent, '

] grecup, and affiliated station in
. : this country. I'm going to make
. a lot of noise about this.

i EACXZTT
= ' Great! We need all the press
we can get,

:. o ﬁhx:exité."EACKETT cli ks his intercom. o

; HACKETT (Ccntd)
(on intercenm)
Get me Mr. Cabell --
{(to DIaNA)
Something going c¢n between
you and Schumacher?

DIANA
(sighs)
- Not any meore.
"""" HACRETT
\ (: (his PHONE 3UZZES,
S= he picks it up)

Tem, Howard Eeale has disapreared.
Tell Earriman to prepare a big
statement for the news media.

And call the ccps and tell them

to f£ind the crazy son of a bitch ==

86, EXT: UBS BUILDING = SIXTH AVZNUE - NIGET - 86, -
6:40 P.M.

THUNDER CRASEES == RAIN lashes the street. PEDESTRIANS
struggle against the slashing rain. The streets glean
wetly, the heavy TRAFTIC heading uptcwn crushes and
HONRS along, erratic enfilades of headlights in the
shiny, black streets =--

97. CLOSER ANGLE , 87.

- of entrance to UBS Building. HOWARD BZALE,
' wearing a coat cver his pajamas, éresnched to the
skin, his mop of gray hair plastered in streaks %o
his brow, hunched against the rzin, ciizbs the steps
,,,,,,, iﬁd pushes the glass dcor at the entrance and goes
N to —— ’

. |
o7 98. INT: UBS BUILDING - LOBBY S8.

TWO SECURITY GUARDS at the desk watch EOWASD pass =



99.

»»»»»»
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SECURITY GUARD
BHow do you do, ir. Beale?
HOWARD stops, turns, stares haggardly at the SECUR;TY
GUARD. ;
HOVARD
(mad as a loon)
. I have to make my witness.

SECURITY GUAFRD
(an agreeable fellow)
Sure thing, lMr. Beale.

HOWARD plods off to the elevators.
INT: NETWORK NEWS CONTROL ROCM 99.

Murnmured, efficient activiity as in previcus scenes.
DIANA stands in the back in the shadows. OCn the
SHOW MONITOR, JACX SMNCWDEN, BEALZ's replacement,
has been doing the news straicght =--

SNOWDEN (ON CONSOLE)
eee the Vice Presicent designate
was on the road tocday and stogced
off in Provo, Utzah, and, in a
speech in the basketball arena
at Brigham Young University =

PRCDUCTION ASSISTANT
Pive seconds =-- .

TECHNICAL DIRZECTOR
Twenty~five in Provo --

DIRECTOR
And e e oo tWO -

SNOWDEN (GN MONITCR)
Mr., Rockefeller had some stron
words to say about the Arab oil-
producing nations. More on that
story from Edward Douglas --

All this is UNDER and OVERLAPPED by HARRY HUNTZR
answering a BUIZZ on his phone -~

HUNTER
(on phone)
Yeah? ... Okay ==
(hangs up, to DIANA)
He came in the building about
five minutes ago.
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DIRECTCR
Get ready to roll her =--

i - PRCDUCTICH ASSIS:ANT
' Ten seconds ccming o one ==

DIANA
Tell Snowden if he comes in the
studio to let him go on.

HUNTER
(to the DIRECTOR)
Did you get that, Gene?

77

The DIRECTOR rncds, passes on the instructions to his
A.D. on the studio flcor. O©On the SEQW MONITOR, we are
gseeing footage cf Rockefeller crowding his way to the
speaker's rostrun, and we ara hearing the VOICZ of

Edward Douglas in Proveo, Utah =--

DOUGLAS

(on the phone)
This was Rockefeller's £irst
public aprearance since he was
named Vice Tresicent designate,
and he sroke sharply zbout
inflation and high Arab oil
prices =--

On the SHOW MCNITOR, Rockefeller flirs onto the

g§creen to say =--

ROCREFZLLZR (ON NOWITOR

Perhaps the mest draratic
evidence of the political imgact
on inflation is the acticn by tx
OPEC countries and the Arab ocil
countries in arbitrarily raising
the price of c¢il four hundred
percent --

e

Nobody in the control room is paying tco much attenticn
double bank
¢f black-and-white monitors which show HCWARD EBEZALE
entering the studio, drenched, hunchzd, stzring gauntly
©£ff into his own space, moving with single-mincded
purpose across the. studio flcocor past cameras and

to Rockefeller; they are 2ll watching the

e a w

¢cakles and nervous CAMERAMEN, SOUND M= ZLZ

> henl p

ASSISTANT DIREZCTORS and ASSCCIATE PRCCUCER

s &

’

CTRICIANS,
o his

desk which is being vacated Zor him by JACX SNCWDEN.
On the SHOW MONITOR, the film c¢lip on Rockefeller

has ccme to an end.

DIRECTOR
And ong =--
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== and, suddenly, the cbsessed face of HCWARD BIZIALE,
gaunt, haggard, red-eyed with unworldly fesrvor, haiz
streaked and plastered on his brow, manifestly nad,

£ills the MONITOR SCRZEXN.

»»»»»»»»

“ HOWARD (ON MONITCR)

: - I don't have to tell vou thing
are bad. Everybody kncws things
are bad. It's a depression.
Everybody's out of work or scared
of losing their job, the dollar
buys a nickel's worth, bkanxs are
going bust, shopkeepers Keer a
gun under the counter, punks

are running wild in the streets,
and there's noctcdy anywheres who
seems to kncw what to dc, and
there's no end to it. We kncw
the air's unfit to breathe and
our fccd is uniit to eat, and
we sit and watch cur tee-vees
while soma local newscaster
tells us tccéay we had fifteen
homicides and sixty-three
violent crimes, as if that's

the way it's suprosed to be.

We all know things are bad.
Worse than bad. Thev're crazvy.
It's like everything's going
crazy. So we con't go out anv
more. We sit in the house, and
slowly the world we live in

gets smaller, and all we &sk is
please, at least leave us alcne
in our cwn living rooms. Let oe
have my toaster and my tee-vee
and my hair-déryer and nmy steel-
belted radials, ané I won't say
anything, just leave us alcre.
.Well, I'm not going to leave vou
alone. I want you to get mad -~

ANOTHER ANGLE shcwing the rapt attention of the PEOPLE
in the control room, especially of DIANA --

HOWARD (Conta)
I don't want you to riot. I
don't want you to protest. I
don't want you to write your -
congressmen. 3ecause I wouldn't
know what to tell you to write.
I don't know what to do abcut the
depression and the inflation and
the defense budget and the Russians
(MORE)



But DIANA has already left the control rcom and is

HOWARD (Contd)
and crime in the street. All
I know is £irst you got to get
mad. Ycu've gct to say: "I'a
mad as hell and I'm not goin
to-take this any more. I'm a
human being, geddammit. My life
has value." So I want you to
get up ncw. I want you to get
out of your chairs and go to
the windew. Right now. I want
you to go to the windcw, open
it, and stick your head ocut
and yell, I want ycu to yell:
"I'm mad as hell and I'm not
going to take this any morel”

DIANA
(grabs HUNTER's
shoulder)
How many stations does this
go out live to?

HUNTER
Sixty-seven. I kncw it goes out

to Atlanta and Louisville,
I think ==

HOWARD (ON MONITOR)
== Get up frcm your chairs.
Go to the windcw.  Open it.
Stick ydur head out and yell

- and keep yelling --

scurrying cown --

100. INT: CORRIDOR

=~ vanking doors open, looking for a phone, which

ghe finds in --

101. 1INT: QAN OFFICE

DIANA
(seizing the phone)

Give me Stations Relations ==
(the call goes through)
Herb, this is Diana Christenson,
are - you watching kecauvse I want
you to call every affiliate

carrying this live =- ...
I'll be right up ==
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INT: ELEVATOR AREA - FIFTEENTH FLCOR 102.

DIANA bursts sut of the just-arrived elevator angd
strides down to where a clct of EXZCUTIVES and OFFICE
PERSCNNEL are blocking an open dcorway. DIANA pushes
through to --

INT: THACKXERAY'C CIFTICT - STATICNS RELATICHS 103.

BERB THACXZRAY on the phone, staring up at EOWARD
BEALE on his wall moniter --

HOWARD (ON MONITOR)
-~ Pirst, you have to get mad.
When you're mad encugh ==

Both THACXERAY'S SECRETARY's office and his cwn cffice
are filled with his STAFY. The Assistant VP Stations
Relations, a 32-year-old fellcw namned RAY PITCISXY,

is at the SECRETARY's desk, also on the phorne. Ancther
ASSISTANT V? is standing behind hin on the SZCIEETARY's
other phone =-

DIANA
(shouting to THEACXERAY)
Whem are you talking to?

THACRERAY
© WCGG, Atlanta -~

DIANA
Are they yelling in Atlanta,
Berb?

HOWARD (CN LClNSOLZ)
== we'll figure out what to do
about the depression --

THACKERAY
(on phone)

Are they yelling in Atlanta, =
Ted?

INT: GENERAL MANAGER'S OFFICS = UBS ATFILIATE 104.
= ATLANTA

The GENERAL MANAGER of WCGG, Atlanta, a por+ly 58-year-
old man, is standing by the open windcws of his
office, staring cut into the gathering dusk, holéing
his phone. The station is located in an Atlanta
suburb, but from far off across the foliage
surrounding the station, there can be heard a faint
RUM%LE. On his office console, HCWARD SZALE is
saying --
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a < HOWARD (CN CONSOLZ)
‘ ‘ == and the inflation and the oil
_?WW . crisis — '

GENERAL MANAGER
(into phone)
Herb, so help me, I think they're
yelling =- . :

105. INT: THEACTSRAI'S OFFICS : . 7 105.

PITOFSXY
(at SECRETARY's desk,
on the phone)
They're yelling in Baton Rouge.

"DIANA grabs the phone frcm hinm and listens ¢o he
people of Batcn Rouge yelling their anger in the
streets —

HOWARD (CN CCNSOLZ)
--— Things have gct to chance.
But you can't change them unless
- you're mad. You have to get mad.
- : Go to the windcw =--

”””” DIANA
e : {(gives phone back to
¢ PITOFSKY; her eves

glow with excitexmaent)
The next tize scrmepcdy asks you
to explain what ratings are,
you tell them: +that's ratiagsl
‘ (exults) :
Son of a bitch, we struck the
mother locel

106. INT: MAX'S APARTIZENT -~ LIVING RCCM los.

¥AX, MRS. SCZUMACHER, and their l7-yvear-old daughter,‘
CAROLINE, watching the Network News Show —- :

BOWARD (ON THE SET)
= Stick youxr heed ocut and vell.
- ' : I want you to vell: “I'm mad
28 hell and I'm not geing to
take this any merel"

CAROLINE gets up from her chair ard heads for the
living rocm window.

- ' LCUISE SCHUMACHEER
‘ ¥Where are you going?
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- CAROLINZ
I want to see if anybody's
yelling.

‘ BOWARD (ON TV SET)
Right ncocw. Get up. Go to
your window ==

107.

CAROLINZ orpens the windcw and locks out con th
rain-swept streets of the upper East Side, the
bulking, anonymous apartment houses and the occasioral
brownstones. It is thunder dark; a distant clap of
THUNDER CRASHES sorewhere oZf and LIGHETHING shatters
the dank darkness. In the sudden HUSH Zcllcocwing th

thunder, a thin voice down the blcck can ke heazrd
shouting:

THIN VOICZ (0.S.)
I'm mad as hell and I'm nct
going to take this any mcrel

BOWARD (ON TV SET)
== Open your windocw ==

MAX joinsg his daughter at the windcw. RAIN sprays
against his face =--

MAX'S P.0.V. . _ 108.

He sees cccasional windcws orpen, and, just across
from his aparitment house, a MAN ovens the fxcnt dcor
of a brownsuone - . ‘ -
MAN :
(shouts)
I'm mad as hell ard I'm not
going to take this any more!

OTHER SHOUTS are heard., From his twenty-third flcor

vantage point, MAX sees the erratic landsczace of ,
Manhattan buildings for scme blecks, and, silhcuetied
HEADS in window after window, here, there, ané then

geamingly everywhere, SHOUTING out into the slashing
black RAIN of the streets --

" VOICES
I'm mad as hell and I'm not
going to take this any morel

A terrirs ving enormous CLA? of notural TUUNIER, fzllcwed
by a frantic brilliznt FULGURATICYH of LIGHETMNING; and

PUPFRN. Fo iy

now the gathering CHORUS of scattered SHCUTS seems to

‘bo cening £rom the whole, huddled, black horde of the
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city's people, SCREAMING together in fury, an
indistinguishakle tidal rcar of hu=an rage as
fornidabhle as the natural THUNDER again ROARING,
TEMDERING, RUHMELING atove., It sounds like a
Nurexzberg rally, the air thick and trembling with it —

FULL SEOT = MAX : _ 10S.

standing with Lis DnUGxTZR by the cpen terrace window=-
doors, RAIN spraving against them, listening to the

. stupefying ROARS and TEUNDERING rising frcm a2ll around

him. He clcses his eyes, sighs, there's nothing he
can do about it any more, it's out of his hands.

EXT: LOS ANGZILES INTZIRNATIONAL AIRPORT = 110.
WEDNESDAY, CCTOEER 16 - 12:00 NCON = DAY

A jumbo 747 touches down at L.A. Airport --

NARRATICN
By mid-Octckter, the Howazd Beale
ghow had settled in at a 42
ghare, mcore than equalling all
the other network news ahcws
cebined --

1liil.

DIANA and BARSARA SCELZSINGER, cerrying attache cases,
scripts, hand baggage, deplane =--

NARRATION
In the Septemker rating book,
the Howard Beale shcw was listed
&g the fourth hichest-rated show -
©of the month, surpassed only by
All in the anzly, Rhoda, and
Chico and the Man == a ghenczenal
state of affairs fer a news
program -

EXT: UBS BUILDING - L.A. = DAY : li2.

A towering glass building on Santa Monica Eoulevard.
IDENTIFY.

NARRATION
And, on October the Sixteenth,
- Diana Christenscn flew to Los
Angeles ~--

INT: WEST CQAST UBS BUTLDING - A CONFERENCE 113.
ROCH

DIANA at a luncheen neeting (sandwiches and containers



e
£

84

of coffee), with her West Coast Programming
Department == ’

HARRATICH
-~ for what the trade calls
pow-wows and confabs -with her
West Coast progrzming execs =-=

Thegse ace FOUR MEN and TWO WOMEN: GLENN KOSSOIF and
BARBARA SCHILISINGER:; the THREE OTHZIR MEN ere the
Asgistant VP Prcgram Develeorment West Coast, Head
of the Story Department West Coast, and a MaN from

Audience Resezrch: the WOMAN is VP Daytime Procrammin

West Coast. They are all sitting arcuné a typical
mod-shaped conference table except Zor DIMNA who is
moving towards a large display boaxd at the far end

of the table stretching the length of the wall. This

is an irprovised programming "boaxd.” It shows ==
through movazle heavy cardtcard pieces =-- what all

four networks have on by the half hour for all seven

days of the week =-

DIANA

Wednesday night locks weak on
all three of the cther networks
for next Septemker, so we
concentratse on wWednesday night.
We're going to expand the Ecward
Beale show to an hecur in
Januwary, which'll give us a
hell of 'a lead-in to eight

- ©'cleck. So, on Wednesday
nights, I want to follow that
with two strong dramatic hours,
no sit-coms, nothing lightweight ==

BILL HERRCN pokes his head into the rocm -~-

EERRON
(to DIANA)
I've got Laureen Hobbs' lawyer
on the phone. 1Is five-thirty okay,
and where would you like to meet,
here or at the hotel?

DIANA
(to SCHLZSINGER)
Lat's put Hy Norman at five =-
, (to EERRON) :
Five-thirty is fine, and at ny

< -—--0ffice, if they don't mind.
P {back ¢c her "bcaxrd”®
) and her exhortation
T2 . - ._.-. %to the programming : .
" peopie) ' . moTmee

(MORE)

o e+
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DIANA (Contd)
-= What I want right now are movies
of the week we can use for pilots.
I want five movies of the weex ready

RN by March at the outside, preferably
sooner --

INT: UBS BUILDING WEST COAST - DIANA'S OFFICE 114.

An utterly bland ocffice kept for visiting firemen.
DIANA is behind the desk. BARBARA SCHLZSINGER is
gsitting on the couch. GLENN KOSSOFF is ushering TWO
GENTLEMEN ocut, spots someone in the outer cffice --

KOSSOF?
(to anterccm)
By, come on in ==

BEe ushers in a silver-haired, suntanned, fresh-from-
the-tenniscourt man dressed in California elegance,

rakish blazer, archetype of all L.A. television pack-
agers -=- HY NORMAN ==

ROSSOFF (Contd)
By, I think you kncw Barbara
Schlesinger, but I don't know
if you know Diana Christenscn --

NORMAN
(sinking casually into’
the visitor's chair,
crossing his legs,
flashing a fully=-capped
set of teeth)

As a matter of fact, I think we T

met during the 1572 McGovern-foz-
President campaicn, of which, I

am proud to say, I was a principal
fund raiser --

DIANA

(leaning across the desk

to shake his hand)
No, I'm afraid not. Now, Hy, wa're
running a little late, so I'd like
to get right to it. I have =1 idea
for an hour television series, and
I'd like to lay it in your lap.
Here's the ktack-~up story. The hero
is white-collar middle-class, an
architect, aviation engineer,
anything, a decsnt law=-abiding
nman, He lives with his wife and
daughter in a large city. BHis
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DIANA (Contd) ?
wife and daughter are raped and 1
he's mugged. He appeala to the
police, but their hands are tied
by the Warren Court decisions.
There's notbing but pornography
in the movies, and vancals bezb
his church. The animals are
taking over. So he decides to
take the law into his cwn handés.
He buys a gun, practices till he's
an expert. He takes up karate,
becomes a black belt, an adept in
Kung Fu and all the othﬂr martial
arts. Now, he starts walking the
streets of the city, decoying muggers
into preying on him. Ee Xung fu's
them all. retty soon, he's jeined
by a couple cf neighbors. What
we've got now is a vigilante group.
That's the name ¢f the ghow ==~ the
Vigllantes. The idea is, if the
law won't protect the decent pecrle,
they have to take the law into trheir
own hancs,

NORMAN
That may be he mecst fasc*stlc icdea
Itve heard in years.

DIANA
Right.

NORMAN

And a shameless steal from a covie
called "Ceath Wish.

DIANA
I know. And, so £far, "Death Wish”
has grossed seventeen million dozes=
tic. It cbviously struck a pulse in
Americans. I want to strike the
game pulse, Now, let me finish, Hy.
The format is simple. Every week a
crime is committed, anrnd the police
are helpless to deal with it. The
victim turns to cur group o vigi=
lantes, What the hell, it’'s FSI,
Mission Irzossible, Xojack, except
the herces are ordinar-v citizens,
your neighbors and mine.

NORMAN
(standinag)
I find the wqole thing repulsive.
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DIANA

,(M“ You give me a pilot script we can

S . use as a movie of the week for
January, and I'll coxmmit to twelve
gegments on the basis of that script.

NORMAN
" {turns)
You'll cormit on the basis cf the
pilot script?

DIANA
That's what I said., That's a three
million dollar cocmitment. I figure
you could skim a guarter of a million
for yourself ocut of that. Of ccurse,
we all know you're a highly princigled
political likeral, and you may find
this kind of show repulsive -=-

NORMAN
(slowly sitting again)
Well -- not necessarily. I deplore
vigilante tactics, of course, but
the vigilante traditicn is a profcund,

P even proud tradition in the American

social fabric. This sort ol progra=
also offers copoportunities for coming
to grips wit! the burning issues of
our times, to cdo meaningZul crama and
at the same tixze providing mass enter-
tainment.

DIANA
Beautiful, Hy.

NORMAN -
Who do I taix numbers with,
Charlie Kinkaid?

DIANA

Right., 1I'll call Charlie and tell

him we'll go to.forty thousand

for the first script. If yvou ccme

in with anything good, Ev, I'll

slot you on Wednesday nignts at

eight coming right off the Eowaxzd
- Beale Show, and that's the best

lead-in you'll ever get.

NORMAN cpens the door to leave, lcoks ocut into the
outer coffice, clcses the door, turns to DIANA.
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NORMAN
Is that Laureen Hobbs out there?
What the hell is Laureen Hobbs
doing out there? -

DIANA : 1
We're going to put the Ccrmmunist
Party con prime-time televisicn, Hy.

NORMAN ;
I wouldn't doubt it for a minute.

115.

He opens the dcor and goes out. On his heels, GLENN
ROSSOFF is alreadyusheringin 3ILL EEZRRCH, LAUREEN
HOBBS, (a handscme black woman of 35 in Afro and das-
hiki) ; saM EAYWOOD, (late S0's, a shaggy, unkempt law-
yer in the Clarence Darrow tracditicn, galluses, string-

tie, folksy drawl and all); a younger lawyer, ROBERT
MURPHY, (early 30's, Earvazd intellectual tyre); and
THREE AGENTS £rem the William Merris Officernamed LIWNIZ,
WALLIE and ED, (a2all in their mid-30's, all wearing txinm
blue suits and 2ll indistinguishable frcm each other).
DIANA rises to greet them, extends her hand o LAUREZN
HOBBS =~

DIANA
Christ, you brought half the William
Morris. West Ccast office with vou.
I'm Diana Christenson, a racist lackey
- of the imperialist ruling circles.

LAUREEN
I'm Laureen Hobbs, a bad-ass Commie i
nigger,

DIANA
Sounds like the basis of a firm
friendship.

(to KOSSOFF)
We're going to need more chairs ==

In b.g., meanwhile, SCHLESINGER is exchanging hellos
with the THREE WILLIAM MORRIS AGENTS and is being in-
troduced to “he LAWYEZIRS and looking at baby pictures
proferred to her by one of the agents. It's all jolly
as hell, a lot of chuckling and smiling =-

SCHLESINGER
(inb.g.)
Anyquy want coffee?
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LENNIE
Black with Sucaryl --

KOSSOFF and a SECRETARY are hauling in chairs --

- . LAUREEN

(intozducing to DIANA)
This is my lawyver, Sam Haywood,
-and his asscciate, Rokert Murphy --

Bandshakes, ncds, smiles, everybcdy begins to sit. The
SECRETARY goes arcund taking coffee orders =--

HAYWOQD

(an o0ld uwnion lawyer,

given to percraticn)
Well, Ms. Christenson, just what
the hell's this all akbout? BZe-
cause when a national televisicn
network in the person oI bubby
here --

(indicates HERRON) :
-= comes to me anad says he wants
to put the ongeoing stz-uggle of the
oppressed masses on prime-time
television, I have to regard this
askance --

More chairs are brought in. DIANA would answer HAYWCOD

. but he booms alcng, beginning to hit his stricde ==

HAYWCOD (Contd)
I have to figure this as an anti-
thetical distraction. The thesis
here, if you Zollcw me, is that
the capitalist state is in a ter-
minal condition now, and the anti-
thesis is the maturaticn of the
fascist state, and when the corre=-
lative appendaces of the fascist
gtate come and say to me they want
to give the revolution a weekly
hour of prixze-time television,
I've got to figure this ig pre-
ventive co-cptation, right? ==

The necessary chairs are in by ncw, ané everycne is
seated. The SECRETARY has gone off to fetch the coflee.
A sudden HUSHE fcllcws EAYWCCD's Hecelian instzructicn,
and DIANA would answer, but HAYWCOD is ncw center-stage,
into the full swell of rhetoric ==

HAYWOOD (Contd}
The ruling classes are running
scared, right? You turned the f£ull
' (MORE)
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HAYWOOD (Contd)
force of your cossack cops and
paramilitary organs of repression
againgt us. ' But now the slave masters
hear the rurble of revolution in their
ears, So you have no alternative but
to co=-opt us. Put us on teevee and
pull our fangs. Aand we're supposed
to sell out, right? For your gang-

- ster geld? Well, we're nct going to
sell out, baby! You can take your
fascist teevee and shove it right
up vyour paramilitary ass! I'm here
to tell you, we cdon't sell out! Wwe
don't want your gold! We'zre not
going on your teeveel

A moment of KHUSH, in which everybedy digests this open-
ing staterent,
DIANA
(sighs, mutters)

Ch, shit, Mr, Haywcod, if you'res not

interested in my offer, why the hell

did you kring twe lawvers and three

agents frcm the William Morris cffice

along? '

MURPHY
(Mr, Cool)
What Mr, EHaywccdé was saying, Ms.
Christenscn, was- that our client,
Ms, Hobbs, wants it up front thac
the political ceontent of the show
has to be entirely in her ccntrol.

DIANA
She can have it. I don't give a
damn about the political content.

WALLIE
What kind of show'd you have in
mind, Diana? ‘

DIANA
We're interested in doing a weekly
dramatic .series based on the Ecumen-
ical Liberaticn Army, and I'1ll :ell
you what the first show has to kte ==
a two-hour special on Mary Ann Gifford.
He open this two-hcur special with
that bank ripoff fcotage, which is . -
terrific stufZ, and then we tell
(MORE)
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DIANA (Contd)
the story of how a rich ycung heiress
like Mary Ann Gifford becomes a
£laming revoluticnary. Would you
pecople be interested in making such
a movie for us?

lccks to LAUREEN HOBEBS.

LAUREEN

. The Ecumenical Liberztion Army is

an ultra-left sect cre=ting political
confusion with wildcat violence and
pseudo-insurrectionary acts, which
the Communist Party does not encorse.
The American masses are not yet ready
for open revolt. We would not want
to produce a television show cele-
brating historically deviational
terrorism.

DIANA
Even better. I see the story this
way. Poor little rich girl kid-
napped by ultra-left sect. She
falls in love with the leacer of
the gang, cecnverts to his irresgon-
gible violence. But then she meets
you, understands the true nature of
the ongoing people's strucgle feor
a better scciety, and, in an emoticn-
drenched scene, she leaves her cdevia-
tional lover and dedicates herself to
you and the historical ;nevxbabzlzty
of the soc;allst state. -

LAUREEN
(smiles)
That would be better, of course.

ED

Whét kind of numbers are we talking,
Diana?

DIZANA
We'll give you our top deal, which
I think is two fifteen and twenty-
five. You'll have to talk to
Charlie Kinkaid about that. But
as long as we're talking series
now, I'll tell you what I want.
I want a lot more film like the
bank ripoff the Ecumenicals sent
(MORE)




DIANA (Continued)
in., The way I see this series is
every week we open with the authen-
tic fcotage of an act of political
terrorism, taken on the spot and

‘in the actual moment; then we go

into the drama benind the opening
£ilm footage. That's your job, Ms.
Hobbs. VYcu've got to get the
Ecumenicals to bring in that £ilm
for us. The network can't cdeal
with them directly. They are,
after all, wanted criminals.

LAUREEN

The Ecumenicals are an undisciplined

ultra-left gang, and the leader is
an eccentsic to say the least. He

. calls hirmself the Great anmed Xhan

and wears a hussar's shako.

DIANA
Ms., Hobbs, I'm offering you an hour
of prixme-time televisicn every week
into which you can stick whatever
propaganda you want We're .talking

about thirty to fifiy million people

a shot, That's a lot ketter than
handing ocut mimeographed pamphlets
on ghetto. street corners.

LAUREEN
I'll have to take this matter to
the Central Committee, and I'd
better check this out with the
Great Ahmed XKhan.

DIANA

I'll be in L.A. until Saturzday, and
I'd like to get this thing rolling.

(smiles at SCHLESINGZR,

HERRON and KOSSOFF)
That's going to e cur Wednesday
night. . Seven to eight -- Howard
Beale; eight to nine == the

-Vigilantes; nine to ten -- the Mao

Tse Tung Hour.

KOSSOFF

God, fascism and the revolution all
on one night.

DIANA
, (tired, ruvbs her eyes)
I -suppose thaz's what's called
balanced pregzamming,

92
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EXT: LOS ANGELES - WATTS DISTRICT - A GHETTO  1l16.
STREET - NIGHT
4

LAUREEN HCBBS, sitting on the stoop of a pealing cot-
tage talking to another member of the Cantral Committee,
a middle-aged white man named WITHZIRSPCON. The door
behind them crens, and DOWLING, a young white man in
his 20's, wearing a fatigue jacket and torn levis and

dark sunglasses, pckes his head out: |

L.
DOWLING
Okay =-

LAUREEN and WITHERSPOON rise, go up the steps and
follow DOWLING into =-

INT: THEE ECUMENICALS' HEADQUARTERS - ENTRANCE 117.
FOYER

Dark. An absoclute shambles. Cartcns, crates, news-
papers and scraps of food have been littered about.

A young black man, WATKINS, (early 20's, standing con
the stairway to the second flcor holding an army rifle),
watches "LAUREZN and WITEZIRSPCON fcllowing DOWLING,
and himself Zfollcws them into =--

INT: DINING RCOM l1i8.

-~ or what had been the dining rocm. A naked cverhead
BULB is the only light in here. Sitting on a wooden
folding chair is the GREAT AHMED KHAN, a powerful,
brecoding black man in his early 30's. He wears a
hussar's shake and the crescent mocn of the Midianites
hanging pendant around his neck. The chair he sits on
is the only visible piece of furniture. Thers are twd
tattered sleeping bags on the floor, part of a general
welter of tora newsparers, empty grocery bags, ham-
burger leftovers, etc. The walls are bare except for
blowups of Che Guevara, Mao, Marlon Brando and Jane
Fonda, scotch-taped to the torn wall-paper. Cartons
and crates here and there, automatic guns leaning
against the walls. Boxes of ammuniticn and grenacdes
and mortar shells stacked against a wall. In atten-
dance on the GREAT AHMED XHAN is a young black woman
in her late 20's,named JENXKINS, and a voung white
woman in her early 20's, MARY ANN GIFFCRD, who is a
fire-eating militant with a bandolier of cartridges
across her torn shirt and with a B.A.R. held in her
hands. LAURSIN pulls up an empty crate, sits, waves

a limp hand of hellc to the others and regards the
GREAT KHAN ==
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LAUREE?
Well, Ahrwed, you ain't going to
believe this, but I'm going to
make a teevee star out of you.
Just like Archie Bunker. You're
going to be a household word.

ABMED :
What the fuck are you talking about?

MUSIC: A RATAPLAN OF RETTLEDRUMS AND A TARANTARA OF
TRUMPETS.

INT: UBS BUILDING =- NEW YORK -~ A CONTROL ROOM - 119,
MONDAY, JANUARY 27, 1975

Everybody murmuring away =-

DIRECTOR
(murmurs into mike)
== and one =--

The Shcw Monitor cuts to a beaming ANNOUNCER ==

ANNQUNCER
Ladies and gentlemen, let’s hear
it -~ how do you feel?

SHOW MONITOR now shows packed AUDIZINCE happily roaring:

AUDIENCE
{roaring out)
We're mad as hell, and we're not
going to take this any nmore!

INT: THE STUDIO 120.
The ANNOUNCER beamihg away in front of a curtain --

ANNOUNCER
Ladiesg and Gentlemen! The MNetwork
News Hour! ==

INT: CONTROL ROOM C121.

The SHOW MONITOR =--

ANNQUNCER (CN MONITOR)
== with Sybil the Socothsaver, Jin
Webbing and his It's-the-Crmes-
Truth Depariment, Miss Mata Hari,
tonight ancther segmant of Vox

. Populi, and starring -=-
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MOSIC: A FLOURISH OF DRUMS,

ANNOUNCER (Ccntd)
=~ the mad prophet of the airways,
Howard EBeale| ==~

MUSIC: A FULL SYMPEQONY ORCHZSTRAlscARS INTO AN
IMPERIAL CRESCINLO ==

122.

-~ as the HOUSELIGHTS gc to BLACK. The curtain slocwly
rises. An absolutely bare stage except for one stained
glass windcw, suspended by wires high ahove stage left
through which shoots an overpowering SHAFT of LIGET

as if emanating £rcm heaven. HOWARD BEEALZ, in an
austere blacX suit with black tie sharbles on £rom the
wings, finds the SFOTLIGET and stands there ZIcor a memant
shielding his eyes from the blinding light. TUMULTUOUS
APPLAUSE from the AUDIZNCEZ.

EOWARD

(erupts into a Savanarola-

type tirace) '
Edward George Ruddy died today!
Edward George Ruddy was the Chairman
of the Board of the Unicn Broad-
casting Systems -- the c¢ompany
that cwns this network --= and he
died at eleven o'clock this morning
of a heart cenditicon! And woe is
us, we're in a lot of trouble! So
a rich little man with white hair
died, what's that got to do with i
the price of rice, right? Wnhy is
that woe to us! EBecause you and
8ixty-two millicn other Americans
are watching me right now, that's
why! Because less than three percent
of you people read books! Because
less than fifteen percent of you
read newspapers! Because the only
truth you know is what you get over
this tubel There is a whole and
entire generation right ncw who
never knew anything that didn't
come out of this tube! This tube
is the gospel! This tube is the
ultimate revelation! Thisz tuke
can make or break presidents, popres,
and prime ministers! This turbe
iz the most awesome goddamned
force in the whole godless wozxldl

(MORE)}



( . HOWARD (Contd)
And woe is us if it ever falls in
) the hands of the wzcng pecple.
. And that's why woe is us that
Edward George Ruddy died. Because
this network isnow in the hands
of CC ard A the Communications
. Corporation of Zmerica., Wwe've
got a new Chairman of the Board,
a man named Frank Hackett now
sitting in Mr. Ruddy's office on
the twentieth floocr. Anc when
the twelfth largest company in
the world contrcocls the most awesome
goddamned prcpaganda force in the
whole godless wcrld, who knows what
shit will be pecddled for truth on
this tube? So, listen tc nme!
Televisicn is nct the truth! Tele-
vision is a goddamned amusement
) ) park, that's what television is!
Television is a circus, a carnival,
A travelling trcuze of acrcbats and
Pa story~tellers, singers and dancers,
i““ - Jugglers, sicde-show freaks, lion-
tamers and football plavers. Wwe're
in the boredcm-killing business!
If you want truth, go to Ged, ¢o
to your guru, go to yourselZ Leczuse
that's the only place you'll ever
find any real truth! But, man,
you're never going to get any tzuth
from us., We'll tell you anything
you want to hear., We lie like hell!
Wa'll tell you Kojack always gets
the killer, and nckody ever g=2ts
cancer in Archie Bunker's house.
And no matter how much trouble the .
hero is in, don't worry: 3Jjust lcck
at your watch -- at the end of the
hour, he's going o win. We'll
tell you any shit you want to hear!
We deal in illusion, man! WNone of
it's true! But vou pecple sit there
-= all of you -- day after day, night
after night, all ages, colors, creeds
t -=- we're all you kncw. You're
e beginning to believe this illusion
we're spinning here. You're be=-
ginning to think the tube is reality
and your own lives are unreal. You
do whatever the ture tells you. You
dress like the tube, you eat like
(MORE)
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HOWARD (Contd)
the tube, you raise your children
lixe the tube, you taink like the
tube. This is mass madness, you
maniacs! In Ged's name, you people
are the real thing! We're the illu-
sions! So turn off this goddam
get! Turn it ofZ right ncwl urn
it off and leave it off. Turm it
off right now, right in the middle

of this very sentence I'm speaking
: now =--

At which pcint, EOWARD BEALE, sweating and red-eyed with

his prophetic rage, collapses to the flcor in a pro-
phetic swoon.

INT: CC AND A CONFERXRENCE ROOM ~ CC AND A 123.
BUILDING - MONDAY, JANUARY 27

A Valhalla of a recom taking up the 43rd and 44th flcers
of the CC and A Building. It is dark and theatrical,
the lighting at the moment being provided by the shalt
of LIGHT issuing from a slide pzojector at the back of
the rocm onto a large SCREEN on the raised podium where
FRANK HACXETT in banker's gray stands maxing his annual
report. On the SCREEIN, we see charts of Iigures, one
after the other, which accompany EACXEITT's explication.
A little red ARRCW darts from cne figure to anothexr as
HACXETT drones on. Seated in a semi-cizcular arrange-
ment like a miniature United Naticns axre 214 SENIOR
EXECUTIVES, (late 40's, 50's, and 60's). They each
have their own little desks with swivel chairs, pin-
spot lights, piles of bound company reportis, and naze -
plates giving their names and companies they represent.
NOTE one specific CHAIR in the dead center of the £irst
row that swivels back and forth, back and forta ==

HACKZTT
(on podium)

-« UBS was running at a cash-flow
breakeven point after taking into
account cne hundred ané ten million
dollars of negative casn-flow Izcnm
the network. Note please the added
thirty-five millions resulting fzom
the issuance of the subcordinated sink-~
ing debentures. It was clear the fat

on the network haé to be f£litched off ==

ANOTHER CLOSZR ANGLE on the CHAIR in the £irst row that
keeps swivelling back and forth, ‘
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HACKETT (Ccntd)
(on podium, as a new
g8lide of charts flashes
en screen)
Please note an incresase in pro-
jected initial prograrming reve
"enues in the amount c¢f twenty-—-one
millicn decllzars due to the phencn-
enal success of the Hcward Beale
show. I expect a positive cash-
flow for the entire ccmplex cf
forty-five rmillion achievable in
this fiscal year, a year, in short,
ahead of schedule --

ANOTHER ANGLE closer on the swivelling CZAIR but still
not revealing its occupant.

HACKETT (Ccontd)
I go beyond that. This network may
.. - well be the most significant profi:
- center of the cormmunications complex =-

FULL SECT of BACXETT harely concealing his pride --

HACXETT (Contd)
== and, based uron the projected rate
of return on invested capital, and if
" mercger is eventually accomplished,

the ccmmunications ceoxplex may well

become the towering and most profise-

able center in the entire CC andé A

empire. I await your cuesticns and
coxments., Mr. Jensen? i

CAMERA PANS ACROSS the huge dark rcom of tiered seats
to the swivelling CHAIR in the front row which now
swivels to face CAMERA, revealing a short, baléing,
bespectacled man with a Grant Woods face. This is
ARTHUR JENSEN, the President and Chairmen of the Boarc

.0f CC and 2a,

JENSEN
(murmurs)

Very good, Frank. Exemplary.
Keep it up ==~

TIGAT SHOT of HACKETT, basking in this praise, suffused
with pride --

INT: TEMPLE IMANUIL - NEW

— et A L

YORX -~ TUESDAY, 124,
JANUARY 28 - 10:30 A.M. ~

EDWARD GEORGE RUDDY lying in state.
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ANOCTHER ANGLE showing the vaulted reaches of the Temple
packed with a stancéing rocm audience cf condolers with
the white varmalka-ed RABBI in b.g. officating., All

the NETWORX BRASS are spotted around the congregation,

CLOSER ANGLE ACROSS MAX ameong the condolers, folleowing
his eyes to several rows of pews down on the other side
of the aisle where DIANA is sitting. Aware of MAX's
eyes on her, she turns her face a bit so that their eyes

meet briefly. She smiles, turns back 'to the RABBI's
eulogy -~- :

EXT: 65TH STREET - MAIN ENTRANCE -~ TZMPLE - 125,
EMANUEL - DAY = SNOW

SNOW drifting down. CROWD of overccated condolers £lcod-
ing the sidewalk. A cortege of black limcusines lined

up in front of the temple as FUNERAL DIRECTORS guide
condolers intc their respective limousines. A curious
crowd of PASSERS3Y watch. MAX SCHEUMACHEER threads his

way through the CRUSH to where DIANA CHRISTENSON stands,
murmuring to NEILSON CHANEY and WALTER AMUNDEEN, all
bundled up in winter ccats. There are muttezed "Hello,

"Max, how are you's" and "How's everything, Walter," etc.

MAX
(tc DIANA)
Buy you a cup of coffee?

) DIANA
Hell, vyes.

Goodbyes all around, and MAX and DIANA move off throuch
the fringe of the CRUSH on the sidewalXk. ANERA DOLL::S
with them. They turn the corner onto =-

EXT: FIFTH AVENUE - DAY - SNOW 126.

They head downtown. They walk silently. SNOW drifts
down on them. CAMERA DOLLIES -with them.

MAX .
Do you have to get back to the
office?

DIANA

Nothing that can't wait.

They walk on silently.

DIANA
(after 2 moment)
I drop down to the news studios
every now and then and ask Howard
(MORE)
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. DIANA (Contd)
Beale about you. Ee says you're i
doing fine. Are you?

MAX
No.
DIANA
" Are you keeping busy?

MAX
After a fashion. This is the
third 'funeral I've keen to in two
weeks. I have two other friends
in hospital whom I visit reqularly.
I've been to a couple of christenings.
All my friends seem to be dying or
having grandchildren.

DIANA
You should be a grancdfather zbout
now. You have a pregnant daughter
in Seattle, don't you?

MAX
Any day now. My wife's out there
for the occasion. 1I've thought
many times of calling you.

: DIANA
I wish you had. .

They both suddenly stop on Fifth Avenue between 65th
and 64th Streets and regard each other. An occasicnal
snowflake moistens their cheeks, wets their hair,

DIANA
I bumped into Sybil the Soothsayver
in the elevator last week. I said:
"You know, Sybil, about four months
ago, you predicted I would get
involved with a middle-aged man, .
and, so far, all that's happened
is one many-splendored night. I
don't call that getting involved.,"
And she said: "Don't worry. You
will." It was a many-splencored
night, wasn't it, Max?

MAX
Yes, it was.

DIANA
Are we going to get involved, lax?



MAX : |
Yes. I need to get involved very
much. Eow about you?

, DIANA

I've reached for the gphone to call
you a hundr-ed times, but I was sure
you hated me for my part in.taking
your news show away.

v MAX
I prebably did., I don't know any
more, All I know is I can't keep
you out of my mind.

They stare at each other, bemused by the abrupt £fragile
explosion of their feelings. The SNOW drifts dcwn.
PEDESTRIANS rmove back and forth around them. The Fifth
Avenue TRAFTIC honks and grinds its way downtown.

DIANA

My God, she's uncanny.
MAX

Who?
DIANA

Sybil the Soothsayer. We've got
a mocdern-day Greek drama here, Max.
Two star-~crossed lovers ordained

" to fall disastrously in love by
the gods. A Decemker-iay story.
Happily married middle~aged man )
meets desperately lonely young
career weman, let's say a viclinist.
They both kncw their illicit love
can only end in tragedy, but they
are cursed by the gods and plunge
dementedly in love. For a few
brief moments, they are happy. He
abandons devoted wife and loving
chiléren, and she thrcws away her
concert career. Their friends plead
with them to give each other up, but
they are helpless playthings in the
hands of malignant gods. Their love
sours, embittered by ugly little
jealousies, cryptic rancors. The
soothsayer aprears again and warns
the girl she will 2die if she cer-
gists in this heedless love affair.
She defies the soothsayer. But

- (MORE)
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(- DIANA (Contid)
now one of the man's children is
- ~ rushed to the hospital with a
. 4 : wmysterious disease. He rushes
| back to his family, and she is lef:
; . . to throw herself on the railroad
’ tracks. Give me a two=-page outline
. ’ - on it, Max. I might be able to
gell it to Xerox. ‘

: ' . MAX

, A bit too austere for teevee, I
think. '

i : DIANA

You're right. We wouldn't get
an 1l rating. How about a twist
on Brief Encosunter? Happily
married man meets woman marxried
to her career.

MAX '
NBC did Brief Encounter last year,
- ' : and it sank.
DIANA

Well, we're both a bit long in the
. tooth to try for Romeo and Juliet,

MAX
Why don't we just wing it?

She lauchs, then he. A PASSER3Y darts them a curious
glance.

127. INT: MAX'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - MCNDAY, 127.
FEBRUARY 257TH '

MAX and his wife, LOUISE, in the middle of an ugly
domestic scene, LOUISE sits erect on an overstufied
chair, her eyes wet with imminent tears; MAX strides
around the rocm. He is clearly under great stress.

LOUISE
(shrilly) A
How long has it been going on?

*--{prowling around the rcomn)
A wonth., I thought at first it
might be a transient thing and
blow over in a week. I still
(MORE)



MAX (Contd)
hope to God it's just a menorausal
infatuation. .But it is an infa-
tuation, Louise. There's nc sense
my saying I won't see her again
because I will., Do you want xte
to clear out, go to a hotel?

LOUISE
Do you love her?

. HMAX
I don't know how I fz2el, I'm
grateful I still feel anything.
I kncw I'm obsessed with her.

LOUISE
(stands)
Then say it! Don't keep telling me
you're obsessed, you're infatuated
== g3y you're in love with her!

MAX
I'm in love with her.

LOUISE

(erupts)
Then get out, go to a hotel, go
anywhere vou want, go live with
her, but den't core back! 3Secause
after twentv-five years I building
a home and raising a family and all
the senseless pain we've inflicted
on each other, I'll be damned iZ I'll
just stand here and let yocu tell me
you love somebcdy else!

(now it's she striding

around, weeping, a

caged lioness)
Because this isn't just scme con=-
vention weekend with your secretary,
is it? Or some brecad you picked up
after three belts of booze. This
is your great winter rcmance, isan't
it?, your last roar of passion be-
fore you.sink into your emeritus
years. Is that what's left for me?
Is that my share? She gets the great
winter passion, and I get the dotage?
Am I suprosed to sit at home knitting
and purling zill you slink back like

-4

_a penitent drunk? I'm your wile,

damn it! I you can'‘t worX up 2
i {MORE)

103
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; LOUISE (Contd)
winter passion for me, then the
least I require is respect and
~allegiancel I'm hurt! ©Den't you
‘understand that? I'm hurt badly!

She stares, her cheeks streaked with tears, at MAX
standing at the terrace glass door, staring blindly
cut, his own eves wet and welling. After a mczent,
he turns and regards his anguished wife.

LOUISE (Contd)
Say something, for God's sake.

MAX
I've got nothing to say.

He enfolds her; she sobs on his chest.

LOUISE
(after a mcment)

Are you that deeply involved with
herx?

. MAX
Yes.

LOUISE .
I won't give you up easily, Max.

He struggles to restrain his tears. She releases har-
self from his embrace. '

LOUISE (Contd)
I think the best thing is if you -
did move out. Does she love ycou,
Max?

_ MAX
I'm not sure she's capable of any
real feelings. She's the television
generation. She learned life frcm
Bugs Bunny. The only reality she
knows is what comes over her teevee
set. She has devised a variety of
scenarios £or us all to play, as
if it were a Movie of the Week.
And, my Ged!, lcok at us, Louise.
Here we are going througn the obli-
gatory middle-—of-Act~Two scorned
wife throws peccant husband out scene.
But, no fear, I'll come back home

(MORE)
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' tIAX (Contd)

in the end. All her plot outlines
have me leaving her and retur nlﬂg
to you because the audiencs won't
buy a rejecticn of the happy
American family. She dces have
one script in which I kill myself,
an adantz22 for television version
of Anna Karenina in which she's
Count Vronsky and I'm Anna.

. IOUISE
You're in for some dreadful grief,
Max, :
MAX
I know.
INT: UBS BUILDING - W.Y. = DIAIIA'S OFFICE, 128.

FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 28, 1975

DPIANA, murmuring into her sguawk box and, at the same

tzme, putting last minute things into a weekend bag.
She is ebullient --

DIANA

(on sguawk box)
eee I know what WNBC offered then,
Marty, so I'm saying go to three
point five, and Iwant an option
for a third run on all of them
oo Marty, I'm in a big hurry, and
you and Charlie are supposed to be
negotiating this, so gcodbye and -
good luck, and I'll see you iionday ...

Clicks off her squawk box, snaps her weekend beg shut,

tthisks her sneep wool-lined coat out ¢©f her closet andé
strides out into =-

INT: DIANA'S SECRETARY'S OFFICE - 129,

-~ where there is no one sitting, and continues out
into -- -

INT: PROGRAMMING DEPARTIENT - COMIIOIN RCOLI 130.

where a few SECRETARIES are still at their desks.
TOMMY PELLEGRINO is just coming out of his office =-

PELLEGRIIIO
{(calls to DIANA)
Jimmy Caan's agent just callead
and says absolutely nix.
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DIANA
(striding across
the room)
You can't win them all.

1

PELLEGRINO
Where can I reachyou later tcday?

DIANA
. (exiting) '
You can't. I'll be gone all weekend.

PELLEGRINO turns 'to BARBARA SCHLISINGER ncw pcking her
head out of her ofiice --

PELLEGRINO
I think the Dragon Lacdy got her-
self a dragon fellcw.

SCELESINGER
Poor bastard.

EXT: UBS BUILDING - SIXTH AVENUE ~ AFTERNCON i31.
= DAY :

DIANA, now wearing her sheep wool-lined coat anéd carrsy-
ing her weekend bag, comes striding harpily out through
the entrance deors, heads for 55th Straet, stots a
double-parkeé car, and heads heedless of <¢raiific

across the street to ==

EXT: 535TH STREZT =- DAf - 132.

MAX SCHUMACHER in a rented Chevy, leaning acrcss to
open the dcor for her. She slips into the ZIront seat,
slams the dcor shut, nestles her head on M2X's over-
cocated shoulder, as he s+tarts the ignition -~
: . DIANA
(happy and in love) .
NBC's offering three point two ’
and a half mil per for a package
of five James Bond pictures, and
I think I'm going to steal thenm
for three point five with a thizxd
run --

They move cut into the heavy traffic of Sixth Avenue =--
EXT: DESERTED BEACH IN THE HAMPTONS -~ DUSK 133.
Traditional lyric love scene. The two mackinaw-ed

lovers walking hand~in-hand on a lovely stretch of
deserted winter beach. The tide is coming in ==
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DIANA

(bubbling)
The Vigilante snow is sold £irmm.
Ford tcox a complete rosition at,
80 help me, five-fifity CPM. 1In
fact, I'm moving the Vigilante
show to nine and I'm going to
stick the M2o Tse Tung Eour in
at eight because we're having a
lot of trouble selling the Mao
"Tse Tung Hour. This way we give
it a terrific lead-in from the
Boward Beale Show and we'll back
into the Vigilantes, and it certainly
ought to carry its own time slot «--

INT: A ROMANTIC LITTLE ITALIAN RESTAURANT 134.

The cbligatory Italian restaurant, checkered table-
cloth, candles, wine, etc. DIANA and MAX at dinner,
utterly rapt in each other =--
DIANA
(pouring out her heart)
That Mao Ts2 Tung Pour is *turning
into one big pain in the ass.
We're having heavy legal prcblems
. With the fedsral government right
noew. Two F3I guys turned up in
Backett's cffice last week and
served us with a subpcena. They
heard about our FlacstaZf bank
rlpo‘f film, and thev want it.
We're getting around that by
doing the show in collzhoraticn
with the News Divison, so Eackett
told the FBI to fuck off; we're
standing on the First Amendment,
freedom of the press, and the
right to protect our sources =--

EXT: MOTOR COURT =~ NIGHT | 135.

DIANA and MAX getting out of their car and heading

for one of the ground-level rooms, MAX unlocking the
door --

DIANA
(chirping merrily z2long)
==~ Walter thinks we can kneck out
the misprision cf felecny charge =--

They gd into ==~

XTI
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. are instantly into each other's arms in a passionate

108
INT: MCOTOR COURT - THEIR ROOM 136.

MAX flicks the licht on, kicks the dcor shut, and they
embrace.

DIANA
== but he says absolutely nix
on going to series., They'll hit . : !
us with inducement and conspiracy . l
to commit a crime ~- ‘

She busily removes her shces and unbuttens her blouse
and whisks out of her slacks; and, dcwn to her bikini
panties, she is ncw scouring the walls fcr a thermostat.

DIANA (Contd)

Christ, it's cold in here ~-

(she turns up

the heat)
You see we're paying these nuts
from the Ecumenical Likeraticn Army
ten thousand bucks a week to bring
in authentic £ilm fcotage on their
revolutionary activities, and that
constitutes inducement to ccmmit
& crime; ané Walter says we'll all
wind up in federal prison --

Nubile and nearly naked, she entwines herself around
MAX, who, by ncw, has stripred down to his trousers;

‘and the two hungering bedies slide dcwn onto the bed

where they commence an afZzble mcment of amative
foreplay --

DIANA (Cecntd)

(efficiently unbuckling

and unzippering MaX's

trousers) .
-~ I said: “Walter, let the government
sue us! We'll take them to the
Supreme Court! We'll be front page
for months! The Washington Post
and the New York Times will be doing -
two editorials a week about us!
We'll have more press than Watergatel"

Groping, grasving, gasping and fondling, they contziva
to denude each other, and, in a fever of sexual huncer,
DIANA mounts MAX, and the SCRSEY is filled with the
voluptuous writhings of love, DIANA crying cut with
increasing exultancy -~ '
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DIANA (Contd)
(in the throes
of passion)
== All I need -- is six weeks
of federal litigation -- and the
Mao Tse Tung Hour =-- can start
carrying its own time slotl! i
' |
She screams in consurmation, sighs a long, deliciously .
shuddering sich, and sinks softly down into MAX's i
embrace. For a moment, she rests her head on MAX's -
chest, eyes cleosed in feline contentzent,
DIANA (Contd)
(after a moment,
: she purrs)
What's really bugging me ncw is my
daytime programming. UNBC's got a
lock on daytime with their lousy
game shows, and I'd like to bust
them. I'm thinking of doing a
homosexual scap corera =-- The Dvkes
== the heart-rending saga of a
woran helplessly in love with her
husband's mistress. What do you
think? --

NARRATION
The Mary Ann Gifford pilot nmovie
went on_the.air March l4th =-

137. EXT: A SMALL ISOLATED FARMHOUSE IN ENCINO 137.
= NIGHT

A black LIMOUSINE winds its way up the dirt rcad to
the front porch, where the car is halted and checked
out by an armed quard (DCWLING) --

_ NARRATION

== It received a 47 share in its
first hour, clixbing to a 51 during °
its second hour --

Slivers of lights slither out from behind the drawn
shades of the farmhouze, and we can hear the sounds of
ANGRY VOICZ=S.

- TWO AGENTS £rcm ICYM disgorge from the limousine -- 2
young man in his early 30's, FREDDIE, carrying a lazge
manila envelore, and a fat young woman in her mid-30's,
HELEZN MIGGS, carrying an attachs case =--
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NARRATION |
== ghowing sustained and increasing
audience interest. The network
promptly committed to fifteen
- shows ==

MIGGS and FREDDIE go up the porch and into - '
INT: THE FARMHOUSE - ENTRANCE FOYZR . 138.
This is the current headquarters of the Ecumenical
Liberation Army, and it is no less a shambles than
their previous one in Watts. Cartons, crates, news-
papers, scraps of food, torn grocery bags, stacks of
pamphlets, cases of weapons and ammuniticn, broken
furniture and sleeping bags are littered every which
way about. There seems to be some scrt of ccnierencs
going on in the living room, o.s. left --

NARRATION
) -=- with an option for ten more --
As the TWO ICM AGENTS head for the living rocm, 139.
we can see LAURSEN EO33S and the three Willian
Morris agents, WALLIE, LENNIZ and ED,; cerhars
remembered Irocm earlier scenes. We can also see
the GREAT AHMED KHEAN, still wearing his shaxec, MARY
ANN GIFFORD, still wearing her bandcliers of bullets,
and OTHEZIR MZIMBZIRS of the Xhan's group in £fatigues
and r=aring arms. There is also a micddle-aged LAWYZIR
from ICM nzmed WILLIZ STEZIN. Everybcdy =-- with the
exception of the GREAT KEAN's retinuve ~- is seatad
on broken chairs and cartons and crates =-- -

NARRATION
~= There were, of course, the usual
production Jdifficulties —-

Everybody in the living room conference is studying
80-page contracts from which one of the agents (WALLIZ
is reading =--
. WALLIE .
(mumbling along)
==~ "herein called either 'the
Production Fee' or 'overhead' equal
to twenty percent two-oh (except
such percentacge shall be thirty
percent three-oh for ninety minute
or longer television programs =- "

INT: THE FARMHOUSE - LIVING ROOM : 140,

STEIN
(2 nervous man, to the new
arrivals, now entering)
Whera the he" ' have vau keoeon?
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: ' MIGGS
(embracing the
GREAT KEAN)
Ahmed, sweet, that dcdo you sent
. 'focr a driver couldn’'t find this
- 'fucking place.

There is a genial exchange cf helloes and waves between
the phalanxes of AGENTS ==

STEIN
Let's get on with this before
they raid this place, and we all
wind up in the joint.

ED
(to FREDDIE ncw
pulling up a crate)
We're on Schedule A, page seven,
small ¢ small i --

MIGGS
. (whisking through her
) copy of the contract)

Have we settled that sub-licensing
thing? We want a clear definition -
here. Gross proceseds should consist
of all funds the sublicensea recaives
not merely the net amount remitted
after pzyment to sublicensea or
distributor.

STEIN
We're not sitting still for cver- -
head charces as a cost prior to
distribution.

LAUREEN
{whose nerves have
worn thin, explodes:)
Don't fuck with my distribution
costs! I'm cetting a lousy two-
fifteen per segment, and I'm already
deficiting twenty-five grand a week
with Metro. I'm paying Willianm
Morris ten percent off the topl!
(indicates the
GREAT KHAN)
== And I'm giving this turkey ten
thou a segment and another £ive for
this fruitcake =-
{meaning MARY ANN GIFFORD)
(MORE)
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LAUREEN (Contad)
And, Helen, den't start no shit
with me about a piece againl
I'm paying Metro tWenty percent of
all foreign and Canadian distributicn,
< and that's after recouvprent! The
Communist Parxty's not going to see
a nickel out of this gcédam shcw
until we go into syndicatical

MIGGS
Come on, Laureen, you've got the
party in there for seventy-:iive
hundred a week producticn exgenses.

LAUREEN
I'm not giving this pseudo in-
surrecticnary sectarian a piece
of oy shaw! I'm not giving aim
' script approvall And I sure as
shit ain't cutting him in on ny
distribution charges!

MARY ANN GIFFORD

N ‘ : (screaming in fronm

; (} the back)

: Fugginfascist! Have ycu seen the
movies we tock at the San Marino
jail break-out damonstrating the
rising up .cf a seminal priscner-

_ €lass infrastructurel

LAUREEN
You can blow the seminal prisgsoner=-
class infrastzucture out your ass| -
I'm not knocking down my gcddanm
distribution charges!

The GREAT KHAN decides to offer an cplulcn by SHCOTING
his PISTOL off in%s the air. This gives everybcdy
something to consider, especially WILLIE STEIN who
almost has a heart attack.

THE GREAT XHAN
Man, give her the fucking over-
head clause.

, STEIN
. How did I get here? Who's coing
- to believe this? I'm sitting here

in a gcdcéam farm in Encino at ten
o'clock at night negotiating over-
head charges with ccwboysl
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THE GREAT XHAN
(£lipping thrcugh
his copy) -
Let's get to page twenty-two,
five, small a, subsidiary rights.

LENNIE
Where are we now?

WALLIE
Page twenty~two, middle of the
page, subsidiary rights --
(begins to read)
"As used herein, 'subsidia*y
rights' means, without limitztion,
any and all richts with respect
to theatrical motion picture
-rights, radio broadcasting, legiti-
mate stage performances, printed

publicaticns (including, bDut nct
limited to, hard-cover ktoocks, but

. excluding paparback bcoks and cemic

books) and/or any other uses of a
similar or dissimilar nature -- "

A HOTEL MARQUEE which reads:

WELCOME U2S AFTIL l =S CONvVZNTICH

EXT: FRONT OF THE CZNTURY PLAZA EOTEL -~
WEDNESDAY, MAY 28 - 6:00 P.M, - DAY

Across the marguee, looking down cn the CRUSH of

station managers, program exacutives and sales
vice-presicdents frcm the various affiliates, all
tuxedce~ed and evening-gowned and milling about.
Spotted in the cheerful CRUSH can be saen DIANA,
MR. AND MRS. AMUNCSEW, MR. AND MRS. ZANGWILL,
joellying it up with the affiliates' executives.
and their wives =~-

INT: . GRAND BALLRCOM =~ COCK'I‘AIL AREA -
CENTURY PLAZA HOTEL

9~
- -

Everybody starts flipping through their contracts.

141.

142.

A huge BAMNNER reading UBS AFFILIATES 1975 hanging

high over the ballrocom.

PAN DOWN to shcw 1000 tuxedo-ed and evening-gcwned

PEOPLE, mostly middle-aged in the vast shuifle of

cocktail time =-- HUBBUB, intermingling flux and a

slcw general shuffling surge throngb the dcozss
leading into -
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INT: GRAND BALLROOM ' 143.

CLOSER ANGLE of the CRUSH of PECPLE at the dcors.
HERBERT THACXERAY, (VP Stations Relaticns,) and
NORMAN MOLDANIAN (VP Cwned Stations,) with their
WIVES and carrying their drinks and exchanging
pleasantries with the GZINERAL MANAGEZR o XGIM
Cincinnati and his WIFE and the GENERAL MANAGZIR
of WGGKX Albugqueraue and his WIFE as well as the
SALES MANAGER of that station and his WIFE. Eich
CHATTER and HUBBUB, lots of hearxty chuckles and
general Rotarian bonhomie. In b.g., FRANK HACXZTT
and his WIFE exchanging Rotaxian beonhomie with scme
other GENERAL MANAGERS and PROGRAM DIRECTCRS and
SALES MANAGERS of various affiliates and their
WIVES =--

ANOTEER ANGLE as DIANA, evening~gcwned, beau- 144,
tiful, glawing and efZulgent, leans down fzem ler
Place on the dais to accept congratulatory cormants
from the SALES MANAGER of WLET, Boise, and his WIFZ
standing on the flcocor level =-
. SALES MANACGER

(pumping DIANA's hand)
- Millard villanova, Sales Manzacger,
WLET Boise =-- my wife, hexre, Maureen =--

DIANA
My pleasure --

: SALES MANAGZR
I just want to tall you we saw your
great stuff this afterncon, Di =-
it was great -~-

DIANA
Great, Millard =~

She turns to accept some more enthusiastic greetings
from another GENERAL MANAGER and his WIFE be2ing
brougnt down the dais to her by WALTER AMUNDSEN;,
‘(General Counszl Netwozk) == . _

WIDE ANGLE SHOT of the whole ballrcom, dark, 145.
everybody seated at their tables now, listening

to an address by NELSON CHANEY (Presicden%t UBS
Hetwoxrk) , a2 spotlignted figqure at the pecdium ==

CHANEY
- -= Over the past two days, you've
all had cpportunity to meet Diana
(MORE) A :

F
e
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CHANEY (Contd)
Christatson, our Vice President
in charge of programming. This
afternccn, you all saw scme of
the stuff she's set up for the
new season --

CLOSER SHOT of CHANEY =--

CHANEY (Contd)

- You all knew she's the woman behind
the Howard Beale shcw. We kacw
she's beautiful. We know she's
brainy. I just think, before we
start digging into our Chateau-
briands, we ought to let her kncw
how we feel about her -~

An OVATION from the AUDIENCE. In response tc CHANEY's
beckoning, DIANA rises frcm her chair in tha g'~sten-
ing shadcws of the dais anﬂ comes dcwn to the cedium.

She stands there =-- showered w;tn APPLAUSZE, beaming,
exultant --

DIANA

We've got the number one show in
television!

(applause)
And, at next year's a
meeting, I'll be stan

* telling you we've got

five!

(tumult)

£Ziliates'
éing he
the top

ANOTEER ANGLE ACRCSS HACKXZTT at +the dais with DI
in b.g. An ASSISTANT MSNAGER leans acrecss HZACXETT
and murmurs to him --

DIANA (Cocntd)
Last year, we were the nurber
. four network -- next year, we're
number one!

. (tumult)

. !

HACKETT rises, murmurs apologies to his neighbors,
follows the ASSISTANT MANAGER through the shadcws of
the dais and heads out ==

DIANA (Contd)
It is exactly seven o'clock here
- in Los Angeles. And right now over
: a million homes using television
' in this city are turning their éials
to Channel 3 -- and that's oux channell



146,

116

MUSIC: A RATAPLAN QF KETTLEDRUMS AND A TARANTARA
OF TRUMPETS. :

INT: CCCXTAIL AREA OF THE GRAND BALLRCOM léda.,
A portable TeeVee set perched cn a bar -

ANNOUNCER (ON TV)
Ladies and gentlermen! -- let's
hear it! =-- how do vou feel?] =--

STUDIO AUDIZNCE (ON TV)
(happily roaring out)
We're mad as hell, and we're not
going to take this any morel

PULL BACX to shew we are in the vast cocktail area of
the Grand Ballrocm, now being cleared away by a staZf:l
of WAITERS and 3US30Y¥S -~ hors d'oeuvr=s, spreads and
booze keing carrizd away, table and chairs being

packed off, linens being wnisked and folded. &

couple of WAITEZRS are watching the Hcward Bezle show
on the portzble TV set perched on the rcom's bar --

STUDIO ANNOUNCER (ON TV)
Ladies and gentlemen == the mad
prophet of the airways -- Hcward
Bealel

On the TV set, the houselights go dcwn, the curtain
rises, and, as before, bare stage, shimrmering stained
glass windcw, an ethereal shaft of light, and ECWARD
BEALE in his austere black suit trudges out and
explodes ==

HOWARD (ON TV)

All richt, listen to me! Listen
carefully! This is ycur goddam
life I'm talking zbout today! 1In :
this country, when one company takes
over another company, they sinply
buy up a controllirng share of the
stock. But first they have to file
notice with the government. That's
how C.C. and A. -- the Communications
Corporation of America -=- bought up
the ccmpany that cwns this network.
And now somebody's buying up C.C.
and Al Some company named Western
World funding Corporation is buying
up C.C., and Al They filed their
notice this morning! Well, just
who the hell is Western Worlé Funding
Corporation? It's a consortium ol

: (MORE)
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~ HOWARD (Ccatd)
banks and insurance cocmpanies who

|
(.- : are not buying C.C. and A, for them- ‘
selves but as agents for someboly |

elsel

147. LCNG WIDE ANGLE SHOT with TV set in f.g. show= 147
ing the spaciocus cocktail arza being cleared g
away, as f£ar acrcss the rocem the deors to the '
Ballrccm open and HACXETT follows the ASSISTANT
MANAGER in. HACXETT lingers at the doors while
the ASSISTANT MANAGER gets a WAITER to bring a
jack phone to cne of the tables still standing --

' HOWARD (ON TV)

Well, who's this somebcdy else?
They won't tell youl They weon't
tell you, they wen't tell the
Senate, they won't tell the SZC,
the FCC, the Justice Department,
they won't tell anybedy! They say
it's none of our businessl! he
hell it ain't! --

. REVERSE ACROSS HACXETT as a jack phenz is brcucht to
( : his table; the cluster around the TV set in b.g.

HACKETT
(on pheone)
- This is Mr. Hackett, do you have
a New Ycrk call for me?
(calls to cluster
arcund TV set)

Do you want to turn that down,
please --

REVERSE ACRCSS TV set with HACXETT in b.g.

.HCWARD (0N TV)
(volume a bit dcwn)
Well, I'll tell you who they're
buying C€.C. and A. for. They'zre
buying it for the Saudi-Arabian
Investrent Corporaticn! They're
buying it for the Arabs!

REVERSE ON HACKETT.

HACKETT
(on phone, the
hearty executive)
Clarence? Frank Hackett herel
Hcw's everything back in New Yozk?
How's the good lady? --
.. (XORE)
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( HACKETT (Contd) ‘
- ‘ (his face sobers) {
~= All right, take it easy, [
. . Cla:ance, I den't knew what
. you're talking about ... When? ‘
eeaes Clarence, take it easy.
The Howard Beale shcw's Jjust _ i
going on cut here. You guys get !
‘it three hours earlier in New York g
ees Clarence, take it easy. Eow !
the hell could I see it? 1It's ‘
just on.ncw -- Well, when did
Mr. Jensen call you? --

REVERSE ACROSS TV set. In b.g., HACKETT has hung up
and is slowly walking tcwa*d the group around the TV
set -~

HOWARD (ON TV)
~- We know the Arats have ten
. billion dolla-s invested in this
- country! They own radio stations
and the Ladies Hcome Journal and
. ) big chunks of Exxcn ané Texacs and
f - Mebil 0il!l We kncw they're into
' Lockheed and Panam, hotel chains
and housing complexes in Atlancal
That's what we know! =--

HACKZTT peers over Ehé shoulder of a WAITER to watch
the television show =--

HOWARD (ON TV)

What we don't know is this C.C. -
and A. deal and all the other C.C.
and A. cdeals! --

(HACKETT winces)
Right now, the Arabs have screwed
us out of enouch American collars
to come back and, with our cwn
money, buy General Motors, IBM,
ITT, A T and T, Dupont, U.S. Steel,
and twenty other top American
companies. Hell, they alreacy
own half of England.

148. INT: A VIDEO TAPE ROOM -~ UBS BUILDING = 148.
LOS ANGELZS

HACKETT, NEILSQN CHANEY and WALTER AMUNDSEN, all
tuxedo-ed, and DIANA, evening-gcwned, sit and stand
in the dark smallish rocm, cluttered with electreaic
equipment, watching a replay of +he Howard 3Beale shcv
on the big screen. TwO TECHNICIANS fiddle with ¢theirx
equigprent --
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. HOWARD (ON SCRZZN

(. . Now, listen to me, goddammit! The
Arabs are simply buying us! Thevy're
buying all cur land, ocur whole
econcny, the press, the factories,
financial institutions, the govern=-
ment! They're coing to cwn usl

" A handful of agas, shahs and emirs

-who despise this country and every-

thing it stands for -- democracy,
freedon, the right for me to get
up on television and tell you about
it -~ a couple of dozen medisval
fanatics are going to cwn where
you work, where ycu live, what you
read, what you see, ycur cars, your
bowling alleys, your mortgacges, vour
schools, your churches, vcur libracies,

" your kids, your whole lifel --

AMUNDSEN
(mutters)
The son of a bitch is effective
all right =- :

HACRETT, who's seen all this already, isn't even watch-
ing. He is sprawled in his chair, eyes closed, numbed,
even serene with despair.

HOWARD (ON SCRZZ!)
=~ And there's not a single law cn
the bocks to stop them! There's
only one thing that can stop them
==~ you! So I want you to gat up ncwe. -
I want you toc get cut of your chairs
and go to the phone. Richt now.
I want you to go to your chone or
get in your car and drive into> the
Western Union offics in tcwn. I
want everybody listsning to me to
get up right now and send a telegram
to the White Eouse --

HACXEZTT
(sighs in soft anguish)
Oh' God bk .

HOWARD (ON SCREEN)
By midnicht tonight I want a millicn
telegrams in the White House! I
want them wading knee-deep in tele-
grams at the White House! Get up!
(MORE)
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HOWARD (QN SCREZN) (Contd)
Right ncw! And send President
Ford a telegram saying: "I'm mad
as hell and I'm not gecing to take
this any more! I don't want the
banks selling my country to the
Arabs! I want this C.C. and A.
deal stopred ncw! =- "

HACKETT
Oh 4 God -

' HOWARD (ON SCREEN)
. I want this C.C. and A. deal stcpred
now! I want this C.C. and A. ceal
stopred now!

At which point, HCWARD %eels ovar in his now familiar
prophetic swecon. OCn SCREZN, ATTZNDANTS ccme and carz:
HOWARD cff ==

CHANEY
(tc a TECENICIAN)

- . Is that it? Dces he ccme back

later in the shcw?

TECHNICIAN
That's it. This is one of thcese
shows he just zonks out.

CHANEY
(to HACXETT)
Do you want to see any more, Frank?
(HACKRETT sits in
numb silence)
All right, turn it off --

The cother TECHUICIAN pushes a buttecn and the SCREEZIN

goes white. The first TECHNICIAN flicks the rcom
lichts on.

AMUNDSEN
(to HACXETT)
Do you want to go to your office?

BACKETT stares silently intc space.

CHANEY ,
- {to the TECHNICIANS)
Look, could we have the room?

TECENICIAN
Sure. : .
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The two TECHNICIANS exit. SILENCE £ills the 149.
cluttered room. AMUNDSEN and HACKXETT sit in their
chairs, CHANEY leans against a sice wall, DIANA ,
lounges against a rear wall. After a monment, i
AMUNDSEN stretches, stands =-- {
I

AMUNDSEN
Well, I'd like to see a type-
script and run it a couple of
more times, but I don't think he
said anything seriously acticnable.
But, as for this whole C.C. and Aa.
deal with the Saudis, you'd knew a
lot more about that than I would,
Prank, is it truve?

HACRETT sighs.

HACRETT
(mumbles)
Yes. C.C. and A. has two billicns
in loans with the Saudis, and the

- hold every pledcge we've got. We

need that Saudi mcney bad.

(he stands, so

wretched he is

tranquil)
A disaster. This shew is a disaster,
an unnitigated disastar, the desath
knell. I'm ruined, I'm dead, I'n
finished.

CHANEY
Maybe we're overstating Beale's
clout with the public.

; HACKETT

An hour ago, Clarence McElheny czlled
me froem New York. It was tesn co'clock
in the East, and our people in the
White House report they were already
knee-ceep in telegrams. By tomorrcw
morning, they'll be suffocating in
‘telegrams.

CHANEY
Well, can the government stop the
deal?

HACXETT

They can hold it up. The SEC coculd
.hold this deal up for twenty years
if they wantzd to. I'm finiched.

(MORZ)
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BACXETT (Contd)

Any seccnd that phone's coing to
ring and Clarence McElheny's going
to tell me Mr, Jensen wants me in
his - office tcmorrew morning sc he
can personally cheop my head off,

(tears stream shame-

lessly dcwn his cheeks

as he shuffles, a brocken

man, around the rocm)
Four hours ago, I was the Sun Ged
at ¢.C. and A., Mr. Jensen's hand-
picked golden boy, the heir apparent.
Now I'm a2 man without a corporationl

DIANA
(comes off the
back wall)

.Let's get back to Hcward Beale.

You're not seriously going to pull
Beale off the air,.

HACRETT
Mr. Jensen is unhappy with Howaxd
Beale and wants him disccntinuad.

DIANA
He may be unhapoy, but he isa't
stupid enough to withdraw the number
one show on television out of pigue.

HACKZTT
(explodes) ,
Two billion dollars isn't pigue!
That's the wrath of Gecd! indé the
wrath of God wants Howard RBeale
fired!

. DIANA
What for? Every other neiwork
will gradb him the minute he walks
out the door. He'll be back on
the air for A3C temorrew. And
we'll lose twenty points in audience
share in the first week, rouchly a
forty million loss in revenues for
the year.

. HACKXETT .
I'm going to kill Howard Bealel
I'm going to impale the scn of a
bitch with a sharp stick threough
the heart! :

122
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DIANA
And let's not discount fzderal
action by the Justice Cepartment.
. If C.C. and A, pulls Beale off the
) air as an act of retributicn,
that's a flagrant violation of
networkX autcnomy and an egregious
~ breach of the ccnsent dacree.

HACRETT
(beginning to like his
new train of thoucht)
I'll take out a ccntract on him.
I'll hire professional killers.
I'11 do it myself. I'll strangle
him with a sashcord.

DIANA
No, I don't think Jensen is going
to fire anybody. Ee's sitting up
there in his cffice suzrounced by
) lawyers and senior vice presicents,

- and right about now, they've Ebegun
to realize the extraoréinary inmpact
of televisicn. That impact can be
focussed, manipulated, utilized.
If Howard Beale czn hurt them, he
can help them.

The PHONE RINGS. A mcment of anxious silence. HACKETT
picks it up ~--

BEACRETT

(on phone) .
Hackett =~ Yes, Clarence, I've ’
already booked my £licht ... Well,
can vyou give me a little more tinme
than that? I've got the red-eye
£light, I won't be back in New Yoxk
till six tomorzcw morrning ... That'll
be just fine, 1I'll see you then =--

He returns the phcne to its cradle, regards DIANA for
a moment.

HACKETT (Contd)
Mr. Jensen wants ¢o meet Howard
“ Beale pecrsonally. Ee wants Mr. Beale
in his office at ten oc'clock tcmorzow
morning ==

- -

P

150, EXT: THE C.C. AND A. ZUILDING - PARX AVE. - 150.
AND 46TH STREZT ~ MORNING :

A black limousine pulls to the curb in front of the
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C.C. and A Building, dlscorglng HACKEZTT, and, a mom n1
later, HOWARD BZALZ, both dressed in banker's cray. l
As they move for the building's entrance, HACKETT i
herding HOWARD alcng, it beccmes clear that = NARD
is in a beatified state. His eyes glisten %frans-
cencentally, and he smiles the smile of the elevazed
spirit. He suddenly pulls up abruptly, raises his

arms over his head, and announces at the tcp of his
lungs:

HOWARD
(imbued)
The final revelaticn is at hand!
I have seen the shattering fulgura-
ticns of ultimate clarity! The
light is impendingl I bear witness
to the light!

This cutburst dcesn't seem to bother most of the PZOPLE
passing by except for ONE or TWO who murmur: "Hev,
that's Howard 3sale, isn't i£?" The cutburst cces
appall ZRANX HACXZTT, wWno scares in distress ané en=-
treaty to scme god in the heavens, ané clutches at
BOWARD's arm to get him moving again.

INT: ARTHUR JENSEN'S OFFICZ 151.

An enormous oZfice with two walls of windcws tcwering
over the Manhattan landscare and throuch which SUN-
LIGHT streams in.. ARTHUR JENSEN is *'sing £rexm bening
his massive desk =--

JENSEN :
Good afterncon, Mr. Beale. They -
tell me you're a madman.

CAMERA DOLLIES to include HOWARD just comin into the
room.

HOWARD .
(closing the dcor
behind himsel¥#) ot
. Only desultoril Y.

JENSEN
How are you now?

HOWARD
(as mad as a hatter)
I'm as mad as a hatter.

JENSEN ,
Who isn't?2 DCon't sit dcwn.
(MORE)
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JENSEN (Contd)
[ I'm taking you to our ccnference
LT -room which seems more seemly a
setting for what I have to say
to you. i

He takes HOWARD's arm and moves him to a large oaken
- door leading out of JENSEN's office -- '

JENSEN (Contd)
I started as a salesman, Mr. 3eale.
I sold sewing machines and auto-
mobile ' parts, hair brushes and
electronic ecuipment. They say
I can sell anything. 1I'd like
to try and sell scmething to you --

They pass into =--

152. INT: THE CONFERENCE ROOM - C.C. AND A, 152.
BUILDING

-The overwhelming cathedral of a conference rccn
rerembered perhaps f£rcm an earlisr scene whers Frank
Hackett gave his annual report. When last seen, it

- was in pitch darkness, but now the enormcous curtains
are up, and an almost celestial light pcurs in through
the huge windcws. 3Being cn the 43rd and 44th flcorxs,

) the sky outside is only sporadically interrupted by

the tcwers of other skyscrapers. The double semi-
circular bank of seats are all empty, and the cereral
effect is cne of hushed vastness -=-

JENSEN
Valhalla, Mr. Beale, please sit
down =-

He leads HOWARD dcwn the steps to the flcor level,
himself ascends again to the small stage and the podium,
- HOWARD sits in one of the 200 odd seats. JENSZN pushes
a button, and the enormous drapes slowly fall, slicing
away layers of light until the vast rocm is utterly
dark. Then, the little pinscots at each of the desks,
including the one behind which HOWARD is seated, pop
on, creating a miniature Milky Way effect. A shafit of
white LIGHT shoots out from the rear of the room,
~spotting JENSEN on the podium, a sun of its cwn little
galaxy. Behind him, the shadcwed white of the lecture

screen. JENSEN suddenly wheels to his audience of cne
and roars out:

JENSEN
¥ou have meddled with the primal
forces of nacure, Mr, Beale, and
(MORE)
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(o JENSEN (Contd)

’ I won't have it, is that clear?!
You think you have mersly stcpsed
a business deal -- that is nct the
case! The Arabs have taken £ifty
billien dollars out of this
count¥y, and ncw they must put
‘1t back. It is ebb and flcw,
tidal gravity, it is ecological
balance! You are an old man who
thinks in terms of nations and
peoples. There are no nations!
There arxe no geoples! There are
no Russians. There are no Arzabs!
There are no third worlds! There
is no West! Therzs is only one
holistic system of systems, cne

. vast and immane, ianterwcven,
interzcting, multi~variates, multi-
national dominicn of dollars!
Petro-dollars, electro-cdollars,
multi~-dollars!, Reichmarks,
rubles, rin, pounds and shekels!

K It is the internaticnal system of
(- currency that determines the
N totality of lifs cn this planst!

That is the natural ordexr of
things tcéay! That is the atomic,
subatomic andé galactic structure
of things today! And you have

" meddled with the primal forces cf
nature, and ycu will atone! am I
getting thrcough to you, Mr. Beale?

HOWARD

(from the darkness)
amen.

JENSEN

You get up on your litile twenty-
one inch screen, lir, Beale, and
howl about America and democracy.
There is no America. There is no
democracy. There is only IBM and
ITT and A T and T and Duront, Dow,
Union Carbide and Exxon. What do
you think the Russians talk about
in .their councils of state. --
Karl Marx? They pull out their
linear procramming charts, statistical
decisicn theories and minimax solu-
tions like the geccd little systems-
analysts they are and compute the

- (MORE)




In b.g., up on the podium,
~eurious statement for a moment.

JENSEN (Contd)
price~cost probabilities of their
transactions anc investments Jjust
like we do. The Moslem masses may
be nmedieval, but every mcment of
their lives is determined -- not by
some savage desert ged called Allah
-~ but by the primordial pull
profit and the primeval push of
pcwer. We no longer live in a
world of nations and ideolcgies,
Mr, Beale, The world is a college
of corporations, inexorably ceter-

.mined by the immutable by=-laws oI

business. The world is a business,
Mr., Beala! It has been that way
since man crawled out of the slime,
and our children, Mx. Beale, will
live to see that perfect world
without war and fanmins, cppression
and brutality -~ one vast and
ecumenical holéing com-any, Zer
whom all men will work to serve a
common profit, in which all men
will hold a share of stecck, all
necessities provided, all anxisties
trancuilized, z2ll boredom anused.
And I have chosen ycu to preach
this evancel, Mr, Beale.

HCWARD
(humble whisper)
Why ne?
JENSEN

Because you're con televigsion, durmy.

Sixty million people watch vou
every night of the week, Monday
through Friday.

BOWARD
I have seen the face of Godl

JENSZEN
You just micht be richt, Mr. Beale.

HOWARD slowly rises from the blackness of hils seat
go that he is 1lit cnly by the ethereal cdiffusicn of
light shcooting out frxcm the rear of the rocn.
stares at JZNSEN spotted on the podiun,

He

JENSEN considers this

transfixed.
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NARRATION
That evening, Howard Beale went
on the air to preach the corporate
cosmology of Arxrthur Jensen.

INT: NETWORX NEWS CONTROL ROOM ' 153.

The CREW at their various control panels. Business
as usual. If anything, SVEIRYEODY in the ccnitzol zconm
appears a little more bored., On the SHCGY MONITCOR,
HOWARD BEALE standéds in his stained-glass-filtered
spotlight, but, rather than his cld enraged seli, he

-geems sad, resigned, weary --

HOWARD (ON MONITOR)
(sad, resigned, weazry)
last nicht, I cot up here and
asked you reople to stand up and
£ight for your heritage, and you
did and it was beautiful., Six
millicn telegranms werz received
. at the White House. The arzb
- takeover of C.C. a2nd A. has been
stopped. The rcople sgcke, the
pecrle won. It was a radiant
erupticn of democracy. B2ut I think
that was it, fellers. That sort
of thing isn't likely o hazgen
again. Because, in the botizm
of all cur terriiied souls, we
all kncw that democracy is a dyin
giant, a sick, sick dying, decaving
political concept, writhing in its
final pain. I decn't mean the United
States is finished as a world pcwer.
The United States is the most
powerful, the richest, the most
advanced couwntry in the world,
light-~vears ahead of any other
country. And I don't mean the
Communists are going to take over
the world. The Communists are
deacder than we are. What's £finished
is the idea that this great country
is dedicated to the freedcm and
flourishing cf every indiwvicdual in
it. It's the individual that's
finished. 1It's the single, solitary
human being who's £inished. . It's
every single cne of ycu out there
who's finished. 3Secause this is no
longer a naticn of independant
individuals. This is a nation of
(MORE)
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HOWARD (O MONITOR) (Contad)
two hundred odd million tran-
sistorized, deodorized, whiter-
than-white, steel-pelted becdies, -
totally unnecessary as human
beings and as replaceable as
piston rods --

NARRATION
It was a perfectly admissable
argument that Howard Beale advanced
in the days that fcllcwed; it was,
however, also a very tedious and
depressing one. By the end of
the first week in June =-=-

INT: FIZTH FLCOR - CORRITOR - TUZSDAY, 154.
JONE 10 - 3:30 P.M,

DIANA, éarrying a small boocklet, striding down the
corridor.

- NARRATION
-~ the Howard Beale shcw had
dropred cne peint in the ratings,
and its trend of shares dirred
under forty-eicht for the fZirst
time since last November =--

DIANA turms intg ===
INT: THE NIGATLY NEWS RCOM - ROOM 3517 155,

== Quietly busy. Tyrewriters, telechones. DIANA heads
gtraicght for HCWARD's cffice =--

NARRATION .
Hysteria swept through the network --

DIANA wrenches the door to HCWARD's office oren and
strides into =-- )

INT: HOWARD'S OFFICE . 156.

== 28 DIANA sirides in, interrupting an urgent collccuy
between HOWARD at his desk and his agent, an urbane
gentleman in his late 60's, LEW WEISRC2F =~-

DIANA
(drops the becklet
she's carrvying on
HOWARD's desk) ‘
In case ycu.haven't seen this
week's rating bocok, your share
is down another point.
(MORE)
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DIANA (Contd)

(to WEISKOPF)
I asked you to be here, Lew,
because you're his gcdcdam agent,
and I'm counting on you to talk
some sense into this lunatic.
I'm sick of arguing with your
client, Lew.

- Patience, sweetheart, patience ==

' DIANA
Patience, my ass. We're starting

130

to get rumbles from the acvertisers.

McCann-Zricscn called Sce Cennelly
this morning, and, when the acgenc:
start calling the Head cf Sales
directly, that means in a week cr
two, we're going to start hearing
about sponscrs bailing cut Ee's

got to stop this cor:o*at univers
kick --

HCWARD
(agitated)
I only say what my voices tell me
to say.

- DIANA
{erupting)
Well, fire <hem! We'll get vou

as

e

new voices! We'll czll the Writers

Guild and get vou all the gecdéan
voices vou want! Lew hers rasgrese
a thousand voices. We'll get you
the best voices in the business!
We want you to go back to being
crazy, Hcward!

HOWARD
(stands, cries out)

I'm not an acter! I can't cet up
and perform mad scenes fcr voul

I am impelled by an inner .forcel
I do what I am told to doi! I say
what I am told to say! I have no
control over itl

DIANA throws up her hands in frustration —

INT: DIANA'S BEDROQOM - THURSDAY, JUNE 19 -
7:15 P.M. ' X

~= ag MAX lets himself into the apartrent.

nts

157.

MAX seems
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depressed. EOWARD'S VOICZ emanates frcm the o.s.
bedrcom -~

HOWARD (C3 TV 0.5.) .
-~ Well, the tixe has ccme to say: |
o ig dehumanizaticn such a bad word?
. ' . Because gcod cr kbad, that's what's \
80. The whecle world is becoming
humancia, c:ea*"'es that look l
human but aren’t. The whole world, ‘
.not just us. We're just the mest \
advanced country, so we're getting
there first, The whole world's
people are becoming mass-produced,
prog'ammed, wired, insensate things
useful cnly o prcduce and consuam
other mass-prcéuced things, all of
them as unnecessary and useless as
- wWe are ==

MAX has crossed the living rcom, lcoks into —

158. 1INT: THE BEDRCOM 158.

-- where DIANA is perched on her bed, murmuring inte
the phone --

'Y

- DIANA
(on phene)
Yeah .., Yezh ...

‘ HOWARD (O TV)

== that's the simple truth you

have to grasp, that human existence -
is an utterly Zutile and purccseless ‘
thing. Because once vou'ves grasced

that, then the whole universe beccres
orderly and comprehensible -- '

DIANA locks up to drop a suriy glance on MaX in the
doorway, and returns to muttering into the phone. They
are both clearly in foul tempers =-- :

HOWARD (ON TV)

== We are right now living in what
has to ke czlled a corporats society,
a corporate world, a corporate
universe, This world gquite simply
is 'a vast cosmoleogy of small

(o corporations orbitting around

' : larger corgorzticns who, inm turn,
ravolve arourd glant corporaticns ==
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MAX
(overlapping) !
I'm sorry I'm late. I spent the ;
afterncen with my daughter -- ;
DIANA, murmuring into the phone, dcesn't even seem to
have heard him. MAX turns away =-- . {

HOWARD (ON TV) {
== and this whole, endless, ultimate
cosmolocy is expressly cdesigned for
the prcduction and consumpticn of
useless things --

DIANA clicks the remote control thing on her bed, and
the TV set goes black.

DIANA
(on phone)

Sooner or later, we'll have to

pull hin off the air, 3arkara, so
let's start looking arouné for
replacements. I hear as3C's grcoming
a mad prcphet of their own in Chiczgo
as our ccmpetiticn for next seascn.
See if you can cet a tape on him.
Maybe, we can steal him. And let's
start building up the other segments

. on the shew, Sybil the Sockhsayer,

Jim Webbing. The Vox Populli segrent
-1s catching cn; let's mz2ke that a
daily feature -~

INT: THE LIVING ROQM 159.

MAX sprawled morosely on one of the soft chairs. We
notice that in the back of the living rccm, a bridge
table has been set up as a makeshift desk. It has z
typewriter on it and a welter of parers and bocks and
filing foléders. DIANA appears in the bedroom doorway,
regards MAX coldly «-

DIANA
(icily)
Every time you see somebody in
your familv, vou ccwe back in one
of these morbid midéle-aged mocds.
I'm tired of vour geddamned mordid,
middle-aged moods, Max.

MAX
(exploding frem the chalrx
And I'm tired of £inding you on
the goddamned phone every time
(MORE)
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MAX (Cont
I turn around! I'm tired of be-“
an accessory in your life! 1I'm tired

; of this hysteria abcut Hcwarc Bealel

Storming about the roem in his sudden volcanic rage, MAX
finds himself by the upstace typewriter, which he sweeps
crashing off the bridge tzble, sending the welter of
papers there flying off in a storm --

MAX (Contd)
== and I'm tired of pretending to
write this dumb becok abcut my
maverick days in those ¢reat early
yvyears of television! Every
executive £fired frcm a networ]
in the last twenty years has
written this duxk beck atout
the great early days of television!
Nobody wants another cdumb bcok
about the great coddamned early
days cf televisicn!

DIANA
Terrific, Max, terrific. Mavboe
you can start a whole new career
- as an actor.

For a mcment, it lcoks as if MAX is going to slug her
Then he deflateg --

MAX :
It's the truth. After six mcnihs
o0f living with vou, I'm turning -
into ore of your scripts. 3ut this
isn't a seript, Dizna. There's
some real actuwal lifs coing cn
here. I went to visit-my wife tcday
because she's in 2 state of depression,
so0 depressed my daughter flew in frcm
Seattle to be with her., Anc I feel
lousy about that. I feel lousvy about
the pain I've caused my wifse and kicds.
I feel guilty and conscience-
gstricken and all those things you
think sentimental but which my
generation called simple human
decency. And I miss my home because
I'm beginning to get scared shitless.
It's all suddenly closer to the end
than to the beginning, and death “"
is suddenly a perceptible thing to
me, with definable features. You've
got a man going through prinal

(MORE)



MAX (Contd)
(o doubts, Diana, and you've got to -

cope with it. Beczuse I'm not
some cuy discussing male menopause
on the Barbara Waltcns shecw. I'm
the man you presumably locve. I

) live right here. I'm part of your
life. I'm real. You can't switch
to ancther channel., .

DIANA .
Well, what exactly is it you want
me to do?

MAX '

I just want you to love me, Diana.
I just want you to love me, primal
doubts and all. You uncderstand

- that, den't you?

For one brief mcment, vou could almost believe she

dces understand, She stares, eyes-locked with MAX,
her eyes threztening to well with tears. There are
certainly tears in MAX's eyes.

(M* DIANA
“ {small voice)
I don't knew hew +to do that.

Then, shatteringly, the PHONE o.s. in the bedrcom RINGS;
and DIANA rrcmptly turns to answer it --

DIANA
(matter-of-factly
as she exits into
the bedroom)
I'll be with you in a minute, Max =-

He sighs, the inchoate moment of love evanesced -~

NARRATION
By the first week in July, the
Howard Beale shcw was dcwn eleven
points, and the panic had spread
to even those people who had only

a contractual connection to the
network --

4, INT: DIANA'S OFFICE - MONDAY, JULY 7 - 160. -
2:30 PUMQ b

LAUREEN HOBBS in a shrill, wide~eyed panic, raging all

over DIANA's office as DIANA's phone RINGS, and DIANA
answers i1t --

Y T
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LAUREE?

(in 2 raging vanic)
~= He's a plague! He's smallgex!
He's tyrhcid! I den't want to
follow his goddam show! I want
out of that eight o'clock sgctl!
I got enough troubles witiicut
Howard Beale for a lsad-in. You
quys have scheduled me up against
Tony Orlando and Dawn! NBC'sS ¢ot
Little Hcuse on the Prairie! ABC's
got that new Mel Brcoks show! You
got to help me ocut! You got to do
something abcut Ecwaxd Béale! Get
rid of the plague! Get him off
the air! Do scmethingl Do anything!

DIANA
(hanglng up and
yelling back)
We're trying to £ind a replacerment
for him! 1I'm going down to lcok
at audition tarpes right nowl!

She is already out of her office ~-
INT: NINTH FLOOR - A SCREINING RCOM 161.

C.U. of an imposing MOSAIC FIGURE, £ully bear
wearing ankle~lencth black rcbes and thonged sancals,
standing on a lcnely mountain spur 1nveLg1-“ agal
the icdolatries of the world. PULL BACX to show the
screening rocm half-filled with network and pregrarming
executives, spotted arcund the roccm. DIANA 1s there -
and her top assistants ~-- BARSARA SCHLISTNGER and TOMI
PELLEGRINO. TFRANK HACKETT is there; NZLSON CHANEZY,
HERB THACXEZRAY (Stations Relzticns); and SCE DCINELLY
and BARRY HUNTER., In b.g., the ranting MOSAIC FIGURE
on the wall console roars out his inveighing until
otherwise indicated --

DIANA

(suddenly standing into

the shaZt of light coming

from the projector)
No, darn itl! If we wanted hell-
fire, we'd get Billy Grahan! We
don't want faith-healers, %entshcw
evangelists or Cherammargau passicn-
players! tWhatabout that terrific
new messizh ABC was supposed to have
signed up as our competition?
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PELLEGRIN
(indicating the ,
monitor screen) ‘
That's hixm. l

| _ DIANA
’ , - ' That's hiz?
PELLEGRINO ‘
Yeah. : 1
DIANA )

Jesus, .turn him off.

The MCNITOR SCREEN geces blank.

PELLEGRIXNO
I've got thre=e more, but vou've
already seen the best ones. I've
goet a gurt: frcm Scokane and two
more hellZires wheo see visicns
of the Virgin Mary.

DIANA sinks down in a chair and turﬂs to HACXETT in the
- . ) row irmediately behind.

« DIANA

We're not going to £find a replace-
ment for Howardé Bezle, so let's

" stop kicdding ourselwves. Fully
fledged messiahs con't ccme in
binches. We either go with
Howard or we go without him. My
reports say we'll do betisr with-
out him. It would be disaster to
let this situaticn ¢o on even
another week. By then, he'll be
down sixteen poinis and the trend
irreversible, 1if it isn't already.
I think we should firz Howard.

HACKXETT
Arthur Jensen has taken a sgtrong
perscnal interest in the Howard
Beale sbow.
(sighs glcemily,
addresses the
room at large)
- I'm having dinner with him tcnight.
(ﬁ Let me talX to Jensen and then
let's meet in my office at ten
o'clock tonight. Diana, give re
copies c¢f all your auvdience research
(1ORE)
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HACRETT (Ccntd) .
reports. I may need them for |
Jensen. Is ten o'clock ccnvenien
for everyone? :

Apparently 1t is.

"162; INT: LANDING OUTSIDE DIANA'S APARTMENT - 15i.

8:00 pP.M.

DIANA letting herself into her apartment. '
163. INT: DIANA'S APARTMENT - FOYER 163.
Dazxk, shadcwéd. She moves down to ==
164. INT: LIVING ROCM 164.

MAX has fallen asleep in cne of the sof:t chairs. The
newspaper he was reading has fallen to his lap. Eis
mouth is a bit acare anéd he wheezes a little. 1In the
-8tark lighting of the lamp behiné the chaiz, he seems
suddenly an old man. DIANA stands and regaxds hin
with perceptible distaste. She slips out of her
Jacket, crosses to the bedrcen.

165. 1INT: BEDROCM 165.

All the lichts are on. DIANA, freshly scrubbed and
in a shcwer rcoe, is packing MaX's things. A large
valise lies orened on the bed, and DIANA is fetching
MAX's suits frcm the closet, folding #hem and packing
them away. MAX appears rumpled and in his shizt-
sleeves in the dcorway kehind her., She senses him

there, glances at him, continues with her racking.

DIANA
I think the time has come, Max,
to re-evaluate our =-claticnship.

MAX
So I gee.

DIANA
I don't like the way this script
of ours 1ls turning ocut. This whole
~ thing started out as a ccmedy,
remember? Ncw, it's turning into
a seecdy little drama. Middle-aged
man leaves wife and family for young
heartless woman, goes to pct. The
Blue Angel with Marlene Dietrich
and Emil Jannings. I don't like it.
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RE: MAX
. So you've cecided to cancel the
shew.
- ’ : 4 DIANA
Right. .
MAX

Listen, I'll do that.

B

)

He moves to the bed to take over the packing. She s
in one of the bedrcem chairs.

DIANA '
The simple fact is you're a family
man, Max. Ycu like a hcme and kids,
and that's beautiful. But I'm
incapable ©of any such commitment.
All you'll get frcm me is another
couple of mcnths of inktermittent
. sex and recriminata and ugly little
scenes like the cne we had last
night. I'm sorry for all those
: vicious thincs I said %o you last
(; night. You're not the worst fuck
I've ever had. 3Believe me, I've
had worse. and you don't puii and
snorkle and mzke death-like ratiles.
As a matier of fact, yocu're
serene in the sack.

MAX, who had gone into the bathreoom for his toilet

- e

articles, ccmes out with them, stands, rogards DIANA,
MAX
wWhy do women always think the
most savage thing they can say
to a man is to impugn his cccks-
manship? '

DIANA

I'm sorry I impugned your cocks-—
manship.

MAaX

I stopped comrparing genitals back
in the schcolyard.

O | DIANA '

You're being docile as hell abcut
this.

MAX
Hell, Dizna, I knew it was over
between us weeks ago.
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DIANA
Will you go back to your wife?

; MAXY
I'll &ry, but I don't thin
she'll Jjump at it. But éon't
worry about me. I'll manage.
I always have, always will. I'm
more crncarnzd about you. OCnce
I go, yocu'll ke back in the eve
of your cwn desclate terxrrors.
Fifty dollar studs and the
nightly sleepless contemplation
of suicicde. You're not th
boozer tyvrpe, so I figure a year,
maybe two before ycu crack up orx
Jump ocut your fouszteenth floor
office windcw.

DIANA
(stands)
Stop selling, Max. I den't need
you.
She exits out into =~
INT: THE LIVING RCOM | 166.

== and across that to the == ‘
INT: THE RITCHEN ' 167.

~= where a kettle is steaming. She fetches a cup and
gaucer from the curbocard and would ma®e scme instant,
coffee but she is overtaken by a curious little spzsno.
Her hand holding the cup and saucer is :;*1=’~:1:z\J SO much
she has to put them down. With visible effort, she
pulls herself together. She moves out oI the kitchzon
to the ~- '

INT: THE LIVING ROOM ) , 168.

=~ where she stands in the middle of the rcom and
shouts at MAX through the opened bedrcem dcorway.

DIANA
(cries out)
I don't want youxr pain! I don't
want your menopausal decay and
death! I don't need you, Max.

Max
You need me badly! I'm your
last contac* with human realityl
. (FORE)
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MAX (Ccntd)
I love you, and that painful,
decaying mencpausal love is the
only thing between you and the
shrieking nothingness you live
the rest cf the dayl

e

Be slams the valise shut.

DIANA
Then éon't leave mel

' MaxX
It's too late, Dianal! There's
nothing left in you th=t I can
live with! You're one of Hcoward's
humzanoids, and, if I stay with
you, I'll be dastroyed. Like
Howard Beale was destroyed! Like
Laureen Eckbs was destroyed! Like
everything you and the whole
instituticn of telasvision touch
gets destroyed! Ycu are tele-
vision incarmate, Diana, indifferent
to suf‘er:ng, insensitive to jov.
All of life is r=ducedé to the
common rubble of banality. War,
murder, dasath are all the same
to you 3s bottles of beer. The
daily business of ll‘e is a corrupt
comedy. You even shatter the
sensations of time and space into
jagged fracments of minutes, srlit-
seconds and instant replays. You
are madness, Diana, virulent madness,
and whatever you touch dies with vou.
Well, not me! Not while I can still"
feel pleasure and pain and lovel .
Oh, hell, Dizna, it's over with us.
I'm not surs it ever really haprened,
but I know it's over.

He turns back to his valise and buckles i+t. DIAMNA
finds a chair, sits in it. A moment latexr, MAX ccmes
out of the bedrzcm, lugging a raincoat as well as the

valise. He lugs his way across the living rcom, then
pauses for a moment, reflects --

MAX (Contd)
It's 2 happy ending, Diana.
Wayward husband comes to his senses,
returns to his wife with whcm he
has built a long and sustaining love..
(MORE)
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MAX (Contd)
Heartless young woman left alone
in her arctic desolaticn. Music
up with a swell. Final ccmmercial.
And here arzs a few scenes fron
« next week's show.

]

- He disappears dcwn the fover. We can hear the CLICX
of the front docor being opened and the CLACX oI the
door closing. DIANA sits in her chair, pulling the

- shower robe around her, alone in her arctic desolaticn.

16%. INT: 20TH FLOCR - UBS BUILDING - LOB3Y, 163.
IQUNGE, CORRICOR - 10:15 P.M.

A solemn FRANK HACXETT in blue suit walks dewn the leng,
enpty, hushed corridor to the large dcuble dcors cof his
office (which had originally been IIWARD RUDCY's cfiice).
At the dcors, NELSON CHANZY is waiting for him.

. CHANEY
o How'd it go?

HACKETT sighs, enters =- . '
170. 1INT: SE=ECRETARY'S COFFICE 170.

-= where HEERZ THACXERAY and JOE DCNNEILY are lounging.
Everybody follows HACXETT into -- ‘

171. INT: EACKEITT'S OFFICE {ONCZ RUDDY'S OFFICE) 171.

Nighttims outside, the crepuscular grandeur
Manhattan glittering belcw us. Waiting t cs
seated here and there, are WALTZIR AMUNLSZIN and DIANE
BACKETT sits benind his desk. The othe in
places arcund the room.

HACKETT
Mr, Jensen was unhzppy at the
idea of taking Hcward Beale off
the air. Mr. Jensen thinks Hcwaxrd
Beale is bringing a very imporztant
message to the American geople., so
he wants KHoward Eeale on the

air. And .he wants him kept on.

Nobody has anything to say to this.

HACKETT {(Contad)
Mr. Jensen feels we are being too
catastrophic in our thinking. I
argued that televisicn was a vola-
tile industry in which success and
fallure were determined week by
(MORE)



HACKETT (Ccntd)
week. Mr. Jensen said he did neot
like volatile industries and suggested
with a certain sinister silkiness
that volatility in business usually
reflected bad management. He didn't
really cars if Hcward Beale was
the nunkter one show in televisien
or the fiftieth. He dién't really
care if the Beale Shcw lost money.
The network shculd be stabilized so
that it can carry a losing shcw and
8till maintain an overall proiit.
Mr. Jensen has an important messaga
he wants conveyed to the aAmarican
people, and Hcward Beale is ccnveying
i£. He wants Howard Beale on th
air, and he wants him kept on.
I would descrikte his position on
this as inflexible. Whezre dces
that put us, Diana?

DIANA

(taking parers out

of her attache case)
That puts us in the shithouse,
that's whers that puts us.

(holds up her

sheaf of pagers)
Do you want me to go thrcugh this?
HACXZETT
Yes.

DIANA
I have an advance TVQ report here.
The Beales show Q score, which was
forty-seven in the May bock, is dcwn
to thirty-three and falling. Mcst
of this loss occurred in the child
and teen and eighteen-thirty-four
categories, which were our core
markets. NBC Nightly News, by
contrast, has gone up to a twenty-
nine Q, and, at this rate, will
pass us by the end of July. Every-
body here knows the Neilsen and
share-trend scores. Let me just
capsulate our cwn AR cdemographic
reports which have been extensive.
It is the AR department's carefully
considered judgment -- and mine =--
that if we get rid of Beale, we

(MORE)
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DIANA (Ccntad)
should be able to maintain a
very resrvectable share in the
high twenties, cessibly thirty,
with a comparzble Q level. The
other segments on the Beale show
= Sybil the Scothsayer, Jim
Webbing, the Vox Populi =-- have
all developed their cwn audiences.
Our AR rerorts show without
exception that it is Howard Beale
that's the destructive force here.
Minimally, we are talking about
a ten point differential in
shares. I think Joe ought to
gspell it ocut for us. Joe?

DONNELLY
A twenty-elcht share is eighty-
thousand 4sllar minutes, and I
think we could szll complete
positions ¢cn the whole. 2as a
matter of fact, we're just getting
into the pre-Christmas gift-sellers,
and I'll t=1]1 you the agencies are
coming back to me with four dollar
CPMs, 1If that's any indication,
we're talking fcrty, forty-Zive
million cdollar loss in annual
.revenues.

THACRXCRAY
You quys want to hear =211 the £
I'm getting frcem the affiliates

HACKZTT
We know all about it, Herb.

, AMUNDSEN
2And yzu would describe Mr. Jensen's
position on Beale as inflexible?

HACRETT
Intractable and adanantine.

CHANEY
So what're we going to do about
this Beale son of a bitch?

A sad silence settles over the top management of UBS~-TV
2s they louncge about the enormous rocnm.

HACKETT
{sighs)
I suppose we'll have to kill him.
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Another lcng ccateoplative silence,

: HACKETT (Contd)
I den't supccse you have any ideas
on that, Diana.

a DIANA
Well, what wculd vou fellows say
to an assassination? --

INT: THE LOEBY - UZS BUILDING - A FEW DAYS 172.
LATER - 6:00 P.M.

Bustling and crowded. Long lines of PECPLE, four
abreast, rored o0ff and waiting to cet into the
HOWARD BEALE shcw. Uniformed USEERS hers and there,
occasionally -chatting with the waiting CRCWD. OVER
THIS, the VOICZS of the network meeting just inter-
rupted CONTINUZ:

DIANA'S VOICE (Contd)
-= I think I can get the Mz20 Ts2
Tung reople 4o kill Beale for us.
As one of their programs. In

- ) fact, it'll make a hell of a kick-

off show for the season. We're
facing heavy crcrpesition fzom the
other networks cn Wednesdav nichts,
and the M20 Tse Tung Hour could

use a sensational sheow forxr an ozener.
. The whole thing would be dcone richt
on camera in the studio., We ought
to get a fantastic look-in audience
with the assassinaticn of Eoward
Beale as our cpening show --

INT: THE LOBBY - UBS BUILDING - ELEIVATOR ARZA 173.

-= as the waiting AUDIZNCE is hexcézd intzs the elevat

OVER THIS, the VOICES of the meeting CONTINUE:
AMUNDSEN'S VOICE

Well, if Beale dies, what would

be our continuing obligation to

the Beale corporation? I kncw our

contract with Beale contains a buy-

out clause triggered by his death

or incapacity --

INT: UBS BUILDING - FQURTH FLCOR 174.

e
-l e

-- as the elevator lozd of AUDIENCE is led out of the

elevator and dcwn the leng, carcetsedé corridors, past

the large wall photographs of TV stars, glass-enclosed
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> centrol rooms, and other showpieces of the network's
@lectronic glory. CVER THIS, the VOICSS CONTINUZ:

i HACRETT'S VOICE
There must be a formula for the
computaticn of the purchase price,

AMUNDSEN'S VOICE
Offhand, I think it was based on
a multiple of 1975 earnings with
the base period in 1975. I think
it was fifty cercent of salary plus
twenty-£five percent of the first
year's profits --

175. INT: BACXETT'S OFFICE 175.
The meeting is still going cn ==

AMUNDSEN (Contd)
(continuing above sce=ch)

- ==~ multiplied by the unexpired
portion of the ceontract. I don't
think the shcw has any substantial
syndicaticn value, would vou say,

\ Diana?

DIANA
Syndication profits are nminimal.

THACKXEPAY
(mutters to -DONNELLY)
Hey, we're not sericusly going to
kill him, are we?

DONNELLY
(mutters back)
I don't know, are we?

176. 1INT: THE BEALE SHOW STUDIO AND AUDIENCE AREA 17s.

The new load of AUDIENCE finds seats in the rapidly-

£illing auditcrium. On the floor of the studio, the

CREW is setting the cameras, checking the beecms. The
stage curtain is down. OVER THIS, the VOICES cf the

meeting CCNTINUE: ' .

X CHANEY'S VOICE
As Herb says, we're talking about
a capital crira here, so tha network
can't be implicated.
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AMUNDSEN'S VOICE
- {chuckling)
I hope you dcocn't have any hidden
tape machines in this office,
‘Prank -- -

INT: THE BEALZ SEOW STUDIOC - SECWTIA 177.

The warmup is over; the stage fcotlichts are on; the
AUDIENCE sits expectantly. The big wall CLCCX shcws:
6:29, clicks to 6:30. On the studioc stage, the
ANNOUNCER strides ocut f-om the wings, bellcws happily
at the audience’ =-

. ANNOCUNCZER
Ladies and centleren, let's hear
it == how do you feel?

REVERSE SHOT of the AUDIENCE. Suddenly S20T 178.
the GREAT AXMED RHAM and some of his FOLLCYWERS,
right in the midcéle, happily joining a2ll ths others
in their ccmmunal response:

AUDIENCE 2AND TEE XHAN
We're mad as hell, and we'rs not
going to take this any morel

ANNOUNCZER
Ladies and centlemen! The Network
News Hour! - With Sybil the Scoth-
sayer, Jim Webbing ané his It's-
the-Emmes-Txuth Cepartment, lMiss
Mata Haxri, tonicht another secment
of Vox Populi, and starring =-- -

MUSIC: A FLOURISH OF DRUMS

ANNOUNCER (Contd)
=-- the mad prochet of the airways,
Howard Bealel

MUSIC: A FULL SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA SOARS INTO AN INPERIRAL
CRESCZNDO ==

-~ ag the HOUSZLICHTS go to BLACK. The cuztain 179.
8lcwly rises. The barz stage, the stained glass
windcw, the celestial SHAFT of light. HOWARD BLALZ,
in his black suit ané tie, strides on frcm the wings,
stands basking in the SPOTLIGIT. APPLAUSE UP.

INT: HACXETT'S OFrIC= 180.

The meeting 1s still going on.
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' HACKXETT
Well, theissue is: shall we
kill Hecward 2eale or not. I'ad
'like to hear some more cpiniocns
yen that ==

DIANA
I don't see we have any opticn,
Prank. Let's kill the scn of a
bitch. .

INT: THE BEALE STUDIO 181l.

The APPLAUSE for HOWARD BEZALE has died. HUSH ==
suddenly, the HUSE is shattered Ly a HORRZNLOUS
ENFILADE of GLUFIRE. 2&n embroidery of red bullet
holes perforats HOWARD's shirt and jacket, and we
might even see the impact of a head wound as he
pltches backwards dead.

A BANX OF FOUR COLOR TZLEVISICN MCNITORS 182.

It is 7:14 P.M., WEDNESDAY, July 9, 1275, and we

are watching the network news prcgrams cn C2S, N3G,
ABC and U3sS-TV., The AUDIO is QON: heacdshots of
WALTER CRONXITZ, JCHEN CEZANCELLOR, ECWARD X. SMITH,
HARRY REZASONER, andé JACX SNCWDZYN, subst;:;t;ng for
HOWARD BEALZ, intergspersed with tapes of the hcrribls
happening at U3S the cay befores, flit and flicker
across the four television screens. Televisicn
continues relentlessly cn.

NARRATOR (QOVER)
This was the story of Hcoward Zeale
who was the network news anchorman
on UBS-TV, the first Xnown instance
of a man being killed because he
had lousy ratings.

THE END





