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Before there were cellphones

FADE IN:

EXT. MANHATTAN APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

A nice uptown neighborhood in the fall. A lovely woman in her early 30's, LAURA SCHOFIELD, gets out of a cab and enters the lobby.

INT. HALLWAY OF SAME BUILDING - MOMENTS LATER

Laura walks down the hallway. She's wearing a stylish overcoat, but carries a very practical-looking canvas shoulder bag. She looks tired. She stops at a door and pushes the buzzer.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

BETTY (40's), worldly, well dressed, the hostess of the party going on behind her, greets Laura at the door. Laura says something to her. Betty nods in understanding and leads her out of the room. Laura waves to some of the guests as she goes.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

There are a few coats on the bed. Betty moves some of them while Laura takes off her coat and shoes.

LAURA

(lying down)

Thanks, Betty. I'll only be a few minutes.

BETTY

No problem, darlin'.

Betty switches off the overhead light and leaves.

INT. HALLWAY OF SAME BUILDING  - LATER

CLAYBORN PECK (30's) approaches the same door Laura went to. He's not strikingly handsome, but has pleasing good looks. You might take him for a college teacher.

He presses the buzzer, and the door is opened by a guest who's apparently been pushed against it by the party's expansion. A louder hubbub than before.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Clayborn enters, shakes hands with an acquaintance, and waves to Betty.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Clayborn enters and takes off his coat. The bed Laura lay down on is now thickly covered with coats. The party noise is faint, and the only light, from a small lamp on the bedside table, is soft and low. It's cozy in here.

Clayborn tosses his coat on the bed and is turning away when something on it moves, revealing Laura, rolling on to her side.

CLAYBORN

Sorry.

LAURA

(eyes still closed)

Mmm...

Bending over and moving his coat, he now gets a good look at her, and is apparently impressed with what he sees.

He straightens up slowly, staring at her. She opens her eyes.

CLAYBORN

Are you warm enough? I'm sure I can find a coat somewhere to put over you.

She smiles.

CLAYBORN (cont'd)

Are you all right?

LAURA

Fine.

She raises her wrist to her eyes and looks at her watch, but otherwise doesn't move.

LAURA (cont'd)

Oh, God.

CLAYBORN

Long day?

LAURA

Yuh.

CLAYBORN

Doing noble work?

LAURA

Oh, yes--shooting a deodorant commercial.

CLAYBORN

Are you an actress?

LAURA

Sometimes I think so.

(beat; taking him in)

How about you?

CLAYBORN

(sitting down on the bed)

Publishing.

LAURA

Really. What sort?

CLAYBORN

History... some art.

LAURA

(dreamily, snuggling into the coats)

Mmm... Tell me more. Are you an editor?

CLAYBORN

Sometimes I think so.

Betty sticks her head in from the hallway.

BETTY

Are you all right, Laura?

LAURA

Fine, thanks. Sorry. I'll be out in a minute.

BETTY

Not to worry. I'm glad you two have met.

She leaves.

CLAYBORN

(to Laura)

I am too. My name is Clayborn.

LAURA

Nice name.

Suddenly the room is full of harsh bright light.

LAURA (cont'd)

Lance, please turn that off.

In the doorway, LANCE (30's), very handsome and well built, with slicked-back hair, turns off the overhead light and comes in. He keeps his overcoat on.

LANCE

I thought you were going to be ready when I got here.

LAURA

(sitting up)

I know. I conked out. This is Clayborn. Clayborn, Lance.

CLAYBORN

Hi.

LANCE

(coldly)

Hi.

Laura smiles distractedly at Clayborn and gets off the bed.

LAURA

Nice talking with you.

(to Lance)

I need a minute to get myself together. Why don't you go in and say hello to people?

LANCE

(boorishly)

Like who?

Clayborn leaves them.

INT. KITCHEN - LATER

Betty is filling the sink with soapy water. In the b.g. the living room is empty.

Clayborn comes in, carrying dirty glasses.

CLAYBORN

(resentfully)

How long has she been going with him?

BETTY

I don't know. A month or so. What did you think of Phyllis?

CLAYBORN

She's very nice.

BETTY

And quite pretty, too, don't you think?

CLAYBORN

Yes. Don't try to change the subject. What is the eternal appeal of the 

clayborn (cont’d)

arrogant jerk? Is it a law of nature? 

Should I have some plastic surgery done and work on being obnoxious? Maybe slick my hair back?

Gesticulating angrily, he almost knocks over some glasses.

BETTY

Thanks for your help, Clay... really. I've got this under control now.

CLAYBORN

Why did you say you were glad we'd met?

BETTY

I just had a feeling you'd enjoy each other. I didn't think it would ruin your life.

CLAYBORN

Careless of you.

INT. MANHATTAN COFFEE SHOP - DAY

Only a few customers. At the counter a cold-looking MODEL pushes away her sandwich plate with a long vermilion fingernail. Her voice squeaks like a rusty hinge.

MODEL

I don't want mayonnaise on this.

A counterman, HAROLD (60's), takes her plate back.

HAROLD

(patiently)

Sorry, miss. I wasn't thinking.

As he fixes the sandwich, Laura comes in, sits down at the end by the door and takes out a book.

Harold gives the model her remade sandwich, which she receives without comment, and takes Laura an iced tea.

HAROLD

Hi, darlin'.

LAURA

Hi, Harold.

HAROLD

You look nice. Commercial audition today?

LAURA

Yeah. Got any meat loaf?

HAROLD

Sorry, darlin'. I'm out. You have to

come in earlier.

LAURA

I can't do that, Harold. I don't get enough attention from you when it's busy in here.

HAROLD

I'll bet my wife wouldn't say that.

AD LIB Laura's ordering a tunafish sandwich.

As Harold moves off, a Hispanic bus boy comes down the aisle with his hands full of a big take-out order. Laura gets up and opens the door for him. He flashes her a brilliant smile of gratitude.

HAROLD

(from down the counter)

I saw you on TV the other night.

LAURA

"The best protection for today's working woman?"

HAROLD

Yeah.

He returns with her order, and turns her book around to read the cover: "Virginia Woolf - Between the Acts".

HAROLD

I'll bet you were smart in school.

LAURA

A lot of good it's done me. When they stop running that spot I'm going to be eating all my tunafish at home, straight from the can... Maybe I should be doing something else.

HAROLD

Don't talk like that.

LAURA

How's your granddaughter?

HAROLD

Oh, she's great.

He takes a snapshot out of his wallet and hands it to her.

HAROLD (cont'd)

Took it last week.

As he goes off down the counter, she looks tenderly at the picture of a two-year-old girl.

CUT TO:

HAROLD - A LITTLE LATER

at the cash register as Laura comes up and hands him her check and the picture.

LAURA

She's adorable, Harold. Looks a little like you, don't you think?

HAROLD

Oh, sure. When are you going to give me one of yours, anyway?

He gestures toward a row of actors' head shots on the wall.

HAROLD (cont'd)

I've got all these other mugs up here...

(sotto)

... and none of them's got your personality.

LAURA

Thanks, Harold. I don't want to sound stuck up, but I think I'd feel like a former Miss Subways or something.

HAROLD

Well, I hope you're doing enough to advertise yourself.

LAURA

Thanks, Harold.

HAROLD

Take care of yourself, doll.

She leaves. Harold removes an empty plate in front of an OLD MAN at the counter, and jabs his finger in Laura's direction.

HAROLD

That, my friend, is a peach.

The man turns to look, but there's now only the closing door to be seen.

HAROLD (cont'd)

You could take that girl home to mother.

OLD MAN

I haven't got a mother.

INT. LAURA'S APARTMENT - DAY

Laura comes in and drops her mail on a table with an answering machine on it. The apartment is small and  old. At one end there's an exposed brick wall in the Bohemian style of the sixties.

She turns on the machine and disappears through the door to the bedroom.

While the messages play, we see some theater posters on the wall, and photographs of her on stage in various costumes.

ANSWERING MACHINE

(woman of Laura's age)

Hi, sweetie. It's Maureen calling. Haven't seen you in a while. I know you're frolicking with a cover boy on weekends, but how about getting together during the week? How about tonight? Call me at work...

(older woman)

Laura, this is Tina. I've got something for you.

The machine stops, and Laura quickly reappears, picks up the phone and dials.

LAURA

This is Laura Schofield returning Tina's call.

Waiting, she opens the issue of "The New York Review of Books" that came with her mail.

INT. AGENT'S OFFICE - DAY

TINA (50's) on the phone. INTERCUT with Laura in her apartment.

TINA

Helen Walsh is casting a movie that'll be shot here this summer. She liked you in "Minor Mistakes" and wants to see you. It's a featured part. Do you know Sam Strickler?

LAURA

I know who he is, of course, but I've never met him.

TINA

It's his first movie. Two-thirty tomorrow. Here's the address.

LAURA

(writing)

Okay.

(hanging up)

Yes!

INT. MAUREEN'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Laura waits by the door as MAUREEN (30's) puts a coat on and turns off lights.

MAUREEN

Does this mean you'd be playing another bitch?

LAURA

Probably. God, it would be great to be working in New York this summer. Lance might rent a house at the beach somewhere. It's obscene how much money he's making.

MAUREEN

I finally taped his show the other day. I haven't watched it yet.

LAURA

Don't expect much. A soap's a soap.

INT. HALLWAY OF MAUREEN'S BUILDING - NIGHT

At the door to the elevator:

LAURA

Any men in your life these days?

MAUREEN

Nope.

INT. NEIGHBORHOOD BAR - NIGHT

Laura and Maureen sitting at the bar. Maureen is looking at a piece of notepaper.

MAUREEN

I haven't been to any of these, but I've heard this one in Connecticut is nice. Sorry I'm no help. Does Lance know any of them?

LAURA

I'll find out at lunch. He's not good at this sort of thing on the phone.

MAUREEN

Doesn't he tape all day?

LAURA

They'll let him out for lunch.

MAUREEN

Aren't you worried about getting a reservation so close to a three-day weekend?

LAURA

You bet. But it was like pulling teeth to get him to commit himself and I'm afraid to make a choice without his approval. If he doesn't like it, I don't want him holding it against me all weekend. God, I hope it doesn't rain.

MAUREEN

Somehow I don't picture him curled up with a good book.

LAURA

No.

MAUREEN

How long have you been going together?

LAURA

Almost exactly six months.

MAUREEN

Where shall we eat?

LAURA

Some place cheap.

MAUREEN

Let me take you to dinner. We should be celebrating.

LAURA

I haven't got the part, Mo. It's just a reading.

MAUREEN

All right. But I've got a good feeling about this one.

LAURA

So have I.

INT. MID-TOWN BAR - DAY

A stagehands' hangout with athletes' photos on the walls.

Lance is sitting in a booth. He's wearing a satin Yankees' warm-up jacket. Laura hurries up, gives him a quick kiss, and sits down.

LANCE

I already ordered. I haven't got much time.

LAURA

Okay.

She pulls out the sheet of paper she showed Maureen.

LANCE

I'm amazed my agent didn't tell me about Strickler's film. I'm going to have to have a talk with her.

(taking the paper)

What's this?

LAURA

Some possible places for the weekend. If there are any you don't like, tell me now. I've got to start calling right away. I don't even know if we can get a room this late, but probably the further away from the city, the better our chances will be.

A WAITRESS brings Lance his order.

AD LIB Laura's ordering. The waitress leaves.

LANCE

(already eating)

What time's your reading?

LAURA

(glancing at her watch)

Two-thirty.

LANCE

Good luck with it.

LAURA

I'm feeling really good.

She raps on the table with her knuckles three times.

LANCE

You look great.

LAURA

Thanks. What about the list, sweetie?

LANCE

Laura, we can't do it.

LAURA

Why not?

LANCE

I've been seeing someone else and I want to spend more time with her. I think we should just make a clean break.

Laura freezes. Then:

LAURA

So you haven't just been learning lines on week nights.

LANCE

I know it must seem kind of sudden.

LAURA

It does, a bit.

The waitress returns with Laura's order.

WAITRESS

(to both)

Everything all right?

LANCE

Just a check, please.

The waitress goes.

LAURA

Anybody I know?

LANCE

I don't think so. No.

LAURA

Is she on the show?

LANCE

Yeah.

LAURA

Sally Martin.

LANCE

(offended)

No!

LAURA

Who?

LANCE

Monique Rizzo.

LAURA

The voluptuous brain surgeon.

LANCE

She plays a brain surgeon.

LAURA

I know wardrobe can do wonders, and I haven't seen her with her clothes off, as you have, but I'd say she was voluptuous. Isn't she?

LANCE

Come on, Laura. This isn't fun for me either, you know.

LAURA

How long has it been going on?

LANCE

(putting money on the check)

Three weeks or so.

LAURA

You don't want to talk it over this weekend? We don't have to go away.

LANCE

There's nothing to say, really. You've been great.

(beat)

I've gotta run. Sorry.

He squeezes her limp hand and leaves her staring at her lunch.

INT. CASTING DIRECTOR'S OUTER OFFICE - DAY

At the desk a female RECEPTIONIST hands Laura some pages of script. Laura's eyes are red.

Several other women of the same age, sitting against the wall, glance up from their pages as Laura goes to an empty chair.

The door to the inner office bursts open, disgorging a large formidable-looking man, SAM STRICKLER (early 50's), who makes a beeline for the desk. All the waiting actresses look up.

STRICKLER

(to receptionist)

Have you got any aspirin?

She opens a drawer, pulls out a bottle and hands it to him. Just then her intercom buzzes.

RECEPTIONIST

(into phone)

All right.

(hanging up, calling him back)

Mr. Strickler...

(handing him message slips)

... you've had a couple of calls.

As Strickler takes his messages into a side room:

RECEPTIONIST (CONT'D)

Laura, Helen will see you now.

INT. CASTING DIRECTOR'S INNER OFFICE - DAY

Laura, sitting on the edge of a sofa, looks shaky.

The casting director, HELEN (40's), and an assistant, TAD (20's), sit down opposite.

HELEN

This is Tad. He'll read with you.

I'm sorry the scene wasn't ready yesterday. The director's been rewriting. So take your time the first time through. All right?

LAURA

(huskily)

All right.

Tad reads all his lines in a monotone.

TAD

"Aren't you going to get ready?"

LAURA

(barely audibly)

"For what?"

TAD

"We're going to that league dinner."

LAURA

(lifelessly)

"Oh, no."

TAD

"What do you mean, 'Oh, no?'"

LAURA

"No, I can't. I've had a tough day today. I can't. Really. No."

(sniffling now)

laura (cont’d)

"I can't make conversation with a lot of dumb jocks in warm-up jackets tonight."

TAD

"Am I wearing a warm-up jacket? Those guys are not dumb, and you agreed to this two weeks ago. There'll be other women there, for God's sake, if that's what you're worried about."

LAURA

(hurrying now, but her voice squeaking)

"Why don't you put one tenth of the intelligence you put into softball into finding a job? If you had anything real going on in your life, you wouldn't need me for decoration at the West Side Dullards' Annual Dinner. It's been..."

(inhaling sharply)

"It's been..."

HELEN

Let me stop you for a moment... What you're doing is very interesting, and I don't usually give much direction at a first reading, but I don't think Mavis is really anguished here. I think it's safe to say she even gets some enjoyment out of giving Monroe a hard time.

LAURA

Right. Sorry.

She blows her nose. Helen looks at her watch.

HELEN

Tad, pick it up at "What do you mean, 'Oh, no?'"

TAD

"What do you mean, 'Oh, no?'"

LAURA

(making a great effort)

"No... I can't... I've had a tough day today... I can't... Really... No... I can't make conversation with a lot of dumb jocks tonight."

TAD

"Am I wearing a warm-up jacket? Those guys are not dumb, and you agreed to

tad (cont’d)

this two weeks ago. There'll be other women there, for God's sake, if that's what you're worried about."

LAURA

(loud, forced)

"Why don't you put one tenth of the intelligence you put into softball into finding a job? If you had anything real going on in your life,"

(screeching now as her throat tightens)

"you wouldn't need me for decoration at the West Side Dullards' Annual Dinner!  It's been... six months..."

(choking)

"six months..."

She gasps for breath and covers her eyes with her hand.

LAURA (cont'd)

I'm sorry.

CUT TO:

OUTER OFFICE

Laura crosses the room on her way out. Behind her, Strickler comes out of the side room and goes to the inner office.

CUT TO:

INNER OFFICE

STRICKLER

Have I missed anything?

HELEN

No.

INT. LAURA'S APARTMENT - DAY

Laura in sweat clothes, and Maureen in business clothes are sitting at the kitchen table, on which there's a bottle of vodka. Laura is drinking the vodka. Maureen is having a beer.

There are two identical cardboard boxes stacked on a chair by the table. The top one is open, revealing a layer of half a dozen tea cups separated like Christmas tree bulbs by cardboard dividers.

LAURA

Tina says no. Helen's seeing a lot of people, and unless Strickler hates them all, she probably won't call me back.

MAUREEN

Oh, God.

LAURA

But after I talked with Tina I realized I wasn't sad anymore. I was too mad to be. So I did sixty sit-ups and went running for an hour. But I was still mad.

(indicating the boxes)

So I went to the Pottery Barn on the way home. When I think...

(grabbing a cup from the box)

... that I was so infatuated with that air-headed Adonis that I blew my chance at a movie...

She stands up and hurls the cup against the brick wall in the next room. It breaks with a pleasing crash, and the pieces join many others on the floor.

LAURA (cont'd)

... when I think of how unprofessional I was...

(grabbing another cup, throwing, smashing)

... sitting there whimpering like a schoolgirl in the principal's office when I was supposed to be the steeliest bitch in New York...

(sitting back down)

... I get really mad.

She downs her drink.

LAURA (cont'd)

I'm considering a visit to the North Pole.

MAUREEN

Why's that?

LAURA

I'm burning up, and it's cold there. I wouldn't run into anybody I know, and I could attack a walrus whenever I needed to.

MAUREEN

Why a walrus?

LAURA

I could pummel it for hours and it would just sit there and take it.

MAUREEN

It might not even notice.

LAURA

Yeah, that would take some of the fun out of it.

MAUREEN

I've got a better idea.

LAURA

It must be pretty good.

MAUREEN

It is. I talked with my mother last night and she said one of my aunts and her husband are opening this small hotel in the Berkshires.

LAURA

(with no enthusiasm)

Uh huh.

EXT. ROOF OF LAURA'S BUILDING - A LITTLE LATER

Laura and Maureen, with their drinks, are leaning on the parapet, from which there's a dreary view of tenement rooftops.

MAUREEN

It would cost you almost nothing.

LAURA

Why are they being so generous on Memorial Day weekend?

MAUREEN

The place was closed for a while. They probably need the business. You got me thinking the other night. It's spring, for God's sake. I want to see some trees. I'm borrowing a car and at noon on Friday I'm out of here.

LAURA

I don't think I'd be much fun, Mo.

MAUREEN

You wouldn't have to be. It would just be nice to spend some time together. They also have a couple of tennis

maureen (cont’d)

courts. You could let off steam that way.

LAURA

I don't know, Mo.

MAUREEN

A minute ago you were considering the North Pole. Why not try the Berkshires first? You'll get a change of scene, but you won't need a new wardrobe.

EXT. COUNTRY INN - DAY - ESTABLISHING

A small old hotel of white clapboard, with two stories and a long front porch with rocking chairs on it.

Attached to one side is a tavern with its own, smaller porch.

A large lawn slopes down to the two-lane blacktop in front.

ANOTHER ANGLE

At the bottom of the driveway two wooden signs hang from a post. The one on top reads, The Mopectoe Inn; the other, Early Settler Tavern.

INT. INN'S LOBBY - DAY - ESTABLISHING

Nobody in sight. Behind the reception desk is an office with an open door.

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.)

Felix wants us to fix the oven flu.

MAN'S VOICE (O.S.)

If we fixed everything, we wouldn't open till December.

INT. INN'S OFFICE - DAY

A small room with two desks and several stacks of cardboard filing boxes jammed into it.

The voices belong to JOY FRAMMUS (50's), who's opening a sealed packing box; and MELVIN FRAMMUS (50's), who's opening bills.

FRAMMUS

If he didn't use so much oil, he wouldn't make so much smoke.

Joy pulls a bumper sticker out of the box.

JOY

Mel, they look wonderful. They did a great job.

She hands the sticker to Frammus. It reads, MOPECTOE IS FOR LOVERS (with a heart in the middle).

FRAMMUS

(sourly)

Cute as can be.

JOY

Maybe I should've had them say, "Mopectoe is for cranks."

INT. DINING ROOM - DAY

Frammus is alone in the room, eating at a table near the kitchen. Joy joins him and helps herself to macaroni salad.

JOY

Maureen's bringing a friend. I told her the other day she could bring one for free.

FRAMMUS

What?!

JOY

She's my sister's stepdaughter. I want to do her a favor.

FRAMMUS

If I remember correctly, the stepdaughter is already getting a room at half price.

JOY

We're also building a business, Mel. I'm sure both these young women have lots of friends in New York who go away on weekends. Look at that place over in Sheffield. The place is crammed with young people from New York. Where's Mother?

FRAMMUS

Haven't the foggiest.

JOY

Here she is.

FRIEDA (late 70's) comes in from the lobby and sits down. She wears thick glasses.

FRIEDA

I got lost in those back hallways and came out in the parking lot again.

FRAMMUS

One can get to the dining room from upstairs without going through the parking lot. It's been done.

FRIEDA

(looking around)

Aren't you open for lunch today?

FRAMMUS

Nobody's here yet.

JOY

(to Frieda)

Luckily we don't have to. It gives Felix more time to get used to the kitchen.

FRIEDA

(starting to eat)

It smells smoky.

JOY

The macaroni?

FRIEDA

No.

Frammus jumps up, dropping his napkin on Frieda's plate, and rushes into the kitchen.

FRIEDA (CONT'D)

(lifting the napkin off her macaroni)

He always was a self-panicker.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

As Frammus rushes in, the cook (FELIX) is throwing baking soda on a fire in a large skillet. His young kitchen helper stands by, repressing a grin.

FRAMMUS

(to Felix)

Take it outside!  Take it out to the patio!

INT. OFFICE - DAY

Frammus is on the phone. Joy stands over Frieda, who's sitting at a desk with a pile of bills on it.

FRAMMUS

(into the phone)

I don't want you to do anything with the flu... I know you don't...

JOY

(to Frieda)

Just put them in chronological order. That'll be a big help.

FRAMMUS

(into the phone)

The point is there was a hell of a lot of smoke and the alarm didn't go off... Did not go off...

FRIEDA

(holding a bill up to her face)

Electricity is high out here.

Frammus scowls at Frieda.

FRAMMUS

(into the phone)

I'm well aware of that. In fact

it's our first big weekend. So I'd really appreciate it if you'd come out and look at it.

FRIEDA

Just look at this insurance. My, my...

FRAMMUS

(into the phone)

That's right. He died two years ago. I'm his son... All right.

He hangs up.

JOY

Mel, You've got to do something about these boxes. You don't need your father's old records every day of your life.

FRAMMUS

(going out to the front desk)

Didn't somebody else call?

JOY

Peck. Party of two.

FRAMMUS

(looking in the reservation book)

frammus (cont’d)

Clayborn Peck isn't a relative of yours, is he?

JOY

Give me a break, Mel.

INT. CLAYBORN'S CAR/SCENIC PARKWAY - DAY - TRAVELLING

HARRY HINSDORF (30's) is driving a cheap tub from Detroit, twenty years old.

Next to him Clayborn takes a hiker's trail map from a pile of them on the dashboard.

CLAYBORN

The woman at this place has a funny name.

HARRY

Funnier than Clayborn Pecker?

CLAYBORN

We're all born of clay, Hinsdork. My  name was given to me in recognition of the fact. But you may not yet grasp the idea of our common humanity. Her name is Joy Frammus.

HARRY

I had a teacher in high school named Frammus. Grouchy bastard.

CLAYBORN

(looking at map)

Oh, here's that great view I've heard about. How could you grow up in the area and not know where to hike?

HARRY

I did other things in high school.

CLAYBORN

I can imagine what you did in high school.

HARRY

Well, I haven't done it lately.

CLAYBORN

Ah ha!  No wonder you've been so cranky. When did you and what's-her-name stop seeing each other? It must have been two months ago. My God!  I'll bet your hair's falling out. I'll

clayborn (cont’d)

bet your gums are bleeding. Let me see.

Clayborn leans toward him, squinting at his mouth.

HARRY

You really think I'm a primitive sensualist, don't you.

Clayborn laughs joyfully.

CLAYBORN

That's a very good way to put it, Harry. Have you been reading again?

HARRY

What are you so damned cheerful about? I liked your routine better the last time we did something like this.

CLAYBORN

What do you mean?

HARRY

Last fall when we went to the Catskills. You were clinically depressed. You'd talked with some goddess at a party for five minutes and took it personally that she wasn't available. You hardly said a word the whole weekend. You were much better company.

CLAYBORN

Then it's unfortunate for you that I'm over that, and that I'm so happy to be out of the city... The traffic isn't too bad here, is it? At the rate you're driving, there should be time for a little tennis this afternoon.

HARRY

This car handles like a waterbed.

CLAYBORN

We're lucky I could get it, groucho. By the way, though, if we don't get it back by three o'clock on Monday, God knows when he'll let me have it again,  which would be disastrous. Summer is approaching. You may have noticed.

HARRY

What's his problem?

CLAYBORN

I don't know. All my uncles are strange. He may not even need it,  but I was two hours late a couple of years ago and he wouldn't let me have it for six months.

Harry slumps down and puts his hands up on the wheel like a chimpanzee.

HARRY

Is he one of those old guys who can barely see over the dashboard?

CLAYBORN

Yes.

HARRY

I'm getting hungry.

CLAYBORN

Yeah, I am too.

EXT. REST STOP - DAY

Gas station and convenience store. Harry pulls the car up to a cinderblock wall with two doors to rest rooms. Clayborn opens his door a crack.

CLAYBORN

Last one in buys the food.

But he's forgotten the seat belt across his waist, and as he lunges sideways, he comes up hard against it.

CLAYBORN (cont'd)

Damn it!

Harry is out in a flash and is first through the door of the men's room.

As the door closes on Clayborn, Laura and Maureen come out of the women's room next to it.

They get in a car parked next to Clayborn's and pull out.

INT. MAUREEN'S CAR - DAY - TRAVELLING

MAUREEN

You'll like Joy. She's a lot of fun.

LAURA

Joy?

MAUREEN

My aunt.

LAURA

Oh.

MAUREEN

Nobody knows why she married Melvin. My mother says he must have slipped her some sort of drug when he proposed to her, and then once more on the day of the wedding. He used to be a chemistry teacher, and she says he could have made some concoction himself. I remember visiting them once at Christmas time when I was a kid. He'd sprayed their Christmas tree with some fire-proof stuff he'd made, and it smelled so bad nobody would go in the living room. We spent the whole afternoon bumping into each other in the kitchen.

Maureen chuckles. Laura smiles politely, and returns to staring morosely out the window.

INT. CLAYBORN'S CAR/REST STOP - DAY

Clayborn and Harry get back in their car. It doesn't start.

HARRY

Your uncle takes beautiful care of this thing. I can see why he hates to let anyone borrow it.

He tries again, the car starts, and they pull away.

INT. MAUREEN'S CAR - DAY - TRAVELLING

LAURA

You never really liked him, did you?

MAUREEN

Who? Lance?

LAURA

Yeah.

MAUREEN

Not really.

laURA

Why have I been so stupid?

mAUREEN

We're all suckers for beauty, even brainy people like you.

INT. INN'S KITCHEN - DAY

As Frammus watches, a man in work clothes (ALARM MAN) stuffs a tangle of wires back into a metal box on the wall.

ALARM MAN

This'll do for now, but you really oughta have a lot of this rewired. When they're this old, you never know. They had one over at The Blue Spruce that went off for no reason at all.

FRAMMUS

Great. How much would it cost me?

ALARM MAN

Off the top of my head? Maybe fifteen hundred. Maybe two thousand. I don't know. Maybe three. A lot of it's the labor in these situations, you know.

FRAMMUS

I'm sure it is.

ALARM MAN

By the way, I'm on the parade committee for the Fourth of July. How about putting an ad in the program?

FRAMMUS

Let me think about it.

ALARM MAN

Your father used to.

FRAMMUS

Uh huh.

INT. INN'S LOBBY - DAY

Maureen and Laura are being checked in by Frammus.

MAUREEN

You may not remember me. I was pretty young then.

FRAMMUS

No, I'm afraid I don't.

MAUREEN

I don't know my license plate number off hand. Do you really need it?

FRAMMUS

It would be better for us to have it now. You might forget to bring it in and I might not be able to find you.

MAUREEN

Laura, you can just go to the room and I'll meet you there.

(to Frammus)

Will that be all right?

FRAMMUS

Yes, that will be all right.

EXT. PARKING AREA BEHIND INN - DAY

Maureen scribbles her license plate's number on a scrap of paper and heads toward the rear entrance as Harry and Clayborn are doing the same.

HARRY

New York plates, I see. Up from the city?

MAUREEN

Yes.

HARRY

We are too. I'm glad we left early. Quite a haul.

MAUREEN

Yes, it is.

INT. INN'S LOBBY - DAY

Maureen hands her completed form to Frammus, and smiles at Harry and Clayborn as she heads for the stairs.

HARRY

(to Maureen)

See you.

FRAMMUS

Well, Hinsdorf, what are you up to these days?

HARRY

Hello, Mr. Frammus.

CLAYBORN

I'm Peck.

FRAMMUS

Ah, yes.

As Clayborn fills out the registration form:

HARRY

I'm living in New York, working for a book publisher.

FRAMMUS

I didn't know you had much interest in books.

HARRY

I just sell them. Clayborn here does the reading. I didn't know you'd become an innkeeper.

FRAMMUS

Well, stranger things have been known to happen.

HARRY

Not many, I'll bet.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Clayborn and Harry carrying their luggage.

CLAYBORN

I've seen more touching reunions of student and teacher.

HARRY

When I started dating his pet student her grades went down.

CLAYBORN

Ah ha.

HARRY

Attractive woman down there.

CLAYBORN

I guess she was.

INT. LAURA'S AND MAUREEN'S ROOM - DAY

LAURA

Feel like tennis?

MAUREEN

I think I'd rather have a drink and relax first, after all that driving. Do you mind?

LAURA

Maureen, it's certainly not for me to set your schedule here.

INT. CLAYBORN'S AND HARRY'S ROOM - DAY

Clayborn stands at the window, looking out.

CLAYBORN

This is good, Harry. In fact, this is one of my favorite moments in life. I've just arrived at some nice place in the country, a friend's house or a cozy inn. It's blissfully quiet, it's beautiful, it's comforting, and I have the whole weekend still ahead of me. It's a moment full of sweet expectation, Harry.

HARRY

I'm still wound up from driving.

CLAYBORN

(picking up a tennis shirt)

Some tennis would fix that.

HARRY

Right now I'd rather have a drink.

CLAYBORN

That sounds good, too.

(playfully throwing the shirt at him)

I'm as easy as a man can be.

INT. TAVERN - DAY

At the bar, Clayborn and Harry are alone with the bartender, EDDIE (60's).

EDDIE

Yeah, I stayed open. But it was hard. If I was nearer the road, it'd be different. I need the inn's business. I'm praying they do okay. How'd you hear about the place?

Maureen and Laura come in.

CLAYBORN

(reaching for his glass)

I read an article in...

Seeing Laura, his hand twitches and he drops the glass on the bar.

CLAYBORN (cont'd)

Sorry.

EDDIE

(mopping up)

Don't worry about it.

HARRY

Hello. Come join us. My friend is through wetting down the bar.

MAUREEN

(glancing uncertainly at Laura)

Well, we...

Laura makes no sign.

MAUREEN (cont'd)

... were just going to have a quick one before tennis.

HARRY

(sliding out two stools)

That's just what we were doing.

Eddie is now looking at the women expectantly.

They sit down and order.

HARRY (CONT'D)

I'm Harry and this is Clayborn.

MAUREEN

I'm Maureen and this is Laura.

LAURA

(perfunctorily)

Hi.

CLAYBORN

(almost inaudibly)

Hi.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Clayborn and Harry walking to their room.

HARRY

That's the one?

CLAYBORN

Yes.

HARRY

Really?

CLAYBORN

(trying to unlock door)

No. I'm making it up.

HARRY

Clay, that's the car key.

INT. LAURA'S AND MAUREEN'S ROOM - DAY

LAURA

No, it's all right. It's just that I don't much feel like socializing.

MAUREEN

I'm sorry. I thought telling them we were going to play would give us an out if we needed one. I didn't think they'd ask us to play. But you did want to play earlier, and I couldn't see your reaction. Why didn't you say something?

LAURA

Like what?

MAUREEN

You could've said you'd been looking forward to our playing singles together, we hadn't played in a long time, blah blah, and hoped they wouldn't mind.

LAURA

I guess my brain's not working.

INT. CLAYBORN'S AND HARRY'S ROOM - DAY

Clayborn and Harry changing into tennis clothes.

HARRY

Well, she's not hard to look at.

CLAYBORN

No.

Clayborn has put his tennis shorts on backwards, and has to step out of them and put them on again.

HARRY

Not very chummy, though.

CLAYBORN

You noticed that.

HARRY

You didn't spill a drink on her that time, did you?

CLAYBORN

No.

HARRY

Actually, she didn't seem to recognize you.

CLAYBORN

No, she didn't, did she.

EXT. TENNIS COURTS - DAY

There are two concrete courts side by side, with weeds growing in the cracks of the surface. At one court, as Harry and Maureen begin to warm up:

HARRY

I've played on grass, but never on weeds before.

CLAYBORN AND LAURA

by the other court as Clayborn opens a can of balls.

CLAYBORN

Nice to see you again.

LAURA

(with a strained smile)

Thanks.

HARRY AND MAUREEN

rallying competently.

SERIES OF SHOTS - CLAYBORN AND LAURA

Laura plays furiously, but seldom hits the ball fair. When she does, Clayborn is so surprised, and so disconcerted by its velocity, that he fails to return it.

He's winning, but looks like a man hanging on for dear life.

Laura and Clayborn don't speak, except to mutter the score when serving. But in the b.g., Harry and Maureen happily shout compliments, such as "Good get," and "Nice shot!"

CLAYBORN

about to serve.

CLAYBORN

Set point.

LAURA

blasting his serve over the backstop.

CLAYBORN

heaving a sigh of relief.

MAUREEN (O.S.)

Oh, pretty shot.

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Joy is visiting with Maureen and Laura as they eat.

JOY

Mel wanted to leave teaching and be his own boss, and I wanted to be around more people. Sure, we've got problems. Who doesn't? We've got a new staff and a lot of old machinery and what-not, and Mel's worried about  money. Anyway, he wasn't exactly thrilled when he inherited the place, but I said, "Mel, whatever aggravation you'll have will be nothing compared with what you've had at the school all these years. You're going to be dealing with adults, not teenagers." Of course he isn't really cut out for dealing with the public, but he isn't really cut out for dealing with anybody. So I figured we shouldn't let that stop us.

MAUREEN

(laughing)

Joy, it's good to see you.

JOY

I'll bet you haven't seen my mother in a long time. She's visiting for a couple of weeks.

HARRY AND CLAYBORN

across the room. Harry is eating heartily. Clayborn is not.

A cute waitress, MARILEE (early 20's), comes up.

MARILEE

(looking at Clayborn's plate)

Is everything all right?

CLAYBORN

Fine, thank you. I'm just slow.

HARRY

Fine, thanks, Marilee.

She gives them a nice smile and leaves.

HARRY (CONT'D)

Are you all right?

CLAYBORN

Yeah. Nervous stomach.

HARRY

Look, maybe she's shy. Maybe she's not feeling well. Maybe she heard some bad news today.

CLAYBORN

That would be a shame.

HARRY

Why all the resentment? You don't really even know her.

CLAYBORN

Because I don't like having my face pushed up against the window, my nose squashed against it and my breath fogging up the glass when I can't have what's on the other side!

HARRY

I understand how she might make you a little nervous, but you're always so damned choosey, and then when you see someone you want, you don't do anything about it. I thought she had a boyfriend.

CLAYBORN

Yes. An arrogant prick. Does that tell you anything about her?

HARRY

Then why are you so upset? What do you care how she feels about you?

CLAYBORN

Listen to Mister Rationality here.

HARRY

Well, where is the boyfriend, anyway?

CLAYBORN

You're asking me?

HARRY

You have an opportunity here, Clay.

CLAYBORN

I don't think she'd ever be without a boyfriend for long. And if she found herself between boyfriends for ten minutes, I rather doubt that I'd be considered a promising candidate. Did you get the impression that she was enraptured by my company? Why don't you have a try?

HARRY

I like the other one. In fact I'm meeting her in the bar later.

CLAYBORN

I'm shocked.

HARRY

Ask our waitress to have a drink with you. Goddess, waitress--what the hell.

CLAYBORN

Are they going to be here the whole weekend?

HARRY

Yes. I hope you're not thinking of leaving.

CLAYBORN

There's no place to go. I'll be damned if I'll go back to the city. But I have not come here to have my insides torn out.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - NIGHT

Laura comes out, sits down, crosses her legs, opens a book on her lap, grimly folds her arms across her chest and starts reading.

Clayborn comes out, also with a book, sees her, and goes back inside. She doesn't look up.

INT. TAVERN - NIGHT

Frieda is sitting at a table near the bar with a cocktail in front of her. She's working on a book of crossword puzzles. As Harry turns from the bar with two bottles of beer, she beckons him over. He bends down to hear her.

MAUREEN

across the room, as Harry joins her with the beers, which the used glasses on the table tell us are not their first.

MAUREEN

You should have a beautiful day for your hike tomorrow. Are you going to be out all day?

INT. CLAYBORN'S AND HARRY'S ROOM - NIGHT

Clayborn is in bed with a book. Harry is getting ready for bed.

HARRY

Now, I know what you said. But since then you may have had a little chat with Laura...

CLAYBORN

I haven't.

HARRY

Well, it occurred to me that it would be fun if they came along tomorrow.

CLAYBORN

You didn't ask them.

HARRY

Not exactly. We just thought...

CLAYBORN

Who are "we"?

HARRY

Maureen and I. I didn't speak for you. We just thought it would be fun, and I said I'd speak to you. She doesn't know about Laura and she didn't feel she could say yes for herself without checking with her first. Maybe Laura wouldn't want to go anyway. If she did, I thought it might be a good opportunity for you to get to know her without any pressure.

CLAYBORN

Harry, have I failed to make myself clear in this matter? Has there been some ambiguity in my utterances on the subject?

HARRY

No. I know...

CLAYBORN

Perhaps you suffer not only from excessive horniness, but also from excessive ear wax. I've got some Q-tips with me--I'd say roughly a hundred of them. Please feel free, at any time, to use every one of them if necessary.

HARRY

Would you object to Maureen's coming along if Laura didn't?

CLAYBORN

No, I guess not. But if you want to go off alone with her, that's fine. I know your needs. I can go by myself. There's more than one trail out there.

HARRY

You really wouldn't mind.

CLAYBORN

It would be perfectly all right, believe me.

HARRY

Well, I'll find out at breakfast what the story is. If Laura doesn't want to go, Maureen may not either.

CLAYBORN

You didn't say I was avoiding anybody.

HARRY

No. I just said you don't usually like to hike in groups.

CLAYBORN

That must have sounded a bit odd.

HARRY

She did ask what I meant by a group. I said, "more than two." She asked if you were a little eccentric.

CLAYBORN

What'd you say?

HARRY

I said, "A little eccentric?"

CLAYBORN

Have you ever considered a career in diplomacy? I mean at the highest level, where just a word or two can mean the difference between peace or war.

HARRY

You don't think you're eccentric?

INT. LAURA'S AND MAUREEN'S ROOM - NIGHT

Laura is in bed with a book. Maureen is getting ready for bed.

MAUREEN

It's supposed to be a beautiful day, and he says there are some really great views. I know what you said, and I didn't think you'd want to, but I thought I'd suggest it in case you might like the fresh air and exercise... though I doubt there'd be any walruses.

Maureen looks at her to see her reaction, and Laura manages a weak smile.

FADE TO:

INT. CLAYBORN'S AND HARRY'S ROOM - DAY

Harry is about to leave the room. Clayborn isn't fully dressed yet.

CLAYBORN

Just try not to make it sound too phoney, all right?

HARRY

Yeah, but it's a little tricky. If she says, before I say anything, that Laura wants to come, I can say that you don't want to hike in a group and we've decided to go alone. And if she says, before I say anything, that Laura won't come, I can say you're willing, and then the three of us can go. The thing is I can't speak first. I can't say you're willing if Laura doesn't come, but you're not if she does.

CLAYBORN

Don't say anything about groups. Just say I don't feel like hiking today. No, don't say that. They might see me coming back later. Just say I'd rather be on my own today, okay?

HARRY

(heading for the door)

Right.

CLAYBORN

But let me know what she says. I don't want to be flying blind down there.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Harry joins Maureen.

          HARRY                    MAUREEN



   What'd she say?         What'd he say?

MAUREEN

Go ahead.

HARRY

No, you. Please.

MAUREEN

No. I interrupted you.

HARRY

No, no. Please. Please...

MAUREEN

She'll come.

INT. LOBBY - DAY

As Harry and Maureen head for the dining room:

MAUREEN

You're sure? We don't want to interfere.

HARRY

No, he loves being off by himself, communing with nature, you know.

INT. DINING ROOM - DAY

Breakfast consists of coffee and rolls, and the guests serve themselves. Clayborn enters and goes to the buffet table. Harry is standing by Maureen's and Laura's table.

Catching Harry's eye, Clayborn raises his eyebrows questioningly. But Harry just smiles and goes on talking.

As Clayborn comes up to them:

MAUREEN

Clayborn, I hope this is all right.

He glances at Harry with barely suppressed panic.

HARRY

She's worried about interfering.

CLAYBORN

(still at sea)

Oh?

MAUREEN

We certainly don't want you to alter your plans.

CLAYBORN

Ah... No, it's just the way I'm feeling today.

(joking nervously)

A little of Harry's company goes a long way.

LAURA

(to all)

Actually, I think I'll just hang out by myself after all. Thank you for the invitation, though.

(to Maureen)

I hope you don't mind.

EXT. PARKING AREA BEHIND INN - DAY

Clayborn throws his knapsack in his car and gets behind the wheel.

INT./EXT. CLAYBORN'S CAR/ROAD IN FRONT - DAY

Clayborn stops at the bottom of the driveway. On his right he sees Laura walking down the road and away from him. Still walking, she turns and sees him.

He turns left. A car passes him from the opposite direction. In the rear view mirror he sees that she's trying to thumb a ride. The other car doesn't stop.

CLAYBORN

Damn it!

Slowing down, he sees that she's again walking down the road.

CLAYBORN (cont'd)

God damn it!

He makes an angry U-turn.

CUT TO:

CLAYBORN

pulling up to her, leaning over and opening the passenger's door.

LAURA

There's no need for you to go out of your way. I'm fine.

CLAYBORN

That's all right. Please get in. Please. You shouldn't be hitching. It isn't safe. Please let me drop you off.

LAURA

I'm fine, really. Thanks anyway.

CLAYBORN

It's a very bad idea. Please.

She looks up the highway. There isn't a car in sight. She gets in.

INT. CLAYBORN'S CAR - DAY - TRAVELLING

CLAYBORN

Where are you going?

LAURA

Into town.

CLAYBORN

Okay. Listen, I know I'm not your father and we hardly know each other. But you shouldn't be hitching.

LAURA

It looks like lovely peaceful country to me.

CLAYBORN

And especially with the way you look.

LAURA

You mean wearing shorts?

CLAYBORN

And everything else.

LAURA

What else?

CLAYBORN

I don't mean just what you're wearing. You could be wearing an overcoat and a fright wig and you'd still... attract the wrong kind of attention if there were any around.

Silence. He glances at her. She's staring crossly out the side window.

She glances at him, and he's staring grimly through the windshield.

LAURA

Sorry to take you out of your way.

CLAYBORN

I have to pick up a sandwich somewhere anyway.

Silence.

CLAYBORN (cont'd)

Do you have enough money with you to take a cab back?

lAURA

Yes.

And more silence.

INT./EXT. CLAYBORN'S CAR/TOWN OF MOPECTOE - DAY

A very small New England town. As Clayborn pulls up at a curb:

CLAYBORN

Please take a cab back.

LAURA

(getting out)

I'll be all right. Thanks.

As he drives off:

CLAYBORN

(to the air)

What do you use for brains, Ms. Schofield?

CUT TO:

CLAYBORN

stopping at a stop sign. The engine dies.

CLAYBORN

Damn it!

After two attempts, he gets it going again.

EXT. FUNKY GAS STATION - DAY

Clayborn and a GAS STATION ATTENDANT come out of the bay.

GAS STATION ATTENDANT

Like I say, I'm short-handed.

CLAYBORN

All right. I'll come back in a couple of hours.

EXT. TOWN OF MOPECTOE - DAY - SERIES OF SHOTS

Laura strolling around, glancing in store windows, gazing at houses. INTERCUT with similar shots of Clayborn.

CUT TO:

EXT. SMALL FORMER MOVIE THEATRE - DAY

Laura stops to look at a poster advertising the upcoming theatrical production of The Mopectoe Players.

CUT TO:

EXT. OLD LIBRARY - DAY

Clayborn stops to look at this old stone building covered with ivy.

INT. OLD LIBRARY - DAY

Clayborn enters. This is a quiet cozy sanctuary.

He nods to an old lady librarian behind the desk, who smiles in return; then strolls down an aisle between head-high shelves toward an inviting view of lawn and trees beyond a pair of open French doors.

Passing a large stuffed arm chair facing the French doors, he is startled by the sight of Laura asleep in the chair. Her mouth is open and she's snoring slightly. There's a library book spread across her stomach.

Clayborn looks at her for a long moment, then bends down to read the cover of the book: "The Masks of God: Creative Mythology". He straightens up and walks softly away.

INT./EXT. FUNKY GAS STATION - DAY

As Clayborn signs a credit card slip in the office:

GAS STATION ATTENDANT

But if it ain't the carburetor, I don't know. Next week I'll have some help.

OUTSIDE

Clayborn, about to get into his car, sees Laura walking down the sidewalk on the other side of the street.

CLAYBORN

(calling to her)

I had some car trouble. I'm going back toward the inn anyway. If you're going back, let me give you a lift.

She hesitates, then moves toward him.

INT. CLAYBORN'S CAR/TOWN OF MOPECTOE - DAY - TRAVELLING

CLAYBORN

I'll only be a minute. Can I get you anything?

LAURA

No, thanks.

He pulls over in front of a row of stores.

INT. DRUG STORE - DAY

On the counter next to the cash register Clayborn puts down a bottle of Mylanta and one of Kaopectate.

EXT. SANDWICH SHOP - DAY

As Clayborn comes out, Frieda is standing on the sidewalk by his car.

FRIEDA

Excuse me, young man. I'm looking for a green Japanese car. Have you seen one around here?

CLAYBORN

You mean parked?

FRIEDA

Yes.

CLAYBORN

Well, I haven't really been looking.

Joy comes up with a bag of groceries.

JOY

(to Frieda)

I thought you were going to stay in the car.

(to Clayborn)

Hello, Mr. Peck.

CLAYBORN

Hello.

FRIEDA

I changed my mind. But where is it?

JOY

You've got me. But the car's over there. Hello, Laura.

LAURA

Hello.

FRIEDA

That isn't a green car.

JOY

That was the old one. We've had this for three years now.

INT. CLAYBORN'S CAR - DAY - TRAVELLING

Silence. Suddenly Laura exhales through her nose in a sort of sneeze of amusement. Clayborn looks at her inquiringly.

LAURA

"That isn't a green car."

CLAYBORN

I guess that's Mrs. Frammus's mother.

LAURA

Yeah. Joy had Maureen and me say hello to her last night. Later, when Maureen and your friend were in the bar, she asked him who the person was he was sitting with. She thought Maureen looked familiar.

Something comes out of her that sounds like a strangled chuckle.

LAURA (cont'd)

I haven't laughed for a week.

CLAYBORN

So that's what that was.

In spite of her resistance, this makes her smile.

CLAYBORN (cont'd)

Had a rough one?

LAURA

Not the best.

CLAYBORN

Do you like old libraries?

LAURA

(surprised)

Yes. Why do you ask?

CLAYBORN

There's a nice one in town I went into while the car was at the garage.

LAURA

Yes. I went in there myself. It's a gem.

CLAYBORN

It was sitting in places like that when I was a kid, with the sun coming in, lighting up the dust in the air, and that smell of old books in my nose that first got me interested in publishing. Now I work in a sterile building for a huge corporation, where hardly anybody knows enough about good writing to do good editing, and you aren't given enough time to do it anyway.

LAURA

Even simple proofreading isn't done much any more.

CLAYBORN

Yes!

LAURA

You can just let me out here.

He pulls over opposite the inn's driveway.

LAURA

Sorry I was so ungracious this morning.

(getting out quickly)

Thanks again.

CLAYBORN

Sure.

As he pulls out:

CLAYBORN

(sighing)

Sure.

INT. INN'S LOBBY - DAY

It's empty for a moment. Then Sam Stickler enters from the rear. He drops his suitcase and bangs the bell on the desk. He pulls a registration form toward him, bangs the bell again, and starts impatiently filling out the form.

He puts the pen down, turns around, and sees the lobby's entrance to the tavern.

INT. TAVERN - DAY

EDDIE

(to Strickler)

They've gotta be around somewhere. Ring the bell.

STRICKLER

(grimly, leaving)

Right.

INT. LOBBY - DAY

Strickler returns to find Frammus behind the desk, looking at the registration form.

FRAMMUS

You shouldn't leave your luggage unattended, sir. We can't be responsible for it if you do.

STRICKLER

You shouldn't leave your desk unattended. I can't check in if you do.

FRAMMUS

I'm going to need your license plate number.

STRICKLER

I don't know it. The car's rented.

FRAMMUS

It's probably on the key.

STRICKLER

(looking at it)

Nope.

FRAMMUS

Well, we'd appreciate it if you'd go out and get it for us.

STRICKLER

Now?

FRAMMUS

Yes, sir.

STRICKLER

What's so important about the number of my license plate? Are you running a lottery?

FRAMMUS

It's standard procedure, sir.

STRICKLER

Why so?

FRAMMUS

We never know when we might have to identify a guest's car for some reason.

STRICKLER

You mean if someone else had a car identical to mine and a tree fell on one of them, you'd want to make sure that only the right person was notified. You wouldn't want to alarm the person whose car wasn't crushed.

FRAMMUS

You never know, sir.

STRICKLER

I see. Now, if I leave my suitcase here, will it be perfectly safe?

FRAMMUS

If you're only going to be gone a few minutes.

As Strickler leaves, Frammus watches him malevolently.

EXT. FRONT OF INN - DAY

Laura walks moodily up the lawn.

INT. LOBBY - DAY

Joy is alone at the desk. Laura comes in from the front as Strickler returns from the rear. Seeing him, she stops, startled, then veers off to the side.

She sits down in one of the lounge chairs across from the desk and picks up a magazine.

STRICKLER

(giving Joy a scrap of paper)

Here's the number the man wanted.

JOY

Oh... It isn't really necessary, but thank you... We're not as far from New York as you might think, are we?

STRICKLER

Further, I'd say.

JOY

May I ask you how you heard about us?

STRICKLER

(wearily)

The New York Times.

JOY

(taking his credit card)

It must have been that article on the Berkshires in the spring. Well, there's certainly lots to do in the area.

STRICKLER

All I need, actually, are peace and quiet.

JOY

It's very quiet here. My husband won't even allow a juke box in the tavern.

STRICKLER

Excellent. May I have my key?

JOY

Oh, I'm sorry. Room two at the top of the stairs.

As Strickler heads for the stairs, he glances at Laura without recognition.

JOY

(to Laura)

Are you waiting for someone, honey?

LAURA

No. Thanks.

She gets up and crosses to the pay phone, which is on the wall, near the desk.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Maureen and Harry part at her door. As he walks down to his room:

HARRY)

(singing softly)

"There's a small hotel




   with a wishing well.




   I wish that we were there...




   together."

INT. LAURA'S AND MAUREEN'S ROOM - DAY

MAUREEN

Oh, my God!  What luck.

LAURA

I don't know what to do about it yet.

MAUREEN

What do you mean?

LAURA

I can't just waltz up to him and tell him I blew my audition and ask him for another chance.

MAUREEN

Why not?

LAURA

He'd just think I was another pushy actress taking advantage of an opportunity to corner him. Either that or a pitiful one, which would be just as bad. He wouldn't care why I screwed up.

MAUREEN

Well, it should be pretty easy for you to fascinate him.

LAURA

Come on, Mo.

MAUREEN

What?

LAURA

You're always assuming that I'm simply irresistible.

MAUREEN

Well, you are to most people.

LAURA

That's not the impression I've been getting lately.

MAUREEN

Oh, Laura. Forget all that. You could charm the pants off him. Sorry--you could charm him, and tell him you messed up because of unusual circumstances.

LAURA

But you see the part doesn't call for charm. Even if I did charm him, he wouldn't know I was right for the part. So unless he thought he was going to get something else out of it he'd still have no reason to make an exception.

INT. CLAYBORN'S AND HARRY'S ROOM - DAY

Harry is laughing.

CLAYBORN

I'll say this, though. If I hadn't gone into town, I might be ten miles away right now, trying to hitch a ride myself.

HARRY

Well, you look like you've survived all right. You don't look like a man who's been bitten by a she-wolf in short-shorts.

CLAYBORN

She was quite subdued, actually. She's sad about something.

HARRY

This sounds like sympathy, Claghorn.

No comment.

HARRY (CONT'D)

Well, I'm not supposed to know. So obviously you're not either. But she recently broke up with her boyfriend.

CLAYBORN

If he's the one I met, she doesn't deserve any sympathy. She ought to be kicking up her heels... Aren't you playing tennis?

HARRY

Not till later. She thinks she ought to spend some time with her friend... comforting her in her sorrow, I guess.

CLAYBORN

Did you actually do any hiking today?

HARRY

Some.

INT. LAURA'S AND MAUREEN'S ROOM - DAY

MAUREEN

You should've seen this place. A hundred years ago there was a big hotel there. You could see halfway across the state.

LAURA

Great.

MAUREEN

Did you just hang around, reading or something?

LAURA

I went into town for a while.

MAUREEN

Really. Did Joy take you in?

LAURA

I got a ride with Clayborn.

MAUREEN

Oh. How'd you get back?

LAURA

The same way.

MAUREEN

You mean you spent the day together?

LAURA

No, no. We just happened to be going the same way at the same time.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

As Maureen and Laura head for the stairs:

MAUREEN

Well, you must've gotten to know him a little. Would you like to have dinner with them?

LAURA

No, thanks, Mo. I'm not ready for that.

INT. DINING ROOM - DAY

Laura and Maureen at dinner. In the b.g., Strickler eats alone, reading a newspaper.

LAURA

Look at him... No, don't!  There he is, feeding his face complacently while only a few feet away is the perfect person for his God-damned movie.

MAUREEN

Do you know whether the part's been cast?

LAURA

It hasn't. I've checked.

MAUREEN

Good. Forget about being charming. Just get a little friendly with him.

LAURA

I don't feel the least bit friendly, and he's not what you'd call approachable. Melanie Mitzkoff was in a show he directed. She wanted to talk to him about something she wanted to try. This was early in rehearsals. There  was plenty of time. But he just cut her off, just barked at her. "Show me!" he said. He got her so rattled she couldn't do it. Then at the cast party he got drunk and started coming on to her. That's the kind of guy Sammy Strickler is.

MAUREEN

Laura, you're a fine actress. You could fake a little friendliness.

LAURA

This is life, not a play, Mo.

MAUREEN

Aren't some of the skills transferable?

LAURA

I'd be acting me, not some character. I've had it with making nice-nice to self-absorbed arrogant men.

CLAYBORN AND HARRY

also eating.

HARRY

I'm meeting Maureen in the bar. What are you going to do?

CLAYBORN

Maybe I'll go in for a minute.

HARRY

Are you sure? What's-her-name might be there, you know. If you had a seizure, it might be hard to get a doctor on a holiday weekend.

CLAYBORN

I want a drink.

Harry chuckles.

LAURA AND MAUREEN

LAURA

I can't do it, Mo. Maybe I could if I didn't dislike him so much.

MAUREEN

All right, I'll ask him. It's not that devious, really. You don't want to play anyway, but Harry and I do, and suppose Clayborn does, too. So we need a fourth. I'll talk with him, get to know him a little, and introduce him to you. If Clayborn doesn't want to play, you'll just have to make yourself.

Maureen returns Harry's wave as he and Clayborn head for the door.

MAUREEN (cont'd)

But I'll have to explain the situation to them.

LAURA

As long as they don't get involved. I don't want anybody going up to him and saying, "I hear you're making a movie. Gee, I know somebody who could use the

laura (cont’d)

work." And you needn't go into any detail about the audition.

INT. LOBBY - DAY

Maureen and Laura come out of the dining room. Strickler is at the pay phone.

LAURA

(glancing at Strickler)

You go ahead. I'll be in in a minute.

As Maureen goes into the tavern, Laura sits down opposite the desk and picks up a magazine.

STRICKLER

on the phone. Under his arm he's holding clipboard with a legal pad on it.

STRICKLER

Peter?... Sam.

CUT TO:

INT. PRODUCTION OFFICE - DAY

PETER, a producer (50's), on the phone.

PETER

Where the hell have you been? I left a message for you hours ago.

CUT TO:

LOBBY

STRICKLER

Never got it. Who'd you give it to?

CUT TO:

PRODUCTION OFFICE

PETER

Frumkin or Framkin or Frumpus or something.

CUT TO:

LOBBY

STRICKLER

Frammus.

CUT TO:

INN'S OFFICE

Frammus turns suddenly and moves to the wall separating him from the pay phone.

STRICKLER (O.S.)

What's up?

CUT TO:

PRODUCTION OFFICE

PETER

I thought we were supposed to talk before you left. I just want to remind you that any big changes this late could make things dicey for everybody.

CUT TO:

LOBBY

STRICKLER

Peter, I told you it's just a question of character, and won't involve changing locations or adding a lot of scenes.

PETER (O.S.)

I hope you're right, Sam... So how's it going?

STRICKLER

At the moment, it's not. Anything else?

PETER (O.S.)

Nope.

STRICKLER

Nothing from casting, huh?

CUT TO:

PRODUCTION OFFICE - WIDER SHOT

that includes two young men with sandwiches on their laps, chewing mechanically, staring at nothing.

PETER

I doubt that she's working today, Sam. The only people working in New York this weekend are myself and two very tired location scouts. So what is this

peter (cont’d)

place, anyway? "Mon Petit Tutu" or something? It's French?

CUT TO:

LOBBY

STRICKLER

You're close, Pete. It's mo-peck-toe, an American Indian name meaning "Place of the Dripping Faucet."

CUT TO:

INN'S OFFICE

Frammus's eyes narrow in anger.

CUT TO:

PRODUCTION OFFICE

PETER

Cozy place for a romantic weekend, though?

CUT TO:

INN'S OFFICE

Frammus listens with blazing eyes.

STRICKLER (O.S)

Well, I can't recommend the beds, Pete, or the food, the squeaking floor boards, or the amateurish management.

CUT TO:

LOBBY

STRICKLER

But there's a bar on the premises where you and some willing starlet could anesthetize yourselves. I certainly plan to.

CUT TO:

PRODUCTION OFFICE

PETER

Well, don't overdo it, Sam...

(hanging up, to the scouts)

peter (cont’d)

Cheer up, fellas. It could be worse. You could be spending the weekend with Sam Strickler and his writer's block.

CUT TO:

LOBBY

Strickler bangs the bell on the desk, and Frammus comes out of the office.

STRICKLER

Somebody left a phone message for me earlier today, but nobody's given it to me. In this case, it hasn't really mattered, but can I rely on you in the future?

FRAMMUS

I'll see what I can do, but we're just a country inn, not a convention center.

STRICKLER

You had me fooled.

INN'S OFFICE

Frammus, glowering, comes in from the desk, picks up a stapler and throws it against the wall, making a crater in the plaster.

INT. TAVERN - DAY

As Laura joins the others, Strickler passes, carrying a drink and his clipboard out to the side porch.

MAUREEN

(to Laura)

They've been briefed.

As Maureen heads for the porch:

LAURA

(to Harry and Clayborn)

Sorry about this little intrigue.

HARRY

No problem.

CLAYBORN

I know a few actors. It must be tough to be in a business that's so hit-or-miss.

LAURA

Yes, it is.

HARRY

Would you like a drink?

LAURA

No, thanks. Not right now.

Maureen rejoins them.

MAUREEN

He says he doesn't play.

A flat silence.

HARRY

(to Maureen)

Let's go and play before it gets dark.

MAUREEN

(to Laura)

Do you need me right now?

LAURA

No, no. Go ahead.

HARRY

(slyly)

Clay?

CLAYBORN

Go ahead. I'm going to finish my beer.

Harry and Maureen leave.

CLAYBORN (CONT'D)

It must be exasperating to have the guy right here and not feel you can approach him directly.

LAURA

Yes, it is.

CLAYBORN

What's he doing here, anyway?

LAURA

I think he's working on his script.

CLAYBORN

Do you know much about it?

LAURA

Almost nothing.

CLAYBORN

(indicating Frieda)

Joy's mother seems to be quite at home here.

LAURA

(preoccupied)

Yeah.

CLAYBORN

(giving up, rising)

Well, good luck.

LAURA

Thanks.

INT. STAIRS - DAY

As Clayborn goes up, Harry and Maureen with their tennis racquets pass him on their way down.

JOY (O.S.)

Oh, Maureen, there you are!

INT. TAVERN - DAY

Laura, still at the table, is staring through the porch window at the back of Strickler's head.

The fire alarm goes off. It's so loud she jumps in her seat.

CUT TO:

TAVERN'S PATRONS

heading for the porch.

CUT TO:

CLAYBORN

in his bathroom on the toilet.

CLAYBORN

(shouting at the din)

You'll have to wait, God damn it!

CUT TO:

FRAMMUS

in the dining room, shoving open the kitchen door.

FRAMMUS

Everybody out!

CUT TO:

JOY

in the lobby, to guests leaving the dining room:

JOY

I'm sure it's just a false alarm. Just wait out front.

CUT TO:

LAURA

slipping unnoticed out of the tavern into the lobby.

CUT TO:

LOBBY

As Joy, with her back to the room, herds guests out the front door, Laura darts behind the desk and unhooks a key to Room 2.

CUT TO:

STAIRS

Laura runs up as Clayborn runs down.

CLAYBORN

What are you doing?!

LAURA

Looking for a script.

CLAYBORN

The building may be on fire!

LAURA

(hurrying past him)

Maybe.

For a moment he watches her go...

CLAYBORN

God damn it!

... then sprints up after her.

CUT TO:

UPSTAIRS HALLWAY

As Clayborn reaches the top of the stairs, Laura slips into Room 2.

CUT TO:

STRICKLER'S ROOM

Laura reaches for a script on top of the chest of drawers.

CUT TO:

HALLWAY

Clayborn paces in front of the door, sniffing the air.

The alarm stops ringing.

He goes to the top of the stairs, listening. O.S. sounds of guests coming back in the front door.

GUEST (O.S.)

All's well that end's well, I guess.

He looks back resentfully at the closed door of Room 2, then starts down the stairs.

CUT TO:

SHOT OVER CLAYBORN'S SHOULDER

as he turns at the landing. Strickler's on his way up. Clayborn darts back out of frame.

CUT TO:

STRICKLER'S ROOM

CLAYBORN

(slipping in the door)

He's coming.

Paralyzed, Laura stares at him. Clayborn grabs her arm and pulls her toward the bathroom.

CUT TO:

STRICKLER'S BATHROOM

Laura and Clayborn step into the bathtub and pull the shower curtain across.

CUT TO:

BATHTUB BEHIND SHOWER CURTAIN

They're bent at the waist, Clayborn behind Laura, holding on to their thighs just above the knees. Clayborn's face is almost on Laura's behind. He exhales slowly but audibly. Taking baby steps, Laura now turns slowly, awkwardly around. Their heads are now eight inches apart.

O.S. sound of a key in the outer door, of approaching footsteps, of the toilet seat hitting the tank, of a zipper.

Silence. Clayborn and Laura glance at each other. Slight smiles cross their faces. O.S., a weary sigh.

STRICKLER (O.S.)

As long as we're here, Sam, let's try urinating.

Larger smiles on Clayborn's and Laura's faces. The O.S. sound of urinating... briefly. Clayborn removes a hand from his thigh, turns down the corners of his mouth, shoots a glance at Laura, and waggles his splayed fingers in the gesture meaning "so-so." Laura bites her lip to keep from laughing.

O.S. sounds of zipping and flushing. Clayborn's and Laura's eyes meet in a slightly longer, now serious glance. She looks away.

O.S. sounds of retreating footsteps and the closing of the outer door.

CUT TO:

STRICKLER'S ROOM

Laura goes to the chest of drawers. The top is now bare. She pounds it with her fist.

CLAYBORN

Would you mind terribly if we got the hell out of here?

CUT TO:

LOBBY

Laura and Clayborn arrive at the bottom of the stairs. Guests are back in the dining room.

CLAYBORN

Well...

LAURA

Well... Thank you. I guess I could use a drink. May I buy you one?

CLAYBORN

Yes.

INT. TAVERN - NIGHT

The place is back to normal. Laura and Clayborn at a table:

LAURA

(raising her glass)

Thank you for your vigilance.

CLAYBORN

My pleasure.

They drink.

CLAYBORN (cont'd)

Learn anything useful?

LAURA

There wasn't enough time.

CLAYBORN

So, what now?

LAURA

I don't know.

CLAYBORN

What do you think of "Creative Mythology"?

She jerks her head toward him, frowning.

CLAYBORN (cont'd)

I saw you in the library.

LAURA

Oh. I dozed off.

CLAYBORN

Uh huh.

LAURA

I hope I wasn't snoring.

CLAYBORN

There were a few complaints, but I gave the librarian five dollars not to wake you. She wanted ten, actually.

LAURA

I was really snoring?

CLAYBORN

Uh huh.

LAURA

Loudly?

CLAYBORN

You couldn't compete with my grandfather.

LAURA

But I was really snoring.

CLAYBORN

Uh huh.

They're interrupted by Frieda with her book of crossword puzzles.

FRIEDA

Maybe you can help me. What's a seven-letter word for "foolish talk"?

Both look down at their fingers, and flicking them slightly in succession, count silently.

          LAURA                    CLAYBORN

       Blather.                Blather.

FRIEDA

I think so!...

(sitting down to print in her book)

Now, how about a "turbulent woman"? Nine letters.

CLAYBORN

Do you know the first letter?

FRIEDA

I think it's a "t"...

          LAURA                    CLAYBORN

       Oh.                     Oh.

They count as before.

          LAURA                    CLAYBORN




Termagant.             Termagant.

FRIEDA

How do you spell that?

Harry and Maureen, with tennis racquets, join them.

LAURA

T-e-r-m-a-g-a-n-t.

MAUREEN

(to Clayborn)

And I'll bet you expected a quiet weekend in the country.

CLAYBORN

Did you come rushing back from the courts to save us?

Frieda leaves. AD LIB good-byes.

HARRY

We never made it to the courts.

CLAYBORN

(mischievously)

Really?

HARRY

No, not that.

MAUREEN

Not what?

HARRY

We were waylaid by Maureen's aunt.

MAUREEN

Their dishwasher broke down in the middle of dinner.

CLAYBORN

He couldn't take the strain?

MAUREEN

No--the machine. So they needed help with the dishes.

HARRY

Only special guests get to work in the kitchen. You have to be well connected.

MAUREEN

We just went out the side door.

CLAYBORN

To avoid doing the dishes?

MAUREEN

No. We were washing when the alarm went off. We had a chat with the cook out on the patio.

HARRY

She did. She speaks very good Spanish.

MAUREEN

(to Laura and Clayborn)

How was your file drill?

LAURA

Oh, fine.

Clayborn almost swallows his beer the wrong way.

MAUREEN

"Fine"?

LAURA

Well...

Maureen and Harry look inquiringly at Clayborn, who shrugs and turns his palms up, as though to say, "Search me."

MAUREEN

Well, of course if it's too personal...

(to Harry)

Maybe we shouldn't pry.

LAURA

No, no. We... I... Well... I'd noticed Strickler didn't have a script with him...

Her attention is diverted for a moment by noticing Strickler returning from the porch.

HARRY

Why was that important?

LAURA

I thought if I knew more about it, I could somehow work up something to show him.

HARRY

A sort of demonstration. Ah ha.

LAURA

Yeah. So when the alarm went off...

CUT TO:

STRICKLER

turning from the bar with a drink, and hesitating for a moment. The place is fairly busy, but Frieda is alone at a table nearby.

STRICKLER

Mind if I sit down?

FRIEDA

Not at all. Glad to have you. What's a ten-letter word meaning "too sweet"?

STRICKLER

Damned if I know.

FRIEDA

What's the clipboard for?

(joking)

You're not the fire inspector, are you?

There's an eruption of laughter nearby. Strickler and Frieda glance over at its source: Maureen, Harry, Clayborn, and Laura at their table.

FRIEDA (CONT'D)

Nice lively place, thank God. I'm visiting my daughter. She runs the inn.

STRICKLER

Really.

CUT TO:

THE OTHERS

LAURA

... but he took the script with him.

MAUREEN

Oh, dear...

CLAYBORN

(to Maureen and Harry)

Let me buy you guys a drink.

HARRY

A fine idea.

MAUREEN

Thank you.

CLAYBORN

Laura?

LAURA

No, thanks. I'd better go do some thinking.

HARRY

Maybe a drink would oil your thinking wheels.

LAURA

(getting up)

Thanks anyway.

(to Clayborn)

Thanks again.

CUT TO:

STRICKLER AND FRIEDA

STRICKLER

What's the story on the fire drill? Is it something they put on for the entertainment of their guests?

FRIEDA

(chuckling)

Just old wires. My son-in-law's pretty cheap.

STRICKLER

Oh. I thought it might be his idea of fun.

She chortles.

FRIEDA

If he thought fun was worth having...

He looks at her appreciatively.

STRICKLER

(draining his glass)

Let me buy you a drink.

FRIEDA

Well, tickle me pink. Thank you!

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Frammus is on his knees with his head inside the dishwasher. Parts of its interior lie around him on the floor. Joy comes in and stands over him.

FRAMMUS

I have no God-damned idea. It could be anything. I'm a chemist, not an electrician.

JOY

I hope you turned the alarm off.

FRAMMUS

Do you hear any bells ringing?

JOY

The system, Mel. The whole system.

FRAMMUS

We are not going to run the risk of having an inspector come in here and find our alarm system turned off.

JOY

I see. It's Memorial Day weekend. No one can come to fix the alarm. No one can come to repair the dishwasher. Nobody can come to help wash dishes because everybody's busy enjoying themselves. But who knows? Maybe at this very moment there's a really dedicated state inspector out there making cole slaw for his barbecue tomorrow, and he's saying to his wife, "You know, honey, the guests aren't coming till noon. I think I'll run over to The Mopectoe Inn after breakfast and check on their alarm system."

FRAMMUS

I wouldn't put it past them.

JOY

(to Heaven)

Give us this day our daily break.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Sitting on a settee in dim light, Harry and Maureen are necking.

FRIEDA (O.S.)

Good night, Sam.

STRICKLER (O.S.)

Night, Frieda.

Strickler's heavy tread ascending O.S.

MAUREEN

Somebody's coming.

HARRY

So what.

MAUREEN

And I've got to check on Laura.

HARRY

Come on. Really?

MAUREEN

(getting up)

I really should.

INT. CLAYBORN'S AND HARRY'S ROOM – NIGHT

HARRY

You may have been right about that woman.

CLAYBORN

What do you mean?

HARRY

She may be totally impossible.

CLAYBORN

Has Maureen told you something?

HARRY

No. Just that she has to run off to hold her dear little hand.

CLAYBORN

Then what are you getting at?

HARRY

You've just saved her ass and we're all having a good time, but suddenly she gets all serious again and has to go off and brood somewhere. She's thanked you enough. She's been sociable for ten minutes. Now it's time to get back to focusing on number one.

CLAYBORN

I don't know. That may not be fair. She's in a very chancy business, and here's this guy right under her nose who can give her a big break. I'd be pretty tense myself, in her shoes. At least she isn't trying to sit in his lap and nibble his ear.

HARRY

You must've had a good time in that bathtub.

INT. LAURA'S AND MAUREEN'S ROOM - NIGHT

MAUREEN

I'm sorry you're back to square one, but that was a really funny story. I don't see why you were so embarrassed about it.

LAURA

I don't know... It made me look so ditzy.

MAUREEN

Ditzy!  I don't know, Laura. You were pretty decisive, I'd say... ruthless, actually, when you think about it. I would never have the nerve to do that. It wasn't only that the building could've been on fire. You stole a key and practically burgled the man's room.

LAURA

I probably couldn't do it again.

MAUREEN

I'm glad.

INT. CLAYBORN'S AND HARRY'S ROOM - NIGHT

They're about to go to bed.

CLAYBORN

How about the four of us playing tennis after breakfast?

HARRY

I don't know, Clay. You could get a fatal stomach ulcer, spending that much time with her. You could break your nose, pressing it against the candy store window like that. I don't want to see my friend panting after some hard-hearted bitch, licking up the crumbs from her table.

CLAYBORN

That's a little confusing. First she's in a candy store. Then she's at a table with crumbs on it. Has she come out of the store to eat rolls or French bread at a table on the sidewalk?

HARRY

I have feelings, too, you know, and I have not come here to see my friend's guts torn out.

INT. LAURA'S AND MAUREEN'S ROOM - NIGHT

They're in bed with the lights out.

MAUREEN

I think you were so embarrassed because you had to be rescued.

No response.

MAUREEN (cont'd)

But that's what you get for being so ruthless.

No response.

MAUREEN (cont'd)

Of course it could be more than that.

No response.

MAUREEN (cont'd)

It must have been pretty romantic, actually. I think Clayborn's quite attractive.

LAURA

Maureen, stop it. Yes, he's an attractive guy. But I can't... I'm not... I can't think about that. I'm not in the mood.

MAUREEN

I don't think Harry is really romantic. He's sexy, but not romantic.

FADE TO:

INT. DINING ROOM - DAY

Clayborn, Harry, and Maureen are sitting together. Strickler is sitting not far away.

MAUREEN

(to Harry and Clayborn)

Yeah, I'll play, but I can't speak for Laura.

CLAYBORN

(to Maureen)

How's she doing?

MAUREEN

She's all nerves, poor thing. And I don't know how to help her.

CLAYBORN

(indicating Strickler)

He's not looking very approachable, is he.

MAUREEN

He may be hung over. He closed the bar with Joy's mother last night.

CUT TO:

LAURA

passing Strickler's table with her coffee and muffin. She joins the others.

CLAYBORN

(amiably)

Good morning.

LAURA

Morning.

HARRY

We were just saying how bright and cheerful your friend looks today.

Maureen shoots Harry a dirty look. Laura smiles weakly and glances over at Strickler.

CLAYBORN

We thought we'd play some tennis right after breakfast. How about you?

LAURA

(startled)

Oh... No...

CLAYBORN

(kidding her)

"Oh, no"?

LAURA

No, I can't... Um...

CLAYBORN

(mildly)

That's all right.

LAURA

I can't. Really. No.

Suddenly shoving her chair back, glaring at Clayborn, and raising her voice:

LAURA (cont'd)

I can't spend the morning chasing a fuzzy ball and yelling, "Great get!", "Good shot!", "Nice hustle!" If you took one tenth of the energy you put into physical exercise and put it to a few other good uses, you might become something that resembled an interesting companion!  It's been six months since you rolled up your sleeves, spat on your hands, and opened a book!

On her feet now, with cold fury:

LAURA (cont'd)

And while I'm on the subject: If you were one tenth as interested in what goes on between a person's ears as in what goes on between her legs, you might leave your adolescence and tip-toe into manhood!

She flings down her napkin, and as everyone else in the room looks on, wide-eyed, she stalks out.

HARRY

(to Clayborn)

How did she ever get to know you so well?

MAUREEN

(sotto)

Clayborn, I'm absolutely positive she was just showing off for what-his-name.

CLAYBORN

So am I. But I don't feel much like tennis at the moment.

(leaving)

See you later.

MAUREEN

Oh, God...

HARRY

Let's skip tennis ourselves. Let's get out of this nut house for a while. I'll even go to the Shaker Museum with you.

Laura rejoins them. She's dazed and shaky.

LAURA

Whew. How was I?

MAUREEN

Very effective in one respect.

LAURA

Do you think he heard me clearly?

MAUREEN

What?

LAURA

I mean...

(indicating Strickler)

HARRY

I think you can count on that.

MAUREEN

Yes.

Laura just sits there, looking at Maureen but not seeing her, scared.

MAUREEN (cont'd)

Laura, that was not a very nice thing to do to that guy.

LAURA

No. Of course. You're right. It all went so fast. Maybe I should explain.

(to Harry)

Do you know where he went?

HARRY

My guess is he'll take a hike.

LAURA

Go back to New York?!

HARRY

Maybe. But I meant a walk in the woods.

LAURA

(getting up)

Maybe I can catch him.

MAUREEN

Wait a minute. Aren't you forgetting something? Isn't this the moment to speak to what's-his-face over there?

LAURA

Yuh.

But she doesn't move.

LAURA (cont'd)

(now moving)

Yuh.

Strickler looks up as she approaches. She flashes him a ghastly smile, and keeps walking... all the way out of the room.

EXT. LOBBY - DAY

Dazed, Laura hesitates, then heads for the front door.

EXT. FRONT OF INN - DAY

Coming out on to the porch, Laura sees Clayborn's car go down the driveway and turn onto the road.

She goes down the steps and starts aimlessly down the lawn.

INT. STRICKLER'S ROOM - DAY

In the bathroom, Strickler shakes out the contents of a bottle of aspirin. There's only one left. He drops the empty bottle in the waste basket and takes the pill.

In the bedroom, he drops his script and clipboard on the edge of the bed, pulls up a chair and sits down, puts his feet up, and stares off at nothing.

EXT. FRONT OF INN - DAY

Maureen and Laura confer on the lawn while Harry waits in Maureen's car, stopped halfway down the driveway.

MAUREEN

joining Harry in the car. She's shaking her head.

MAUREEN

We'll talk later.

HARRY

Is this sort of thing normal for her?

MAUREEN

I've never seen her like this.

INT. LAURA'S AND MAUREEN'S ROOM - DAY

Laura, in nicer clothes now, stands in front of the mirror on the dresser. She turns her head from side to side to check her earrings.

LAURA

Excuse me, Mr. Strickler, for intruding on your privacy...

INT. LOBBY - DAY

Frammus is at the desk. As Strickler passes him on his way to the front door:

FRAMMUS

A Peter Whittler called for you.

Strickler stops and turns.

FRAMMUS (cont'd)

He said he was just checking in.

STRICKLER

(starting to leave)

Thank you.

FRAMMUS

The spare key to your room is missing. Did you take it, by any chance?

STRICKLER

(leaving)

Nope.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Strickler sits down at the end farthest from the door and gets settled with his clipboard and script.

INT. LOBBY - DAY

Joy is now with Frammus behind the desk.

FRAMMUS

Of course he has it.

Joy shrugs.

FRAMMUS (cont'd)

He lost it and just helped himself to another one.

JOY

I want to talk about something else.

FRAMMUS

And why shouldn't he? It's not as if he were a guest here.

JOY

Listen to me. Last night the woman from Rhode Island was curious about Felix's soup. She really liked it. So she told Marilee to ask him about it.

FRAMMUS

Arrogant bastard.

JOY

Felix isn't arrogant.

FRAMMUS

Not Felix.

JOY

Stop it, Mel. So Felix comes out of the kitchen, pleased as punch, and the woman asks him what's in the soup and he says, "You don't wanna know."

FRAMMUS

Uh huh.

JOY

Actually it was just his way of saying that it was his secret recipe.

FRAMMUS

(still preoccupied)

Uh huh.

JOY

Mel, we can't have our cook telling people they'd prefer not to know what they're eating!

FRAMMUS

You want me to talk to him.

JOY

No. I already have...

Laura comes down the stairs as Joy follows Frammus into the dining room.

JOY (cont'd, O.S.)

... but I want you to keep your ears open.

Laura walks past the desk and without breaking stride drops a key off on her way to the front door.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Laura comes out, sits down and opens a book.

STRICKLER

leafing through his script.

LAURA

looking at her fingernails.

WIDE SHOT

of the porch from the front, with the two of them forty feet apart.

INT. LOBBY - DAY

Frammus comes out of the dining room, goes behind the desk, and stops abruptly when he sees the key that Laura dropped off. He picks it up. It's for Room 2.

FRAMMUS

The son of a...!

INT. TAVERN - DAY

It's empty except for Eddie and Frammus. Frammus sits down at the bar. He still looks angry. Eddie gives him a coke.

FRAMMUS

Give me a shot of rum on the side, would you?

EDDIE

(surprised)

Okay...

(pouring)

About the fire alarm, Mel...

Frammus downs the shot.

FRAMMUS

I know, I know. It was a pain in the ass.

EDDIE

I understand you not wanting a juke box in here, but a juke's got nothing on a fire alarm. They're not even in the same ball park for disturbance.

FRAMMUS

I had the alarm guy here yesterday, Eddie. You know how it is in this business. You can't get anything fixed right the first time... Speaking of the business, did my father ever talk about running a roadhouse during Prohibition?

EDDIE

Once in a while. See, it's one thing having a false alarm when the weather's good like last night. But if the weather's bad, a lot of people aren't going to hang around outside and then come back in. They're just gonna get in their cars and leave.

FRAMMUS

I understand, Eddie. I'm having it taken care of. It wasn't fun for me either... You know, they must have been pretty wild times. Did he ever talk about Mickey Finns at all?

EDDIE

(surprised)

Gee, I don't know. I don't remember. Why?

FRAMMUS

Just curious. The history of social customs is a sort of hobby of mine.

EDDIE

Oh, yeah?

FRAMMUS

So you don't know anything about mickeys.

EDDIE

I didn't say that.

FRAMMUS

Oh. Sorry.

EDDIE

There's two kinds, actually. There's the knock-out, which just puts the guy to sleep for a while. And there's the quick-step.

FRAMMUS

Uh huh. Ever seen the quick-step at work?

EDDIE

Yeah. The guy looks kind of panicked all of a sudden, you know. Then he's running like hell, 'cause he knows in ten seconds he's gonna crap his brains out.

FRAMMUS

Any permanent harm done?

EDDIE

Not what I ever saw. Look, Mel, how about turning the damn thing off till you get it fixed?

FRAMMUS

It's risky, Eddie.

EDDIE

I know you've got the safety of your guests to think about.

FRAMMUS

Yeah, I guess there's that too.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Laura and Strickler as before, but a couple of guests are sitting between them, and there are long shadows on the lawn.

Suddenly Strickler stands up and angrily slams his clipboard down on the railing. The guests jump. He goes inside.

INT. TAVERN - DAY

Strickler approaches the bar.

STRICKLER

(to Eddie)

Scotch on the rocks.

EXT. FRONT OF INN - DAY

Laura, glumly walking on the lawn, sees Clayborn pull in from the road and drive up the driveway.

INT. TAVERN - DAY

Clayborn approaches the bar.

CLAYBORN

(to Eddie)

Scotch on the rocks, please.

CLAYBORN

sitting down with his drink at a table. Laura approaches.

LAURA

(sitting down)

Hi.

CLAYBORN

Hi.

LAURA

I'm really sorry I lit into you like that without warning, but I had to act fast. The conversation suddenly opened up an unexpected opportunity. I hope

laura (cont’d)

you understand that it had absolutely nothing to do with you.

CLAYBORN

Oh, I understand, but ah...

He stops, seeing Maureen approaching.

MAUREEN

(sitting down)

Hi, sweetie. Hi, Clayborn.

(to Laura)

We just got back. Any news?

LAURA

I haven't had the nerve, Mo. I just haven't.

CLAYBORN

(to Laura)

Am I correct in thinking... You must excuse me. I haven't been given much information. Am I correct in inferring that the part you're after is of a very selfish, callous character?

LAURA

As far as I know, yes.

CLAYBORN

Then I don't see what the problem is. I think you've presented yourself quite effectively. You've certainly convinced me that you're a tough bitch, and probably everybody else in the dining room this morning, though maybe Maureen knows another side of you that you keep hidden. With your looks and egotistical determination, I'm surprised by your hesitation. After all, if the man doesn't welcome your approach, you can always explain that your being in his face has absolutely nothing to do with him.

(getting up)

Please excuse me, Maureen.

He leaves. Laura looks bleakly at Maureen.

MAUREEN

You apologized?

Laura nods.

MAUREEN (cont'd)

And you said what you did had nothing to do with him.

LAURA

And it's true.

MAUREEN

Yes and no, sweetie.

LAURA

Yes. True...

MAUREEN

If you jumped up on the table here in front of everybody and started shouting that I was a slut and a moron, I'd resent it... unless I was awfully well prepared.

LAURA

You're right, you're right.

MAUREEN

And why would all the other people listening know you were acting? You're a really good actress.

Harry appears in the doorway to the lobby and beckons to Maureen. She nods and waves as though to say, "In a minute," and he retreats.

MAUREEN (cont'd)

Not only that. All the guy's done is be really nice to you. I know you hate men this week, but it isn't as if he's been pushing himself on you. Giving you a ride when you're insanely trying to hitchhike, and saving you from terrible humiliation don't qualify.

Harry reappears in the doorway and beckons again. She waves him back, and he disappears again.

MAUREEN (cont'd)

I don't know what his problem is. He hasn't even changed his clothes.

LAURA

I didn't tell you about hitching.

MAUREEN

(meaningly)

I know. Harry did.

(beat)

I'll be back in an hour.

CUT TO:

LOBBY

MAUREEN

(joining Harry)

What is it?!

HARRY

I want to show you something.

(leading her toward the stairs)

I didn't want to get into a long conversation.

CUT TO:

TAVERN

Laura approaches the bar.

LAURA

(to Eddie)

Vodka on the rocks, please.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

As Harry leads Maureen toward the far end:

MAUREEN

I want to ask you something.

HARRY

It's right down here.

He stops in front of a door with no number on it.

MAUREEN

Uh oh.

He opens the door, revealing a maid's room, clearly not recently used, containing a small bed and folded sheets and a blanket on top of it.

INT. MAID'S ROOM - DAY

Harry is energetically kissing Maureen.

MAUREEN

Wait a minute.

HARRY

I just got new medical insurance. I've had all the tests.

MAUREEN

Wait a minute.

HARRY

We've been waiting for two days.

MAUREEN

I know. Harry, please. Wait a minute. Really.

HARRY

What?

MAUREEN

There's something I want to ask you.

HARRY

What?

MAUREEN

About Clayborn.

HARRY

What has Clayborn got to do with you and me?

MAUREEN

Not a thing.

EXT. PARKING AREA BEHIND INN - DAY

Marilee gets out of her car, holding her waitress's apron on a hangar. Clayborn comes up to her.

MARILEE

The boss told me to iron it for dinner. Can you believe it? It's permanent press.

CLAYBORN

No kidding. Can I buy you a drink later?

MARILEE

Gee, this is sudden.

INT. TAVERN - NIGHT

Laura, lost in thought, sits with her drink as Frieda comes up with her book of puzzles.

FRIEDA

(sitting down)

See if you can help me. A six-letter

frieda (cont’d)

word for "overcoat". Begins with a "u".

LAURA

Um... I don't know.

FRIEDA

How about "woman's undergarment"? Eight letters. Begins with a "c".

LAURA

I don't know, Frieda.

FRIEDA

You did much better with that young man, honey. What's his name?

LAURA

Clayborn.

FRIEDA

That's an unusual name. But you know, names are funny sometimes. In my family...

She's interrupted by the arrival of Strickler. He has a drink, and apparently has had a few others.

STRICKLER

(sitting down)

Hope you don't mind if I join you. Frieda, introduce me to your friend here.

FRIEDA

This is Lorna. Lorna, this is Sam.

STRICKLER

Nice to meet you, Lorna. You up from the city?

LAURA

Yes.

STRICKLER

I thought you looked too sophisticated to be from anywhere else.

FRIEDA

Sam, what's a woman's undergarment with eight letters. Begins with a "c".

STRICKLER

I don't know, Frieda. I'd have to think about that.

FRIEDA

Sam thinks a lot. He's a writer. How's it going, Sam?

STRICKLER

I'm resorting to liquid inspiration, Frieda.

(to Laura)

I'm making a movie, doing some rewriting. Got some problems, thought I'd take a break. What're you reading?

She holds up her book.

STRICKLER (cont'd)

Oh, yes. Marvelous book. Enjoying it?

LAURA

Very much.

STRICKLER

None of my business of course, but I couldn't help overhearing at breakfast. Must be tough, going with someone who doesn't read. Even all the God-damned actors I know--you'd think they'd be readers. The older ones--sure. But not the younger ones. Well, I think I'll try the four-star dining room again. Why don't you join me? I'd like to hear your thoughts on Virginia Woolf.

LAURA

(getting up)

Thanks anyway. I can't tonight. Nice meeting you. Bye, Frieda.

STRICKLER

Maybe see you later.

INT. LOBBY - NIGHT

Joy is standing by the desk at the entrance to the dining room, where Frammus is on duty at the cash register.

JOY

No.

FRAMMUS

Maybe the barfly could do something useful for a change.

JOY

No, I tell you!  She can't see well enough.

jay (cont’d)

(seeing Clayborn enter)

Oh, Mr. Peck!  I have a huge favor to ask you. I wouldn't even think of bothering you, but I can't find my niece anywhere. Our washing machine's broken and we're suddenly much busier than we expected.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

As Joy holds the door open for Clayborn:

JOY

I know you two already know each other.

Laura looks up from a sink and bobbles the soapy cup in her hand.

Clayborn goes grimly to her side and picks up a dish towel.

LAURA

(resuming her washing)

Hi.

CLAYBORN

(starting to dry)

Hi.

LAURA

You have all the luck, don't you, bumping into me wherever you go.

No response.

LAURA (cont'd)

I... uh...

Suddenly dropping her head and rubbing her eye on her upper arm:

LAURA (cont'd)

Sorry... I've got...

Clayborn takes a couple of steps backward...

LAURA (cont'd)

... soap in my eye.

... and she looks up just in time to see him furiously throw a coffee cup through the open back door. It smashes against the stone wall outside.

As Felix and his helper turn to look, Clayborn returns to the rinsing sink, and a private smile appears on Laura's face.

FELIX

(coming over)

It's okay, man. I understand. They need lotta things here. You oughta try cooking with the chimney I got. But Framos don't understand. He's bananas. But listen: You don't wanna let him make his bananas your bananas, you know?

CLAYBORN

Yes... Right... Sorry.

FELIX

(returning to the stove)

It's okay.

As Laura and Clayborn resume washing and drying:

LAURA

I know I owe you a better apology than the one I tried to make a little while ago. I...

She's interrupted by Marilee, hurrying in and taking dry plates from Clayborn's rack.

MARILEE

(to Clayborn)

Look who's here.

(to Laura)

We're gonna need more plates. The cups can wait.

(to Clayborn)

Having fun?

Clayborn smiles weakly. Marilee leaves.

LAURA

When I said that it had nothing to do with you, I meant it had nothing to do with anything...

She's interrupted by Joy, hurrying in and reaching under the sink by her legs.

JOY

Sorry, honey.

(pulling out a sponge)

Somebody spilled something.

As Joy wets the sponge in Laura's sink:

JOY (cont'd)

Are you two all right?

             LAURA               CLAYBORN

         Fine.              Fine.

Joy leaves.

LAURA

I meant it had nothing to do with anything you'd done... or said... or been.

Only the sound of Clayborn's towel squeaking on a plate.

LAURA (cont'd)

But of course I know...

She's interrupted by Frammus, sticking his head in from the dining room.

FRAMMUS

(loudly)

Is everything all right in here?

FELIX

Okay, boss. Okay.

Frammus leaves.

LAURA

Clayborn, I know I was a thoughtless selfish jerk and I hope you'll forgive me. If you don't, I can't blame you.

I'd like to think I haven't been myself lately, but I'm no longer sure that's true.

(beat)

Please say something.

CLAYBORN

Well, you're nothing if not surprising. What's the latest with the movie guy?

LAURA

I've just turned him down for dinner.

CLAYBORN

Really.

LAURA

He was drunk and coming on to me. Most people could do something with an opportunity like that... But actually I feel kind of relieved.

JOY

(coming in)

Okay, you two. Enough, enough. Thank you both so much!

(grabbing plates)

You must be hungry. In a little while Felix can make you anything you want unless we're out of it.

Joy leaves.

LAURA

Good. I'm starving.

Marilee, coming up behind Laura, catches Clayborn's eye, and holding up her palms, splays all her fingers twice in rapid succession.

MARILEE

(silently mouthing)

Twen-ty min-utes.

CLAYBORN

(to Laura)

I'm sorry. I can't stay.

LAURA

Still too mad?

CLAYBORN

I've promised to meet someone.

LAURA

Oh.

INT. OFFICE - NIGHT

Frammus enters with the tape from the cash register, and a moment later Joy comes in.

JOY

Well, we made it.

She picks up a pile of papers from the seat of a chair, looks around for some place to put them, and chooses the top of a pile of filing boxes.

JOY (CONT'D)

Mel, these boxes!  There isn't room to swing a cat in here.

(sitting down)

I can't stand this any more. I want you to start moving them out of here tonight.

FRAMMUS

Oh, come on.

JOY

Move at least two of them before you come to bed. You've got to make a dent in this. Also I want to give Mr. Peck a night's refund.

FRAMMUS

You know, if we charged our guests for their rooms, we might make a dent in our bills. Do you still intend to serve bacon and eggs at breakfast?

JOY

Yes!  I bought the food yesterday.

FRAMMUS

We can always use it ourselves.

JOY

The day you understand the nice gesture will be the day you become an innkeeper. Why did you put that sticker over there? I thought you didn't like them.

INSERT - BUMPER STICKER

covering the crater Frammus made with the stapler.

FRAMMUS (O.S.)

Something about that spot cried out for a bumper sticker.

BACK TO SCENE

JOY

You're very strange sometimes.

(getting up)

I mean it about the boxes.

INT. TAVERN - NIGHT

Clayborn and Marilee are having a drink. He's eating pretzels. A half dozen empty pretzel packages and several unopened ones are in front of him on the table.

MARILEE

There's lots of waitressing jobs around here in the summer. And then I'll do my second year and apply to beauticians' school over in Phillipsburg. My girl friend Betty

marilee (cont’d)

goes there now and I should get in okay. Junior College is okay with them. Some people don't even have that. Betty didn't even graduate actually, not that she isn't smart. So that's another two years. But Dad will help with the tuition and I can probably get a loan okay if I need it. And then when I graduate--I don't know--maybe I'll try Boston. I can always wait tables while I'm looking for a position. But you can meet interesting people, waitressing.

(indicating Strickler)

You see the guy over there with Joy's mother?

CLAYBORN

(tearing open another package)

Uh huh.

MARILEE

I wonder about him. He's definitely not a tourist. What do you think he is?

CLAYBORN

I don't know.

STRICKLER AND FRIEDA

He's sipping his scotch, brooding.

FRIEDA

My married name was Stingo. But when my husband died I thought, "Hell, I'm going to take my maiden name back," which was Funderburk. Joy, though, she never liked Stingo, and prefers her married name, which you know is Frammus. But the Frammuses, now--oh, Lord, what a bunch. Not even Melvin, who's got more smarts than the rest of them, really appreciates my daughter.

STRICKLER

Well, I'll be damned.

FRIEDA

It's the truth.

STRICKLER

I believe I've got an idea.

As he writes on his pad:

FRIEDA

I get them sometimes, but I can't always remember them.

INT. LAURA'S AND MAUREEN'S ROOM - NIGHT

Slowly, dreamily, with a faint smile on her lips, Maureen comes in, clearly in a state of sexual repletion. Laura, lying on her bed, watches her flow toward a chair and sit down.

LAURA

I was sure you'd eloped.

MAUREEN

No... How are you?

LAURA

I'm all right.

MAUREEN

Sorry I stood you up.

LAURA

It's all right, Mo.

MAUREEN

I found out something.

LAURA

Oh?

MAUREEN

Yeah. About Clayborn... Do you have anything to eat?

LAURA

Yes, actually. I've got a doggie bag.

MAUREEN

You don't mind?

LAURA

(unwrapping chicken)

No, no.

(handing it to her)

Sorry. No fork.

MAUREEN

This is perfect. Thank you.

(taking a big bite)

Ummm...

Laura sits down on the edge of her bed.

MAUREEN (cont'd)

(indicating chicken)

Just the thing.

LAURA

Good.

MAUREEN

I'm sorry if I made you worry.

LAURA

You didn't really. What were you going to tell me?

MAUREEN

Huh?

LAURA

You said you'd found out something.

MAUREEN

Oh, yeah... I just had a feeling...

She takes another bite.

LAURA

Uh huh...

Maureen chews.

LAURA (cont'd)

Maureeen!

MAUREEN

(shaking her finger at her)

You two met before.

LAURA

Yes...

MAUREEN

You've never mentioned it.

LAURA

I didn't want to be quizzed about it.

MAUREEN

Was there a lot to tell?

LAURA

No. But your imagination would've gotten all heated up.

MAUREEN

Well, something must have happened, because the reason he didn't want to hike with us yesterday was the big

maureen (cont’d)

crush he's had on you. It was too painful for him to be anywhere near you.

Maureen stares intently at her for a moment.

MAUREEN (cont'd)

(getting up)

I need a shower.

As Maureen walks past her:

MAUREEN (CONT'D)

You look awfully serious.

INT. LOBBY - NIGHT

Strickler comes out of the tavern and heads for the pay phone. Marilee and Clayborn come out and head for the rear door.

MARILEE

I'd love to hear more about the printing business sometime.

CLAYBORN

I hope you don't have far to go.

STRICKLER

at the pay phone.

ANSWERING MACHINE (O.S.)

(Peter's voice)

... back to you as soon as I can.

STRICKLER

(somewhat drunk, into the phone)

Sam here. Solved the problem. You may have to make a few changes. Nothing drastic. Mavis shouldn't be the bitch she is now, which just makes for another insance... instance ... Never mind.

CUT TO:

OFFICE

Frammus listening with his ear to the wall.

STRICKLER (cont'd, O.S.)

I should be leaving this quaint flophouse around noon. Call you when I get in.

LOBBY

As Strickler hangs up, he's startled by a crash O.S. Someone's kicked a metal waste basket.

INT. LAURA'S AND MAUREEN'S ROOM - NIGHT

Maureen is asleep in bed. Laura, still dressed, picks up a sweater and goes out.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - NIGHT

It's dark, except where some light spills out from the lobby. Laura walks slowly to one end and stands staring off into the night.

Behind her, Clayborn approaches on the lawn and starts up the steps.

LAURA

(hearing, turning round)

Hello.

CLAYBORN

(surprised)

Hello.

LAURA

(moving toward him)

How was your date?

CLAYBORN

Fine, thanks.

LAURA

Were you able to get anything to eat?

CLAYBORN

Not much, actually.

LAURA

Pretzels or something?

CLAYBORN

Yeah.

LAURA

I suppose it would be a bad idea to raid the kitchen.

CLAYBORN

For me it would.

LAURA

You did help them out, though.

CLAYBORN

I don't have your nerves. I wouldn't be able to enjoy it.

LAURA

Actually, I'm a little embarrassed to think how callously I went into that guy's room. Just desperate, I guess.

CLAYBORN

I don't see why you can't still speak to him. You don't have to fawn or let him hustle you. I know it might take some courage, but I'll bet you've got a lot of that. You wouldn't catch me dead up on stage, performing for hundreds of people. I get stage fright singing "Three Blind Mice" to a friendly four-year-old.

LAURA

If you were dead, you probably wouldn't give a very good performance.

He laughs with hearty appreciation.

CLAYBORN

Or it would be much too understated for the average audience.

Now she laughs the same way.

Frammus appears in the doorway.

FRAMMUS

We're closing up now.

He holds the door open like a chaperone, compelling them to go in.

FRAMMUS (cont'd)

Try to remember that other guests are sleeping.

INT. LOBBY - NIGHT

As Frammus locks the door:

LAURA

Mr. Frammus, this gentleman helped you out this evening, as you know. But he didn't get any dinner, because he had another engagement. Do you think you could get him something from the refrigerator?

FRAMMUS

No, no. I'm sorry. I can't do that. I have to close up now.

LAURA

It wouldn't prevent your closing up, really. We're all inside. The refrigerator is too.

FRAMMUS

No. I still have a lot of work to do. Good night.

Clayborn and Laura exchange looks. He's embarrassed. She's amused.

INT. STAIRS - NIGHT

Clayborn follows Laura up the stairs.

CLAYBORN

Thanks for trying, though.

LAURA

Sure. Are you going back to the city in the morning?

CLAYBORN

Yeah. I have to get my uncle's car back early. You?

LAURA

I don't know exactly when. It doesn't matter to me, but I know Maureen has to be at work the next day.

CLAYBORN'S P.O.V.

of the rear of Laura's lovely body moving upward in front of him.

CLAYBORN (O.S.)

Have you seen them recently?

LAURA

I've seen her. They were... You know...

CLAYBORN (O.S.)

Uh huh.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Laura stops at her door.

LAURA

See you in the morning.

CLAYBORN

Yuh.

LAURA

Night.

CLAYBORN

(continuing on his way)

Night.

Laura opens her door, but stands for a moment and watches him go.

INT. CLAYBORN'S AND HARRY'S ROOM - NIGHT

As Clayborn enters, Harry is getting into bed.

CLAYBORN

How was tennis?

HARRY

Never got to it.

CLAYBORN

Really?

HARRY

Do you have anything to eat?

CLAYBORN

I'm very sorry to say I don't. While you were sunk in selfish debauchery, I was drying dishes and missing dinner.

HARRY

How do you know what I was doing?

CLAYBORN

These things get around, Harry. And since you and Maureen have grown so fond of each other--joined at the hips, we might say--maybe the two of you should go back together. You could see the sights, stop off at a motel, just enjoy yourselves. I've got to get

clayborn (cont’d)

going right after breakfast and beat the traffic. You wouldn't mind being stuck in traffic. Her car has a back seat.

HARRY

You and Laura would go back together?

CLAYBORN

Yeah.

HARRY

I'm tired. Have I missed something?

CLAYBORN

Well, she apologized again.

HARRY

"Again"?

CLAYBORN

I guess you weren't there the first time.

HARRY

No.

CLAYBORN

So if you could speak to Maureen... If she isn't sick of you yet, and wants to ride back with you, she could sound out Laura.

HARRY

Why don't you sound out Laura?

CLAYBORN

I knew you'd ask that. You're so manly and direct. Harry, would you please do this for me?

INT. CELLAR STOREROOM - NIGHT

Frammus heaves a stack of filing boxes on to a counter. He steps back and looks up. On shelves above him are rows of old chemist's jars containing powders and liquids.

With a gleam in his eye he takes down a dusty mortar and pestle.

FADE TO:

INT. LOBBY - DAY

Harry waits by the closed door to the dining room as Frammus comes toward him from inside.

FRAMMUS

(opening the door)

Hungry, Hinsdorf?

HARRY

Yes, sir. I'm sure you know what this fresh country air does to a man.

INT. DINING ROOM - DAY

Harry and Frammus approach the buffet table, which is next to the kitchen door.

INSERT - CHALK BOARD

which reads, "Memorial Day Special--Complimentary Bacon and Eggs."

HARRY (O.S.)

Excellent. I'd like my eggs over easy.

BACK TO SCENE

FRAMMUS

They'll all be scrambled. It may take a few minutes.

HARRY

(loading his plate with muffins )

Ummm... orange juice. You've outdone yourself, Mr. Frammus.

FRAMMUS

We try to do a little extra whenever we can.

As Harry moves away, Strickler comes in, looking under the weather, followed by Maureen.

STRICKLER

(to Frammus)

Do you think you could find me some aspirin? I'd really appreciate it.

FRAMMUS

I'm sorry. We're not allowed to dispense drugs of any kind. It's against the law.

STRICKLER

I see.

MAUREEN

joining Harry at a table.

MAUREEN

When do you have to leave, anyway?

HARRY

Funny you should ask. Clay has to leave right after breakfast. What about you and me going back together?

MAUREEN

That's a nice idea. I don't know how Laura would feel about it, though. Also, I feel a little guilty about spending so little time with her.

HARRY

She's been kind of busy, hasn't she?

MAUREEN

True. But also I sort of promised I wouldn't push her into any socializing.

HARRY

Clay told me she apologized--twice, in fact.

MAUREEN

So I understand.

HARRY

So, aren't they pretty friendly now?

MAUREEN

I don't know if they're that friendly.

HARRY

You could sound her out.

MAUREEN

(hesitating)

Anhh...

HARRY

Well, I don't care. It just seemed... 

MAUREEN

You don't?

HARRY

Of course I'd like to go back with you, but if it's going to take a U.N. commission to make it happen...

MAUREEN

I am trying not to be selfish about this. Can't you understand that?

HARRY

I guess so.

MAUREEN

(seeing Laura approaching)

Let me think about it.

Laura comes up and sets her coffee down, but remains standing, her mind obviously elsewhere. Harry and Maureen stare up at her.

LAURA

Excuse me for a moment.

CUT TO:

STRICKLER AND LAURA

LAURA

May I sit down for a minute? I'd like to ask you something.

STRICKLER

Uh huh.

LAURA

My name is Laura Schofield. I read for Helen Clark last Wednesday for the part of Mavis. She...

Seeing Frammus come up, she stops.

FRAMMUS

(to Strickler)

Sorry about the aspirin...

(taking his empty glass)

... but let me get you some more juice. Maybe that'll help.

As Frammus leaves, Strickler shakes his head in annoyance and perplexity.

STRICKLER

(to Laura)

You were saying...

CUT TO:

FRAMMUS

at the buffet table with his back to the room, surreptitiously dropping a pellet into a glass of orange juice.

As he turns around with the glass in his hand:

JOY

(from the doorway)

Come here a minute. I can't find something.

FRAMMUS

Um...

JOY

That can wait!  Come on!  I'm way behind.

Clenching his teeth and setting the glass down on a tray by the door, he goes into the kitchen.

CUT TO:

STRICKLER'S TABLE

LAURA

... and then I didn't have the nerve to explain what I'd done. But I think it showed what I couldn't do for Helen last week, and I want to ask you to have her call me back.

STRICKLER

I seem to recall asking you to join me for dinner last night. You could have told me all this then.

LAURA

Yes, I could have.

They look each other in the eye for a moment.

STRICKLER

I'll grant that you were convincing, Laura, but I've decided to rewrite the part. I want someone more sympathetic now, maybe even a little vulnerable.

ANGLE ON LAURA

suddenly nonplussed.

The fire alarm goes off. She jumps in her chair.

CUT TO:

STRICKLER

grabbing his forehead with one hand and slamming the table with the other.

CUT TO:

JOY

bursting out of the kitchen, rapidly crossing and recrossing her extended palms.

JOY

Nothing serious!  Don't move!

Nobody is moving. All the guests are sitting with their hands over their ears.

CUT TO:

STRICKLER AND LAURA

looking out the window by their table, watching Frammus set down a smoking skillet on the patio.

CUT TO:

LOBBY

as Joy runs out of the dining room, narrowly missing Clayborn on his way in.

Joy calls up the stairs to a few guests descending in their bathrobes.

JOY

Just something in the kitchen!

CUT TO:

DINING ROOM

as Clayborn, also with his fingers in his ears, sits down with Harry and Maureen.

They all look over at Laura and Strickler.

CUT TO:

LAURA AND STRICKLER

both with their heads bent down, their hands over their ears, and their elbows on the table. He has his eyes closed, but hers are open and moving fiercely.

The alarm stops.

LAURA

(instantly)

It was my God-damned vulnerability that made me blow that audition. If you want vulnerability, ask Helen what I

laura (cont’d)

did. I was positively blubbering. I...

STRICKLER

(interrupting)

Do you have any aspirin?

LAURA

If I get you some, will you tell her to see me again?

STRICKLER

Yesss, yesss...

(holding up five fingers)

Five of them.

LAURA

(holding out her hand)

This is for real?

STRICKLER

(shaking it weakly)

Okay... Yes.

CUT TO:

FRAMMUS

coming out of the kitchen as Laura zips past him and Joy comes back in.

His face is sooty and he's coughing. He bends over, hacking violently.

Joy picks up the glass of orange juice from the tray by the door and hands it to him. He drinks it greedily.

JOY

(turning to the room)

We're sorry for the delay, everybody.

Behind her, Frammus heaves a sigh of relief.

JOY (cont'd)

As you can tell, we had a mishap in the kitchen.

Then his eyes widen with fear and he turns to look at the tray.

JOY (cont'd)

But I'll have the eggs ready...

He pushes the kitchen door open slightly, recoils...

JOY (cont'd)

... in just a few minutes. So please...

... then sprints for the lobby.

JOY (cont'd)

(turning to watch him)

... just bear with us.

CUT TO:

HARRY, MAUREEN, CLAYBORN

HARRY

What else can we do? I want those eggs.

MAUREEN

We ought to help somehow. Where did Laura run off to, anyway?

INT. LAURA'S AND MAUREEN'S ROOM - DAY

Laura is hurriedly rooting through a suitcase on her bed, on which are strewn various toilet articles.

INT. LOBBY - DAY

Joy is straining to hear at the door of the restroom. Maureen is standing by. As Laura approaches:

JOY

(to the door)

What?

LAURA

(to Maureen)

Do you have any aspirin?

MAUREEN

I don't think it would help him.

LAURA

Who?

JOY

(to the door)

What's the matter?

MAUREEN

(to Laura)

Mel.

LAURA

Oh. Is he in there?

MAUREEN

Yes.

LAURA

I don't mean for him. Do you have any? There's none in your toilet bag.

JOY

(to the door)

Do you need a doctor?

MAUREEN

I guess I don't, then.

FRAMMUS (O.S.)

No doctor.

Frieda comes in the rear entrance.

JOY

Up so early, Mother?

FRIEDA

Really, Joy, you've got to talk to Melvin about that alarm.

JOY

(to Maureen and Laura)

Let's get breakfast on.

(heading for the dining room)

He is the strangest man.

LAURA

Joy, do you have any aspirin?

JOY

I don't think it would help, honey.

LAURA

It's for someone else.

JOY

Can it wait, then?

LAURA

Sorry.

INT. DINING ROOM - DAY

Laura standing at Harry's and Clayborn's table:

HARRY

Never use the stuff, actually.

CLAYBORN

I'm sorry, Laura. I didn't bring any.

FRIEDA AND LAURA

at the buffet table.

FRIEDA

Just what I've got left for my arthritis. It's an ointment, anyway.

STRICKLER

at his table, giving Laura a baleful look as she approaches.

LAURA

Still working on it.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Maureen and Laura are cooking bacon and eggs.

LAURA

And he's just mean enough to say the deal's off because I didn't come through with his little white pills.

MAUREEN

Yeah, I see.

Joy comes in and picks up a platter of eggs.

JOY

I can't get him to come out.

(leaving)

Maybe he's writing a book in there that will explain everything.

MAUREEN

(to Laura)

I hope you won't mind my bringing this up. You've made yourself very clear about this sort of thing, but I just thought I'd run it by you because maybe now you're feeling a lot better about things in general and maybe you and Clayborn are actually pretty friendly now. It's not at all important to me--I'll see Harry in the city anyway--and I hope you don't think I'm being terribly selfish even to suggest it,

maureen (cont’d)

but maybe you'd actually enjoy riding back with Clayborn. It's just an idea. I wouldn't blame you the least bit if you didn't want to.

LAURA

No, that would be okay, Mo. As soon as you see just a moment when she can focus, would you ask Joy about the aspirin?

MAUREEN

(astounded)

Sure...

INT. DINING ROOM - DAY

The four of them are finishing their breakfast.

CLAYBORN

(to Laura)

I'm sorry I have to hurry. Can you be ready in a few minutes?

LAURA

I think so.

CLAYBORN

(leaving)

I'd better go pack.

LAURA

I'd better, too.

(leaving, to Maureen)

Speak to Joy?

MAUREEN

Yes.

(to Harry)

We don't have to clean up. The staff's coming.

HARRY

Good. Let's get out of here before anything else happens.

INT. LAURA'S AND MAUREEN'S ROOM - DAY

MAUREEN

(coming in)

I couldn't get to her. She's busy being nice to nervous guests.

LAURA

Oh, God.

MAUREEN

Maybe we can run into town to the drug store. At least we can call to see if it's open.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DAY

Laura and Clayborn outside his door. He has his luggage with him.

CLAYBORN

I'm really sorry, but I don't think I can wait that long. Too bad breakfast turned into lunch. I guess you should go back with Maureen.

LAURA

All right.

CLAYBORN

Well, nice to see you again.

LAURA

You too.

CLAYBORN

Maybe... um...

LAURA

Wait. I think I can get some from Joy. Can you give me just a few minutes?

CLAYBORN

Ten?

LAURA

Great.

INT. LOBBY - DAY

Joy is behind the desk. While several guests wait to speak with her, Maureen whispers urgently in her ear. Laura stands by.

JOY

He's a movie director?

MAUREEN

Yes.

JOY

Okay, do you know where our apartment is?

MAUREEN

No.

JOY

In the kitchen there's a door in the back. Go up the stairs...

INT. UPSTAIRS BACK HALLWAYS - DAY

Maureen and Laura walking fast. At an intersection, Maureen goes left and Laura follows.

MAUREEN

Now left, then right, then left, then right, right?

LAURA

If that curve at the top of the stairs was the first left. I heard "left, left, right, left, right," didn't you?

MAUREEN

I think so.

LAURA

But the curve wasn't really a choice.

MAUREEN

It went pretty sharply left.

LAURA

True...

ANOTHER INTERSECTION

MAUREEN

Where's the table with the pink lamp? Maybe you were right. Should we go back and start again?

LAURA

No, let's keep going.

ANOTHER HALLWAY

MAUREEN

God, I'm sorry, Laura.

LAURA

It's not your fault.

ANOTHER HALLWAY

As they hurry on, Maureen steps on a throw rug that slides alarmingly on the smooth wooden floor.

ANOTHER HALLWAY

Hurrying round a corner, Laura takes it too sharply, grazing a table and upsetting a vase. She wheels, grabs it just in time.

ANOTHER CORNER

Laura, frantically coming around, steps on another throw rug, slides and...

LAURA

Aieeagh!

... falls hard.

MAUREEN

(squatting next to her)

Are you all right?

LAURA

(slowly sitting up)

Yeah.

She leans her back against the wall.

LAURA (cont'd)

Nothing broken.

MAUREEN

Not even any furniture.

LAURA

I tried.

MAUREEN

It's got to be right near here. The building can't be that big.

(standing up)

Ready?

LAURA

I guess so.

But she doesn't move.

MAUREEN

(holding out her hand)

Need a hand?

Laura still doesn't move.

LAURA

No, thanks.

MAUREEN

Laura, are you all right?

LAURA

Uh huh.

She stares at Maureen for moment.

LAURA (cont'd)

Mo, I'm doing it again. I'm knocking myself out to please a jerk. I've even got you doing it. Next thing you know, I'll have us prying up floorboards and frisking the guests.

MAUREEN

(encouragingly)

Come on.

LAURA

(getting up)

Nope. I don't care if it's right around that corner. I've kept Clayborn waiting long enough. If Strickler won't audition me because of a God-damned headache, he can you-know-what.

INT. LOBBY - DAY

At the desk, Joy is opening a first aid kit as Strickler watches.

JOY

(handing him bottle of aspirin)

I don't know why I didn't think of this before.

Laura and Maureen, hurriedly returning, take in what's happening.

LAURA

(to Strickler)

Is everything all right now?

STRICKLER

Yeah, I guess so.

JOY

(to Strickler)

Well, before you leave, you must tell me about your movie.

He shoots her a venomous look.

CUT TO:

CLAYBORN

vexed, followed by Harry, coming in from the rear. Laura and Maureen scoot past them and up the stairs.

EXT. PARKING AREA BEHIND INN - DAY

Clayborn waits by the open trunk of his car.

LAURA

at the open rear door of Maureen's car, reaches in and picks up a satchel of books. Harry, in the driver's seat, already has the engine running. Next to him, Maureen is turned around, looking back at Laura.

MAUREEN

You and your books...

LAURA AND CLAYBORN

She hurries up and drops her books in the trunk.

CLAYBORN

Are you limping?

LAURA

Tell you about it later.

In the b.g., Harry toots his horn and drives away.

FRONT SEAT OF CLAYBORN'S CAR

Laura and Clayborn get in.

LAURA

(smiling contentedly)

Whew.

They fasten their seat belts. He turns the key in the ignition. The engine doesn't start.

CLAYBORN

Oh, no...

He tries again. No dice.

CLAYBORN (cont'd)

Oh, Lord...

LAURA

Is this what it did before?

CLAYBORN

Yep.

He tries again. Nope.

CLAYBORN (cont'd)

Maybe Frammus knows something about cars.

LAURA

Even if he does, I don't think he'd be very helpful today. Maybe we'll have to stay over.

CLAYBORN

I don't think you would. We could probably get a taxi to take you to a bus station somewhere. Don't you have an audition to go to?

LAURA

(unbuckling her seat belt)

It won't happen for a day or two. Do you have to be at work tomorrow?

CLAYBORN

Not if it means leaving the car up here.

He tries again, leaning forward as though to will it to start.

She moves forward to the edge of her seat.

The car doesn't start. He slumps back, defeated.

CLAYBORN (cont'd)

You don't seem terribly upset.

She turns...

LAURA

I'm not.

... and solemnly kisses him.

She slowly pulls away. When he opens his eyes, he's too weak to move.

LAURA

(sitting back)

No?

Now he lunges for her, but is stopped short by his seat belt.

CLAYBORN

God damn it!

He releases the belt and feverishly embraces her.

After a moment:

CLAYBORN

It's hard to kiss you when you're smiling like that.

LAURA

What about your uncle?

CLAYBORN

Do I have an uncle?

CUT TO:

FRIEDA

with a sheaf of Joy's bumper stickers, putting one under the windshield wiper of an unoccupied car, then moving on to Clayborn's, in which he and Laura are kissing again.

As she slips a sticker under the wiper:

FRIEDA

You don't really need one.

CUT TO:

FRAMMUS

pale and shaken, appearing in the doorway of the rear entrance.

As Frieda passes him on her way to another car:

FRIEDA

You don't look well, Melvin.

And as she continues on her way:

FADE OUT.

                        The End

