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JOHNNY GOT HIS GUN

Complete script




JOHNNY GOT HIS GUN

Bunuel - Trumbo

FADE IN:

CREDIT TITLES are seen against a montage background of Weorld
War I stock shots, still photographs, recruiting posters, -
etc. Sound track gives us band musiec; the skirl of bagpipes;
voices singing various national anthems, including the Ger--
man: the roar of cheering crowds; the tramp of marching feet;
the beat of snare drums; and the stuttered, incomprehensible
bellowings of statesmen. Montage consists in:

A kilted Scots Guard Company on para

de in full dress uniforms, led by a

company of bagpipers.

The Kaiser inspecting his troops.
King George V inspecting his troops.
Clemenceau inspecting his troops.

Victor Immanuel II inspecting his
troops.

The Kaiser making a publiec address.

Lloyd George of England making a pu-

blic address.

Clemencean of France making a public

address.

President Woodrew Wilson of the Uni-
ted States, probably addressing Con-
Eress,

The American flag flying above the -
Captiol building in Washington.

Newsreel film in which the first Ame
rican draft number is taken by the -
Secretary of War from a glass bowl.

Stock shots of Amerivan draftees as-
sembling.

Stock shotsof a train load of sol--—-
diers leaving an American railway -
station, relatives waving.




Stock shot of Doug Fairbanks, Charles
Chaplin, and Mary Pickford standing -
on a platform on Broadway selling war

bonds.
Stock shot of the wildly cheering -
crowds which jammed Broadway to hera

them.

I'title cards now come to an end.

STOCK SHOT - SAMLL-TOWN AMERICAN RAILROAD STATION - DAY

There must be tens of thousands eof feet of such material.This
should simply be footage of a troop train in the background,

draftees or uniformed men on the station platform bidding fa-
rewell to wives, parents, children and friends. Sound track -
is filled with band music, garbled conversations, and fragmen
ary phrases from the speeches of local patriots and bureau--

ORATOR'S VOICE - o.s5.

This is not a war for conguest, rfor
fit, or for vengeance.

HEAD AND SHOULDERS - JOE BONHAM

If the stock shots with which these secenes are constantly in
tercut shows the young men in uniform, Joe will also be uni-—
formed. If, as would be preferahle, the stock shots show the
young men as draftees, Joe will war civilian clothes. He is -
embracing and kissing his mother, a tired-looking, middle-aged,
lower middle-class woman with tears in his eyes. Joe is nine-
teen years old, undistinguished in height or stature, much 1i
ke any other American boy of his time and class.

ORATOR'S VOICE - ©0.5.
ﬂ:'uttL.i.l]uillg;}

It is a war to make the world save for de

mocracy'’

JOE

Goodbye, mogher.

He releases her and turns to:

HEAD AND SHOULDERS- JOE AND HIS OLDER SISTER

She is a girl of fourteen who clings to him fiercely.




JOE
Goodbye, Catherine,

ORATOR'S VOICE - o.s.

Beyond that, my friends and fellow country-

men, it is a war against war itself.

HEAD AND SHOULDERS - JOE AND HIS YOUNGER SISTER

Joe sinks down on his haunches in order to embrace the little

girl, who is only seven years old.
JOE
Goodbye, Elizabeth

ORATOR'S VOICE - o0.s.

Lt is a war that is being fought

E_'II'.:I.E'F‘ . #

HEAD AND SHOULDERS - JOE AND KAREEN

Joe rises from his younger sister to face Kareen, a seventeen
yvear old girl who, though fragile in stature, gives the impres

sion of pgreat strength, of great capacity to love and be

not vary too far from the national average, although when
are together, as now, they infuse each other with a beaut
that is almost breathtaking. They hold each other tightly
their lips sealed together, tears coursing down Kareen's

ORATOR'S VOICE - o.s.

..» peace not only in our time but
time . ..

CLOSE UP - JOE AND KAREEN

Their kiss continues.

ORATOR'S VOICE - o.s.

ve. 1t is, God willing, the first war
all history that is waged to banish w
from the face of the earth... to end
for all time and all generations!

for

loved.
In terms of physical appearance, she, like Joe himself, does
they

v =

]

in
anr

war

Their lips separate, and they cling for a moment, cheek to -
cheek.

JOE :
(as if it were a pr"u}'er)

Kareen... Kareen... Kareen,..!

cheeks.




KAREN
Don't go, Joe. Don't go.

VOICE OF THE SHELL
(eerily o. B

She's right, Joe. Don't go.

['m waiting for you.

x
=]

From the background of our CLOSE-UP on Joe and Kareen, an -
image emerges, moves forward, fills the screen:

CLOSE-UP - THE SHELL

Amidst the clatter and noise of a munitions factory, we see -
stamp-press crash down against the base of a cannon shell .
As the press rises, we see a number stamped on the shell.

VOICE OF THE SHELL
(continuing)

I'm just receiving your number.

GHOSTLY AMERICAN VOICES
(faintly singing)

Over there;
Over there;
Send the word,
Send the word,
To beware.

The stamped shell moves on its conveyor belt to:

CLOSE SHOT - HEAD AND SHOULDERS - GERMAN GIRL AND SHELL

The shell, thirty-six inches long, stands on its carrier-base,
a dull-gleaming phallus, marvelously smooth and symme trical.
Using both hands, the German girl screws the gleaming metal -
point of the shell into place. Above the clatter and noise of
the munitions factory, we hear:

GHOSTLY AMERICAN VOICES
(contimuing

We're coming over,

We're coming over,

And we won't be back

Till it's over over therel

The girl and her shell recede into the background as Joe and
Kareen swim forward inte clarity.

JOE AND KAREEN - HEAD AND SHOULDERS

Kareen is talking to him earnestly despite the uproar of sing
ing, shouts, and train and station SOUNDS. Joe has his left -




irm around her, but not his right.

ORATOR'S VOICE - o.s.

I'm the words of that great patriot, Patrick
Henry...

KAREEN

Don't go. Run awayv.

JOE

(wryly)

Where can I run?
KEAREEN
They'1ll kill you, .rﬁe;! . I know they will.

VOICE OF THE SHELL
(softl y)

Not *"theyt', Joe. I will kill vyon...

A new SUPERIMPOSITION now rushes forward to blot out Joe and
Kareen.

FAILGATE - GERMAN CONVOY TRUCK - NIGHIT

'hé air is filled with the roaring of motors and the departure -
of other vehicles. Joe's particular shell is now being placed -
aboard the truck.

SONG FRAGMENT
(very faintly, o. &)

Keep the home fires burning,
Though your hearts are yearning..

SUPERTMPOSTITION recedes as we go to:

HEAR AND SHOULDERS - JOE AND KARREEN

Kareen is weeping softly.

ORATOR'S VOICE - o.s.

In the words of that great patriot, Theodore
Roosevelt...

KAREEN

Love me. Love me. Hold me
closer. Closer; Joe. Put both
of your arms around me and hold
me close. Both of your arms,
Joe, .. both of them.




With both of his arms he holds her tightly to him.

ORATOR'S VOICE -

Make God bless you. Make God give you vicilo
ry. Let us pray.

(slight pause)
Our father which art in Heaven...

VOICE OF THE SHELL
(softly)

Praying will do no good. I have a time -
set, and you have a time set, and not -
even the hand of God can stop our meeting.

A new SUPERIMPOSITION now emerges 1O f1ill the screernl.

FULL SHOT - GERMAN HIGHWAY - DAY

A supply convoy of trucks, one of them the truck on which Joe's
shell was loaded, moves steadlly toward the east.

ORATOR'S VOICE - o0.s.
(very faintly)

Thy will be done on e:
heaven. ..

HEAD AND SHOULDERS - JOE AND KAREEN

They still cling to each other tightly as the prayer comes to

i end.

ORATOR'S VOICE - 0.8.

For thine is the kingdom and the power
and the glory forever and ever.

'he terminal word of the prayer comes forth not reverently as
would be expected, but angrily and wildly---a massed YELL of

blind hatred.

OMNES - o.s.
(in powerful unison)

A~ M-F==N -1

As the last growl of the "Amens" rumbles into silence, the -
air is shattered with the CRY OF SCREAMING BUGLES proclaiming

separation,

STOCK SHOT - OF THE PERIOD

A World War I railroad station crowd disintegrating as the -
troops, or draftees, move toward the waiting coaches. The - =
sound track is filled with farewells.




MASS HYMN
My country 'tis of thee,
Bweet land of liberty,

Of thee I sing.

HWAD AND SHOULDERS - KAREEN

eaming down her eves, yet t

rying bravely to smile, -
augh, she waves toward the CAMERA and a Joe we cannot

KAREEN
Goodbyel Goodbyel Goodbye!
MASS HYMN

Land where my fathers died,
Land of the pilgrim's pride...

STOCK SHOT - OF THE PERIOD

Showing draftes as they clamber abozrd the steps of a transport
coach.
MASS HYME

From every mountain side..

HEAD AND SHOULDERS - JOE

He pauses on the steps of the railroad coach to turn back and -
wave toward his girl.

MAS HYMN

E_v:'ilt]vl.lldin,g-;}
Let freedom ring!
Goodbye, Kareen! Goodbye!

ORATOR'S VOICE - o.s.

And their lives if necessary that demo-
cracy may not perish from the face of
this earth!

FLASH INTER-CUTS - JOE AND KAREEN

Each waving to the other, each shouting farewells that cannot
be. heard above the deafening uproar of the crowd, which has -
burst into the most spirited and lively of World War I battle
hymns :




CROWD SINGING
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FULL LONG SHOT - A TRAIN

[t moves at high speed down a geometrically straight track, -
across an absolutely level plain which is as wide and as long
as eternity itself. The whistle, loud in our preceeding SHOT,
now comes only faintly to our ears as the tiny train wvanishes
in the far distance.,

GERMAN CONVOY TRUCK - DAWN

Joe's shell is being unloaded from the convoy truck, and, with
others, stacked on a pneumatic-tired hand truck for conveyance
to the guns, The work proceeds sweftly, with deadly efficiency,
and in utter silence.

FAINT BINGING

Oh say can:-you see,
By the dawn's early light...

AMERICAN TRANSPORT TRUCK 1FRONT LINES - DAWN

Perhaps a dozen young American soldiers leap out of the truck -
and, under the silent guidance of an officer, move off into the
dripping dawn. Among them we see Joe.

SINGING VOICES

What so proudly we hailed,
At the twilight's last gleaming...

'he singing is drowned out by the crashing thunder of a sunrise
artillery barrage.

CLOSE SHOT - CANNON-BREECH - DRAWN

Scene is filled with smoke; sounds of the barrage continue on

all sides. A shell is ejected by the gun crew from the cannon'
breech. Joe's shell is then rammed into the breech, and the -

breech-lock slammed shut. Scene fills with smoke as the cannon
recoils to the shell's discharge. A looping WHINE, its volume -
seeming to increase and diminish with the trajectory of the -
shell ‘just fired.

CLOSE SHOT - JOE IN SHELL. CRATER - DAWN

Cowering against the side of the crater, he stares wildly up -
into the sky... up to the source of the swift-approaching, ever-

louder SHRIEK as the shell approaches the end of its trajectory.
As he covers his face with his hands, the screen explodes, turns
instantly into:

FULL BEACK SCREEN

There is no light anywhere. There is no sound, There is no mo-
vement of any kind. Then, from somewhere in the darkness, the
voice of a young girl is heard singing very sweetly, very fain
tly.




YOUNG GIRL SINGING
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scarcely audible, sometimes plainly heard. The faint movement
we imagine that we see on the bed could as easily be caused -
by a change in the light as by movement of the patient. The -
telephone bell continues to BING. Then, from the bed, we hear
a suffocated GASP, a strangled exclamation which is half grunt,
half sob.

MAN'S VOICE
(calling from a distance)

l'elephone, Joe. Hey, Joe... it's for YOLl.

HEAD AND SHOULDERS - JOE AT WALL TELEPHONE - NIGHE

While he speaks, we hear the o.s. sounds of =a large bakery in
full operation: the rattle of conveyeor belts, the screech of
travelling ovens, the roar of mach inery, the rumble of dollies

and racks.

JOE
T_iij to teal 1"|_|i]1_|“4_u.}

All right, mother, I'll be right there.

He hangs up the phone and turns to confront Mr. Simmons, the -
bald, pot-bellied night manager, who features a pencil behind
one ear, a sharp pair of suspicious blue eyes, and a constant
frown.

My father just died, Mr. Simmons.

['"ve got to go home.

MER. SIMMONS
I[_iu.-ul'lnf_: at him :-ih:lr']}]}';l

Died?., Gosh, kid, that's too bad. Sure,
kid, you run along.

(call off)
Rudy. Hey Rudy.

Rudy a young man of twenty-five enters the scene.

MR. SIMMONS

(continui ugj

Grab a truck and drive Joe Home.
His eld man... I mean, his father
Just died.

(pats Joe on the back)
I'll have one of the boys punch

you out at the time clock. It's
tough, kid. Go home.




BAKERY TRUCK — DOWN NARROW RAIN-SWEPT STREET - NIGHI

'’he only sounds are the roar of the Model T engine and the hiss
o1 rain water beneath the tires.

MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT - DRIVER'S SEAT - TRUCK - NIGHT

Rudy drives, Joe sits beside him, swaying with the movement of
the truck, staring ahead, white-faced, bemused. The truck halts.

ANOTHER ANGLE - TOWARD TRUCK - RAIN - NIGHT

Joe climbs out of the truck, turns back to it.

JOE

Thanks, Rudy. I'11 let you know
when everything's finished., I'11
be back to work in a couple of -
days.

RUDY
sure, Joe, that's all right.
It's tough. I'm sorry. Good

night.

Joe turns down a narrow alley, and the truck starts teo turn
around in the rainy street.

ANOTHER SHOT - DOOR OF JOE'S HOUSE - NIGHT - RAIN

Joe appears, opens the door, revealing a narrow flight of steps

beyond it. He closes the door.

INTERIOR STAIRWAY OF JOE'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Joe moves up the steps two at a time, guiet as a cat.

INTERTIOR LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

As Joe enters from the head of the steps. It is a small room,
half of it occupied with a double bed, on which lies the body
of a man, a sheet drawn over his face. Joe's mother stands -
against a window, staring numbly out at the rain. His thirteen
year okd sister lies crouched in a cormner, quietly sobbing.

ANOTHER_ANGLE_- FROM JOE TO_ HIS_ SISTER

She is clad in nightgown, over which a worn bathrobe has loose-
ly thrown. He position is such that the first rise of her young
breasts is visible. Joe stares at her numbly, his whole atten--
tion absorbed with the incomprehensible fact of his father'!s -
death, yet his mind automatically recording other igpressions.




JOE'S VOICE
(But not his lips)

You have breasts. I never noticed before.
He tearse his eyes from his sister, and turns toward the bed.

ANOTHER ANGLE - FAVORING JOE

He stares at the bed, crosses to it, gently lifts the sheet to
expose what is beneath it, and stares for a long moment at the
tired face of his father there revealed.

JOE'S YOICE
(faintly, wonderingly)

So you're dead, aren't you?. My pood
little father...

KNOCK on the downstairs door. Joe looks questionin-
mother.

JOE'!'S MOTHER

Tt's them. I called. They were
awfully nice. They're going to
let us... pay for it by the month

goes to the door, looks down the sie irs.

JOE
(guietly)

Come in.

JOE'S MOTHER

(crossing to Catherine)

I'11 take Catherine in the kitchen.
It'1l]1l be better.

She goes to her weeping daughter, l1ifts the girl up, and the -
two of them pass through another doorway into a small kitchen
beyvond. Sound of footsteps coming up the stairs. Then two men
enter, dressed in black and carrying a long, covered wicker -
basket. Joe stands, fascinated and horrified; as they thiow -
the covers back from his father's body, lift him net too gen--
tly from the bed, place him in the basket, and clap the 1lid --
back onto it. Then they start out of the room and dewn the stairs
again, one man at the head of the basket, the other at its = =
foot, the basket creaking as they descend the stairs.

CLOSE SHOT - JOE

He looks off through the open kitchen door to his sister, hud-
dled there in a chair, weeping. He hears the distant RINGING -
of a telephone bell. Startled, he looks across to his mother,




whe has just entered the living roem frem the kitchen. Again -
the faint RINGING of the telephone bell, Perplexed, and somehow
strangely excited, Joe looks down the stairway.

LONG SHOT - DOWN STAIRWAY - NIGHT

'he door is open, and the custodians of the wicker basket are
just passing through it with their burden. Then, as if from -
the basket itself, Joe hears again the faint RINGING of the -
distant telephone bell. CAMERA goes to a series of:

ANGLE SHOTS - THROUGHOUT STAIRWAY, KITCHEN, LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

As Joe's attention leaps from point to point, each point cha-
racterized by the remote RING of a telephone bell. During the
se angle cuts the scene rapidly darkens until we have retur--
ned at last O,

INTERIOR DARKENED HOSPITAL ROON - TOWARD THE BED

l'he person in the bed is still indiscernable, although we have
a sense of something stirring. The RINGING of the telephone -
bell continues, although ever more faintly, ever more distant.
A sound of GRUNTING comes from the bed. Then:

JOE'S MIND
( faingly)

The telephone, Where is the telephone?

'he telephone dies away completely. There is a long silence. -
Then:

JOE'S MIND

Where am 17

MED. SHOT TOWARD A DARKENED CORNER OF THE ROOM

The light is somewhat better here than in the area surrounding
the bed. Something stirs on the floor. As we INTERCUT back and
forth between this corner area and the bed area we realize - -
that JOE'S IMAGE (i.e., Joe as he was before his accident) has
been lying unconscious in the cormer on the floor, waiting for
the WOUNDED JOE on the bed to regain consciousnees, thus permi
tting Joe's Image also to awaken.

(NOTE ON THE METHOD: Joe actually has four identities in this
film, They are: (1) Wounded Joe on the bed in the hospital;
(2) Joe's Image, unwounded but trapped in the hospital room
with Wounded Joe; {j} Flashhack Joe, which is to say, Joe as
he was in those incidents from his past which he thinks about
and which we dramatize on the screen; and [ﬂ] Fantasy Joe, or
the Joe of his dreams, of fantasies, nightmares and hallucina-
tions. All but Wounded Joe are physically identical, although
it may be found desireable to costume them differently. In cexr
tain instances, as the script will indicate, Joe's Image and -




Fantasy Joe will merge into the same personality.

(When they speak, Flashback Joe and F ntasy Joe and Joe's Image

; : ; -
will spead in Joe's natural voice. Wolnded Joe, however, cannot

speak... he can only think. Since it is necessary for us to - -
know what he is thinking, we must vocalize his thoughts in the
Film. In order to achieve audience clarity, we must differentia
te the voice of JOE'S MIND from the normal voice used by the =
other three Joes. The voice of JOE'S MIND will therefore be sub
tly altered by delicése use of an echo chamber. Thus whenever 2
the audience hears this slightly different rntfe: it will instan
tly know it is listening to the mind of the wounded man who lies
on the bed,

(When Wounded Joe is awake on his bed, Joe's Image is also awa-
ke in the room. When Joe on the bed loses consciousness, or - -
goes to sleep, or is given sedatives, Joe's Image reacts, and
his consciousness departs. It follows that whénever the audien
ce sees that Joe's Image is awake and antive in the room, it
knows that Joe on the bed is also awake. In cergain instances,
however, when we dramatize on the screen Joe's dreams or drug-i
ded hallucinations, the sight of Joe's Image, restlessly buy
profonndly as leep, informs the audience that Wounded Joe on
the bed is also asleep, and that the images or incidents shown
on the screen reflect the dreams and hallucinations of his un--
conscious mind. END OF ".DIJL.}

JOE'S MIND
(throughout the INTERCUTS)

How did I get here?... What has
happened?

(fainting ‘-'Uii.‘-f}}

Oh Jesus Christ, the pain...

As voice of Joe's Mind fades away into semi-consciousness, Joe'!
Image in the corner, on the point of rising to his feet, sinks
back to the floor again. There is a period of utter silence,
utter stillness. Then Jee's Mind returns, and his Image stirs
again.

ﬁveny faintly at first)

I can feel the sweat peuring
out of my skin. Hot, wet, skin
all aver me. And the wetness
soaked in... soaked in...

(Jod's Image is beginning to rise again)

. +»» 1in bandages. Wet bandages. All
over me, Even over my head...

The volice fades into a silence; which is broken only by a rhyth-
mic sequence of muffled GRUNTS which seem to emanate from the -
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belly rather than from the throat. They are scarcely audible.
Joe's Image, on its feet now, moves cautiously and on tip-toe
out of the corner toward the bed.

'hen I'm hurt. Maybe
pret |.:." bad.

's Image arrives beside the bed, gazes down at whatever
there, puzzled, curious, faintly repelled,

JOE'S MIND

I'm scared. I'm so scared 1

can feel my own heart smashing
against my ribs. Can't you hear
it?. Why don't you help me? Can't
vou hear my heart, the way it's
pounding?

(pause:; then, wonderingly)

No. You don't. I can!'lt even
hear it myself. I can feel my
heart smashing away in my chest...
I can feel the blood p{imping ...
and then a swelling once more...
but I can't hear the pulse of
my blood in my ears.

(pause)

When you can't hear your own
pulse, you're deaf. Deaf.
(savoring it)

I'm deaf. You're deaf, Joe.

From this point forward his thoughts wander as consciousness
begins to give way to unconsciousness. As this process occurrs,
Joe's Image grows correspondingly languorous, and begins a -
slow retreat from the bed to its darkened corner,

JOE'S MIND
(with .1'1—:.!.J'_4_--1':]

Then you're not really hurt,..
you're only deaf. There was
that shell, and it blew up,
and it smashed your eardrums,
but it didn't hit you.

(pause)

That was a close one, 0Oh well
« =« « lots of people can't
hear . . . and there are lots
of things that nobody wants to
hear anyhow . . -«

The telephone begins to ring onee more, mono tonously and from




an immense distance.

Hello... Hello... I can'i

hear you... Hello...

Hello... Stop ringing, because

it doesn't do any good, I can't

hear you... l1'd rather be dead

anyhow... than to hear a telephone

ringing... to tell me that my

father... is dead...
he voice of Joe's Mind whispers away into silence. Joe's -
Image in the corner sinks into reluctant slumber. The SCENE
darkens, turns pure black, approaches total silence. Then:

YOUNG GIRL SINGING
(very faint I}f'j

Pack up your troubles in vour
old kit bag,
And smile... smile.., smile...

There are soft LIQUID SOUNDS as the screen fills with black
water in gentle movement, from the depths of which Joe's pa-
le, distorted face may be seen rising eerily toward the sur-
face. As it fills the secreen, scarcely an inech below the wa-
ter's surface, we go to:

INT, JOE'S ROOM - DOCTORS, NURSES, ETC. - DAY

Two doctors and three nurses completely cobscure Joe'l's figur
on the bed. Joe's Image hovers anxiously about the head of
the bed, more concerned than they with the purpose of their
work. The doectors and nurses chat amiably among themselves,
but their conversation is not recorded.

JOE'S MIND

My arm. Yes. My left arm,
Bandages coming off. 1 wonder
what's wrong with it?. I wish
they'd get this stuff off my

face so I could know what they're
doing.

CLOSE-UP - A LARGE BANDAGE

[t is disposed of in the.same way as the first, and by the sa
me hand.

UPWARD INTO PACES OF DOCTORS ., NURSES, JOE'S IMAGE

All of whom gaze down jntently at the second unbandaged area.
What they see here causes the two doctors to shake hands in -
mutual congratulation, while Joe's Image sinks to his knees -
in utter despair.




What's going to happen now?

A nurse hands a tray to the Chief Doctor, who takes from it =a

pair of tweezer-clippers, and bends low over Joe.

INSERT - TWEEZER-CLIPPERS AGAINST STITCHED SKIN

he clippers snip the thread in t#o places. Then the tweezers-

clamp down on the less than half-ineh stiteh that has been -
freed, and eswiftly Jjerk it free.

JOE'S MIND

Ouchl
ANOTHER ANGLE - GROUP AROUND JOE'!'S EBED

'he doct 1 works .‘-I-\-if'f.l:'-'- -"‘1":“lj|:‘.‘ his PR e ) S
us each time he rises from his position above Joe and dispo--
ses of a stitch in the tray which the nurse holds for him.
JOE'S MIND
continuing)

They're pinching.
(pause)

No. It's more like... it
and hot. LikKe #... 8 l1it
gstab of heat.

CLOSE-UP - A RAT IN THE SHADOWS

lMigging at something with sharp little claws; chewing at it

with swift-clicking yellow little teeth.

JOE'S MIND

O ot it

Or...or like a little animal
that's nibbling. Like a rat.
(pause; he L:(Jl]t—s'it](u'h}

Oh no. No. They wouldn't
let any rats in here.

CLOSE ON 6-YEAR OLD BOY AND DOCTOR
The period would be about the turn of the century. The doctor

is removing stitches from a healed scar on one of the boy's =
cheeks.

JOE'S MIND
(Continuing)

Oh, now I know!. It's just like
{rnﬂr'{--]

when I ran into the barbed-wire

fence. They sew you up, and then




JOE' MIND

(continued)

it heals, and then they take the
stitches out.

(dubiously)

ONLy ..

(panic mounting)

aebe OV iaia

INSERT - TRAY HELD BY NURSE

'he doctor's hand enters and leaves the SCENE rhythmically, de
positing each time with the tweezers a severed stitch. There
ire eight or ten stitches already on the tray.

(continuing)

sae only this is different.

Il can feel what they're doing

to my arm, but I can't rightly

fell my arm at all. It's like
(more }

[ had to feel through the

end of my arm.

ANOTHER ANGLE - GROWP AROUND BED

Joe! Image is crouched beside the bed on hands and knees,
weeping. The removal of the stitches continues briskly.

JOE'S MIND

The nearest thing to the end

of my arm I can think of is

the heel of my hand. But the

heel of my hand... the end

of my arm... oh Jesus Christ, it's
high... high... high as my shoul-
der!. And the stitches go in a
circla ..l

FULL SCREEN - JOE'S FACE UNDER WATER

Pale, wide-eyed, filled with horror, covered by perhaps an inch
of water, and beginning to sink back into the darker depths on

ce more.

JOE!'S MIND
You've cut my arm off! Oh my
God, why would you do a thing
like that?




20.

He begins to SINK deeper and deeper into the water, CAMERA
following him.

You can't cut a man's arm off without

his consent. He's got to sign a
paper or something. Oh Jesus, I
have to work with that arm! Why
did you cut it off? Why did you,
why did you, why did wyou?

He reaches the bottom of his descent, in deep, dark waters,

when a second thought strikes.
JOE'S MIND

[Here was a ring on my hand! Where

did yvou put it? What did vyou

do with 1t?

gins his swift ascent the surface, CAMERA following

JOE ' SMIND

If you've stolen my ring, then
vou'lre grave-ribbers, because my
arm that is gone is dead, and if
yvoul've taken the ring from it,
vou've robbed the dead. Where is
my ring? Kareen gave it to me
and I want it back! Where is my
ring, Kareen's ring, before I

E0 under agalllss.?f

As his white face sur¥aces barely an inch below the waters,
ffilling the screen with its anguished appeal, we:

DISSOLVE TO:

DARK CORNER OR A SMALL LIVING ROOM - JOE AND KAREEN - NIGHT

They sit very closely together, Joe's arm around her, both
of them intent on the ring which Kareen is putting on Joe's
finger.

KAREEN

My mother gave it to me. It's
real moonstone.

JOE
(pleased little laugh)

T+ wontt £it.




KAREEN

The little finger, silly, try
the little finger.

JOE

Oh.

e
W

KAREEN
ith triumph )

I said it would fit

Joe holds the hand up to look at it with the ring on then pulls

tight to him.

JOE
(softly)

Little mick.
esponds passionately. When they break.
KAREEN

Oh Joe, 'm so0 scared, Kiss me
again.

JOE
{_ glancing around the darkened 1'()(1:“:]

We shouldn't have turned the lights
out. Your old man'll be sore.

Eﬁlil.]-;.\
Kiss me., Mike won't care. He understands.

They kiss again. At the end of the caress, Eareen finds her
voice in a choked sigh.

KAREEN
Don't go, Joe, please don't go
JOE

When yvou're drafted youtve got to
go

KAREEN
They'1ll kill
JOE

Maybe. I don't think




KAREEN

Lots of people get killed who
don't think so. Don't go Joe

people come back

I love you, Joe

JOE_
(fondly)

You're a little mick
'.'I.EI!‘]_':_ELT\

I'm not mick, I1'm bohunk

JOE

You'!'re half and half, but you
look mick. You've got eyes and

hair like a little mick

AREEN

KAREE
0

yeginning to weep)

Oh Joe. . =

Joe takes her in his arms, drawing his torso somewhat over -
hers as he engulfs her in his arms.

JOE
(softly)

Don't cry, Kareen. Please don't cry

Suddenly a darker shadow than that which covers the room fTalls
upon them, and a harsh male voice intrudes.

MIKE'S VOICE

Stop that, stop it, goddam you

0ld Mike Burkeman enters the scene, stops before the sofa, and
glares down on them. He looks like a fierce, over-grown dwarf
because his back is crooked from 28 wvears in the Wyoming coal
mines, He stands and glares at them, and they make no move.+

MIKE

I'l11l have none of this business
going on in my house. You think
this is the back seat of a flivver?




MIKE
{::1Jr] P | uu-.-if]

Now get up, both of wou. Get up
like decent people.
{l”ll':-_u||.]i'}

Come on. Get up from there, Kareen.,

Kareen gets up, a girl scarcely more than five feet tall, and
confronts her fathea

L\.._‘LHL'];Z.“-'
(gquietly)

He's going away in the morning

MIKE '
(grumblingly)

I know. I know, girl.

Get into the bedroom.
(another gestu: r~::|

Both of you. Maybe you'll
never get another chance.
Go on Kareen.

Kareen takes one look at him, then turns and exits through an
open door into an adjoining bedroom, from which a soft light
presently emerges. Joe has now risen to his feet. The two men
face each other uncertainly. Finally Mike makes a little ges-
ture of futiiity.

MIKE
Go on in there boy. She's
scared. Go in an put your arm
around her.

Joe nods, turns, and starts slowly toward the open bedroom door.

As he is about to enter.
MIKE
You know haw to treat her, don't

you? She's no whotre. You know
that, don't you?

turns from the doorway and nods.

JOE
Yws,
(with a snort)

Go te bed, boy.




Joe enters the bedroom and eloses the door gently
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KAREEN
Please
JOE

No. Whatever it is,
it for you.

EAREEN

(mock exasperation)

I want to get it myself. Turn
yvour back.

JOE
No. I want to see you

KAREEN

(an indignant :-:-'l,'_-,Jl;'

Il won't let you. Will you get my
robe for me?
JOE

sSure.

N

T_illl.ij

at Eu,--“'}
In the closet. It's red

Joe goes to the cleoset, emerges with a thin little cotton
bathrobe which he takes over to the bed, holding it a certain
distance from Kareen.

KAREEN
Bring it eloser
Reach for it

She laughs, and makes a snatch for it. Quickly he flips it out
of her reach. The second time she rises higher in bed and
stretches her arm farther. She gets the robe, but not before
exposing the upper curve of her breasts. She laughs softly
while she struggles under the bed clothing to get the robe on.
Then she jumps out of bed, runs to the door, opens it and exits
into the living room. Joe takes his shirt off, hangs it on a
chair, and begins to pull his undershirt off over his head and
shoulders. Kareen re-enters the room carrying a bowl which is
filled with red geraniums. She closes the living room door ca-
refully behind her, walks over to a little table which stands
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front of a window, opens the window, and places the flowers
on the table. Then she turns around to face him, her back lea-
ning slightly against the table, her hands behind her clamped

to the tables edge.

KAREEN :
(challengi ngly)

WellHd

chair and starting to unlace his shoes, looks
puzzlement.

KAREEN

[f you really want to see me...
slowly rises, staring at hea

JOE

Li

But if you don't want me to...

I don't want to...

She turns away from him, walks over to the closet, slips off
her bathrobe, and hangsit on its peg just inside the closet -
door. Then she turns around, watching her feet all the time,
and walks deliberately across to the bed. She slips 'in betweean
the' covers,~and closes her eyes. Joe watches her in hushed. -
awed silence. He flieks the light off. In the sudden blackness
that encompasses the room we hear the rustle of clothing as he
shucks his trousers off. Then as the light clears, his indis-
tinct figure enters the bed beside Kareen.

HEAD AND SHOULDERS - JOE AND KAREEN IN BED

She lies flat on her back, her eyes closed, her face trembling.
Joe, also, lies flat on his back. It is as if each were afraid
to touch the other. Suddenly Kareen whirls, and throws both of
her arms around him.

LAREEN

Oh Joe, Joe, I don't want you to go!

JOE

I_]{.'lt'i.‘iiliﬁ her )
You think I want to go?

KAREEN

I'm afraid]




JOE
(caressing her back and shoulders)

Of me?

EN

(AREEN
sho

:']{l*ril]
Oh no=-o0=-0..,.!

JOE

—p—

| squeezing her close)
You're a little mick

KAREEN

(kissing him)
[t's nice like this,

JOE

_r:T|T".|Ii| ily)
Uim=hmmrm .
KAREEN

Were vou ever like this with
anyone before?

JOE
(after a momse ||[}

Not with anyone I loved.
KAREEN

I'm glad.

JOE

Were you?

KAREEN

You shouldn't ask that
JOE

Why not?

KAREEN

Because 1L'm
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MIKE
_['T-rul fly)

4

Here, you kids. Hurry up and eat
He puts the tray on the foot of the bed, glances for an instant
At the two young people in it, then directs an amused smile at
.JI||'_

MIKE

It's alright, son

(He turns .'.',\;1}"]

You ain't goit mach time

losing the door behind him

K .-'I._E'i_l'.l'f_‘x
to Joe _]

You

JOE

No, you get
x1f on him.

KAREEN

Oh Joe, kiss me, don't go!

MIKE'S VOICE
_{_[':'uu! living-room)
Hurry up, you damn kids.

Kareen breaks the caress,

JOE
(a smile)

Well... get up.

KAREEN
-'lr__.;h.'rl{ ing her hu:—‘.".u:i}

You.
JOE
I'"ll count... one, two, threesl!

They Jjump out of bed.




JOE AND KAREEN - HEAD AND SHOULDERS

But instead of getting dressed, they melt into each other's

arms in a Kiss

MIKE'S

( from

VOICE
h

1

the living-room)

You'd better hurry up. You'll miss
the train, and then Joe will be shot
by Americans instead of Germans. That
would be a goddam shame.
HEAD AND SHOULDERS - JOE AND KAREEN
[his is a reprise of ou: earlier farewell scene between them

at the station. Kareen is weeping softly. Joe has his lef'
round her., but not his 1ght.

ORATOR'S_VOICE (o.s.

In the words of that great patriot,

3

Theodore Roosevelt..

KAREEN

Closer, Joe. Hold me closer.
Put both of your arms around
and hold me close.

The scene BLURS over slightly.

(continui ng)

Both of your arms, Joe...

’'he screen now rapidly begins to darken. As the screen blackens
I h =4

completely.
JOE'S MIND
My arms?

KAREEN'S VOICE

Both of them.

At this moment we realize that we have re turned to:




JOE'S HOSPITAIL HOOM - IN THE DARKNESS

Joe Imaege stands above the bed, staring down at Joe, wide-

eved, unbelieving.

ATM8 . .. ArMS.i. s BTMS. ...

arms, I'm fainting in an out all

the time, Kareen, and I'm not catch-
ing on very quick. Your are in my

Adl'lS o o »

KAREEN'S VOICE
(very softly)

Both of your arm, Joe... both of
them.

Both of my arms. Both of them.
Both of...

lhere is an instant of pure silence, broken at last by a SHRIEK
so loud, so brutal, so anguished as to shatter the living air.
When its echoes die away, we hear, in choked sobs:

JOE'S MIND

{ weep ir ;"_.J

L haven't got any arms, Kareen.
My arms are gone,

Joe's Image covers his Hace with his hands in a gesture of unut-

terable agonyv.+

JOE'S MIND

{continuing)

Both of my arms are gone, Kareen,
both of them. They're gone.

Kareen... Kareen... Kareen... they've
cut my arms off, both of my arms.

Joe's Image, hands still covering his face, turns away from the
bed. From the distance we hear the sound of a telephone RINGING
monoctonously.

JOE'S MIND

Oh Jesus, Mother, God, EKareen...
they've cut off both of them. Oh

Jesus, mother, God, Kareen... Kareen...
Kareen... my arms,..!
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ANOTHER ANGLE - JOE'S MOTHER

She appears at the side of the bed opposite to Kareen, and stares

intently down at her son.

JOE'S MOTHER
(gently chiding)

What happened to your legs, son?
Did you forget to pu them on
this morning?

ANGLE WIDENS to include Kareen on the other side of the bed.
KAREEN
He probably left them in the hall.

She turns from the bed, goes to the hall door, opens it, and

peers in both directions down the corridor, shakes her head,
and returns, having eclosed the door behind her.

KAREEN

Not a sign of them.

JOE'S MOTHER
( shax ply)

What have you done with them,
Joae? I will not have you run-
ning around without any legs!

Just because you don't care

anything about legs is nec reason
I don'tl If you don't tell me
where your legs are, 1'll never
speak to you againl!

Where are your legs?
KAREEN
Where are vour legs?

BLACK WATERS - JOE'S FACE AS IT RUSHES UP FROM THE DEPTHE TO A
FULL-SCREEN CLOSE-UP FLOATING JUST BENEATH THE WATER'S SURFACE

JOE'S MOTHER'S VOICE - o.s.

Where are your legs?




KAREEN'S VOICE - o.s.

Where are

JOE'S HOSPITAL ROOM - MED. CLOSE SHOT - JOE'S IMAGE
Joe's Image still slumbers full length against the floor.

are you:

SHO WOUNDED JOE

L]

In his bed. Kareen and Joe's Mother have disappeared. Joe's

Image enters the SCENE as we hear:

'S MIND

(with perfect serenity)

I haven't got any

: y legs.

JOE'S MOTHER'S VOICE - o.s.

Where are your eyes?

JOE'S MIND

your mnose?

JOE'S MIND

(placidly)
I haven't got any nose

JOE'S MOTHER'S VOICE - o.s.

Where is your mouth?

JOE'S MIND

I haven't got any mouth, and
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HOSPITAL ROOM - JOE IN BED, THE IMAGE BESIDE HIM

Joe's torso heaves and writhes feebly; strangled GRUNTS emerge
like
]

quent, anguished movements of Joe's Image as he tries to deny

gasps from somewhere in the depths of his belly. The elo-
the reality of Wounded Joe on the bed, portrays the terror, -
the neredibility, the ghastly fear and finally the madness -
that rages in Joe's mind: for Joe's Image, perfect in its youth

and health, is forever enslaved to the mained creature on the
baed, and must share its fate until death liberates them both.

LNG
¥

)

RL_ ING

YOUNG_GIRL S
(very faingl
Pack up your troubles in your Kit bag,
And smile ... smile... smile

JOE'S MIND
Oh God no... 1 ; « »» please,
Fod, IL...

The voice of his mind breaks off with a moan. There is a moment
of writhing, of GRUNTING. Joe's Image shakes his head, ready to
WEaeEeD .

JOE'S MIND :
(with the inersasing tempo of paning)

't see. I can't hear. I
smell. I can't taste.

t talk. I can't swallow
t breathe. I can't eat
t walk. I can't love

i e S T WS T G o T Sl o Lo e

Joe's Image, arms crossed over his chest, hands clutching his
Fforearms, shaking his bowed head in denial, sways slowly back
and forth in the rythm of anguish unspeakable. In the background
a door opens and the nurse looks in. She frowns at the sight

os Joe's heaving torso and the SOUND of his rythmie gasps; then
she closes the door.

JOE'S MIND

Wake me up, somebody. I... I'm
having a nightmare. Hurry,
mether. IT'm down here. I'm

here mother... here in the dark-
ness. Wake me up. I'm dreaming
this dream you see, and.I... T...

His voice fades away, and his body grows still for an instant.
Then he resumes,




o MIND

almost inaudible de spair)

t a dream. I'm

voice gradually rises to a :-lj‘t':-_-.ml-J

I'm alive! Oh Mother Jesus
Christ Kareen A*mighty God. ..
I'M ALIVE!. ..

sound of sobbing)

I can't. Please, no,
Somebody help.

this point the door opens again, and the nurse enters carry-
ing a small porcelain tray. She crosses to the bed, where Joe's
torso is still in feeble movement.

t isn't pos... it can't
be... Oh please, please no! No,
no. Lt isn'"t me. Wake me up.

Oh please, no no. Please. Not
me. ..

His voice dies away as his attention is distracted by the nur-

se's action n swabbing the skin of his shoulder and plunging
the needly home.

do that. Don't just put
sleep for a while... put
0 sleep forever. Kill me,

S8... Kkill me!l

During the following entreaty, Joe's Image supplicates the nur
se, prays to her, kneels before her, begging her by gesture to

ili'ii_l.‘lf_!.':-ll"_"'-

JOE'S MIND
(continuing)

Tear these tubes out of my body

so' I can't eat, so I can't breathe,
gg I'll starve to death, so I'll
strangle. Do something, nurse...
I've got to get well... don't you
see? L've got to get well, and

the only way I ¢an get well is

to diel Please kill me, nursel
Dear darling beautiful nurse




JOE '._'_i_:"'E_T:E ( cont '|i}

kill me... kill me...! Cut my
throat... stab the needle into

my heart... pour tea-kettles full

0l boiling water on me... anything
»+» OoNnly please kill me. ..

nurse stands watching him. The movemnents of his torso dimi
somewhnat as the drug takes effect. The despairing, suppli
gestures of Joeé's Image alsc come more slowly.

volume fading)

Don't make me live... like
this. You'd kill a horse...
you wouldn't make a dog live

without,.. without. ..

he 8 lapsing into uncensciousness, the nurse -
cover at his throat and silently exi$s from the -

room, losing the door behind her. Joe's Image watches her de-
I ture with terrible despair, then begins reluctantly to with
draw from the bed.

JOE'S MIND

lever Tainter)
NO..« NO.i
(almost a whimper)

Don't make me live. Please
let me die. What good am I ...?7

Jee's Image reaches its corner, sags slowly to its knees in the
posture of prayer.

Let me die... Why do you want...
to keep me alive? I'm nothing

but meat. Why do yvou make me
live when I want to die? Why deo
you want to keep me here? What
do you need me for? What good am
I to you?

(almost a whisper)
What ean you do with me...?%

All movement seases, Joe's torso lies silent on the bed. Joe's
Image lapses inte profound slumber. The room darkens.

Then, from a great distance, but growing ever louder and closer,
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weé hear the MUSIC of an ACCORDIAN playing Pack Up Your Troubles
in Your 0Old Kit Bag in the gavest, livliest tempo possible. As
the

screen begins to lighten, we see:

COUNTRY ROAD - A SMALL CARNIVAL PROCESSION - DAY

Our CAMERA is placed so that it shoots directly from one side

the road across to the other, allowing various members of the
ttle procession to enter at the left of our screen and exit

the right. The procession is led off by a gaily dressed clown,
who plays the accordian, and dances along the highway to its hap
py rythm. The leader is followed by half a dozen dancing freaks,
twisting and leaping and mineing to the music, all of them idioti

cally happy. The freaks consist of: (1) a giant who carries in -

his arms, and incessantly fondles, ff} a beautiful, exquisitely
dressed, weeping female midgit; {j) an enormously fat woman who-
se Tace | cevered with hair which she has weven into thiclk,
waist-length braids; (4) a hunch-backed dwarf who carries Joea!
Father's Tishing rod over his right shoulder, and has enormous
difficulty to keep one end or the other of it from dragging in
the dust; (5) a hydrocephaletic boy whose head is so huge that

it occasionally throws him off balance as he cavorts through the
dance, causing him to fall; (6) a pair of male Siamese twins, -
Joined together from shoulder to thigh, dancing along the road -
on three legs, Keeping time to the music with two ondulating - -
arms, graciously nodding two heads right and left as 4if acknowledg
ing applause. The Siamese twins are followed by a garishly pain-
ted mule-drawn cart. The cart has an open wagon bed on which -
stands a bunting-draped platform. Atop the platform, £lashing in
the sun, we see a glass case perhaps three feet ] ong and two feet
wide. Suspended on poles at the head of tle case are glass jars,
and soforth, which are connected to the case by rubber tubes. A
8ign on the cart reads:

JOE BONHAM

THE SELF-SUPPORTING BASKET CASE!

The cart is driven by Joe's father, who wears a shabby, old-fa-
shioned black tail-coat, striped trousers, pointed patent leather
shoes, a dirty wing collar, a derby hat, and a large cigar on -
which he chews incessantly but does not smoke. Sitting beside him
in the driver's seat is Kareen, red-lipped, berouged and heavily
mascaraed. She wears nipple-covers, a bejewelled G-string, and a
delicate chain around her neck from which a large gold, genencrus
ted pectoral cross is suspended. The SCENE BLURS over and clears
toc reveal:

CARNIVAL PITDHED IN A VILLAGE STREET - DAY

Farmers, townsmen, their wives and children gather wide-eyed -
around Joe Bonaham's cart. The clown, standing beside the cart

and backed by the freaks, plays his accordian, while the freaks
dance. The crowd's attention however goes to the wagon bed of -

the cart, on which Joe's glass case is centered. Joe's father,
carrying a pointer, keeps time to the music, while Kareen capers
back and forth in front of the glass casket, doing the belly dance,




ho.

the bumps, the shimmy, the hula, the grinds. Streams ol sweal

run down her naked body. The crowd yells its enthusiasm. The

music comes to an end. Joe's father steps forward, takes a -

sweeping bow for the applause, then motions for silence, recedl
and harrangues the crowd in the high, nasal, con-man's
of an old-time carney barker.

JOE'S FATHER

My good friends and fellow Americans.
You have thrilled to the music of our
gifted chorus...

(indicates the freaks)

« +« Your hearts have been up-lifted
Il:\. the. ..

(he indicates Kareen's ht'll‘-_}_

<

talented navel and...
(he indicates her ]m.-:;tni"inl']

the marvelously educated rumplets
of this little lady who will shortly
pass ameng you to receive your love-
donations. But now...

(beckons then J

.-+ Ccome closer, come closer all
of vou... don't be afraid...

They crowd close around the cart. Joe's father takes up his po
sition beside Bhe crystal casket.

JOE'S FATHER

(i a sing-song :-].liL:;I_)

What we're going to show you here,
ladies and gentlemen, is the dead
man who is alive.,.. the live man
who is dead. He can't walk, he
can't talk, be can't hear, he
can't see; he can't scratch a bug
off his own backside. He can't
breathe, he can't eat like the
rest of us, he ecan't even move
his own bowels... and yet, by Ged,
he's pgust as much alive as you
and me!
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in the crowd, beckons her forward.

JOE'S F

A
i
o]

THER
(encouragingly)

Come forward, little lady. Don't
be frightened. With all this de-
pression and unemployment around
us I'm jJust as worried as you
are about where my next pair of
shoes is coming from. That's why
L'm making this grand tour of the
country, to show you good people
the only man in the whole United
&~ A

States of America who has got

this depression licked.
'|r_1;1]|.'- the |"-'I:"'-I":|

This fellow right here. He doesn't
WOITYy about shoes, because

he doesn't need any shoes.

No shoes, no socks, no under-
wear, no shirt, no gloves, no

hat, no necktie, no collar but-
tons, nog vest, no coatc, nNno movies,
no vaudeville, no football.

He doesn't even have to sh

and he doesn't even need a
(beckoning)

All right you people there in
the back, step forward... step
forward.

(to the clown)
Strike up the masic Rollo boy.

The clown begins to play the accordian., Joe's Father nods
Kareen, who descends the two steps from the wagon bed and
starts through the crowd, holding a hat for collections.

JOE'S_FATHER
Now all you hawe to do is drop
2 love-offering of more than
fif'teen cents into the little
lady's hat, and then step right
11] here on the platform.

Two farmers are already ascending to the platform.
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YOUNG _CHILD'S VOICE

A diller, dollar, ten
o'clock scholar:
Blow off his

watch him holler.

S| l

and then

legs,

SPEAKER'S PODIUM - U.S. HOBSE OF REPRESENTATIVES - DAY

Our screen encompasses only the podium with Joe's crystal cas-
ket on it, the speaker behind the podium who addresses the Con
gress (out of the SCENE F_ll'b()f_',t’_’i.'l'll:;"l"} and the two afficials who

sit side by side
has

like Lloyd George,

points.

behind
long white hair,
he

the podium and the
wears a silk bow
Lloyd George. From

speaker.

and tie. He not

is

The

time to time
thumps the crystal casket violently to emphasize his various

speaker
only looks
he




Most young men serve their country
by dying. This one serves his

by living. His mere existence
reminds us of the cause for which
he sacrifices so much. Just as

he fought to make the world safe
for democracy... we now must

fight to make the world unsafe

for everything except tlm?t'arr'-}!

(thumping the casket )

Democracy must no longer be de-
fended, 1t must be Lj,ﬂﬂ just
as war is waged... and the more
righteous the war, the more

terrible the weapon!
{J'l:\.'rrwl'[ t\}

I beg you, my fellow countrymen,
do not break faith with the
yvoung martyr who lies today up-
on this podium. I swear before
God that if he had the power of
speech in this terrible moment
of crisis, his voice would join
mine in saying to you...

(wildly)

.+« £ive us navies! Air fleets!
Super-

All types of bombhers!
sonic fighters! Give us gasl!
Napalm! Phosphorous! And be-
vond evervthing else, give us
bombs! Little bombs! Middle
bombs! Big bombs! Atomic bombs!
supermegaldmaniac bombs|

His voice has faded as the screen has dimmed. When we come to
total blackness, we hear again the VOICE of a little child.

LITTLE CHILD'S VOICE

Rock-a-bye baby in the tree top,
Don't stop a bomb or you'll pro-
bably flop.

The darkness diminishes; the screen LIGHTENS; the child's voice

fades away as we come to:




OR_-_ CATHEDRAL ALTAR - DAY

s crystal casket is on the high altar. We hear ORGAN MUSIC.
bishop in full vestments stands at the altar, behind Joe's
casket. The bishop wears steel-rimmed spectacles and looks re-
markably like Woodrow Wilson... in fact, he is Woodrow Wilson.

BISHOF

(1 F_r\'r_-':'f!il'..i}']

Let us make his sacrifices worth
while and all his dreams come true.
In the great confliet which now
looms between good and evil fo1

the surviwval of the Christian ethic,
let us pray that our soldier-sons
will have the spiritual strength

to accept their deaths as bravely
as this young man has accepted his
life.

He pauses, looks out ove the off-scene audience, and slowly ma
kes the sign of the

BISHOP
To all who offer up their

yofilng lives in the cause of
righteousness I grant absolutiomn.

(chanting it solemnly)

Pater noster, qui es in

coelis, sanctificetur nomen
tuum. Adveniat regnum tuum.

Fiat wvoluntas tua, sicut in
coelo et in terra. Panem noster-
um gquotidianum da nobis hodie.
Et dimitto nebis debita nostra
sicut et nos dimittimaus debito-
ribus nostris. Et ne nos inducas
in tentationem: sed libera nos
a malo. Amen. ..

As he voice fades away and the screen blackens we hear once more
the HMOICE of a little child.

ITTLE CHILD'S VOICE

Now I lay me down to sleep,

My bomb-proof shelter's good

and deep,

But if I'm killed before I wake,
Remember God, it's for your sake.
Amen,




he screen goes black. As it begins to lighten somewhat we

find ourselves back in:

JOE'S ROOM_- MED. SHOT JOE'S IMAGE - DAY
Although the room is filled with dazzling sunlight, Joe's ima
] ched out on the fleor against the wall in slum-
ber. The object of this shot is to remind the audience that -

Ee Lles Strel
Wounded Joe and his Image drift in and out of slumber regard-
less of time, regardless of whether it is day or night. The -
reason is, of course, that Wounded Joe controls the actions of
Joe's Image, and Wounded Joe has no way of diferentiating bet-
ween 1li

I ght and dark. In fact, as the present sequence hopes to

illustrate, he has great difficulty differentiating between -
dream and reality.

MED. CLOSE SHOT - JOE IN HIS BED

Since we have already seen his Image asleep, we know that Joe
ils also sleeping. His equipment whispers and bubbles efficien
tly, and the rasping sound of the air sucked into his lungs -
through a pipe inserted in hms throat just above the breast -
bone is deep and regular.

CLOSE-UP - ONE SIDE OF JOE'S HEAD

One of the several tubes which pump food and drink and air in
to his body hangs from its frame above his head in such a way
that a sharp, protuberant piece of metal attached to the tube
touches his forehead. Involuntarily he shakes his head from -
time to time, trying to rid himself of the annoyance, but his
movement merely elongates the track of the metal across his -
forehead.

ANOTHER ANGLE - JOE'S HEAD AND SHOULDERS
The metal piece has suddenly turned into a rat which nibbles
away at his forehead in exactly the same area touched by the
metal.

DISSOLVE THROUGH TO:

CLOSE-UP - TRENCH RAT

Nibbling at the swollen face of a dead German soldidr lying
in the mad at the bottom of a trench.

voices -o0.s.

Hey, look at that ratl Look
at the son-of-bitch!




The rat whirls, still maintaining his position on the Ger-

man's head, to face:
ANOTHER ANGLE - IN THE TRENCH

As Joe and two or three others leap into it and start foz
the rat. Too late, the rat tries to beat a retreat. Yelling
and screaming, the whole pack of them are on him. One of
them rips off his helmet which hits the rat in his hind
quarters crippling him. The rat reverses directions and
tries to drag his crippled rear into a dugout. One of the
soldiers, armed with a trench-spade scores a direct hit

at, and then they are all there pounding the dead

to red jelly.

QUICK CUT TO:

JOE'S HOSPITAL ROOM - JOE IN BED - BRIGHT SUNLIGHT

'he dream-rat still nibbles at his forehasad. Joe flings his
head from side to side, trying to dislodge it, but the crea
ture hangs on tenaciously. When temporarily shaken off, it
leaps savagely back, sinks its teeth in even deeper. Joe
GRUNTS his anguish and fear. His Image slumbers on, confir
ming once more that we witness a dream. Suddenly Joe rises
straight up in bed with a YELL, throws back the bed-covers
with phantom arms, leaps out of the bed on phantom legs,
and rushes to the door, the rat still clinging to the flesh
of his forehead. He opens the door with a phantom hand, and
thunders into the corridor beyond on phantom

DOWN_HOSPITAL CORRIDOR - TRUCKING WITH_JOE

Only his masked head and his gown-covered torso and the clin
i rat are flesh and bleood; the rest of him is as insubs-
tantial and transparent as mist. He rushes down the hall inm
great jerks and lurches, mad with fear, and BELLOWING. But
the hall is utterly deserted, and without end and rapidly -

giNg

becoming dark.

ANOTHER ANGLE - DOWN CORHIDOR - STATIONARY CAMERA

Joe, running away from the CAMERA, seems to be vanishing
with the hallway into a point on some distant horizon.

FLASH TRUCKING SHOT - WITH JOE

Fleeing now down a pasaageway so dark that nothing in it .i_ts
visible except Joe and the rat which still cling to him. Hé
comes to a ten-foot circular opening in the floor or path,
and leaps inte it.




FREE FALL INTO DEEP CISTERN - WITH JOE

st1i11l clinging to his brow. They strike the water's

with a splashing echo.

CLOSE-UF - JOE+iS HORRIFIED FACE - JUST BELLOW THE WATER'S
SURFACE

lhe rat still clings to him. Joe begins to sink deeper into
the black waters 'he rat disengag es. Joe's face sinks dee

per, grows smaller, disappears. The rat swims vigorously 5
for the side of the cistern.

CLOSE-UP - FOLLOWING THE RAT

begins an endless cirecling movement around the ecistern -
keeping nose and whiskers high out of the water, -
tching desperately at the smooth sides for foothold, al
achieving it, then slipping back and continuing its do
pilgrimage

CLOSE-UP - JOE'S FOREHEAD

Sound of his GRUNTS may be heard. His head tosses frantical
ly from right to left, but the movement does not permit 3L
to escape the touch of the metal object which drags against
it from the equipment suspended over his head. Nurse's hand
enters scene, lifts the metal object beyond the range of -
Joe's head. Instantly the head stops threshing.

FLASH SHOT - BLACK WATERS

Once again Joe's head shoots upward from the depths until -
it is within an inch of the surface, and fills the screen,

JOE'S BEDROOM - CLOSE SHOT JOE'S IMAGE

Lying full length in slumber against the wall, Joe's Image
suddenly opens both eyes, indicating that Wounded Joe on -
the bed has awakened.




JOE'S MIND - o.s.
Where am I?

's Image begins to rise to a sitting position.

MED. SHOT TOWARD HEAD OF HED - JOE AND NURSE

lhe nurse is rubbing his brow and the top of his head, gen

a

tly kneading the muscles of his shoulders.

JOE'S MIND

Where did the rat go? Where
did it go? Did I kill it?
Did I drown it?

I[[:e:n:—et-:.l

No. I couldn't drown anything,
not even a fly. The rat was a
dream, it had to be. But how
can I tell? How can you tell
what's a dream and what's rea
when you can't even tell when
vou're asleep and when you're
awake? Maybe the rat's real
and the nurse here is a dream.
How can I ever be able to tell
the difference?

SMALL CARPENTER SHOP - JOE AND_ CHRIST

modern: power lathes,
etc. The shop is -

The eguipment in the shop is completel
i I I

v
5

power saws, power drills, power sander
€illed with crosses in various sizes, shapes, and stages of
completion. These, apparently, are the shop's only product.
As we come in on the SCENE, Christ has just left off working
with an electric hand-drill. He now hold its butt-end in -
his hand as one would a pistol, which he points occasionally
to emphasize or illustrate his point. He is answering Joe's
question of the previous scene: "How can I ever tell the -
difference?"

CHRIST

The way I used to tell was
by yelling. I'd get these
awful nightmares that we were
being chased away from where
we lived by people who wanted




to kill me. The way it would
seem was that in order to make
sure they killed me, they were
killing every boy my age in the
whole country. Sometimes it
would seem that I could hearx
them killing these other boys...
and my parents running away
with me... and the soldiers
riding. . and IT'd know it had
to be a nightmare, because no-
thing like that could posiibly
happen in real life... so whe:
it got so bad I couldn't stand
another minute of it, why, I'd
yell. And the yell would wake
me up. And the minute I woke
up I'd know that this business
of' being chased was Jjust another
nightmare. So if T were you,
the next time that rat came
around I'd just yell. Then if
the vyell wakes you up, you
know the rat is a dream and
the rest is real.

JOE 3

But you see, I can't yell.
haven't got MR . oo Toose A
haven't got any tongue... I
haven¥t got any adam's apple...
I can't even whisper.

CHRIST

Whispering wouldn't help any-
way. Another way you might do
it is when the rat comes, you
simply force yourself to wake
up. It's harder than waking
yourself up by yelling, but
if you concentrate real hard
you can learn to do it.

You just tell yourself, 'Wait
a minute, here, this is a
nightmare, and I've got to
wake up in order to stop it.

(a gesture with the electric drill]

And then you force yourself




CHRIST (contimjed)

Lo open your eves wide. And

the minute the Y '

re open, you're
awake and the minute vyou're
awake the rat will disappear
whiech proves that the rat was

a dream, and the rest is real.
JOE

But I can't open my eves

I haven't got any eve-

lids to open, and I haven't got
any eyes underneath them.
Everything is the same color

of black, whether I'm awake

or whether I'm asleep.

CHRIST (thoughtfully)
Hmmm. That does complicate

matters.
(thinks for a momer

Maybe the thing to do is to
police your mind just before
you go to sleep. To say to
yourselfl, I'm going ¥o go to
sleep now, and I am 1ot going
to have any nightmares.! It
could be done, you know, with
practice. You feel voursd#lf
getiing drowsy and you reali-
Zze you're going to fall asleep.
So You...

JOE

(interrupting)

But I never feel drowsy be-
cause I haven't got anything
to feel drowsy with. I have

no way of knowing when I'm
about to go to sleep. I can't
even be sure that I am asleep...
except, maybe, that when the
rat's there, that's proff that
I'm asleep... or,; what I mean
is, it's proéf that I wa§
asleep when the rat was there,




M.' ( cont '||||r-ri}
which makes the rat a dream,
But while the 1ait is8 there,
ny dream, it's just
as being awake, beacause
way of telling the
between the two

ly)

should take a wholly
line of attack o1

the problem. Let's beginiby

assuming that we have dreams

all the time... one kind of
dreams when we're asl] eep,
and another kind of dreams
when we're awake. When you're
asleep, vou have no control
it all over dreams. They
happen of their own will, and
follow their own course.
When you're awake, vour life
is just as much as dream as
when you're asleep, but the
difference is that vyou

can control your waking
dreams, yvou own and direct
them, thevy come because

you summon them, because

you want them. If you con-
trol the dream, you're awake
I'ff the dream controls vou,
you're asleep.

That means the rat dream,
when it comes, why it con-
tols me... and that proves
['m asleep and the rat is a

dream?
CHRIST
Of course. If you were awake,
your mind would never permit

50 terrifying a dream to hap-
pen.

But couldn'*t it be that it's
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As i

cern

1

hopelessly circles the smooth slipperiness of the

wall.

INT. CI:

'f_'_|!|_~‘_|ﬂ ( cor tinued )

(he puts down the electric drill, picks up
hand-saw )

Perhaps it's better for vou
to go away now. You're a
very unlucky young man, and
sometimes it rubs off.

i

begins to saw a plank as centerpiece foz

JOF
{in despair)

Even without the dreams. wor
you please tell me how I can
be sure when I'm awake and

when I'm alseep?

(impatiently sawing)

What do you think I am, some
kind of wizard?

JOE

Then tell me this, just
this: are you and I really
here together... or is this

too?

dl

JOE

How do you know?

CHRIST

{5;:“1::;_', !'I.Il'jtﬂl.'-if_:v':l
Because I'm not real.
QUICK CUT TO:

TERN - FOLLOWING SHOT WITH THE RAT

new

clis-—




JOE'S MIND - o0.s.
(almost a scream)
.1 Ild sooner the
real, and everything
dream... but it
L'm

real...!

QUICK CUT TO:

JOM_- MED. SHOT JOE AND JOE'S IMAGE

JOE'S MIND

I'm alive, and I'm here.

God, oh God, oh fg@od, why
couldn't vou let me be dead
like the rest?

SEQUENCE OF FLASH CLOSE-UPS - (STOCK SHOTS) - PUBLIC FIGU

RES OF THE DAY

Wilson, Pershing, Clemeanceau, Foch, Lloyd George, Haig,
the Kaiser, von Hindenburg, and others. Although we do -
not hear their actual voices, we observe that they are -
speaking with frantic speed and urgency.

SPEAKER -
They gave their lives that
the world might be made safe

for democracy.

JOE'S MIND

SPEAKER - o.s.

They died that all nations,
both large and small, might
have the right of self-deter-
mination!

JOE'S MIND

Do they?




S PEAKER - o.s.

They died to establish an pre-
serve forever the sanctity of
treaties

JOE'S MIND

Did thev su
- 0,8

'hey gave up their liwves that
war might be forever abdlished
from the face of the earthl

JOE'S MIND

|- ] i1 abolished?
SEQUENCE OF FLASH (STOCK) SHOT

aries of all nations with their endless acre-

1

lonely, white crosses.

SPEAKER -
They died for God and the
fatherland!

l'hey died for the motherland!
They died for freedom!
They died for libertyl

H_(STOCK)

5H

IS - NATIONAL MEMORIALS

The Cenotaph in London; the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier in
Arlington National Cemetary; The Arc de Triomphe in Paris;
the Eternal Fire in Berlin. They are all stock shots, and
they all show dignitaries placing flowers before the ugly
memorials, each one of which celebrates the death of two -
or three million young men.

SPEAKEES - o0.s.

This ground sanctified by

blood!

These men who died so gloriocuslyl
They shall not have died in vain!
Our noble dead!

JOE'S_ MIND

Hmmm .

(long lh'iLIEil;."]

But what do the dead say?




SEQUEN
DEAD, _

_STOCK AND NEWSREEL SHOTS OF THE
NJURED, THE EXECUTED, THE DROWNED.

i
1

JOE'S MIND

Did any one of them evel COme

back from the dead and say,

By Ged; I'm glad I'm dead be-

cause death is always better than

dishonor?' Did they say, ' I'm

glad I died to make the world

safe for democracy?' Did they

say, 'l like death much better

than losing my liberty?' Did

any of them ever say, 'Here

I am, 1I'"ve been rotting foi

two years in a foreign grave,

but it was wonderful to die
land?! Did anjy

of them say, '"I'm happv that

I died to stop .I.'l.' enemy from

raping

now I sing even though my

mouth is choked with worms?!

for my native

all those women, see

STOCK SHOT - PROCESSION OF BLACK-COWLED PRIESTS

i"':]l lowir g o casket.

JOE'S MIND

Nobody but the dead know whe-
ther all these things people
talk about were worth dying for
or not. And the dead can't
talk.

BEFORE THE ALTER OF A CHURCH - PROT ESTANT CLERGYMAN

An open casket before him, the wheole SCENE framed in a
vast profusion of floral pieces. Each floral piece fea-
tures a large, silk, decorative ribbon upon which pa—-
triotic sentiments have been spelled out with golden -
letters, some in English, some in French, some in Ger-
man, some in Italian, some in Russian. The clergyman 1s
speaking, but we do not, of course, hear his voice.




JOE'S MIND

o0 all those words about why
they died and what they died
or were put inte the lips of
dead men by grave robbers and

K

F'akes and liars who don!'t know

what death is because the've

never died.

JOE'S BEDROOM - JOE AND JOE'S IMAGE

Wracked by his tumultious thoughts, Joe heaves Ffrom side

to side on his shoulder hlades.

JOE'S MIND
I ought to know what I'm
talking about, hadh't I? I'm
the nearest thing to a dead
man on earth. I'm a dead man
with a mind. I'm the firsi
dead soldier, mmybe since
the beginning of time. who
still has a brain to think
with. Oh God, oh God, how
tell these liars that
nothing bigger than
++ Tthere's nothing noble

death?

-1 =1

JOE'S MIND

What's noble about never
seeing the sunshine again?

FLASH SHOT - (STOCK) -WOUNG ATHLETES

JOE'S MIND

What's noble about having
vour legs blown off?

FLASH CLOSE-UP

A leering idiot, drooling, blank-eydd.




:ﬂJf'. 'S M1 ND

i

What's noble about being an
idiot?
FLASH CLOSE-UP - A FLAT ROCK

A hand comes into the scene, flips the rock over, revealing
a coiled mass of angle worms squirming against the light.

JOE'S MIND

What's noble about being
blind and deaf and dumh?

SHOT - A DOG

in the pavement, its hindquarters smashed where

passed over

What's noble about being dead?
Because when yvou're dead,
mister, it's all over. It's

the end.

MED. SHOT - A SOLDIER'S DEAD BODY

It has swelled from weather and decompesition until the -
tight-fitting pants seem stretched teo the paeint of spliting.
CAMERA begins a slow movement toward the body's right shoul
der, from which the uniform has been torn away by the explo
sion that killed him.

JOE'S MIND

There's nothing uglier

than death...

CAMERA by this time has gone in to
CLOSE UP - DEAD MAN'S SHOULDER

What was once a bleeding cavity in the shoulder now is com-
pletely filled with a squirming white mass of maggots.




[:::al:t.itrllirr;:j

and nothing more beautiful
than life...

A bird flies to the dead man's shoulder, perches there, plun

ges its beak deep into the maggot mass. A cat appears, leaps

, af=-—

1t the bird. The screen becomes completely BLACK. Then
ter a t of silence, Joe's Mind begins to speak:

Mother!

EXT. BACK YARD - JOE_AND HIS MOTEER - DAY

Joe's mother is seated on a rope swing, her feet on the - =
rround in position to propel her backward for the beginning
of her swing. Joe, a boy of ten, stands wistfully beside he:
(NOTE: If, in some of these flash backs, we played Joe as -
fifteen to seventeen, we would encounter the difficulty of -
having the same actor play twe different ages in the course
of growing up. By making him ten, we can cast a child for
the part who needs have only a vague resemblance to Joe as
we know him. We will know he is Joe because we will recogni-
ze his mother. )

JOE'S MOTEER

Go away, little boy. I'm not
vour mother,

JOE

You are too.
JOE'S MOTHER

No, I'm not, and if you say that
again I'll wash your mouth out
with soap and water. Can't you
see I'm trying to Bswing?

JOE

What makes you say you're not
my mother when you are?

JOE'S MOTHER

I am not your mother because
I would never have a little boy
like you. If you won't go away,




LS MOT1

LI

I
)

the least you can do

(continue

swing.
JOE

Why do you want #o

JOE'S MOTHER

push.

JOE'S MOTHER

You nasty little boy! Take that!
(she slaps his face)
Why woen't you give me a push?
JOF
Because I can't

'

Joe's mother gives a little laugh, and kicks the swing into

motion. Fron his point to the end of the scene she conti-
nues swinging, ever higher, ever faster.

Of course you can, you're just
stubborn!

JOE
No I'm not, honest I'm not!

JOE'S MOTHER

Then why didn't you push me?
JOE
I haven't got any hands

His mother laughs,swinging now in great swoops.




((wi peals of laughter)

Oh you funny boy! You funny little

boy !

Joe turns, starts to run out of the scene, his face contor

ted with horror.

- JOE AND HIS FATHER -

DAY

langhter still continues over the scene,

has placed a fishing rod on the bench, which

's wild

throughout the scene with delicate tools and -

and

Fine lacquer. Joe, still ten years old, -
s father is talking

to himself as to his son, of whose presence he -

rgide , '|'..:I.|"!|]]|"_ '.\.'i:\-!!lll.r_]}-'. Joe!

awiare
JOE'S FATHER

Nothing I have in this world

L8 realy and good, vou know.

My house is small, my job is
small, my salsry is quite small.
My son is small, and so is my
wife, and when you come down to
it, I'm no giant myself. Every-
thing around me is small and of
inferior quality except this
fishing rod. Only this. And I
made it so myself through years
of care and work. I myself have
wound it with the best of silk
thread. You see this lacquer?
Comes from China. There is no
better lacquer. The leaders,

as vou will observe, are of

pure amber. No one is this town
has so fine a fishing rod. Not
even Mr. Latimer down at the
bank. Everything else in my life
is poor and shoddy. But for this
fishing rod, I would have nothing
to set me apart from other men. ..
nothing to give me distinction...
nothing at all. That's why I
love it so mach,.




JOE ;
Do you love it more than you
Love me?

into booming laughter.

0Of course I deo, you silly boy.
What is there about you that
would give a man distinction?
You're not unusual at all!

.1_r }j-:

Yes I am, father. 1 am too.
More than vou know.

father abruptly stops laughing, turns, and for the

tims eally looks at his son.

JOE'S FATHER
(quietly)

What was that you said, son?

JOE

I said... I mean... I may not be
unusual now, but I'm going to be.

ks to his haunches in front of his son.

JOE'S FATHER
(gently)

Of course you are. You're going
to make the world safe for demo-
-racy someday, aren't you?

it safe now?
Jo

The world is never safe for
democracy. You'll learn that
when you grow up.

_g i

What is democracy?

J




JOE'S_FATHER

I was never very clear on it
myself. It has something to do
with yvoung men killing each other,

[ believe.

JOE

Why don't the old men kill each
other?

_FATHER
spoil everything.
old men are needed at home
keep the home fires burning.

the young men do that

JOE'S FATHER
Of course not. Young men don't
have homes 'hat's why they

must go out and kill each other.

JOE

When it comes my turn te go, will

vou want me to?

JOE'S FATHER

I won't he here ithen.

He takes Joe in his arms, hugs him close to his breast.
"

Joe relaxes against his father's body, bul his arms hang
limp.

I love you, son. Put your arms
around me. I need their warmth
to keep the chill of death away.

JOE

i muffled vo .i_L'.'l'_!}

I can't




He breaks loose from his fatheriiand runs out of the scene.
His father slowly comes to his feet.

JOE'S_ FATHER

['1]1 have to fight death

alone.
| shr |I:f__:'-l:|
it always so?

back to work again on his fishing rod.
ade from the screen, we hear Joe's Mind
softly, very slowly.

I'wo times two 1s fourx

& now turned completely BLACK.

INT. JOE'S BEDROOM - FULL SHOT

* e

1 o

s bed, from head to foot, lies in a dazzling shaft of
sunlight.

Joea

JOE'S MIND

{1'{1“1 JJHJ.J.JI;;}

Four times four is sixteen.
Sixteen times sixteen is...

(a pause for thought)

e s+ tTwo hundred and fort
nol ... two hundred and

six. Yes! Two-fifty-six.

y
f

ifty-
(pause)

Two hundred and fifty-six times
two hundred and fifty-six is...

(something close to a grnmﬂ}




At this

shady

The

pai

nurse

JOE'S MIND

{conti nued )

Can't do it. I can't see

the figures. 1I'd have to

have a pencil. Why didn't

[ learn how to do figures in
my mind? Matthew, Mark,

Luke, and John. Yes, that's
right. There are eight planets.
They are Earth, Venus, Jupiter,
Mars, Mercury. One, two, three,
four, five. Three more.

(a pause)

I don't know. I don't know
anything. Why didn't they

teach me more? How can a man
spend so much time with himsel?f
if he doesn't know anything?

(nurse enters, crosses to bed)

'en years here. Maybe twenty
years. I've got to do some thing.

the nurse begins to wheel Joe's bed to

of the room.

turns

JOE'S_MIND

continuing)

LI'll have to teach my
I'11l have to learn al

(sharply)

..+ what's: this? What's hap-
pening? I knew she was coming
toward me because I could heax
her footsteps vibrating through
the bedsprings. But why did
she...?

and exits.

JOE'S MIND

(continuing)

There she goes. She came in
just to move me. But why?

(softly, urgentl y)

cl




JOE'S MIND
Wait a minutel Wait & minute

now, Joe... this is important!
You must thinkl What has

been changed since she came?
What is different now than

it was before she came?

(exultant Lj,}

Yes]! Yes, yes, yes,; of
course] Oh my God, I see

It now!l, I'm cooler now than

I was when she came in,!

Then I was warm,.. now I'm
cool, What makes it possible
for a room to bhe warm in one
place, and cool in another?
The sunl! I was in sunlight
when she came in, and now I'm
in the shade where 1t's cooler.
That means it's daytimel. Day
is always warmer than night!
Night is always cooler than
dayl. If a man can tell the
difference between day and
night, he's beginning to tell
time! No matter how far you
are separated from other
people, if you know how to
keep track of time, why the
you are in the same world with
other people, you are part of
them. But if you lose time,
the others go on ahead of you,
and you are lefi alone, hang-
ing in air and all alone,

But if you can only keep track
of the days and the nights...

"LASH SHOT - JOE'!S BEDROOM - NIGHT

The room is pitch black, with a mote of moonlight coming
from the window. Joe's Image is pointing out of the win
dow triumphantly.

JOE'S MIND




FULL SHOT - JOE'S BEDROOM - MORNING

he room is flooded with sunshine, and Jeoe's Image is exci
tedly indicating it.

JOE'S MIND

It is daytime! It is morning

I'he nurse enters, carrying fresh clothing and bandages for
crosses to the bed, throws the covers back, and begins

]

change him.

JOE'S MIND

(excitedly)

It is morning, and she is

changing me. That is another
way I could tell, even on a day
when the sun isn't shining,
When she changes me, that means

it*s morning!

(pause)

But... does she change me only
in the morning? And does she
change me every morning...7t

FLASH SHO" JOE'S BEDROOM - NIGHI

is fajrly dancing with glee.

JOE'S MIND

It is night againl

FULL SHOT - JOE'S BEDROOM - MORNING

JOE'S_MIND
It is daytime!
The nurse enters, this time with a basin of water as well -

as a change of his bed clothing. As she dips the wash cloth
into a basin, and touches it to his body.




JOE'S MIND

It is the second morning now,
and she is bathing me! Yester-
day morning she only changed me.
Today she will bathe and change
me both. That means she changes
me every day, and it's always in

the morningl
({pause)

But what happens if some morning
I'm asleep when she changes me,
and 1 don't wake up? I would lose
a day. What happens if I dream
sometime at night that she's
changing me, when she really
isn't? Then 1'd be a day ahead,
wouldn't 1? How can I be sure?

I must!l I must be surel

FLASH SHOT - JOE'S ROOM - NIGHT

againl

FLASH SHOT - JOE'S ROOM - MORNING

1ianging Joe but not bathing him.

JOE'S MIND

[t's morningl She! changing

me again, but there's no bath!
'he bath is another way I can
make sure, befause I1'd newvei:

stay asleep while she was bathing
mel! I must count the days be-
tween baths, and that will be
another way of telling time!

SEQUENCE OF FLASH SHOTS - JOE'S ROOM - DAY AND NIGHT

The tempo of alternation speeds up., and so does the rhytm of

Joe's Mind, and the excitment it expresses.
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JOE'S MIND
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Cime |
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JOE'S MIND

(continuing swiftly)

Fourteerl []i:}:‘:!

(pause)
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01
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o 2 2 . T = L=
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despair.

JOE'S MIND
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As the screen BLACKENS, we hear Kareen's voice calling softly

off scene.,

KAREEN'S VOICE

Joe, Oh Joe. ..

entering into one of Joe's dreams, becau
ys motionless on the floor in sleep.

KAREEN'S - 0.8

Come ou in the garden in the

moonlight.

of himself as a whole man sits up abruptly in
sharply

KAREEN'S VOICE -

{I,‘I_I-]:1 11l .'}'

Did vou hear me?

from his bed)
(crossing the room)

Where are you?

KAREEN'S VOICE - ©0.s

I'm in the garden in the
moonlight.

Joe crosses to the window, passing the sleeping form of Joe's
window into:

Tmage, and steps through the

SMALL COURTYARD GARDEN - OUTSIDE JOE'S ROOM - NIGHT

As Joe comes through the window, he pauses, staring about.
Although the place is dappled with moonlight, the area be-
neath and surrounding a large tree lies in a pool of dark-
ness.




@ YOu.
KAREEN'S VOICE - 0.s
I'm over here
through he darkness beneath the tree, and sees
white form of what looks to be a seated girl,
to him. He approaches her caul iously.

JOE

Is that

ly, but the girl does not turn her

in Kareen's

She point:

Where
GIRL

in the moonlight where
id she'd he.

Joe turns, spots Kareen at the edge of the moonlight, and
crosses to her.

MED. CLOSE SHOT - JOE AND KAREE

Inches away from her, Joe pauses. For a long moment the two
of them gaze intently at each other.

JOE
(softly)

How old are you now, Kareen?

I don't know. But I'm older.,




JOE

You were nineteen when I left.
And then there was four menths
in training camp. And eleven
months in France until I...

f[r.'lll:ei'}

You'd have to be over a yeal
older now than you were then,
maybe two. Bubt the trouble is,
you see, I don't know how long
['ve been in this place. Do
you remember how léng it's been
since you last saw me?

(ARICE]
= |

.
in

N
ng her ]||'.-.t]:|

REE
hak

No. 1 think it may have been
forever, though. I don't pay
much attention to time anymore.

JOE
(urgently)

Oh you must! That's all 1
think of is time

Kareer
ime is what mekes pecople old.

JOE

'he way I am, Kareen... the way

it is8 with me... you'll never ge
old, because I keep vou right up

here in my mind...
(taps his 1{:!1:1-]4'-]I

« vs Just the way you were when
I saw you last. So with me,
you can't get o0old. I'll keep
you young and nineteen forever.
Your hair will always stay
brown and your skin will always
be fresh like rain. I will not
let one little wrinkle mark
your face. I will keep vou be-
side me young and beautiful
forever. Because... only with
me will you be safe from time.

1




JOE

takes her in his arms)
Llove you, Kareen.

him to kiss her, and then breaks away from

KAREEN

That's why I came here. 1
want you to make love to mi
Joe. Just once again. 1 want
s0 badly for you to love me,
and we have so little timel

ances toward the shadow beneath the tree
JOT

someone sitting under-

tree. Where shall we

his hand in hers)

)

Behind here. Hurry.

As they stai Ffor the protection of a low stone wall, the
whits figure moves from under the tree to intercept them.
Se is Kareen... only she is Kareen at the age of twenty-

three or twenty-four, and she carries a year old infant -

in her arms. She seizes young Kareen's arm

THE OLDER KAREER

stop thisl Stop
you wicked girl!

Kareen seems almost on the point of bursting into tears.
KAREEN

But I love him.

THE OLDER EKAREEN

i will not let you love him.
We have a baby to think of, you

as much as 1.




KAREEN
But I didn't want it!
THE_OLDER_KAREEN

You have it anyway!

JOE :
(hesitantly)

my baby?

It's his baby!

She made
marry him, and then she made
me have his baby!

JOF
(reaching for the ir-l'-‘nr=i:I

Then let's ge Hd of it
kill it.

lhe older Kareen saaps him sharply in the face.
THE OLDFR_KAREEN
You will not touch this childl
(turns to the young Kareen)
You see what yvou've done?

You've made a murderer of him
in his heart already! Now

come with me this very minutel
She starts toward the shadow underneath the tree, Kareen
compelled to follow her, but drawing back every step of the
'.1.';_:_.'!. -

KEAREEN

Goodbye Joe
Joe starts forward.

JOE

Kareen! Kareen!

He passes into the shadows beneath the . He looks around.




5 no one there at all. He calls out softly,
JOE;

Before you go, can't vou tell

how long it's been?

N'S VOIC

YOICR
C

Ji.—iTi|1|-:n;_::|

even tell me where I
country I'm in?

away to a whisper)
No country... No country...
He covers his face with both hands, and, sobbing, crosses -
back to the window and re-enters the room. The paie of male
Siamese twins firs$t introduced on page 41 emerge from beneath
the tree, cross to the window through which Joe disappeared,
and there execute a little dance, two of their three legs -

Kicking out in unison, then one leg kicking out. As they dan
ce, they sing in high falsetto voices.

Pack up your troubles in your old kit bag,
And smile, smile, smile...

the song diminishes, and the screen fades off into BLACK
hear the rising sound of Joe's Mind:

ninety-six

INT. JOE'S ROOM - FULL SHOT - MORNING
Joe's Image sits dejectedly on a chair before the window, ga
zing out onto the garden. He is the picture of boredom.

JOE'S MIND
concludi [1,:_1]

one hundred and twenty-two




JOE'S MIND

f1~r1;|r iJIIJF-Ti.J

days. That's three months, I
mean four months, I've kept my-
self in the world of time for
four long months.

(a nurs: nters, starts toward the hmd}

Is this the nurse? I can
hardly feel her vibrations.

I'ne nurse arrives beside his bed. She is new to us. and ,
as will be made clear, new alsc to Joe. She is = girl of
twenty, slender, delicate, sensitive. luminously beauti-
ful

JOE'S MIND

(continuing)
Why s she walKing so softly?

The nurse deposits the supplies she has brought with her on

I':lll_' :-|| 18 beside Joe's bed. .r(!{-1

8 Image casts a quick glance

toward the bed. The nurse
turns toward Joe and briskly staz to pull the covers from

his torso. What stands revealed to her is so shocking that -
she freezes with horror. She covers her face with both hands.

at her, rises, and moves curious ¥
LS

.If,"l::_’__?__‘;_ MIND
i_é!]i.*r i.]_}}

Well? What's wrong?
CLOSE-UP L the young nurse
Slowly, reluctantly, fearfully she draws her hands from her
eyes. They brim with tears. The anguish and compassion with
which she regards Joe is worthy of a pieta,
CLOSE-UP - JOE - CHEST, SHOULDERS AND HEAD
His face, of course, is concealed beneath the surgical mask -
which covers it, and his chest is covered by his white hospi-

tal gown.

JOE'S MIND
(vurjunﬁly}

What's she waiting for?

this moment a tear fall onto his chest, spotting the gown.




JOE'S MIND

(sharply)

What's this? Something wet.

But it's not my day to be bathed.
Something fell on my chest. What
was it?

ANOTHER ANGLE - JOE, JOB'S IMAGE, AND THE NURSE
Gently, delicately, even lovingly, the nurse begins to

ke that portion of Joe's forehead which is mot covered
the surgical mask, and his hair.

JOE'S MIND
(wonderingly)

Why she... she's stroking me!
She must be new. Nobody evex
touched me like this before.

She is new! Her fingers are so
slender... her hands are so soft.
Soft like a young girl's, soft
like Kareen's. She's a girl...

a young girl... and I don't make
her sick... she isnt't afraid of
me. She's found domething in

me that... that she can love...
and be kind to.

ANOTHER ANGLE - JOE, JOE'S IMAGE, NURSE
Very gently the nurse now begins to remove Joe's gown.

JOE'S MIND
(conti nuing)
Hello, new nurse. Hello, new

beautiful, young nurse. Hello
out there... hello...

SISSOLVE TO:

INT. JOE'S ROOM - FULL SHOT - NIGHT

Since Joe'! Image lies sound asleep on the floor, we know -
that Joe also is sleeping. Through the window may be seen
an occasional star-cluster of fire works lacing ithe midnight
sky. The door opens, admitting a small mote of light from
the corridor beyond. The new nurse enters, softly closes the
door behind her, and tiptoes to Joe's bed. She wears a slen-
der black eyve-mask, and there is confetti in her hair.




MEI}, SHOT - NURSE AT JOE'S BED

She leans forward, regarding him with curious intensity.
She appears to be engaged in some inward debate as to whe-
ther or not she should waken him. Once her hand moves to -
fore touching
i1t. Then, her mind apparently made up she places her hand

stroke his forehead, then hastily withdraws be

I-'_q-r.-=.|". on his brow.

FLASH CLOSE BHOT - JOE'S IMAGE

Hecumbent in slumber, his eyes suddenly fly open

to rise to his feet.

JOE'S MIND - o.s.

Hello?

ANOTHER ANGLE - JOE'S BED - THE NURSE

[t's yvou again, isn't it? What

are you doing here? Isn't morning

vyet, 1t can't be.
Ihe nurse draws the covers down to a point just zbove his
waist. Then she pulls up the hospital gown to a poing just
below his throat, thereby exposing his bare chest.

JOE'S MIND

(continui ng)

She's changing me. Maybe L
morning. How could I have los
track?

With using her forefinger as if it were a pencil, the nmrse
now begins to trace lines on the skin of his chest.

JOE'S MIND
What's this? What is she doing?
CLOSE-UP - JOE'S CHEST AND THE NURSE'S HAND

She is drawing the letter 'H' on the skin of his chest
strokes that are perhaps ten inches long,.




JOE'S MIND

(continuing)

What zre yvou doing that for, new
nurse? What does

A new thought causes him to break the old one. Once she -
has completed drawing the letter 'H' she carefully repeats
the process, drawing it again and again.

JOE'S MIND

IT‘UII tinuir ;;.'J

One down... then another one
dowWln. .. and one acrosB. ..
Oh God! It couldnt't be

MED. SHOT AT BED - JOE, JOE'S IMAGE, THE NURSE

Joe's Image grows wildly excited, almost imploring the man
on the bed to understand what .is happening. The nurse con-
tinues inecribing the letter on his chest.

JOE'S MIND

(continuing; tnese with excitement)

Are you talking to me out ther?

Are you saying something to me?

Are you drawing a letter on my

skin? You 'are, you are, you are!

Yes, you beautiful new nurse, I

understand, it's the letter 'H'|

Yes! Oh, God bless you, nurse,

IL've got 1tl 'H'I
With grunts and such movements of his head and shoulders as
he is able to make, he tries to tell her that he has at -
last understood. Joe's Image goes into an estatic little dan
ce. The nurse, her eves flushed with tears of happiness,now
begins to draw the letter 'A', Once having understood the me
thod, Joe's recognition of the various letters is almost ins
tantaneous.

JOE'S MIND
(wildly excited)

»...Al P! P! Y! Happy!

Yes, of course! Yes, I1've got
it! Happy! N! E! W! New!

Yes, yes, Happy New... go on, go
on! Y1 E! Al R! Year!

Happy New Year!

He nods as vigorously as he can to the nurse, who gazes down
at him while tears flow down her cheeks. Jece's Image, deligh
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nan with an American flag conspicuously stuck in
enters and taps the baker on the shoulder.

BUSINESS

BUSINESS MAN

be of great help to yo1

icating his girl)
I've already helped myself.

BUSINESS MAN

[t's almost time for wyou to go
out and fight for liberty

JAKER

What kind ol libertyv?

and how much? And

You go out and fight for
liberty. Me..,. I don't care
for some

BUSINESS MAN

But I' m over-age, and some-
body's got to fight for 1li-

berty.
GIRL

Can't you see? We've already
got liberty.

BAKER

Thatt!s right. See these?




{:':Jltr irn::-:l]l .
slaps his arms)

[wo arms. See these?
(he slaps his legs)

Two legs. Sei this?

(puts his arm around the f{':r'r}

One girl. How much more
liberty can a man have?

‘abs the girl and as they dance together out of the
they miraculously change into.

JOE AND EKAREER - DANCING
JOE
I love you, Kareen

KAREEN
You shouldn't have gone. You
shouldn't have left me.

JOE
You don't understand these
thing
I had to make the world safe

rs. You're just a girl.
for democragy.

KAREEN

Did vou?
'he scene blurs over and becomes.

CLOSE SHOT - A MAN IN FULL EVENING DRESS - AT COOKIE-PACKING
TABLES

The cookie table is covered with priceless linen, decorated
with silver and chrystal, and filled with champagne coolers.
The gentleman in evening dress is happily pouring champagne
for the bakers and their girls.

GENTLEMRN
(as he pours)

I'm the boss. This is cham-
pagne. Happy New Year. I'm
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['m the boss. This is champagne.
Happy New Year. Because of the

war emergency our little holiday
will end in three more minutes.

'he ovens are hot and we must keep
the home fires burning. Let us sing.

(he begins to sing)

Keep the home fires burning...
SHOT ' THE CELEBRATING BAKERS AND THEIR GIRLS
'he entire group joins the Gentleman in his song:

GROUP SINGING
While your hearts are yearning;
l'hough the boys are far away,

They dream of home...

TRUCKING SHOT - JOE

He has departed from the group, whose SINGING is now heard
rom a certain distance, apparently to engage in a forlorn
search through the bakery for his lost Kareen He comes so0

a doo marked :

MIXING ROOM
He pulls the door open, and passes through
A DARKENED GARDEN - NIGH

Oddly, the mixing room door has given onto the same closed
garden that we have seen just outside Joe's hospital room
window. Joe, s1fill clad in his baker's clothing, pauses for

moment, trying to penetrate the darkness of the garden.
As he gorws accustomed to the light he moves foward a 1it-
tle, then pauses as he sees.

A TREE TRUNK

IN THE GARDEN - NIGHT

His father's fishing rod leans against the tree, carefully
reeled and set aside., Joe enters the SCENE, stares for a -
moment in perplexity at the rod, then goes to the other s
de of the tree.

The bakers inside the building are just concluding their -
song as Joe discovers:
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JOE'S FATHER (continued)

(peers at his son)
Do you?

JOE

No

JOE'S FATHER

Then you must be the happiest
man on earth.

JOE

lafter a mome
mavbe 1«

JOE'S FAT

ATHER
-

i B ER
(meditatively

It's a funny thing. I could
always handle a horse. If I
had a cow, she was healthy,
gave plenty of milk.

Raised most of our own food...
You remember?... even to the
honey on our biscuits,

I could hoe a straight row...

lay out a pretty good grade on

an up-hill road... build a house. ..

but I never did know how to
make any money.

(a puzzled gest ure )

the goddamnedest
ran into.

We ate well. We were dry.

And warm. And healthy.

JOE'S FATHER

Maybe there's something more,
I don't know. The trouble with
life is, you worry so much you
don*t enjoy it. It's much bet-
ter this way wxcept that...
that I de miss your mother,

(quietly)
How is she?







JOE
Goodbye, father.

JOE'S_FATHER
Goodbye, Joe. Give your mother
my love when vou see her. I'm
sorry to have left wvou in the
lureh as I did, but it was the
lieve me. Deazth is
much better than living,

only way, be

You'll find it out for yourself

one day. Goodbye.

Carrying his rod carefully, he turns and trudges off. As
his figure is gradually blotted out by the darkness we -
heai from an immense distan€ée, the sporadiec RINGING of

telephone bell. The telephone bell diminishes altoge--
ther, giving sudden way to Kareen's wvoice which seems Ve
ry close at hand, which seems to preceed now from one di
rection, now from another; now from above, now from be--

(AREEN'S_VOICE

looks o 1'J'J

looks in the other direct irjtl}
I am, Jaoel
starts in a third {Iir'r~trti{11'-J

Joe.,.. over herel

(he reverses direction, and starts to run)

Why did you leave me, Joe?
He plunges in still another direction whence the voice -

seems to come, stumbles over a free root, and falls belly
First to the ground.

Why didn't you write me?
HEAD AND SHOULDERS - JOE ON THE GROUND

Tears burst from his eyes; he beats his clenched Tists in
to the moist earth.




E

rhoked wvoi 1_-_,_,‘]

JO
(c

I couldn't!' I eouldnt'tl I

E

couldn't write youl I couldn't
KARFEN'S VOICE
Why couldn'i

JOE

(sobbing)

[ can't tell you!

vou, . thats all...

KAREEN'S VOICE

[:lrulun]hl] ly, from a fFarther i]i-‘:if.fl]lt“t.‘;l
You don't love me,

JOI

L dol I love you, Kareeh...

KAREEN'S VOICE

KAR i N'S VOICE
{ fax

away now, and moving farther)
You. .. dontt... love.,.. MB.q.-
rambles fantically te his feet.

JOE

do love you, Kareen!
starts running blindly,.

JOE

Don't go, Kareen! Where are

you? Please don't go away from

me again... Please dontt...l
He collides in a f1l: * starlight against one of the
four brick walls which inclese the garden, and falls to the
ground a scond time. Hi father, still carying the fish-
ing rod, emerges from :.hf* shadows, crosses to Joe, and -
squats down on his hunkers beside him. Joe's face in hid
den in his arms; his breath comes in harsh, gasping sobs.

ash
li

of
i

JOE'S FATHER

Tepvitiys 1

You need help, son.




JOE
lhis fac st f'ir'i'!l!l'}

Fhere
JOE'S_FATHER

Have you asked foz
JOE

I can't.

anything
can talk

Why not them a telegram?

head, exposing his face as

you mean?

Don't you remember when you
were a boy? How you and Bill
Harper strung a wire between
the two houses so you could
rlegraph to each other?

J U__i

(perple .'w-Li}
YEeS5.aa
JOE!S FATHER

Do you still remember the Morse

code?

JOE

Yes.

(rises up onto one r~11mu‘}

But what good is that? How
can I get out to them?

(tapping his Ltrm]r.l't—r]

You must think, son... YoOU must




JOE'S FATHER (continued)

learn to think. Use your head.

The screen rapidly begins to hacken.
JOE
Yes! My headl! My head...!

The screen goes completely black, except for a tiny blur
of white at its very center where Joe's face was lifted

up to his father. 0.S. we hear the rhythmic, muffled -
sound of an object thumping against something which could
be a pillow. The tempo is three short thumps, two delibe
rate thumps, and then three short thumps again, repeated
endlessly: dot-dot—-dot... ... dot-dot-dot. The -

small white blur pulsates » same rhythm. As light -
begins to seep back onto the screen we find ourselve in:

MED. CLOSE SHOT - JOE, JOE'S IMAGE, THE NURSE

We discover that the source of our previous rhythmiec =
sound was the back of Joe's head thumping solidly, dul-
ly against his pillow. The thumping continues remorse-—-

lessly throughout the following scenes.

JOE'S_MIND

S05. Help! S05. Help! S508. Helpl
S0S. Help! 505. Help! S505. Help!

The young nurse, deeply troubled and gquite unable to -
find an explanation for her patients conduct, tries in
various ways to socothe him, while Joe's Image makes an-
xious, pleading gestures to her, begging her to unders-
tand. With her hands she touches various parts of Joe's
body, watching him for reactions that will give her so-
me clue to the seat of his trouble. He grunts, shakes -
his head fiercely, continues tapping.

JOE 'S MIND

S0S. Help! Can't you see what I'm doing?
SO0S. Help! I want help! SO0S.

She tries to guiet him by pressing her palm against hie
PForehead, making it impossible for him to tap, but he
responds with savage sideward lunges from shoulder to
shoulder, and when she removes her hand, the tapping
continues. She turns and runs out of the room. Joe's ta
pping contirnues without interruption.

JOE'S MIND

5. Help me! S0S. Listen to mel
5. Let me get through to youl




JOE'S MIND {ﬁunliunoﬂj

S0S. Help! I'm trying
to talk to youl S0S5, Helpl|

he nurse runs back into the room, followed by
After a moment of frowning observation, the do«

a doctor.

toi

the nurse before him, begins to explore Joe's body

his hands. Again Joe's writhings and his choked

to communicate his negatives.

JOE'S MIND
(repeatedly)

S0S. Help! No, not that. Nol S0S5.
Help! Not that! S05. Help!

'he perplexed doctor makes a wwift inspection o
tubes and pieces of egquipment which convey air
P

from it. The tapping
The doctor takes the air tube from Joe'!'! throat,

into Joe's body and refuse

come, like small strangles, from Joe's throat.

continues. The doctor, with a sigh, replaces the

Joe's threat, turns to his tray, takes a needle
a portion of Joe's shoulder with alchol-scaked

ases his tapping, begins to shake his head back
ng

in frantic objection. Joe's Image, fairly Jjumpi

like
with -

Erunts TYY

f the
and

<

liguid

continues

helds it to
the light for examination. While it is out, GARGLING
His
tube in

sounds
tapping

, and swabs

and
up and

down with anxiety, fantically indicates Jece's head,

1

to divert the doctor's attention from his shoulder.

Oh no! S0S. Don't give me dope.
Help me... don't knock me out.

SOS. Listen to me. Help me! SOS. S0S.

cotton. Joe
forth

trying

lhe needle is driven home. Joe's Image claps his hands

his head in a gesture of absolute desolation.
JOE'S_MIND_

I won't ge under. 30
I won't go under. S0t
The issue having been decided against him, Joe

king his head from side to side, and begins aga
out his*S0S signals. The doctor nods to the nur
exits. Jee's tapping grows sleower. Joe's Image

kegins to shrink toward the shadows across the

nurse adjusts the covers to Joe's threat, picks
tray, and also exits. The tapping grows slower

Across the room, Joe's Image sinks slowly to hi
knees.

5. L-won'tt. 505,
2l BOS e

ceases sha
to tap

in
s=e

and -

reluctantl
room. The

up
and

& hands

her
slower.
and
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JOE'S MIND

very faintly)

I can't... do it;: You'wve... won again.
But you can't win ferever. You can't
forever. 0Oh no, not for-ever...

His tapping ceases. In the same instant, Joe's Image dispo
ges himself on the floor in sleep. The SOUND of a WAST =
SIGH shudders through the room as the screen darkens 1o -
velvet black. As the SIGH dies away, the SOUND of a STRIN-
GED INSTRUMENT on a faint, high, sustained note is heard -
as th-e screen gradually lightens to:

FULL SCREEN AN ABSTRACTION OF PURE COLORS

Each color blends into another, diffuses, forms a third co
lor, materializes as design, as sqgquares and circles and o
glowing angles which rise and fall, which recede into the
depths of the screen, and then rush madly forward to blot
out all else. The faint sound of the STRINGED INSTRUMENT -
continues ove the SCENE, wild and poignant and far away.

JOE'S MIND

Color. Co -color-color-color.

Colors are cool. Cool colors, sweet-
smelling colors. Colors that make mu

sic when they pass. Like pale white

ghosts in the sunlight. Colors... Colors...

MAN'S VOICE

-

Fly the colors men! Rally round the flag!

lhe color background begins to drift downward out of the
frame, a movement which gives the jllusion that the CAME-
RA is moving upward. As the speed of this mevement increa
ses, the colors of the background gradually give way to -
blues, which grow darker and darker as the CAMERA conti--
nues ascent until, at its apogee, the screen has turned -
te a rich blue-black, as if the CAMERA were focused on -
the void of infinity. At this moment the background fturns
completely immoebile; the sound of the stringed lnstrument
dies away, . leaving us suspended in a world that is neot en

ly motionless, but completely silent.

From seme great distance, a RUSHING SOUND is heard, very
faintly at first, vet loud enocugh to cause the screen to
ge into a slew whirl. As the RUSHING - -SOUND inereases in -
volume, sco does the whirling speed 8f our screen increase
in speed, until all images blur into blackness as our CA-
MERA, having previously ascended to the heights, now plun
ges horrifyingly toward an absolute depth. Above the rush
ing sound and whistle of driving winds, there may also be
heard sounds of weeping, of laughing, cries, shouts, pra-
vers, pleas, alarms and songs in many voices and many lan




guages which merge, at last, into a single wvolce...
of our Farm Woman.

FARM WOMAN'S VOICE - o0.s

Where is my boy, where is m}

little boy? He's under age,

can't vou see? He Jjust came up

from Tuscon... he's too little

for the Army! Don't you know who

he really is? His name is Jesus Christ

Throughout her speech the bleckness of the screen beg

imperceptibly to lighten, until we can discern:

INTERIOR RATLROAD STATION ROOM - CLOSE SHOT JESUS CHRIST -
DAY

Although at first the screen is too dark and too blurred -
for us clearly to discern the figure, it gradually 1s revea
led to us (while the Farm Womar's voice cont i!:nusj as a whi

te-robeb figure, seated at a table.

FARM WOMAN'

(continuing)

He just came up from Tuscen! His

name is Jesus Christ, and they put

him in jail for a tramp, and 1 came

all the way here to get him back.

They let him out of jail if he'd

join the Army, and now I can't find him any-
where. Didn't anvbody see him coming up

from Tuscon?

By this time, the figure of Jesus 1is completely visible,
and our CAMEREA ANGLE has widened to:

FULL SHOT - INTERIOR RATLROAD RECEPTION ROOM - DAY

Five men are playing cards, a sixth watching them. Seated
around the battered table are Joe, Red Head, Swede, Li Etle
Guy, and Christ. Red Head is dealing a hand of black-jack,

one card down, one card up.
SWEDE
Christ, I sure cculd do
shot of whiskeyl

CHRIST

s

smiling)
Then why don't you drink it?

Swede looks at the table. His eyes widen with surprise to

discover a glass of whiskey near his right hand. The others,
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with the exception of Christ, discover that they have
key LOO .J]II-_‘. all stare at Christ,
EED HEAD

How did you do that?
CHRIST
I can do anything.

(indicates his exposed card lying on the
table before him)

Hit me, Ly 't too hard.

queen, face up. Christ throws in his
noney across the table toward the dea

couild hit a twelve.
understand it. Twelve
shouldn't be any harder to hit

;]

then thirteen, should 1t?

shouldn't

I'welve is just like any other
number above it, only better,
and don't let anybody tell you
different

skey glass down)

That's the best whiskey I
ever drank.

CHRIST

It ought to be. It's sixtee
years old.

Above the sounds of singing and speech-making which drift
through the open door, Wwe now hear:

CONDUCTOR'S_CRY

All aboard! All aboard...!

Red Head, who has finished the deal, slaps his cards onto




stretches, and yawns.

ahoard out there.
Il got to go. Got a date to be
killed on the 27th of June, so0
['d better say goodbye to my wife
and kid. The kid, he's only a year
eight months, but smart as hell
['d sure like to see hin
five.

EXTERIOR_BATTLE FIELD - ROWARD A TRENCH - SUNRISE

Although sounds of battle come loudly ove:l the scene, our -
own small area ytrays no sign of life at all.

HEAD'S VOICE - 0.5.
It's just after daybreak, all
cool and nice with a brand new

sun, and the air'

s smelling
good. We're going over, and

['m a sergeant by then...

Red Head pops out of the trench, motioning for others to
follow him. He charges straigh toward the camera., Others

now appear behind him.

RED) HEAD

vu 80 I go over first. Butl
I don't hardly get started
before a bullet hits me like

it was a hammer.

Red Head falls to the earth, and is now visible to us only
through a pattern of running legs as his comrades side-step
him and continue their charge.

RED HEAD

I lie there, seeing only their
legs as they run by and disappear.

CLOSER SHOT - RED HEAD ON THE GROUND

Fis action fits the following dialogue.
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then
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TERIOR_STATION ROOM - DAY
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= FICy W

(concluding)
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LITTLE GUY

(contii ued )

vyou're going to get blown
80 dammed high nobodv!11]
even gei a souvenir off you..,

{ indicates himseli ;l

++»+ and me, I'm going to e
buried in a trench cave-in
and smother... now ilsn'1
that a hell of a way to die?

'he instant his words are out, a profound silence falls over
the station room, over the crowds outside, over the uniwerse
itself. For a moment thi Y stare at each other in bewildered
perplexity. Then they strain to attention as the SOUND of -
the STRINGED INSTRUMENT of Joe's color fantasies cuts through
the stillness. They listen to it in rapt wonder.

It is the music of death.
'he high thin music of death. ..

Little Guy points an accusing I'inger at Joe,

LITTLE GUY
Then what's this guy doing
here? He ain't going to die.

The eyes of everyone in the room now focus sternly, accusin-

.-]':. upon Joe.

JOE
defensively)

I'm going to be almost dead.
I'm going to have my arms and
legs blown off, and my fave
shot out so0 I can't see or
hear or talk or breathe. You
can't get much closer to being
dead than that.

RED_HEAD
_{_In' ezking the si l{:'l'll'.i.'::l

Leave him alone, he's alright.
On your feet, everybody. Let's
make that tradiz

Red exits, the others following him, with Christ and Joe at
the end cof the line.




JOE

Are you going with us?

Of course. I've got lots of trains
to handle, lots of dead men, so
many dead men you wouldn't

believe it.

On these lines we cut instantly to:

_LONG_SHOT - (STOCK) - TRAIN

El_‘\filf_r_

RUSHING THRC

:H_COUNTRY -

I'he film is speeded up to the point where the
city is almost ludicrous., It's shrill., mournful WHISTLE s
shatters the sound track.

INTERIOR_ENGINEEK'S CAB_ - CHRIST - DAY

He is bent forward over his controls, his beard and robe
Flying behind him in the wind, one hand pushes the speed
lever to its highest point, while the other madly pulls
the whistle cord.

CLOSE SHOT - TRAIN WINDOWS PASSING BEFORE CAMERA - DAY

'he ROAR of the train and the SHRIEK of its whistle add te
terror of dead men's faces staring wildly out of the train

windows ... an endless blurred sequence of windows rushing

pa: the CAMERA, until finally interrupted by:
JOE'!S FACE

Caught i a moment of frozen horror.

JOE
(a shriek)

Help!

All SOUNDS of the train have now died away. We hear, ins-
tead, the back of Joe's head THUMPING softly against his
pillow: dot-dot-dot... dot-dot... dot-dot-dot. The screen

begins to o BLACKEN, Sound of THUMPING continues

JOE'S MIND - o.s.

( :113.53-1:::- rhythmically)
505. Help. 505. Help..

As the sereen LIGHTENS we discover ourselves in

train's wvelo

the
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IRUCKING SHOT - DOWN ENDLFSS HOSPITAL CORRIDOR_ - NIGHT

Moving swiftly, urgently down the corridor are the young -
nurse, a Doctor, a Technician, a Priest and an American Cg
lonel 4in full uniform. Far in the distance we hear the con
tinuing sound of Joe's head THUMPING against his pillow, -
and the sound of his mind's voice:

JOE'S MIND

(in the distance)
S505. Help...

T'hey come to that portion of the corridor which contains -
the circular cistern opening. Camera HALTS. The group divi
des, part of them passing on one side of the cistern, part
on the opposite side. As they continue on down the hallway
our CAMERA holds on:

MEDl. SHOT - TOWARD THE CISTERN -~ JOE'S FATHER

He sits on the corridor floor, his legs dangling over the
edge of the cistern, and fishes intently. We hear the dimi
nishing SOUND of the nurse and her party continuing down -
the long corridor. The rhythmical THUMPING of Joe's head -
also continues. And the sound of his mind's veice:

JOE'S MIND

(monotonously )
505. Help. S0S. Help. S05. Help...

The SOUNDS of the nurse and her party are shut off abruptly
by the closing of a door somewhere far down the corridor.

At the exact instant the door closes, the tip of Jee's fa-
ther's fishing rod dips sharply, the fisherman jerks it -
backward, and the rat, screaming and writhing, flies out -
of the cistern and lands convulsively on the corridor floor,
the fish hook fast in its mouth. We cut instantly to:

JOE'S_HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

The nurse and her party have just crossed to Joe's bed.The
room is filled with shadows, with the exception of a single
light near Joe's bed. Joe's head, discernable only as a whi
te mass, a strip of forehead, and clese cropped skull, wea-
ridy rises and falls as it taps out against his pillow the
terrible monotony of his appeal for help. The Technician -
leans forward, intently observing the head's movements. Joe's
Image leans imploringly across the other side of the hed,

as if begging the Technician to understand what is being
gsignaled to him.




JOE'S MIND

(cont illlu:-'lg.;l

Help. SOS. Help. SOS
Help. S0S. Help...
ECH!

S5.0.5
through

COLONEL
Well answer him.

'he Technician turns from Joe to the Colonel, his face hor-

rified and incredulous.

TECENICIAN

(sof{ly)

How do you answer a man like this?
What do you say to him?

Joe's Image on the other side of the bed makes urgent gestu

res to the Technician.

The Technician turns slowly back to Joe. Gingerly at first,
and then with increasing confidence, he begins to tap his -
forefinger delicately against the narrow margin of Joe's -
brow. Joe's thumping ceases. When the Technician finishes -
tapping out his message, Joe's head once more begins to - -
thum against its pillow. This time, however, the rhythm of
his S0S is absent. He is thumping out his answer to their -
guestion. The silence of the group is almost breathless as
they wait for the Technician to translate his reply. The -
Technician seems wvisibly to pale as the tapped-out response
unfolds. Then he looks up to his companions.

TECHNICIAN

He said... 'kill me?

There is a moment of stumned silence. The nurse's face is -
filled with anguish. Joe's Image nods violently in agreement

with the request.

COLONEL
(at last }

He's cbviously unnerved. We
must have his identification.
Ask him again.




Apain the question is swiftly tapped out against Joe's

|, and again Joe thumps out a response.

forehea |

ITECHNICIAN

Same thing. 'Kill mel

Joe's Image clasps his hands before him i the position -
of prayer and by gesture implores them to do what Joe has

asked
COLONEI

T'ell him that's of course
impossible. Explain to hin

that we understand his feelings
Ask him if there's anything
else he wants. Tell him he can
have anything. Anything.

Technician bends and swiftly taps the message out on -

's brow. Then he straightens, and as Joe begins to tap
out his reply, the Technician traslates word by word. 'I...
can't... live... like... this. Please... let...me...die.
Please...kill... me.! Joe's Image is now on his knees, tears
flowing down his cheeks, begging them for the mercy of = -
death. The Nurse covers her face with her hands.

voice)
Why couldn't he have died
long ago? It's so unfairl

From this time forward, Joe's Image addresses mosil of his

supplications to the young nurse. Joe's head is still -
thumping against the pillow.

COLONEI

What's he saying now?
TECHNICIAN

Just 'kill me', Over and over.
COLONEI

Itts still new to him. I mean...

being able to get through to us
like this.

{LU the ]J{'l{_‘[-t.l]")

If you can give him something
that will relax his nerves,




itinued)

do bhetter to gues-

tion hin ] 1
DOCTOR
[t certainly can't do any harm.

he Doctor prepares his syringe for the shot, Joe's Ima
ce tries to disuvuade him, =s=haking his head inconsolzbly.The

YOLUIEg INUrse weeps. Joe col iraes to I_J:l_l,:|1E|_

E to Technici: [|J

Still the same?

TECHNICIAN

(nodding)
I'he same.
E0LONEL

Explain to him what we're doing.
Tell him we'll do everylhing in
our: power to make bhim comfortable.

Joe stops thumping as the Technician begins to tap the mes-
sage against his forehead. The Nurse swabs a place on Joe's
shoulder, and the Doctor jams the needle home. The Techni-
cian Tinishes tapping his message, and Joe once more begins
to thump against his pillow. All eyes go to the Technician
in inguiry. He shrugs and nods, indicating Joe's reply re-
mains what it always has been,

COLONE!

We'd betiter leave him alone

for the present.

There is a round of nods as all except the young murse stiart
a general movement toward the door. Midway between door and
bed, the Priest touches the Technician's shoulder.

PRIEST

One more message, if you
please. Tell him to trust

in heave's mercy. Tell him

to put his faith in Alwighty
God whose goodness knows noend.

The Technician nods, turns back to the bed, and once more -
taps a message on Joe's brow. The Dotor, the Priest a nd the
Colonel exit. The Technician finishes his message Joe's head
begins to thump again. The Te chnician perceiving it is still
the same answer, shakes his head and quietly exits, closing
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the door behind him. Joe, Joe's Image and the young nurse

are now alone,

JOE'S MIND

Kill me Please kill me, 1

can't live like this. Kill me.
Please kill me. Why must you

hurt me like this when I've don®
nothing to hurt you? Kill me,
please kill me, kill me, kill me,
kill me...

the voice of Joe's Mind pleads for dezth, Joe's Im:
rasts himself on his knees in front of the young nurse
hands uplifted to her in despairing supplication. The nur

se, her eyes brimming with tears, steals a cautious look
toward the closed door that gives on to the corridor. Then

her hand steals toward the air tube that passes into Joe's
wind pipe. She almost touches it, then withdraws in horror.
Once again she steels herself; once again her hand slips
toward its deadly gozl... and this time shuddering violen-
tly, she does not flinch. She takes the tube from his - -
throat and stands for a moment, holding it in her hand, look

ing down at Joe with & mixture of horror and pfofound com-
passion as faint GARGLING sounds begin to emerge from the
hole in his throat. He is obviously strangling to death.

She bends down swiftly and presses her lips to his brow -
in a farewell kiss. As she straightens, Joe's Image goes -
into 2 wild dance of exultation and Joe's Mind into a paen

of joyous gratitude,

Thank you, nurs! Oh thank
you, thak you, thank you!
Thank her, God. Be sweel to
her, God. Make her happy,
make her beautiful, make herz
everything she wants to be!

Thank you... pretty young nurse...
thank you forever and ever.,..

At this moment the door opens to reveal the Dotor.

DOCTOR
(in open doorway ::I

Nurse, I want teo see you foi
a moment.

Caught with the air tube so plainly in her hand, the nurse

has no choice but to nod.




NURSE
lguietly)

Right away, Doctor.

She re-inserts the tube in Joe's Throat, adjusts the bed
covers, and exits from the room, c¢losing the door gquie--
tly behind her. Joe's Image sinks to the floor in des——-
pair. Joe's head begins once again to thump against his

pillow: dot-dot ... dot-dot-dot... dot-dot-dot. But -

the rhythm is a .-Hlilli:-J-.Ilf', one as the slow stupor of the

drug steal: 2 his mind and body.

JOE'S_ MIND

p—— - g - -
(with diminishing tempo and volume)

Help me. S0S5. Help me. 5085
Help me. S505. Help me. 305
2 1p me., SO0S5. Help me...

lp me... help me...

ra crawls to its usual place on the floor
and reluctantly surrenders to slumber.

of Joe's Mind fades away into silence,ijthe
screen gradually begins to DARKEN. Suddenly a YELL of -
triumph goes up as if thousands of voices were cheering
together. 11, Jjoyously and very loudly:

A LARGE

C

HORUS

Pack up vour troubles in your old kit bag,
And smile, smile, smile...

FADE OUT
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