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CHARACTERS

GLEN

JONATHAN CHANDLER WILLIAMS
MURIEL

PAT

JOHN PALERMO

JEAN DE LISLE SWIBURNE
SHOPKEEPER

KING'S COLLEGE PORTER
'PROFESSOR' JEFFERSON GRIGG
LOUISE GRIGG
MYRA

CHARLES DORNELLING
NANCY

VANCE

SHEPHERD

GREY-HAIRED WOMAN
GENERAL HEELEY

LEONARD HARCOURT SELSEY
PERCY KLYDONHALL

PEW

JACK RYAN

HOTEL PORTERS, RECEPTIONISTS, PARTY GUESTS, WAITERS,
CLUB COMMISSIONAIRE, etc.



INT, HOTEL CORRIDOR. EVENING

GLEN (as he will later become known) is walking behind a PORTER
who is carrying his cases. GLEN is a young man of about 25, bronzed,
good-looking, well-dressed. They enter one of the rooms.

CUT:
INT, HOTEL ROOM. EVENING

The PORTER and GLEN enter the hotel room. GLEN looks round,

satisfied. Flashing neon lights from outside- the- window in red show
the words AIRPORT TERMINAL. The PORTER puts the cases down
and GLEN nods Thank you. The PORTER leaves the key in the lock
and then goes. GLEN sits on the bed, rather tired, and opens his -

jacket, feeling strange. He takes a letter out of his pocket and examines
it.

GLEN gets up from the bed and begins unpacking his cases. When he
takes out his suits some studs fall to the floor and he makes a tt-tt of
annoyance and gropes for them. He hangs up his suits in the wardrobe.
He takes out a double-framed picture and puts it on the table by his bed.

A C.U, of this shows a handsome young woman on one side and a small
child of about two on the: other.

He goes back to the bed, takes off his shoes, and lies back comfortably.
He takes up the room service telephone and waits for a reply.

GLEN
Hello. I'd like something to eat.

CUT:
INT. HOTEL ROOM. EVENING

GLEN is in the same position on the bed, only in shirt sleeves now,
with a trolley of food before him, mostly finished. There is a bottle
of wine and he is just at this moment finishing a glass. He smacks his
lips. The titles of the film come up over him eating-and drinking.

When they are finished he gets up from the bed with a sigh, pushes
the trolley away and begins to undress.

CUT:
INT., HOTEL ROOM, EVENING
GLEN is in his pyjamas and switching out the lights. The trolley
tray is still there with dirty plates etc. He jumps into bed. In the
light from the neon sign outside we see him take the double photo-
graph and kiss it. He sleeps.

CUT:
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INT, HOTEL ROOM. EARLY MORNING

GLEN is dressing. The trolley tray is no longer in the room. He puts

on his jacket and takes the letter he read the previous evening from the
bedside table and puts it in his pocket, after a glance at the address.

CUT:

INT, HOTEL CORRIDOR. MORNING

GLEN in a spring overcoat walking away from his room. He appears
fresh, optimistic.

CUT:
EXT. A LONDON STREET. MORNING

GLEN is walking along the street. It is a bright morning. He hails
a taxi and gets in. ‘

CUT:
EXT. A STREET IN THE CITY. MORNING

A taxi draws up and GLEN gets out, pays. He turns and walks’into a
doorway.

CUT:
INT., STAIRCASE OF AN OFFICE BUILDING, MORNING
GLEN walking up the stairs hurriedly.

CUT:
INT. CHANDLER WILLIAMS'S OFFICE MORNING-

We are looking.at CHANDLER WILLIAMS behind his desk. The desk
is innocent of any signs of work. .

CHANDLER WILLIAMS is an amiable, rather helpless-looking
executive in his middle age. We are seeing him from GLEN'S P,V,
Behind CHANDLER WILLIAMS'S head theére are a number of family
photographs hanging on the wall -- a wife, and several children.
CHANDLER WILLIAMS rises with his hand. outstretched as the
CAMERA edges forward. He shakes hands with GLEN and motions
him to. one of the armchairs in front of the desk. GLEN sits down.
CHANDLER WILLIAMS looks at GLEN with a smile and also some

-misgiving. He blinks hesitantly. He smiles again. There is silence.

CHANDLER WILLIAMS
Did I write to you.

GLEN
Yes. . So did John Palermo.
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Contd.

' CHANDLER WILLIAMS

You know John?
GLEN
No.
(CHANDLER
WILLIAMS blinks

another message

of hesitancy)
John Palermo wrote to me in
Naples and here

(with a smile)
I am!

CHANDLER WILLIAMS
(orightening up)
You were there on holiday?

GLEN
No, I live there. I've got a job
there. With a shipping agency. I
answered your advertisement.

CHANDLER WILLIAMS
Ah, yes. I think I remember now.

. John rang me about it. Yes. Well,

then!

CHANDLER WILLIAMS plants his elbows on the desk and simply looks
at GLEN. Another silence.

CHANDLER WILLIAMS (contd)
Yes, well, we're looking for some-

-one who can come-in withus. On a

sort of commission basis. Did John
tell you roughly what he wanted ?

. GLEN
No.

CHANDLER WILLIAMS
(looking-at GLEN
. with.a trace of

horror)
Of course, this is more John's
pigeon than mine. I only come in
on.a sort of legal and accounts
side. He's a terrific chap! Yes!
So I think John should tell you all
about it, in his way. Actually, I
think you're the only chap he
troubled to get in touch with. You
can stay in England, I hope?

GLEN
Yes, I can.
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CHANDLER WILLIAMS
You married ?

GLEN
Yes, I see you are too.
(glancing at the
photographs on
the wall)
Are those your children?

CHANDLER WILLIAMS
Yes.

GLEN
Nice-looking.

CHANDLER WILLIAMS
Thank you.

Another pause.

CHANDLER WILLIAMS (contd)
Yes, perhaps you'd better meet
John Palermo. Why don't you drop
round to his office right away?
(hands him a
- card)
I think it's better than me going
-through a lot of explanations.

CUT:
EXT. A COVENT GARDEN STREET. MORNING

GLEN walking along a side street in Covent Garden area, glancing
at the shop numbers, the card in his hand. He finds a dark, open,
unpainted door, which seems to be the right one. There is a wooden
staircase, unswept and uncarpeted, beyond it, and no lights. He
hesitates then goes inside.

CUT:
INT. PALERMO'S OFFICE. MORNING

This is a foyer-cum-office, a warm little cubby hole with two desks

so close together that GLEN can hardly squeeze between them. There
is a a girl at each desk. One of them is dark with moody eyes. She
is cutting pictures out of magazines, and slips of paper are floating

on to the floor. . She is MURIEL. The blonde girl is typing. She is
PAT. They both have an over-painted, misused look. GLEN squeezes
apologetically into the room. Neither of the girls looks up.

GLEN
Mr. Palermo here?
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DARK GIRL
Well, he came in. Unless he went
out by the window he's still here.

GLEN
Can I see him? Chandler Williams
sent me.

PALERMO (VOICE OVER)
Show the gentleman in!

MURIEL shows GLEN through a door behind the desks into another
office. On the glazed glass of the door is written the name JOHN
PALERMO. Before GLEN reaches this it bursts open and JOHN
PALERMO himself is standing there. He'is a dark man, prosperously
dressed. His eyes are dazzling, compelling. He half pulls GLEN into
the room with his handshake, smiling at him watchfully. He has some-
thing both rough and debonair in him. He has a defiantly crushed
expression, and a whining tone easily comes into his voice, even when
he is insulting. He is a Maltese Englishman. TRACK through to his
office. He puts his arm on GLEN's shoulder and leads him to a chair
in front of his desk. The room is hardly bigger than the other one and
even lacks a window. The desk is covered with clippings and india
ink sketches. GLEN sits down and PALERMO goes round behind his
desk, talking all the time.

PALERMO
Did Chandler Williams tell you I
was related to one of the Tsars

of Russia?

GLEN
No.

PALERMO
That my father was an Italian
commendatore?

GLEN
No.

PALERMO

Or that I used to run a hotel in
Cairo -- and a damned good one
it was, too?

GLEN
No.

PALERMO
Well, it's all true.
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PALERMO (contd)
(leaning back-and
lighting-a cigarette,
taking an enormous
puff) |
And you're the chap from Italy ?

GLEN
That's right.

PALERMO
Well, I suppose you know a bit
about personal management.

GLEN
(hesitating)
Oh yes.

PALERMO
(with an ironical
look)
Otherwise you wouldn't have travelled
all this way, would you?

GLEN nods silently.

PALERMO (contd)
Well, then, I won't bore you with
- the details. You probably know
them better than I do. What you
don't know is me. I manage
celebrities on the way out, and
celebrities on the way in. I manage
-anyone who needs publicity, as long
as they've got the money.
(with a sudden
burst of
affection)
Listen, if you really have given up
a job in Naples to come and talk
‘business with me, you've found
your man.

GLEN
Do you think you‘ve found yours ?

PALERMO
(eyeing him)
All you need is neck and I don't
know whether you'‘ve got it.

GLEN
You need neck for everything.

They spar with each other through their eyes. PALERMO puffs at his
cigarette, his eyes narrowed. GLEN taps his foot on the floor.
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PALERMO

Listen, why don't we go downstairs
and have a drink?

(he begins to |

close drawers

and locks them)
I never goes to bars usually, but
you ought to see the barmaid in this
one. You've never seen anything
like it in your life, not even in
Italy.

They both get up and GLEN helps PALERMO on with his overcoat,
which is black cashmere. They walk-into the untidy feminine room
next door. PALERMO talks all the time.

PALERMO

As I said, the thing is --

(as they pass

out of his

office)
persuasion, everything hinges on
that --

(as they walk

down the dark

stairs)
persuasion is the alchemy of the
big deal, mind the steps, old
chap, or you’'ll find yourself arse
over tit. I did it once and they
had to remove my sex.

CUT:
13. EXT. STREET OUTSIDE. MORNING .

On the entrance door of PALERMO's office, as PALERMO, followed
by GLEN, comes out and turns down the street, PALERMO still
talking.

PALERMO

(looking up at

the sky)
Some people have all the luck.: My
-wife, for instance. She's in the
south of France and I'm paying.
Just because she's jealous of these-
girls in my office. Now, could you -
be jealous of my girls?

: GLEN
I might be.
PALERMO
Good God! How weak human
nature is.

CUT:



14. EXT. THE SAME STREET, MORNING

On the entrance of a pub further down the street, as PALERMO and
GLEN come into view, huddled against the cold. They duck into the
doorway.

CUT:
15. INT. THE SALOON BAR, MORNING

PALERMO, followed by GLEN, comes into the saloon bar of the pub.
C.U. of GLEN as he involuntarily glances towards the bar to.find the
barmaid. PALERMO is watching him.

PALERMO

There, now that's persuasion.
You're looking for the pretty bar-
maid, aren't you? She exists, but
in another pub south of the River.
Now, if you'd been practising it all
your life you'd get a sort of flair --

(to the BARMAN)
Hallo!

The BARMAN comes into view, flushed, limping.

PALERMO
Jock, this is a business associate
of mine. He's in wine. Got any to
offer us?

BARMAN
Well, it's rather duff. I got a nice
sherry. Dry and very pale.

PALERMO

Get out the whisky, quick.

(taking GLEN

by the arm

towards chair)
He's going to give us the finest
whisky in town, you can't even find
it in Scotland, except at the dis-
tillery itself.

GLEN
(as he sits
down)
I'1l have soda as well.

PALERMO
No you won't. This is Mortlach -
Glenlivet. You can get drummed
across the Border for watering it
down, eh, Jock?

JOCK takes no notice, preparing the drinks behind the bar.
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PALERMO
Another thing, tuck yourself under-
somebody's wing who doesn’'t really
want you. ‘If they hate you, you just
get closer, they'll learn to like it.
Hatred is a very malleable business
property, Glen - mind if I call you"

Glen after this whisky, I can't stand

real names?

GLEN
Alright,

PALERMO
As I was saying, when they want to
get rid-of you it means you're be-
coming-a force in their lives, how-
ever deadly, and it isn't long before
they begin to need you, they don't .
know what they need you for but it's
up to you to tell them. You see,
Glen, they're missing something all

the time, everybody is, and you've got

to make them feel it's you. It can
happen in a minute. Girls have lost
their maidenheads and men their °
fortunes in a minute.

The BARMAN puts the drinks down on the table and limps away.

PALERMO (contd)

You see, Glen, people need confidence,

these days. Their spirits are
horribly low and that's where my
pictures come in.

GLEN
What pictures ?

PALERMO

All lifeis pictures. A man has a
picture of himself, and a picture of
other people based largely upon his
picture of himself. I tell you, old
chap, I've worked it all out. A man
has a.picture of what his clerks and
typists think of him, and, as I said,
if he comes into the: office hating

“himself one morning, this is where

he needs me, he.needs my picture

- of him, the picture I know he needs

to have. I provide pictures.
(finishing off
his drink)

Let’s have another, shall we?
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GLEN
No, thanks.

PALERMO

Jock! This colleague of mine wants
to buy me another! Of course, you
have to give him the impression that
you're selling him to other people,
but in fact you're selling him to
himself. By the way, the journalist
is your best friend, never forget that.
Now, my client might not believe in
me but he believes in the picture I
give him. Because he needs it. He
looks down at me, he thinks I'm a
scrounger, which I am, but he takes
the picture I give him and he isn't
canny enough to see that I've made
it for him, by making him compare
himself favourably to me. He sees
bits in the paper which refer to him,
and though he knows I put them there
he thinks they're the truth, he makes
himself think so, and even therel
help him. I know he needs to think
so and I encourage this as part of
my service. Now, there's the
important of selling a man to himself,
even. though you sell someone that
doesn’t exist. You see, Glen -

(as the new

glasses of whisky

come and GLEN.

pays) |
the way people are formed in.our
world their pictures are very poor,
they haven't the time to get the right
ones, and then if they did it would
all be a mess. But everybody thinks
he's something. This you can take as
your sketch and begin from there.
Naturally, the picture must be one
the man can deceive himself into
thinking is himself: the discrepancy
mustn't be too great. You can't sell
a fool as a clever man, however you
try. But you can sell a bad man to
himself as a good man, in fact that's
one of my principal sales.

PALERMO puts down his drink in one or two gulps and stands up,
taking no notice of the fact that GLEN has not yet started on his.
PALERMO grabs his overcoat and throws it over his own shoulders,
and GLEN gets up without having touched his drink.
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PALERMO
Goodbye, for now, Jock! And don't
tell me another time I can't sell your
whisky for you, you serve the worst

"Scotch in London.and I make' it taste

like the best. Mortlach-Glenlivet
my foot! You see, Glen -

(as they turn

to go)
- they'd never have a picture if you
didn't give them one. They may
kick-against the picture you give them -

(as they pass

through the door)
- but if it makes other people sit up
and take notice they'll love it, always
remember that!

A C.U. of the BARMAN's cynical face over the bar, with PALERMO's

voice over.

CUT:

-16. EXT. STREET OUTSIDE. MORNING

On the pub doorway as PALERMO and GLEN come: out and walk up the
street again, PALERMO still talking.

PALERMO
Never try to give a man what you
think his picture ought to be if he
were you. Let him walk into the
jaws of Hell, if he wants to, he
may like it there.

PALERMO has a characteristic way of hurrying aleng, bent forward,
his shoulders seeming to cringe from something behind him.

An attractive GIRL passes them, and he notices her at once.

PALERMO

(softly)
Going my way, Mouse ?

(the GIRL takes

no notice and he

continues at once

- to GLEN)

Yes, you've got to develop an eye
for the man who lacks a picture
and has the money to pay for one.

CUT:

17. INT. PALERMO'S OFFICE. MORNING

PAT is smoking at the window while MURIEL is paring her finger-
nails at her desk, bent over them like a child, her mouth open.
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PALERMO enters, his face suddenly harsh, GLEN following.

PAT
It's lunchtime.

PALERMO
Well, get the hell out, then, and
eat some. lunch.

PAT
That's what we're waiting for.

PALERMO makes a step towards his own door but the other girl
interrupts him.

MURIEL
Oh no you don't.

PALERMO
(stopping)
Don't what?

MURIEL
How do I pay for the food - with
these paper-clippings ?

PALERMO
Haven't you heard of monthly
salaries ?

MURIEL

At the end of the month it starts
being two-monthly! Come on, you
big pill, cough, we're hungry'

PALERMO
(with a sudden
mildness and a
smile at GLEN,
taking out his
: slim wallet)
Will a quid be - enough? Better be!

He hands her the money and immediately passes on. to his office.
The GIRLS glance at each other.

PALERMO
(from the other
office)
Oh, Muriel, before you go -

MURIEL
(with irritation)
Here it comes.

12
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Contd.
PALERMO
(still from the
other office)
* Slip down and get Jack Ryan's mid-
day final, will you, darling? I've
got a horse running!

MURIEL
I hope it loses.

CUT:
INT. PALERMO'S OWN OFFICE, NORNING

PALERMO has taken off his overcoat and is sitting behind his desk
again. GLEN isin his overcoat and is also seated.

PALERMO
Now, Jack Ryan, he runs a news-
paper. He feeds more people with
dirty thoughts every morning than
anybody else in the- game. Remind
me to talk to you about the dirty
picture, that's in a category of its
own.

PALERMO opens a drawer of his desk and takes out a bottle of whisky.
Two glasses follow. He wipes them carefully with a clean, folded
cloth which he:also keeps in the drawer. We notice his delicate hands.
He pours the glasses and they silently drink to each other.

PALERMO
(with a long
calculating
- look at GLEN)
You're not famous in any way, are
you?

PALERMO seems to be thinking something out to its conclusion, gazing
right through GLEN.

GLEN
No.

PALERMO
(absently)
I just wondered.

MURIEL brings the-newspaper and leaves again. PALERMO begins
reading it with great concentration, frown marks deep in his forehead.

PALERMO
(snapping suddenly
, at MURIEL in the
other room)
You still there?
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MURIEL

(from the
other room)
Yes.

PALERMO

Take this down. No, better still,
give the buggers a ring. Professor
Grigg. Get his number. He's an
-American. He's just arrived in
Cambridge: and they’re putting him
up at King's College. Say you're
The Times.

MURIEL
(from the
other room)
The Times!

PALERMO
Say Mr. Palermo, the features
editor, would be glad of a word
with him.

We hear MURIEL take up the telephone.

There seems to be some difficulty in getting the Professor's number.
All this time PALERMO continues to read the newspaper with
concentration.

MURIEL (VOICE OVER)
This is The Times. I wonder if
your husband’s free to have a word
with Mr. Palermo, our features
editor ? Hello, one moment, sir,
I'1l put you through to Features.

PALERMO leaps at his telephone, his face set like an animal's. He
begins saying 'Hello' before MURIEL has put the jack in.

PALERMO

Hello ... hello ... hello. Hello,
Features, here. Who? Who? Oh,
for God's sake, yes, Professor!
Good morning. I thought we'd
never get through. Well, now,
Professor, there's no point-in
breaking it gently, I'll come
clean right away, I say, I didn't
get you out of bed, did I? No? -
Well, this is good news for the
academic world® Listen, I want
an interview.  I'm sending a man

~ up this afternoon. He's medium
height and engaging. Tell him the

14
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PALERMO (contd)
truth, onlynot the whole truth, we
don't want to get into libel suits.

(some chuckling
-at the other end)
And we're interested in your wife.
We're rather fascinated by all
American women, as a matter of
fact. I hope you won't mind her
coming into the picture, it
humanises things.
(a distant "You're
telling me!" from
the other end)
Can I send this lunatic of mine by
the next train, then? And I want
to meet you myself. Now, seriously,
Professor, give us something good,
I want to get in before the tabloids.
If you wait till they create your
image for you, there's no telling

.-What might happen. Here's my

number, by the way. We're not
exactly in the Times Building, but
a stone's throw away.

(calling out)
Okay, Muriel. Give him the number!

(he puts the phone

down with a crash.

To GLEN at once)
Now then. He docked at Southampton
yesterday, but he still may know
somebody on The Times. So you've
got to get there before the afternoon's
over. I don't want him connecting up.
We can make a few hundred quid out
of this. I'll fix everything from this
end. In fact, I'll have a private chat
with his wife while you're on the way.

GLEN
(in astonishment)
Do you mean to say you're sending
me ?

PALERMO

'Of course I am! Who else is

there?

GLEN
But what the hell do I ask?

PALERMO
You don't ask anything. You state
and you lead, and you let him shoot
his mouth off. Listen, if you're not
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PALERMO (contd)
back by eight this evening I could go
to clink for this. It's an offence to 1
imitate newspapers. '

Contd.

GLEN
I can guess.

PALERMO

Now, if he starts probing don't try
and lie, just keep The Times playing
before his eyes. If he comes out
with a straight question about old so
and so on The Times, tell him the

. secretary here made a mistake and
she never did say The Times though
she may have said the Church Times.
But always remember, a lie has to
come out on the spur of the moment,
never prepare one because this shows
in your face

GLEN
But - who is he ?

PALERMO

(throwing him

the newspaper)
Read that. I'll find out when the next
train goes. I'd go myself, only I'm
tied to my desk

(with a quick

burlesque of a

man tied to a

desk)

GLEN begins reading the paper.

A C.U. of the newspaper shows a picture of a man and woman in their
middle age, and a quarter of a column about their arrival at Southampton
Docks the day before.

GLEN

(reading aloud

from newspaper)
Professor Grigg is here for a
series of lectures in Europe. He
once wrote a book on nuclear war-
fare in which he claimed that an
H-bomb war would not destroy the
world. He believes that pockets of
sub-human life would survive a
nuclear war and that out of these a
better if more violent civilisation
would be created.
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GLEN (contd)
(looking up with
surprise, then
reading again)
In this civilisation bombing would
become a kind of new play. The
Professor himself rather pooh-

- poohs the book. ‘One of many' he
says. He has also written about
Mexicans and the architecturally
perfect city. He believes the whole
world could become a city-and
Nature virtually disappear.

PALERMO is dialling a number.

PALERMO

(into the phone)
Hello ... sweetheart, I want to get
to Cambridge as fast as possible.
Three, fifty-nine - that's fine!

(slamming the

phone down again

and jumping up

from his seat)
Come on, we'll get a taxi downstairs.

(as GLEN does

not move

immediately)
Come on, what the hell are you
waiting for, do you want to get me
in prison?

PALERMO rushes out of the office, half-dragging GLEN with him.
CUT:
EXT. THE STREET BELOW. MORNING

PALERMO and GLEN are standing at the kerb. PALERMO is hailing
a taxi. He takes out his wallet, and hands GLEN some money.

PALERMO
Here'stenquid. And I want the
change even if it's fivepence.

A cab draws up. PALERMO opens the door for GLEN, and GLEN,
thoroughly bewildered, gets in.

PALERMO (contd)
(to the CABMAN)
Drive this man to King's Cross,
will you, and see that he pays,
he's just escaped from prison.
0.K., Glen, see you tonight, and
I want a hot story! For God's
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PALERMO (contd)
sake don't come back-like all the - -
beginners saying they're nice people
or something.

A C.U. of the CABMAN looking uncertain as to whether to be
suspicious or jolly.

CUT:
EXT. SAME STREET. MORNING

The cab draws away and GLEN pokes his head through the window,
shouting at PALERMO.

GLEN
What do we call ourselves ?

PALERMO
(shouting)
Say PRI or something! It doesn't
matter! And go to King's College!

CUT:
EXT. CAMBRIDGE STREET. LATE AFTERNOON

A taxi going-along the King's Parade. There are cycling STUDENTS
everywhere.

CUT:
INT, TAXICAB. LATE AFTERNOON

From GLEN's P.V, inside the cab, the colleges along the King's
Parade - Peterhouse, St. Catherine's, King's College.

The taxi comes to a halt before the main gate of King's.
CUT:
EXT. KING'S COLLEGE., LATE AFTERNOON

The taxi draws up at the King's College gate and GLEN gets out, pays.
Then he walks across the cobbled entrance to the Porter's Lodge. He
stands at the window and the PORTER comes across to speak to him.

GLEN
Is there a Professor Grigg stay-
ing here, please?

PORTER
Not that I can place, sir.

GLEN
But he arrived yesterday.
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PORTER
A professor?

GLEN

" Yes, American.

PORTER
Not here, he didn't. Not this
college, mate.

GLEN
But the papers say he did.

PORTER
Go on!
(with a smile,
rather intrigued,
and stroking his
chin as he comes
nearer to the
~ hatch)
In the papers?

GLEN
I read it this morning.

PORTER

Wait a minute.

(going to the

wall-telephone)
I'll ask the Bursar.

(picking up phone

and dialling)
Hello, there's a.gentleman here,
says a Professor Grigg took up
residence in College today. Yes,
I was going to say, we haven't had
that name, not as passed this

- office, I thought I'd missed your

buttery list this morning or some-
thing.

(replacing the

phone and turning

to GLEN slowly,

out of breath)
Well, I've been.on to the Bursar
and he says, Yes, there's a
professor of that name, arrived
yesterday and the papers got it
wrong like they get everything
wrong, and he's staying in digs,
and the College never invited him

. to give any lectures like the papers

said, in fact they doubt if he's a
professor. Anyway,
(with a fat smile)
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PORTER (contd)
he's not here and he's not ours, but
I think you'll find him in a little
block of flats behind Gonville and
Caius. I'll write it out for you.
(as he takes
the pencil and
begins writing
an address on
a pad)

You a reporter?

GLEN

Yes.
PORTER
You get around a bit, I dare say?
GLEN
That's right.
PORTER
Working for which paper, would
that be ?
GLEN

Well, an agency. The: articles
are syndicated.

PORTER
- Ah, yes. Nothing simple in this
world. I thought you were going
to say something glamorous like
TheTimes.
(with a wink)

He hands the slip of paper to GLEN.
' CUT:
EXT. CAMBRIDGE STREET, LATER AFTERNOON

'GLEN is walking along a Cambridge street looking for the number.

He keeps glancing at the paper in his hand. He finds an apartment
block with a glowing foyer and a porter's office. He enters. '

CUT:
INT. FOYER. LATER AFTERNOON
GLEN walks across the close-carpeted foyer and goes up the stairs.

CUT:
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INT. GRIGG'S DOOR. LATER AFTERNOON

The door of Professor Grigg's apartment is tall and white with a
plaster palladian frame all round.

GLEN comes up the stairs and rings the bell. He looks at this for
some time. The door opens and a woman bursting with-action confronts
him. This is LOUISE GRIGG. She is so suddenly and stunningly there
that he steps back with surprise. There are great laughter lines

round her mouth, and her quick eyes give the impression of having
been much screwed up with emotion. She is at the middle and wildest
stage of her life. She is flushed, not strikingly healthy but strong.
There is a burning interest in her eyes that might be drink or erotic
appetite or just curiosity. She puts out a hand and smiles, showing

-good teeth.
LOUISE .
Are you the fake Times man?
GLEN
Yes.
LOUISE

Well, come in and have a drink.
The old man's waiting for you.
We passed tea a half-hour ago
.and we're coming-down the
straight to a gin and tonic. Where
the hell is he ?

GLEN walks in and she closes the door.

CUT:
INT. GRIGG'S APARTMENT. LATE AFTERNOON
The entrance hall. LOUISE is leading GLEN to the sitting room.
Her woollen dress is close.to her hips and a bracelet clicks on her
wrist as she moves. The hall is brightly lighted, with mirrors and

large pots with pussy willows in them, and carpets galore.

LOUISE
He's always disappearing.

‘ CUT:
INT. GRIGG'S SITTING ROOM. LATE AFTERNOON
LOUISE and GLEN come through the door.
LOUISE
Well, sit yourself down. You'll

“roast, but we've been dreaming
of an English fire for years.
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She motions him to a settee in front of the large log fire that goes

* together with the central heating. The windows are tall, in two great

panes, with curtains that stretch down to the parquet floor. The walls
are covered with whitewood panels. GLEN sits down.

GLEN
This your first visit?

LOUISE
Well, we haven't been over for
five or six years.

GLEN -
. See any changes ?

LOUISE
None. They still say braces for
suspenders!
(with a massive
laugh)

‘ GLEN
How did you know I was fake ?

LOUISE
A real Times man called.

GLEN
Did he want an interview, too?

LOUISE
No, he went to college with Jeff.

GLEN
There was a mistake in the
. office, I think. Some girl -
she's new - anyway, I didn't
get the details - she made a
mistake ...
(he trails off)

LOUISE
That's, O.K., you don't have to
apologise, they call me the walking
lie detector. And by the way, I
certainly got some hot talk from
your office - who is that guy?

GLEN
You spoke to Mr. Palermo?

LOUISE
You call him Mister! He sounded
like a dog!
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She goes to the table behind the settee, where the drinks are.

LOUISE
What can I mix you?

GLEN
As I had three whiskies for lunch,
I suppose I'd better go on.

LOUISE
Well, don't let me ram it down
your throat.

GLEN
Well, thank-you very much. Yes,
I'd like some whisky.

LOUISE

(as she pours

a drink)
You two certainly make a rum
outfit! But my husband and I have
a taste for adventure.

(handing him his

drink over the " .

table and calling

out, in a stupen-

dous voice)
Jeff! The Press is waiting!

(then to GLEN)
He's just shy, that's all. Have
you always been in this line ?

GLEN
(hesitating)
Yes.

One of the doors opens and PROFESSOR GRIGG fills up most of the
frame.

GRIGG
Well, look at that. Wife drinks
with unknown visitor!

He comes forward, tall and long-limbed with the same deep lines

on his face as his wife. It makes them look uncannily similar, as if
they had used the same forms of suffering to carve the same wrinkles.
His skin is harder and drier than hers, his eyes a little watery.

LOUISE
What the hell have you been
doing, Jeff! I wondered where
you disappeared to, the moment
he comes!
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GRIGG

(giving her a
swift familiar
look, with the
slightest twinkle
. of hatred)
As a matter of fact, I wonder you
didn't hear me pull the chain.

LOUISE
(offended)
Oh.

‘ GRIGG goes on scowling in her direction, while she continues to look
away like a frightened deer.

GRIGG
(to GLEN, in
a deep voice)
The hell of it! She‘ll be following
me round with bloodhounds next.
No, I mean it. That's women.
Or rather, American women.

LOUISE
_ (to GLEN)
That's something for you to print.

GLEN
. I'11 print what you say I can print.

-LOUISE
(to GRIGG)
Well, our visitor's a gentleman,
at least.

GRIGG
Gentleman my arse! He's a
reporter! Anyway, get me a
drink, I've had an afternoon. of
Cambridge dons and all they
drink is tea.

LOUISE
Get it yourself.

¢ GRIGG
_ Why, yousoiind high already.

LOUISE
I am.

GRIGG
Listen,
(going to the
drinks table
behind GLEN)
how many have you had?
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LOUISE

This is my first - and who's on the
trail with bloodhounds now ?

GLEN
(in a burlesque
sort of way)
Well, marriage is a trial by fire
and water.

GRIGG

You're telling me.

(pouring himself

a.stiff tumbler of

whisky and walk-

ing over to the

settee) -
Now for the questions. What do
you want to know ?

GRIGG sits down so heavily on the settee at GLEN's side, throwing
another scowl at his wife, that GLEN involuntarily jumps in his seat.

. GLEN
Are you two always like this?

GRIGG

Is that the first question?

(making a kind

of grinding

chuckle that is

swallowed in his

glass as he takes

a gulp of whisky)
It's been like this for ten years
and we believe in it. Is that right,
Louise?

LOUISE
(giving GLEN
her broad, dry,
flashing smile
which has no
happiness in it)
I guess it is.

GRIGG swills the whisky round in his glass, staring at it with his
watery eyes. '

GRIGG
You know, when I'm standing
around with these English academics
it feels like they haven't arrived at a
problem yet, let alone a solution!
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LOUISE
(sitting down,
too, then to
GLEN)
Listen, what's your name ?

GLEN
(for a moment
confused)
Call me Glen.

GRIGG

(leaning back

suddenly, making

the settee give

heavily a second

time)
Listen, what paper do you work
for? -

GLEN
The P.R.1I. It's an agency.

, GRIGG

Well, you sound quite a crew.
First you fake a call from The
Times, then your boss seduces
my wife down the phone. That
‘was about the randiest phone
conversation I ever heard, what
do you say, Louise?

LOUISE
(flashing another
smile)
I'm keeping quiet.
(then to GLEN)
Listen, can you stay to dinner?

GLEN
I'd love to.

LOUISE
(rising)
I'11 tell the girl. The food's
simple but wholesom. She's Irish.

LOUISE leaves the room but suddenly pops her head round the corner
again. "
LOUISE
Listen, Glen, do you like a sort
of beef stew? Well, it's more
like a pot au feu -
(JEFF chuckles
ironically at this
attempted French)
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LOUISE (contd) -

I told her, salmon on toast followed
by schnitzel but she goes her own
way.

GLEN
I'1l take anything. I haven't really
had lunch yet.

LOUISE
You haven't?
(zooming back
into the room)
Listen, would you like some
crackers? Come on!

She runs a plate of cheese fingers across to GLEN.

LOUISE (contd)
I should have offered them before.

GRIGG
(to GLEN)
Come on. Give me your glass.
Was that strong enough?

GLEN
I'll say!

GRIGG goes behind him and begins pouring new drinks.

GLEN (contd)
You'll get me drunk.

GRIGG
(seriously)
Just what I'm trying to do.

LOUISE leaves again and GRIGG seems deep in his own thoughts,
frowning, making a slight involuntary cough of concentration, his eye-
brows heavy over his eyes, as he brings the drinks round to the settee.

. . GLEN
You're giving a few lectures? The
papers were right about that, I
suppose ? They were wrong about
your address - said you were at
King's.

GRIGG
Lectures? Why, sure. I'll be on
and off that damned Continent for
a month or more..

LOUISE bursts back into the room, hearing his last sentence.
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LOUISE
Louise is going to feel lonesome,
all right.
GRIGG
Well,

(swilling his new
drink round with
surprising vigour)
you're not a stay-at-home girl. I
don't think you'll suffer.

LOUISE
Still, this isn't London.

GRIGG
You'll be there!

There is an intimate scowl between them and GRIGG puts down another
heavy gulp of whisky, sounding like water down a bung hole.

LOUISE
If you ever said anything new in
your lectures I'd come along with
you.

. GRIGG
Do you expect a new lecture
every night, Louise?

LOUISE
Well, I'm not going to sit around
listening to the same stuff every
night, just to keep myself out of
mischief!

GRIGG
That's dead right, mischief's the
right word, sweetheart.

LOUISE
(to GLEN)
Well, the children are grown up.
I don't feel like being a grand-
mother yet.

GRIGG
(with a laugh)
Grandmother! 1'd like to see
you play that part!’
(giving GLEN
an almighty
nudge)
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GRIGG (contd)
We've got two married daughters
and she's still the biggest kid in the
family.

LOUISE
I guess my life's work was bring-
ing -them up, .and that's over now.

GRIGG
You were always the same! You
never wanted to stay in the house,
you never went along with my work,
and I'll tell you why, because you
were dreaming of something else
all the time. God knows what it
was, but it wasn't me!

LOUISE
Listen, this is getting personal.

GRIGG
I'm telling the truth! And accord-
ing to what you're always telling
me, you worship the truth - when it
goes against me!

GLEN
The same with most of us.

GRIGG
Like hell! She'll take things so

‘far - I've seen her lead a man' -

LOUISE
(with a really
menacing
look this
time)
Now can it, will you?

GRIGG
O.K.,, Louise. But just lay off
my work. Anyway,
(to GLEN)
let's say she's been about to
divorce me for twenty years.

GLEN
You know, that's probably what
keeps you out of the divorce
courts, telling the truth all the
time.
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GRIGG

God, do you think we'd ever get
ourselves in a divorce court, are
you crazy ? Divorcing somebody
means you think there's somebody
better. And we don’t! No, you
don't get out of marriage by
divorcing, old son, you just get
into another one!

LOUISE
(in a better
- frame of mind)
‘ Well, there's something in that.

GLEN
You mean, every woman is woman
whoever she is and every man man,
and it doesn’t much matter who you
marry ?

GRIGG

(with a long

puzzled look at

GLEN and then at

the drink in his hand)
Well, I never thought of it just like
that, but it's a way of thinking.

(with a sniff)

' LOUISE
(to GLEN)
He means you're drunk.
(with such a loud,
rasping cackle that
the panelling seems
to shake)

GRIGG
She has quite a voice, hasn't she? It's
been ringing in my ears since I was a
college kid. She even tried it in a
lecture of mine. I had a bit where the
words 'underbelly’ and 'brief explosion’
came in the same sentence, and she
seemed to think that funny.

l LOUISE
’ (with a bellow)
I never laughed so much in all my life!

They all start laughing.

GRIGG
Well, that's the first good laugh we've
had since we docked yesterday - glad to
have you here!

GLEN
Glad to have come.

CUT:
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INT. GRIGG'S DINING ROOM. EVENING

The three of them are sitting round the table eating. This room is in
the same panelling as the sitting room. GLEN looks less steady than
he did before, and is attacking his food with enormous appetite, with
LOUISE's eyes on him from-the other side of the table.

LOUISE
Don't they let you eat on your
job?

GLEN

(suddenly aware)
This was a rush one.

GRIGG
A rush one? Am I so important?

GLEN
Well, things like the destruction
of the world seemed important.

GRIGG

Listen,

(leaning forward)
how does the English Press see me ?
Can you.tell me that? You know,
that's my reason for coming over,
to hell with the lectures. I mean,
I got such a damned bad press over
here on this book of mine, it made
me wish I'd never written it!

A . GLEN
Which one ?

GRIGG

'Afterwards'. They just picked up
one or two of the ideas, I admit they're
important, but, God, they're not the
whole thing. That book’s more or less
an academic study, you can't apply lay

~ standards to it, it's written for informa-
tion, I won't say it's for the experts but
they should have the say on what kind of
a book it is, not any hack book reviewer.

LOUISE
(to GLEN) )
Don't take too much notice. He's over-
wrought, been working too damned
hard. Are you married, Glen?

. - GLEN
Yes.

LOUISE
Children?



GLEN
One boy, two years old.

LOUISE
Oh well, that's nice. -

GRIGG
(to LOUISE)
You know, this girl. can't lay
cutlery. Is that a peculiarity
of the Irish?"

LOUISE
Probably.

They exchange another of their scowls.

GLEN
(looking round
the room)
There's plenny of panellin’' in
this fla’. Mus' be worth somethin’.
(really drunk '
now)

GRIGG

- Why, sure, this is quite an

~ old house. The panelling was
by Verberckt.

GLEN
When was that ?

GRIGG
Not long before the French
Revolution. He did a lot of the
wood at Versailles. .

~ GLEN
Oh yes?

LOUISE
My husband's a mine of cultural
tittle-tattle. He picked that up off
the janitor downstairs, he'd never
heard the name in his life before.

. GRIGG
Doesn't make the information any
less because it comes from the
janitor. And who the hell ever heard-
" of a soup going before a stoo ?

(turning to GLEN) .

Can you tell me what's happened to
women in our epoch?

32



33

29. Contd. :
GLEN

They 've lost the touch, and Idon't

blame them.

GRIGG
(to LOUISE, after
a wink at GLEN)
Oh, he's just singing for his supper.

GRIGG begins making absorbed sloop- slooping noises with his soup
as regular as a steam-engine, and doesn't stop until his plate is dry.

9 . LOUISE

& ' (with GRIGG's

sloop-sloop OVER)
No, I'll tell you what happened.
I decided on soup, this morning,

~ when I thought we were going to
have schnitzel, and she decided on
stoo as the second course without
consulting me. That's what happened.

GRIGG
You two want to get together. If
you cut out the blarney about how
your great grandfather came from
Cork it might help.
(pushing his plate

‘ away roughly)
Yes, this is quite an apartment.
As a matter of fact, a great friend
of mine owns it.

LQUISE :
English, naturally. He’'s in the
Government,. or something very
high up, anyway. He's quite a
sweetie when he's had a few.

. GRIGG
(with a sudden
glare)
Glen's a pressman, Lou. You might
remember that. No, I mean it, you
could start a whispering campaign
. ' like that.

GLEN
Whispering campaigns start with
falsehood not truth.

GRIGG
You're dead right, Glen, that's how
they started over my book ~falsifying
it.
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.. LOUISE '
Everything they said was true. They
just didn't like it. '

(with another
cackle)!

GRIGG
(really angry
this time) _
You mean, you like whispering
campaigns against your own husband?
That's a lack of self-respect, not just
respect for me. '

LOUISE
(frightened by
his look)

Why, no, I'm not saying that, Jeff,

I was following the argument,
that's all.

GRIGG
Maybe you'd better keep off my
work once and for all, and off
British public. figures. '

GLEN
Oh - er - what's his name? You

~mean, your friend who owns the

fla'?

GRIGG
(still without tak-
ing his eyes off
LOUISE)

"He's one of the finest defence

brains you have in this country
- name of Dornelling. Anyway,
let's get on with business. I'd
just like to say this, Glen

GRIGG (contd) _
I wrote this book Afterwards to
save humanity in the event of a
nuclear war and that went all over

‘the world as my advocating nuclear

war. Now, I wouldn't mind if people

. knew what I meant by Afterwards, but

they don't, they think I mean after the
bomb falls in the future, but I don't.
I mean now. Remember what Macbeth

said after his first murder - 'From this,
_instant there's nothing serious in mor- -
tality® and then he said, 'All is but toys,

34
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: GRIGG (contd)
grace and renown is dead' - they
weren't too hot on their grammar in
those days - 'the wine of life is drawn'.
Think of that, Glen. : It's happened to
us, too. The wine of life is drawn.
Our murder was Hiroshima. We mur-
dered respect for the human creature.
We're living in the Afterwards of that

~and we've got to go on and on like
Macbeth. The murders can't stop.
I'm only facing facts, trying to see
some chance of survival in all this,

- and even some hope. Old Macbeth had
to murder. Maybe we've got to do the
same. And that's hell. That's what
we 're living in now - hell - the hell of
indecision - and people don't know it.
Leastways they have a hunch about it, .
but mostly they prefer acting.” They
think they're still in the Before and
everything's nice and cosy and being
looked after like it used to be. Now,
my book :

(out of breath now)
tries to make 'em face up to hell ,
rationally. But people won't listen,
they'd rather call me a nuclear nut.
-Since 1945 the human being's been
dead. That's my message, Glen.
Print that, if you like.

CUT: -
INT. TRAIN COMPARTMENT. NIGHT

GLEN nodding asleep in a train roaring towards London. A book is

" in his lap, the CAMERA PANS DOWN to a C.U. of this. It shows
.the dust jacket: AFTERWARDS by Jefferson Grigg, Author of

Mexico and The World City. GLEN blinks awake again, stares
before him, falls asleep.

CUT:

EXT. LONDON STREET. NIGHT
A taxi draws up outside PALERMO's office and GLEN gets out, pays
the driver off. He walks into the dark entrance and feels his way
along. ‘ '

| CUT:-
INT. PALERMO'S OFFICE. NIGHT
Everything is dark. Suddenly the lights come on and GLEN walks

into the room. The copy of AFTERWARDS is still in his hand. He
is looking for PALERMO. He goes to PALERMO's desk and we see
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it from his P.V. PALERMO has given a can-can girl a big moustache
and he has printed, in Gothic characters, over her head, the following
sentence: Press Relations Institute for Captains and Kings.

CUT:
INT. HOTEL ROOM. NIGHT
GLEN is standing in his pyjamas. The only light is from the neon

sign outside. He sways slightly. The CAM. PANS round tohis "
copy of Afterwards on the bed. He kisses the photograph on the bed-

~ side table and sleeps.

.CUT:
INT. PALERMO'S OFFICE. MORNING
The two girls are typing as GLEN enters the office.

" GLEN
Good morning.

Neither of them takes any notice. He squeezes past them to JOHN
PALERMO's inner office. We hear PALERMO'S voice.

- . PALERMO
(talking over
the phone)
I'll give you half, and that's over-

paying.
CUT:
INT. PALERMO'S INNER OFFICE. MORNING

PALERMO is just slamming down.the receiver as GLEN comes in.

"PALERMO looks the worse for wear; there are bulges under his

eyes and his lips are pale.

PALERMO
Muriel! Take this down to the
shop. :
(looking up at
GLEN with a
brief smile)
Printers! I've never heard such .
prices. What do you think of that,
" by the way ?
"(flinging a newspaper
. across the desk to-
wards GLEN)

From GLEN'S P.V. the newspaper with the following headline:
I ALWAYS SAY IT'S THE SHAPE THAT GETS HIM, SAYS MISSILE
PROFESSOR'S WIFE, then a photograph of LOUISE.
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GLEN sinks down into a chair with the newspaper in his hand and
reads the column aloud.

GLEN
It's the way it goes up, and, of
course, the shape, said Louise Grigg,
46-year-old wife of American Professor
Jefferson Grigg, known in nuclear
circles as Mr. Afterwards when we
chatted over the phone today. She was
referring to the H-bomb mushroom.
Life with Jefferson hasn't always been
a bed of roses. Louise told me confi-
dentially. that they nearly ended in the
divorce courts twice in the last few
years and each time were saved by
the thought that though their marriage
smelt a bit high those of most of their
friends stank.

GLEN looks up at PALERMO w1th some astomshment and then goes
on reading. ,

. GLEN (contd)

Husky, deep-voiced Jefferson Grigg
has made it his business to study all
the published data concerning the likely
results of the big flash when it comes.

(looks up again)
Jefferson Grigg was for two months
a Hollywood gag-writer. I enjoyed
my chat with his pleasant wife today.
It humanised him for me. Take the
nuclear mushroom, she said. Now,
if that's not a symbol of something
my name's not Lou.

(putting the

paper down)
God' Where did you get all that ?

PALERMO
(lighting a cigarette
and screwing up his
eyes)
What's that ? .Oh, the article. Don't
you think it's great? Jack Ryan
gave me -

The telephone next door rings, and one of the typewriters ceases for
a moment.

MURIEL
(from the other side
of the partition)
Hello ... Yes. Of course. He's
in the office now. :
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One of PALERMO's telephones rings and he snatches up the receiver.

PALERMO
Yes?

MURIEL
(from the other
side of the partition)
There's somebody for Mr. Glen.
I think it's from Cambridge.

:PALERM_O immediately thrusts the receiver across to GLEN.

PALERMO
It's for you.

GLEN takes the.receiver. PALERMO goes on quietly working.

GLEN
Hello.

GRIGG
(from the other
end of the line)
Is that Glen? - because I don't
know your other name. I guess
you know who this is.

. GLEN
Is that Jeff?

GRIGG (VOICE OVER)
Jeff my arse! You can call me
Professor. You know what I think
of you? -

. GLEN
No.

‘ GRIGG (VOICE OVER)
That's a lie. By the sound of
your voice, you glass-eyed phoney,
you know what I think of you-and you
know I'm right. You can quote me,
too. Put that in your crummie paper,
and I hope. it chokes you.

 GLEN
Excuse me but -

.GRIGG (VOICE OVER)
What my wife thinks of you couldn't
even be put down on paper. Listen,
I'm very sorry about this. I don't
hate you, I despise you quite a bit,
but mostly I'm just darned sorry,
because I thought you were quite a
nice guy. How did you get caught up
in this job?
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The receiver is'crashed down at the other end. Silence.

GLEN
I don't know.

GRIGG (VOICE OVER)
You can always get out. There's
a story about the Emperor Constan-
tine - ever heard of him?

PALERMO
(looking up quickly)

Tell him'yes!

GRIGG (VOICE OVER)
They say he came back from Rome
with all the crimes in creation on
his shoulders. He just about killed
everybody in his own family, and he
had a helluva big family. And that's
how he became a Christian. Some-
body told him this was the only
religion that forgave you everything
you did. Think about that.

GLEN
I will.

GRIGG (VOICE OVER)
Well, I don't suppose we'll bump
into each other again, but if we
do, it'll be a big bump, and I hope
it hurts. - A kick-in-the-pants from
my wife, too. I just wanted you to
know you're a shyster, that's all.

GLEN
I didn't -

slowly replaces his own receiver.

- GLEN. (contd) .
Listen. Did you write all that?

PALERMO
(torn with
difficulty from
his work)
Of course I did - with Jack Ryan's
help. I asked for a hundred quid,
and he gave me seventy-five. Not

bad for a phone conversation, eh?

- GLEN
But they're nice people!

GLEN
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Contd.

GLEN shrugs.
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PALERMO
I know! I fixed you a dinner with
them! Here, what's she like ?
Forty-six is just my dish. What
d'you say ?
(with a wink)
Has she got 'it'? .
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