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EXT. FIFTH AVENUE DAY

The towers of Manhattan. 1929.

The corner of Fifth and 48th.

A brooding figure, a young man coiled in anxiety, stands
smoking. He is staring up at an office building across the
street. Painted on one huge wall of the building: CHARLES
SCRIBNER'’S SONS -- PUBLISHERS AND BOOKSELLERS.

He slowly raises up'one foot and stomps it down again. A
naervous tic of some kind?

We notice the sldewalk around hisg feet is littered with
cigarette butts.

His unwavering gaze never leaves a cofner window on the fifth
floor of the office building across the street.

Meanwhile{ in that corner office...

INT, MAX'S OFFICE DAY

We hear a sound...

Scritch ... scritch ... scritch .
A pencil writing on paper...
And we see three words...

THE GREAT GATSBY.

We are looking at the spine of a book. We move along a shelf
of books. After GATSBY...

THIS SIDE OF PARADISE...
THE BEAUTIFUL AND DAMNED...
THE SUN ALSO RISES.

If you wanted to read the best of modern American literature
you could do worse than start with these titles.

If you wanted to be at the epicenter of modern American
literature you could do worse than this room.

MAX PERKINS sits at his desk in his cluttered office.

Bookcases jammed with novels, piles of manuscripts, messy
heaps of correspondence.



He is editing some galley proofs, going through them with a
red pencil. Scritch ... scritch ... scritch...

RBent over his work, we do not see his face. We only see his
hat. The Hat. A battered grey fedora. It’s never off, like it
is part of his. head.

Max underlines a 1ong gection in red. Scriiiliiitch.

At the top of the page we see the title of the novel he is
editing...

A FAREWELL TO ARMS.

Maxwell Perkins is Editor-in-chief at Scribmers, the famous
New York publishing house.

Beyond Max’'s office doox we can see editors, secretaries and
clerks gliding silently past. The sacred Fifth Ploor of
Scribners is cathedral quiet. Low voices in conference and
the rattle of typewriters in the distance.

Max turns a page. Continues reading the galleys. Makes a
minute note in the margin.

Another EDITOR enters. Plops an enormous manuscript on Max’s
desk. Thud. '

The manuscript is five inches high. 1,114 pages.

EDITOR
You might want to read this one.

Max looks up. We finally see his face past the rim of his
hat. Handsome and civilized. An eccentric Yankee gentleman.
Very kind eyes.

He takes in the massive tome. Quite dubious.

MAX
Please tell me it’'s double-spaced.
EDITOR
No such luck.
MAX

Where did you get it?

EDITOR
priend of a friend, woman named Aline Bernstein.
The stage designer. The author is her ... protege.



Max runs his thumb along the astounding five inches of pure
text.

EDITOR
She said every other publisher in town has already
turned it down, but I’'d appreciate it if you could
take a look and send a formal rejection. Only way I
can get her off my back.

_ MAX
Is it any good?

EDITOR
Good? No ... But it’s unique.

Max glances to him. The other Editor knew this response would
intrigue Max.

MAX
A quick look.

EDITOR
Thanks, Max. I owe you.

The Editor goes.

Max glances at the title page of the monolithic manuscript.

O LOST by Thomas Wolfe.

INT. TATION

A CONDUCTOR stands at the passenger g&ﬁe, allowing the last
few commuters to hurry through and board a waiting train.

CONDUCTOR

{(calls)
6:02 to New Canaan. Last call.

No one else seems to be coming, but the Conductor does not
shut the gate. He glances at his pocket watch. 6:01.

Then he looks toward the terminal. Waits.

And Max appears, battered briefcase in hand. He hurries
through the gate.

MAX
Good evening, Pete.



CONDUCTOR
All aboard, Mr. perkins.

Max, a man of very regular habits, boards the 6:02 at
precisely 6:02. Exactly as he does each and every night.

The Conductor closes the passenger gate and signals. He
climbs onboard and the train iwmediately pulls out.

INT. TRAIN EVENING

The train chugs toward New Canaan.

Max sits, hat firmly planted, and pulls the first section of
the huge manuscript from his briefcase. Prepares himself.

and he reads the opening. We hear Thomas Wolfe’s voice:

TOM (V.0.) : :
*A stone, a leaf, an unfound door; of a stone, a
leaf, a door. And of all the forgotten faces...

*Which of us has known his brother? which of us has
1ooked into his father’s heart? which of us has not
remained forever prison-pent? Which of us is not
forever a stranger and alone?* :

Max stops reading. Glances up. Hmmm. He returns to the
manuscript, intrigued now.

TOM (V.0.)
»Remembering, speechlessly we gseek the great
forgotten language, the lost lane-end into heaven,
a stone, a leaf, an unfound door. Where? When?

“0 lost, and by the wind grieved, ghost, come back
again.®

Max stops reading. Glances out the window. Takes a breath.
And returns to the manuscript.

BEXT. NEW CANAAN EVENING

Max is lost in O LOST.

He walks through the charming village of New Canaan, making
his way home from the train station. He reads a section of
the manuscript, paying no attention whatsoever to where he is

going, trusting that instinct or Divine Providence will lead
him.



EXT. PERKINS HOME _ BEVENING

Max’s home is a lovely affair with five white columns out
front. It is a comfortable house that, like its owner,
eschews ostentation.

8till buried in the manuscript, Max enters...

INT, PERKINS HOME EVENING

... And is immediately assaulted by his two youngest
daughters, NANCY, S5, and JANEB, 10. They spring out from
hiding and sing in harmony:

. . NANCY and JANE
Hellllloooo, Daaaaaaaddy!

MAX
Hello, ducks.

He wanders past them, still buried in the manuscript.

. NANCY
More rehearsal!

She and Jane scamper off to perfect their musical greeting.

Max wanders toward the living room, reading hungrily, in
search of his evening drink.

In the living room, Max’s wife LOUISE -- a capable and loving
woman -- is rehearsing with her DRAMA CLUB, a collection of
theatrically-inclined women:

LOUISE
- (gesticulating)
‘"Pear no more the heat o' the sun,
Nor the furious winter’s rages...*

Max, still buried in the manuscript, quickly changes course
to avoid them and goes into his study...

INT. STUDY CONTINUOUS

Max’s next oldest daughter, PEGGY, 14, is lounging on a sofa
talking on the phone. She waves to him as:

PEGGY (on phone)

... I told you, Jimmy, I don’t like the movies. I
read booksa!

i N
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Max gives her an approving nod -- that’s my gixl -- and heads
out again...

INT. HALLWAY CONTINUOUS

still buried in the manuscript, he moves down a hallway to
the kxitchen...

INT. KITCHEN CONTINUOUS

Max enters the kitchen. The family’s robust black maiaq,
ELEANOR, is loudly chopping vegetables.

He instantly tries to escape. Too late.

ELEANOR
You gonna have that breast of guinea hen again?

. MAX
Yes, thank you.

ELEANOR
(disapproving, chopping)
How one man can eat the same thing for five months

1 do not know -- Nor why I have to cook two
different dinners every bleased night of the
week...!l '

Max beats a hdsty retreat as Rleanor continues to complain
happily... T

INT. STAIRS/HALLWAY CONTINUQUS

Max, still buried in the manuscript, makes his way up the
stairs. He enters the Master Bedroom. . .

INT, MASTER BEDROOM . CONTINUOUS

His two oldest daughters {yes, there are five altogether) --
glisabeth called ZIPPY, 16, and BERTHA, 18 -- are occupying
the bedroom. Bertha poses before a full-length mirror in a
prom gown. Zippy lies on the bed in jeans.

BERTHA
Hello, Daddy -- How do I look?

MAX
Just beautiful.

: Z2IPPY
it’s the prom next week!



MAX
{to Bertha)

Already? You’'re so old, and not married yet. Hmm.

He escapes, finally, into his c¢loset...

INT, CLOSET CONTINUOUS

Still buried in the manuscript, Max sits in a corner of his
walk-in closet. Reading contentedly.

Then an idea:

(calls)
Bertha, honey. Would you fetch Daddy a martini?

BERTHA (Vv.0.)
May I have one?

MAX
Bring one for your sister too.

Max puaheé his hat back a bit and reads.
INT. _DINING ROOM . _NIGHT

God love him, Max is trying to concentrate.

Louise declaims:

LOUISE

I think we’re making great progress with the Bard.

,T?e watchery now is *naturalism.” Make it true to
life.

Eleanor is serving a be&utiful dinner of roast beef to the
rest of the family. She thuds down a plate of roast hen for

Max with a disapproving snort.

PEGGY
How can it be true to life? It’s a play.

LOUISE
Well, real life can be theatrical, can’'t it?

Max grumbles something inaudible.

LOUISE
Your father disapproves of my drama club.



JANE .
Daddy, why don‘t you want Mama to be an actress
again?

MAX

Because limelight isn’t becoming to a woman of your
mother’'s years.

BERTHA
You rat.

LOUISE
oh yes, save the whirlwind life of glamour for
himself, that’s your father. Book parties and
signings and the like while we suffer here in the
wilderness, denied even the rudiments of culture...

The dinner continues to swirl around Max.

INT. LIVING ROOM NIGHT

Max sits silently in a corner, buried in the manuscript.

Louise and Zippy sit acroass the room, listening to a radio
drama. Peggy lies on the floox, reading.

Bertha swirls in, dressed for a date, xisses Max. He never.
looks up from the manuscript.

BERTHA
pon’'t wait up.
MAX
Ten.
BERTHA
Eleven.
MAX
Ten.
BERTHA
Swine. _
She swirls out.
INT,. MASTER BEDROOM NIGHT

Max simply can’'t sleep.

He carefully rises so as not to disturb Louise. He is almost
to the door when:



LOUISE
Don't forget your hat.

Max returns for his hat and leaves.

INT, STUDY NIGHT

Max sits, in hat and pajamas, and devours the manuscript.
Bertha sneaks past the open doorway, just coming in. Late.

MAX
Ten.

She enters. Kisses him. He doesn’'t look up from the
manuscript.

BERTHA :
Oh, Daddy, weren’t you ever a girl in love?

- MAX
Yes, but that was a long time ago.

She smilea. Glances down at thelmanuscript.
BERTHA
That’s a very long paragraph.

MAX
It started four pages ago.

BERTHA
Pooxr Daddy.

She kisses him again and starts to go. He still doesn’t look
up from the manuscript.

MAX
You’re too young to be in love,

BERTHA
How old do you have to he?

MAX
Forty.

She smiles and goes. He continues to read.

INT. TRAIN : MORNING

Max sits as the 8:02 from New Canaan zooms to Manhattan. He
is still buried in the manuscript.
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At last he finishes the final page.
He sits for a moment.
Then slowly smiles.

INT. SCRIBNERS -- CONFERENCE ROOM DAY

CHARLES SCRIBNER, ancient and august, presides. He is a man
born to preside. He has a tendency to peer coclly over his
glasses. The sScribner stare" has been known to wither the
most steel-hearted of men.

His team of EDITORS sit around a long conference table.
MAX
... Well, frankly, he was pretty shaken up when
GATSBY didn't sell. But he’s working now. That’s
all that matters for him. :

SCRIENER

And have we any idea of when we might see this new
book? :

MAX
Not for a bit.

SCRIBNER

1 must confess to some trepidation about granting
another advance to your Mr, Fitzgerald. The phrase
nthrowing good money after bad*® comes to mind.

. MAX
A fair amount of that dood money was from THIS SIDE
OF PARADISE, sir.

Scribner stares at him evenly.

SCRIBNER

Nine years ago, Mr. Perkins.
MAX

I believe his best books are before him.
SCRIBNER

I can’t say I share your faith in him ... Very

well. But please inform your author that our
patience grows thin. So toco our fall list for
fiction. Now, if there’s nothing further--
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MAX
As to the £all list, sir. I have one other item I

would like to recommend. I think we should publish
O LOST.

Groans and startled looks around the table,

EDITOR 1
You can't be serious, Max.
MAX
Never more so.
SCRIBNER

Which one is this?

EDITOR 2
The hillbilly book.

MAX
It’s not a hillybilly book. It’s a brilliant
coming-of-age story about a restless young man in
North Carolina. It’s a universal story, sir.

SCRIBNER _
I've not read it ... but it’s very long isn’‘t it?

MAZX
Monstrously long.

SCRIBNER
And some of the language is, how to put it,
bordering on the risque?

- MAX
Oh, well over the border. But it’s a mighty good
read.
EDITOR 2

I couldn’'t make it through ten pages.

MAX
Well, I made it through eleven hundred and ten and

I've never read anything quite like it in my life.
It’'s exhilarating, sir.

SCRIBNER
I should like to table this discussion. Perhaps it
is something we can consider for next year.
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MAX
No, sir.

A tremor shoots around the table. No, sir?!
Scribner slowly turns "the stare” on Max.

SCRIBNER
Perkins?

MaX
This is a raw talent. He won't wait for a year.
He'll find another publisherx.

EDITOR 2
In Paris maybe.

» SCRIBNER
Have you met the author?

: MAX
He’s coming by today.

_ SCRIBNER
‘And you believe you can work the manuscript into a
form the general public will find acceptable?

MaX
I'm certain of it.

Scribner is unsure. Max presses:

MAX
in my fourteen years in the publishing business
I've never seen a book like this. It’s an important

book, sir -- it’s a mew voice, a new spirit even.
Fierce and awkward and soaring all at once. It’s
. Whitman.
SCRIBNER

I was afraid you were going to say Whitman. Nothing
but trouble, that one.

Scribner considers.

SCRIBNER
Mr. Perkins, you have yet to disappoint me --
you’ve terrified me, but never disappointed me ...
Wwe’'ll publish your book if you can tame the beast.
Do not make me regret this decision ... And so if
there’s nothing else, gentlemen, good day.
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Scribner stands and the meeting breaks up.

EXT. FIFTH _AVENUE DAY

The brooding figure we saw before, the young man coiled in

anxiety, is back. Again staring at the Scribner Building
across the street.

He finally tosses a cigarette away, raises his foot one last
time and stomps it down, then hurries across the street.

He launches himself into the Scribner Building before he can
change his mind.

INT. MAX'S OFFICE DAY

Scritch ... scritch ... scritch...

Max is hard at work when a voice echoes quietly through his
office.

TOM (v.0.)
Mighty books...

Max looks up at the incredible person of THOMAS WOLFB.

Tom is coiled in the doorway like a predator. He has a mop of
unruly black hair to match his unruly black spirit. He is a
ferocious force of nature who devours everything he comes
across: words, smells, liquor, food, images, people.

He gazes in awe at the many books in Max's office. He 1ls 28
years old. _

TOM
Mighty books...

MAX
May I help you?

Tom strides toward the books, like a Siren is calling him. He

runs his hands over the books, getting to know them by touch.
Tactile experience his only God.

TOM
Goddamn, look at all these books -- do you ever
stop to consider the pure man-sweat that went into
each and every line -- little testaments of faith
screamed out in the dark night, in the cold night
when the wind’s blowing, in the vain hope that
- someone will read and hear and understand...



14

MAX
You must be Thomas Wolfe.

TOM
(still fondling the books)
Are these all your authors?

MAX
Not Tolstoy.

Tom somehow manages to tear himself from the books. Offers a
hand to Max.

TOM
Mr. Perkins.

. MAX
sit down, please.

Tom tosses himself in a chair. Thump. His distended limbs
splay about awkwardly. Sees his manuscript on Max's desk.

TOM
T wasn’t even gonna come. Prefer to get my
rejections in the mail, there's something
surgically antiseptic about those familiar woxds:
"He regret to inform you...* -- But I wanted to
meet the you -- the man who first read Mr. P. Scott
Fitzgerald and said, "Yes, the world needs poets.
By God publish this bastard because the world needs
poets or why even live...?"

It is apparent that Tom’s words flow out of him like mighty
rivers, ebbing and flowing in great torrents, sometimes
finding their way to magnificent deltas of poetry and
meaning, and sometimes slipping off into little tributaries
that lead to not much of anywhere.

His accent is thick and redolent of his native North
Carolina. :

Max is utterly amazed at this curious young man, in every way
his polar opposite.

TOM
.. So I'm looking at that man now. Well,
congratulations on finding one genius -- two if you
count Hemingway. As for this one, he’ll persevere.
You can’'t kill the deep roots by cutting off a few
top branches! The roots GO DEEP, Mr. perkins. And.
they are UNASSAILABLE!
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Tom pauses ilong enough to take a breath -- Max jumps in:
MAX
Mr. Wolfe, we intend to publish youx book.
A beat.
TOM
Publish?
MAX

If that’s acceptable to you.

Tom ig, for perhaps the first time in his lifé, speechless.

Max takes advantage of the respite:

MAX
Now, I'd like to do some work with you. In its
current state O LOST is simply too long for one
volume. And I think you could afford to shape it a
bit. Cut off a few of the "top branches."

Tom’'s bluster and bravado are suddenly gone. He is an eager

pup. He leaps up. Dives over the desk and pumps Max’'s hand
violently. :

TOM : :
Mr. Perkins -- I know you’re not having me on --

you don’t look the type -- but By God -- this is
too much for mel

Max smiles and retrieves his wounded arm. Tom ranges around
the office.

TOM
You don’t know ... You don‘t know ... Bvery
sonofabitch publisher in New York hates wy book.
Hell, they hate me, which I can understand, believe

me--
MAX
Please, Mr. Wolfe, if you can sit down I have a few
questions... '
TOM

Tom, please.

Pom forces himself to sit, leaning forward eagerly. Max leans
back to give himgelf a little room to breathe as Tom is
pretty much sucking all the oxygen from the room.
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MAX
Tom ... I take it your book is autobiographbical in
nature?
TOM

No other way to write, is there?! Bugene Gant is
me! And my Momma is Bliza and my Papa is W.O. Gant.
and my brother Ben is Ben in the book and my sister
Mabel is Helen and-- .

MAX
we’'ll get into all that--

TOM
T did change some of the names.

' MAX
Oour attorneys will appreciate that.

TOM :
T know it’s too long! My Lord, you don’t know how I
struggled to cut the gorgon down. You don’t know
how I fought with her. She licked me, Mr. Perkins!
SHE LICKED ME! But I’'1ll cut anything you say! Just
give me the word...! ‘ ‘

MAX
Tom. .

Tom stops, looks at him. Max leans forward.

MAX
The book belongs to you ... All I want to do is
bring your work to the ublic in the best possible
form. My job, my only job, is to put good books
into the hands of readers. '

A beat.
TOM
Thank you, Mr. Perkins.
MAX
Now Scribners has agreed to give you our standard
advance against royalties ... (Max gives him a
check) ... If this is satisfactory we can proceed

at whatever pace is comfortable for you.

Tom locks at the check. Stunned.
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TOM
Five hundred dollars...

His head drops. When he looks up, Max is utterly surprised to
see he is crying. Openly. Unashamed. '

TOM

No one ever thought my writing was worth a dime
before...

He simply cannot go on, he is too overcome with raw emotion.
Tom is always being overcome with some emotion or other. '
Never feigned, always sincere. But always operatic.

TOM
Can we start tomorrow? -- I need -- I need--

MAX
Qf course.

Tom stands, weeping. Moves to the door. Stops. Turns back.
TOM :
I promise to work hard ... All I ask is a little
honest help. - . _

He blunders out.

Max sits for a moment. Dear God, what have I gotten myself
into?

He looks down to continue with some work -- when suddenly a
HUGE REBEL YRLL SHATTERS the industrious busyness of the
Fifth Floor.

Max glances up.

He sees Tom leaping and cavorting éway down the hallway.

EXT. STREET NIGHT

Tom is striding along, grunting to himself happily, his
frenzied pace devouring the sidewalk in great chunks.

He swerves into a modest apartmént building...

INT. TOM'S APARTMENT NIGHT

Tom’s small apartment would be spartan but for the occasional
and loving touches of another hand.
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Homemade drapes on the dingy windows, a lovely shawl tossed
perfectly ovexr the decaying couch. And a sumptuous dinner on
the battered kitchen table.

The loving touches are the work of ALINE BERNSTEIN, who
stands at the stove, basting a fine leg of lamb.

A talented theatrical designer of note, Aline is a woman of
extreme and volatile emoctionsg that she cannot, for the life
of her, conceal.

Sshe is Tom’s lover. She is also married. She is also 20 years
older than he is.

Tom thunders in and covers her with kisses:

TOM
I'm sorry, honey, 1'm a great thoughtless ocaf -- 1
just got to ramblin' -- before I knmew it I was up
by Columbia -- wait until you hear--!
ALINE
Now sit down, I’ve been basting like a demon for

two hours...
She prepares two plates as Tom, still standing, grabs a roll
from the table, devours it in ome bite, as:

TOM
Aline honey, you’'re not gonna believe this -- I
went by Scribners today to pick up the manuscript -
- {(he plucks some butter from the counter, slathers
it on another roll) -- met a fellow named Max
perkins. Editor-in-Chief. Which pretty much means
he’s the high muckety-muck over there--

Aline sweeps the lamb to the table:

ALINE
Slow down, you’'re going to choke--

TOM
Thig is the fellow who discovered FPitzgerald and
Hemingway, honey! Strides with giants!

ALINE
Well, giants need to eat too. sit down.

She prepares a plate for Tom, serving great heaps of peas and
potatoes. He forces himself to sit. Instantly begins
devouring everything in sight.
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So I walk in there and start pontificating about
books and such -- do you have any of that mint
jelly? -- (she gets him some mint jelly, he
slathers it omn) -- I was DECLAIMING like a DAMN
FOOL when he looks at me and says, real quiet .
"Mr. Wolfe, we intend to publish your book."

Aline stops. Looks at him.

ALINE
No...

Tom leaps up, laughing. He takes her in his arms and swings
her around. Both laughing.

ALINE
Oh, Tom ... Congratulationms...

He smothers her in kisses,

TOM
our book, Aline ... Our book ...

He is weeping and laughing all at the same time. Then he is
kissing her deeply, devouring her.

She responds hungrily. A passionate, erotic bond.

He pushes her against the fridge, she wraps herself around
him and they are soon making love with joyous abandon.

INT, 'S OFFIC EVENING

Tom sits across from Max.

A copy of the mammoth manuscript before each of themn.

Silence.
TOM
How much you figure we have to cut?
‘MAX
I'm guessing around 300 pages. But it’s not page
count that’s important. It’s telling the story.
Silence.

Tom locks at his manuscript. His baby.
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TOM
There it is. FPour years of my life ... My heart
bleeds to see anything go, but I guess it’s die dog
or eat the hatchet.

MAX
You took the words right out of my mouth.

aAand we cut to:

BXT. WINDOW -- MAX'S OFFICE : EVENING

Looking through the window, we see Max leaning over, turning
to the first page of the manuscript.

He begins to discuss page one with Tom.

We slowly pull back until the ililuminated window is just one
of the many eyes into the working hive of 1929 Manhattan.

EXT. NEW CANAAN EVENING

A A e ettt s i e e 0~

Max is leading Tom through the quiet streets of New Canaan.

, . TOM. . |

... 13 that the library? How:many books do you
figure it has? Ten thousand? More? Twenty
thousand?! Think I could borrow a few...?

EXT. PERKINS HOME EVENING

They approach the house.
TOM

... God, it’s a mansion, Max! Are those dormers
original to the house...?

INT. ' DINING ROOM NIGHT

Young Nancy is, quite simply, terrified. She sits right next
to Tom. His enormous energy, thundering voice and wild hands
terrify her.

Max’'s newest author holds court over dinmer as he hungrily
devours everything in sight. He has no idea what to do with
his hands -- they seem to have a life of their own --
flailing about.

He is, for him, on his best behavior.
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TOM
. Well, that's why I need Max so much! I'm by
nature a putter-inner, not a taker-outer. But O
LOST still needs a bucket’s worth of taking out.

) MAX
He'’s being very brave about it.

LOUISE
(the hostess)

Max tells us you’re working on a new book.

TOM
He even gave me the idea -- the central premise
around which I can organize my lunatic ramblings--

MAX
I didn’'t give you anything.

PEGGY

How can you work on your second book when you’'re
still editing your first?

- TOM
‘I'm nothing if not a big old octopus. One arm still
wrapped around O LOST while another sneaks over
there through the briny deep to work on the new
book. I guess you could say I‘m tentacular.

ZIPPY
{(loves the woxrd)
0o0o.

PEGGY
What’s the new ona about?

TOM
It‘a about AMERICA! ALL of it! I‘m trying to
capture everything -- every city and village and
gtone and leaf and man and child -- every farm and
flower and river -- ALL the rivers -~ the
Allegheny-Mississippi-Columbia-Colorado-0Ohio-
Missouri-Platte-and-Potomac -- It's about the one
acetylene-torch-white-bright truth that burans
through every man in this country. And that is the
search for a true FATHER...

Tom realizes one of his hands has escaped. He plants it
firmly over the butter dish like a tarantula. Before long he
is spinning the butter dish nervously.
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. TOM
1 don’'t mean a BIOLOGICAL father. I‘m not talking
about SPERM -- (Louise chokes) -- I’m talking about

our need to returm to the FATHER OF OUR SPIRIT. To
go home once more to the only arms that can bring
us solace. It’s about wandering forever and finding
the earth again.

ZIPPY
SOunds tentacular.

Tom laughs, thunderously. Young Nancy recoils.

TOM
I'm not telling it right -- Tell ‘em what I mean,
Max.

MAX

Tom’s new book takes up where O LOST leaves off.
Follows the hero, Bugene Gant, through college and
then to Europe-- _

TOM
And only by seeing the world can he come to know
his true home. Isn’t that right, Max? 1t’'s about
every single thing that makes this country great.

NANCY
{meek)
Butter.

TOM
Butter? What do you mean by that?

NANCY
Would you please pass the butter, please?

Tom laughs amnd relinquishes his control of the butter dish. .

TOM
Rvery moment I‘ve not been working with Max on 0O
LOST, I‘ve been writing the new book. Pages and
pages and pages. :

Max stops, fork almost to mouth. Pages and pages and pages?
Oh deazx.

LOUISE
It sounds breathtaking!
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TOM
IT IS! IT’'S MAMMOTH! But Max always says the only
ideas worth writing about are the big ideas.

. MAX
Big ideas, fewer woxds.
TOM :
You see! I'm lost without him.
LOUISE
Aren’'t we all?
PEGGY

Do you have a title for the new book?

: TON

Max and I considered a bunch. Right now we’re
thinking about OF TIMR AND THE RIVER. "Time" --
cause we’'re telling the whole story of Eugene
Gant’s life as he grows up. And "The River®* -~
cause that word just makes me think of my father.
The river running away from his door and right back
again. You don’‘t think it’s too much do you?

ZIPPY
(very Max)
It‘’s a grand title foxr a grand book.

TOM
It's a genius title for sure. But if I'm not a
genius then your Daddy’s been wasting a hell of a
lot of time -- Have you got any more yams, Louise?!

STUDY NIGHT

Max makes

Tom is on

up the sofa as a bed for Tom.
the phone, tense:

TOM (on phone)
... I told you I missed the train, goddamn it! I'1ll
be there in the morning -- No, no -- Max is putting
me up -- No -- Cause we got to talking! -- Now -
don't say that, Aline ... I'll -- I'‘ll see you
tomorrow, my little wet love.

He hangs up. Max busies himself making up the sofa.

TOM
Thanks.
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Mm. This should do you nicely. I’1l see you in the

morning.

He starts to go.

TOM
Max ... Thank you for tonight. I hope I didn't
offend anyone ... I s0 want your family to like me.
MAX

pon't worry, of course they--

Tom strides across the room and hugs Max deeply. Max is

crushed and exceedingly uncomfortable.

TOM
. T am lost without you. You know that?

MAX
Mm. Sleep tight now.

Max pulls himself free, begins to go.
Tom stops him with: . =

TOM _
I‘m not a circus animal, Max.

Max looks at him, unsure.

TOM
I know I seem like a freak. TooO loud, too

grandiose, not quite real ... But that’s who 1 am.
That’s how I made it out of Asheville. By making

noise. I thrashed my way out.
Tom doesn’t look at Max.

TOM

But I feel things like a xeal person. And when I
say I would be lost without you. I truly mean it.

A beat.
Max moves to Tom. Offers his hand.

MAX
Thank yocu, Tom.

Tom shakes his hand.
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TOM
You are my island. Everything else is ocean.

Max smiles, genuinely touched.

INT. GRAND CENTRAL STATION MORNING

A great hiss of steam as the train from New Canaan arxrives.
Max and Tom climb out and proceed along the platform.

TOM
... 1f we can nail down Ben’'s death today I think
we're within hollering distance of the end--

He stops. Someone is waiting for them.
Aline Bernstein stands, formidable and alert.

TOM
Aline! -- (he drags Max to her) -- Max, let me
introduce you, this is Mrs. Bernstein.

MAX
(shaking hands)
How do you do?

ALINE
Mr. Perkins, Tom has told me so much.

TOM
{hugging her, but speaking to Max)
" ghe's the first person who ever told me I could
write worth anything ... Hell, she’s the whole
reason for our book.

Aline bristles visibly at Your book."

MAX
(to Aline)
I thank you for that.
ALINE
(to Tom)
We were expected last night.
TOM
I told you--
ALINE

It was embarrassing for me.
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TOM
vYou know I can’t stand those theatrical affairs--

ALINE
And you know I didn’t want to go alone--

TOM
Then why didn’t you take your dammned husband!

MAX
(desperate to escape)
If you’ll excuse me--

TOM
All those actors just make me feel ugly, I told you
I wasn’t going to--

ALINB
We. Will. Continue. This. Alone.

TOM
(to Max)
1’11 come by around two, that okay?

. - _ MAX
Two! Perfect. Thanks.

ALINE
{ice)
Good day, Mr. Perkins.

MAX
Mrs. Bernstein.

Aline grabs Tom and pulls him away. Max watches them go,
dumbfounded.

The idea of a public argument -- a lover’s spat, no less --
is alien to Max’s innate and granite-hard sense of decorum.

BXT. SCRIBNER BUILDING NIGHT

-

We slowly move in on the only window still illuminated in the
great edifice. Max‘s office.

Through the window, we see Max and Tom sitting in Max’'s
office.

Cut inside--



INT. MRX'S OFFICE | NIGHT

A copy of the edited manuscript of O LOST sits before each of
them. It is a considerably shorter stack of pages, though
still imposing.

silence as they look at the pages. Then:

MAX

There is one final thing I think we should discuss

. The title.

TOM

It’s always been O LOST.

' MAX ,
I know, but I wonder if that might be a bit ... hm
.. vague? .

TOM

Don’t you think it has poetry to it?

MAX
oh, plenty of that, surely. But I don’t know that
it truly captures the meat of your book. Herxe,
imagine you’re a reader and you’re wandering
through a bookstore. There axe lots of books. You
see one titled TRIMALCHIO IN WBST EGG and you see

one titled THE GREAT GATSBY. Which are you going to
pick up?

TOM
GATSBY.

MAX
That's why Scott changed his original title. He

knew it needed a bit more meat. I just ask you to
think about it.

TOM
I will.

A silent beat. Thej consider the manuscripts before them.

TOM
But is it any good?

MAX

No one can predict the tastes of the reading public
but ... I think it’'s damn good.

N
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- TOM
Max, you ... you ... cussed!
cut to:
BXT. SCRIBNERS BOOKSTORE DAY

LOOK HOMEWARD, ANGEL by Thomas Wolfe.
The new title shines forth proudly.

We pull back. We find we are looking through the windows of
the Scribner Bookstore, which flanks the entrance to the
building.

A mountainous display of copies of LOOK HOMEWARD, ANGEL.

Customers are snatching it up. Clerks restock the display.
It’s a hit. - '

INT. STORK CLUB NIGHT

Max and Loulse are having a celebratory dinner with Tom and
Aline at the swankiest nightclub in New York. A dance band
plays a bouncy Gershwin tune.

Tom is on top of the world and a bit drunk. Aline is
glowering and taciturn.

LOUISE
... Oh Tom, I‘ve wanted to come to this place for
months, but Max wouldn’t dream of it until you
insisted.

TOM
Well, now that I‘m a Scribner bestsellexr, I figured

1 deserved a little of the high life. Say it again,
Max. ‘ ‘

MAX
(smiles)
15,000 copies this month.

TOM
Aline, you hear that? Not even the economy of the
entire country crumbling around our ankles is
hurting my book! _

Louise tries gamely to draw Aline into the conversation:

LOUISE
Have you read Tom's book, Mrs. Bernstein?
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: ALINE
Yes, Mrs. Perkins. It‘'s dedicated to me.

Tom hugs Aline, a bit awkwardly.

TOM
I couldn’t have done it without my sweet Jewess.

She bought me the paper and the pencils and paid
for the typist--

ALINE
That’s enough, Tom.

TOM
I ask you, would another Jew in the world have put
a roof over my head and food in my prodigious belly
for all these years? Hell, you all know how I eat!

Max and Louise are taken aback. Max jumps in:

MAX
(to Aline)
You must be very proud of the book. See all your
faith rewarded. I
' 4
ALINE '
Our faith. It’s our faith now, isn’t it, Mr.
Perkins? Tom couldn’t have done it:without you.

MAX
That’s not true.

ALINE
0h, you needn’t play at humble pie with me. Tom
speaks of your contribution with such passion. He
just can’t seem to stop talking about you. "Max
gays this" and "Max says that"--

TOM
Easy, girl.

Aline proceeds with a desperate venom she hates herself for:

, ALINE
No, we should give Mr. Perkins all the credit.
After all, he’s the one who made all your dreams
come true. He’'s the one who shaped that massive
collection of words into a marketable "best seller”
-- into a "hot property® -- putting it into the
eager hands of readers everywhere, that’s quite a
tziumph for Mr. Perkins.
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Tom takes a drink. Louise stares, angry. Max gazes at Aline.
He chooses each word with great care.

MAX
The work is Tom’s. He deserves to enjoy it.

ALINE
Is that what Tom sdegerves?”

TOM
Leave Max alone--

ALINE
I was not speaking to you. I was speaking to your
elder. You should always trust your elders. They
know what’s best.

LOUISE
They should also behave in a manner appropriate to
their advanced years.

A second before the dinner descends into a free-for—éll, a
woman‘s voice purrs:

_ PURRING WOMAN (v.0.)
You’re Thomas Wolfe...

Tom turns. A gorgeous WOMAN stands before him. Clearly
wealthy, clearly on the prowl.

. PURRING WOMAN
I’'m reading your book. It’'s a masterpiece.

TOM
(Southern charm)
Is it now?

PURRING WOMAN
oooo, very much. I have some friends who are dying
to meet you -- (to Aline) -- You don‘t mind if I
steal this young man for a tick or two. Of course
you don’t...

She pulls Tom up and drags him away, he offers mno resistance.
She insinuates her arm into his as they cross the room,
flattering words purring.

Max watches as Tom is enveloped by the woman’s friends at
another table. ' .

He glances to Aline. Surprised to see tears in her eyes.



31

she catches him looking at her. To her credit, she is not
ashamed of the tears.

EXT. STREET NIGHT

That night. Max and Louise are walking back toward Grand
Central. A crisp November evening.

LOUISE
... Think if it, Max. out of the wilderness at last
and close to the theaters and the museums. Close to.
everything in life that matters.

MAX
Mrmun.

LOUISE
Think how nice it would ke to just get up in the
morning, pop on your hat and walk to work. Sounds
terribly efficient to me. No more commuting and
more time with the girls..

MAX
True...

LOUISE
{the coup de grace)
Close to Ton.

MAX
You think you're very clever, don't you?

LOUISE
I do. Shall I start looking for a place? Somewhere
on the East sade perhaps? Near the office? :

MAX
I'm not going to win this one, am I?

LOUISE
No, dear.

‘ MAX
All right, go to it.

She smiles. He enjoys her pleasure.
A moment of silence as they walk. Then:

LOUISE
I just can’t understand it.
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MAX
What?

LOUISE
That detestable woman. To behave 80 badly to you,
of all people, who'’s done 80O much for Tom. I know
she thinks she’s losing him. But really.

MAX
I daresay there's a lot we don’t know.

A beat as they walk.
MAX
If we move to town, there’s one condition ... No
more nightclubs.

LOUISE
Yes, dear.

She smiles and puts her arm through his as they continue
away .

Music begins and takes us to....

INT PERKINS TOWNHOUSE DAY

Max and the family move into a lovely townhouse on East 49th
stxeet.

Bertha supervises the movers as Max and Louise walk from room °
to room. She describes the elaborate decorating work she has
in mind. He is skeptical.

Beyond them Tom carries Nancy on his shoulders through the
new place.

Music continues...

BEXT. CENTRAL PARK DAY

Tom strides through the park. Writing furiously in a note pad
as he roams.

Music continues...

INT. TOWNHOUSR -- DINING RCOM NIGHT

Tom has dinner with the Perkins family. Louise’s decorating
work is in progress in the dining room: paint cans and rolls
of wallpaper. :
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The family is very much at ease with Tom now. He tells an
amusing story. Eleanor stands in the doorway to the kitchen,
laughing along with the family.
Music continues...

INT. THEATER DAY

Rehearsal for a play. Aline is on the stage, supervising the
set design.

Tom 2its in the house, hunched, in his ow: world, writing.

Music continues...

INT. TOWNHOUSE -- NANCY'S BEDROOM NIGHT

Tom sits on the edge of Nancy’s bed, telling her an '
enchanting bedtime story. Tom is a great favorite of hers.

Max and Louise stand in the doorway and watch.

Music continues...

INT. . TOM'S APARTMENT DAY

Tom .writes feverighly. Pages and pages and pages.

Music finally ends at...

INT, ' QUISIDE MAX'S QFFICE DAY

The door to Max’'s office, usually open, 1is closed.

An Editor arrives with some papers for Max. Max’s Secretary
shakes her head. Come back later.

We cut inside the office:

INT. MAX'S OFFICE DAY

We can tell that the face before us used to be beautiful. It

used to glimmer with the incarnadine poetry of youth and hope
and worlds to conquer.

Now the fragile beauty Jjust escapes being haggard. The eyes
are red and mournful. Alcoholism and failure and personal
tragedy have eaten away at this face like a cancer.

¥. SCOTT FITZGERALD.

He is only 37 years old.
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scott sits across from Max. Max is yearning to help, to give
solace to his friend.

SCOTT
. you don’t know what they’re like. The state
asylums ... Grotesgue ... T don’t have the words.:

There are no words in my lexicon. One word, no
flourishes ... Grotesque.

MAX
Scott...

SCOTT

The screaming is ... constant and so desolate. And
they don’t have enough toilets...

A difficult beat.

A beat.

T SCOTT
I can’t let Zelda stay in such a place.
MAX
I know.
, SCOTT . ,
But private asylums are expensive ... (he looks at
Max) ... I know TENDER IS THE NIGHT didn’'t make any

money ... Or GATSBY ... But I‘m up against it, Max.

MAX
(gently)
Seribners can’t give you any more advances.

SCOTT
THE DOST won‘'t even take any more of my stories ...

I guess 1 could go pack to Hollywoed. Give that
another try.

MAX
I hope you don’t do that.
SCOTT
Why?
MAX

You're a novelist.

Scott locks out the window.
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SCoTT
Not anymore ... I should have died when I was 24.
Right after THIS SIDE OF PARADISE ... Before the
leaves began to fade.

A beat.
Max searches through his desk drawers for something as:

MAY
Did you get the book I sent you?

SCOTT
Which?

MAX
General Grant’s memoirs. Do you know how he came to
write them? This is interesting ... He was dying of
throat cancer and he wanted to leave something
behind for his family, so they would be all right
after he was gone. So he started writing his
autobiography... '

He pulls his checkboock out of the desk and starts writing a
check: ' It ‘ i

Max :
... He worked every day for hours and hours. He was
in great pain ... anguish ... but he just kept on
writing. And, in the end, he produced the most
astounding book. S0 very beautiful ... Isn’t that a
grand story? '

He hands the check to Scott.

MAX
Just a little velvet to see you through.

Scott rises and shakes his hand, moved.

ScoTY
I'll write you a great book.

' MAX
I know.

Scott goes.
A silent beat,

Max sits, his face betraying the pain he feels at his
friend’s sad situation.
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Then he finally opens some galleys. Pushes his hat back a
bit, takes up a red pencil and settles in. Not for long.

A knock at the door.

Yes?
Tom peeks in.

MAX
Tom, come in. Did you see Scott? He was just...

Tom doesn’t move. He just stands in the doorway.

MAX
Tom...?
TOM
1 have it.
~ MAX
You have it?
TOM

The new book.
A beat. A momentous moment.

MAX
With you?

TOM
Yes.

Max slowly stands. Tingling with anticipation.

MAX
Well, let’s have it.

But Tom does not enter. Instead he turns to someone beyond
the door.
TOM
Bring it in, guys.
Two workmen enter. Carrying a crate the size of a small

coffin. It is entirely filled with manuscript pages -- some
typed, some still handwritten.

Max stares, utterly dumbfounded.
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TOM
Put it down there -- thanks.

The workmen deposit their burden in the middle of Max’s
office. Tom gives them some money. They go.

A pause as Max stares at the thousands and thousands of
pages.

He finally lcoks up at Tom.

MAX
This is OF TIME AND THE RIVER?

Tom clears his throat nervously.

TOM
No ... this is the first part.

Max blinks.

MAX
How many parts are there?

TOM
Um ... three.

Max siowly moves to the crate. Leans over and touches the
pages. Lifts a batch cut. Feels the heft.

Looks at Tom.

MAX
Well done.

Tom slowly smiles.

INT. MAX'S OFFICE NIGHT

The Fifth Floor is empty but for Max and Tom.
Max reads the manuscript carefully. Tom watches nervously.

Dissolve to...

LATER THAT NIGHT:

Max is still reading. Tom smokes, paces, worries and drinks
from a flask, all at the same time.

Dissolve to...
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MORNING:

Two more crates have arrived. Filled with pages.

Max is still reading. Tom is slumped in a chair. We see Max’s
gsecretary arriving for work. She peeks into the office,
disapproving.

Dissolve to...

NIGHT AGAIN:

Max is still reading. Tom sleeps, sprawled on a couch.

Max finishes reading. He puts the last page down. He looks at
Tom sleeping.

He rises and moves to Tom. Takes off his jacket and puts it
over Tom’'s shoulders. Paternal.

INT. MAX'S OFFICE NIGHT

Max and Tom, both exhausted, sit across from each other.

MAX
... if we work every day, ip the evening, when we

won't ‘be disturbed, we can do it. '

) TOM
How long?

| MAX
Nine months, if you work hard ... And if you resist
the temptation to add much more. '

But I have to bzozhle to add more! If I can‘t--!
m 7 .
Tom ... The book is five thousand pages long.
A beat.
TOM

Point taken.

Max flips to the first page of the manuscript before him.

MAX
Now, to begin, on page one--

: TOM
oh Lord, page one?!
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MAX .
Look here, you‘ve given eighty pages to Eugene on
the platform before the train arrives. That is,
perhaps, gilding the lily a bit as to suspense? I
mean, I’'ll only wait so long for a train.

TOM
Show me the words.

Max leans over the manuscript, red pencil ready as we go to a
sequence of the editing of OF TIME AND THE RIVER,

Swing music explodes as these two great men fight to tame the
beast...

INT./BXT. MONTAGE DAY /NIGHT

The& argue, they reconcile, they create, they destroy, they
celebrate, they mourn, they slowly work through the three
crates of mad prose, .

It takes two years.

Tom ranges around the office, howling in pain, as Max
tries to make a point.... -

Max and Tom at a restaurant, debating happily. Max makes

a strong point. Tom laughs and surrenders... .
In the office, Tom watches in horror as Max slowly
crosses out an entire page with his red pencil. Then
another page. Tom slides from his chair to the floor in

. anguish. His feet appear, propped up on the edge of

'~ Max’s desk. He just lies on the floor, arguing...

Max gets home from an evening with Tom. Exhausted.

Loulse goes to him, comforting, she has z martini
ready. ..

Max glances up as Tom thunders into his office, a new

batch of pages in his hand. He presents them with a
flourish. Max sighs... :

We return to MAX'S OFFICE for a woment:

MAX
... Tom, I thought we discussed a transition line.
One line to bridge the cut. You’ve given me fifty
new pages on the doctor! You’ve given me his whole
life story and his father's whole life story!
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TOM
I 1like the doctor!

MAX ,
Well so do Il I adore the doctor! But, By Ged,
fifty pages?! Do we really need to know that his
grandfather lost an eye at Shiloh?!

TOM
vaeg -- we need to know that! You have to
understand, these are great people! REAL people
_with REAL lives!

MAX
To be a novelist you have to select. You have to
shape and sculpt-- )

TOM
Who says?! Marcel Proust bites into a cookie and he
gets to prattle on for a thousand pages and
everyone calls him a genius. Why can’t I?

MAX
Because we've been working for six months and the
book’s only eight pages shorter!

TOM
some books are supposed to be long, you know!

MAX
Do you suggest we sell it by the crate? Perhaps a
reduced price for buying all three crates at once?

- TOM
What the hell do you want?! You want "The doctor
smiled®? '
MAX

Yes, that would be lovely.

TOM
FINE! Put it in -- slash me all up -- open an
artery and bleed me dxy -- put the leeches on and
suck out every great idea I ever had -- DISEMBOWEL
ME, MAX!

Max just gazes at him, bemused.

TOM
How about "The doctor smiled enigmatically."”
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Genius.
The sequence continues:

Max and Tom work in Max’s study. Nancy enters in her

pj’s and hops on Tom’s lap. He laughs and joshes with
her... '

Max’s Secretary arrives for work. Peeks into the office.
Tom sleeps on the sofa. Max sleeps at his desk, hat over
his face. One of the crates has now been emptied...

Max arrives home from work. Louise is no longer so
comforting now, even resentful, no martini waiting...

Tom comes to the office with more pages. He is drunk.
Max is not pleased...

Max at home, working on the manuscript. Nancy comes in.
He ignores her. She tries to talk to him. He snaps at
her. She goes...

The sequence ends at...

INT, THRATER _ . paY

Aline is everywhere at once, bustling across a stage,

rearranging the set dressings, checking costumes and bringing
her keen aesthetic eye to every detail.

Tom follows. The cast and crew are used to their frequent
gpats. She is controlling her temper.

. TOM
... You knew this was going to happen. Why are you
playing all dewy-eyed ingenue?

ALINB
Becaugse I did not, even taking you at your absolute
worst, imagine you could be so selfish.

TOM

I can’t turn my back on the work, Aline! It’s what
I do -- it’s my JOBI '

ALINE
Every now and then I have what we in the theater
call an gpening -- {she quickly appraises an

actress in a costume, making minute adjustments) --
You look lovely, keep the scarf on your left
shoulder, yes? -- (the actress goes, Aline
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ALINE (CONT.)
continues to Tom) -- It’s an important night for me
and I need you here.

TOM
I have to work tonight--

Aline rearranges some pillows on a sofa on the set:

ALINE
And why is your work always more important than
mine? Do you have any idea how difficult it is for
a woman in my profession? -- (she plucks one of the
pillows away, calls to an assistant) -- Kenny,
where’s that striped pillow? The aubergine one?

ASSISTANT
111 find it.

TOM
I'm not saying your work’s not important--

ALINE
0of course you are! I ask for one night ~-- one night
of your precious time to be at my side and  support
me- - - ‘ : -

TOM
You don’'t understand -- we’re at a moment of
RADICAL CRISIS with the book--

_ ALINE
oh stop it. I’ve mnever known you when you weren’t
at a moment of ®"radical crisis® about something.
You really ought to be on the stage.

TOM
Max says that if we--
ALINE
There we go -- Max says -- Max suggests -- Max

instructs--
Her assistant arrives with an aubergine pillow. She grabs it
and tosses it on the sofa--

ALINE
He can have you every other day of the week. I need
you tonight. Now please get off my set, go home and
put on your blue suit. 1711 pick you up at seven.
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TOM
I won‘t be there.

Aline stops. Her flurry of activity concentrating to an
intense, controlled glare. All eyes.

ALINE
Make your choice, Tom. Right now.

TOM
There’s no call for this, honey.

ALINE
Right now.

A tense beat.

Then she suddenly slaps him -- hard -- the sharp sound echoes
around the theater -- everyone stops. Looks.

Tom is stunned.
Aline tries to breathe.

- : ALINE
Look what you’'ve done to me.

She turns and strides away, not wanting him to see her cry.
Tom stands. Aline’s colleagues glaring at him.

INT, CAB NIGHT

Tom sits, his unruly bulk restrained in the backseat of a cab
with Max. Max is not happy.

MAX

... I did not give up my one family vacation of the
year to go nightclubbing with you!

TOM
Sure you did! This’ll do you a world of good. Shake
you up a bit. Tear away the Yankee shackles of
propriety and liberate you to the joys of
unfettered Southern licentiousness--

_ MAX
We’re supposed to be working.
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TOM
This 1s work! How can you appreciate the MUSIC of
my book -- the TONALITY and CADENCES without
experiencing the dark rhythms that INSPIRE ME?!

Tom begins to loudly slap a jazz riff on his leg, bouncing
along to his beat. )

The cabbie gives them a look in the rearview mirror.
Max sighs.

EXT. JAZZ CLUB -- HARLEM NIGHT

The cab pulls up outside a hopping jazz joint in Harlem.
Tom and Max climb out.

The explosive energy of the Harlem Renaissance envelops them.
Well-heeled white couples stroll the streets and mingle with
the black residents. Jazz music permeates the air from a
dozen clubs.

Tom pays the cabbie as Max stands for a moment, taking in
this swirling world of musicians, hookers, poets, thugs,
painters, addicts and tourists. ,

Tom grabs his arm and pulls him toward a club:

TOM
Don’t worry, Maxwell, they don‘t bite...

INT. JAZZ CLUB NIGHT

To call Max Perkins a fish out of water in this place would
be a bit of an understatement.

He sits, erect and proper, at a small table in a loud, smoky
club. A jazz band plays a scorching tune. The clientele,
almost entirely black, enjoys the music and dances.

Tom’s eyes are eating up everything, his senses tingling to
new experiences as he rattles on, a little edgy:

TOM
... She didn’'t like it, of course, but she’ll do
fine. Go back to her husband, I suppose. Aline’s
too good for me anyway. Glad it’s over for her
sake, she was getting truly neurotic--

A black waiter appears.
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TOM
Bourbon! In a big old tumbler.

MAX
Martini, please. Very dry.

The waiter looks at him.

TOM
He’ll have a bourbon ... {the waiter goes) ... You
hear it, Max, this is my music. This is the music

Bugene Gant heard from the shanties and that haunts
him still.

MAX
Mm.

TOM _
You know you could take off your hat. Try to blend

a little ... Now don't tell me you don’t 11ke the
music? ‘

MAX
Not really my soxt of thing.
TOH

Well, what song do you like? They’ll play anythlng
that pleases you.

MAX
I don’t care much for music.

TOM
Now there’s a savage indictment of your grim New
BEngland soul! Come on, there’s gotta be gne song

you like!
Max thinks.
MAX
*Loch Lomond." I‘m partial to "Loch Lomond.* On
bagpipes.

Tom smiles and springs up. Goes to the band and whispers to
the planist. Slips him some money.

He returns to the table as the waiter plops down two huge
glasses of bourbon. Tom drains his almost instantly.
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TCM
The whole thing about jazz is that those fellas are
artists. They interpret the song -- letting the
music pour out unchecked, riff upon riff -- just
like I do with words. To hell with standard forms.
To hell with Plaubert and Henry James. Be original,
blaze new trails. That‘s the whole ugly gorilla,
you know what I mean?

MAX
(sipping his bourbon)
Ugly gorilla, of course.
The band segues into "Loch Lomond."* At first it is a

surprisingly standard version of the song. The crowd is a bit
confused.

Max smiles.
TOM
There ... That’s Henry James for you. It’s
comfortable and familiar, isn’t it?

MAX
Mmm. .

Now the band swings with the song a bit. Still "Loch Lowond*
but transforming into something new. Max is unsure.

TOM
Uh-oh, what’s that? ... Sounds like an ugly
gorilla‘'s coming our way...

Now the band is spinning off into glorious jazz riffs on
*Loch Lomond." It is magnificent and exciting.

TOM
Now that ... that’'s Tom Wolfe,

Tom notes that Max is tapping his foot along to the music.
Then Max smiles.
He gets it.

Max’'s face transforms, the jazz working its magic on him.
He leans back a little.

Tom looks at him. Delighted.

Later...
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The club is packed now, wall-to-wall with dancers and
patrons. The jazz music refracts off the walls and is filled
with electricity.

Max and Tom, many bourbons later, are thoroughly enjoying it
all.

Max is leaning back, relaxed. It is as if he has been somehow
liberated. He sways along to the music a bit, drumming his
fingers on the table. .

Tom just watches him, sublimely happy. Huck and Tom on the
Miseissippi, civilization left behind.

Then Tom's attention is drawn to two black women at the bar.
They exchange a few looks. Flirting.

TOM ' '
Hey, Max, you see those two fine ladies over thexe?
... (Max turns and looks) ... Subtle! Try to be a
bit subtle, Max!

MAX
At the bar?

TOM :
Yeah ... (straightens his tie) ... Let’s go say
hello.

MAX
Oh ... No, Tom, really.

TOM
Come on, we’ll have some fun.

MAX
No, I can't.

TOM

They'’re colored, Max, it doesn’t count.

Max'looks at him,

MAX
Yes, Tom. It does.

TOM
Wwell, you don’t mipd if I...?

‘ MAX
(smlles}
Go on.
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TOM
{standing)
Hell, never know when to stop, de I?

MAX
Good night.

Tom mmoves, a little unsteady, toward the two women.
Max watches him go. Smiles gently.

INT. BEDROOM NIGHT

Tom is with both women, total sexual abandon. They writhe and
pound together, covered with sweat, limbs snaking.

Jazz music pounds relentlessly through the floor...

INT. TOWNHOUSE NIGHT

... The jazz music continues as we see Max, back at the
townhouse.

He stands for a moment in the empty kitchen. Looks at some
crayon drawingsagtuck to the fridge. - -

Finally he moves into the living room and sits in a chair in
a corner. Switches on a light.

picks up some galley proofs and begins to work.
The jazz music fades.
Max sits in silence, trying to concentrate on his work.

BXT. SCRIBNER BUILDING -- FIPTH FLOOR NIG

The Fifth Floor is dark and empty but for Max’'s office.

We see Max and Tom in the office, at the end of the long
hallway.

Tom is raging, almost apoplectic. Words pouring out of him in
great torrents as he brandishes new pages wildly.

Max sits calmly, trying to interject.

We move down the long hallway and finally enter...
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MAX‘'S OFFICE NIGHT

TOM
... You wouldn’t say that to HEMINGWAY! You
wouldn’'t say that to FITZGERALD! Not to your two

goddamn sacred cows! Every word they write is
GOLDEN GENIUS--|

MAX
Stop it--

TOM .
I bring you stuff wrenched right from my guts and

you tell me it doesn’t fit! By what right do you
tell me what fits in my book?!

' MAX
That'’s enough. Go home.

TOM
What?

Max stands, gathers his things.

‘ "MAX -
Go home. Go to sleep.
TOM
(desperate)
No -- I'm sorry -- please don’t make me go home!

Let me come home with you -- see the girls--

MAX

You’re exhausted and you’re drunk. We’ll pick up
tomorrow. '

Then a voice, surprising them from the doorway:

ALINE
You heard him, Tom ... Come home,

They turn to see Aline, standing in the doorway. She is at an
extreme emotional pitch, her nerves shot. .

ALINE
1’11l pay for the taxi.

TOM
What the hell are you doing here?!

ALINB '
I can make you dinner -- I'1l1l pay for that too.
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TOM
Get out of here. I'm working.
ALINE
Mr. Perkins has informed you you’re not working
anymore tonight. Come with me.

Max steps toward her:

MAX
Mrs. Bernstein, the building is closed--
Aline reacts with a startling burst of violent emotion:

ALINB
Don’t touch me! .

MAX
For Heaven’s sake--
TOM
. {stepping toward her)
Jesus, Aline--!
She bécks away:‘- 7

ALINE
Stay there! -- You don’t want to see me? -- Pine --
You’ll never have to see me againl

che backs away -- furiously searching through her purse --
Tom follows--

TOM
Aline...

she pulls a bottle of pills from hex purse, turns and sprints
toward the elevatox-- '

Tom and Max follow--

: oM
What the hell are you doing--?!

She slams into the elevator door -- tries to swallow the
pills -~ Tom bats them from her 1lips -- the bottle falls,
pills clatter everywhere-- ’
She collapses -- Tom kneels, holds her. She sobs.

Max stands.
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Tom whispérs to her as he strokes her hair. We can‘t hear
what he is saying, though it appears to calm her.

He helps her stand, still whispering to her.

Max discreetly tries to return to his office, giving them
their privacy.

ALINE
Mr. Perkins...

Max stops, turns to her. She is desperately trying to retain
some sense of dignity.

ALINE

I know such things just don’t happen here. On the
fifth floor. I apologize.

MAX :
That's not necessary. If you’ll excuse me.

TOM
No, wait up. I‘ll be right there.

g MAX ]
Ch, no, Tom, really--

TOM
- Just give me a second.

Max returns to his office. Disturbed. He sees Tom talking

quietly with Aline. Then Tom leaves her and heads back toward
the office.

Aline just waits for the elevator.

Tom returns to the office:

TOM

You’re right about the new pages. Sorry for bheing
such a bear.

MAX )
Don’t you think you should go with Mrs. Bernstein?

TOM
Hell, she was just being theatrical. She’s "show
folk" remember? All right, so we forget the new
pages. Let’'s go on to Eugene in London...

Tom continues, gquiet calmly. Max glances down the hallway
again. Aline just stands, waiting for the elevator.
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The lonely image haunts Max.
By this time, Tom has forgotten Aline even exists.

INT. TOWNHOUSE -- DINING ROOM EVENING

Tom has dinner with the Perkins family. All are
uncomfortable.

Tom is jittery, drinking steadily. He is sweating and his
mind xroils feverishly.

TOM
... MOST editors would be happy with that! Hell,
MOST editors would be doing backflips down the
street!

MAX
I'm not unhappy, Tom, but we need to--

TOM .
I wrote ten thousand words today! Ten thousand
words -- you know how many that is, Louise? -- 40
pages! I bring them to YOUR HUSBAND and what does
- he do? He sighs! That New England sigh of -high .
‘disapproval! You know what he is -- YOUR HUSBAND --
he’s a snob!

LOUISE
Stop it, Tom.

Tom sputters to silence as he gloomily devours his dinner.

JANE
My class is going to the Met tomorrow. We’'re seeing
RIGOLETTO.

LOUISE

oh, that’s a fine one! At the end of the first act
there’s a-- -

Tom suddenly flares up again, pointing to Max’'s plate:

TOM
And what is that?! Here we axe, all eating this
nice meatloaf that Eleanor made for us -- but
you’re having that same goddamn breast of guinea
"hen--!

. LOUISE
fa warning)
Tom. ..
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TOM

I’'ve never seen you eat anything else for dinner in
five years! Is that another one of your Yankee
affectations -- like the hat and the--

Young Nancy suddenly speaks up:

NANCY
Stop yelling at my daddy! -- You shouldn’t be so
mean -- Why are you so mean?

She dissolves into tears, Tom instantly goes to her. Holds
her.

Oh Nancy, honey??y. Honey ... I‘’m a great, big,
stupid gorilla ... Child.

He holds her, utterly ashamed. She sobs into him.

Tom glances to Max. Please, forgive me.

Max does.

Louise does not. |

INT. MASTER BEDROOM NIGHT

Later that night.

Max lies on the bed, full dressed, turning his hat in his
hands. Louise is moving in and out of the bathroom, taklng
off her makeup and getting ready for bed.

Silence.

MAX
He’s under a lot of pressure.

Louise doesn’t respond.

. MAX
You have to think what it’s like for him. His first
book comes out before he’s thirty and everyone
calls him as a genius. The expectations for the
second book are mighty big. He’s scared. That’s why
he won't stop writing.

LOUISR
That does not excuse his berating you in front of

our children. How do you think that makes the girls
feel?
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MAX
They love Tom--

LOUISE
I mean about you. Sitting there and letting hiwm
yell at you like that. '

MAX
It doesn’t mean anything, Louise.

LOUISE :
You ought to stand up to him for once in your life!
You ought to lose your temper and shake your fist!

MAX
That’s hardly necessary--
LOUISE
Someone needs to tell him that he ... (she stops)

... Why aren’t you changing?

A beat. She understands.

she looks

LOUISE
You'’ re-working.

T

MAX
Just a few hours. Tom's in the study.

at him.
LOUISE

This Friday Nancy is having her recital. She’'s been
working very hard...

- MAX
Louise...
LOUISE
she expects you to be there.
MAX
1’11 explain.
L.OUISE

Explain it to me.

MAX
(sharp)
It’s my job. IE’s what I do.
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LOUISE
Every night?

MAX _ ‘
Yes, every night. And every day. And if it takes
years, it takes years. That’s what I do.

LOUISE
You’re never going to get this time back--

MAX ‘
For Christ sake, it’s one dance recital!

LOUISE
It’'s not dance, it’s piano. She stopped dancing two
years ago.

LOUISE
Do you know how much they miss you?

MAX
I'm here. They know that,

LOUISE '
Even when you’re hére, you're not with us. You're
with all those damn books.

MAX

My authors need me--

LOUISE
You mean Tom needs you. Scott Pitzgerald and
Hemingway never take over your life like this.

MAX

All right, then Tom needs me.

She sits and looks at him deeply.

LOUISE
Would it be so awful if you took a day or two away
from that blessed manuscript? What’s the difference
if the book comes out in the summer or the fall? In
a summer or two Zippy will be gone. And then Peggy.

A long beat.

LOUISE
We have five daughters, Max.
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She turns and goes into the bathroom. Quietly closes the
door.

Max remaine on the bed for a moment and then rises, puts on
his hat and leaves the room.

INT. NATURAL HISTORY MUSEUM DAY

Louise, a woman of leisure ever in search of a new hobby, has
discovered the joys of anthropology. She slowly moves past
the dusty and magnificent dioramas of the great museum.

She stops before a large display featuring Stone Adge Man:
thick-browed, hulking early humans in animal-skin clothes.

A voice:

ALINE
Mrs. Perkins...?

Louise turns to see Aline, standing behind her, sketch pad in
hand.

LOUISE
‘Mrs. Bernstein. ... What are you deing here?

ALINB
I'm designing the new PETER PAN for Eva Le
Gallienne. Thought some of these costumes might do
for the lesser Lost Boys.

LOUISE
oOh, the Lost Boys, Yes.
ALINE
Not the leads ... Just some of the chorus.

They look at the Barly Humans for a moment: one of the shaggy
primitive men bears a striking resemblance to Tom.

LOUISE
Remind you of anyone we know?

Aline smiles.

INT. NATURAYL, HISTORY MUSEUM -- RESTAURANT DAY

They sit over lunch.
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ALINE
. you didn’t know him when he was young. Fresh
from Harvard and all ready to carve up the world.
He was ... unlike anyone I had ever met. He was 24
and I was past forty.

. LOUISE
I undersatand.

ALINE
I don’t know that you do. My husband is a very kind
man. But he is a man without passion. He is a man
of Wall Street and numbers ... I do not understand
numbexrs.

LOUISE :
You have'children, Mrs. Bernstein.

ALINE
I do. A son and a daughter.

ALINE
I did a foolish thing .when I fell in love with Tom,
But I can’'t help how I feel. 3
LOUISE
I can't say I approve., I can’'t say I even
understand truly ... But I do know what it is for a
woman to look forward at a certain age.

ALINE
At -the very time in my life when everything
beautiful was falling away, when no one needed me

anymore, I met Tom ... He made me feel beautiful
again.

ALINE :

"But I Know I‘'ve lost him to your husband.
' LOUISE -
Mrs. Bernstein ... My husband always wanted a son

more than anything in the world. We reached a point
when we realized that was never going to happen ..
And then he met Tom.

Louise takes Aline’s hand.
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LOUISE
I know my husband will come back to us. Tom will
eventually see to that ... But I don’'t know if Tom

will ever be able to make you feel quite so
beautiful anymore.

ALINE
" I can’t let him go.

LOUISE
Go home to your children, Mrs. Bernstein. They need
you. Tom doesn’t.
A quiet beat.

EXT. : STREET DAY

Max is moving briskly down the street.

It is late 1934, We see Depression era homeless people
sleeping on grates. Max gives some money to an impoverished
man as he passes.

INT. TOM'S APARTMENT DAY

A strange symphony as we slowly move across the floor of the
darkened apartment...

We hear a peculiar grunting and groaning as we float over a
chaos of paper. The entire floor is a Sargasso Sea of pages.
Great oceans of them in no order whatsoever...

We take in the boxes of half-eaten take-out food; the filthy
cups of coffee with cigarette butts floating; the towers of
books threatening to spill ovex...

We finally arrive at Tom's feet. Standing. -

One foot rises up and stomps down again. The strange grunting
continues.

Thomas Wolfe at work.

He stands, writing on top of the refrigerator, his pencil
cutting across a sheet of paper. You can feel the impact of
the pencil pounding into the paper. He writes in a frenzy --
amazingly quickly -- emotional and violent -- sometimes only
twenty-five woxds to a page.

When he is done with the page he throws it blindly to the
floor behind him and continues immediately con the next sheet.
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Tom grunts and groans as he writes. Anguish and joy
simultaneously. He occasionally raises a foot and stomps it
down. He is completely unaware he is doing any of this.

We realize he is not alone.

Max stands in the doorway, gazing at the lunatic wasteland of
Tom’'s life.
MAX
Tom. .. Tom.

Tomispins to the door. His eyes filled with something like
panic.

A beat.
MAX
It’'s done.
TOM
Done?
MAX
It’s been two years.
A beat.

- MAX
Stop writing. Gather all the pages and bring them
in tomorrow. Can you do that? ... Can you do that?

TCM
Yes.

MAX

We finish editing this month. We go to press in
January. We publish in March.

TOM
Yes.

Max looks at him. Slowly crosses the room and takes the
pencil from Tom’s hand. Then he takes all the pencils from a
cup on top of the fridge.

He leaves with the pencils.

Tom stands. Lost.
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INT. MAX' OFFICE NIGHT

Max and Tom sit in silence.

All three crates are now empty. A completed copy of the
manuscript of OF TIME AND THE RIVER rests before each them.

They lock at the imposing stacks of pages.

TOM
Shoot.

MAX
Mm.

A beat.
TOM ,
I think I’'1ll go rambling. Maybe to Germany. Don‘t
want to be around when the reviews come out.

MAX
Not a bad idea.

Tom is clearly thinking about something.,

MAX
What?
TOM
Now don’t get apoplectic but ... there’s one

paragraph I have to add to the book.

MAX
By God, if you start adding paragraphs we’re sunk!
One paragraph will lead to two and we’ll be here
for another year--1|

TOM .
It‘s only one paragraph ... Shall I read it to you?

Max sits sourly as Tom pulls a piece of paper from his
pocket. He reads with quiet emotion: ‘

TOM
It goes at the very front ... *this book is
dedicated to Maxwell EBvarts Perkins, a brave and
honest man, who stuck to the writer of this book
through times of bittex hopelessness. The author
hopes this book will prove worthy of him."

Max loocks at him, moved.
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MAX
I wish you wouldn’t.

TOM
Why?

MAX

Editors should be anonymous. And more than that....

Max stops.

He rises and slowly pours himself a drink. Tom senses Max is
thinking deeply about something and respects his silence.

Max finally turns back to Tom:

MAX
More than that, I deformed your book. I will
forever be proud of the work we’ve done here. But
part of me will never forgive myself ... Who's to

say it wasn’'t the way it was meant to be when you
first brought it in.

TOM
Max--

MAX
That's what we editors lose sleep over, you know.

Are we really making books better, or just making
them different? -

A beat.

TOM
Without you I would still be in my apartment with
three crates of illegible acrawl. Now I have a

book, Max. A book. That is a sacred and mighty
thing. :

Tom proceeds, very simply:

| TOM
In all my life, until I met you, I never had a
friend.

EXT. NEW _YORK _TIMES BUILDING MORNING

March, 1935. Max is waiting, tense, outside the Times.

News vans speed ocut of the loading bay.



cre casons and Sosses a pile of papers to the rewsstand rigil
-gide the brilding. *ax waits Impatiently as the lews
sndor slices open the papers. Max buys the first ohe.

iips thvouagh Lt and reads.

¥ax zighs. Thank God.

ZXT. CERMANY -~- STREET DAY

Tem strides away from an 2merican Express cffiice :nd tears
wpen a cable. Reads.

MAX (V.O0.)
Magnificent veviews full of praise. Max.

Tom gtops. Raises one leg. Stompe it down. And returns to the
xmerican Express cffice.

~NT, MAX'S OFFICE DAY

%~ copy of OF TIME AND THE RIVER sits on Max’s desk as he
reads a cable rrom Tom. '
TOM (V.O.)

You are the only damn f£riend I nave. Stop. i <an
face blunt fact better than damnable incertitude.

Stop. Give me t{he damn straight plain truth ~ight
now damn you. Tom.

#Max smiles.

BXT. GERMANY -- CAFE DAY

mom devours a new cable and breakfast:

MAX {V.0.)
Grand excited reception in reviews. Stop. Talked of
everywhere as truly great book. All comparisons
with greatest writers. Stop. Even James Joyce!
Bxclamation point. Max.

INT. MAX'S OFFICE AFTERNCOON

Max reads a new cable:

TOM (V.0. ]
Hell, Joyce wishes he was 30 gocd. Tonm.

Adaz laughs .



EXT. GERMANY -~ HILLS DAY

4
Tom vambles through some hills, veading a cable from Hax for
ta Bundredth time: '

MAX (V.0.)
"ad to rash oub five editions cof the book. 20,0008
copies. Stop. Never seen a bock so talked about.

They re calling you a genius ac-in. God help you.
itcp. Come heme soon. Max.

vom raises nis arms and roars im trxlumph.

+NT. SCRIBNERS -- FIFTH FLOOR DAY

Max is returning from lunch, whistling the jazzy versicn of
wrcch Lomond.* Unusually jaunty for our Max.

Max’s Secretary stands at her desk and nods Lowards his
cffice. Somecne’s walting inside.

¥ayw enbtexs...

INT, MAX’'S OFPICE DAY

Aline is standing} gazing over a row of copies of OF TIME iND
THB RIVER on a shelf.

MAX
Mrs. Bernstein..
] ALINE
Mrx. Perkins.
MAX

sit down, please ... What can I do for you?

ALINE
(sits)
It’s rather what I can do you for you, Mr. Perkins.
I couldn't help noticing that Tom dedicated his new
book to you -- don’t worry, I'm not angry -- I

completely understand ... I wonder if you do,
though.
MAX
1f you would come to the point?
ALINE
“e Jdedicated his first ook tn me. It was a lovely

sentiment, vou remember? But what ne was autaally
gsaying was: *"Thank you and goodbye. "
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A beat.

2LINE
i .'s(:id EEL’“\?Ed Lﬂ\f pumﬁf-‘\e un " FIOr \vou :—_‘a\}‘e Sel"‘.’?.i
wa . Trhank yvou and goodly serkins .

R

Sl

what Jdo you want from wmev
AY,INE
{calm}
I want to see you suffer, like I co. I want to xnow
somecne else on the planet feels as hetrayed and
alone as I do.

MBX

Wwith respect, Mrs. Sernstein, you haven’'t the
slightest notion of my relationship with Tom. Iu
view cf thabt--

5, o=

hds .l
“e makes you feel aliwve., He wmakes you lLeel young.
“e makes you do things you never thought you'd da
.. He likberates you.

rnd just when ycu nave come ko depaand upen that, e
wiil lzave wou. 3nd veu Will rever feel so alive
again

MAX
I‘m sorry, Mrs. Bernstein, I know it’s been harxd on
vou. Whatever pain he’s raused Yyou ... I can only
hone he didu’t mean 1it.

ALINE
{smiles) .
£ course he did ... %an you give wme his address in
Turope?
MBX
e zsked me not Lo,

ALINE
7an vou tell me when he

4]

Somiag o aome’t

MBI .
Todondt thaihk S,




ALINE
{smiles)
o I don’t cxist anymore. I heve nheen ... edited.

1line calwmly reaches into her purse and removes 3 small,
silver revolver. She sets it on the desk.

ALINE
I haven’'t guite decided who to shoot yet. Tom,
myseif, or vou. Bave you a suggestion?

MAX .
Suicide seems a bit extreme. And killing Tom won't
help much ... So I suppose that leaves me.

- ALINE
I suppose it does.

ue clucks his tongue. Tsk tsk.

MAX
You’'re overwriting the scene, ¥rs. Sernstein.

she holds hig cace for a moment. Then swiles and puts the
revolver Back into hen purse.

ATLINE
We shall see, Mr. Perkins.
che stands and hegins to go. Steps and turns bhack to nim.
. ATLINE
I'm very sorry for what’s going to happen to you. I
truly am ... Enjoy the time with Tom while you have
it. Because after him ... there is a great hush.

She gces.
Max sits, disturbed by her words.

EXT. NEW_YORK HARBOR DAY

Fourth of July. 1935.

day of pressurized

%e hear a sound we have almost lost in our
a great ocean liner’'s

airplanes: the mournful-joyous howl of
funnel.

The liner Bremen is at pert, returniag voyagers movisg sown
the gangplank, greeting loved ones.
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ray velits, ocdly mervous, 1n the crewd. @ scans Lle CIowd
Tike a Senret fexvice rgant “*“*bf*?ﬂg “he Presilent o
sezmes Lo see his own reburming voyager.

amn

wam cecg Max and Lurrzies dewn (oe gangplank:

TOM

HRAYE

de devours Max into a nDuge Deayv aug. Aifber Ul embrace, Max
checks Ffor any brcken ribs as:

MAY,
Wwonderful to see you, Tom. Now lListen, we have to
talk. I have a taxi--

Tom chrews an around Max and strides with him, pulliag bim
along:

TCM
Zell no! No taxls or buses or tzains or
automakion ~- I have Lo WALK -~ I have uc FEEL way
country again! You den’t know hcw much I‘ve wmissed
you--

Trve mizsed you too -- but tils is lmportanmi--

TOM
Trrg the Feursh of Julyil We jotta celsebratetl
Hel 1":& run I wamﬂa light zome fireworks and get

Max stops him.

MAX

zline bas a gun ... She came nto my office last
week and pulled an actual gun out 2f her purse--

TOM
{amused}
Rignt there on the fifth floozr!

PR
A
PP oy - » L E ” o 3 et Mo
Trm gericus, Tom. 2he’s In quike a stalte.

s fn

PP o -
f\'Jul PRGN S

TOM

aiine 3 just being "theatrica.. 0 was .obably a
prcp from HEDDA GABLER.



MEX
My point is, I think you need to be careful.
TOM

Then you better stay with we. Tou’d take a bulilet
for wme wouldn’t you?

He ¢laps an srm around Max rappiiy and nauls inim cLif.

TOM
Tet’s AMBULATE! Let's wander the whole city and
dodge Pullets ond eat wieners and find us zome
fixsworks!

EXT. SROOKLYN BRIDGE -- FOURTH OF JULY DAY

The most beautiful bridge in Zmerica towers before us.

We move down to Max and Tom, talking happily as they ramble
roward Brocklym.

MAX '
... Now my mother had a somewhat different
~apction. She just sat there for a week, like a
wooden Indian, reading your kook. Finally she
finished it, dropped the book in her lap, Lifted
her face and declared, *I’ve never read such
language in my life! Maxwell, fetch me a volume of
Jane Austen so I can purge my mind!®

they explode in laughter.

EXT. PARK -~ BROOKLYN -- FOURTH OF JULY DAY

They ramble past an impromptu baseball game, men and boys
with rolled sleeves. Utterly American. .

They both munch hotdogs.

TOM
.. and she always carried a dachshund. Scrappy
l1ittle thing it was. Every time I got within two
feet the little bastard would start snarling and

saapping- -
MK
(munching)
Tervifying.
™™CM

70 don’ . know! I have never ssen so many teeth In
my Life. It was like a miniature Hemingway .
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Maz Aw4ghun Then balLs from the 3aseba14 piayers alert them -
: Sy LuItr - & AR ) p\r}h"ul}’ 1% failing gowara hein.

o e pall -- makes a high leap -- Ilmpossibly hizh
-« the sun cabtching him for a moment like Icarus soaring--

#e =nags the »all. The kasebail players are delighted. they
call and wave for Tom and Max to join them.

BYT., BARK -~ POURTH GF JULY AFTERNOON

¥aywell Perkinz, Bditor-in-Chief ¢f Zeribmers, wans first
nage. Tom towers at second base.

Thev exchange a steely glance, Let’s fiaish thesz

it

hastards.

The irch -~ a solid hit -+ the ball bounces teo the short
mtﬂp -~ he flings it to Tom at gecond -- the yunner racing to
second is out -- Tom whips it to Max at first -- Max makes
the eut. & perfect double play! Victoxyt

The opposing team collapses in paroxysms < pain.

o beoungds over in great leaps an& congrztulates Max wildly
~

A% By

along with the zest of the team. s :
YT , STREET -- TOURTH OF JULY LTTERNGON

May and fom ramble through 2rooklyn. They share <
Tt s Llask.

Max has actually loosened his tie. Unheard <f.

TOM
... I mean can one man do it? Write his whole life

story fairly? Honestly? Like Proust without 21l the
urholstery.

MAX
Well, sure.
TOM
How TYR RIVER sterped whan T meb Alira.
1l write about that next.
WMAX
Ske won‘t like if.
TCOM
Shell Love b, Ttfll make her mmortal ey,

sefore-you know U o0 il be writing about Jou!



1AX
i‘m sure you can find more interesting things to
write about...

rhey round s ccrmer. in all too Ffamiliar and sobering
Depression era sight awaits them.

A bread line. Men and women and children stand in a gxrimly
ordered line. Soup dispensed at the end.

They stop.

TOM
. ¥°11 say this for the Nazis, no bread lines.

MAX
#igh price for a loaf of bread.

TOM
Sod, the things I zaw ... I never knew people could
get so ugly. And I don’‘t put a lot of stock in
people’s goodness in the first place.

n ezt =g Tom watches the eyss of the pocr people om the
bread iine. . s . o

TOM
it's so frivolous...

MAX
what?

TOM

What I do. I'm frivolous. Writing books that these
folks’1ll never read. Telling my life story like
it’s important to them. These people are starving.

A beab.

[ s

e

om glances around, gets a sense of where he is,

TOM
Hey ... Come with me...
Ge ieads Max off...
2XT. BUILDING -- FOURTH OF JULY LATE AFTERNOON

Tom carries a bottle wrapped in 3 naper bag. Both are a Ll
rimgy Ly onow. '



SEYENES R e . vy
ot e T de T joi A 1id uan e
Y
-
LEemn.
. ‘e . " % e e T e e e o Sa ey - L) i T Y .
Ta abpa Dack, lonks &b the Duilding. Takes =
the bokile.
TOM
Y e o
wha JLA(‘U CEE
Fe nulls Haxm away...
EXT. - LAETE ZPTERNOON

ALLEY

FOURTH GOF JULY

They wmove into the alley next to the
rvickeby fire escape hangs above them

com leaps up and pulls it downk.

MaE
Veonyf e ok to De kiddiag.

L TOM

I promise.

squalid building. 2

e

ever liad

“dn

B i Haue
ey ’
- an 1"
vndis would fall under the general Jategory of
Dreaking and entering.

TOM
Ch,

Tom hands

letss have an adventure,

come on.

him the bottle. Max takes a awig.

And they proceed up the Eire escape...

=XT. ‘FIRE ESCAPE --

e
Yor wi

They nove up “he eachexrous

Yo arrives at a

Ttfa locked.
e les.s
LEE.

FOURTH OF JULY

fire escape, nearing

top floor.

LATE AFPTERNOON

the top.

window.

A

. .‘ag



T

May coimly Lsans DICR smd wicks the window. It brezks
“sm Llooks at nila, shocked.
sven they climb into the apartment...

INT. 2 ONRTMENT -~ FOURYH QF JILY __LATE AFPTPRNOON

s is dingy, cramped. A tiny, depressing garret.
Tem moves into the room, remembaring.
Max glances around, gingularly unimpressed.

MAX
why, cn earth, are we here?

TOM . ) )
This is where I wrote LOOK HOMEWARD, ANGEL.

Max is aimogt instantly eober. He looks around. This ig a
cacred place.
v #"r‘

mam feels the walls. Deeply moved.

oM
Do you have a pencil?

MaX
A red cre, alwavys.

Maw nands him a red pencil.

e}

Tom pulls over a chair, climbs up and reaches to the ceiling.

He writes on the ceiling: Thomas Wolfe lived here.
They stand for a moment.

TOM
There'’s one other thing you gotta see...

EXT. ROOF _-- FOURTH OF JULY SUNSET

Across the river, the sun is just setting crimson over tuae
rowers of Mankattan.

~he icw is breathtaking.
o and #ax stand aa the sel, gazing over the clby.

wmey Toeal quletly.

et



TCM
»owould come here every twilight and ook at
city and dream of what my life might Ze ...
-he ghare came cub. The staxrs in the gky. The
Lights in che buildings. 231 those tights. A1l Lize
nower of Lifs.

Mow canes over the clty @8 ~e speakz simply:

MR
vent re not frivoleus, Tom ... I think back In the
cave Man days our ancestors would huddle arouad the
fire at night. And wolves would be howling in the
dark just beyond the 1ight ... Then cone persci
would start talking. and he would tell a story. o
we wouldn’t Le so scared im the dark.

A

- 2 e o da
Iiaminatad

e

en we cee Shem from hehind, thelx zilbhouettas
v the majestic red sunset.

%

Tom puts zn arm around Max’s ghoulders and rests Tiz 1&ad o
Max‘s.

-

They aband

-

Tmey will wewen L
2iow fade te. ..

EXT. BOAT -- OQCEAN DAY

~he hlazing sunlight sparkles cn tiae waves iike stars in the
night sky.

#aw sits, perched comfortably in a chair belted to the aft of
a scurvy fishiag boat.

YRWEST HEMINGWAY sits next to him.

sanish now every mental image you have of the oid man in the
chmite heard. This s Femingway 2t 36. Pewerfunl, =ewy,
aisciplined. Wot as tall as you might expect oul a giant in
gvery other way.

N
e

Braesh sits in fhe cother zft chselir eside HMax
leep-sea fishing rods, cheir liaes trailing =

IR




. A - 3 . - o~y e e T e ook o oy X o~ -
This s big g@zme fishing Ferking-style. Ye wears his usual
o

three piece sull amd cie. “nd the hat. tst te somehew wanages
Lo leook perfectly at eass. :

e a8 yelaxed a8 we have ever zeen him.

noYTeT

ZLYEe
... L guess L‘'1L bave to lock at vhe proofs when I
get back, is that all zight?

MAY
Zow long?

ERNEST
If I don‘t get shot, a couple months. i‘m telling

vou, this is where the real action is gonmna bhe.
Spain!

MAX :
You’'ve already done a bullfighting bhook.

ERNEST
Hot bullfighting! War! Feal men killing other rsal
men. No metaphors! -- I need to feel that old lucha
20r la yida. The struggle of:1ife -+- the fight for:
gurvival. That’s what it’s all about, you o

underscandy
MAX
({smiles)
Tow betcha.
A quiet, contented beat.
ERNBST

S0 how’s the muse from greater Asheville doing?

MAX
He’s writing a new book, CGod help me. Did you read
OF TIME AND THE RIVER?

ERNEST
Crap ... (Max smiles} ... Boy’'s got serious
delusions of "importance.* And he’s keen mouthing
off too wuch in the press. Tell him to shut the
bell up and stick Lo his pencil.

MAX
You know Tom, he's sxuberant.



Max looks

Suddenly

G

ERNEST

3ullshit, ne’'s sta:t g to telleve what cley say
about him. Zame thing that happéned to Fitzgerald.
& heaus “efs the great men cf Letters so many
rimes he pbarts To belleve 1t ... Then he’s goltta
Tive Un ?3 oL L Than te sheps wrlitlng

Tom has Lo s

T woulda said the same thing abouvtk

Scott five vears
2go. Most

elegant writer I ever kuew, aside [Icu

me. Now he can't put five words together to save
his Wiﬁe poor goncfabitch .. You know Tom’ll
leave yOu S0071,

M
chink so.

ERNEST , ,

_ £ k those hastards at Haypers and
Mzac#illan argn't airesdy wouring poison in his zax?
: = .~ MAX E, .

“om won't listen. You saw the dedicatioa in
ZND THE RIVER.

LTME

ERNEST

7eah I &id ... Read like sometihin

Exzmoa

tonbstone.
at him.

-- Max‘'s £ishing rod jerks violentliy -- he grabs it.

Ernest leaps to his aide--

Max stands
‘ng with the

R o Yol

ERNEST

Pull him back! -~ Hands higher con the rod!

MAX
Take it!

BRNEST

He'g vyoursn, Maxl Stand up ~- Lrace yourself!
-~ pracing a Zoot on the rail of the heat
he -




A

ERNEST
wow pall nim back, donrt jexk nim -~ That's
¥ 3

PR AL W T

He'1ll try to dive deep -~ lock tile ieel -- Jou sesl
him?

MAX
Yes.

ERNEST
Wow give kim a tug, show him vho’s boss -- (Max
does so) -- Ckay, he‘ll come up and give you the
sye -- Look right back at him! Right into hig ave!

MAX

What sort of expression?

ERNEST
Christ, Max! PREDATOR! Great White Hunter! King of
the Goddawn Jungle! -- HERE HE COMES!

A magnificent marlin crests the surface in an enormcus ar¢ -~
time is sugpended -~ it is glorious--

“re marlin dives--
- ERNEST *
Wow nail him! Bring him to Papa!

vaw reels in the marlin -- fighting every inch ¢f tle way.

Finaily the marlin crests the surface again -- Max strugjgies
znd. tames the fish. ‘

Errest celebrates wildly. Max laughs, triumphant and amazed.

EXT. DOCK -~ KEY WEST DAY

wzx and Frnest pose next to the marlin as it hangs, a pexfect
trophy. A perfect day.

A series of quick photos as they assume various poses.
Laughing. Faux serious. Ernest in his tattered shoxrts and
shirt. Max in his three piece suit and hat.

After the bparrage of photos:

ERNEST
I'11 get him mounted znd send him to you.

MAX
oh, ceally, 1o. You xeep him.



“im oin the chest, Max sougns.

e
BENEST
vou samed bim, Maxl de’s your privel Your
sf 1ife, don’t va gee? Some days vou're
tage. And some Javz wen'Ue gorza luse Tad
g dav . SV WO

TN, ~OWNHOUSE -~ MASTER BEDROOM DAY

n slegant gray wmorhing coat, 18

b
Lr do
e into shape. Louise ls sitking at
bebind him, putting on makeup.

LOULSE
... oh, T know 2ll that, he’'s a wondexrful man
Aoubt he’ il make a fime living one day. And s
only going across town after all..

wizx Finishes uis tle. Seems satisfied wich it.

e .. 1, R oo > , e & s O T
re wablces Loulse has stopped prining o IO LAKEUR. Hae
o " i
L : z

B U S T e
A e addo il b e

che smiles. He kigses her and goes...

INT. TOWNHOUSE =-=- CORRIDOR DAY

ay moves down a corridor. We can see caterers setting up
£lowers, decorations and tables in the 1iving reoom.

He moves to ancother docr and knocks.

BERTHA (V.0.)

ANT. TCKNHQUSE ~- ZIPPY’'S ROUM DAY

S P e ; e 24 i B -
virdae wirls ave Lm 3 Llukner.

mhm gniers are

fol

Ho
i

Jear .. We Tave LIise mMIla.










FANCY
~sesn’t she look ravishing?!

MAxX
Yery grown Up.

T
EJ -
[ %]
5]

re carries Waocy to Z1ippy. Gives Zippy 3 X

‘3

ahe hugs him.

Now watch your hair mustn’t get all muased before
the pictures. 1 pald a fortune for that blessed
photographer of yours...

nertha, meanwhile, straightens Max‘’s tie:

AERTHA
You’re g6 handaome when you LIY

ZIPPY
vou are happy today, aren't Yol daday?

- MAX

Bustxag my buttons ... 3ertha, why don’t you go
~ help your mother?

BERTHA
ghe's hopeless, isn‘t she? She wasg 3ust Llike this
at my wedding..
she gces.

MaX
Girls, would you give us a moment?

NANWCY
1 have to put on my shoes!

MAX
1 won't steal them, giva us a minute.

samey, feggy and Jane clatter out.



wAK
New veun probably dQE‘? emember tals, bub che flost
; stciiiomg o LoRindsor You
wocdpecker. But

e P S PR Y ' -
PP S S W L _(". u‘ ) 4,
were desperzte Lo sce a
we didn’t see a thing...

LLPPY

fpmilowd
remember. ..

]

7V O
I thought vou were gceing ©6 he so disagpeinted. 2ub
vou weren’t. You looked abt me, Lerrvibly serious,
and you said ... "0h, Daddy, seeing a woodpeckerx ,
would have been grznd, but wesn’'t the sun beautiful
chrough the birch trees?* ... From that moment, I
knew you were going to have a jovous life.

|8
i

o wd
bugs aim. e Kisses her.

£

MRAX
I love -you, daughter

PR CHUIRCH DAY

The manilscne

Zippy is flanked by the other four Perkins daughters.

Max and Louvise sift in a front pew. Scott Fitzgerald sits next
to them,

x

Tre minister ig ~uletly lnbtoning @ yraver.
When. ..

Tom enters with a bang.

: “ gult 2nd is a Shatle AIinil e gulnacss
when ;he church doo s slam behind aim. Ze ilnds nis way to a
waw and plops down.

¥ax and Louise, and most of the «waests, glance Ta~k.

A LU Y. - 4
sz s s Max 8 losk.

B oseo Te I0E3 DN 0r 3 Monent N nuBhad



[0 W waa d - Sre, - . o . PR T
Then s woLoe, From the back of unls chuia

Ao sl »

LOM
cgus Christ! My hatband scianks -- I'm gwearting
ike a brood zow!

May sighs.

Zippy, at the altar, exchanges a look with Bertha. The
gtifle a giggle. Scom all the Perkins girls axe trying aet to
laugh.

INT, TCWNHOUSE DAY

the wedding reception is a lovely affair.

The guests mingle as music plays. zZippy and boug receive the
guests and chat.

We follow Nancy as she swerves through the guests, iockiag
for something. She goes up to Scott Fitzgerald.

NANCY
v, Pitzoerald, have pou feen my zhoes?

cmott looks down at her, tries to focus through a gentle haze ™
of good liguor. ’

5COTT
Wwhat do they look like?

NANCY
They’re pink, with a buckle.

SCOTT .
Pink shces ... no ... Where did you last see them?

NANCY
oa my feet, of course.

SCOTT
New :that makes sense. Shall I help you look?

NANCY
Yes, please. And then you can tell me a story.

sSCoTT
aAhh ... her father’s daughter ... Come along :caen.

Cendm rar oouay as we Find Max ard houlse alving wich



BERTHA

s, X o PO fa e £y < o Fiat C3r e A e tan e -
Sigagcer with the catemsrs. They oiwum Loev 2an
A F B e e, - R .

o e lzegt cuse of champagre.

LOUISE
[,
711 take cave of it ... Vou Keep am =ve <m Yom.
Mzke sure he doesn’lt ear anyone.

e (R I, |
(Lo dax)

-

&

[0

goes off with Bertba.
wzy stands alone for a moment and looks cver The pariy.
He sees Tom £lirting with the pretly woman. ..

He zess Scoti cestled in a corner with Nanoy, bellling hex &
gentla atory...

He sees Jane and Peggy, talking to two of Doug’s oweomsmen,
locking very grown up. ..

re f#ipally turns to look at Zippy and her xushaad.

S-S

ine lockz go beautiful. And happy.

o .
SVEY L18 Lacs.

3 cuiet Zosk sebils

znother daughter gone.

b 1 TOWNHOUSE

B W

Max sits alcne in the remnants of the party, an anread
manuwseript ia his lap. .

auise enters in her robe, locks at him for a moment.

ILOUISE
Come to bed, dear.

MaxX
Tive a little more worlk.

St e m ® e se g mpde b Tl m o . fom cu e vy a7 e s e
Thva sibag oot Lo oalo, SO JUuUSs B 2Lm o giosuill GL,

LOUISE

e more, UOU NOW.
MAxX
R & g vo0.



T ISE

vow/we ¢till got your boys.
e holds hew.

TNT . TOWNHOUSE -- LIVING RCOM NIGHT

ccott and ZELDA FITZGERALD sit with Max and lLouise. Drinks

nefore dinner. Only Scott drinke Coca-Cola and Zelda drinks
notiing.

scott sits protectively ¢n the ax of Talda's chair. One hand
always on her shoulder, as if trying to sense the seismic
tremors rumbling within hex. '

~elda is a woman in almost catatomic rorment. Her once famous
peauty is gone. The sparkling eyes leaden. The Riviera-bronze
skin is now an ashen mask pulled too tightly over ber skull.

che lLias been in and out of asylums for several years now. -

SCOTT ‘
... Scottie’s going gangbusters at Vassar. She
seems to have developel an affection for drama,
might even be zn actress, She wants to talk Lo woa
about it, Louise. ‘ ‘ ' i

LOUISE
< weuld love to. I hope you're not discouraging
her. .
SCOTT

Not the path we would have chosen, but she‘s an
artist anyhow. That’s something.

The doorbell rings.

LOUISE
That must be Tom, ..

MAX
1711 get it...

e e 3 e - - i L, [ - - ~ . 3 deu °| - P < .
waw rices and leaves the room as Soott burass genbly to lelda:

SCOTT
T+4s Tom, noney. Come Lo se&2 you.

velda dAcss aAct respond.



INT. TOWNHOUSE - - ERTRY HALL RIGHT

faw openg the front deox. Tom lurche
as ever when very drunk, sWeating &

o
PR S

g - o ™ -
woere’ s Sootib?

BOAX
{stops him, irvitated}
vew wight have waited to start drinkiag--

TOM
I have Lo sse Soobt--

MAX
Tom -- Llook a2t me -~ {[Tom zomewhat focuses on
wim} -- Zelda's just out ¢f the hospital. She’s naoh
wall. For God’s sake, don‘t staxt in.

oM
e Listen to you —= I'm ack gome mude pechanical --
SCOTT, YO LG BASTARDT . .D ¢ o
va thundars iunto the Living room. Max follows, conceimed.

LWT. TOWNHQUSE -~ DINING ROOM | FrpRer;

NLGHT

They sit around the table. Eleanor clears the salad plates
wefore sexving the next course. She shoots a disapproving
glance to Tom ags she passes.

TOM
»iead to hell that btg Maxk! I nean doss e --
i

... L C
rell me

s

Seobt -- does e make you take a lot out?

sCOoTT :
He doesn’t make me do anything.

- - . - s
&l - g . S
»

g, ead down, Staring at ter plabe. fhe has ool
zhing. 3leanor glances ito Louise. Touise nods.
ramoves Jelda’s plate. As:

I A

TOM
wail dces he advise wvou take 3 oo ouit

con il

LY
Yo an lenencs.



T
on your last book -- TENDER IS THE KIGHT -- great
ook -- I wmean nct wy style, all those screaming
harpies in padded cells ain’'t exactly my turf --

did he make you take a lot out?

SCOTT
Wwe'vre different writers, Tom,
—oM
wew’'s that?
SCQTT

T don't write such long hooks.

TOM
vou mean can’t write such long books.

LOUISE
(exhausted with him)

Tom. .

- TOM
Tust say it, Scobty! There’s nc SHAME to writing
short. Fhough I think you’ve zaken it a bit too fax
__ T mesn are you ever going to write another '
novel?

SCOTT _
(changing the subject)
max, I hear you finally went hunting with EBrnest--

MAX
ves, in the wilds of darkest Arkansas, it was quite

an--

TOM
Don't ignore wme, ScotLy--

MAX
{sharp)
That’s enough.

TOM
tignoring him, to Scott)
Ton’ v pretend I’m not here -- Jesgus Christ -~ I
know vou haven’'t written a goddamn thing ia years -
- {he shoots a «ruel glance Lo Zaldal ~- bul don’t
niame me for that!

ing T Y.
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Man strides up Fidth Avenue, furlous
Tom Zollows.
TOM

... you koow goddann well itfs her fZault. I cheoeught
vou were supposed to gare cbout him! You sheuld
Fell him to locked her nup =znd hthrow away the ey
znd get back to work...!

Max turns into Central Park, Tom follows...

LY. CENTRAL PARK -~ Z00 NIGHT

Max styides past the darkened <ent
following.

)
L& ]
o
£
s
1
=

. Boo, Tom

ERa S ” TN — . . PR TR i - PO, I e o, [ O, R g R
The wroucht-ircn Hors sond cagss on LO2 ARo LUK CeYONC. TLEm.

TOM
... He’s probably past it now, couldn’'t make =z
whacle book., But he‘s still got some talent azcucnd
the edges. Faded grandeur, I suppose you’d Lavae
2ail it. But that’s still bettex than--

s bk

vax stops, spins--

MR¥
HWould you ghut up!

Tom blinks. Stops talking.

Max tries ho restraln his temper. I: isn‘s easy.

-

e b= P e -
py o nilL LLese

4

try to fuagiae
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(841

oM

Why would I--7
A

dow maay words did you write today?
TOM

Yaat?
MAY

dow many words did you write today?
TOM

Maybe 3,900,
MAX

3cott wrote waybe a hundred. 1f today was a good
day. If today was a great day. And ke needs to
write as much as you do. He fights over every word.

TOM
Then he ghould fight more.

ey zmoument ig acw disturbing the sleeping animals in the
neo neside them. A lick’s Toar achoes. . £

MAX
dis wife is going mad and he’s trying to keep her
in private asylums and put his daughter through
college and trying nct to drink. No one cares about
what he writes or even remembers aim anymcre. Can
yvou imaaine what that’'s like? :

TCOM
pon’'t blame me for his weakness--

MAX
2ut can you imagine it?! -- You gan’t, that’'s what
astounds me! You’'re a writer but you seem to have
no empathy, no caring for other people--

TOM
what 4id all that ¢aring get Scott?

MAX .
I'm not halkivg abovk Foctt ... It heris me Lo see
vou so cruel.

TOM

(xil.es)}
8o i‘ve disappointed you yet again?



i3
o

o -
(TN

NP N gy e o
Yen, Tery muoh,

TOM
I'm sorry L'm not decent ‘ncagh for vour fine

&

roizme and wourn 1 nd Tul nefore
me cul Lo uhe woodshed, I think you sughta
er who's gi the lesson! am I suppesed o
Lke wvou?

MR
Neo, Tom, but you’'re uupposeﬁ Lo grow upt

2y now Cae animals in the 200 are restlegs ~-- an zerie
nacturnal symphony of roars and screeches znd how!

TOM

How dave you?! ¥You -- ¢f all goddamn peup¢e -
You’re ncthing but a coward. Trapped in that
sterxile little office, every beautiful thing in vou
stunted by those canstfpated New England manners

¥ouw don’'t have the ifirst idea what it ig be allve
Tou don”ﬁ know what it is to wake up and grab hold
of 1ife every day and fight with st -- UYou're juet
's0 goddamn sgaxed to live-~i . - ' -

MAX
“here are othev wavs to iive

sl Witk bhat, Max Perkins loses his tempel.

ans explosion has been building for yeare. And when it comes
7T i3 with the force of a clipped, controiled hurricane:

MAX
There’s loving your children and seelng them grow
up rlgh* There's doing work that’'s important.
~here’s giving to other people. People like you--

TOM
That’s enough--1

MY
I’ve Laken four abuge Decause i told myseif you
were worth it. The work was weuth 1. T allowed vou
o degqrade me in front of my childwen because I
zold myself that vou cared for me, down deep. Bu“

God help anyone who Iovwes you, Tgm, bec-use for all

our talk -- all those wmilliosns oF deaw AR

vords -- ou dont nave the glightest - - ~Ff shan
means no Le alsive. Vo look into ane ©perscn 3

-
- v o] - £ b e
228 and ache “or %ugm,



_ MEX
T hope comeday you will ... Then mayba all vour
vords wiil be weorth five of Scott’s.
He turns and goss.

Tom stands, stunned, 2ut most ¢f all, angry. As the animals
in the zoo continve their eerie howling.

INT. SENTECUSE NIEHT

Later that night.

a very tastefully-appointed penthcuse apartment. The design
i3 luxurizus and very 1937 modern. Beyond the windcws there
ig a panoramic view of the lights of Manhattan.

Tom is slumped gloomily in a clair, talking te someone we
don’t initially see:

TOM
Max thinks he created me, you know that? Like
Fygmalion -- he'thirks he found this ugly lump of
farelina clay and molded it into me.

ALINE
I'm sure he doesn’t.

we now see Aline standing across the zoom, slowly fixing a
drink. Wakened by Tom’s arrival, she is wearing a lovely
robe.

Aline locks good. Belng apart from Tom clearly agrees with.
her. She is composed and nicely mature.

TOM

Sure he does. You don't know how he talks to me.
It’s so patronizing: "Put this in. Take this out.
You’re losing the verbs. Where's the plot? Why
2an’t you write like Pitzgerald? He’'s a poet. Why
can‘t you write like Hemingway? He’s a craftsman.
vouw gotta be disciplined, you dumb fucking hicki®
- And I'm the one who’s supposed to lack empathy!

Alize juet stands across the room, slowly fixing nexr drink.
She is a disturhed by Tom’s venom,

-
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hats nob evan o
hub Je is n&ﬁ

RLINE
e cueabed you.
T
O, osuop 1t
ATLING
Wwhat wera you hefore you

met
fucking JLgk? An ungubll hed
TOM

Tou know they say [ don‘t aven

They say I can‘t write my own books.

znd hkis brilliant editing!
g,

I h
Wouldn’t & bhe LOST without

without the great Maxwell Perkins?!
g e

demoralizing ~- 's humitiati

momentar j anace

*

pp;ag her jrlnkﬂ

'VA..L
zn oart

¥im if
il

She makes ne effox
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asn’
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SiT. LETE
ist! 4He Ace

f[t

not a dumb

ab fucking hick.

write my ~wn books.
Ir‘s all Max

sar it everywhere I
Max? What would I 0

itfe
criminal!

Jesgusg,

s o,
R g+

o

CYTES @.
ALIVE
T he 211y stnod up o oyou. Food Loz
TOM
oh, you‘re a big help, thanks.
ALINE
Why ere you here, Tom?
momodoesn’ U Xepiy.
ALINE
Tou have no where else to go ... That would breal
vy heart 1f I let it.

w8 deeper iato nis chair.
Lonan
TCH
Loeaaidn’ elieve 1ow Tuch
Tesed ue wy aext Dook.

ciks at
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2. Chere Lt Ls,

TOM
T told tham no.

ALINE ‘
vou told them maybe. You ktell everyore maybe
Wow youw're golng to telil them ves.

Tom changes the subject.

TOM
Hev, I been thinking about taking a trip, vacation-
like. Buying an old car and just driving off. Maybe
gee California and all those sun-kissed locales ...
Why don‘t you come?

Aline smiles.

TOM
(seductive}
I wean it. Let’s hit the road and have gsome fun
again, you and me. Like it used to he. You and me
and no one else in the world even exists. We‘re in
our own private cathedral. Doesn’t that sound like
a momentous jouriaey?

ALINE

Tom, vou need to gpend some time alcue.
TOM

I'm a vriter, aline. All I do is spend time alcne.
ALINE

No. You spend time with your characters ... You've

never been alone. First you had your family, then
you had me, then you had Max.

She slowly, slowly, crosses to him.

ALINE
You need to spend some time alone. And you need to
think about vour life. aAhout how you move through
that life ... You hurt we. You're going to hurt
Max. You zacuidnt hurf anyone else.

shs stands over him,

¥
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The Lunns and egins Lo go:
ELINE
hin chagter oFf my life

TOWNHOUSE -- ENTRY HALL
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Y, &&w 2 yvoung lady of eleven,
" workmen teay

ieanor stands with ber.

“he workmen |

B =3
ﬁcunhuﬁo

the crate,

clares al Lo,

mumbfounded. Nancy

ELEANOR
e, TeriRinsg. .

abh the enormous

LOUISE

(]
(g
rtr
[Py
i3
0
ke
v
[4H]
{3
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- work, appears.

LOUISE

What ‘s this?

gy old loohia 0l

IQUISE

ind zre we meant oo

+ist where
MY
mow oot the dialng roony

Ziah,

Sees the

Q&.t &

watcnes curicusiy s
open a huge crate that fiils the entry

i3 del:gnted.

marlin.

e



= LEANCR
ToAcn’t o want thoat thing staging =g wme,

Wancy vesds the note that zcoompanied the marlin:

HANCY

e Desar May, From Brxnest and all the drunks of May
haesth.

OUISE
{taking note quickly)
“ow about we send it back?

NANCY
We can‘t!

 LOUISE
it”11 be happy with Uncle Errest, dear ... (to Max)
... It doesn't really ... go here. Does it?

vax- locks at the wmarlin wistfully.

WAX
Ko. I zuppose not ... fan ides) ... How about the

LOUISE-
Scod! Let Mr. Soribner deal with it.
BAX
{to the workmen}
Pack it up. We're off to Fifth and 48Lhi

NANCY
{(to marlin)
Seodeye, fish,
Max smiles and tousles her hair.

INT. MAX'S OFFICE NIGHT

The marlin lezns against a bookcase, yet to be hung.
Tomonosms. HaX 2its at his desk, uttsrly drainaed.

TOM :

Vou Jon’t understand what it
Zon’t know the sheer terror of =
all those words, racing to gel o LEy
-apture them all with your tencili before it‘s too
‘are and they’re gone forever -- I wWoader £ you

LWEN care- -




TOM
COming ip nexc? vYeou are, =ad
g -- Now acn‘é Tosk all

Tou can write aanything you wanbt sbout me ... Iut I
agsumed our convarsabions aboub wy colleagues vexe
private.

TOM
Ch, I understand. It's fine 530 long 2s I‘m wribing
about my family and all these chinlass, in-bred
navseeds hack in Aszheville bwt 0ot abecub the sacred
douse of Scribnexr. Not zbout wvour highhat nals. Is
that about the siie of it?

MAY
fexhausted)
Trlte whatever the Lell yeou want--

. o TOM
{act even hearing)
o g

If 3cxibners won’t give me the freedem n wr
what I want then I have to riad another nul

Max
Then find saother pubiisher, Just siop talkin
about it.

TOM
Is that what vou want me to do? You want me to go? -

MaX
We've been through this a thousand times--

TOM
You want me to go.

MAY
Wl vy owani o vou Lo oo,

=aaging. Stariag ~ub a windaw. ax vamaiog
ok hlg Thack o Tam,
ToM

e L prove Iocaa Ao 1n by rys=if



MAY
“rhen orove 1l.

t the window. Pensive. Hot weally wanting to
itable truth.

n thoughl.

e f£inally speaks with gquiet emotion.

A heat,

- . o T
f‘,u'ﬂ ';.,-E‘U’:.u‘js

gazes cub.

He turmns,

naad., Max

MAX
and you’re wrong ... I do hnew what i ig to nyy Lo
capture all those thoughts, all those woxrds, before
they'ze gone ... because I tried when I was 25 ...
vou think I started out wanting to be an =ditox?

MAX
When I was 25 I realized I had pleunty of words at
my disposal, an endless supply ... I fust didnt
kzve znything much to say.

in Max’s words, tears coming to ls eyes as he
che window, e

TOM
the last time I saw wmy father ... I was standing at
a train window when I went nortua to zollege. He
just got smaller znd smaller as we pulled away.
Until I couldn’'t see hiam anynox:

.+

loocks at Max’s back.

TOM
That train carried me to my life. Beyond the hills,
and over the rivers. And always the rivers run.
sometimes they flow away from oux father and
gometimes they flow back to his door.

MAX
~an anyone reaily go home again?

to Max. Gently lifts off hi:
Jcesn’t. move.

"

sl o
PIOCov SN 5 )

*,._l‘
{1
jayl
{
(23
o
i3
o
ie
Wk
&
I

Tom returns the hab o Maxk's nead and leaves.

. s
e A R

v,

we ~docily rade Lo. ..
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A _APARTMENT -- HOLLYKOOD DAY

“dgxucﬁslw a Spanish-style arartment building in
GG Im treeg and sun

TNT. BPRRTMENT - WOVL VOO DBV

ML‘K-‘JC \..:rel_.‘;“ 5

13 £ o cap and Cocu-Cela £izzes. Saotp
togerzld pours hi

o
Coke into a glass.

*JW

Here, so near the end, Scotbt is rallying. HFe hasz 2zined some
welight and the terrible sadness that hung ¢ver nim has 1ifted
a bit. He now sports 2 tan.

And a guiet soxt of grace.

He gits with a pencll and & pad, notes sgpread zzound him.
working.

N

The 3oorbell lﬂﬁu. Scott Is surprised. Bils daocorbell, and nig:
t&lmphone, don’t ziag much these days. He woves acrows rhe
szl apariment and opens the docr.

e

| TOM -
{quickly}
Soott, I'wm oscorry. I was z damn Srute acd oweulint
nlame yoa 1f yeu zlammed the Jdosr in sy facs - -

vou don’t now how sorry I oam f£or on - g
snd Zelda iitke that. Please say you fargive o,

L Dheat.
scerT
Believe it or not, I’‘ve been drunk myself once cr
bwice.
He smiles dryly. Then he cffers his hand. They shake.

Later..

- Pt oy
jotes: + . = i

L o SN vl e e

zzound the onastment.

SCOET

.

v.. I'm 2til) a bit of a washout g 3
Tust can’t mele the grade zs a agk,

Greenwxliern.
n thag
zequires a certaln practized excell ... But
Zelda’s in ome of her dormant neriodzs - 'a
Fritilg agein.




TON

I'm wighty glad to see you, Scotb. I’'ve Leen
rawbliag arcund for months new and I hzven't had
anyone to talk to. Xbout work.

32017
O, work.

TOM .
And who hetter to talk te? I mean, God, the man who
wrote GATSHBY ... (Scott smiles) ... The man who
created something immortal. More and more I trouble
myself with that. "The Legacy.” Will anyone care
about Thomas Wolfe in a hundred years? Or ten
years? Will anyone remember a word I've written?

SCOTT
When I was young I asked myself that questicn every

day ... Now I ask myself if I can write one good
centence.

TOM
dow can you say that? Don’t you want Lo ke
remembered?

SCOTT
THIS SIDE OF PARADISE just went oubt of prinkt. Por
the first time in eighteen years. GATSBY will go

nexke~
, TOM
That’ll rever Lappen.
SCOTT
You know how much I made in royalties on GATSBY
last vear? Two dollars and thirteen cents ... (he

smiles) ... But it doesn’t matter. I'm working ncw.

guddenly -- a scrzam echees through the thia walls. Blood-
chilling. '

SCOTT
My next door neighbor I1s z radio actress.
reriodically rehearses har screams and laughter.

7OM
Well that‘s a little disquieting.
SCOTT
The laughing‘s worse, trust me ... Fave you =alked

wa Mar Tabely?
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TOM
nonfs T2tk zbhout Max.

el
P

{evenly)

w2 nnt, Tom?
25 again. hucther scream ecuases Srom cexl dcor.

TOM
T Ynow ne’s your friend, but vou have no idea -~
Ze vried to cripple me -~ :xe deformed my work --
and thern tried ra tzke zl: rthe credit for my
success--!

SCOTT
no you know how much vouw bart bim?

TOM

-, - P—, ) e e m
HEe ALTT fadd wiher.

SCOTT
ment e olib with mwe, oung Tom.

Tom.

#

i neldid o ma--l

SCOTT
to you? Whia

come Thue.

r o - o ; i I
A he Ac? Ze nade il

£ i
Re gave you & Caneer, 3

TCM

~here -- the Scribner party lLine! I expected wore
from you.

SCOTT

{=alm)
That decert man believed in you when no one else
would. He poured every bit of his hopes and dreams
into you. All the things he would never do. All the
s he would never write ... And noOw you Iepay
with gly accusshions and wr tallty .o Ve
e ashamed of vourself.




SCOTT

The oy wILL some when youl e net the sucress vou
are uew. IL’'s a long road then. BeLwevn me. Why
urg the one wan who will walk on that road with

- "
_‘,"OL" b¢

SWT ~ POWKEOUSE -~ TIVING ROOM _NIGHT

cfnow Zalls outside the window.

Max sits in a vorner, a Large martinmi at his zide. Unread
manuscript on his lap. ¥Ye looks sad and drained, gazing out
czhe window.

Nancy atands in the doorway, looking at him,

NANCY

w

Daddy .

¥3X
Rello, puppst.

3he moves to hiwm.

NANCY
Ay Joesa’t Tom come arouad anywmanrs?

MAX
Oh, Wancy ... fshe siia aext b¢ =im, e nolda har)
... Tom aeeds some time for haimself.

N2ZNCY
Is he coming back?

MAX
T don’'t think so. You see Tom's the kind of fellow
who has to make his cwn way through life.

NANCY
Is he mad at us?

MAX .
No, honey ... Sometimes people just go away. They
have Lo grcew up and leave home ... I¢fll “appsn to
¥ TCO.

NANCY
Aror Daddy .. fa beabl ... T owigs im o oso
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MAX
{veads)

3 destiny that leads the #ngllish to ine Dukch ig
strange encugh; but oue that leads from Bpsom into
penngylvania, and thence into the ille that shut
in pltamont over the proud coral oy of the 2o0k,

and the soft smile of an angel...™
sax continues as we fade to...

TXT. . _CREERT NICGHT

Wdeon

% s omy o o ot A 3 wdE o e e Bl I
vom efandz. A fleld of perfiecr snars Traming oo

o CMAY. {V.Q.1 - - P S
W ... i# toucheéd by that dark miraclé of ‘chance
which makes new magic ia a dusty world ... Bach
noment is the fruiz of Zorcy thousand yeers. The
minute-winning days, like £10 EZ Lome Lo

"

death, and every moment I

[H

A iong, unbending dirt road through the Mojave desert.

wem atands outside a paltry diner, smeking a cigarette.

rnaide the diner, quiet people and their guiet lives.
But Tom s looking at scomething else.

Nown the rcad a piece is a campfire. Next Lo it is an old
truck, piled high with the thousand dreams of one family. a
wagabond family. "Okies"” fleeing the Dust Bowl for the
promised riches of fecund California.

P

o et e o PV R B . N
“he ramily huddles avcund che campfira

R T -
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STETER 1
b ie yound your city,
% e pound tihe Lown,
T mever see 2 friend I know,
L ramblin’ round, bovs,
go vamblin’ round.®

SYSTER 2
"My - sweetheart znd my parents,
I leit my old home town,
T'm out bo do the best I can,
As T go ramblin’ round,
28 I go rawblin’ round...*

They stop singing as Tom approaches, coming into the pool of
1ight cast by the campfire. gilence. Suspicion. A stranger
zppearing f£rom the darkness.

mam smiles and hands his flask to the fathexr. The father
drinks. Still wary. :

“om looks at them. Inkto their eyes. They're hungry. They'xe
scared.

A goycte Howls in the distance.:

Everywhers beyond the circle of light frcm the campiire Is
the impernetrable darkness of the desext.

TOM ‘ .
vou kpow, that song makes me think «f my Lrother
Grover. We grew up in Carolina, in a place calied
Asheville. A town completely surrounded by
mountains. And Grover always dreamed about what was
beyond the hills. Out there in the world...

And Tom is as he was always meant to be. At 1is best. At his
heart. A storyteller.

: TOM
Well, when he was about eight he found out. We
went to the St. Louis World’s Fair. And there was
so much magic for him there and it wasn’t long

~afore all his dreams came L“rue. ..

ne conrinues as we slowly fade back co...

—rp et mame

“NT. ‘ MAL‘'S STULY NIGHT

way conelidss weading to Nancy. Touisze now stands in the dook
vatazing.
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CRX

s, nsd live a men vhe I3 werighing in the pelar
night, ae chought of the rich meadows of his youth:

=lum “vea, and ripe grain. Why hexe?

e L -, i -
the corn, the plur

o Lest.*

O VI - [y .
& LmOTg L8 D0CH.

LaS

MaX
More LomoLICEW?
NENCY
Flezse.
MaX
asod night, zuppet.
.ceg ner and she staxts to go oil to Led. 3
hack Lo Max:

7

HANCY
vou know, some of Tom’'s LOCK goes ~ver dJdy aead. T
2emc i know what it all means ... But I know it

Tesns 3omaetnling.

- e
)
e cdoeky

Max smiles, at this moment quite proud <
leaves.

LR G g S o e FRe “ o
ceuige oo Lo MaRX, ¢ Lakeg nex land.

pur

MAX
vou've raised five wondexful girls, Louise.

ra kiszes naexy nand.

INT. SEATTLE HOTEL DAY

rom cirides sazcugh a hctel lobby wizh a Reporzer. The
Reporter scribbles madly.

TCM
; think Fitzgerald has a great bock ahead of
tE ono vead it You zell vour mazder

w. Loosntn o wal

ﬁhatu~

e

m~

He soddenly stops. DILEZY.

<
R
{laughs) ... Too asuch = gkt

disn’ bowrlte that! You

fon

s Azaghier. Jancy

=
P
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Hen -- wibh 30 WEImlNng wWlatsotvern oo Tom coLlapses. =

nard. Unconsclous.

INT. . MAX' S CFFICE DAY

Max Sz at work, f£lipping through some galleya.

Tl

foda

g secrerary’s volce sournds on the intsrcom.

SRCRETARY (V.0.)
wyr. Perkinsg, you have call ... from Tom's mobher.

Max is surprised. And immediately concerned, He picks up the
~hone on his desk.

MaY
Mrs. Wolfe...?

LiNT. . JOHNS HOEKINS HOSPITAL -- WAITING ROOM DAY

way sits with Tom’s family.

They are all big, country people but for Tom' s diminutive
nother. Hex comforts her.

TOM’ 5 MOTEER ‘
. mukerculecsis of the brain? Who even heard of
such a thing? Doesn’'t even seem real., To be brought
low oy such a tihing... :

MaY
‘“hey' re doing everything they waa..

. TOM'S MOTHER
Who would credit it? Who would credit it now?

- MAX
what's that?

TOM'S MOTHER
That it would happen here. Of all places. Here.

-{ax doesn’t understand.

TOM’ S MOTHER
rom’s farher died in this hospital, just down the
vall ... It’s like Tom’s whole life is lecading
nim, like a viver, back to his father.

i

QOPERATING THEATER SAY

s
Pl

g oomvrgeen. stands over om. Medical sitafl oo onitandance.
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The surgeci prepaves and vheun Crephines Tom's s
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Lranial fluid spurte acress the opevating theater I \
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sue surgeon turns his face to the gide, a nurge gwabs him
slezn. He returns to surgery.

T, THONE BOO0TH -- HOSPITAL CORRIDOR NIGHT

ENa . . o 1 ” - Jae e ~ P “ —‘n‘m - g -
waw Lis very thankful for the guist privacy of a

e Foor of the hooth is sghub. The Welfe familv and others
B ; s o
WA almost crambliineg.

{on phone]
.. vrhe surgeon gsaid his brain was ... fiiiled with
comars. Myriads of tumeors. That’s the word he uszed
ngpyriads* ... I think Tom would iike that.

TOULSE
(¥.0. an phone)
Max, -dear, lel me Jume SCWIL. .

MAY
{on phone)
Mo, you stay with Nancy. You ghould -- ah -- yeu
know -- prepare her. She always loved Tom most ...
maerse’s nothing they can do, you see. It’'s a matter
~f weeks. He might regain consciousness, he might
mot . Most likely not. It’s so goddamn awful ...

He refuses to give ilnto tears.

MAX
{on phone}

‘~u remember that dinner -- that first dimner at
car Temege? I ocazn’t step thizking about in. Thac
aight he said to me ... “You are wy island.
fverything else is ocean.® ... I can’t stop

fnking that he's out there on that ccean now.
Lost and 211 alone.

T
It
P
[}

¢

- 2 T S . L TR ;
72 is hunchos o 0 oe shone booch

”
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com ies in med. Tarely alive. Xis breath is 2 whisper.
wie nead a23 reen bandaged.

o oopers hls eys

U

iong moment as he watches a nurse writing on hisg chart. He
2rruggles to speak, He can’t. The nurze finishes writing on
she chart. Tom tries to speak., The nurse hegin o leave. Tom
wilis himself to speak:

TOM
No...
she stops. Goes to kim.
NURSE
®r. Walfe, dom’t try to speak...
TCM
‘?en » b % ‘.'ilt . ®
v NURSE .
1'm sorry? '
TOM
Penwcil.
NURSE

Oh ro, I'm sorry, Mr. Welfe. ¥ou just lie shill.
I'1l get the doctor.

mem Locks at her with desperxation.
TOM
Pen-cil.

something in his profound need convinces her. The Nurse gets
a pencil and a haspital note pad. Hands them to Tom.

NURSE
Pizase don'lt exert yourself...

she no “onger exists for him. Everything important in the
wesld i3 in ais hands now, He slowly begins to writes, with
21 Aiificulty, every woid a struggle, nis nand unsteady.

a4 we healx:
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mear Max ... L've oot a hunoh ... rnd T owanted Lo
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eanin’ Hdome® continues...

e vills really do surreound agreville, Nerth Czyolina. It s
c~wz in oa bowl of mountaizs.

max stands with Loulse at & Sigtance. han he moves way from
t ln)

]
Exactly ag he hed during Tomw's: 1ifatime, Max 3tays Lo tle
sackground.

! Ta zrareg oot the window iz s
-5 New York sweeps througir vhe aicht.

T OERKINS TCWNECTSE ,__ DAY

*goin’ Home® continues...
wex =od Doulse enter, carrying gulitcases.
Nancy is waiting.

Ag are the other four pexrking daughters. Some of their
husbands, and now children, as well.

rax ‘s surprised, and deeply ~suched, oo rese hiem.

ey move to Iim, walcoming aim, embraciog AL, nriaging aim
cewfont. His family.
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THE GPIZAT CGRYISEY,

ns at the begimnming of the stoyy, we are locking at the spine
~f a bock. We move along a shelf of books. Even more
impressive a0W.

TRIS SIDE OF LARADISE ... TEE BEAUTIFUL AND DAMNED .
TENDER IS THE NIGHT ... THE SUN ALSO RISES ... A FAREWELL TO

ERMS ... GREEN HILLS OF AFRICA ... FOR WHOM THE BELL TOLLS

... THE YEARLING ... LOOK HOMEWARD, ANGEL ... OF TIME AND TEE
RIVER...

2criteh ... seritch ... scritch ...

Max is at his desk. Zditing. Hard at work. Content,
A clerk from the mailroom enters with & stack of mail.

_ | MATTROOM  CLERK
Afternoon, Mr. Perkins.

Max
rfreynoon, James.

Max leans ook and £2ips through His mail. Something catchss
his eye.

A letter.
He stares at the envelope, absolutely stunned.

He recognizes the handwritiang on the envelope. It’s from Tom.
Thae return address is Jchns Hopkins Hospital.

Max carefully sets the letter in che center of his desk. He
just looks at it.

Taen ne rises, shuks als office Aocr, aad returns o his
Aesk. #e sits and stares at the letter. He pushes his lat a
Tittle Further back on his head.

e gazes ab nhe letter, sreparing nimself. He finally reazches
o open it. He aotlces bls inds ave shaking.

wiope and prlts oub the ety sages UIom
i pad.
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. 2 T owanbed to
Tivae made g woyage and been ta a abrange
country, ‘e seen che Jaxk man very 2lcse; anc
v Jon't think I was too much sfraid cf him...
suf T want most desperately to iive. I want to see
vou again, Lor rhere iz such Impossible angquish and

-egret for all I can never say to you,
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