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THE HUDSUCKER PROXY
BLACK
No i mage. A bleak WND MOANS. HQOLD.
Wth a STING NG CHORD we - -
CUT TGO

CI TY SKYLINE - N GHT (Cl RCA 1958)
Lights twnkle. Snow falls. The WND MOANS.
After a beat, the voice of an elderly black nman:

NARRATOR (V. Q)
The's right... New York.

We are TRACKI NG H GH THROUGH t he ni ght sky. Fromthe
streets far bel ow we hear the sounds of TRAFFIC nuffl ed
by the falling snow, and the DI STANT sound of many

VO CES SI N NG

We are DRI FTI NG AMONG t he buil di ngs; the tops of
skyscrapers slip by left and right.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
It's 1958 -- anyway, for a few no'
mnutes it is. Conme mdnight it's
gonna be 1959. A whol e 'nother
feelin'. The New Year. The
future...

The SING NG a little MORE AUDI BLE, but still not close,
is "Auld Lang Syne."

NARRATOR (V. Q)
Yeah ol e daddy Earth fixin
to start one no' trip 'round the
sun, an' evvybody hopin' this
ride '"round be a little no' giddy,
alittle no' gay...

W are MOVING I N TOMRDS a particul ar skyscraper. At
its top is alarge illum nated cl ock.

NARRATCOR (V. Q)
Yep. . .

We hear a SERI ES OF POPPI NG sounds.
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 1

NARRATOR (V. Q)
: Al'l over town chanpagne corks
IS a-poppin'.

A big band WALTZ M XES UP on the track.

NARRATCOR (V. Q)
... Over in the Waldorf the big
shots is dancin' to the strains of
@Quy Lonmbardo... Down in Tines
Square the little folks is
a-watchin' and a-waitin' fo' that
big ball to drop..

The LOVBARDO MJSI C gi ves way to the CHANTI NG of a
distant CROAD: "Sixty! Fifty-nine!l Fifty-eight!"

NARRATOR (V. Q)
They all tryin' to catch holt a
one nonent of tine...

The CHANTI NG has M XED back DOAMN AGAI N TO | eave only the
WND. Still TRACKING IN TOMRD the top of the skyscraper
we begin to hear the TICK of its enornmous CLOCK. The
clock reads a mnute to twelve. Above it, in neon, a
conpany's nane: "HUDSUCKER I NDUSTRIES." Belowit, in
neon, the conpany's notto: "THE FUTURE IS NOW"

NARRATOR (V. O.)

... to be able to say -- 'Right
nowl This is it! | got it!’
"Course by then it'll be past.

(nore cheerful ly)
But they all happy, evvybody havin
a good tine.

W are MOVING I N ON a darkened pent house w ndow next
to the clock. The w ndow starts to open.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
... Well, alnost evvybody. They's
a fewlost souls floatin' 'round
out there..

A young man is craw ing out of the wi ndow onto the |edge.
Wth the opening of the wi ndow, "AULD LANG SYNE" filters
out with greater vol une.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
This one's Norvill e Barnes.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:  (2)

The man gingerly straightens up on the ledge. He is
perhaps in his late twenties. He wears a | eather apron.
Printed on the apron: "HUDSUCKER MAI L ROOM The Future
is Now. "

He | ooks with nervous determ nation into the void.

NARRATOR (V. Q.)
... Let's nove in for a closer
| ook.
The CAMERA obliges. W TRACK IN SLOAY, ENDI NG VERY
CLCSE

NARRATOR (V. Q)

That office he jes stepped out
of is the office of the president
of Hudsucker Industries. |It's his
of fice...

Norvill e sways in anguish as the TICKING of the CLOCK
grows | ouder and the WND blows in his face.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
... How d he get so high? An" why
is he feelin' so low? 1Is he really
gonna do it -- is Norville really
gonna jelly up the sidewal k?

Norville is tensing his body, peering out over the |edge,
preparing to nake a swan dive into oblivion -- but

the CAMERA' S conti nued MOVEMENT is LOSI NG hi m FROM FRAME.
We are MOVING I N ON the enornous CLOCK, whose MECHANI CAL
THRUM becones very | oud indeed.

NARRATOR (V. Q)
Well the future, that's sonething
you can't never tell about...

The second hand of the clock is nearing the twelve --
bare seconds to mdnight. D stant CHANTING from Ti nes
Square M XES UP. "Nine! Eight! Seven!"
NARRATOR (V. Q)
But the past... That's another
story...
OVER BLACK

The HUM of the CLOCK SI NKS UNDER t he H SS of an Al RBRAKE
and GRI NDI NG GEARS as we. ..

CUT TGO



DESTI NATI ON DI SPLAY 2

On the front of a bus just rocking to a halt. The dis-
pl ay says "MJINCI E- NEW YORK. "

LI NE OF BAGS

is being set out on the pavenent. A nman with the cuffs
of a redcap uniformsw ngs one into the f.g.:

It has a sticker on it: CLASS OF '58, and bel ow an
illustration of crossed right and | eft hands, their

t hunbs hooked and fingers spread |like wings: MJCIE
COLLEGE OF BUSI NESS ADM NI STRATI ON.

After a beat the hand of its clainmant ENTERS to pick it up.
DI SSCLVE TO

STREET 3

FOLLON NG the bag as its owner carries it down the
street. He pauses, sets it down.

YOUNG MAN

Fresh-faced, eager -- NORVILLE BARNES. He is gazing off
at :

VESSELS EMPLOYMENT ACGENCY

The sign is over a ground floor office; an exterior clock
shows 9:00. A curtain is just being pulled openinits
picture window to reveal a great job board. It is like
the departures board in a great train station, with each
of its individual entries flipping over occasionally to
reveal a new opportunity. On offer are jobs like: PASTRY
CHEF, STEAMFI TTER, LAY-QUT MAN, GRAVED GGER, etc.

REVERSE

On the small crowd gathered to, like Norville, watch the
board -- nen in search of jobs, of various classes and
vocations, but alike in their intent gaze, their hands
dug into their pockets, their hats pushed back on their
heads, bobbi ng occasionally to get a better view of the
chattering board. Men occasionally head for the office
as they see a prospect they like.

Norvill e stands pat, watchi ng.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3
H S POV
An entry flips over to reveal EXECUTIVE VI CE PRESI DENT.

NORVI LLE
He bri ghtens.

BOARD
We PAN ALONG t he executive entry to EXPERI ENCE REQUI RED.

NORVI LLE
He frowns.

Around him the crowd is thinning out as nen trot into
apply for their respective jobs.

We see other entries: JUNI OR EXECUTI VE. PAN TO EXPERI ENCE
ONLY. EXECUTI VE MANAGER. .. MJST HAVE EXPERI ENCE. BUSI NESS-
MAN. . . EXPERI ENCED

The CROSS- CUTTI NG ENDS in a wash of SUPER-1 MPCSI Tl ONS
PANNI NG OVER Norviille, now al one on the sidewal k:
EXPERI ENCED ONLY... EXPERI ENCED... EXPERI ENCED. . .
EXPERI ENCED. . .

CUT TGO

CLCSE SHOT - EXECUTI VE 4

A m ddl e- aged, nousy-|ooking man in a conservative

suit and wire-rimmed spectacles is addressing his renmarks
to soneone O S. Behind the Executive we see only

the skyline of New York City.

EXECUTI VE
-- Soin the third quarter we saw
no signs of weakening. W're up
18 percent over last year's third
guarter gross and, needl ess to say,
that's a new record. ..

TRACKI NG
DOMN t he LENGTH OF the board roomtabl e. Executives |ine
either side. W are APPROACHI NG the nman at the far end

of the table, to whomthe report is being directed.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

He is late m ddl e-aged, dressed expensively but conserva-
tively, his attention smlingly fixed on the Executive
who drones on.

EXECUTI VE
... The conpetition continues to
flag and we continue to take up
the slack. Market share in nost
divisions is increasing and we've
opened seven new regional offices..

The TRACK has ENDED IN a CLOSEUP of the man at the end
of the table, who still smles benignantly at the
droni ng Executive. The smle is serene, al nobst other-
wordly. This is WARI NG HUDSUCKER

REPORTI NG EXECUTI VE
He drones on.

EXECUTI VE
... Qur international division
has al so shown vi gorous upward
nmovenent in the past six nonths
and we're | ooking at sone exciting
things in R&D. ..

The CAMERA SLOALY PANS OFF the droni ng Executive as the
big man's attention apparently wanders; we FRAVE UP ON
the picture wi ndow skyline of New York

EXECUTI VE (V. Q)
Sub-franchising. Don't talk to ne
about sub-franchising; we're making
so nmuch noney in sub-franchising
it isn't even funny.

FOLDED- BACK WANT ADS

A hand wth pencil goes down a list of positions, ticking
each one: STREETSWEEPER -- EXPERI ENCED; LI NOTYPE MAN - -
EXPERI ENCED; CANTOR ( REFORM) -- EXPERI ENCED; SPARRI NG
PARTNER - - EXPERI ENCED

W DER

Norville, sitting at a coffeeshop counter, sets the pen-
cil down. H s chin is sunk disconsolately into his palm
Hi s hat is pushed back dejectedly on his head. He idly

stirs his coffee with his spoon.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

He takes one |l ast gulp of the coffee, then sets the cup
down on the want ads, stands, and digs into his pocket
for change, turning it inside-out.

CLOSE ON COUNTER

As Norville puts all his change on the counter. His
hand hesitates; he takes a little of it back. He
LEAVES FRAME.

A waotress's hand ENTERS fromthe far side of the
counter. She clears away the saucer, then the cup --
whi ch has been resting on the want ads. It |eaves

a perfect brown circle around one entry:

THE FUTURE | S NOW
Start building yours at
Hudsucker I ndustries.
Low pay. Long Hours.
NO EXPERI ENCE NECESSARY
Appl y Personnel,
285 Madi son Avenue.

As we hear the COFFEESHOP DOOR OPENING O S., a draft
wafts the sheet of newspaper off the counter and OUT
OF FRAME.

NEW YORK CI TY SKYLI NE

Agai n LOOKI NG THROUGH the WNDOW as, O S., the reporting
Executive drones on.

EXECUTI VE (O. S.)
... Qur owned-and-operateds are
perform ng far above expectations
both here and abroad, and the
Federal Tax Act of 1958 is giving
us a swell witeoff on our plant
and heavies. ..

WARI NG HUDSUCKER

| ooks dreami|ly out the window. His attention returns to
t he droni ng Executive and the benignant snile returns
to his |ips.

EXECUTI VE
: The news in the noney market
isn't good -- it's excellent...

CUT TGO



NCRVI LLE' S BACK 6

He wal ks dejectedly down the street, hands shoved into
hi s pockets.

A sheet of newspaper eddies |INTO FRAME. The wind tosses
it this way and that.

Slap! -- It plasters against another pedestrian, who bats
it away.

The newspaper eddi es around sonme nore, then plasters
agai nst Norville.

He peels it off and is about to toss it away but stops,
noti ci ng sonet hi ng.

NEWSPAPER SCRAP

It is a section of the want ads. One entry is perfectly
circled by a coffee stain.

BACK TO NORVI LLE

He | ooks up fromthe paper. There is purpose in his gaze.
Wnd whips his hair.

CUT TGO

CLOSE SHOT - WARI NG HUDSUCKER 4

As the Executive drones on, O S., Hudsucker is carefully
w ndi ng his wistwatch.

EXECUTI VE (O. S.)
... Qur nom nees and assigns continue
to multi ply and expand extendi ng our
i nfl uence regionally, nationally
and globally. So, third quarter
and year-to-date, we've set a new
record for sales..

Hudsucker | ooks up fromhis watch, smles, runs his
pal ns back over his fringe of hair.

EXECUTI VE (O S.)
new record in gross..

Hudsucker pulls his sleeve cuffs to expose just the
ri ght anount under the suit.

EXECUTI VE (O S.)
new record in pre-tax earnings..

( CONTI NUED)
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Hudsucker takes one puff fromhis cigar and carefully
sets it in his ashtray.

EXECUTI VE (O. S.)
new record in after-tax profit...

He deliberately unstraps his wistwatch and | ooks at
its face.

The sweep second hand is starting the |ast revol ution
that will end at precisely noon.

EXECUTI VE (O. S.)
and our stock has split twce
this year...

Hudsucker | ays the watch carefully on the table.

EXECUTI VE (O S.)
In short...

Savoring a pause, the Executive |ooks around the board
tabl e.

EXECUTI VE
we' re | oaded.

This draws an appreciative chuckle fromthe board. It
is cut off by:

HUDSUCKER
Ahem . .

The board turns expectantly to Hudsucker, who sits in the
f.g. Beyond himis the length of the board table and the
| arge picture wwndow. He rises to his feet, slowy and
del i berately, and rubs his pal ns together.
He swings his chair out.
He steps up onto the chair.
The board stares.
He steps up fromthe chair onto the board table.
The heads of the board nenbers swing up in unison
Hudsucker is FRAMED FROM M D- TORSO DOMN. He shakes the
tension | oose fromeach | eg, then waggles both arns
dangling at his sides, |like an athlete preparing for a
sprint.
EXECUTI VE
M. Hudsucker?
10.

CLGCSE ON WANT ADS



The circl ed ad:

THE FUTURE | S NOW
Start buil ding yours at
Hudsucker | ndustri es.
Low pay. Long Hours.
NO EXPERI ENCED NECESSARY
Appl y Personnel,
285 Madi son Avenue

The hand hol di ng the paper DROPS AVWAY and we TILT UP

as Norville wal ks AWAY FROM us into the b.g., towards
the office building across the street. Its street nunber
tops its inposing entryway in large gilt letters: 285.

We continue TILTING UP the length of the skyscraper, to
reveal a huge clock capping its facade. Above the clock
is the identification "HUDSUCKER | NDUSTRI ES." Bel ow t he
clock is the notto "THE FUTURE | S NOW "

The huge cl ock's sweep second hand is just approaching
the position that will nake the tine 12: 00 sharp.

ANOTHER ANGLE 9

As the second hand hits the twelve, the CLOCK TCOLLS,
the board room W NDOW SHATTERS and Wari ng Hudsucker
cones flying out.

HUDSUCKER
Aaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh. .

SECRETARI AL AREA 8

Somewhere in the Hudsucker Building. A secretary sits
typing next to an open wi ndow, finished pages sitting
stacked beside her. As we hear ANOTHER TOLL of the CLOCK

HUDSUCKER
. . . Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhh. .

As Hudsucker shoots past the window, his draft sends the
stack of papers wafting this way and that. As the secre-
tary turns to | ook out the wi ndow, FREEZE FRAME (wafti ng
papers have their notion arrested) and SUPER A TI TLE.

TRACKI NG 9
W TH Hudsucker, the building slipping by behind him As
he yells he calmy runs his pal ns back over his fringe of

hair. The CLOCK TOLLS
FREEZE FRAME and SUPER A TI TLE.



10

10

11

11.
HOT DOG VENDOR 10

on the street, handing a steamng frank to a custoner who
i s handi ng hi msonme change. As we hear the APPRCOACH NG
HUDSUCKER, both nmen | ook up. As the CLOCK TOLLS:

FREEZE FRAME and SUPER A TI TLE.

PASSERBY ON SI DEWALK

The man, wearing a fedora, is in the f.g. of an EXTREME
LOW ANGLE whose b.g. is the bottomthree or four stories
of the Hudsucker Buil di ng.

The passerby reacts to the approaching yell, |ooking up
just as Hudsucker ENTERS FRANME.

FREEZE FRAME to suspend Hudsucker a good twenty feet
above the sidewal k, arns and | egs splayed, comcally
arrested. The passerby is frozen in an attitude of
surprise and di sbelief.

SUPER the title of the film THE HUDSUCKER PROXY.

UNFREEZE t o send Hudsucker plunmeting THROUGH t he FRAME
to his rendezvous with the sidewal k, BELOW FRAME

DUTCH ANGLE 10

The Hudsucker Building lists up into the distance. A
woman in a fancy fruited hat wwth a black veil rises

| NTO FRAME AT an OPPQOSI NG SLANT. Looki ng down at the
si dewal k, she sends two di smayed hands to her cheek
and screeeeeeeeeans.

DI SSOLVE THROUGH TO

EXT. TOP FLOOR 11

Wth the LAST TOLL of the CLOCK punctuating the CUT, we

are FLOATING I N TOMRDS the shattered board room wi ndow.

The woman's SCREAM on the street bel ow is FAINT, ECHO NG
M XI NG | NTO t he sound of an APPROACH NG S| REN

THROUGH t he wi ndow we see the BOARD MEMBERS stil |

sitting around the table, paralyzed in attitudes of
horror and disbelief. Al stare at the shattered w ndow
inthe f.qg.

At the far end of the table, Hudsucker's chair is enpty
and oddly askew. H's cigar still snokes in its ashtray.
There are dust footprints down the mddle of the |ong
oak table.

( CONTI NUED)
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12.
CONTI NUED: 11

One Executive sits with a plumng cigarette held half-
way to his nouth; another holds a carafe suspended on its
way to his water glass; another holds his spectacles

i nches fromhis nose.

We hear only the HUM of the HUDSUCKER CLOCK

SI D MUSSBURGER ENTERS FRAME at the window. He is a tal
m ddl e- aged executive with | ean and rugged good | ooks and
a conmandi ng presence.

He knocks a | ast piece of glass out of the sill with his
knuckl e, | ooks out, grunts, and draws his head back in.

The CAMERA FOLLOAS him I NTO the room The other board
menbers' heads swivel to watch him all staring,
searching desperately for sone hint as to the fate of
their fallen | eader. Apparently, sonme absurd hope still
| i ngers.

Mussbur ger perches on the board table by his own chair.
He reaches over to pluck the snoking cigar fromthe
sui ci de's ashtray.

MUSSBURGER
Pity to waste a whole Mnte Cristo.

The ot her board nenbers unfreeze, their worst fears
confi rned.

AN EXECUTI VE
He coul d' ve opened the w ndow.

ELDERLY EXECUTI VE
Wari ng Hudsucker never did anything
the easy way.

ADDI SON
My God, why?! Wiy did he do it?!
Thi ngs were going so wel|!

MUSSBURGER
What am | a headshrinker? Mybe the
man was unhappy.

ADDI SON
He didn't | ook unhappy!

EXECUTI VE
Yeah, well, he didn't | ook rich.

( CONTI NUED)
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13.
(2) 11

ELDERY EXECUTI VE

Wari ng Hudsucker was never an easy
man to figure out.

(rem ni sci ng)
He built this conpany with his
bare hands. Every step he took
was a step up. Except of course
this | ast one.

MUSSBURGER
Sure, sure, he was a swell guy,
but when the president, chairman
of the board and hol der of
ei ghty-seven percent of the
conpany's stock drops forty-four
floors --

PRECI SE EXECUTI VE
Forty-five --

ELDERY EXECUTI VE
Counting the nezzanine --

MUSSBURGER
-- Then the conpany has a problem
Stillson, what exactly is the
di sposition of Waring's stock?

STI LLSON
Well, as you know, Hud |eft no
wll and had no famly. The

conpany bylaws are quite clear
inthat event. His entire
portfolio wll be converted to
common stock and wll be sold
over the counter as of the first
of the fiscal year follow ng his
dem se.

MUSSBURGER
Meani ng?

STI LLSON
Meani ng sinply that Waring's stock,
and control of the conpany, wll
be available to the public on
January first.

MUSSBURGER
You nmean to tell me that any slob
inasnmelly T-shirt will be able

to buy Hudsucker stock?

Stillson shrugs.

( CONTI NUED)



11

CONTI NUED:

14.

(3) 11
STI LLSON
The conpany byl aws are quite
cl ear.
ADDI SON

My God! You're animals! How can
you di scuss his stock when the man
has just |eapt forty-five floors --

PRECI SE EXECUTI VE
Forty-four --

ELDERLY EXECUTI VE
-- Not counting the nezzani ne.

MUSSBURGER
Quit showboating, Addison, the
man i s gone. The question now
is whether we're going to |let
John Q Public waltz in and buy
87 percent of our conpany.

Pl PE- SMOKI NG EXECUTI VE
What're you suggesting, Sidney?
Certainly we can't afford to buy
a controlling interest.

MUSSBURGER
Not while the stock is this strong.
How | ong before Hud' s paper hits
t he market?

STI LLSON
January first.

AN EXECUTI VE
Thirty days.

ANOTHER EXECUTI VE
Four weeks.

ADDI SON
A nonth at the nost.

MUSSBURGER
One nmonth to make the bl ue-chip
i nvestment of the century | ook
like a round-trip ticket on the
Titanic.

AN EXECUTI VE
W play up the fact that Hud is
dead.

( CONTI NUED)
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15.
(4) 11

ALL
(i n unison)
Long live the Hud!!

ANOTHER EXECUTI VE
We depress the stock --

YET ANOTHER EXECUTI VE
-- to the point where we can buy
fifty-percent.

PRECI SE EXECUTI VE
Fifty-one.

ELDERLY EXECUTI VE
Not counting the nezzani ne.

CAUTI QUS EXECUTI VE
It could work.

OPTI M STI C EXECUTI VE
It shoul d work.

PRACT| CAL EXECUTI VE
It woul d work.

MUSSBURGER

(at ticker tape

machi ne)
It's working already. Waring
Hudsucker is abstract art on Madi son
Avenue. Al we need nowis a new
president who will inspire rea
pani ¢ in our stockhol ders.

ENTHUSI ASTI C EXECUTI VE
Yeah, a puppet!

ANOTHER EXECUTI VE
A proxy!

YET ANOTHER EXECUTI VE
A pawn!

Mussburger strides across the roomfromthe stil
CHATTERI NG Tl CKER TAPE MACHI NE and | owers hinself into
Wari ng Hudsucker's chair. He takes a last puff fromhis

ci gar and

slow y exhal es a cl oud of snpke.

MUSSBURGER
Sure, sure. Sone jerk we can
real ly push around.

CUT TGO
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13

14

16.

OM TTED 12
&
13
SW NG NG STEEL DOCRS 14

that read, "MAILROOM " They burst open as Norville, who
wears a mail clerk's |eather apron, inprinted: HUDSUCKER
MAI LROOM The Future is Now. The hellish mailroomis
criss-crossed by pipes that emt H SSING jets of STEAM

As he wheels a piled-high mail cart down the aisle,
Norville is acconpani ed by an orientati on AGENT who
bell ows at hi mover the clanor and roar of nmany nen
| aboring in the bowels of a great corporation.

AGENT
You punch in at 8:30 every norning
except you punch in at 7:30
follow ng a business holiday
unless it's a Monday and then
you punch in at eight o'clock!
You punch in at 7:45 whenever we
wor k extended day and you punch
out at the regular tinme unless
you' ve worked t hrough | unch!

NORVI LLE
What ' s exte--

AGENT
Punch in |ate and they dock yal!

Peopl e on either side bellow at Norville and stuff
envel opes and packages under his el bows, into his
pockets, under his chin, between his clenched teeth, etc.

FI RST SCREAMER
This goes to seven! M. Mituszak!
Ur gent !

AGENT
Incom ng articles, get a voucher!
Qutgoing articles, provide a
voucher! Move any article
wi t hout a voucher and they dock

ya!

SECOND SCREAMER
Take this up to the secretari al
pool on three! Right away! Don't
break it!

( CONTI NUED)
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17.
14

AGENT
Letter size a green voucher!
Fol der size a yell ow voucher!
Parcel size a maroon voucher!

THI RD SCREAMER
This one's for Mrgatross! Chop
chop!

AGENT
Wong col or voucher and they dock
yal Si x-seven-ei ght - seven- zer o-
four - ni ner-al pha-sl ash-six! That
is your enployee nunber! It wll
not be repeated! Wthout your
enpl oyee nunber you cannot cash
your paycheck!

FOURTH SCREAMER
This goes up to twenty-seven! If
there's no one there bring it
down to eighteen! Have 'em sign
the waiver! DON T COVE BACK
DOMN HERE W THOUT A SI GNED
WAl VER! !

AGENT
Inter-office mail is code 37!
| NTRA-of fice nail is 37-dash- 3!
Qutside mail is 3-dash 37! Code
it wong and they dock ya!

FI FTH SCREAMER
| was supposed to have this on
twenty-eight ten m nutes ago!
Cover for ne!

AGENT
Thi s has been your orientation!
| s there anything you do not
understand? |Is there anything
you understand only partially?
| f you have not been fully-
oriented -- if there is sonething
you do not understand in all of
its particulars you nust file a

conplaint with personnel! File
a faulty conplaint... and they
dock ya!

CUT TGO
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18.
NCRVI LLE 15

standing in front of a shelf of cubbyholes. As we FOLLOW
his hand drawing an 8 X 10 envel ope across the |ine of

al phabeti zed mail slots. The envelope is addressed to
Max Kl oppitt, Jr.

NORVI LLE
(nmuttering to
hi nsel f)
... Bring it down to fif(?)..
fifteen... sign the voucher, uh,
wai ver... cover for M. Anatole...
he's a swell guy... Morgatross..

He was on, uh..

He i s COASTI NG ACRCSS the "K' mail slots, finally COVES
TO Max Kl oppitt, Sr. H's hand noves to the next slot,
Max Kl oppitt, Jr. This slot is half the size of all the
others. The envelope will not fit in.

He frowns.

He is about to fold the envel ope, but notices sonething
stanped in red on its face. DO NOT FOLD.

Norville frowns. As he stares at the envel ope, we see
envel opes swi shing across the f.g., whipping one by one
in rapid succession, left to right.

CLOSEUP - ANCI ENT SORTER

An old man sitting at the adjacent shelf, sorting mail

Wt hout ever even |ooking up, with a constant hi gh-speed

back and forth flicking of his right hand, he is whisking
pi eces of mail one by one out of the pile of mail in his

| eft hand.

ANCI ENT SORTER S SHELF
As his letters fly furiously but neatly into their mai
sl ot s.
NORVI LLE
He rai ses his voice over the mailroomdin:
NORVI LLE
Say, what do you do when the

envel ope is too big for the slot?

The ANCI ENT SORTER considers this as he conti nues
whi sking his nail

( CONTI NUED)



15

19.
CONTI NUED: 15

ANCI ENT SORTER
Wll... if yafold "em they
fire ya...

Whi sk. Wi sk. Wi sk

ANCI ENT SORTER
| usually throw 'em out.

Norville takes out a pencil and wites on the face of
t he envel ope:
| NSERT - LETTER
Dear M. Kloppit,
Pl ease give this letter to your son
Thank you,
Norvi |l | e Barnes.
After a nonment he adds:

Your friend in the mailroom

BACK TO SCENE

NORVI LLE
(tal king as he
writes)
Just got hired today!

ANCI ENT SORTER
Terrific.

NORVI LLE
Ya know, entry |evel!

ANCI ENT SORTER
Tell me about it.

NORVI LLE
| got big ideas, though!

ANCI ENT SORTER
"' m sure you do.

NORVI LLE
For instance, take a |look at this
sweet baby. ..

( CONTI NUED)
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Norville is taking an envel ope from his pocket and
handing it to the Ancient Sorter.

NORVI LLE
you | ook |ike you can keep a
secret. ..

The Ancient Sorter is pulling a ragged piece of paper
fromthe envel ope. On the paper is a crudely-drawn
circle.

NORVI LLE
Sonet hing | devel oped nysel f.
Yessir, this is ny ticket upstairs.

The Ancient Sorter |ooks questioningly fromthe circle
to Norville.

NORVI LLE
(expl ai ns)
You know, for kids!

The Ancient Sorter nods with feigned understandi ng as
Norvill e takes the paper back.

ANCI ENT SORTER
Terrific.

NORVI LLE
So ya see, | won't be in the
mai | room | ong.

ANCI ENT SORTER
(deadpan)
Nooo, | don't guess you wll be.

He resunes his sorting.

NORVI LLE
How | ong' ve you been down here?

ANCI ENT SORTER
Forty-eight years...

Whi sk. Wi sk.

ANCI ENT SORTER
... Next year they nove nme up to
parcel s. ..

Whi sk. Wi sk. Wi sk
ANCI ENT SORTER

If 1'm]lucky. ( | NUED)
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A BELL CLANGS.
The PUBLI C ADDRESS SYSTEM SPUTTERS to life.

PUBLI C ADDRESS SYSTEM (V. Q)
Attention Hudsucker enpl oyees.
We regretfully announce that at
12: 01 this afternoon, Hudsucker
ti me, Waring Hudsucker, Founder,
President, and Chairman of the
Board of Hudsucker | ndustries,
merged with the infinite. To mark
this occasion of corporate |oss,
we ask that all enployees observe
a nonent of silent contenplation.

Al HUBBUB ABRUPTLY STOPS and t he sounds of HEAVY
MACHI NERY, H SSI NG STEAM PI PES, and GENERATORS W ND DOV
TO | eave total SILENCE. After a nonent:

PUBLI C ADDRESS SYSTEM (V. Q)
Thank you for your kind
attention. This nonent has been
dul y-noted on your tinme cards and
w || be deducted from your pay.
That is all.

The MACHI NERY GROANS back | NTO ACTI ON and the peopl e
return to their jobs just as:

A STEAM VH STLE SCREECHES.
ALARM BELLS go OFF.
From t he PUBLI C ADDRESS SYSTEM

PUBLI C ADDRESS SYSTEM (V. Q.)
"Blue letter! Blue letter!'

The mail roomis thrown into pandenoni um

VARI QUS VO CES
Blue letter...! It's a blue
letter...! They're bringing down
a blue letter!

One MAN spins to face the CAMERA, his hands pressed
over his ears. STEAM JETS and HI SSES behi nd hi m

MAN
Blue letter!

Animated for the first tine:

( CONTI NUED)
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ANCI ENT SORTER
Junpin' Jehosephat, a blue letter!

Mail carts and other paraphernalia are abruptly swept
out of the crowded aisle to forma clear path running
down to an elevator in the b.g.

Wth a SIREN SOUND, a |ight above the el evator goes on.
The el evator door sweeps open. It reveals a wall into
whi ch a four-foot high hinged door is set.

Thi s door swi ngs open and an old dwarf energes: dd
man HUTCHI NSON, the boss of the mailroom He energes
fromthe blinding light of the interior of the el evator.
He is holding aloft a letter.

He takes | oping drawf strides down the aisle.

CLOSEUP - LETTER

TRACKI NG ON |l etter as Hutchinson bears it along. In
the b.g., the faces that the letter passes are agog.

CROSSCUT t he approaching blue letter WTH.  Norville
and the Ancient Sorter.

BACK TO SCENE

The Ancient Sorter is |leaning over to whisper into
Norville's ear.

ANCI ENT SORTER
It's a blue letter... top, top
| evel ... confidential
communi cati on between the brass..
usual ly bad news... they hate
blue letters upstairs... Hate 'em

Norvill e gul ps.

HUTCHI NSON
Youl!

Norville | ooks over his shoul der, but the Ancient Sorter
has di sappear ed.

HUTCHI NSON
Yeah, you! Barnes!

As he points, the people around Norville shrink away.

( CONTI NUED)
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HUTCHI NSON
You don't | ook busy! Think
you can handle a blue letter?
(laughs sadi stically)
... This letter was sent down
this norning by the big guy
hinmsel f! "At's right, Wring

Hudsucker! It's addressed to
Sid Mussburger! Hudsucker's
right-hand man! 1It's a blue

letter! That neans you put it
right in Miussburger's hand. No
secretaries! No receptionists!
No col | eagues! No excuses!

DRANVATI C TRACK IN ON Norville. As Hutchinson tal ks, he
thrusts the blue letter into Norville's face. Norville
|l ooks at it with terrific apprehension. As Hutchinson's
speech ends, we are TIGHT ON Norville's sweating face.

COMPLEMENTARY TI GHT DUTCH ANGLE ON HUTCHI NSON

We can see the veins in his eyes, the veins in his nose,
the hairs in his ears.

HUTCHI NSON
Mussbur ger!

CUT TGO

ELEVATOR DOORS 16

ROCKETI NG OPEN. W MOVE I N ON the young el evator operator
who | eers INTO CAMERA. He wears a brass-buttoned uniform
white gloves and a pillbox hat. The nane BUZZ is stitched
onto his breast pocket.

As Norville enters the el evators:

BUZZ
H ya, buddy! The nane is Buzz,
| got the fuzz...

He lifts his pillbox hat to reveal a white crewcut, then
lets the elastic chin strap snap the cap back down onto
hi s head.

BUZZ
... | make the el evator do what
she duzz!

( CONTI NUED)
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He holds out his hand but as Norville reaches to shake
it he snaps it away and pats down his crewcut:

BUZZ
Hang it up to dry.

He cackl es and powers the ELEVATOR into GEAR.  Norville's
knees buckl e under a huge upward surge; Buzz is accustoned
toit.

BUZZ
What's your pleasure, buddy?
NORVI LLE
(regaining his
bal ance)
Forty-fourth floor, and it's
very --
BUZZ

Forty-four, the top brass fl oor
say, buddy! Wat takes fifty years
to get up to the top floor and
thirty seconds to get down?

NCRVI LLE

BUZZ
Wari ng Hudsucker! Na- ha- ha- ha- ha!
Say, buddy!

Wth a powerful DOMN- SHI FTI NG SOUND, Buzz brakes the

el evator to a sharp halt. Norville continues upward
with the inertia, painfully smacking his head against a
corner of the elevator.

Buzz opens the door and a couple of people enter.

BUZZ
M. Kline, up to nine. Ms. Dell
personnel. M. Levin, thirty-seven.
MR. LEVIN
Thirty-six.
BUZZ

Wal k down. Ladi es and gentl enen,
step to the rear; here cones
gargantuan M. Gier.

An obese MAN enters, snoking a cigar:
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FAT MAN
Buzz.

Buzz has already thrown the doors shut and sent the
el evator into its power-rise. Norville, bracing hinself
now, sinks only a little under the G force.

BUzZZ
Say, buddy! Wo's the nost liquid
busi nessman on the street?

NCRVI LLE
vell, 1 --

BUZZ
Wari ng Hudsucker! Na- ha- ha- ha- ha!
Say, buddy! Wen is the sidewal k
fully dressed? Wen it's 'wearing
Hudsucker! Na- ha- ha- ha!

He turns to |l ook at Norville.

BUZZ
Ya get it, buddy, it's a pun,
it's a knee-sl apper, it's a play
on Jesus, Joseph and Mary, is that

a blue letter?!

All heads in the elevator turn, aghast, to | ook, and
those near Norville shrink away.

BUZZ
Cripes a' mghty, whyn't ya

tell a guy?! Hold on, folks,
we're express to the top fl oor!

The ELEVATOR SCREAMS into overdrive and we:
CUT TO

ELEVATOR DOCRS 17
Sweepi ng open. Norville staggers out.
BUZZ
('hi ssi nQ)
Good | uck, buddy!
The door sweeps shut. Norville | ooks nervously around.
Behi nd hi mthe el evator doors suddenly open again.
BUZZ

-- You'll need it!
( CONTI NUED)
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The el evator doors sl am shut and we hear its ENG NES
SCREAM as it power-dives away.

Norville turns toward the executive offices.
Pl ush, thick-carpeted silence.
Norville starts wal ki ng.

A SCRAPI NG SOUND stands out in the high-powered executive
quiet. Norville |looks to one side.

A workman in painter's overalls squats in front of a pair
of heavy oak doors. Wth a razor blade he is scraping
of f the name "WARI NG HUDSUCKER. "

NORVI LLE
M. Mussburger's office?

The scraper |ooks sullenly over his shoulder at Norville.
Wth a jerk of his thunb he indicates the direction.

Norville enters the adjacent office.

QUTER OFFI CE 18

Two secretaries are in Miussburger's outer reception
office. The first is a filing secretary who stands
frozen in the f.g., her hand poised over an open drawer
to deposit a folder, as she stares at Norville with an
anmused and supercilious sneer which stays pasted on

t hr oughout .

The second secretary -- the RECEPTIONIST -- is seated
behind a desk in the b.g. that flanks the door to
Mussburger's private office. The Receptionist sits with
her hands cl asped on the desk, staring at Norville with
t he hunch-shoul dered down-from under | ook of a patient
vul ture

RECEPTI ONI ST
Do you have an appoi nt nent ?

NORVI LLE
Uhh, no, | --

The filing secretary sneers.
RECEPTI ONI ST
Shall we | ook in the book,
hrmmmmmmmmm?

( CONTI NUED)



18

19

27.
CONTI NUED:

She opens an enornous | eat her-bound book wth yell owed
crinkly pages.

NORVI LLE
No, ma'am ya see, | wouldn't be
in the --

RECEPTI ONI ST

W don't seemto be in the boooook.
Norville is groping in his apron pocket.

NORVI LLE
No, ma'am ya see | don't have an --

RECEPTI ONI ST
I f we had an appoi ntnent we'd be
in the booook.

NORVI LLE
| know but ya see | have this --
here it is, this letter --

A low, unearthly WAIL fills the room the sound of a
mllion souls noaning in purgatory.

The Receptioni st | ooks up.

FAST TRACK I N ON SNEERI NG FI LE SECRETARY

who is no |longer sneering. Her nouth is stretched w de
as she wails and her finger points...

FAST TRACK I N ON BLUE LETTER

that Norville holds innocently at his side.

BACK TO TRACK | N ON WAI LI NG SECRETARY

As her wail becones deafening and we TRACK I NTO her nouth
and the SCREEN GOES BLACK and:

CLI CK.

The bl ackness and the wailing are both cut short by the
sound of a DOOR OPENI NG W are:

I NT. MUSSBURGER S OFFI CE

its door swi nging open to admit Norville.
( CONTI NUED)
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In the b.g., in the outer office, we can see the filing
secretary | eaning back notionless in a chair with a danp
rag draped across her forehead. The Receptionist is
fanning her with a towel.

The door cl oses behind Norville.

We hear a rhythm c CLICK-CLI CK-CLI CK and t he HUM of
VENTI LATI ON.

NCORVI LLE' S POV

Across mles of carpet is a huge executive desk, behind
which is a large executive chair facing the window. From
above the back of the chair cigar snoke weathes up. A

t el ephone cord snakes around to the man sitting in the
chair, hidden fromus. On the desktop is a perpetual -
nmoti on machine of |arge swinging ball bearings. dick-
click-click.

A TI CKERTAPE MACHI NE occasionally BURPS information in
the far corner of the office.

A huge MECHANI CAL ARM -- the sweep second hand of the
Hudsucker cl ock on the facade of the building -- RUVBLES
by i medi ately outside the wi ndow, describing an arc that
throws a noving shadow across the office.

H s BACK TO us, into the phone:

MUSSBURGER
-- Sure sure, Parkinson's stupid
but he's anbitious, too hard to
control ...

He swivels around to face Norville, who stands
deferentially at the door. Still listening at the phone,
Mussbur ger waves Norville forward.

MUSSBURGER
... No! Not MO anahan; sure he
bungl ed the Tel eyard nerger, but
that neans he's got sonething to
prove.. .

He covers the nouth piece.

MUSSBURGER
Who | et you in?

NCRVI LLE

( CONTI NUED)
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Into the phone:

MUSSBURGER
Atwater? Trenendous. Except |
fired himlast week --

The | NTERCOM BUZZES fi ercely.

VO CE (V.0QO)
M. Bunstead is waiting downstairs.

Mussburger hits the intercom

MUSSBURGER
Tell himlI'll be right there..
(1 ooks at Norville)
Vell, what is it?

NORVI LLE
| --

But Mussburger is listening to the TINNY VO CE i ssuing
fromthe PHONE

MUSSBURGER
You, maybe you're the conpany's
bi ggest noron. W can't use
Morris, he's been with us too
Il ong, he's a nice guy, too many
friends. Matter of fact, why

don't you fire him No -- scratch
that; I'll fire him
(1 ooks up at
Norvill e)
Make it fast, make it fast.
NORVI LLE
You --
The | NTERCOM SQUAVKS.
VO CE (V.0QO)
M. Bunstead is getting very --
MUSSBURGER
"1l be right there. Gve hima

nmagazi ne.
(to Norville)
What're you, a nute?
The second PHONE on Mussburger's desk RI NGS
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MUSSBURGER

Yeah, how s the stock doi ng?

Bad, huh? Well it's not bad
enough.

(into the first
phone)

Look, chunp, either you find
me a grade A ding-dong or you can
tender your key to the executive
washr oom

(into the second
phone)

And that goes double for you

(into the first
phone)

Ear - cl ay?
(into both phones)
Qod- gay!

(slams down both
phones, | ooks at
Norvill e)

This better be good. I'min a bad
nood.

Norville clears his throat.

NORVI LLE
Well, sir. |'ve got sonething for
you fromthe mailroom but first
if I could just take a m nute or
so fromyour very busy tine...

He reaches into his mailroom apron and hands a scrap of
paper across the desk to Mussburger, who stares, frozen,
at Norville, nmaking no nove to take the paper.

NORVI LLE
to show you a, uh...

Norville, undaunted, holds up the paper since Missburger
wll not take it. Missburger doesn't even look at it;
his eyes are |locked on Norville's. Missburger snol ders.

NORVI LLE
alittle something |'ve been
wor king on for the last two or
three years. ..

Mussburger's burning eyes finally shift nmonentarily to
| ook at the crudely drawn circle; he | ooks back incredu-
| ously at Norville.
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NCRVI LLE
You know, for kids! VWich is
perfect for Hudsucker -- not that

| claimto be any great genius;
like they say, inspiration is

99 percent perspiration, and in ny
case |'d say it's at least twce
that, but | gotta tell ya, M.
Mussburger, sir, this sweet baby --

MJUSSBURGER
Wait a m nute!

Sudden qui et .

Wth one last click the perpetual notion ball bearings
abruptly stop.

As Mussburger's eyes burn in on him Norville stands nute
and paral yzed.

Hi s eyes | ocked on Norville's, Miussburger circles the
desk. He stands toe-to-toe with Norville.

He thrusts his face into Norville's, whose head noves
refl exively back. Missburger's nose is al nost touching
Norville's, his eyes are burning, searching, studying,
eval uati ng.

Finally he draws his head back

MUSSBURGER
Hnhmmn . .

Wth one hand he thrusts his cigar into Norv
mouth. Wth his other hand he rai ses Norvil
that his teech clench it.

ille' s gaping
le's chin so

MUSSBURGER
Urm hmm . .
He steps back, eyes still on Norville.

He jerks his thunb over his shoul der, indicating his
chair behind the desk.

MUSSBURGER
Si ddown.

Norville, his lips puckered around the unaccustoned
ciger, | ooks berusedly fromthe chair to Missburger.

MUSSBURGER
Go ahead. Try it on.

( CONTI NUED)
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Norvill e obeys, reluctantly, stiffly.

MUSSBURGER
Put your feet up.

Norville is again reluctant.

MUSSBURGER
Go ahead.

Norvill e obeys. Missburger studies.

MUSSBURGER
Hmmm .. Let's get to know one
anot her, shall we?

Norville's eyes squint against the cigar snoke w eat hing
frombetween his teeth. Missburger seens to rel ax.

MJSSBURGER
Let's chat!
(beans)
Man to nman!

Norvill e beans.
MUSSBURGER
You weren't bl essed with
much. . .

He waves vaguely towards his head and searches for a
euphem sm

MUSSBURGER
educati on, were you?
NORVI LLE
Well, I"ma college graduate --
MUSSBURGER

Al right, but you didn't excel in
your studies...?

NORVI LLE
Well, | made the dean's |i st.

MUSSBURGER
(worri ed)
Hmm
Norville sputters out sone nore cigar snoke.
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NCRVI LLE
At the Mincie Coll ege of Business
Adm ni stration.

MUSSBURGER
(relieved)
Sure, sure. And did your classnates
there call you '"jerk' or...
(searches agai n)
..."schnoe'?

Norvill e shakes hi s head.

Norvill e,
ci gar out

MUSSBURGER
: ' Shnook' ? ' Dope' ?
"Dipstick'? 'Lanebrain'?

NORVI LLE
No, sir.

MUSSBURGER
Not even behi nd your back?

NORVI LLE
Sir! They voted ne nost likely to
succeed!

MUSSBURGER

(curtly)

You're fired.

NORVI LLE
But, sir! --

MUSSBURGER

Get your feet off that desk.

As he struggles to conply:

NORVI LLE
But - -

MUSSBURGER
Get out of ny sight.

squi nting agai nst the cigar snoke, pulls the
of his nmouth as he doubles forward, feet stil

up, groping for a place to set down the cigar. He sets
it blindly on a | oose stack of papers.

MUSSBURGER
My God! The Bunstead contracts!!

( CONTI NUED)
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NCRVI LLE
Oh ny God, sir!

The top page radiates a circle of incipient flane from
the cigar's live end.

MUSSBURGER
You nitwt! | worked for three
years on this deal

NORVI LLE
Ch ny God, sir!

Norville runs across the office to a | arge water cool er.

MUSSBURGER
"Il take care of it. Just get out!

Mussbur ger plucks the cigar off the contract and tosses
it into a wastebasket. He pats the fingertips of one
hand agai nst his tongue and then efficiently pats out
the crinkling orange circle on the top sheet of the
contract.

At the other end of the office, Norville is wapping his
arns around the glass water tank, which he pulls off its
base. He runs back across the vast expanse of office
toward the desk, hugging the water tank whose WATER
GLOOB- GLOOBS out its open bottom and spl ashes down onto
hi s punpi ng knees.

As he reaches the desk, the near-enpty tank is now |ight
enough for himto hoist with one arm which he does, and
cups his other hand under it to catch its last glub

of water. He tosses the TANK to the floor where --
CRASH -- it SHATTERS, and stands | ooking about for a

pl ace to dunp his handful of water.

MUSSBURGER
Wiy you nitwit. You al nost
destroyed the nost sensitive
deal of ny career!

NORVI LLE
Ch ny God, sir!

He is reacting to the wastebasket on his side of the
desk, whi ch Mussburger cannot see.

sprouting flame, at which Norville ineffectually

t is
| ecks his remaining drops of water.

— —

MUSSBURGER
Now out of here! Cut!
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Norville is already running to the wi ndow, which he runs
bot h pal ns over, desperately seeking a way to open it.

MUSSBURGER
Not that way! Through the door!

NORVI LLE
But, sir!

The wi ndows do not open. Norville furiously stonps on
the flanmes in the wastebasket and -- his foot sticks.
Further stonping only makes the flam ng wast ebasket
roar up and down with his foot.

MUSSBURGER
Ri ght away, buster! Qut of ny office!

ille has dropped to the floor, trying to wench
fl am ng wast ebasket off his |eg.

MUSSBURGER
Up on your feet! W don't crawl at
Hudsucker I ndustri es!

NORVI LLE
Sir, ny legis on fire!

Norville finally succeeds in getting the flam ng waste-
basket off his foot. Now the problemis what to do with
it.

MUSSBURGER
Get out of this office, you
di t heri ng ni nconpoop!

Norville picks up the flamng trash receptacle.

NORVI LLE
Ch ny God, sir!

He winds up and throws it through the cl osed w ndow.
The GLASS SHATTERS and the flam ng basket plumets to
obl i vi on.

Wth the picture wi ndow broken a FEROCI QUS DRAFT ROARS
t hrough t he pent house offi ce.

CLOSE SHOT - BUMSTEAD CONTRACTS

On the desk. The pages are sucked away by the draft.

MUSSBURGER
My God! The Bunstead contracts!
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NCRVI LLE
Oh ny God, sir!

Mussburger lunges for the contracts as they are sucked
out the w ndow.

He runs, junps onto the sill, grabs -- his fist
cl enches around one wafting page -- he is about to fall --
MUSSBURGER
Eeeeeeaaaahhhhh!
CUT TO
| NT. EXECUTI VE WAI TI NG ROOM 20

BUMSTEAD, a short, fat, heavily persp
screamng at an O S. secretary. He ho
in one hand and a copy of Boy's Life

ring executive, is
| ds a pot of coffee
n the other.

BUVSTEAD
No nmagazi ne. No coffee.
Mussburger! | wanna see

Mussburger! O did he junp out
a w ndow t oo?!

n the w ndow behi nd hi mwe see | oose sheets of paper
I

I
fluttering down.

CUT TGO

NCRVI LLE 21

Desperately hanging onto Miussburger by his |egs.

NORVI LLE
Don't worry, M. Missburger! |
gotcha. | gotcha by your pants!

Mussburger's scream ng abruptly stops.

CLOSEUP - MUSSBURGER S HORROR- STRI CKEN FACE
REMEMBERI NG (t he SCREEN GOES WATERY)

MUSSBURGER 22

is in a basenment tailor shop. LUQA, an old Italian
tailor, is just running his tape up Miussburger's inseam
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LU G
Meest er Moosaburger, | give-a you
pants a nice-a dooble stitch
Make 'em strong, and they | ook-a
real sharp

MUSSBURGER
(bar ki ng)
No! Single stitch is fine.

LU G

(beggi ng)
But pl ease-a, Meester Mbosaburger,
t he dooble stitch she last-a
forever --

MUSSBURGER
Wiy on earth would | need a double
stitch? To pad your bill? Single
stitch is finel!

CUT BACK TO

CLOSEUP OF PANI CKED MUSSBURGER 21

MUSSBURGER
Damm!

We hear a LOUD TEARI NG sound O S. Mussburger drops a few
i nches.

QU CK WPE TGO

LU G AT H S SEW NG MACHI NE 23
LU G
(musing to hinself)
What the heck. Meester Mbosaburger
such a nice-a guy, | give him
doobl e steech-a anyway. Assa
sone-a strong-a steech-a, you bet!

BACK TO MUSSBURCGER S PANTS 21
The tearing fabric abruptly catches and stops; the rest

of the pants hold intact.

MUSSBURGER

sighs with relief.
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He | ooks up.

NORVI LLE

Norville's arns are wapped around Miussburger's ankl es;
the heels of Miussburger's shoes are digging into his
face.

MUSSBURGER

Looki ng.  Thi nki ng.

NCRVI LLE

Struggling to hold on.

MUSSBURGER
Calm Contenpl ati ng.

MUSSBURGER
Hnmmn . .

He absently renoves a cigar fromhis breast pocket and
sticks it in his nouth. He holds his lighter under the
cigar, not noticing that the flane is pointing the wong
way.

He | ooks at Norville.

NCRVI LLE 24

H s face drawn with effort, still struggling to hang on.
A PULL BACK FROM t he EXTREME CLOSE SHOT REVEALS, however,
that Norville's arns are now w apped around -- enptiness.
Mussburger's | egs are gone.

Norville throws his head back and | aughs, it seens,

i nsanely -- but CONTINUED PULL BACK REVEALS that Norville
is nerely pantom mng the adventure for the benefit of

t he board nenbers, including Mussburger. They stand
around Mussburger's office, laughing gaily. Al safe
now, no harm done. This inaugurates:

LAUGH NG MONTAGE
Mont age silent but for MJSIC,
( CONTI NUED)
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A) Norville is entertaining the board with his depiction
of the near-disaster. Missburger is slapping him
merrily on the back.

B) CLOSE SHOT - BOARD MEMBER
Laughi ng.
C) Anot her board nenber. Laughing.
D) Mussburger. Laughi ng.
E) Norville |aughing.
F) FREEZE FRAME ON Norville's | aughing face.

ANGLE 25

PULL BACK to reveal that the frozen picture is the news-
paper photo on the front page of the Manhattan Argus.
Its headline reads: UNTRI ED YOUTH TO HELM HUDSUCKER
The subhead reads: Stockholders Wary. The sub-subhead
reads: Meteoric Rise From Mailroom

The article is under the byline of Any Archer.

CONTI NUED PULL BACK REVEALS that we are | ooking at

t he newspaper OVER soneone's SHOULDER. The person

swi vel s around and away -- his face now TO us, we see
that it is Norville |ooking at the newspaper. He throws
hi s head back and | aughs nerrily.

As he | aughs -- thwock -- a steamng towel is thrown
onto his face and he continues to sw vel. CONTI NUED
PULL BACK REVEALS that he is in a barber chair.

H s head drops back and OQUT OF FRAME as the sw veling
chair is cranked down, but immediately -- still

spi nning --

-- his head reappears as the chair is cranked up again.
Still lTaughing, Norville is now freshly shaven and has
a slicked-back haircut, heavy with pomade.

FREEZE ON Norville's |aughing face.

ANGLE 26
PULL BACK to reveal it is another front page photo next

to the headline: Hud Board To Street: d VE MAN FROM
MUNCI E A CHANCE. Subhead: Has Fresh | deas.
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CONTI NUED PULL BACK REVEALS that the paper is lying on a
chair. Norville's mailroomapron is tossed onto the
chair to cover it.

PAN TO where the apron was tossed from Norville stands
on a tailor's stage, laughing, as the tailor, also

| aughi ng, takes his neasurenents. Norville in shirt-

sl eeves, boxer shorts, hose stockings and garters.

The tailor rises, laughing nmerrily, throw ng up his arnms
and spreading themw de wth hands stretching the
measuring tape.

Norville laughs nerrily and also throws his arns up w de.

BOARD MEMBER 27

| aughs nerrily, his arns thrown w de, tickertape
stretching between his hands. He joyously tosses away
the tickertape.

FLOOR

where the tickertape | ands on a pile of previously
di schar ged t ape.

PAN UP to reveal that the tickertape continues to burp
its disastrous tale of good news for the board.

PAN UP FURTHER to reveal that the machine is in
Mussburger's office. At the far end of the room behind
hi s desk, Missburger |aughs as he | ooks at a newspaper.
TRACK I N TOMRDS hi m

On his desk the perpetual ballbearings swing; outside his
w ndow t he sweep second hand of the Hudsucker cl ock
runbl es by, sweeping a shadow across the floor. Evil
prevails.

As Mussburger opens the newspaper, the CONTINUED TRACK I N
shows its front page headline: HUD STOCK DI PS. Subhead:
Just Good I's He?

TRACK N ON the front page photo: Norville |aughing,

his chin propped in his hand.

PHOT OGRAPH 29
COMES TO LIFE and Norville unfreezes, | aughing.

We are now TRACKI NG BACK FROM him He sits behind a

huge oak desk, newy coiffed and tail ored.
( CONTI NUED)
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The brass plaque on the desk confirns that he is in the
OFFI CE OF THE PRESI DENT.

TRACK BACK CONTI NUES THROUGH t he | arge el egant office,
| eaving Norville looking quite small | N LONG SHOT.
H s LAUGHTER ECHOES in the bright bare office.

Norville's laughter is just w nding down, |eaving him
exhausted, as if he has been | aughi ng nonstop for
several days. He finally sighs and w pes a tear from
hi s eye.

FADE QUT.
FADE | N:

NEW YORK SKYLI NE - DAY 30

In the skyline we can see the Hudsucker building topped
by the Hudsucker cl ock.

A cigar ENTERS FRAME in the f.g., then the face of the
man snmoking it. Staring contenplatively at the Hudsucker
bui l ding, he takes a puff fromthe cigar and then pl ucks
it fromhis nmouth and waves it, as if painting a headline.

EDI TOR

"The Einstein of Enterprise.’
' The Edi son of Industry.'
"The Billion-Dollar Cranium...
"l dea Man'!

(expl odi ng)
And not one of you nugs has given
me a story on him!

REVERSE

shows the Editors glassed-in office filled with REPORTERS
for the staff neeting. Although they listen quietly,
they are nore bored than attentive.

THROUGH the glass walls we can see the furious activity
of an arny of reporters, editors, and copy boys wagi ng the
never-ending battle to put out a quality daily newspaper.

The Editor slanms a newspaper down onto his desk in
di sgust .

EDI TOR
Facts, figures, charts! They never
sold a newspaper! | read this
norning's edition of the Argus and
let me tell you sonething: |'d wap
afishinit!

( MORE)
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EDI TOR ( CONT' D)
|"d use it as kindling! Hell,
|'d even train ny poodle with it
if he wasn't a French poodl e and
nore partial to the pages of
Paree Soir! But | sure wouldn't
shel | out a hard-earned nickel to
read the dadbl aned t hi ng!

REPORTER
Come on, chief, give us a break

EDI TOR
Suuuure, Tibbs, take a break! o
to Florida! Lie in the sun! Wit
for a coconut to drop, file a
story onit -- it'll be nore
of a grabber than your piece on
the comme grain surplus! The
human angle! That's what sells
papers! W need a front page
wi th heart and the whol e i dea of
the 'Idea Man' idea can put it
t her e!

REPORTER #2
Chief, if we had nore access --

EDI TOR
Yeah, and if a frog had w ngs he
woul dn't bunp his ass a-hoppin'!
| don't want excuses, | want
results!

Whack! --

Wt hout even looking in its direction, the Editor has
sl ammed down the |lid of the cigar box on his desk, towards
whi ch one Reporter's hand had been idly reaching.

The Reporter jerks his fingers away as the Editor spares
the briefest nonent to glare at him

EDl TOR
| wanna know what mekes the |dea
Man tick! \Where is he fron®
Where is he going? | wanna know
everyt hing about this guy! Has he
got a girl? Has he got parents?

REPORTER #3
Everybody has parents.
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He t hrust

No answer.

WOVAN

43.
(2) 30

EDI TOR
Al right, how many? How 'bout
it, Parkinson, you' ve been awf ul
qui et over there.

PARKI NSON
Uhhh. ..

REPORTER NEXT TO H M
Still waters run deep, chief.

EDI TOR
The only thing that runs deep with
Par ki nson is the holes in his ears.
Yes, the Idea Man! What're his
hopes and dreans, his desires and
aspirations? Does he think al
the tine or does he set aside a
certain portion of the day? How
tall is he and what's his shoe
si ze? Were does he sleep and
what does he eat for breakfast?
Does he put jamon his toast or
doesn't he put jamon his toast,
and if not why not and since when?

his face into that of the Reporter.

EDI TOR
Vel 2?11
EDI TOR
... Ahh, you're useless. Yes,
| dea Man! Creator! | nnovat or!

Cerebrator! Tycoon! --

WOVAN (O. S.)
Fake.

EDI TOR
Huhh! !

reporter AMY ARCHER -- attractive, smartly-dressed.

AW
| tell ya the guy's a phony.
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EDI TOR

Phony, huh?
AMY

As a three-dollar bill.
ED TOR

Sez who?
AMY

Sez ne! Any Archer. Wiy is he

an | dea Man -- because Hudsucker

says he is? Wat're his ideas?
Wiy won't they |et anyone
interview hinf. ..

One Reporter is leaning into another to keep his voice
| ow.

REPORTER
Fi ve bucks says she nentions her
Pulitzer.

OTHER REPORTER
Agai n? You're on.

AW

(as she picks up the

nor ni ng paper)
... And just take a | ook at the
mug on this guy -- the jutting
eyebrows, the sim an forehead, the
idiotic grin. Wy he has a face
only a nother could | ove --

Whack! The Editor has slammed down the cigar box lid
agai n but:

Any, smling, raises a cigar |INTO FRAME havi ng beaten him
She tosses it to the Reporter who failed to get one.

AW
.. On payday! The only story
here is how this guy nmade a nonkey
out of you, Al

EDl TOR
Yeah, well, nonkey or not |I'm
still editor of this rag. Anmy, |
t hought you were doing that piece
on the F.B.1. -- J. Edgar Hoover:
When WIIl He Marry?

AW
| filed it yesterday.
( CONTI NUED)
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EDI TOR
Vell, do a foll owup: Hoover:
Hero or Manma's Boy? The rest of
you buns get up off your brains
and get ne that |dea Man story!

REPORTERS
Al right, chief... W'll do our
best, chief... I'lIl give it a
shot, chief...

AW

(at the door)
Al, he's the bunk.

Sl am

One of the wagering Reporters grins at the other, who is
taking out a five dollar bill.

The door bursts open and Any sticks her head in.

AW
"Il stake nmy Pulitzer on it!

CUT TGO

ELEVATOR DOORS 31

Sweepi ng open to reveal the learing face of Buzz, the
el evator gnat.

BUZZ
Say, buddy! \Were'd ya get the
new duds?

Norville is entering the elevator in his new executive
outfit.

BUZZ
... and say, buddy! How d old
bucketbutt like his blue letter?
Na- ha- ha- ha-ha! D d he bust a
gut? Did he die? D d he -- Wll,
hel l o, M. Missburger, sir...

Buzz is instant decorum as Miussburger enters the
el evat or.

BUZZ
: How re you this fine norning,
sir?

( CONTI NUED)



46.
31 CONTI NUED: 31

Norvill e has been worriedly patting at his pockets since
the nention of the blue letter.

NORVI LLE
That rem nds nme, M. Mi... uh,
Sid. | never did give you that --
MUSSBURGER
(to Buzz)

Lobby. W haven't got all day.

BUZZ
Ri ght away, M. Missburger sir.

As he tal ks, Mussburger pats at his suit pocket, takes
out a cigar, inspects it.

MUSSBURGER
VWll |'m starved. | under st and
it'"ll be quite an affair this

af t ernoon, and the executive roast
tomturkey at the Bohem an G ove
redefines the word superb.

He puts the cigar in his mouth and Buzz's hand is right
there with a lighter.

BUZZ
My pl easure, sir.
NCRVI LLE
Roast tomturkey. GCee, |'m hungry
too --
MUSSBURGER
Sure, sure...
The el evator doors open.
BUZZ

It's been a pl easure serving you,
M. Mussburger.

Buzz turns to Norville. He is puzzled but trying to hide
it:

BUZZ
and it's been a pleasure
serving you too, uh... buddy.

32 MR, MJUSSBURGER 32

is already striding through the |obby; Norville has to
| ope to catch up.
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NCRVI LLE
Say, M. Miuss -- uh, Sid! Shouldn't
we be a little bit concerned with
the downward spiral of our stock
these last few days? | nean, you're
the expert, but at the Mincie
Col | ege of Business Adm nistration
they told us --

Mussburger gives an artificially hearty |augh and cl aps
Norville on the shoul der.

MUSSBURGER
Rel ax, Norville. It's only
natural in a period of transition
for the nore nervous el enent to
run for cover.

NORVI LLE
Ckay, Sid. Like | said, you're
the expert, but --

EXT. SI DEWALK 33

Norville is still |oping behind Mussburger, trying to
keep up with his long strides.

NORVI LLE
... You don't happen to renenber
the plan | outlined to you the day
| set fire to your off -- uh, the
day | was pronoted?

MUSSBURGER
| do renenber and | was i npressed.
Anyway, that's all forgotten now.
Driver!

NORVI LLE
Thank you, Sid, but the reason
mention it is, it would require
such a small capital investnent --
again, you're the expert here --

MUSSBURGER
Dammit, where's ny car!

NORVI LLE
-- But there's such an enornous
potential profit-w se given the
denogr aphi cs -- baby boom - -
di scretionary incone in the
bur geoni ng mddl e class --
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A black limousine pulls up to the curb.

MUSSBURGER
Finally.

NORVI LLE
-- Soif you think it's appropriate,
I"d like to bounce the idea off a
few people at lunch --

Mussburger is getting into the back seat --

MUSSBURGER
Sure, sure, tell whoever you
want . . .

And, to Norville's surprise, slamm ng the door shut
behi nd him

MUSSBURGER
And 1'd like to hear nore
about it at sone point, too.

SCREEEECH -- the CAR pulls away. Norville is left talking
to hinself on the enpty sidewal k.

NORVI LLE
But, Sid, | thought you and I
were. ..

DOORVAN

Say, bud, could you keep the
si dewal k cl ear here?

NORVI LLE
But I"'mthe president of this --
aww, forget it.

CUT TGO

| NT. COFFEE SHOP 34

A cheap coffee shop a half-flight down fromthe street.
We are LOCKI NG ACRCSS an el bow of the coffee shop
counter. In the mddle b.g., Norville sits dejectedly
stirring a cup of coffee.

Behind him THROUGH t he wi ndow wells, we see the back and
forth feet of pedestrians bustling by on the sidewal k.

In the extreme f.g. sit two steam ng nugs of coffee.
They belong to two VETERANS of the coffee shop, who, from
O S., narrate the scene.
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VETERAN #1 (O S.)
| got gas, Bennie.

VETERAN #2 (O S.)
Yeah, tell nme about it.

VETERAN #1 (O. S.)
No kiddin', Bennie. | got gas.

VETERAN #2 (O. S.)
Ya get the special?

VETERAN #1 (O S.)
Fah fromit...

He gives a | ow whistle under his breath as a woman enters
fromthe street and hesitates by the door, | ooking
around. Still attractive but | ooking sonewhat down-at -

t he- heel s,

The woman'
the enpty

The woman
exits.

it is Any Archer.

VETERAN #1 (O S.)
Enter the dane.

VETERAN #2 (O. S.)
There's one in every story.

VETERAN #1 (O. S.)
Ten bucks says she's |l ooking for a
handout .

VETERAN #2 (O. S.)
Twenty bucks says not here she
don't find one.

VETERAN #1 (O. S.)
She's | ooking for her mark.

s eyes settle on Norville, and she heads for
stool next to his.

VETERAN #2 (O S.)
She finds him

VETERAN #1 (O. S.)
She sits down.

says sonething to the counter waitress, who
VETERAN #2 (O S.)
and awduhs a light |unch.

VETERAN #1 (O S.)
She | ooks in her purse..
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She is holding her wallet upside down.

VETERAN #2 (O S.)
No noney.

VETERAN #1 (O S.)
The nmark noti ces.

Beat. Norville, however, is not noticing: He is staring
intently at his coffee spoon, his hat pushed back on his
head, his other hand proppi ng up a cheekbone; the woman's
presence does not seemto have registered yet.

VETERAN #2 (O. S.)
He's not noticing, Benny.

VETERAN #1 (O. S.)
Maybe he's w se.

VETERAN #2 (O S.)
He don't | ook w se.

VETERAN #1 (O S.)
Pl an t wo: Here cone the
wat er wor ks.

The woman starts crying.

VETERAN #2 (O S.)
Yel | owst one.

VETERAN #1 (O.S.)
O d Faithful.

VETERAN #2 (O. S.)
Hel | o, Ni agar a.

VETERAN #1 (O S.)
He noti ces.

As the woman cries, she accidentally-on-purpose jostles
Norville and he finally does indeed notice.

VETERAN #2 (QO. S.)
He' s concer ned.

The wonman nout hs words at Norville who reacts synpatheti -
cally and waves his hands at the waitress.

VETERAN #1 (O S.)
She expl ai ns her perdi canent, and...
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VETERAN #1 & #2 (O S.)
(i n unison)
entuh the |[ight |unch.

The waitress is entering to set a plate in front of the
wormran.

The woman contines to talk to Norville, smling wanly
at him

VETERAN #2 (O. S.)
She's got other problens, of
course. ..

VETERAN #1 (O S.)
) Her not her needs an
operation...

VETERAN #2 (O S.)
adenoi ds.

VETERAN #1 (O. S.)
No, Bennie: Lunbago.

Veteran #1's enunciation of "lunbago" falls into perfect
sync with the wonman's noving |ips.

Norville is |istening synpathetically, but he suddenly
notices his watch.

VETERAN #1 (O. S.)
(al ar med)
She's [ osing him Bennie.

Norville is rising to his feet.

VETERAN #2 (O. S.)
Maybe he's w se.

VETERAN #1 (O S.)
He don't | ook w se.

As Norville turns to | eave:

VETERAN #2 (O S.)
How does she pull this out?

She puts the back of her hand dramatically to her
f or ehead.

VETERAN #1 (O S.)
(di sbelieving)
She isn't!
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VETERAN #2 (O S.)
(thrilled)
She i s!

And i ndeed she does: Faint dead away, falling backwards
on the stool, so that Norville has no choice but to
catch her.

Norvill e holds her awkwardly, | ooking around for help.

VETERAN #1 (O. S.)
She's good, Bennie.

VETERAN #2 (O. S.)
She's damm good, Lou.

A WAI TRESS enters extrene f.g. to BLOCK OUR VI EW of the
swooned wonman and the enbarrassed Norville. The Waitress
is FACING the CAMERA and the two O S. Veterans; the
CROPPI NG gi ves us only her torso and the steam ng pot

of coffee she hol ds.

WAl TRESS
(bored, nasal voice)
Can | get you boys anything el se?

REVERSE ANGLE

Back of the Waitress's torso in f.g.; on either side
beyond her, the two Veterans are | ooking up at her O S.
face. They sport extrenely bored expressions, topped by
"cabbi e" caps.

VETERAN #1
Br ono.
Beat .
VETERAN #2
Br ono.
| NT. NORVI LLE' S OFFI CE 35

Looking at its frosted-glass door; the sign painter is
just finishing lettering in: NORVILLE BARNES, President.

The sign painter nakes way as we see Norville's shadow
approachi ng; even frominside the roomwe can hear that
he is WHEEZI NG HEAVILY. He is apparently carrying the
girl, cradled in his arns. He tries to reach down to get
t he doorknob; can't manage it; turns to press his back
agai nst the door and get the knob with his other hand.

( CONTI NUED)



35

53.
CONTI NUED: 35

The door opens as Norville swings around to enter. He
is wheezing |like a gas pipe about to expl ode.

He swings around to kick the door shut. W see that the
lettering on the door is now terribly snmudged; we al so
see, in wet ink, on the seat of Norville's pants: senraB
el l'ivroN tnedi serP

Weakly, still cradled in Norville's arns:
AW
|"'msorry we had to take the
stairs. It was just that horrible
little elevator boy...
NORVI LLE
Not at all. You're light as a
f eat her.
AW

(poi nting | anguor ously)
The couch, please.

Still wheezing horribly, Norville staggers over to the
couch and deposits her gently on it. He straightens up
and | ooks at her.

NCRVI LLE' S POV

She is smling wanly AT the CAMERA. The entire | MAGE
PULSATES as the bl ood pounds behind Norville's eyeballs.
We hear the LOUD, RASPI NG of his BREATH, resonating
inside his head. Any is talking but her voice is barely
audible, as if comng froma |ong way away.

BACK TO SCENE

NORVI LLE
Just a m nute.

He perches drunkenly on the edge of the couch and puts
hi s head between his knees, still fighting for breath.

AW
| don't know what cane over ne.
suppose it was the shock of eating
after so long without; the enzynes
kicking in after so | ong, or
what ever. But then you coul dn't
possi bly know what it is to be
tired and hungry...

Speaki ng into his knees as he wheezes:
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NORVI LLE
Hungry, anyway.

AW
| don't want to bore you with
all the sordid details of ny
life; it's not a happy story...
Norville rises and starts putting throw pillows behind
her head.

AW

Suffice it to say that |'m
j obl ess -- though not for want of
trying, that I'mfriendless, with
no one to -- thank you -- take
care of ne; and that had you not
cone along at just exactly the
monment that you did --

She screans, staring down at the couch
Norville junps, startled, then | ooks where she is | ooking.

On the white sofa cushion where he had been sitting is
printed, in wet ink, right side around: NORVILLE BARNES,
Presi dent.

AW
Norville, | didn't know you were
presi dent here!

Norvill e stares dunbfounded at the sofa cushion. Wen
the nickel finally drops, he spins around to try to | ook
at the seat of his pants.

Di stracted but still nbdest:

NORVI LLE
Ch, it's nothing really. Just
determ nati on and hard work. ..

He unbuckl es his trousers.

NORVI LLE
... O course, when | started in
the mailroom | ast Tuesday |
t hought it mght take nore tinme --

Buzz enters holding a brown paper bag.

BUZZ
Say, buddy, here's the whi skey
you asked f --
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He freezes, taking in the scene: Any reclining on the
couch; Norville standing in front of her with his pants
around his ankles, still breathing heavily; the bottle of
whi skey in his own hand.

NORVI LLE
(flustered)
Thank you, Buzz, just leave it on
t he desk.

Leeri ng:

BUZZ
Happy days, buddy...

As he turns to | eave:

BUZZ
and 1'Il tell your secretary
you're not to be disturbed.

Yowzuh!!
He snaps the elastic strap under his chin.
After the doors shut behind Buzz:
AWY

(shudderi ng)
What a horrible little person.

NORVI LLE
Ch, Buzz is pretty harnl ess,
really --

AW

At any rate | arrived in town not
ten days ago, full of dreans and
aspirations, anxious to nmake ny
way in the world --

Norville pours a glass of whiskey and brings it over to
her .

AW
Alittle naive perhaps but -- thank
you -- armed with determ nation

a solid work ethic, and an
indom table belief in the future --

NORVI LLE
I nyself --

He crosses back to the desk.
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AW
Only to have that belief, that
unsul li ed opti msm dashed agai nst
the marble and nortar of the
nmodern work pl ace --

Norville takes a cigarette froma |arge wood cigarette
box on the desk and sticks it in his nouth.

NORVI LLE
Cigarette?

AW
No thank you. Seek and ye shal
find, work and ye shall prosper --
t hese were the watch words of ny
education, the ethics of ny
tender years --

OVER NORVI LLE' S SHOULDER

He has been pushing the box towards her. The box tilts
lazily forward and then di sappears over the far lip of
the desk. W hear the THUD of the BOX |l anding amd the
pitter-patter of cigarettes raining onto the carpet.

Any's brow crinkles. Continuing:

AW
-- these were the values that were
instilled in nme while | was grow ng
up in alittle town you' ve probably
never heard of --

NORVI LLE
Mnd if | join you?

He is pouring hinself a drink.
AW
Be ny guest. Alittle town
you' ve probably --
He tosses back his drink, gags, |ooks at Any with his
eyes bul gi ng.
H S POV

Once again her | MAGE PULSATES. There is a ROARI NG SOUND
and an Al RY STEAM WHI STLE as she silently noves her 1|ips.
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NORVI LLE

He waves his arns and talks with a thick rasp as
he staggers to his feet.

NORVI LLE
Excuse ne -- | -- executive
washroom . .

He staggers out a side door.

On his exit Any leaps to her feet and scurries over to
his desk. At the top of her voice:

AW
Are you all right?..

She throws open the top desk drawer. Inside two |onely
| ead pencils roll through the otherw se enpty drawer.

Any expertly flips a cigarette into her nmouth and strikes
a match off the desktop.

AW
. Is it your lunch? The chicken
a la king?

From t he washr oom

NORVI LLE (O S.)
No, | --

Any throws open another drawer, enpty except for an
appoi nt nent book. As she hurriedly flips through page
after bl ank page an arctic WND WH STLES enpti ness. One
page only has a notation: 11:45. Address WIkie G amrar
School Juni or Achievers O ub

AW
Is the a la king repeating on you?

Any shoves the appoi ntnment book back into the drawer.

NORVI LLE (O S.)

I"'mfine, I... You were saying?
She nutters:
AMY
Val ues... watchwords... uh, tender
years. ..
(al oud)

-- Alittle town you've probably
never heard of. ..

( CONTI NUED)
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She hastily stubs out her cigarette and waves her hand
to di sperse the snoke

AMY
Munci e, | ndi ana.

She scurries back across the roomas we hear the FAUCET
BEI NG TURNED OFF: she restrikes her |anguid pose on the
couch just as the washroom door opens.

Norvill e gapes, one hand pressing a dripping rag to his
f or ehead.

NORVI LLE
You're from Munci e?

AW
Wiy yes, do you know it?

Norville starts making punping notions with his fists
and | oud syncopated grunting noises. Any gapes at him

He starts singing, off-key:

NORVI LLE
"Fight on fight on dear old Mincie
Fight on -- Hoist the gold and bl ue
You'll be tattered, torn and hurtin’
Once ' The Munce' is done with you!'

Any lanely fakes singing along, comng in | ouder on the
| ast, obvious rhynme. Norville junps an octave on it;
she quickly follows sit, also punping her fists.

As Norville crosses his hands and | ocks thunbs in
front of his nose to make bird w ngs of his extended
fingers:

NORVI LLE
Gooooooo00 Eagl es!

Any awkwardly imtates.
Norville excitedly sits behind his desk.

NORVI LLE
... A Mincie girl! Talk about the
cat's pyjamas! Tell you what, Any.
| "' m gonna cancel the rest of ny
appointnents this afternoon and
get you a job here at the Hud.

AW
Ch, no, really, I --
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NCRVI LLE
Don't bother to thank ne, it's the
easiest thing in the world. Matter
of fact, | know where a vacancy
j ust cane up.

He hits the intercom

To Any:

NORVI LLE
Mai | room
NORVI LLE
This'll only take a nonent.

| NTERCOM (V. Q.)
Yeah?

NORVI LLE
Good afternoon to ya, this is
Norvill e Barnes --

| NTERCOM (V. Q.)
Barnes! \Were the hell have you
been! And where's ny voucher?!

Norville thunps at his pockets.

NORVI LLE
Vell, I"'mnot sure where | --
| NTERCOM (V. Q.)
| need that voucher! | told you
a week ago it was inportant!
NORVI LLE
But | ook, |'m president of the

conpany now and | --

| NTERCOM (V. Q.)
| don't care if you're president
of the conpany! | need that
voucher! Now

CLICK. The intercom goes dead.

NORVI LLE
Oh, of all the foolish... Listen,
do you take shorthand? Are you
famliar with the m meograph
machi ne?
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AW
O course -- | went to the Minci e,
uh, Secretarial Polytechnic!

Norville excitedly smacks a fist into a palm

NORVI LLE

-- A Mincie girl! Can you beat that!
AW

Well, | just don't know how to

t hank you, M. Barnes --

NORVI LLE
Pl ease! Norvi | | el

As he reaches to shake:

NORVI LLE
It's nmy pleasure!

She reaches for his hand but Norville snatches it away
and, wi nking at her, hooks thunbs in front of his
nose and makes w ngs of his fingers.

NORVI LLE
Gooooooo Eagl es!

AMY 36

|l i kew se hooks her thunbs in front of her nose,
makes w ngs, and, w nking back:

AW
Goooooo0000 Eagl es!

But we PULL BACK to reveal that the girl is nowin a
newspaper office, denonstrating the fight sign to
SM TTY, a reporter wearing a fedora with a bent-back
brim Smtty howls with | aughter.

SM TTY
(wheezi ng)
Once ' The Munce'... Holy...

Any sits down behind a typewiter and, as she starts
typing at 80 words per m nute:

AW
And is this guy from chunpsvill e?!
| pulled the old nother routine --

SMTTY
Adenoi ds?
( CONTI NUED)
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AW
Lunbago.

Behi nd her an ancient man wearing an i nksman's vi sor
and sl eeve garters toils over a | arge checkerboarded
surface over which he shuffles letter blocks and bl ack
spaces.

Smitty gives a | ow whistle.

SM TTY
That gag's got whiskers on it!

The PHONE RINGS and Smtty reaches for it.

AW
I"'mtelling you, Smtty, the board
of Hudsucker is up to sonething --

SM TTY
(i nto phone)
Yeah.

ANCI ENT PUZZLER
Say, Any, what's a six-letter word
for an affliction of the hypothal nus?

Wthout a break in her typing:

AWY
-- And it's a cinch -- Goiter -- it's
a cinch this guy isn't inonit.
How much tine to make the Late
Fi nal ?

Smitty holds the phone away from his ear.

SMTTY
Chi ef .

Still typing, Ary whistles and nods to her shoul der.
Smitty tucks the phone into it as she continues

t ypi ng.

AW
Hi ya, Chief, just the person
want ed to apol ogi ze to..

Smtty is looking at his watch.

SMTTY
About seven ni nutes.
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AW

(still typing)
Yeah, | was all wet about your
idea man... Well, thanks for being
SO0 generous... It is human, and
you are divine... No, he's no
faker. He's the 100%real MCoy
bewar e-of -i mtati ons genui ne
article: the guy is a real
noron - -

To the Anci ent Puzzler:

Back into

AMY
-- as in afive-letter word for
i nbecile --

phone:

AMY
-- as pure a specinen as |'ve ever
run across... Am| sure he's a
nitwt? Heck, if working at the
Argus doesn't nmake nme an expert
then ny nane isn't Any Archer and
|'ve never won the Pulitzer Prize..

Her eyes narrow.

To Morri s:

AW
In 1957... My series on the
reunited triplets -- conme on down
here, hammerhead, and I'll show it

to ya...

ANCI ENT PUZZLER
Any, what's a three-letter word
for a flightless bird?

AW
Not now, Morris, |I'mbusy -- That's
right, I said hammerhead, as in a

ten-letter word for a snug bullying
sel f-inportant newspapernman --

AW
-- (u --

I nto phone:

AMY
-- who couldn't find --
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To Morri s:

AMY
-- That's GN-U --

I nt o phone:

AW
-- couldn't find the Enpire State
Building with a conpass, a road
map and a native gui de.

To Morri s:

AW
-- or enu.

She sl ans down the phone. To Smtty:

AW
... And that's just the potatoes,
Smitty, here cones the gravy: The
chunp really likes ne. A Mincie

girl!
Smtty bursts out |aughing.

SM TTY
Better off falling for a
rattl esnake.

As she continues to type:

AW
I"'mtellin' ya, this guy's just
the patsy and |I' m gonna find out
what for. There's a real story,
Smtty, sone kind of plot, a set-

up, a cabal, a -- oh, and say, did
| tell ya?!
SM TTY
He didn't offer you noney.
AW
A sawbuck
SM TTY
Ten dollars? Let's grab a
hi ghbal | !
AW

On Norville Barnes!
( CONTI NUED)
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She rips the page out of the typewiter, swivels in
her chair to FACE CAMERA as we TRACK IN CLOSE and she
hol | ers:

AMY
Copy!

DI SSOLVE THROUGH TO

A37 PRESSES A37
rolling, churning out great quantities of newsprint.

Papers piling up one on top of the other, very many, very

qui ckly.

B37 DELI VERY MAN B37
throw ng a bal ed stack of papers off the back of his
truck.

C37 BALED PAPER C37

rolling into the f.g. A hand ENTERS FRAME to snip its
wires and wi pe off the top paper.

D37 PAPER BOY D37

wearing an apron and a little paper boy cap, nouthing
"Extra! Extral!" as he holds one of the papers aloft.

PAN UP his arm TO t he newspaper and, BEYOND it, the
t oweri ng Hudsucker Buil di ng.

All of the above --

DI SSOLVI NG W TH

E37 NEWSPAPER E37

spi nni ng TOMRDS t he CAMERA and STOPPI NG FULL FRANME.
Its headline, over a picture of Norville smling,

is "I MBECI LE HEADS HUDSUCKER. " The subheadline: " Not
a Brainin his Head."

38 ANOTHER ANGLE - NEWSPAPER 38

is angrily slamred down to reveal that Norville has been
readi ng the inside.
( CONTI NUED)
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Hs face twsting with fury, he leans forward and hits
the intercom

NORVI LLE
Mss Smth, can you conme in please
to take a letter...

Muttering to hinself:

NORVI LLE
of all the cockamam e. .

Any is bustling in holding a steno pad and a pencil.
As she seats herself in front of his desk, he rises
to pace behind it.

NORVI LLE
... Did you happen to see the front
page of today's Manhattan Argus?

AW
Well, I... didn't bother to read
the article. | didn't think the
picture did you justice.

NORVI LLE
The picture was fine!l It's what

t hat knuckl e- headed dane wote
underneath! O all the
irresponsible... Any, take this
down: Dear Mss Archer. | cal
you 'M ss' because you seemto
have 'm ssed' the boat conpletely
on this one! How on earth would
you know whether |'m an inbecile
when you don't even have the guts
to cone in here and interview ne
man to man! No, change 'guts' to

‘courage.' No, nmake it 'common
decency.' These wild specul ations
about ny intelligence --
AW
-- or lack thereof?
NORVI LLE
(noddi ng)

-- these preposterous inventions,

woul d be better suited to the

pages of Amazi ng Tal es Magazi ne.
( MORE)
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He drifts

He whi ps
an easel
acircle

NCRVI LLE ( CONT' D)
If the editors of the Manhattan
Argus see fit to publish the
rantings of a disordered m nd,
perhaps they will see fit to
publish this letter! But | doubt
it. | nost seriously doubt it.
As | doubt also that you could
find a honme at Arazing Tales, a
periodi cal which | have enjoyed
for many years. Yours sincerely,

et cetera.

i nto thought.
AW

Is that all, M. Barnes?
NORVI LLE

... Well, you know ne, Any, at

| east better than that that
dane does. Do you think I'm an
i mbeci |l e?

AWY
l"msure | --

NORVI LLE
Go on, tell the truth; | trust you
and | put a lot of stock in your

opi ni on.
AW
vell, | --
NORVI LLE
Ch sure, you're biased -- you're a

fell ow Munci an. But woul d an
i nhecile come up with this?

the cover sheet off a display pad resting on
to reveal a large piece of graph paper with
rendered onto it.

Any | ooks, puzzled, fromthe circle to Norville's
proudl y beam ng face.

NORVI LLE
: | designed it nyself and this
is just the sweet baby that can
put Hudsucker right back on top.
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Any is bewildered. Norville explains:

NORVI LLE
You know  For ki ds!
AW
... Wiy don't | just type this
up. ..
NORVI LLE
Awv, naw, Amy, that won't be
necessary. | shouldn't send it;
she's just doing her job, | guess.
AW
Well, | don't know, naybe she does

deserve it. Maybe she shoul d' ve
cone in to face you nman to man

NORVI LLE

Wel |, she probably had a deadline..
AWY

Sure, but -- she could still have

gotten your side for the record!

NORVI LLE
Well, it's done now -- what's the
use of grousing about it. Forget
the letter, Amy, | just had to
bl ow of f sonme steam..

She gets up to leave, and is heading for the door when
Norvill e adds:

Any turns

NORVI LLE
: She's probably just a little
conf used.
at the door.
AMY
Conf used?
NORVI LLE

Yeah, you know, probably one of
t hese fast-tal king career gals,
t hi nks she's one of the boys.
Probably is one of the boys, if
you know what | nean.
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AW
(through cl enched
teeth)
I"'mquite sure | don't know what
you mean.

NORVI LLE
Yeah, you know. Suffers from one
of these conpl exes they have
nowadays. Seens pretty obvious,
doesn't it? She's probably very
unattractive and bitter about it.

AMY
Ch, is that it!

NORVI LLE
Yeah, you know. Probably dresses
in nmen's clothing, swaps drinks
wth the guys at the | ocal watering
hol e, and hobnobs with sonme snoot h-
tal king heel in the newsroom naned
Biff or Snoocher or...

AW
Smtty.

NORVI LLE
Exactly. And | bet she's ugly.
Real ugly. Oherw se, why woul dn't
they print her picture next to her
byl i ne?

AW
Maybe she puts her work ahead of
her personal appearance.

NORVI LLE
| bet that's exactly what she tells
herself! But you and | both know
she's just a dried-up bitter old
mai d. Say, how about you and |
grab a little dinner and a show
after work? | was thinking naybe
The King and | --

VWhap! Any slaps him

He stares.

NORVI LLE
How about Okl ahoma?

As she stal ks out of the office:

( CONTI NUED)



38

A39

B39

C39

D39

40

41

69.

CONTI NUED:  (5)
AW
Norvill e Barnes, you don't know a
t hi ng about that woman! You don't
know who she really is! And only
a nunbskul | thinks he knows things
about things he knows not hing
about !
He stares, rubbing his cheek.
NORVI LLE
Say, what gives?
VHI STLE
SHRI EKI NG

SW SH PAN TO:

CLOCK
Readi ng five o' clock.

SW SH PAN TO

WWORKERS

Rising fromtheir desks, collecting personal effects,
putting on their hats and coats.

TI ME CLOCK

Busy hands punch out.

| NT. EMPTY HALLWAY

O the executive floor. A security man wal ks down the
hal |, whistling, swinging a ring of keys. After he
passes the door to the ladies' roomit opens, Any peeks
out, energes, goes into Norville's office.

I NT. NORVILLE' S OFFI CE

She goes to the desk, takes out the appointment book,
flips through it.
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BOOK
Still enpty except for the one date with the Wlkie

G amer School Juni or Achi evers d ub, which now has a red
line drawn across it with the notati on CANCELED

AMY

| ooks around the office -- notices sonething.

DOOR

Set into the wall to one side it is topped by a snal
pl ague: AUTHORI ZED PERSONNEL ONLY.

Any tries the knob, which turns, and enters.

| NT. ROOM 42

It is big and dim several stories high, with spira
staircases reaching into, and catwal ks cri ss-crossing,
the gl oomabove. It is filled wwth contraptions --

wor ks, cogs, gears. There is no w ndow, but on what
woul d be the window wall there is an enornous iron ring
with a netal rod sweeping an interior circle. It is the
backsi de of the great Hudsucker cl ock.

Any gazes about. She crosses to a door opposite the
one she entered from

She stoops to peek through its keyhol e.

HER POV 43

We are LOOKI NG | NTO Sidney J. Mussburger's office.
Mussburger sits at his desk barking into a D ctaphone.
CLI CK- CLI CK-CLI CK -- the PERPETUAL MOTI ON BALLS on his
desk are going full-tilt; THRUMMMMMW -- the CLOCK S
exterior second hand sweeps a shadow across the office.
Mussburger, it seens, never sl eeps.

MUSSBURGER
Meno. Fromthe desk of Sidney J.
Mussburger. Executive order
nunber 530 sl ash A49. To:
Director of the Jacksonville
Facility. Copies to: Legal
Affairs, Business Affairs, Central
Fil es.

( MORE)
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MUSSBURGER ( CONT' D)
Re: Myvenent of Raw Materials
fromthe Huron Facility. Due to
unfavorable news in the slag
mar kets, Jacksonville inventory
must be reduced by 15 percent
with overflow diverted to the
Waukegan Stanping Facility. Meno.
From t he desk of Sidney J.
Mussburger. Executive O der
nunber 530 slash A50. To:
Director of --

BACK TO SCENE 42
VO CE (O S.)
Wat choo doin' down they, Mss
Ar chuh?
AW
Huh?!

She strai ghtens and turns.

Facing her is a very old BLACK MMAN in a janitor's
junpsuit wth HUDSUCKER | NDUSTRI ES/ The Future |s Now
enbl azoned across it. W mght recognize his voice as
that of the narrator who opened the novie.

AMY
Who are you? How did you know who
| anf

MOSES ( BLACK MAN)
Ah guess ol e Mbses knows jes about
ever'thing, leastways if it concerns

Hudsuckuh.

AW
But -- who are you -- what d'you
do here?

MOSES

Ah keeps the ol' circle turning --
this ol' clock needs plenty o
care. Time is nmoney, M ss Archuh,

and noney -- it drives that ol

gl obal econony and keeps bi g Daddy
Earth a-spinnin' on 'roun'. Ya
see, wWithout that capital
fo'mation --
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AW
Yeah, yeah. Say, you won't tel
anyone about ne, will you?
MOSES

| don't tell no one nothin
| essen they ask. Thatches ain't
ol e Moses' way.

AW
So if you know everythi ng about
Hudsucker, tell nme why the Board
deci ded to nmake Norville Barnes

presi dent .

MOSES
Wel |, that even surprised ole
Mbses at fust. | didn't think
the Board was that snmart.

AMY
That smart ?!

MOSES

But then I figured it out: they
did it 'cause they figured young
Norville for an inbecile. Like
sone ot huh peopl e ah know.

AW
Wiy on earth would they want a
nitwt to be president?

MOSES
"Cause they's little pigglies!
They's tryin' to inspire panic,
make that stock git cheap so's
they can snitch it all up fo
t hemsel ves! But Norville, he's
got sone tricks up his sleeve,
he does. ..

He draws a circle with his finger in the air.

MOSES
... you know, fo' kids? Yeah,
he's a smart one, that Norville,
heh- heh, he's a caution. Wal,
sonme folks is square, an' somne
is hip --

To punctuate, he gives a little jerk of his hips.
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MOSES
: But | guess you don't really
know hi m any better than that
board does, do ya, Mss Archuh?

AW
Well, maybe | --

MOSES
An' only sonme kind a knuckl ehead
t hi nks she knows things 'bout
t hi ngs she, uh -- when she
don't, uh -- How d that go?

AW
(bristling)

It's hardly the sane --

MOSES
Wiy you don't even know y' own
self -- you ain't exactly the
genui ne article are you, M ss
Ar chuh?

AW
Well, in connection with ny job,

sonetinmes | have to go undercover
as it were --

MOSES
| don't nean that! Wy you
pretendin’' to be such a hard ol
sourpuss! Ain't never gonna make
you happy! Never made Warin'

happy.

AW
(unconfortably)
' m happy enough.

MOSES
(chuckl es)
Ckay, M ss Archuh.
(turns and wal ks
away)
| got gears to see to.

AW
(calls after him
"' m pl enty happy!

She is answered only by WH RRI NG MACHI NERY
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MOSES

El sewhere in the great room he is hunkered down next
to a catchnment which he buffs with a greasy rag. Any's
VO CE ECHCES UP

AW (O S.)
Hel | 0?

MOSES
(nmuttering to
hi nsel f)

Them po' young fol ks. Looks |ike
Norville's in fo' the sane kind
o' heartache ol' Warin' had. But
t hen, she never axed ne 'bout
dat. ..

As OM NOQUS MUSI C SVELLS, we --
FADE QUT.

FADE | N:
I NT. CH EF S OFFI CE 44
He sl ans down a typescript.

CHI EF
| can't print this!

AW
Wiy not, it's all true! The board
is using this poor guy! They're
depressing the stock so they can
buy it cheap!

CHI EF
pure specul ation! Wy,
d have ny butt in a satchel

It's
t hey'

SMTTY
(chuckl i ng)
ad' satchel-butt..

AMY

| know they're gonna buy that
stock --
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CHI EF
You don't know anything! Fact is
t hey haven't bought it! The
stock is cheap, Archer! Wat're
they waiting for?

AMY
| don't know. ..

SM TTY
Any's hunches are usually pretty
good, Chi ef.

CHI EF
You don't accuse soneone of stock
mani pul ati on on a hunch, [ gnat z!
The readers of the Manhattan
Argus aren't interested in
sensationalism gossip and
unsupported specul ati on. Facts,
figures -- those are the tools of
the newspaper trade! Wiy it's
alnost as if you're trying to
take the heat off this Barnes
nunmbskul | -- |ike you've gone al
soft on him

SM TTY
Come on, Chief, that's a | ow bl ow.
Archer's not gonna go goey for a
corn-fed idiot.

CHI EF
Al right, I was out of |line. But
you're out of line with this stock
swindle story. G mme sone nore of
t hat Moron-from Sheboygan stuff --

AMY
Munci e.

CH EF
VWhat ever. That's what sells
newspapers.

AMY
|"ve got an even hotter story --
the Sap fromthe City Desk.

CHI EF
Watch it, Archer --
AMY
It's about a dimnitted editor

who - -
( CONTI NUED)
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SMTTY
Easy, Any...
He gives her a conpani onabl e goose.
SMTTY
Let's grab a highball and

cal m down.
She whirls and sl aps him

AMY
Back off -- snpbocher!

Smitty rubs his cheek, staring as she storns off.

SMTTY

(angry)
Say, what gives?

ENGRAVED | NvI TATI ON 45
It reads:

Si dney J. Mussburger
President Norville Barnes
and

The Board of Hudsucker Industries

CORDI ALLY I NVITE YQU TO

The Annual Fancy-Dress Hudsucker Christmas Gl a
Musi ¢, Dancing, Refreshnents (Dainties)

Formal Evening Attire de Ri geuer

The MJSIC OVER the invitation -- "W WSH YOU A MERRY
CHRI STMAS" -- SEGUES | NTO the dance nusic of the Hudsucker
Chanmber Orchestr a.

DANCI NG COUPLES 46

FILL the SCREEN, we GLI DE AMONG t hem and FI NALLY COME to
foll ow one couple: Norville and MRS. MJSSBURGER, a | arge
m ddl e-aged woman of the Margaret Dunont-nold in an

el aborately fl owered and ol d-fashi oned eveni ng gown,
lowcut in spite of her overly-heavy figure. She wears

a large flowered hat with a rolled-up veil

MRS. MJSSBURGER
-- So we'd gone out to the
Hanpt ons and t he garden was in
positive ruins!
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NCRVI LLE
That must have been quite a
di sappoi nt nent, Ms. Missburger.

MRS. MUSSBURGER
D sappointnent? J'etais destroyee!
| was in bed for a week!
Positively sick with fury! |
called in the gardener and said,
' Monsi eur Gonzal ez, either those
azal eas cone up next spring or
you are term nee!

She throws her head back and roars with | aughter.

ANGLE - THEI R FEET

As the | arge woman | eans back to | augh, her feet stay
pl anted on the ground and Norville's rise to be dragged
with his toes scraping the floor through the continuing

dance.

Mussbur ger

MRS. MUSSBURGER
"' m brushing up on ny French with
the nost charm ng man, Pierre of
Fifth Avenue. Do you know hi nf

NORVI LLE
| haven't had --

MRS. MUSSBURGER
Sidney and | are planning a trip
to Paris and points continental --
Aren't we, dear?

has ENTERED FRAME.

MUSSBURGER
Sure, sure. |'mgoing to borrow
Norville for a while, if you don't

m nd, dear.

M XI NG DOWN as they | eave her:

MRS. MJSSBURCGER
vell, frankly, I...

NORVI LLE
You have a charming wife, M.
Muss -- uh, Sid.

( CONTI NUED)
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MJUSSBURGER
So they tell me. Norville, let
me shepherd you through sone of
the introductions here. Try not
to talk too nmuch; sonme of our
bi ggest st ockhol ders are, uh --
scratch that: Say whatever you
want .

ENTRYWAY

As Any enters in a sinple yet stunning evening gown. She
| ooks around the room then starts across the crowded
fl oor towards the punch bow .

NCRVI LLE

As Mussburger introduces himto a tall, inposing
BUSI NESSMAN i n a tuxedo and a ten-gallon hat.

MUSSBURGER
Norville Barnes, allowne to
i ntroduce M. Zebul on Cardozo, one
of Hudsucker Industries |argest
and nost |oyal stockhol ders.

I gnoring Norville's proffered hand:
CARDQOZO ( BUSI NESSMAN)

Dammt boy, what's this | hear
about you bein' an enbecile? Wat

the hell is ailin' ya?! A week
ago ny stock was worth tw ce what
it is now |'mconsidering

dunpi ng the whol e shootin' match,
unl ess | see sone vast inprovenent!
Damm t, boy, It's a range war!

Ei ther you pull our wagons into
acircle or I"'mpullin' out of

t he wagon train!

Norville gives hima forced but hearty | augh of
reassur ance.

NORVI LLE
No need for concern, sir; it's only
natural in a period of transition
for the nore timd elenent to run
for cover --

CARDQZO
So I"'myella, am]1?!

( CONTI NUED)
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He starts peeling off his tuxedo jacket:

CARDQZO
We'll see who's yellal!

Hs WFE, a small wiry woman, steps in as Missburger
starts dragging Norville away.

MRS. CARDQZO
Zebul on, you m nd now and quit
bein' sech an ole grizzly.

As he reluctantly starts shruggi ng back into the jacket:

CARDQZO
Awmvy, | wasn't gonna hurt the boy,
Lorelei...

MUSSBURGER AND NORVI LLE

As they make their way through the room Norville is
moppi ng at his brow with a handkerchi ef.

NORVI LLE
I'"'msorry, Sid, | thought naybe if
| showed himthe | ong view we
m ght --

Thunp! Dabbing at his brow, Norville has wal ked square
into the back of a debonaire man holding a martini.
The drink sloshes and the man turns testily to face him

MUSSBURGER
Norville, this is Thorstensen
Fi nl andsen, who heads a radi cal
splinter group of disgruntled
i nvest ors.

Norvill e nervously punps Findl andsen's hand.

NORVI LLE
Hell o, M. Finlandsen, so sorry to
meet you -- uh, happy to wal k
into y-- uh, pleased to nake

your --
Fi ndl andsen rai ses his hand to | ook quizzically at
Norville's handkerchi ef which he now hol ds hinsel f,
apparently having been given it during the handshake.
He hands it back to Norville.

( CONTI NUED)
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NCRVI LLE
Thank you, sir...

He stuffs it nervously into his outside breast pocket as
Fi ndl andsen stares at him Missburger stands watching
in the executive at-ease, hands dug into his pockets.

NORVI LLE
: | understand your concern
about the down- mard you know,
but I think you'll find under
our strong new | eadership..

As Norville's hand drops fromhis breast pocket the
handker chi ef, perhaps caught on his sleeve, whips out of
t he pocket and follows his hand down.

Fi ndl andsen | ooks down and Norville follows his | ook,
and stoops BELOWFRAME to retrieve the hanky.

Fi ndl andsen | eans qui zzically forward and peers down at
Norville, who continues, O S.

NORVI LLE (O S.)
We anticipate, in short order,
an upward. ..

In rapid fire, Norville straightens up into -- crunch --
Fi ndl andsen, whose head snaps back, eyes rolling, a hand
pressed to his nose, drink sloshing; Norville, one hand
pressed to the back of his own head and the other wildly
wavi ng his hanky for bal ance, takes a staggering step
forward onto the toe of an el egantly-gowned

MRS. FI NDLANDSEN

VRS. FI NDLANDSEN
Ahhh!

There is a drumroll and, as the lights dim

EMCEE

grabs the | arge ol d-fashi oned m crophone in front of
t he band and grins.

EMCEE
Ladi es and gentl enmen, distingui shed
nmenbers of the Hudsucker board. |
gi ve you the king of sw ng, the
rajah of romance, the incredible,
the unforgettable Mster Vic..
Tenett a!

( CONTI NUED)
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Vic Tenetta takes the m crophone fromthe Entee who backs
away, applauding as Tenetta starts to croon. He wears

a white dinner jacket. H's jet black hair sweeps out
over his forehead in a roguishly ponpadoured mat; one
forel ock droops and bounces across his forehead.

CUT TO
SEVERAL BOARD MEMBERS 47
Clustered in a dimcorner of the room snoking cigars.
In the b.g., brilliantly spotlit, Vic Tenetta continues
hi s song.

As Mussburger joins them

EXECUTI VE #1
How s it going, M. Missburger?

MUSSBURGER
Bad.

EXECUTI VE #2
Good.

MUSSBURGER
But not bad enough.

EXECUTI VE #3

Too bad.

MUSSBURGER
It could be better, it could be
WOr se.

ALL THREE EXECUTI VES
Hnmmmm

MUSSBURGER
The stock's got to drop another
five points if we expect to get
controlling interest. Norville
tells nme he's got sone hot idea.
Can't be good.

EXECUTI VE #1
Then it can't be bad!

EXECUTI VE #2
Couldn't be better if it couldn't
be worse.

ALL
Hnmmmm
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EXT. PENTHOUSE - TERRACE 48

where the PARTY NO SE is DI STANT, TENETTA' S SONG j ust
FI LTERI NG QUT.

We are on a FULL SHOT of the back of a man who stands
facing the twinkling cityscape, but in an odd, |eaned-
back posture, with one hand reaching up to his hidden
face, his other hand pressed against the small of his
back, like a man with a stiff neck tossing back a drink.

REVERSE

Any, having just energed onto the terrace, squints at
hi m

AMY
Norvill e?

He turns and we see that it is indeed Norville, holding
a dripping icepack agai nst one eye.

AW
What happened?

NORVI LLE
Ch. Nothing, really, just... the
more timd investors are no | onger
runni ng for cover.

AMY
Let nme | ook.

He does.

NORVI LLE
Sid found ne the icepack.

AW
Let nme hold it, or you'll have
a real shiner.

NORVI LLE
Thanks. People seemto be pretty
hot over this inbecile story.

AMY
" m sorry.

NORVI LLE
Ch, it isn't your fault, Any.

You' re the one person who's been
standi ng by ne through all this.

As she rolls the pack gently across his eye:

( CONTI NUED)
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AW
Norville... there's sonething |
have to tell you. You see, |I'm
not really a secretary.
NORVI LLE
| know that, Any.
AW
You do?
NORVI LLE

| understand that you' re not very
skilled yet in the secretari al

arts. I'mnot that skilled as
president. Oh sure, | put up a
big front --

(massages his eye)
-- not that everyone's buying it.

AW
| believe in you, Norville --
At least | believe in your..
intentions --

NORVI LLE
Ch, | don't blane them really.
| guess | have sort of nade a ness
of things. These folks have to
protect their investnent. Most
of them are very nice people --

AW
Norville, you can't trust people
here like you did in Mincie..

out at the city.

AW
Certain people are --

NORVI LLE
Didja ever go to the top of old
man Larson's feed tower and | ook
out over the town?

AMY
Huh?

NORVI LLE
You know, on farmroute 17.

AW
Oh yes! I n Muncie!

( CONTI NUED)
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NORVI LLE
No! In Vidalial Farm Route 17
AMY
Uh -- Yes. Sevent een. Yes, |
-- well no, I -- | never really

There's a place | go now,
the cutest little place near
n Geenwich Vill age.

apartnent i
It's called Ann's 440. It's a
beat ni k bar.
NORVI LLE
You don't say.
AWY

Yes, you can get carrot juice or
Italian coffee, and the people

there -- well, none of themquite
fit in. You d love it -- why don't
you cone there with ne -- they're
havi ng a marat hon poetry readi ng
on New Year's Eve. | go every
year.

NCRVI LLE

(puzzl ed)

Every year?

AMY
Well -- this year -- if it's good

| plan to nmake it a tradition.
| uh, ny it certainly is
beauti ful --

She nods out at the city to avoid Norville's quizzical

| ook.

AW
The people | ook Iike ants.

NORVI LLE
Well, the H ndus say -- and the
beatni ks also -- that in the next
|ife sone of us will conme back
as ants. Sonme will be butterflies.
O hers will be el ephants or
creatures of the sea.

AW
What a beautiful thought.

NORVI LLE
What do you think you were in
your previous life, Any?
( CONTI NUED)
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AW
Oh, | don't know. Maybe | was
just a fast-tal king career gal
who t hought she was one of the
boys --

NORVI LLE
Ch no, Any, pardon ne for saying
so but | find that very far-
f et ched.

AW
Norville, there really is sonething
| have to tell you --

NORVI LLE
That kind of person would cone
back as a w | debeest, or a wart hog.
No, | think it nore likely that
you were a gazelle, with | ong,
graceful 1egs, ganboling through
t he under brush. Perhaps we net
once, a chance encounter in a

forest glade. | nust have been
an antel ope or an ibex. Wat
times we nust have had -- foraging

t oget her for sustenance, picking
the grubs and burrs from one
another's coats. O perhaps we
sinply touched our horns briefly
and went our separate ways...

AWY
| wish it were that sinple,
Norville. | wish |l was still a

gazell e, and you were an antel ope
or an i bex.

NORVI LLE
Well, can | at least call you
deer? Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha! Seriously,
Any, the whole thing is what your

beatnik friends call 'karma' --
the great circle of life, death
and rebirth.

AMY

Yeah, | think |I've heard of that.
What goes around cones around.

( CONTI NUED)
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NCRVI LLE
That's it. A great wheel that
gi ves us each what we deserve..

He slaps his fist into his palm

NORVI LLE
... Tonmorrow s ny big presentation
to the board. |[|'ve gotta show

Si dney and the guys that | deserve
all their confidence!

Sadl y:
AW
Oh, Norville --
NORVI LLE
Kiss nme once, Any! Kiss ne once
for |uck!
AW

Sure, Norville, sure...

She gives hima peck. They |ook at each ot her.

AMY
Ch, Norvillel

She enbraces him They ki ss again.

Norville's eyes w den

VI C TENETTA

Crooning the end of his song.

DANCI NG COUPLES

Turn to the bandstand and appl aud.

NCORVI LLE AND AMY

In the mdst of a passionate kiss.

FADE QUT.

86.
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FADE | N:
DOUBLE OAK DOORS

Label ed "Executive Conference Room" A secretary is
hanging up a sign that reads: "Quiet Please! Board
Meeting in Session."

| NT. BOARDROOM - CLOSE ON NORVI LLE

Chest and up. His upper torso is swaying, his shoul ders
rhythmcally rolling as he talks. W hear a WHOOSH
VWHOOSH sound from O S.

NORVI LLE
-- So we have econony, sinplicity,
| ow production cost and the
potential for mass appeal, and
all that spells out great
profitability...

CLOSE ON MUSSBURGER

Staring. Holding a just-lighted but forgotten cigar in
one hand, and a still burning match in the other.

NCRVI LLE (O . S.)

.. | had the boys down at R & D
throw together this prototype so
t hat our discussion here could
have sone focus...

BOARD

Staring, nmouths hangi ng open, in arrested notion nuch
i ke when Wari ng Hudsucker junped out the w ndow at the
previ ous board neeti ng.

NORVI LLE (O S.)
... and to give you gentl enen of
the Board a first-hand | ook at
just how exciting this gizno is..

W DER ON NORVI LLE

Still gyrating. W now see that he has accel erated the
hul a hoop around his waist to quite a good speed.

( CONTI NUED)
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NCRVI LLE
It's fun, it's healthy, it's
good exercise; kids'll just |ove

it, and we put a little sand

i nside to nake the whol e experience
nmore pleasant. And the great part
is we won't have to charge an arm
and a | eg!

Mussburger's forgotten match has burned down to his

fingertips. Wth a wince, he shakes it out.

The Board is staring.

ELDERLY EXECUTI VE
Yeah but... What is it?

EXECUTI VE #2
Does it have rul es?

EXECUTI VE #3
Can nore than one pl ay?

EXECUTI VE #4
(to #3)
What nakes you think it's a ganme?

EXECUTI VE #3
Is it a gane?

EXECUTI VE #5
WIIl it break?

EXECUTI VE #6
It better break eventually!

EXECUTI VE #2
s there an object?

EXECUTI VE #3
Are you supposed to make it fly
of f?

EXECUTI VE #5
Does it cone with batteries?

EXECUTI VE #4
Could we charge extra for then?

EXECUTI VE #7
Is it safe for toddlers?

EXECUTI VE #3
How can you tell when you're
done?
( CONTI NUED)



50

CONTI NUED:

The Board

He sml es

89.
(2) 50

EXECUTI VE #2
How do you nake it stop?

EXECUTI VE #1
Is that a girl's nodel or a boy's?

EXECUTI VE #3
Can a parent assenble it??

EXECUTI VE #7
What if you get tired before it's
done?

EXECUTI VE #6
Is there a | arger nodel for the
obese?

EXECUTI VE #4
Can you do it around your neck?

ELDERLY EXECUTI VE
And finally... what is it?

NORVI LLE
You know, for Kkids! [t's... it's
well, it's...
MUSSBURGER
It's brilliant.

| ooks at Mussbur ger.

MUSSBURGER
... It's genius. [It's just exactly
what Hudsucker needs at this
juncture. Sure, sure, a blind man
could tell you that there's an
enor mous demand for this, uh..

weakly at Norville.

MUSSBURGER
... Congratul ations, kid, you've
really outdone yourself.
Rei nvented the wheel. |'m going
to recormend to the Board that we
proceed inmediately with this,
uh... with the, uh... that the
di ngus be mass-produced with al
del i berate speed. O course, as
presi dent of the conpany the
ultimate decision is yours.

NORVI LLE
Well... I'mfor it...
( CONTI NUED)
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As furiously BUSY MJSI C STARTS:
CUT TO

TELETYPE 51

Furiously PRI NTI NG out "EXECUTI VE DI RECTI VE #37451-JL7.

A hand ENTERS FRAME and rips the directive fromthe tel e-
type, then hurriedly rolls it into a cylinder and slips
it into a cylindrical netal capsule.

The capsule is popped into a pneunmatic tube.

ANGLE - LENGTH OF PNEUMATI C PI PI NG 52

sonewhere in the | abyrinthine substructure of the Hud-
sucker Building. W hear a M SSILE furiously HURTLI NG
towards us, inside the pipe, and ROCKETI NG by.

ANGLE ON ANOTHER LENGTH OF PI PI NG
Once again we hear the CAPSULE APPROACH and ROCKET past.

BLI NDI NG RED LI GHTS 53

as a SIREN BLARES. On a huge board that says HUDSUCKER
DESI GN DEPARTMENT, flashing red letters announce:
| NCOM NG DI RECTI VE

The pneunatic tube spout shoots out a cylinder, and a
hand eagerly picks it up and yanks it OUT OF FRAME.

A technician in white | aboratory snock is reading the
directive as several other white-jacketed technicians
crowmd their heads around his shoul ders, also reading.
Al of their eye and head notions synchroni ze as they
eagerly read, devouring the docunent |ine by line.

A | arge sheet of graph paper is whipped down on top of
a drafting table. Under the capti on OVERHEAD ANGLE i s
a perfect circle. Under the caption HORI ZONTAL is a
horizontal |ine. Under the caption VERTI CAL SI DE ANGLE
is a vertical I|ine.

( CONTI NUED)
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EXTREME LOW ANGLE - SEVERAL TECHNI CI ANS

| ooki ng thoughtfully down at the rendering. The head
technician is stroking his beard and noddi ng.

CUT TGO

RENDERI NG
as a hand ENTERS FRAME and stanps the draw ng approved.

CUT TO
TWO MORE LENGTHS OF PNEUMATI C Pl PE 52
as we hear the CYLI NDER ROCKETI NG by.
SW SH PAN TO
FROSTED DOUBLE GLASS DOORS 54

Lettered on the frosted glass is: "ADVERTI SI NG
DEPARTMENT Creative Bullpen.” In sharp silhouette on the
frosted glass we can see the three adnmen working inside.
Two pace back and forth, snoking cigarettes, as they toss
out ideas. The third sits slunped in front of a

sil houette typewiter, his head resting on one hand, his
ot her hand resting on a half-enpty bottle of whiskey.

In the f.g., outside the frosted glass and so not in
silhouette, sits a bored secretary readi ng War and Peace,
Vol une One.

AD MAN #1 (O S.)
We'll call it the Flying Donut!

AD MAN #2 (O S.)
The Danci ng Di ngus!

AD MAN #1 (O S.)
The Jerky Circle!

SW SH PAN TO

PNEUMATI C PI PI NG 52
Wth the cylinder rocketing by.
SW SH PAN TO
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" ACCOUNTI NG DEPARTMENT" WALL PLAQUE 55
CUT TGO

HUGE POSTER

Up on the wall of the accounting floor is an enornous
reproduction of the design departnent's rendering of the
hul a hoop. Over the poster is an enornous banner: "WHAT
WLL TH S COsT?"

PAN FROM t he poster TO a H GH ANGLE SHOT of a floor ful

of accountants sitting at their rows and rows of desks;
all are looking up at the wall poster as they operate
their manual addi ng nmachines to the sane beat.

All accountants wear identical vests, shirtsleeves, gar-
ters, visors and spectacl es.

The head accountant stands in front of the room oversee-
ing their efforts. He wears a full three-piece suit, a
vi sor and a pi nce-nez.

CUT TGO

HUGE BOOK

Bei ng dropped onto a desk. |Its cover reads: SUMARY OF
COST ANALYSI S.

The book is opened and its pages, filled with rows of

nunbers, are flipped to the | ast page where we QUI CKLY

PAN DOMN TO the bottomline: Unit Cost... $0.59
Suggested Retail... $0.79

CUT TGO

EXECUTI VE

Looki ng down at the book as the head accountant hovers
over his shoulder, waiting for his reaction.

The executive grinmy shakes his head.

BACK TO BOCK

As the accountant's hand ENTERS FRAME to scratch in "$1"
in front of the suggested retail of $0.79.

A hand ENTERS FRAME to stanp the bottomline: APPROVED.
CUT TO
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ROCKETI NG PNEUVATI C PI PES 52
CUT TGO

ADVERTI SI NG DEPARTMENT CREATI VE BULLPEN 56

The secretary in the f.g. is now readi ng War and Peace,
Vol unme Two.

AD MAN #1 (O S.)
Sonet hi ng short.

AD MAN #2 (O S.)
Shar p.

AD MAN #1 (O S.)
Snappy.

AD MAN #2 (O S.)
Wth alittle jazz.

AD MAN #1 (O S.)
The Shazzamet er!

AD MAN #2 (O S.)
The Hi pster!

Drawing a circle in the air:

AD MAN #1 (O S.)
The Daddy- Oh!

AD MAN #2 (O S.)
The Crcle-0' -Giety!

CUT TGO

ROCKETI NG PI PES 52
CUT TGO

VEN 57

in asbestos suits throwing down their visors as they
scurry and dive for cover behind banks of sandbags. A
fierce EXPLOSI ON harshly illum nates the sandbags. As
t he EXPLOSI ON SUBSI DES:

The wor knen cautiously peek out over the sandbags, then
flip back their visors and rise to their feet.

( CONTI NUED)
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THEI R POV

Bounci ng anong the flam ng debris of the explosion is
a hula hoop, still intact.

CUT TGO

ROCKETI NG PI PES 52
CUT TO

ADVERTI SI NG DEPARTMENT CREATI VE BULLPEN 58

The secretary in the f.g. is now readi ng Anna Kareni na.
The sil houetted ad nen, frustrated and hoarse, are still
at it.

AD MAN #1 (O S.)
The Hoopsucker!

AD MAN #2 (O S.)
The Hudsw nger!

AD MAN #1 (O S.)
The Hoop- dee- doo!

AD MAN #2 (O S.)
The Hudsucker Hoop!

The third ad man, slouched notionless at the typewiter
up until now, finally raises his head.

AD MAN #3 (O S.)
Fel | as. Fel | as!

AD MAN #1 (O S.)
Ya got sonethin'?

AD MAN #2 (O S.)
Ya got sonethin'?!

AD MAN #3 (O S.)
Fellas! | got somethin'!

CUT TGO

Pl ECE OF ART PAPER 59
Printed at the top:
Hudsucker I ndustries Proudly Presents

( CONTI NUED)
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PAN DOMN to reveal:

THE HULA HOOP

PAN DOMN to reveal:
An artist's hand working in fast notion to render the
hul a hoop logo: A grinning, healthy 1950s boy with a
spray of freckles, one fist thrown forward, the other
behind, as if doing an athletic frug, a hula hoop
spinning with action lines around his waist.
In seconds the artist has conpleted the | ogo and now,
also in fast notion, he wites the slogan on either side
of the boy: "You know... For Kids!"
As the page is ripped off the art pad:

MATCH CUT TGO

PAGE 60
being carried away in a continuous notion by an engi neer
who | ooks at it, nodding. W see that we are now in an
enornous plant area. The engineer, griny fromhis |abors
inthis sweaty industrial realm reaches up to pull an

enor nous | ever.

CUT TGO

MACHI NES
GRI NDI NG i nto noti on
CUT TO

DONUT SPOUT
As it begins to spit hula hoops in nmassive nunbers.

The hoops are spit onto a |long netal arm where they rest,
hangi ng.

A bal e of hula hoops is |loaded into a Hudsucker truck to
conplete its load. The truck door is slamred shut.
| RON GRI LL 61

is thrown up to reveal the display w ndow of a shop just
openi ng for the day.

( CONTI NUED)
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In the window is an enornous hula hoop display, with
various hoops strung up on wire in front of a l|large
cardboard diorama -- "You know... for Kids!"

Refl ected in the display wi ndow we see crowds of people
scurrying by, indifferent to the display. Inside the
shop we see the proprietor by the cash register, his chin
propped glumy in his hands.

I NT. NORVILLE S OFFI CE 62

Norville sits anxiously awaiting the verdict of Amy who
sits hunched over the ticker-tape nmachine, studying the
energing tape. Any finally | ooks up at Norville and
sadl y shakes her head.

BACK TO SHOP W NDOW 61

Crowds still scurry indifferently by. The shopkeeper
stands idly in his doorway, snoking a cigarette.

We TRACK I N ON the cardboard display. The displ ayed
price of $1.79 has been crossed out. Underneath it,
inked in: "Reduced: $1.59."

I NT. NORVILLE S OFFI CE 62

Norville is nervously pacing. Ay still studies the
ticker-tape. Once again she is forced to shake her head
sadl y.

BACK TO SHOP' S PRI CE DI SPLAY 61

The old $1.59 is suddenly covered as the hand ENTERS
FRAME to slap on a sticker: $1.49. A beat. The hand
ENTERS FRAME to slap on a new sticker: $1.29. Then in
rapid-fire succession: $0.99. $0.79. $0.49. Two for
$0.25. Free with any purchase.

ALLEY BEH ND SHOP 63

wher e garbage and garbage cans sit waiting for
col l ecti on:

Hands appear at the back door of a shop hurling a clutch
of hoops towards the trash heap. One errant hoop rolls
towards the nmouth of the alley.

The nouth of the alley. The escaped hul a hoop energes
and starts rolling down the street.
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HULA HOOP AG3

It rolls across the street. CARS VI OLENTLY BRAKE to
avoid it.

It rounds a corner and rolls up to a little boy, rolls in
a circle around him and finally wobbles to the pavenent.
The little boy looks at it, steps inside it, raises it to
his hips and starts hula hooping. Somewhere a BELL is

RI NG NG,

| NT. NEARBY SCHOOLHOUSE B63
where the BELL is RING NG the front doors fly open and
hundr eds of school children run out, scream ng, heading

honme, but all in a dense pack.

The scream ng pack of school children round a corner and
-- stop short, their screans abruptly halting.

They are staring, fascinated, at the hul a- hooping
youngst er.

The chil dren are dunbfounded. It is a nonent the |ikes
of which they have never dreaned.

CUT TGO

SCREAM NG PACK

once agai n runni ng, nmani acal, possessed. W don't know
where they are running, but we can guess.

CUT TGO

STORE 64

Jam packed with scream ng chil dren, grabbing hul a hoops
of f the shel ves.

BACK TO NORVI LLE' S OFFI CE 62

Norville sits slunped behind his desk, his head resting
on the desktop, utterly dejected.

Suddenly the TICKER-TAPE HUMS to |ife and starts spitting
tape. Any looks at it with nounting excitenent. Finally
she | ooks breathl essly up:

AMY
Nor vi |l | e!

( CONTI NUED)
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Norville lifts his head fromthe desktop. A piece of
scrap paper is sticking to his cheek. Dramatic FANFARE
MUSI C STARTS TO SWVELL

We HOLD ON Norville's expectant face. W HOLD. The
MUSI C BU LDS. We HOLD. We:

CUT TGO

NEWBREEL TI TLE 65

We can see the "Tidbits of Tine" |logo as a sol emm-voi ced
announcer intones:

ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
Rockwel | News presents... 'Tidbits
of Tinme!" Wbrld news in pictures,
we kid you not.

ANOTHER ANGLE 66

Picture dissolves to a pan up the Hudsucker Buil di ng.

Cut to candid filmof Norville getting out of a car,
noticing the canmera, grinning and waving as he wal ks, and
taking a pratfall.

ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
... \What began as the brainchild
of this Madi son Avenue whiz kid is
now a craze sweeping the nation
The ' hul a hoop,' product of
Hudsucker | ndustries, is a
recreational device that sone
experts predict nmay eclipse the
tel evision as a neans of
entertai nnent. ..

ANOTHER ANGLE 67

A television sits against a neutral b.g. A hula hoop
rolls into frame and bunps the TV, pushing it out of
frame.

ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
... This dancing dingus of
delight, this jerky circle of
gaiety, is proving to be the toy
of choice of nobst American
youngsters. -- Woa-ho! D d |
say youngsters?! Here's nom
taking a break from her househol d
chores. ..
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A woman swi tches off her vacuum cl eaner, takes a hula
hoop that is conveniently | eaning against a nearby wall,
and starts hul a hoopi ng.

ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
and even dad is 'sw nging'
into the act!

ANOTHER ANGLE 69
In the office, dad, snoking a pipe, is also hula hooping.

ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
and so the congratul ati ons
pour in for up-and-coner Norville
Bar nes, inventor of the hoop --
i ncl udi ng one very special call!

ANOTHER ANGLE 70

In jerky cinema-verite footage, a wonman is excitedly
sticking her head in Norville's door.

WOVAN (V. Q)
He' s on! He's on the |ine!

Swi sh over to Norville, agog, who picks up his phone and,
voi ce breaking:

NORVI LLE (V. Q)
Hel | 0?

CRACKLI NG VO CE (V. Q)
Hell o, Norville. This is the
Pr esi dent. ..

A half-w pe |l eaves a split screen with half of the screen
remai ning Norville, the other half becomng a still of

| ke standing in a tank turret, pointing commandi ngly.
Under the photo: VO CE OF GENERAL DW GHT D. ElI SENHOVWER

NORVI LLE (V. Q)
Ch ny God, sir!

I|KE (V.Q)
: | just wanted to congratul ate
you. |I'mvery proud of you
Norville...

NORVI LLE (V. Q)
Ch ny God, sir!

( CONTI NUED)
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| KE (V. Q)
... Ms. Eisenhower is very proud
of you. The Anerican people are
very proud of you.

FLASH BULB EXPLOSI ON EFFECTS A. ..
CUT TGO

NORVI LLE 71
Facing a battery of REPORTERS at a news conference.

REPORTER #1
M. Barnes, how d ya cone up with
the idea for the hula hoop?

Norville is holding one hand up to shield his eyes from
the unaccustoned |ight. Any stands next to him beam ng.

NORVI LLE
Well, it was no great idea,
really. A thing like this, it
takes a whol e conpany to put it
together, and |I'mjust grateful
for the opportunity --

REPORTER #2
M. Barnes, did you have any idea
there'd be such a huge response?

NORVI LLE
Well, frankly, | don't think
anybody expected this much
hoopl a - -

He is surprised by a burst of |aughter.

REPORTER #3
' Hoopl a on the hula hoop' -- can
we quote you on that, M. Barnes?
NCRVI LLE
Well sure, | guess --
REPORTER #4

M. Barnes, are you thinking of
giving yourself a nice fat raise?

NORVI LLE
Ha- ha- ha- ha. Conme on, guys..

FLASH BULB EXPLOSI ON EFFECTS A. ..
CUT TGO
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A scientist wwth a Van Dyke beard, wearing a | aboratory
snock, is facing the canera. Behind himwe see other
scientists studying a hoop that has been hooked up to a
gyroscopi c-1 ooki ng device that analyzes its various
nmovenents and properties.

NEWSREEL ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
What scientific principle explains
t he m nd-bendi ng notion of this
whi ppi ng wheel of wonder?

Atitle supered over the Scientist's chest identifies
hi m as Professor Erwi n Schwei de.

SCI ENTI ST (V. Q)
Ze dinkus is kvite zinple, really.
It operates on ze sane principle
zat keeps ze earth spinning 'round
ze sun, and zat keeps you from
flying off ze earth into ze col dest
reaches of outer space vere you
vood die |like a m serable shvine!
Yes, ze principle is ze sane,
except for ze piece of grrrit zey
put in to nake ze whol e experience
nmore pl easant --

TRACKING I N TO

I NT. NORVILLE S OFFI CE 73

The nmean | augh. Norville, behind his desk in LONG SHOT,
| aughing, as we begin to TRACK IN. There is sonething
di sconcerting about his laugh -- it is harder, nore

busi nessli ke, colder than the dopey | augh that accom
panied his elevation to the presidency. O perhaps it
is only our imagination, for while still sone distance
away fromhim

FLASH BULB EXPLOSI ON EFFECTS A. ..
CUT BACK TGO

NEWS CONFERENCE 74

Newsnen follow Norville as he wal ks through the | obby of
t he Hudsucker Buil di ng.

REPORTER #1
M. Barnes, did the board consider
you an 'idea man' when they
pronoted you fromthe nmail roonf

( CONTI NUED)
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NCRVI LLE
Vell, | guess so -- | don't think
t hey pronoted nme because they
thought | was a jerk.

REPORTER #2
M. Barnes, what's the next big
i dea for you and Hudsucker
| ndustries?

NCRVI LLE
Jeez, | don't know. An idea like
this sweet baby doesn't just cone
overni ght. ..

REPORTER
M. Barnes, are you --

NCRVI LLE
-- Although 1'Il tell you one
thing: | certainly didn't expect

all this '"hoopla'!

This TIRED ol d joke brings sone polite |aughter.
Norville is smling as he enters the elevator. As its
doors start to close, |eaving Any behind:

NORVI LLE
And you can quote ne on that!

FLASH BULB EXPLOSI ON EFFECTS A. ..

CUT BACK TO
NEWSREEL
ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
Yes, it's hula hula everywhere!
Fromthe cocktail parties of the
Park Avenue smart set...
ANOTHER ANGLE 75

A group of people in formal evening wear are sipping
hi ghbal | s and chatting as they keep hoops in notion
‘round their waists.

ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
. to sweethearts who want to be
married in the 'swing of things..
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ANOTHER ANGLE 76
A young coupl e stands before the altar hul a hooping.

ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
: To our friend the Negro, in
the heart of the dark continent.

ANOTHER ANGLE 77

Pan down from el ephant to two natives hula hooping
as they grin into the newsreel canera.

TRACKI NG | N ON:

ANOTHER ANGLE 73

The nean | augh. Yes, as we draw closer, it seens clear
that his laugh is colder than before.

FLASH BULB EXPLOSI ON EFFECTS A. ..
CUT TGO

NCRVI LLE 78

Sitting in a barber chair, face |athered up, as Reporters
crowd in.

REPORTER #1
M. Barnes, M. Barnes, Runpus
magazi ne has call ed you the nobst
el igi ble bachel or of the year, and
the soci ety pages have been
i nking you with high-fashion
nodel Za-Za. Wuld you care to
coment ?

A burning cigar energes fromthe lather around Norville's
face. It waggles as he talKks.

NORVI LLE
There's no truth to the runors;
we're just dear friends..

He | ooks to one side.

NORVI LLE
Isn't that right, Za-Za?

SW SH PAN TO
ZA-ZA. Standing nearby. Every nman's dream in a tarty

sort of way. ( | NUED)
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ZA- ZA
(sexily)
G-r-r-r-r-r-r-owM

The newsnen react.

REPORTER #2
Ho- | eeee!

REPORTER #3
M . Barnes, whither Hudsucker?
VWhi t her Norville Barnes?

REPORTER #4
How do you respond to the charges
that you' re out of ideas? Has
Norville Barnes run dry?

The barber is periodically pinching Norville's nose to
shave under it; as he alternately pinches and rel eases,
Norville's voice breaks fromnasal to normal and back

NORVI LLE

Not at all. Wy, just this week

| canme up with several new sweet

i deas. A larger nodel hula hoop

for the portly. A battery option
for the | azy and handi capped. A
nodel wth nore sand for hard-of -
hearing. |'mearning ny keep.

REPORTER #5
Speaking of that, M. Barnes, do
you expect to get a raise?

NCRVI LLE
Wel |, by anyone's account |'ve
saved Hudsucker | ndustries; our
stock is worth nore than it's
ever been. So, yes, | expect to
be conpensated for that.

END TRACK I N ON:

ANOTHER ANGLE 73

The nean |augh. FURTHER TRACK IN ON Norville ENDS in
CLOSE SHOT, his hands cl asped on the desktop in front of
him as he finishes his hard, square-jawed, nman-on-top

| augh, gazing flintily INTO the CAMERA.

NORVI LLE
- - ha- ha- ha- ha- ha!

PULL BACK FROM
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The PULL BACK FROM a bl ubbering executive REVEALS that we
are at a Board neeting. Al of the Board nmenbers sit
around the table except for Mussburger, who, a towel
around his waist, is receiving a choppity-chop massage

on a padded table froma nmuscular man in a bul ging
T-shirt.

MUSSBURGER
Pul | yourself together, Addison

Addi son snuffl es.

ADDI SON
Nobody told ne! Nobody told ne!
You sold all of our stock?

MUSSBURGER
We dunped the whole | oad. Now
quit showboati ng, Addison --

ADDI SON
| had twenty thousand shares! 1'd
be a mllionaire now

MUSSBURGER
Sure, sure, we'd all be
mllionaires. There's no point
in | ooking back. At the tine,
Stilson thought dunping our

position woul d panic the market,
further depress the stock -- then
we'd buy it all back, and nore of
course, once it got cheap --

ADDI SON
Cheap! Cheap! |It's never been
nmore val uable! And |I'm rui ned!

Rui ned!
He clinbs up onto the board table.

ADDI SON
|"'mgetting off this nerry-go-
round!

EXECUTI VE
Addi son!

ANOTHER EXECUTI VE
Myr on!

ADDI SON
Aaaaahhh!

( CONTI NUED)
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He runs down the length of the table and hurls
hi nsel f toward the w ndow and:

Thwok!
CUT TO

MUSSBURGER S OFFI CE - ANGLE FROM QUTSI DE

LOCKI NG I N, as Addison flattens against the f.g. glass,
his face squushing, his outflung hands |ikew se.

All stare in horror for a long silent beat.

Wth the sound of a SQUEECEE bei ng drawn across gl ass,
Addi son, still frozen, slides down the w ndow, hits the
floor, and falls stiffly back like a fallen tree.

Mussburger sits up and sticks a cigar into his nouth.

MJUSSBURGER
Plexiglas. Had it installed | ast
week.
EXECUTI VE
Myron?
MUSSBURGER

Al right, so the kid caught a
wave. So right now he and his

di ngus are on top. Well, this too
shal |l pass. Mrtle J. Missburger
didn't raise her boy to go knock-
kneed at the first sign of
adversity. | say, we nade this
kid and we can break him | say,
t he hi gher he clinbs, the harder
he drops. | say, yes, the kid has
a future, and in it | see shane,

di shonor, ignom ny and di sgrace.
Sure, sure, the wheel turns, the
musi ¢ plays, and our spin ain't
over yet.

NCRVI LLE' S OFFI CE 80

A smal | chamber orchestra, the nusicians in tails, sit

pl ayi ng "Ei ne Kl eine Nachtrusi k™. Norville, eyes closed,
reclines in his desk chair, one unifornmed wonman st oopi ng
in front of him manicuring his nails, another, behind,
massagi ng his tenples. A tailor is pinning up his pant
cuffs.

( CONTI NUED)



80

107.
CONTI NUED: 80
A French scul ptor wearing a white snock, a beret, and
a goatee squints at Norville and chisels at a bl ock of
marble with a stone chisel and hammer.

A GOON sits off to one side, hat insolently atop his
head, reading the funny papers.

At length Norville stirs, opens his eyes, sits bolt
upright, batting away the hands of the manicurist and
t enpl e- rassager.

NCRVI LLE
Hold it!...

The nusi cians' playing dribbles away to sil ence.

NORVI LLE
Nobody nove, nobody breathe...

Al sit frozen. You could hear a pin drop.

NORVI LLE
An idea... is comng..

Eyes narrowed, he gazes off into space, squinting for
his idea.

CLOSE ON TAILOR S KI' T

A straight pinis rolling across the top -- it drops
of f --

EXTREME CLOSE ON FLOOR

VWhere the PIN -- PING -- hits

NORVI LLE
Deflates. He glares at the tailor.

NCRVI LLE
It's gone now.

The nusi ci ans resune playing. Everyone el se resunes
wor k.  The | NTERCOM BUZZES and a fenal e voi ce announces:

FEMALE (V. Q)
M ss Any here to see you.

Norville leans forward to hit his intercom

( CONTI NUED)
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NORVI LLE
Is she in the book? --

The door bursts open and Any storns in.

AMY
For Pete's sake, Norville

NORVI LLE
Oh! Hello, Any -- was it --
t hought she said, Mame --

AMY
Never m nd about that...

She shakes a piece of paper at Norville.
AW

. You know what those ni nconpoops
in the boardroom are doi ng?

NORVI LLE
VWll, | wouldn't call them
ni ncom - -

AMY

They're going to discharge eight
percent of the work force here

at Hudsucker. Wy, in New York

al one that neans ei ghteen hundred
peopl e out of work, people with

wi ves and children and famlies --

NORVI LLE
Wel |l yes, we're pruning away sone
of the dead wood, but if --

AW
You nean you know about this?

NORVI LLE
Know about it? You think the
Board would do anything like this
W t hout my authorization? No,
this was ny idea fromthe start.

AMY
Your i --

NORVI LLE
W have to be realistic, Amty. You
know t hi ngs have sl owed down a
little here at Hudsucker --

( CONTI NUED)
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AWY
You're awful kind to yourself,
Norville Barnes -- the fact is

you' ve sl owed down, sitting up
here Ii ke a sultan, not doing a
lick of work! Wiy you know it's
ideas that are the |ifebl ood of

i ndustry and you haven't cone up
with one since the hoop and the
reason's plain to see! You've
forgotten what made your ideas
exciting for you in the first
place -- it wasn't for the fanme
and the wealth and the m ndl ess
adul ation of -- would you get out
of here?!

Thi s was addressed to the chanber orchestra, whose
pl ayi ng dri bbles off. They |ook inquisitively at

Norvill e,

then rise to pack up their instrunents and

sheepi shly | eave the office.

AW
... |I'"ve been watching you,
Norvill e Barnes, even though
you' ve been trying to avoid ne --

NORVI LLE
Now, Aim --

AW
Shutup! -- and don't think

haven't noticed how you' ve changed.
| used to think you were a swell
guy -- well, to be honest | thought
you were an inbecile --

NORVI LLE
Now, Aim --
AW
Shutup! -- but then | figured out

you were a swell guy, a little
sl ow maybe, but a swell guy!
Vel |, maybe you're not so slow,
but you're not so swell either
and it | ooks like you're an

i mbecile after --

NORVI LLE
Now, Aim --

( CONTI NUED)
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AW
Shutup! -- after all! You haven't
talked to ne for a week and now
|'"'mgoing to say ny piece. |'ve
got a prediction for you, Norville
Barnes: | predict that since

you' ve deci ded to dedicate
yourself to greed and sloth and
everything bad, you're going to
| ose all the good things that
your good ideas brought you.
You're going to throw them all
away chasing after noney and
ease and the respect of a Board
that wouldn't give you the tine
of day if you... if you..

NORVI LLE
Wrked in a watch factory?

ooks up fromhis funnies.

GOON
Huh- huh- huh!
AW
(to the Goon)
Shut up!

(to Norville)
Exactly! Don't you renenber how
you used to feel about the hoop?
You told nme you were gonna bring
a smle to the hips of everyone
in Anerica, regardl ess of race,
creed or color. Finally there'd
be a thingamajig that would bring

everyone together -- even if it
kept 'em apart, spacially -- you
know, for kids? Your words,
Norville, not mne. | used to

| ove Norville Barnes -- yes, |ove
him -- when he was just a swell

kid wwth hot ideas who was in
over his head, but now your head
is too big to be in over!

NCRVI LLE
Now, Any --

( CONTI NUED)
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AW
Consi der this ny resignation --

Thwock -- She slaps him
The bodyguard is on his feet.

GOON
Hey! !

Crack -- Any kicks himhard in the shin.

GOON
Awoo0000!

AW
-- Effective imedi atel y!!

She strides to the door, |eaving Norville rubbing his
cheek and the Goon hoppi ng around on one | eg.

FADE QUT.
FADE | N:
CLCSE SHOT - PICTURE OF AW 81

PULL BACK SHOAS it to be her identification in her
Hudsucker personnel file.

A hand brings I NTO FRAME anot her picture of her -- this
one a newspaper clipping. She stands on a podi um
accepting an award; standi ng behind her are m ddl e- aged
identical triplets. The caption says, "Any Archer of
the Manhattan Argus Receives Pulitzer Prize."

W DER ANGLE

We are in Mussburger's office. Missburger is seated at
his desk | ooking at the file picture and clipping; the
sign letterer/scraper is |eaning over his shoul der,
havi ng just put them down.

MUSSBURGER
Hmm .. Thank you, Aloysius. This
may be usef ul
Al oysi ous nods wordl essly and turns to | eave.
As we TRACK IN ON the picture of Ay, we:

FADE QUT.
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After a beat, a woman ENTERS agai nst the unbl em shed
whi t e background, dressed in a flow ng white dance robe,
trailing a | ong, diaphanous veil. She perfornms a flow
i ngly sensuous dance noderne; the MJSICis a sensuous
saxophone solo with | asciviously bendi ng bl ue notes.

After the woman has been dancing for several beats
Norville enters, dancing after her, pursuing her. He
is wearing a coatless suit, his sleeves rolled up, his
thin tie | oosened.

The woman dances around him |etting her diaphanous veil
trail sinuously around his body.

We hear an ECHO NG voi ce:

VO CE (O S.)
Buddy. .. Say, buddy...

CLOSE SHOT - NORVI LLE 83

Sitting in his desk chair, sheened with sweat, eyes
closed, licking his |ips.

CLCSER NOW

VO CE (O S.)
Buddy. .. Ya busy?

NORVI LLE
Huh- whuh?

He opens his eyes and | ooks stuporously about.

Buzz is grinning down at himin his little pillbox
el evat or cap.

BUZZ
Looks |i ke ya nodded off there,
buddy! Say, ya got a m nute?

Norville clears his throat.

NORVI LLE
Ch, uh... Buzz... Is it inportant?

BUZZ
| like to think so! [t's this
little idea | been working on!
He turns an easel to face the desk.

( CONTI NUED)
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BUZZ
: Ya see, | don't intend to be
an el evator boy forever! Take a
| ook at this sweet baby!

The easel displays an oversized sheet of graph paper.
Onto it has been rendered a top view, which is a perfect
circle, and a side view, which is a vertical |ine.

Norvill e gazes stupidly at the circle.

BUzZ
: Ya get it, buddy? Incredibly
convenient, isn't it? Ya see --

He produces a tall glass of |lenpbnade with a straw sitting
init

BUZZ
-- this is howit works, it's
these little ridges on the side
that give it its whamy! See, ya
don't have to drink like this
anynore --

He holds his head over the glass to drink fromthe
vertical straw.

BUZZ
-- Now you can drink like this --

He bends the straw to drink fromit at the horizontal.

BUZZ
... |l call it the Buzz-Sucker, get
it, buddy? -- After ne! Buzz!
Wiy, people are just dyin' for a
product like this, and the great
thing is we won't have to charge
an armand a --

Norville, who has been stew ng, finally barks:

NORVI LLE
Wait a m nut e!

He grabs the | enbnade gl ass, |ooks at it, sneering.

NORVI LLE
Why, this is worthl ess.

BUZZ
Huh?! But, buddy --

( CONTI NUED)
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Norvill e yanks the straw out and crunples it up.

NORVI LLE
This is the nost idiotic thing |I've
ever seen in ny |ife!

BUZZ
Yeah, but, buddy --

NORVI LLE
Nobody wants a hare- brai ned
product like this! Ya see, Buzz,
it lacks the creative spark, the
unal | oyed geni us that nade, uh..

He pauses to bel ch.

NORVI LLE
: say, the hula hoop such a
success.

BUZZ
But, buddy --

NORVI LLE

And what do you nean barging in
here and taking up ny val uabl e
time! 1've got a conpany to run
here --

BUZZ
But, buddy, you were --

NORVI LLE
-- | can't have every deadbeat on
t he Hudsucker payroll pestering ne
with their idiotic brai nwaves!

BUZZ
Geez, |I'msorry, buddy --

NORVI LLE
An exanpl e nust be made

Buzz | ooks over his shoulder, turns back to Norville.

BUZZ
Widdya mnean, buddy?

NORVI LLE
Fired! You're fired! |Is that
pl ai n enough for you, buster!

Buzz's jaw drops. Hi s elastic chin strap snaps under
t he pressure.
( CONTI NUED)
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BUZZ
Amwwwy, buddy - -
NORVI LLE
And don't call ne buddy! Qut of

her el Qut !

Buzz sinks to his knees, weeping. He clutches
pathetically at Norville's pants | egs.

BUZZ
Aw, please, sir -- this job, it's
all | got!

NCRVI LLE
Cet up!

BUZZ

| understand if ya don't |ike the
Buzz- Sucker! Just |enme keep ny
job, I"'mprayin' to yal

NORVI LLE
We don't crawl at Hudsucker
I ndustries! Get out of ny office!
Leave your uniformin the | ocker

room
Buzz stunbles away, still weeping.
BUZZ
|"'msorry, buddy... I'msorry...
NORVI LLE

Buzz... off! Ha- ha- ha- ha!

As we TRACK IN ON Norville, laughing, there is a | ow,
unearthly RUMBLE, and his face seens to DI SSCLVE | NTO

FLAMES 84

W PULL BACK FROM the flame of Sid Mussburger's oversized
lighter as he finishes lighting a cigar.

He is sitting alone in the boardroom but its door sw ngs
open and Norville enters wearing plaid knickers, alittle
cap, and a knit shirt that shows his waist starting to
bulge. He has a full golf bag over his shoul der.

NORVI LLE
Sorry I'mlate, Sid. That back
nine at Riverdale is really
nmur der .

( CONTI NUED)
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MUSSBURGER
Sure, sure, it's a tough course.
Vel |l thanks for comng, kid. |
t hought the board room woul d be a
swel |l place to chat undi sturbed --
it seens we're having sone
security problens here at the Hud.

NORVI LLE
Ya don't say.

MUSSBURGER
Mn Odinarily | wouldn't bother
you with it, but -- this is
enbarrassing, kid -- it seens to

concern you directly.

NORVI LLE
How s that, Sid?

MUSSBURGER
It's not inportant in itself --
sone el evator boy you fired cane
to me claimng you' d stolen the
i dea for the, uh, the hoop dingus
fromhim--

NORVI LLE
Huh?! He -- no, | -- he's just
-- maybe | was a little rough on
the boy, ya see | --

MUSSBURGER
Ah forget it, kid, ya don't have
to explain tone. He's alittle
person. He's nothing. Like |
say, ordinarily it would just be
a nuisance. But it seens -- well,
there was a spy in the conpany...

He is shoving a file towards Norville, who opens it.

MUSSBURGER
Sure, sure, we tried to kil
the story. But her newspaper
won't play ball... Looks like her
story's com ng out...

W TRACK DOMN the | ength of the board roomtable TOMRD

Norvil | e,

who stares horrified at the file.

( CONTI NUED)
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MJUSSBURGER
See, kid, the problemthe
Board' Il have... you hired this

woman. Kept her on, while she made
a chunp out of you. Serious error

of judgnent... | nean, business is
war, kid -- ya take no prisoners,
ya get no second chances. And a
boner like this... I'mafraid when
the Board neets, after New Year's,
your position... well, it |ooks
like you're finished... stick a
fork in ya, you' re done... washed
up. ..

We LOSE Mussburger FROM FRAME as we Tl GHTEN FURTHER ON
Norville, Missburger continuing off:

MUSSBURGER (O S.)
... I"'msorry, kid. | understand
this dolly who betrayed you, she
used to be a friend of yours..

Norville is slowy dragging the golf cap off his head.

MUSSBURGER (O S.)
... And this elevator dope used to
be a friend, too...

Norville stares, perfectly still.

MUSSBURGER (O S.)
... Well, they've got your throat
pretty well slit. And when you're
dead, ya stay dead. Ya don't
beli eve nme, ask Waring Hudsucker
. Yeah, | ooks like curtains.
Wl |, condol ences, kid..

Norville's | MAGE TURNS TO

BLACK- AND- VHI TE | MAGE OF NORVI LLE 85

W PULL BACK to show that it is on the front page of the
Manhatt an Argus.

The headline, in scream ng nine-point type:
FAKE!

Next to the picture of Norville is the subhead: |dea Man
a Fraud.

( CONTI NUED)
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Next to the sub-subhead is a picture of Buzz in his
el evator-operator's pillbox hat: Stole Hoop |dea from
Geni us El evator Jockey O arence "Buzz" CGunderson.

CHI EF

AW (O S.)
You can't print that!

He grins wol fishly.

SW SH PAN

CH EF
W are printing it! She's hittin'
the streets this evening --

TO

SM TTY
-- and she's dynamte!

AMY
But, Al, it's the bunk! Norville
showed ne his design for the
whatsit the day | net him Wy
Buzz couldn't have invented it --
| ook at the man -- he's an
i mbeci | e!

CHI EF
Archer, you're a broken record.
Fact is Gunderson did design it --
apparently he's sone kind of

prodi gy --

AW
Says who?!

SMTTY
You're not the only one with
sources, Any --

CHI EF
Smth has a source on the Hud
board -- very senior, very hush-
hush - -

AMY
Yeah, and |'Il bet his initials

are Sidney J. Missburger!

SM TTY
You've lost it, Aim You' ve gone
soft by the |ooks of it -- soft

on the dummy from Dubuque - -
( CONTI NUED)
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AW
Munci e!
CHI EF
Whatever! It's no dig on you,

Archer, but this story is hot

and you're no longer on top of it.
Wiy, it's the scoop of the century
-- the other papers won't have the
@under son dope 'til tonorrow --
The Al |l enei ni scher Zeitung, Le
Figaro, they'll be choking on our
dust come nornin' --

AW
You're fools, both of you! It's
obvious they're out to crucify
Norville! They're trying to

destroy hini
CHI EF
(gently)
-- take a break. You've worked
hard on this story -- heck, you

broke it for us! But it's passed
you by and Smth here has taken up
t he sl ack.

She is near tears.

AW
You want slack, 1'll give you
slack. You're not putting nme out
to pasture, A, | quit! Consider

this ny resignation --

She turns to Smtty --

AW
-- effective i medi ately!
-- and swings -- but he catches her before contact, holds
her by the wist, and sneers:
SM TTY
Sof t.
Any swings her free armto -- thwack -- blindside his

ot her cheek.
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NCRVI LLE 86

In flickering bl ack-and-white, he is |lying on a couch
that has been brought into his office, gazing listlessly
at a bend straw, being interviewed by soneone O S. The
footage is rough, taking a nmonent to find focus; the
sound is TI NNY.

GERMAN VO CE (V. Q)
Dell me vat is first zing
dr oppensi e head ven | nenzhon
ze vord... Zex?

NCRVI LLE (V. Q.)
(listlessly)
Awn, what's the difference.

BOARD MEMBER 87

Sitting in a darkened board room gazing off at a screen
that sends flickering light onto his face.

GERMAN VO CE (V. Q)
Und ven | zpeak of authority?

NCRVI LLE (V. Q.)
Awwy, | dunno.

BACK TO SCREEN 86

GERMAN VO CE (V. Q)
Eggzpl ain pl ease ze zignifikanz
of ze straw

NORVI LLE (V. Q)
Nuthin', really.

ANOTHER ANGLE 87

A shadow is thrown across the screen as a figure steps
into the beam He throws the sharp sil houette of a
strict Freudian ANALYST: Van Dyke beard, pince-nez with
chain trailing down to his vest, one thunb hooked into
the vest, the other hand hol ding a cigar weathing snoke,
whi ch he waves for enphasis.

ANALYST
Patient dizplayed |iztlessness,
apat hy, gl oony indifference und
vas bl ue und nopey.

The image on screen cuts to four inkblots. The Anal yst
sweeps in a pointer and thwoks each i mage as he coments

on it.
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ANALYST
Ven asked vut four Rhorschach
stains reprezented, patient

replied, 'Nussink much,’ 'l don't
know,' ' Chust a blotch,' und 'Sure
beats ne.'

ANOTHER ANGLE

The i nmage onscreen cuts to a close shot of Norville on
the couch, nouth |istlessly agape.

ANALYST
Patient shows no anbition,
no get-up-und-go, no vim He is
riding ze grand | oopen-ze-1loop --

| mage cuts to a sine wave on a graph, the top of which is
| abel ed "Euphoria," the bottom of which is | abel ed
"Despair,"” and a reference line through the mddle

| abel ed "Normal ." There is an X on the declining side

of the wave, near but not yet at the bottom which is

| abel ed "Patient."

ANALYST
-- zat goes from ze peak of
del usional gaiety to ze trrrroff
of dezbair. Patient is now near
-- but not yet at! -- ze | owest
poi nt; ven he reachensi es bottom
he may errrrrupt und pose danger to
hi nsel f und uzzers.

MUSSBURGER
Casual ly puffing on a cigar.

MUSSBURGER
Di agnosis, Dr. Bronfenbrenner?

BROVFENBRENNER ( ANALYST)
Patient is eine manic-depressive
paranoid type B, mt acute
schi zoi d t endenci es.

MUSSBURGER
So patient is...?

He interrogatively twirls a finger 'round his tenple.

( CONTI NUED)
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BROVFENBRENNER
Prezizely. Knots.

The board nurnurs.

MUSSBURGER
Prescri ption?

BROVFENBRENNER
Sree sinks! Kommtnent. Electro-
conful sif therapy. Mintenance
in eine zecure wazility.

As he scores each point it is illustrated on the screen
behind him A patient is forced into a straitjacket by
two brawny, unshaven attendants; electricity arcs between
two | eads on a wire cap being w elded by a technician;
and lastly, a steel-barred door is slamed shut behind a
st ooped and broken patient who is |ed, shuffling, away.

Here the FILM runs out, CHATTERI NG and the screen goes
whi te.

The projector is shut off and the lights go on.

The board politely appl auds.

I NT. BAR - CLOSE ON BARMAN 88

He has a Vandyke beard and wears a cut-off sweatshirt
and dungarees and dark gl asses, and has the phone wedged
into his shoulder as he tears open a | arge cardboard box.

BARMAN
Yeah, just get down here -- he
says he's a friend of yours..
He won't say, but man, is he from
squaresville.

He hangs up and we HINGE WTH himto bring the I ength of
the bar into view. Norville dishevelled, is on the other
si de bel | ow ng.

NORVI LLE
| want a martini! [t's New
Year's Eve and | want a Martini!

BARVAN
Daddy, it's like | been tellin

ya --
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NCRVI LLE
| thought you served msfits
her e!

The barman is taking rolled-up bl ow beepers out of the
cardboard box and |l oading theminto tunblers to set al ong
t he bar.

BARMAN
Yeah, daddy, that's a roger, but
we don't sell al cohol

NORVI LLE
What kind of bar is it if ya
can't get a martini?!

BARMAN
It's a juice and coffee bar, man
like | been tellin' ya --

NORVI LLE
| want a martini! On this bar,
right now 1've had a martini in

every bar on the way down here,
and |'mnot about to --

BARMAN
Martinis are for squares, man.

Suddenl y enr aged:

NORVI LLE
What'd you call ne?!

He starts awkwardly peeling off his suit coat.

NORVI LLE
You son of a --
AMY (O S.)
Norvi | | el
NORVI LLE
Huh?!

He | ooks stupidly about, the shoul ders of his coat down
around his el bows. He sees Amy rushing up.

NORVI LLE
: Oh, it's you! Lookin' for a
nitwit to buy your | unch?!

AMY
Oh Norville, | --

( CONTI NUED)
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Norville's attention has already left her. He |ooks for
the m ssing bartender.

NORVI LLE
(swayi ng)

Barman! Set' mup, fellal

AW
Norville, I"msorry, I... | tried
to tell you... so many tines...
It's hard to admt when you' ve
been wong. If you could just...
find it in your heart to -- to
gi ve ne anot her chance --

NORVI LLE
Hey! Wiere's that martini ?!

AW
Just give ne anot her chance,
Norville -- | can help you fight
this thing. | know this |ast
story was a lie! W can prove
it! W can --

NORVI LLE
Amy, what's the difference. |I'm
all woashed up... Wen you're
dead, ya stay dead... Hey,
fellal

AW

Wel | that just about does it!
|'ve seen Norville Barnes, the
young man in a big hurry, and
|'ve seen Norville Barnes the
sel f-inportant heel, but I've
never seen Norville Barnes the
quitter, and | don't like it!

She starts punping her arns, slowy chanting.

AW
Fi ght on, fight on, dear old
Munci e.
She steps back off the stool. Norville watches her
dul ly, his head swayi ng.
AW
Fi ght on, hoist the gold and
bl ue;
( MORE)
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AMY ( CONT' D)
You'll be tattered, torn and
hurtin'
Once ' The Munce' is done with
you!
Gooo ooo Eagl es!

She | ooks hopefully for sonme effect, but after staring at
her for a slack-jawed beat Norville can only bring out:

NORVI LLE
You lied to ne! | can't believe
you lied to nel a Miuncie girl!

He lurches off his stool toward the door. Watching him
despair fights with confusion on Any's face.

AW
But Norville... I...
She realizes that, though shattered, he is still the
sinpl e i nnocent she |oved --
AW
Oh, Norville!

-- and bursts into tears.

Two | oud REVELERS reel | NTO FRAME, one of them uncurling
a bl ow beeper at the weeping Any.

REVELER #1
Happy Newby- Newby- Newt

REVELER #2

1959 we dig you the nost!
EXT. ANNE' S 440 89
As Norville exits. It is night, snow ng.
W PAN WTH Norville OFF the bar facade and, ENDI NG t he
PAN in the f.g.:
NEWSPAPER
W PES UP | NTO FRAME. Next to a picture of Norville is
the headline "MJUNCI E MENTAL CASE." The subhead: "Hud
Chief to Tend Dai sies." Sub-subhead: "Headshrinker Calls
H m Wal ki ng Ti me Bonb. "
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NEWSI E (O S.)
Extr al Extr al New Year's Eve
Edi ti on!

Norville's hand ENTERS FRAME to push the newspaper away
and | eave us | ooking up the enpty street. Norville's
back ENTERS as he stunbles off alone up the street,
pulling up his coat collar as he recedes, the NEWSI E s
VA CE conti nui ng:

NEWSI E (O S.)
... Ring out the old! Ring in
t he new
OM TTED 90
CLOSE ON NORVI LLE 91

trudging. VO CES WELL UP, ECHO NG A face loons with
each voice, hellishly lit, superinposed over the wal ki ng
Norvi l | e:

VO CES (V.Q)
You're not so slow but you're
not so swell either and it | ooks
like you're an inbecile after

all!'... Noooo, | don't guess you
wll be here long... Sure, sure,
but even there they called you

di pstick... lanebrain... dope..
schnoe... And is this sap from
chunpsville?!... inbecile after
all... Norville, you let ne down...

You |l et Ms. Eisenhower down...
You | et the Anerican people
down... inbecile after all..
inbecile... | predict you're
going to lose all the good things
your ideas brought you..

Pl ease, buddy...! \Wen you're
dead, ya stay dead... Sure,
sure, the kid's screw -- it's
official...

This | ast voice and supered face is Miussburger's.
Norville DI SSOLVES away to | eave us ON Sidney in the:

| NT. BOARDROOM 92

Hel l'ishly bottomlit board nenbers sit around the table,
coni cal New Year's hats on their heads. Missburger, the
only one not wearing a cap, waves his cigar as he
continues to talk:

( CONTI NUED)



92

93

127.
CONTI NUED: 92

MUSSBURGER
... The barred-w ndow boys are out
| ooki ng for himnow, and we'll
see how Wal|l Street |ikes the news
that the President of Hudsucker
I ndustries is headed for the
booby- hatch. Wy, when the doc
gets through with himhe'll need
di apers and a dribble cup..

The board nmurnurs appreciatively.

MUSSBURGER

Let me rem nd you that our
secret post-New Year's party wll
be held in the office of the
President shortly after m dni ght
tonight. Renenber, it's strictly
stag, so |leave the w ves at hone;
we'll be showi ng sone filns and,
yes, gentlenen, there wll be
exotic dancers.

Louder murmuring. One board nenber |eers, a trace of
spittle at the corner of his nouth.

MUSSBURGER
Wll, if that's all...

Wth an unnatural runble he straightens his papers and
we. . .

JUW UP TO

H GH NI GHTMARI SH DUTCH ANGLE
of the assenbl ed around the table.
ALL
Long live the Hud!
NORVI LLE 93
Norvill e trudges on, faster, sweatier.
VO CE (O S.)
Ring out the old! Ring in the

new. . . !

Peopl e cone and go, | aughing, talking, blow ng noise-
makers, making merry.
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VO CE (O S.)

... Ring out the old! Ring in the
new Ring out the --

Thoonp!! Norville has run into soneone. He |ooks up,
dazed.
VO CE (O S.)
Hey, watch where you're -- Say,
buddy!
It is Buzz, the elevator boy, dressed in an ill-fitting

tuxedo and a conical party hat. Za-Za is on his arm
towering over him leering at Norville.

NORVI LLE
-- Uh... Buzz, I'msorry, | --
Buzz, you gotta forgive ne! |
shouldn't a fired you, | didn't
know what | was doing! | was a
little funny in the head, | --

BUZZ
Aw, buddy, | don't care about
t hat .
Norville is stunned.
NORVI LLE
You don't?
BUZZ
Nah, that's all forgotten
NORVI LLE
It 1s?
BUZZ

Sure, M. Miuss -- uh, Sid said
| could have the job back.

NORVI LLE
Absol utely, Buzz, I'mgl ad
he --

BUZZ

But he told nme you stol e that
swel | hoop idea fromne. Wat
gi ves!

NORVI LLE
But, Buzz --
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BUZZ

Say, that was a swell idea!
NCRVI LLE

But, Buzz, you know | never --
BUZZ

And Sid says you stole it!
NCRVI LLE

But Buzz --
ZA- ZA

Wel | wuddya waiting for,
Clarence --? Pop him
one!

Bof f o!
Buzz swings and Norville hits the snow hard.

BUzZ
Thi nk about that, idea man!

Norville groggily raises his head.

PASSERBY
Say, isn't he that lunatic?

Norville | ooks dopily up at the people in furs and party
hats starting to gather.

VA CES
... that big-shot faker... the
Wal | Street fraud guy... nuttier
than a fruitcake... they say he's
a nenace... wuddya waitin' for,
call a cop!...

W hear SI RENS.
Norville staggers to his feet. The crowd cringes.
VA CES
... He's on his feet... W can
t ake him
Norvill e bursts through the crowd, running.

Buzz starts giving chase, followed by the braver souls,
foll owed by the entire nob.
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NCRVI LLE 94
runs, gasping, turning a corner.

VA CES
Down her el He went down her e!

Behind Norville, the crowd rounds the corner, |led by Buzz.
A VAN is SCREECHI NG to a halt and out junp two burly
unshaven nen in white, one of them holding open a strait-
jacket, the other carrying a large butterfly net. They
join in the chase.

Norville turns down an alley. A DRUNK drooping off a
| anppost gaily waves a bottle at him

DRUNK
Ring out the old! Ring in the
new

The crowd is running past the nmouth of the alley, m ssing
the turn-off.

LI MESTONE FLOOR 95

Norville, gasping, crashes down |INTO FRAME, his hands
breaking his fall against the |inmestone. The CAMERA SPI NS
NI NETY DEGREES to reveal that it is not floor but wall

he has run into and is now | eaning against. Norville

| ooks up, sweating, gasping.

H S POV

The massi ve Hudsucker Building |oons dizzily up towards
the stars, capped by the huge Hudsucker C ock.

DI STANT VO CES (O . S.)
Ring out the old! Ring in the
new
HUDSUCKER LOBBY 96
Norville staggers in. A gust of icy air that cones in
with himflaps a dropcloth off a huge shape that
dom nates the | obby:

It is the heroic statue of Norville that we earlier saw
hi m posi ng for.

Norville reels over to it, stares dunbly.
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STATUE

Mutely -- nockingly -- dignified.

NCRVI LLE

He staggers off to the el evators.

MUSSBURGER S OFFI CE 97
We are TRACKI NG ACRCSS the office TOMRD Mussburger, his
feet up on his desk, |aughing denonically, snoking his
cigar. CLICK-CLICK-CLICK-CLICK -- the PERPETUAL MOTI ON
BALLS swi ng on his desk; THRUMVWMW -- the SWEEP SECOND
HAND of the clock, illum nated now, casts a noving shadow
that rolls across the floor. Evil prevails.
A piece of paper and a pencil lie on his desk; as we
APPRCACH VWE PAN DOWN and SW NG AROUND to read it, LOSING
Mussburger but still hearing his LAUGHTER
MOVI NG | N ON t he paper:

Musssucker Industries

Hudber ger I ndustries

Si dsucker | ndustries

This last alternative has been circled in red. Bel ow it
has been scri bbl ed:

Si dney J. Mussburger, President.
Evil LAUGHTER  Sweepi ng shadows.
CUT TO

NCORVI LLE' S OFFI CE DOOR 98

We are TRACKING I N TOMRD t he back of Al oysius, the sign
pai nter, who is stooped in front of the door. He |ooks
back over his shoul der, |eering PAST the CAMERA, to reveal
his work: Under PRESIDENT Norville's nane has been
scraped away, and painted in is SIDNEY J. MJSSBUR. ..

NCRVI LLE

He pushes past the sign painter.
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I NT. OFFI CE 99

Dark and enpty. Norville is peeling off his coat as he
staggers over to the closet.

We can hear DI STANT REVELRY and the STRAINS of "AULD LANG
SYNE. "

Norville has pulled his old mailroomapron fromthe cl oset
and is putting it on: HUDSUCKER MAI L ROOM The Future Is
Now.

Norville | ooks at the door.

THROUGH t he gl ass we see the tail of the |ast R of
"Mussburger" being painted into place.

Norville throws open the w ndow.
W ND WH STLES.
He clinbs out.

LEDGE 100
Norville, back against the wall, |ooks cautiously down.
We hear DI STANT CHANTI NG

VO CES (V.Q)
Ten... nine... eight... seven...

H S POV

A sickening drop. Receding snowflakes. On the street
far, far below, a lone car's headlights cut through the
falling snow.

VO CES (V.Q)
Six... five... four...

W DER ON NORVI LLE

W are FLOATING IN, it is the SHOT with which the novie
began. The sweep second hand of the Hudsucker C ock is
approaching the 12 of mdnight, the New Year. In sync
with the clock the CHANTI NG conti nues:

VO CES (V.Q)
Three... two...
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W have COVE IN CLOSE ON Norville. A lone tear runs down
hi s cheek.

VO CES (V.Q)
One. ..

BONG The toll is right at Norville's ear. Startled, he
reaches up to press hands against his ears. D stantly:

VO CES (V.Q)
Happy New Year!

BONG !

He can't stand it. Whinpering, hands to his ears, he
edges his way back toward the w ndow.

H S POV

The open wi ndow at a steep angle. Soneone inside slides
it shut.

BACK TO SCENE

Norvill e waves.

NORVI LLE
No - -
BONG !
Hi s gesticulation and a shuffle step upset his bal ance --
he trips -- falls -- catches the | edge --
NORVI LLE
-- No, please!

He is hanging onto the icy |edge by his fingertips. H's
feet dangle away. Snow falls.

H S POV

Looki ng STEEPLY UP

CLOCK 103
Its second hand is naking its descent.
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NORVI LLE
Fal | i ng.

MUSSBURGER 102

Laughi ng.

SECOND HAND

Descendi ng.

NORVI LLE 101
Falling, turning lazily in the air -- and suddenly, wth

a great noaning sound -- he stops, suspended in md-air,
head down, feet in the air.

It is much ike the freeze frane on Wari ng Hudsucker that
the title of the filmwas supered over.

He waves his arns, to no effect, | ooks around.

PEOPLE I N STREET 104
Frozen in attitudes of |aughter, celebration. Snow sifts
silently down around their notionless bodies.

MUSSBURGER 102
In his office, frozen with an idiotic |augh pasted to his
face.

H S PERPETUAL MOTI ON BALLS

Frozen, one ball swung out but suspended, hanging at the
apex of its arc. CQutside the great arched w ndow, snow
falls.

NORVI LLE 105
He al one can nove, but doesn't fall. He |ooks awkwardly

about, his body in a dive-bonber attitude, canted steeply
down.
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EXT. HUDSUCKER CLOCK 103
Its sweep second hand is arrested on its downward sweep.
VH NI NG NO SES emanate from w t hin.
CLOSE SHOT - CGREAT GEAR 106
The broom handl e has been jammed bewteen two cogs, stop-
ping them W PULL BACK ALONG the handle to reveal Mbses,
who has thrust it there, and who now TURNS back over his
shoul der to address the CAMERA.
MOSES

Strictly speakin', |I'm never

spozed to do this but... have you

got a better idea?
NORVI LLE 105
Twi sting back to | ook up over his shoulder; there is a
DI STANT -- very distant -- SI NG NG
H S POV
Looking up the | ength of the Hudsucker Buil ding. Sonmeone
or sonething wapped in white is flying toward us, com ng
down fromthe stars.

We can nmake out a male voice, acconpani ed by STRUMWM NG

VO CE (V.0Q)
She'll be comn' around the
mount ai n when she cones,
She'll be comn' around the

nmountain when she cones...

NCRVI LLE

He gapes.

ANGEL

-- For it is an Angel, arrives. He is a balding nan,
wearing rimess glasses, in a white robe, |arge feathery
Wi ngs sprouting fromhis back and beating heavily until
he comes to rest, in mdair. He puts aside the harp he
has been strunm ng on a nearby w ndowsill.

ANGEL
Love that tune. How ya doin',
ki d?
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NORVI LLE
M... M. Hudsucker?

HUDSUCKER ( ANGEL)
Ta- daaaa!

Presenting hinmself, he spreads his arnms and stanps his
forward foot, forgetting that there is nothing beneath
his foot to stanp. He lurches forward, nonentarily

| osi ng his bal ance.

HUDSUCKER
Whoooo0!

He rights hinself. The halo spinning lazily over his head
has been jarred askew. Wth a flick of his forefinger he
rights it.

HUDSUCKER
... How d' ya like this thing?
They're all wearin' emupstairs
now.

He bl ows a di sm ssive raspberry.

HUDSUCKER
It's a fad.

He pats at his robe, produces a white cigar.

HUDSUCKER
... Anyway. | hear you've been
havi ng, uh. ..

He casually flicks his thunb out of his fist, lighting
it. He lights the cigar off his thunb, takes a puff.

HUDSUCKER
... Been having sone probl ens
with the board. The nore things
change, know what |yayayeeeeee..

Pain remnds himthat he has forgotten to extinguish his
flam ng thunb, which he now waves frantically about.

HUDSUCKER
Jesus Christopher -- That
smarts... Wiere was |1? Oh yeah
the board. | guess Sidney's
been puttin' the screws to ya,
huh, Nor man?

NORVI LLE
Norvil | e.
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HUDSUCKER
Mn Well, say what you |ike about
the man's ethics, he's a balls-to-
the-wal |l businessnman. Beat ya
any way he can. Straight for the
jugular. Very effective.

NORVI LLE
Yes sir.

HUDSUCKER
Anyway. Any particul ar reason
you didn't give himny Blue
Letter? | nmean, Jesus, Norman,
just a dying man's | ast words and
w shes, no big deal

NORVI LLE
Huh? Onh, geez, M. Hudsucker,
| apol ogi ze, there was an awf ul
| ot of excitenent and | guess |
must've mslaid --

HUDSUCKER
It's sittin' in your apron pocket,
right where you left it.

| mbeci | e.
Norville reaches in and -- pulls out the winkled Bl ue
Letter.
NCRVI LLE
Ch, geez.
HUDSUCKER

Failure to deliver a Blue Letter
is grounds for dismssal.

NORVI LLE
Ceez, | --

HUDSUCKER
Ah, it's New Year's, |'m not
gonna add to your woes. |'mjust
sayi ng.

NORVI LLE
Yessir.

HUDSUCKER

Vell, why don't ya read it.

NORVI LLE
Sir?
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HUDSUCKER
Yeah, go ahead. M ght |earn
sonmet hin'.
NORVI LLE
Yes sir...

He tears open the envel ope, reads:

NORVI LLE
"Fromthe desk of Waring
Hudsucker. To. Sidney J.
Mussburger. Regarding. M
dem se. Dear Sid. By the tine

you read this, I wll have joined
t he organi zation upstairs -- an
exciting new beginning. | wll

retain fond nmenories of the many
years you and | --'

HUDSUCKER
Yeah, yeah, it's the standard
resignation boilerplate -- go down
to the second paragraph.

NORVI LLE
"Many years, uh... | know that
you w Il be wondering why | have

deci ded to nove on, ending ny
tenure at Hudsucker, and here on
Earth. You will be thinking, Wy
now, when things are going so
well? Ganted, fromthe standpoint
of our bal ance sheet and
financials, sure, sure, we're
doing fine. However, Sid. These
t hi ngs have | ong since ceased to
give ne pleasure. | |ook at
mysel f now and no | onger see the
i deal i stic young man who started
this conpany. Now | see only an
enpty shell whom others call a
‘success.' How has this cone to
pass? Wen and why did | trade
all of my hopes, dreans and
aspirations, for the enptiness

of power and wealth? Wat the
heck have | done?

As Norville reads Hudsucker casually exam nes his
fingernails, then pats down a yawn.
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NCRVI LLE
: Looki ng back now, Sid, | see
that | allowed tine and age to
corrupt ny dreans. instead of
fiercely guardi ng what was
tineless inside of nyself, | |et

t he hubbub of earthly comrerce
erode ny character, and di ssol ve
my better self. Howis it that
sone nmanage to preserve

t hensel ves where | have fail ed?
Sidney, | do not know. Perhaps
if others |ove you, you may nore
securely love yourself -- but |
amalone. | |loved a wonman once,
Sid, as you well know -- a
beautiful, vibrant |ady, an angel
who in her wisdomsaw fit to
choose you instead of 1..."'

Norville is interrupted by | oud bl ubbering. He | ooks up.
Hudsucker is weeping loudly into a white handkerchi ef.

He saws at his nose, gives it a |l oud honk, and urgently
quavers in a voice strangled with enotion

HUDSUCKER
Skip this part...

He waves his hankie in get-on-with-it circles.
HUDSUCKER
... Last paragraph, |ast
par agr aph.

Norville | ooks down the page.

NORVI LLE
... And so, Sid, the future does
not belong to such as | -- nor

even you. W have nmde our
conprom ses with tine. The
future belongs to the young, who
may nore energetically wage the
battl e agai nst corruption.
Accordingly, in the spirit of
hope, and the ringing in of the
new, | hereby bequeath ny entire
interest in the conpany, and ny
seat on the board, to whonever is
Hudsucker's nost recent enpl oyee
at the time of ny dem se.

( MORE)
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NCRVI LLE ( CONT' D)
| know this wi Il disappoint
you -- you, Sid, who have served
so diligently and for so | ong.
But --'
HUDSUCKER

-- tough titty toenail s!
He roars with | aughter.

HUDSUCKER
That' Il show t he bast ar d!

He nerrily w pes his eyes.

HUDSUCKER
Yeah, go ahead.

NORVI LLE
... But Sid, let me urge you to
work closely with the new
president, and to keep giving
Hudsucker Industries all your
energies -- but not your soul.
For while we nust strive for
success, we nust not worship it.
Long live the Hud. Waring
Hudsucker. ..’

Norville gives a nusingly appreciative nod.

HUDSUCKER
CGeez.

Pl eased with hi nsel f:

HUDSUCKER
Yup. It's all there. Well, see
that it gets delivered in the
nor ni ng.

Hudsucker picks up his Iyre and heads back up toward the
stars.

HUDSUCKER
Sheeel beeee..
MUSSBURGER S OFFI CE 102
Mussburger still sits frozen in his chair. Qutside the

great arched w ndow Hudsucker rises, through the falling
snow, on his way back to the heavens.
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HUDSUCKER
... Rdin" six white horses,
She'll be ridin' six white horses
She'll be ridin' six white horses

When she cones..
We hear a great WRENCHI NG SOUND from t he GEAR ROOM next
door .
GEAR ROOM 106
Moses pries the broom handl e | oose fromthe Geat Cear.
Wth a LONVNMOAN the CLOCKWORKS start to shudder and
turn --

SVWEEP SECOND HAND 103

Lurching forward --

PERPETUAL MOTI ON BALL 102

Swi ngi ng down - -

EXT. PAVEMENT 107

As Norville falls the last few feet and | ands on his face
with one | ast m ghty BONG of the HUDSUCKER CLOCK

BOOM DO 108

FROM a tavern sign that says ANN S 440, DOM TO t he front
door, which Norville is entering.

I NT. ANN' S 440 109

Sitting hal fway down the bar is Amy, staring norosely into
a coffee cup. AT the CUT we are TRACKI NG BACK, PULLI NG
AVAY FROM her .

Norville enters, comes up next to her and nmakes the Go
Eagl es sign, hooking his thunbs in front of his nose and
spreadi ng his fingers.

Two fam liar voices narrate the scene, sounding a little
tipsy:

LQU (O S.)
What the heck's he doin', Benny?
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Any | ooks at Norville, startled. After a nonent she
reci procates the sign.

BENNY (O S.)
VWhat the heck's she doin', Lou?

LOU (O S.)
What the heck they doin'?

Norvill e and Any enbrace.

BENNY (O S.)
You know what they're doin' now,
Lou.

LU (O S.)

This | know, Benny.

BENNY (O S.)
This you're famlia wth.

Qur PULL BACK ENDS LOOKI NG ACRGCSS an el bow of the bar,
TOMRDS Norville and Ay, now in WDE SHOT. Resting on
the bar in the extrene f.g. are two chanpagne gl asses,
hal f-full of fizzing chanpagne.

Norville and Any Kkiss.

LOU (O S.)
CGeez.

BENNY (O S.)
CGeez.

We hear LABORED, RASPY BREATHI NG

LU (O S.)
Y all right, Benny?

In a quavering voi ce:
BENNY (O S.
u

)
... Yeah, I'm.. It's just...
It's beautiful, Loul

Lou al so is beginning to sound choked up:

LQU (O S.)
It is beautiful, Benny.

Al nost weeping as Norville and Any continue their enbrace:
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BENNY (O S.)
It's the nost beautiful t'ing
| ever saw.
LU (O S.)
It's the nost beautiful t'ing I
ever saw.

A BARTENDER ENTERS to BLOCK our VIEWof Norville and Any.
He i s youngish, with a beat goatee, wearing dungarees

and a sweatshirt with cut-off sleeves. He |ooks to either
side at Benny and Lou.

BARTENDER
You cats comn' froma party?

BENNY
Cabbi es' affair.

LOU
Hacks' New Year's gal a.

BARTENDER
Crazy. GCet you anything el se?
Sangria? Carrot juice? Herbal
tea?

REVERSE ANGLE

We see Benny and Lou are sitting side by side at the bar.
Lou wears a fake whi spy beard and white eyebrows and a
long flow ng robe; he holds a fake scythe. On the bar
next to himsits a | arge hourgl ass.

LOU
Br ono.

Benny is wearing nothing but an oversized di aper, a baby
bonnett and a sash across his hairy chest and thick
belly that says "1959."

He chucks hinself in the heart, cocks his head and sucks
in air, then blows it back out.

BENNY
Br ono.

BLUE LETTER 110
Lyi ng on the boardroomtable. As a hand enters to lay a
wistwatch on the table next to it, we hear the voice of

Mbses, the ol d mai ntenance nmn
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MOSES (V. Q)
And so began 1959. The new year..

The hand reenters to lay down a wallet, and then to
deposit a burning cigar in an ashtray.

MOSES (V. Q)
And the start of a new
busi ness cycle. When he | earned
that Norville owned the conp' ny,
ol' Sidney was upset at first.

We TILT UP to show that Missburger is wal king toward the
boar droom wi ndow. Board nenbers silently renonstrate
wth himas he tries to wench it open.

MOSES (V. Q)
... It's a good thing Doc
Br onf enbr enner was there..

Doct or Bronfenbrenner stands to one side watching, brow
furrowed, a pencil pressed to his lips.

MOSES (V. Q)
... 'cause he was able to keep
Sidney fromharmn' his ol' self.

CUT TGO

BARRED DOOR 111

bei ng sl ammed behi nd Si dney who, straightjacketed, is
puffing on a cigar as he is | ed away.

MOSES (V. Q)
... Now Norville, he went on an
ruled with wi sdom and conpassi on. .

BOARDRCOM 112

Again. Norville is eagerly pointing at a design he has
up on an easel: Under the heading BRAND NEWis a | arge
circle. The side viewis a flat line.

MOSES (V. Q)
and started dreamin' up them
excitin' new ideas again. You
know, for kids!

The board nenbers | ook at the design, puzzled.
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Norville takes a drop cloth off of a piece of plastic on
a pedestal. He has the board's conplete attention.

MOSES (V. Q)

... An' that's the story of how
Norvill e Barnes clinbed away up
to the forty-fourth floor of the
Hudsucker Buildin'..

He picks up the plastic disc and as he sails it we...

CUT TGO

QUTSI DE 113
As it floats out the boardroom wi ndow.

MOSES (V. Q)
... an' then fell all the way
down, but didn't quite squish
hi ssel f.

W BOOM UP, AVWAY FROM t he boardroom to the great
Hudsucker O ock.

MOSES (V. Q)
: Ya know, they say there was
a man who junped fromthe forty-
fifth floor... but that's another
story. Heh-heh-heh!
Ya- heh- heh- heh!

We FADE QUT on the clock as Mdses' LAUGHTER grows di stant
and END MUSI C SVELLS

THE END
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