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I 

STAR WITNESS 

HOLLYWOOD, 1946 

FADE IN 

EXT NIGHT NICHOLS CANYON 

DIRT ROAD bordering a steep cliff high in the Hollywood 
Hills, above the twinkling lights of Los Angeles. 

HEADLIGHTS come over a rise. A NEW '47 Dodge Wanderer, a 
shiny wooden—bodied convertible, rolls to a stop. 

JOHN ST MICHAEL, well dressed but in shirtsleeves, 
struggles with a bundle of newspapers in the back seat. 

EDGE OF THE CLIFF, with the city below. 

ST MICHAEL, with the anguished cry of discus thrower, hurls 
the bundle over the edge of the precipice, its baling wire 
catching his fingers, nearly pulling him over. 

He steps back and lights a cigarette, and studies his 
shaking hands. 

PULL BACK AND FADE OUT 

FADE IN 

GASOLINE FILLING STATION NIGHT 

A young woman, dressed in grimy but clinging khakis, checks 
the crankcase dipstick of an automobile at the pumps. 

From behind, MAN WITH GUN approaches quietly. 

MAN grabs her thick dark hair and yanks her back. She is 
terrified. BUTTON snaps off her shirt. 

MAN 
Let's open the register, sis. 

He puts a hand over her mouth and starts to drag her back. 
ANOTHER BUTTON flies off her shirt. 

CONTINUED 
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Suddenly, MAN SCREAMS in a high wail. He releases her. 

MAN 
You bit me! 

She looks annoyed now. He throws down his gun like a child. 

MAN 
(at CAMERA) 

She bit me! 

WIDER 

Lights, cameras, technicians, director, and a lot of people 
doing nothing stand around the SET. 

The woman, ROSE RANIER, points at the director and 
assistants. 

ROSE 
(snide) 

I know this is good fun for 
you. 

She pulls her shirt back together. 

ROSE (cont) 
But either wardrobe shapes me 
up--or I ship me out. 

She looks at her chest. 

ROSE (cont) 
This latex you can forget. 

She walks off. 

DIRECTOR 
Fifteen minutes. 

He waves for two people to follow him, then goes after 
ROSE. 

INT ROSE'S DRESSING ROOM 

ROSE sits with her back to us while MIX, the director, and 
two wardrobe people argue. 

CONTINUED 



WARDROBE 1 
(holding a brassiere) 

Look, now just feel that, Miss R- 

WARDROBE 2 
(holding foam falsies) 

You've got to use these. It's in 
the contract. 

WARDROBE 1 
Your're going to have to sign us, 
Mr. Mix. Miss Ranier can't work 
in those little lies. 

MIX 
(disgusted) 

Fucking unions... 

MIX walks out, passing by-- 

SET 

TWO GRIPS moving shrubbery near the filling station. GRIP 1 
picks up a bush with flowers on it, then tosses it back. 
GRIP 2 notices. 

GRIP 2 
Hey. It's all got to go. 

GRIP 1 
Not today, bo. Green shrubs 
only. Flowers's out of our jury's 
diction. They want 'em moved, they 
bring in another local. 

GRIP 2 
(understands) 

Damn, its gonna be getting crowded 
at lunch. 

CUT TO: 

EXT WARNER BROS. GATES BRIGHT SUNSHINE 

An IATSE-CSU (Congress of Studio Unions) "hot set" 
confrontation. 

PICKETS WITH SIGNS (over 100) surround the studio gates. 

NEWSREEL CAMERAS AND CREWS STAND READY 

3 

CONTINUED 



STALLED CARS block the road in. A dozen STUDIO GUARDS stand 
just inside the the gates, with studio WORKERS behind them. 
SHOUTED INSULTS from BULLHORNS fly between the two groups. 

BAILEY BALLARD, about twenty, ex-child actor with acne, 
grabs a bullhorn and moves forward. 

BALLARD 
YOU WORKERS INSIDE. LISTEN. 
JOIN US AND OUR JOBS WILL BE 
WHAT THEY SHOULD BE. HELP SUP- 
PORT THE CSU AND THE CARPENTERS' 
UNION! 

TWO MEN inside gates don't like this kind of talk. 

BALLARD (cont) 
THE I.A.T.S. and E. is still 
controlled by criminals! 

WORKER 
(inside gates) 

RATHER BE A CRIMINAL THAN A 
PIMPLY FACED RED! 

General LAUGHTER from inside gates. 

BALLARD is enraged. He rushes toward the man who insulted 
him, and STRIKES WORKER with the bullhorn. 

FIGHT breaks out, others join from both sides. PICKET SIGNS 
are BROKEN OFF to use sticks as weapons. BOTTLES FLY. 

UNIFORMED LAPD, seemingly from nowhere, rush out with 
nightsticks from the STUDIO GATES. 

WOMAN PICKET picks up dropped bullhorn, yells in vain to 
stop fighting. 

CHILD ACTOR, with BODYGUARDS has arrived at an inopportune 
time. They try to fight through the MOB. 

NEWSPAPER REPORTERS are excited over the melee. 

JOHN ST MICHAEL, watching the event, crawls on top of a 
LARGE OLIVE DRAB PANEL TRUCK for a better view. 

Low-flying AIRPLANE, with SPEAKERS, flies over. Encouraging 
words to the pickets. 

CONTINUED 



LAPD fight on the line, not so much to restore order, but 
to break the PICKET LINE. 

ST MICHAEL dodges thrown brick. He notices he has torn his 
PANTLEG, which angers him. 

STUDIO WORKERS AND LAPD lose order. Some flee back inside 
the gates. 

BUILDING INSIDE STUDIO: 
Well-dressed executives watch the riot 

CHEERING from CSU ranks at their apparent victory. 

PANEL TRUCK REAR DOORS fly open. 

POV-ST MICHAEL, OVERHEAD: 
TWO DOZEN MEN, some still struggling into LAPD UNIFORMS, 
rush out of the van. 

TEAR GAS CANISTERS shoot into the CSU ranks. THICK SMOKE 
spews out. CHOKING AND GAGGING. 

BALLARD picks up CANISTER, studies it a moment. 

BALLARD 
(yelling) 

WHAT THE HELL?! 

He THROWS it back toward the GATE 

WORKERS from inside the gates gather strength, and RUSH 
FORWARD again. 

TWO MEN go after BALLARD. They DRAG him out of the fight 
and down an ALLEY. 

ST MICHAEL watches this from a distance, still on the 
truck. 

BALLARD is being severely beaten by the two men. They wear 
civilian clothes. 

ST MICHAEL starts to make a move to help, but the fighting 
has grown more furious. 

CSU RANKS BREAK. People run from the scene. 
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ST MICHAEL is caught up in the onslaught of people. PANIC 
now rules the day. 

MIX, the director, emerges, grabs St Michael's arm. They 
duck inside a building. 

INT BUILDING 

MIX and ST MICHAEL are panting heavily, choking from the 
tear gas. 

MIX 
(scared) 

What the hell--is happening-- 
in this town? 

ST MICHAEL 
I'll let you in on something, 
Fletch... I ought to know. 

Silent, they listen to the chaos outside. 

FADE OUT 

EXT THE HOLLYWOOD REPORTER BUILDING DAY 
Establishing shot. 

INT HOLLYWOOD REPORTER NEWSROOM 

CLOSE 
FULL MUG of steaming coffee on a cluttered desk. 

The fat CARRIAGE of a Royal manual typewriter inches toward 
it with each loud key stroke. It stops short. 

WIDER 

At the next desk, a COPY EDITOR curses in disappointment 
and hands a REPORTER a dollar. 

Oblivious, ST MICHAEL yanks paper from his typewriter, 
drops a lit cigarette in the coffee, checks his watch, and 
strides across the noisy newsroom. 

CONTINUED 



INT BEN KEELER'S OFFICE 

KEELER 
(before St Michael can speak) 
Out! We're on deadline. 

ST MICHAEL 
Can't wait. 

Keeler crumples a handfull of scratchpaper. 

KEELER 
(controlled anger) 

What can't? 

ST MICHAEL 
(unflustered) 

I ran with a hard lead on the Warners 
story, boss. No gossip. 

KEELER 
So? 

St Michael hands him the story. 

ST MICHAEL 
Bailey Ballard--the child actor--
got his face stepped on by company 
goons. 

KEELER 
He ask for it? 

ST MICHAEL 
No way. I saw it. 

KEELER 
(reading, suprised) 

You see IA thugs mixing it up? 

ST MICHAEL 
Hell yes. And LAPD. 

KEELER 
(reluctant) 

I don't know. This is a pretty 
tough angle. 

CONTINUED 
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ST MICHAEL 
I saw it, Ben. It was no fair fight. 

KEELER pauses, scrutinizes St Michael, then raises the 
story above his head. 

KEELER 
Copy! 

EXT CIRO'S NIGHTCLUB SIGN, SUNSET BLVD NIGHT 

INT CIRO'S 

ESTABLISHING ANGLES 
This is one of the best and most expensive spots in town, a 
real haven from the stormy throes of Hollywood. CROWDED. 

NEW POSTWAR DECOR is clean, emphasizing line and flowing, 
free-form room arrangment. Indirect lighting; aluminum 
metalwork rather than brass or chrome. Colors are pastels 
or greys. White leather chairs, no tablecloths. 

BANDSTAND 
The music would not be swing, but a more progressive music 
of the time, maybe Benny Carter or Krupa-Anita O'Day band. 
The place is HOT. 

ST MICHAEL AND ROSE 
Returning to their table. Her apparel is of The New Look, 
from postwar Paris. Very full skirt, blouse off the 
shoulders. Only the other actresses in the night club keep 
up with her. He wears triple pleated, high waisted slacks 
with pegged bottoms, silver shirt and tie, somewhat long 
jacket. 

TABLE 
A couple of MEN have taken their seats. ONE MAN holds St 
Michael's DRINK. 

ST MICHAEL 
Okay. Fly, you guys. 

MAN W/ DRINK 
(to friends) 

How about him? 
(to St Michael) 

There's an empty one by the bar. 

He indicates a less desirable table. 

CONTINUED 
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ST MICHAEL looks about room, then SIGNALS with his hand. He 
stares at the man at his table. 

FLOORMAN, muscular, appears. 

ST MICHAEL 
Show these guys another place 
to sit, will you Larry? 

Larry winks at St Michael. 

LARRY 
Right this way, gentle-men. 

Larry puts his big hands on the back of a seat to slide it 
out. 

MAN W/DRINK 
Not me, chief. 

He throws back an ELBOW, nailing Larry in the CROTCH. 

LARRY can only BUCKLE OVER. 

ST MICHAEL turns on one foot, and brings his KNEE up under 
the man's CHIN. The man flies back out the chair. 

ST MICHAEL steps back, ready to fight. Hint of SMILE on his 
face, his fists moving. 

OTHER FLOORMEN arrive, escort the intruders out. 

COUPLE 
(drunk at nearby table) 

Hurrah! 

ROSE AND ST MICHAEL sit down. 

NEW ANGLE, later. 
Larry, the bouncer, returns, now OK. 

LARRY 
Thanks back there, Johnny. 
One on my account. 

ST MICHAEL 
Larry, you're thanking me be-
cause I saw it coming. Hell, I 
should have clobbered the cat 
sooner-- 

CONTINUED 
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ROSE 
Don't talk like that. 

ST MICHAEL 
(notes her comment, then finishes-- 

to get rid of Larry) 
Jaw later with you Larry. The 
skirt don't like it. 

They laugh. 
ST MICHAEL 
(to Rose) 

I'll be at a phone for a minute. 

ST MICHAEL CAROMS THROUGH CROWD 

TELEPHONES 
The man he hit uses one of the phones. Other booths are 
open. 

REACTION--ST MICHAEL 
He is hesitant. 

NEW ANGLE 
Lighting a cigarette, he turns back to the main room. 

TABLE 
ROSE sits with another man, DALTON TRUMBO. 

ST MICHAEL slaps his palm with a FIST. 

DRUNK COUPLE NOTICES. 
Man nudges woman to get ready for some more fun. 

TRUMBO TURNS to see St Michael 

ST MICHAEL LAUGHS 

ST MICHAEL 
(confused) 

What are you doing in a place like 
this? 

TRUMBO 
I had to see this place tonight. 

ST MICHAEL 
To catch the celebration? 

CONTINUED 
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TRUMBO 
See the evening papers? 

ST MICHAEL 
Express and the Times. I know 
what the Examiner said. 

TRUMBO 
Had a red-dip even I couldn't 
stomach. And I'm tragic. 

Trumbo turns to Rose. 

TRUMBO 
Finish what you were saying, Rose. 

ROSE 
Jack Warner came through the set 
this afternoon, told us Margaret 
O'Brien had her dress torn. 

ST MICHAEL 
A little kid's dress got ripped? 
What's his-- 

ROSE 
I'd like to see whoever did that 
get a knife right in the-- 

Trumbo ignores her, hits St Michael on the arm. 

TRUMBO 
That's the worse thing that hap-
pened today, John. Nothing else 
will last. 

ST MICHAEL 
(shakes head) 

She didn't have any reason being 
there. --Hell, Warner might have 
hoped something-- 

TRUMBO 
Whatever. They're going to tag 
us perverts now. Anything to dis-
credit-- 

ST MICHAEL 
See the cops there? 

CONTINUED 



TRUMBO 
Seven in the hospital after. 

ST MICHAEL 
How bad? 

TRUMBO 
Broken bones and-- 

ST MICHAEL 
You should've told me that 
earlier. 

TRUMBO 
It was in the Times. You said you 
saw-- 

ST MICHAEL 
It was, hah? --Hell, I knew what 
they'd say. 

ROSE 
(watching band) 

He's a reporter, Dalt. Don't for-
get that. 

ST MICHAEL 
I wrote what I saw. The cops were 
there; the studio goons were there. 
I did you guys swell. 

TRUMBO 
Lean it? 

ST MICHAEL 
Your way. Like it was... 

BAND 
The flurried drummer starts off a new number. 

TABLE 
ROSE 

(bopping head) 
Let's dance, Johnny. 

She pulls him up. 

TRUMBO 
Watches them go toward dance floor. He finishes his drink 
and leaves. 



INT KEELER'S OFFICE LATE MORNING 

A rolled-up copy of this morning's Hollywood Reporter FLIES 
from ST. MICHAEL'S fist and BREAKS small glasses of a SAKI 
SET on a shelf above Keeler's desk. 

ST MICHAEL 
(ranting) 

...load of crap! 

KEELER 
(picking up pieces) 

That'll cost you plenty, St Michael. 
I got that saki set on Okinawa. 
Ran me fifty cents and a pack of 
Beeman's gum. 

(thinking, getting madder) 
Yeah, that'll cost you. 

Ignoring him, St Michael reaches around Keeler's desk to 
retrieve his copy of the REPORTER. 

ST MICHAEL 
Get this... 

(reads from first page) 
...rabid CSU strikers shattered the 
orderly calm by launching an unprovoked 
attack...studio guards and actors who 
had bravely chosen to honor their con-
tracts and defy the Red-backed trade 
unionists...there was no choice but to 
retaliate with force against the CSU 
aggressors... 

Exasperated, St Michael lets the paper drop to the floor. 

ST MICHAEL (cont) 
What'd you do, Ben, copy it straight 
from the early Hearst editions? 

KEELER 
Ease off before I bounce you outa 
here, St Michael. I didn't touch 
your story. 

ST MICHAEL 
Like hell-- 

CONTINUED 
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KEELER 
Shut up and listen, you cub. I sent it 
upstairs word for word, your way. 

ST MICHAEL 
(incredulous) 

You gave it to Wilkerson? 

KEELER 
Of course. If I hadn't, we'd both be on 
a train to Iowa, looking for cows 
to milk. 

ST MICHAEL 
(disgusted) 

Jerkin' cow tits might give you some 
backbone. 

That's the last straw. Keeler STANDS UP. 

KEELER 
Spare me the sanctimony, Saint Michael. 
I was covering labor wars when you 
were still jerkin' off in a prep school 
bathroom. And that was steel, not 
Hollywood tinsel. 

Keeler walks around his desk, picks the copy of the 
REPORTER off the floor, and hands it to St Michael. 

KEELER (cont) 
You got a problem, take it to 
the publisher. Fix it with him. 

After an uncertain pause, St Michael turns and LEAVES. 

INT NEWSROOM SAME 

Face pouting, he walks through the newsroom. MYRNA OLIVE, 
the REPORTER's dimunitve gossip columnist, joins his 
stride. 

OLIVE 
Why the tantrum, Johnny? 
Big Ben strike the wrong chime? 

ST. MICHAEL 
Fuck off, Myrna. 

CONTINUED 
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SHE STOPS in her tracks. 

OLIVE 
(not phased) 

You can count on that. 

INT HOLLYWOOD REPORTER PUBLISHER'S OFFICE 

St Michael opens the oak door to the plush RECEPTION AREA. 

WILKERSON's buxom SECRETARY is typing on a massive 
Underwood electrical. 

SECRETARY 
(glad to see him) 

Johnny! 

He sits on her desk. 

SECRETARY 
Been hiding? 

ST MICHAEL 
Not from you. 

SECRETARY 
(coy) 

Bring me flowers? 

ST MICHAEL 
(playing along) 

I stopped, but they were all out. 

SECRETARY 
(snide) 

No roses? 

St Michael stands and crosses to study FRAMED PHOTOS of 
Wilkerson and his Hollywood cronies on the wall. 

ST MICHAEL 
(nodding toward inner office) 

Handsome around? 

SECRETARY 
Just left for lunch. 

ST MICHAEL 
The usual? 
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EXT SANTA MONICA YACHT HARBOR DAY 

ST MICHAEL passes by BOATS, STROLLING PEOPLE. GULLS CRY 
overhead. 

THE SANTA MARIA 
A new, steel-hulled yacht, laying in the channel. Warped to 
a WATER TAXI 

POV--ST MICHAEL 

AFT WATERLINE 
The Santa Maria flushes its bilge in the harbor. 

SANTA MARIA BRIDGE 
A man in a Hawaiian shirt and white, billed cap, WILKERSON, 
with other men, spots St Michael on the dock, raises a 
hand. 

DOCK 
Wilkerson embarks from water taxi. He is a handsome man in 
his mid-fifties. OTHER MAN with Wilkerson was with those 
who viewed the riot from the balcony of the studio offices. 

WILKERSON 
Hello John. 

He passes by St Michael after the greeting. 

INT DINING ROOM YACHT CLUB 

WILKERSON and his companion, HENRY VESSEL, sit at a window 
table. St Michael has pulled up a chair, but has no place 
setting. 

WILKERSON 
I'll call Las Vegas tonight, 
Henry. I think I have at least 
a half dozen tables spare. 

Wilkerson turns to St Michael. 

WILKERSON (cont) 
John, you've got to see what 
they're doing out on the Capri. 
How about those fellows, Henry? 

HENRY 
(to St Michael) 

You're St Michael, right? 
Isn't he, Bill? 

CONTINUED 
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WILKERSON 
My star pen. Only he's mad. You 
are mad, right? 

ST MICHAEL 
Yeah I am. You juggled my copy. We've 
got an understanding on that. One you 
forgot yesterday. 

WILKERSON 
Should have seen him at my club 
last night, Henry. Showed my floormen 
how to do their jobs. 

ST MICHAEL 
(smiling) 

Now I got to show you. 

Wilkerson picks up the PAPER in front of St Michael, 
glances at it while he listens, then exchanges it for menu. 

WILKERSON 
No, John. It wasn't anything I for-
got. You didn't see it set. It didn't 
look-- 

ST MICHAEL 
It didn't look what? Christ... 

WILKERSON 
(smug) 

You don't want to talk to me 
like that, St Michael... 

He means what he says. 

WILKERSON (cont) 
That's my judgement. If I made the 
wrong decision--I take the blame. 
That's how it works. 

ST MICHAEL 
(disgusted) 

You want to play Hearst games then. 
Swell. I'll dial Baxter at the 
Examiner. He can help us. Maybe we 
can even rake up some more reds...We 
would have been alone in town, but 
we'd be selling true news. 

-- CONTINUED 
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WILKERSON looks at VESSEL. 

ST MICHAEL 
(putting out his hand to Vessel) 
Yeah, John St Michael. 

VESSEL 
(shakes hand) 

Henry Vessel. Didn't you write that 
thing in Life, on Artie Shaw, down 
in Mexico? 

ST MICHAEL 
Yeah. 

VESSEL 
I liked it. I like his music. 

ST MICHAEL 
You're with Warners. Saw you at 
the trouble yesterday. 

Vessel watches a woman pass the table. 

WILKERSON 
Henry's the new head of the Motion 
Picture Alliance. 

ST MICHAEL 
(checks his hand) 

MPA? 

Vessel nods. 

ST MICHAEL 
(grins w/ curiosity) 

What's the MPA say? You guys should 
have done something-- 

WILKERSON 
(irritated) 

Shut up, John. You don't know the 
trouble this town's up against. These 
may be hard times ahead. 

VESSEL 
Let me tell him, Bill. The govern-
ment's getting scared of us, you 
probably see that already. The whole 
industry. 

CONTINUED 
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WILKERSON 
(paternal) 

Listen to this, John. 

VESSEL 
They think the industry can't 
watchdog itself. 

ST MICHAEL 
They're sharp. They can add two 
and two. Only it was twenty-seven 
yesterday in the hospital. A woman, 
a godamned hair stylist, got kicked 
in the face. (beat) And they-- 

WILKERSON 
--think we can't control ourselves. 
I appreciate that, John. 

ST MICHAEL 
(smirk) 

Don't hand me that. I know like 
you do you don't give a damn. I'll 
tell you I don't either. But you fuck 
with my work and I walk. 

WILKERSON 
I know you're my best man. But 
you heard Henry. That's why we've 
got to control it where we can. 

ST MICHAEL 
The paper. 

WILKERSON 
(nods) 

Like I've always said. 

INT OLYMPIC AUDITORIUM SPOTLIGHTS 

200 PEOPLE have gathered for a HICCASP coalition meeting. 

HANGING MIKE and DESK are in the roped BOXING RING. 

SMOKEY and HOT. 

A bandaged BAILEY BALLARD sits at the desk, smoking. Other 
speakers are leaning on the ropes. 

DALTON TRUMBO is speaking from the hanging mike. 

CONTINUED 



TRUMBO 
...what they have done is turn 
the world upside down. Your 
old friends are your new enemies. 
What were once virtues in this 
country--the exercise of free 
speech, the fight against cor-
ruption--are now vices. 

ST MICHAEL has entered the arena. He takes a seat two rows 
behind MIX and begins scribbling in his notebook. 

TRUMBO (cont) 
There are two kinds of politics: 
the politics of fear and the politics... 

St Michael pulls out a thermos and pours a drink. 

BOXING RING 
TRUMBO (cont) 

...of hope. We dare to hope for 
change, for justice. They are afraid 
of us. 

LOUD APPLAUSE. 

MCCLAIN, holding a cumbersome portable tape recorder on his 
lap, is seated near St Michael. He sits in stony silence. 
St. Michael is curious and changes his seat to get a closer 
look. 

TRUMBO (cont) 
Yesterday, on their own doorstep, 
Hollywood's kingmakers showed their 
fear, and their cowardice. 

Trumbo points over at BAILEY BALLARD. 

TRUMBO (cont) 
They beat up on a little boy. 

LAUGHTER. 

Ballard looks a little insulted. 

TRUMBO (cont) 
But the Motion Picture Association, 
and its IA union flunkies under-
estimate us. The CSU, and this 
new coalition, represent everyone... 

CONTINUED 
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MCCLAIN glances and catches St. Michael staring at the odd 
taperecorder (new at the time). St Michael pours another 
drink. 

MCCLAIN 
You know how to work one of these? 

St Michael grins uneasily. 

TRUMBO 
TRUMBO (cont) 

...--writers, directors, producers, 
actors--who hopes for a new and 
better industry. A free Hollywood. 

WILD APPLAUSE and WHISTLES. 

Trumbo walks away from the mike, shakes hands with Ballard 
and others at the desk, then climbs down through the ropes. 

Applause continues. 

HATS are thrown in the ring. 

Ballard goes to the hanging mike. 

BALLARD 
(squeaky voice, over noise) 

O.K., we need everyone to sign the 
organization lists. Pass 'em 
around... 

TRUMBO makes his way through the crowd, toward the exit. 
MCCLAIN gets up and follows him. ST MICHAEL follows 
McClain. 

The three wind through people and aisles, each keeping an 
eye on the man in front of him. 

BALLARD 
...addresses are desirable. Or 
your studio... 

As he nears the door, SOMEONE yells at St Michael. He's 
forgotten his thermos. 

While he hesitates, McClain disappears. St Michael pushes 
back to his seat and retrieves his whisky. 
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EXT AUDITORIUM NIGHT 

Stepping outside, St Michael looks around. He doesn't find 
Trumbo or McClain. 

He mumbles at his thermos. 

EXT HIGHWAY EVENING 

DEEP RED San Fernando Valley dusty sunset. Vast orchards 
and lavender mountains. ST MICHAEL's convertible, with ROSE 
in passenger seat, speeds along the road. 

INT CAR DRIVING 

RADIO BLARES. "Choo-Choo-Choo Boogie" by Louis Jordan. 

Tie loose, face shadowed, St Michael looks slightly drunk. 
Rose is dressed for nightclubbing, a picture of style. 

ST MICHAEL 
(perky) 

Breathe this air. 

ROSE 
Smells funny. 

ST MICHAEL 
Loosen up. This's no opening. 

ROSE 
I'm loose. 

She lifts her leg, pulls off a shoe and wiggles a toe in 
her stocking. 

Happy? 

Almost. 

ROSE (cont) 

ST MICHAEL 

EXT TRUMBO RANCH 

St Michael spins his car off the dirt access road and stops 
in front of the house. 

There are horses, a new ranch-style house, swimming pool. 

St Michael jumps out. Rose waits for the dust to clear. 

CONTINUED 
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Dalton Trumbo's DAUGHTER, age seven, dashes around the side 
of the house, opens the trunk of St. Michael's car, climbs 
in, and yanks the hatch down over herself. 

St Michael and Rose walk into the house through a screen 
door. 

INT HOUSE ENCLOSED VERANDA NIGHT 

Trumbo and St. Michael are stretched out on comfortable, if 
rustic, furniture, drinks in hand. Empty glasses and 
dessert plates on a table. SOUND of RUNNING WATER from the 
kitchen. 

The water shuts off. NIGHT SOUNDS leak in from outside. 

Rose and Trumbo's wife, CLEO, come into the veranda. 

CLEO 
Rose wants to go for a country 
walk. 

ST MICHAEL 
Watch your step. 

Rose ignores him. Cleo crosses to Dalton and leans to kiss 
him. 

CLEO 
Check on the kids in bed, 
would'ya? 

TRUMBO 
Yeah. 

Trumbo crosses to the bedroom. Rose and Cleo go outside. 

While Trumbo is gone, St Michael peruses his BOOKSHELF. 

TRUMBO 
(returning) 

See anything you like? 

ST MICHAEL 
Given up reading. Too dangerous. 

They find their drinks and sit. 

CONTINUED 
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ST MICHAEL (cont) 
You should give up talking. I 
saw that PI follow you out yes-
terday. 

TRUMBO 
He's no PI. 

ST MICHAEL 
What then? 

TRUMBO 
Don't know. He tailed me to Bur-
bank, then let me slip. He's prob- 
ably working for the IA. 

ST MICHAEL 
A union goon? 

TRUMBO 
Could be. The IA hasn't changed 
from its racket days. 

ST MICHAEL 
So why bother with you? 

TRUMBO 
Why did Wilkerson butcher 
your story? Those guys are 
afraid of the CSU and the new 
coalition. 

ST MICHAEL 
Yeah, but they can't fight the 
coalition. There was a lot 
more than the CSU there yester-
day. 

Trumbo takes the rest of his drink in one gulp. 

TRUMBO 
Numbers have never been enough 
in this town. Fish like Ballard 
and Mix '11 get swallowed whole 
when it's feeding time. 

EXT STUDIO SET DAY 

Half a dozen GI's cleaning their rifles around a driftwood 
fire on a beach. 
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ST MICHAEL (OS) 
Hey, Joe. Got a light for a 
fellow American? 

He approaches, notebook sticking out from his back pants 
pocket. 

SOLDIER pulls a piece of wood from the fire and holds it to 
St Michael's cigarette. 

SOLDIER 
Rose shoots over on C lot. 

ST MICHAEL 
Seen Mix? 

SOLDIER 
(nodding to his left) 

He's chewing out our prop man. 

St Michael steps over DEAD AND WOUNDED as he crosses the 
beach scene. Mix is yelling at a short bald man with a fat 
cigar. 

MIX 
...I don't give a God damn 
how many guns the Japs have. 
I requisitioned those automatics 
six weeks ago, and now my boys 
are playing with water pistols. 

PROP MAN 
We're two weeks over already. We 
gotta have 'em. 

Mix sees St Michael and gestures for him to wait. St 
Michael sits down on a log in some nearby jungle brush. 

MIX 
I'll bring my boys over and take 
'em if I have to. 

PROP MAN 
(looking around) 

You try that. 

Mix stalks over to join St Michael 

MIX 
Fucking imbecile. 

CONTINUED 



ST MICHAEL 
More union trouble? 

MIX 
CSU is out. Trouble is, most of 
what's left is like him. Plant 
matter. 

Mix swats at the foliage. St Michael opens his notebook. 

ST MICHAEL 
The strike's over, officially? 

MIX 
The strike was over before it 
began. And don't write that. 

ST MICHAEL 
Why did you join the coalition? 

MIX 
(uneasy) 

What do you want, John? 

ST MICHAEL 
Just looking for a story. The 
coalition's news. 

MIX 
I didn't join. I went to the 
meeting. I'm no union man. I 
just don't want more trouble. 

ST MICHAEL 
Meaning? 

MIX 
Meaning read the papers, St 
Michael. If we don't start solving 
our own problems, the government 
will do it for us. 

ST MICHAEL 
Squashing the CSU solved problems? 

MIX 
Look. The trouble with guys like 
Trumbo is they forget what business 
this is. I make movies, right? I don't 
want anybody tellin' me how to do it. 
That's all. That's what somebody in this 
town has to guarantee. 
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EXT NIGHT 6TH STREET NEW PARK LA BREA TOWNHOUSES 

Oak trees hang over the dark mid-Wilshire street, a quiet 
block of four-unit apartments. 

HIGH-RISES in b.g. 

St Michael's CONVERTIBLE rolls tentatively down the street. 

St Michael LEANS OUT of the car, straining to find street 
numbers. He parks. 

INT APARTMENT BUILDING 

St Michael KNOCKS without grace on an engraved door. 

BEN KEELER, wearing a dressing gown, reading glasses, and 
with a drink in hand, opens the door. 

KEELER 
John. Something wrong? 

Keeler steps back to let St Michael enter. 

His apartment is clean, comfortable, but dated. ART on the 
walls is cheap, tacky. Unidentifiable world-tourist 
KNICK-KNACKS on shelves and tables. 

KEELER (cont) 
Wilkerson cut you loose, huh? 
I can probably-- 

ST MICHAEL 
No. That went o.k. 

St Michael sits down on a velvet Edwardian chair. 

ST MICHAEL (cont) 
Scotch 'd be great. 

Keeler pours one at a DRY BAR near the door. 

KEELER 
Make yourself comfortable. 

ST MICHAEL 
(doesn't understand) 

Thanks. 
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Keeler hands him a drink, and remains standing. 

KEELER 
So what couldn't wait until 
morning? 

ST MICHAEL 
I need your help, Ben. 

KEELER 
What happened-- 

ST MICHAEL 
I told you, nothing. But he's 
ready to bury me if he has 
to. 

KEELER 
You know how to walk around him. 

ST MICHAEL 
This CSU business is different. 
There's too much at stake. 

KEELER 
Why? What have you got? 

ST MICHAEL 
Right now, just a headache. But I'm 
starting to get a real sick feeling. 
There are too many people with good 
intentions. You take five people with 
good intentions and lock 'em in a room 
and in an hour somebody's dead. 

KEELER 
(Beat) What do you want from me? 

ST MICHAEL 
Time. Give me two weeks on this 
story and I'll have something 
for the national wires. But I can't 
have Wilkerson all over me. 

KEELER 
All right. 

ST MICHAEL 
(about to argue) 

Really? 
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KEELER 
Stay on it. When you've got some-
thing we can run with, I'll deal 
with Wilkerson. Maybe we can sur-
prise Variety with a hard story. 

ST MICHAEL 
Get this town to start taking us 
seriously. 

St Michael stares into his empty glass. 

ST MICHAEL (cont) 
The other day-- 

KEELER 
Forget it. You were wrong. 

Keeler opens the door. St Michael looks up, then rises to 
leave. 

KEELER 
Don't betray my confidence. 

St Michael passes into the hall. Keeler turns away as he 
shuts the door. 

St Michael STARES at the engraved door. 

FADE OUT 

EXT RKO STUDIO LOT BRIGHT SUN 

LINE OF MEN OUTSIDE QUONSET HUT 
This is a casting call. Many in line are veterans with 
MISSING LIMBS or FACIAL DISFIGURATIONS. 

ST MICHAEL talks with the bandaged BALLARD, who waits in 
line with the others. Ballard's bandages cover half his 
face. 

BALLARD 
(quietly) 

Now remember, my name is Eddie 
Kramer. 

ST MICHAEL 
Okay, EDDIE. 

BALLARD 
Shut up. I need the work. 
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ST MICHAEL 
You hadn't seen the guy before, 
right? His name's McClain. 

BALLARD 
No. I'd know... Last week 
when he was working me over. 

ST MICHAEL 
I don't think he was a cop. 

BALLARD 
Studio goon. They hired dozens. 
Hey, you better blink away before some-
one who knows you sees you with me. 

ST MICHAEL 
C'mon, BB. Why the a.k.a.? You 
know how to act. 

BALLARD 
I can light a fart too, St Michael. 
That's a talent they don't care 
about here either. 

ST MICHAEL 
What was your last credit? 

BALLARD 
It's been twenty-three months. 

ST MICHAEL 
CSU ever help you? 

BALLARD 
We tried. Jeez, you know the Screen 
Actors' Guild never recognized the CSU. 
Not Robert Montgomery. Except for 
the costume local. 

ST MICHAEL 
Slice with the butter. 

BALLARD 
No. No, don't laugh. This is a scary 
place were in. 

ST MICHAEL looks at the line of men. 
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EXT SANTA MONICA BOULEVARD DAY 

PACIFIC ELECTRIC STREETCAR 
Grinds east on the center divider tracks. 

TRUMBO and ST MICHAEL 
Looking a little out of place in their expensive clothing. 

ST MICHAEL 
So this is research. 

TRUMBO 
Needed it. Haven't been on one of 
these since, hell, '35, when I bought 
that Chrysler with the chauffeur. 

Trumbo laughs, remembering. 

TRUMBO (cont) 
I was as bad as you. 

ST MICHAEL 
What are you learning? 

TRUMBO 
(studying other passengers) 
Pick up a little on how they're 
thinking. It's not all as clean 
as the producers think. 

ST MICHAEL 
They trying to guide you? 

TRUMBO 
(shakes head) 

No. They've let me have my way. 
Since 'Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo.' 
I'll say myself it's the only war 
film yet that doesn't stink of schmaltz 
and phony heroics. 

ST MICHAEL 
You'll say that yourself? 

TRUMBO 
Yeah I will. (beat) But maybe I'm 
not quite as busy. 
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EXT  MPA OFFICES MORNING 

SIDEWALK 
ST MICHAEL, with newspaper under arm, spots HENRY VESSEL 
getting out of a car. 

WALKING FAST, St Michael paces a step ahead of Vessel, 
before he gets to the front doors. 

ST MICHAEL 
I'm glad I tagged you, Mr. Vessel. 
I'm going to apologize for yesterday. 

Vessel stops, nods slightly. He enjoys being patronized. 

ST MICHAEL 
And you're going to listen. 

St Michael GRINS until Vessel laughs. 

VESSEL 
(snorts) 

There's no call for that, John-- 

St Michael shakes his head. 

VESSEL 
You were only doing your job. 

ST MICHAEL 
That's it, Mr Vessel--I was doing 
my job. That's the trouble. I wasn't 
doing it right. 

VESSEL 
(a hand now on the door) 

Go on. 

ST MICHAEL 
(grins again) 

I rely on friends in my work. 
Without them, I would, as a friend 
of mine said, be milking a Quad Cities' 
Cow. 

VESSEL 
(laughing w/ St Michael) 

What? 
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ST MICHAEL 
I mean I'd like to shake your hand. 

INT MPA LOBBY 

They enter through the doors. 

TWO DOORMEN check a card the next man through the door 
shows them. 

MAN 
Mr. Vessel! 

VESSEL 
(calling back) 

Bring those midwest figures 
up to my office. 

ST MICHAEL 
I need friends like you, to 
do my work. I'm glad you don't 
mind what you heard yesterday. 

VESSEL 
(stopping at elevator) 

Oh, that's fine, John. But I ap-
preciate you wanting to shake my 
hand. Say--you ought to come have 
lunch with me sometime. 

ST MICHAEL 
Sounds fine. 

VESSEL 
Good! We're a cautious crew 
here, but I may have a good 
piece of gossip for you sometime. 

He winks. 

ST MICHAEL 
I guess you do understand my job. 

ELEVATOR MAN COUGHS 

VESSEL 
Nice to see you John. 

VESSEL leaves in ELEVATOR. 

ST MICHAEL turns back to doors to leave. 
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DOORMEN are watching the street. 

ST MICHAEL checks his watch, dashes into OTHER ELEVATOR 
CAB. 

INT ELEVATOR CAB 

ST MICHAEL 
(to operator, with some hesitation) 
Records please. 

OPERATOR yawns, nods without looking at St Michael, puts 
car in motion. 

RECORDS ROOM 
A few CLERKS, a few ADDING MACHINES, FILES. 

ST MICHAEL ENTERS 

CLERK 
Hey, wait a minute there! 

ST MICHAEL tries to appear at home. 

CLERK RUSHES OVER 

CLERK 
No way mister. 

He turns St Michael by grabbing his shoulders. 

DOORWAY 

CLERK 
Sorry about the snatch, but I 
have a job to watch out for. 

ST MICHAEL 
So what did I do wrong this time? 

CLERK 
Hey. You see the memorandums. You 
need something, you call. You don't 
just rhumba in. 

ST MICHAEL 
Vessel. He wanted me to verify, check 
a name on the new list. 
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CLERK 
(checks over his shoulder) 

Theatres or Writers? 

ST MICHAEL 
Writers. 

CLERK 
(quiet) 

OK. Stay here in the hall. 

Clerk returns with a mimeograph. 

St Michael scans it with interest and perplexity. 

EXT MGM STUDIO GATES SAME MORNING 
St Michael waits in his car for the guard to okay him. 

ST MICHAEL 
(impatient) 

John St Michael to see Mr Mayer. 

LOUIS B. MAYER'S OFFICE 

MAYER 
(with several newspapers 

before him) 
John, you're as aware as I am the 
importance of the motion picture 
business controlling it's own. 

St Michael nods. 

MAYER (cont) 
We need the MPA as much as I 
hate to admit it. Don't write 
that down. 

Mayer looks at the newspapers again. 

MAYER (cont) 
Take this--The government's been 
sending people out here since the 
twenties. But this town's got to 
run itself. --You tell them that. 
And tell them who said it. 

Mayer laughs, but is serious enough. 
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MAYER 
(changing subject) 

Talk to my press people about 
Esther Williams. I think you'll 
like it. 

ST MICHAEL 
Thanks, Mr Mayer. But I'm stroking 
in another pool today. 

MAYER 
You're sure your getting enough air? 

EXT NEW EXPENSIVE HOME BEL AIR DAY 

FRONT DOOR 
McCLAIN knocks, SHAKES HAND of man answering 

REVERSE-LONG STREET 
ST MICHAEL, BEHIND WHEEL OF HIS CAR. 

FRONT DOOR 
McClain is already inside. 

ST MICHAEL 
He writes something down. 

INT DRUG STORE COUNTER 
St Michael looks up from his notebook. 

ST MICHAEL 
Yeah. Don't mix it so sweet. 

COUNTERMAN picks up Coke glass. 

He delicately shoots in a short stream of Coke syrup. 

SODA WATER goes in in a fury. 

ST MICHAEL, still working with a pencil in his book. 

INSERT--NOTEBOOK 

The page contains ADDRESSES in one column, TIMES in 
another, ranging from 9:30 to the final entry, 3:15. Eight 
entries, with times. 
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UNDER some of the addresses are names: Elisha Cook; Loretta 
Young; some have blanks. 

COUNTERMAN sets down glass after stirring it. 

ST MICHAEL drinks some of the Coke and checks his watch. 

SETS GLASS DOWN on top of a DOLLAR; takes notebook. 

ST MICHAEL 
Thanks, fatso. 

EXT SAME STREET 
St Michael, smoking and looking in SIDE MIRROR. 

POV 
McClain leaves the Mansion, gets into a GREEN MERCURY 
COUPE. 

NOTEBOOK--CLOSE 
A new time: 4:15. 

ST MICHAEL 
He watches the Mercury pass by. MCCLAIN does not notice 
him. 

ST MICHAEL 
Don't sweat, baby. I'm through with 
you now. 

INT HOLLYWOOD REPORTER 

MYRNA OLIVE looks up from her typewriter, one of the 
Underwood Electricals. 

OLIVE 
Exactly like a German code mach-
ine I saw in London. 

ST MICHAEL studies the machine. 

ST MICHAEL 
Here-- 

He puts a finger on the platen. 

ST MICHAEL 
Hit one. 
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She hesitantly hits a key. It FLIES UP and strikes his 
finger. 

ST MICHAEL 
Now go. 

It types fine. 

ST MICHAEL 
(rubbing his finger) 

Sure about those addresses? 

OLIVE 
Sure as about the ladies room. 

ST MICHAEL finishes putting other celebrities' names under 
the addresses. 

ST MICHAEL 
Thanks, Myrna. 

OLIVE 
Thanks for keeping the bargain. 
Keeler find you? 

ST MICHAEL 
No. Say what he wanted? 

OLIVE 
I tried to find out; that's just me. 
But he clammed me. 

ST MICHAEL 
(wondering) 

Wilkerson been in? 

OLIVE 
Not in here... What are you work- 
ing on, Johnny? 

St Michael LAUGHS. 

INT WRITER'S OFFICES PARAMOUNT 
Small couches, not enough chairs for the dozen or so men 
present. 

NOISY CONFUSION, though a lot of people seem to be 
lounging. Everyone's talking. 

BRIGHT SUN pierces through venetian blinds. 
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ST MICHAEL stands near TRUMBO. 

MAN ON SOFA 
(to ceiling) 

--So they tell me, "No more Nazis. 
Nazis aren't hot anymore. Paint 'em 
red. 

TRUMBO 
They think we know how. 

A few men laugh. 

OTHER WRITER 
Trumbo, you and Lardner keep waving 
your cards and you'll get bounced. 

MAN ON SOFA 
(sarcastic) 

Is the Guild Nazi or communist this 
week? 

TRUMBO 
You guys have been harping MPA. 
Listen to this guy. Go ahead, John. 

St Michael steps to middle of room. 

He isn't well received. They don't trust him. 

WRITER 
And who would know better than a-- 

SOMEONE ELSE 
Shut up. 

ST MICHAEL 
Yeah, shut up. You clowns thank me 
later. But you got a dog at your 
door. 

TRUMBO 
The Motion Picture Alliance. 

ST MICHAEL 
The MPA's sending out interviewers. 
They're looking for friends. 

WRITER 
And what do the fat boys want? 
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ST MICHAEL 
What do you think? I happen to know 
the MPA smiled at the strikebreak 
the other day at Warner Brothers. 

WRITER 
Hell, they got crook in the blood. 
We stick together. 

OTHER WRITER 
I want to hear. The MPA's got the 
studio backing. I say we protect our-
selves and join in-- 

TRUMBO 
Come on, Dennis. You know what that'll 
spell. 

ST MICHAEL 
Watch out for a slick one. McClain. 

OTHER WRITER 
I saw him the yester-- 

ST MICHAEL 
What'd he ask? 

OTHER WRITER 
General stuff. 

TRUMBO closes the blinds. 
TRUMBO 

Politics? 

OTHER WRITER 
We chatted. 

TRUMBO 
About what? 

OTHER WRITER 
(defensive) 

About the way things are going. 

He reopens the blinds. 

ST MICHAEL 
Just yourself? 
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OTHER WRITER 
You mean did he ask about these 
guys? I didn't tell him anything 
about any of you. 

TRUMBO 
(sad; to St Michael) 

Divide and control. 
(to room) 

Everyone here's got to be making 
a choice. 

EXT NIGHT CHINESE THEATER HOLLYWOOD 

ESTABLISHING ANGLES 
SPOTLIGHTS search the sky. A CROWD is gathered in front of 
the theater. PLACARDS lean against pillars. People at door 
are passing LEAFLETS to those who enter. 

A line of CSU PICKETS with SIGNS adds to the congestion on 
the sidewalk. One sign reads CSU SURVIVORS. Another, 
REMEMBER MUNICH. STAND TALL NOW OR NEVER. 

MARQUEE reads COALITION MEETING TONIGHT. 

BIRD BAXTER, a trim Hearst reporter, stands near the picket 
line with a PHOTOGRAPHER. Baxter GESTURES for the 
photographer to stay put while he sneaks behind a CSU 
DEMONSTRATOR. 

Baxter SHOVES the demonstrator, who SWINGS at him with his 
picket sign. 

The photographer's FLASH ignites as he snaps pictures of 
the angered picketer. 

Baxter RUNS through the crowd, hiding in its mass. He BUMPS 
into ST MICHAEL, who is about to enter the theater with 
ROSE. 

St Michael squares off, then relaxes. 

ST MICHAEL 
Hey Bird. What gives? 

BAXTER 
(looking behind) 

Short tempers on the line. 

Baxter grins licentiously at Rose. 
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ST MICHAEL 
Rose, Bird Baxter. He's a re- 
porter with the Examiner. 

ROSE 
Really. 

BAXTER 
It's a buck. 

ST MICHAEL 
(to Rose) 

I'll find you inside. 

Rose takes several leaflets as she pushes into the theater. 

ST MICHAEL (cont) 
What's your read on all this 
action? 

BAXTER 
The coalition's supposed to 
adopt a platform. But as of 
last night, they couldn't even 
agree on an agenda. I think your 
friend's in trouble. 

ST MICHAEL 
Dalton? 

BAXTER 
There's even talk of expelling 
him. And a few other hardliners. 

CSU PICKET Baxter shoved is still searching for him amidst 
the crowd near the theater door. 

Baxter spots him, turns his back, puts an arm around St 
Michael's shoulder and manuevers him as a shield. 

BAXTER (cont) 
...best find a seat. 

INT THEATER SAME 

CROWD of several hundred is concentrated front and center. 

PODIUM with mike sits on long wooden tables beneath the 
screen, facing the audience. COALITION BANNER, reading 
HOLLYWOOD INDEPENDENT CITIZENS COMMITTEE OF THE ARTS, 
SCIENCES AND PROFESSIONS, is draped over the tables. 
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STANDING MICROPHONE in an aisle for audience members. A 
line, headed by DALTON TRUMBO has formed behind it. 

BAILEY BALLARD, the meeting's moderator, is at the podium. 
FLETCHER MIX and OTHERS, including a young RONALD REAGAN, 
sit at the head tables. 

ROSE, WRITERS, CSU SUPPORTERS are seated near the standing 
mike. 

ST MICHAEL and BAXTER enter the theater. Rose WAVES and 
they push toward her. 

BALLARD 
...an agenda HAS been agreed 
on by the Executive Committee. 

RISING MURMURS from the audience, especially NEAR STANDING 
MIKE. 

TRUMBO 
WHAT Executive Committee? Who 
appointed-- 

BALLARD 
The floor is not open to debate, 
Mr. Trumbo. 

Growing CLAMOR. Writer near Trumbo STANDS. 

WRITER 1 
(shouting) 

The HELL it isn't, Ballard. 

TRUMBO 
(holds up leaflet) 

I move the coalition adopt this 
resolution condemning MPA and IA 
attempts to blackball the CSU. 

BALLARD 
Out of order. An agenda has already 
been adopted. Yield the microphone, 
Mr. Trumbo. 

SHOUTS from those near the mike. 

APPLAUSE from the rest of the audience. 
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TRUMBO 
We will not allow this coalition to 
be manipulated by studio stooges. 

More shouts of approval from those near Trumbo. 

MIX stands and joins Ballard at the podium microphone. 

MIX 
The agenda is set--you're the one 
attempting to manipulate this meet-
ing. The coalition was not formed 
as a soap box for your radical am-
bitions, Mr. Trumbo. 

LOUD APPLAUSE from most of the audience. Some Trumbo 
supporters STAND and SHOUT, but they are drowned out. 

MIX 
The Executive Committee's plat-
form-- 

WRITER 2 
(holding up agenda) 

Your platform is whitewash! 

He crumples the paper and THROWS it at the podium. Others 
near Trumbo do the same. 

MIX 
Yield the microphone! 

ROSE ducks to escape the chaos around her. ST MICHAEL and 
BAXTER stand for a better view. 

SIX large men wearing ARMBANDS come down the aisle, 
approaching Trumbo from behind. 

St Michael pushes into the aisle. 

The men GRAB Trumbo and attempt to pull him away from the 
mike. 

The audience APPLAUDS even louder. 

WRITERS and burly CSU CARPENTERS pour into the aisle. A 
BRAWL breaks out. 
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The standing mike FALLS OVER. Deafening FEEDBACK emits from 
the theater speakers. 

Newspaper photographers FLASH pictures of the fighting with 
big black Graphex cameras. They yank and insert plates 
furiously to catch the action. 

St Michael FLATTENS a bouncer with a straight Sunday punch. 
When he turns to find Rose, he avoids a similar blow 
directed at his jaw. 

St Michael picks Rose out of her seat and escorts her 
toward a side door. 

EXT ALLEY SAME 

Holding her by the arm, St Michael pulls Rose out of the 
theater. 

ST MICHAEL 
I'll meet you around front. 

ROSE 
I'm going home. Call me later. 

St Michael turns to go back in the theater. The door is 
LOCKED. 

ST MICHAEL 
(yanking on the knob) 

Damn! 

St Michael sprints down the alley, leaving Rose by the 
door. 

EXT FRONT OF THEATER SAME 

As St Michael jogs up to the main lobby entrance, TRUMBO 
emerges from the theater, surrounded by several WRITERS. 

BLOOD from Trumbo's nose covers his shirt. 

ST MICHAEL 
Dalton! You o.k.? 

The writers pull Trumbo past St Michael. 

TRUMBO 
(managing a faint smile) 

Honeymoon's over, John. 
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BIRD BAXTER, press card crumpled in his hat band, comes out 
of the theater and, wearing a broad grin, approaches St 
Michael. 

BAXTER 
Nice form in there, Johnny. 
May have gotten a shot of you. 

ST MICHAEL 
Use it and I'll banner the story 
about when you-- 

BAXTER 
(smile fades) 

That's a deal. (Beat, checks watch) 
Round two starts in fifteen. You 
going? 

ST MICHAEL 
Country club? 

BAXTER 
Yeah. See you there. 

EXT NIGHT POV-ST MICHAEL CAR DRIVING 

As the car turns, its headlights swing from black asphalt 
to briefly illuminate a scripted WILSHIRE CLUB sign. 

The convertible swings into a long smooth driveway enclosed 
by sculpted shrubbery. 

EXT WILSHIRE CLUB SAME 

ESTABLISHING 
An elegant, well-lit Moorish building perched over plush 
green fairways. 

DRIVEWAY 
St Michael's car coasts up to a white-coated valet 
ATTENDANT. 

Smoking a cigarette, clothing rumpled from the theater 
brawl, St Michael pops out of his car. The attendant puts a 
firm arm on his shoulder. 

ATTENDANT 
Sorry, sir. Motion Picture 
Alliance members only tonight. 

Impatient, St Michael flips out his press i.d. 
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ST MICHAEL 
I'm covering the meeting. 

The attendant holds the car door open for St Michael. 

ATTENDANT 
(pointing) 

Park it behind those bins. 

St Michael considers whether to hurt the attendant. 

He gets back in his car and drops it in gear. 

INT CLUB MEETING ROOM SAME 

Well-dressed, distinguished men are sitting in a makeshift 
circle at tables covered by pastel cloths. BUS BOYS keep 
water glasses and peanut bowls full. 

VESSEL is at the head table, flanked by WILKERSON. Powerful 
studio luminaries--Jack Warner, Louis Mayer, Dore Schary, 
David Selznik, and others--form the circle. 

St Michael enters noisily. Wilkerson nods at him. 

St Michael pulls out his notebook and leans against the 
back wall next to BIRD BAXTER. 

ST MICHAEL 
Swell group... 

BAXTER 
What I'd do for just one per-
cent interest in this clan. 

ANGLE ON VESSEL 
He shuffles the pile of paper before him, then leans back 
in his chair to speak. 

VESSEL 
Gentlemen... 

Immediate polite attention. 

VESSEL (cont) 
...I think the letter I've drafted 
spells it out pretty well. You prob-
ably will-- 

WARNER raises his hand to speak. 
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WARNER 
I wonder about this phrase, here, 
uh, "do admit there is a problem." 

VESSEL 
Right. Well, remember who we're 
writing. Congressmen need problems. If 
they don't have them, they create 
them. The key is not to let them try 
to solve them. 

Good-natured LAUGHTER. 

VESSEL (cont) 
And that is what our letter is really 
telling them. You've got a lot of 
these backwater first and second-
termers, and they'd like nothing 
better than to come to Hollywood... 

WILKERSON 
And try the Big Time. 

More LAUGHTER. Everyone but ST MICHAEL is having a good 
time. 

VESSEL 
Exactly, Bill. That's just 
what we have to prevent. (Beat, 
more serious). We must watchdog 
our own industry. We must do what-
ever is necessary... 

Tense, concentrated SILENCE. 

VESSEL 
Even if that means Bob Montgom-
ery here will be directing again. 

Released LAUGHTER and APPLAUSE. 

ST MICHAEL grimaces at Baxter and leaves the room. 

INT CLUB LOBBY SAME 

St Michael walks to a glass PHONE BOOTH across the lobby 
from the meeting room. 

As he DIALS, the door opens and MPA members begin to spill 
out, most smiling, smoking and chatting in pairs as if 
renewing elite friendships. 
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ST MICHAEL 
(watching MPA members 

as he speaks) 
Hey kid, you get home all right? 
...just a bump on the nose. He's 
tough. But nothing's breaking his 
way now... 

WILKERSON emerges from the meeting room. 

ST MICHAEL (cont) 
...just off Los Feliz, I think. 
Yeah, the fat boys are leaving 
for there right now... 

VESSEL comes out of the room. With him is MCCLAIN. St 
Michael watches the pair intently as they cross to the 
front of the lobby. 

ST MICHAEL (cont) 
Wilshire Club. I went to the MPA 
meeting with Baxter... 

Vessel puts his hand on McClain's shoulder, talking close 
to his ear. Then he hands McClain a SLIP OF PAPER. 

ST MICHAEL (cont) 
(distracted) 

...I guess not...What?...No, I 
can't. I've got to work... 

McClain SHAKES HANDS with Vessel, then heads out of the 
building. 

ST MICHAEL (cont) 
Very. Look, just go without me... 
all right, be good...I know it is. 

St Michael hangs up. 

VESSEL, still standing near the door, hails St Michael as 
he tries to follow McClain out of the club. 

VESSEL 
Hello, John. Hope you found our 
meeting enlightening. We're not 
trying to... 

St Michael shakes Vessel's outstretched hand while 
straining to see where McClain has gone. 
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ST MICHAEL 
Yeah, very. 

POV-ST MICHAEL 
McClain stands in the driveway. Attendant pulls up in a 
green Mercury. 

VESSEL 
Did you get a copy of our 
letter? 

ST MICHAEL 
(patting empty pocket) 

Right here. Thanks, Mr. Vessel. 
Gotta make deadline. 

EXT CLUB 

St Michael strides quickly across the driveway to his car 
parked on a dirt surface next to TRASH BINS. 

He starts his car and drops it into reverse. 

ATTENDANT is chauffering a sleek silver Cadillac sedan up 
the driveway to a waiting Wilkerson. 

St Michael BACKS OUT suddenly. 

Attendant must SWERVE to avoid collision. lie plows 
Wilkerson's car into the trash bins. GARBAGE spills on the 
HOOD. 

A raving-mad Wilkerson runs toward his car as St Michael 
pulls quickly out the other end of the circular driveway. 

POV-ST MICHAEL CAR DRIVING 
His headlights flicker from fifty yards on the back of 
McClain's sedan as it speeds down a residential street. 

INT MCCLAIN CAR DRIVING 
McClain checks his rear-view mirror. He studies the road 
ahead. 

EXT OVERHEAD-BOTH CARS 
McClain makes a sharp right, then another into a driveway 
and kills his headlights. 

St Michael makes the same turn. 
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INT ST MICHAEL CAR DRIVING 
St Michael straightens the wheel after turning. He looks to 
his right and sees the back of McClain's car in the 
driveway. 

EXT OVERHEAD 
St Michael drives through the next intersection, then 
slows. McClain backs out of the driveway, turns around, and 
heads back toward the street both were just on. 

INT ST MICHAEL CAR DRIVING 
St Michael watches McClain in his mirror, then guns into a 
left turn. He drives at breakneck speed for several blocks, 
then makes another left. 

EXT INTERSECTION OVERHEAD 
McClain's sedan speeds down the road. St Michael's car is 
waiting at the intersection, lights off. When McClain 
passes, St Michael pulls out behind him. 

EXT NIGHT UNION STATION 

ESTABLISHING 
CROWD of suitcase-bearing travellers. TAXIS unload 
passengers in front of the station front. PUBLIC ADDRESS 
SPEAKERS announce train departures and arrivals. 

MCCLAIN walks through the crowd and into the station. 

ST MICHAEL, fidgeting with his tie, is twenty yards behind 
him. 

INT UNION STATION SAME 
McClain stands beneath the large mechanical ARRIVAL BOARD. 
Trains are arriving from Portland, Salt Lake City, 
Washington D.C. and Miami. 

St Michael sits on long high-backed wooden waiting benches, 
watching McClain. 

McClain looks around, then walks up to STATION MASTER'S 
OFFICE. 

POV-ST MICHAEL 
Through the open door, he sees McClain lean over the 
station master's desk and talk earnestly. McClain takes a 
SLIP OF PAPER from his pocket, hands it to the station 
master, then disappears into a nearby hallway. 

CONTINUED 



St Michael approaches the office. 

ST MICHAEL 
Hey, pal. I'm here for the 
pickup. 

Station Master looks St Michael over, then hands him a key. 

STATION MASTER 
Room 117. Down that hall on your 
left. 

INT HALLWAY 

The hall is empty. St Michael checks numbers on the doors. 
He stops before 117. There is no lettering. He takes the 
key from his hip pocket. 

He lights a cigarette. 

Without stealth, he inserts the key in the lock and turns 
the handle. 

INT FEMALE EMPLOYEES DRESSING ROOM 

Two half-dressed CIGARETTE GIRLS and one fat naked 
SUPERVISOR jerk in surprise on St Michael's entry. 

St Michael stops and stares, key still in his hand. 

The girls SCREAM. The supervisor HURLS a CURLING IRON at St 
Michael's head. 

SUPERVISOR 
Nazi pervert! 

St Michael DUCKS but does not entirely escape the flying 
iron. Its handle NIPS his CHEEK. 

INT HALLWAY 
St Michael pulls the door shut and staggers back into the 
hallway. 

He puts his shaking hand to the trickle of BLOOD on his 
cheek. 

INT STATION TERMINAL SAME 

As St Michael returns to the crowded waiting area, he spots 
MCCLAIN with his arm around the shoulder of another MAN. 
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The man, LOUIS RUSSELL, Chairman of the House Unamerican 
Activities Committee, is carrying a suitcase. 

They are LAUGHING. 

From a safe distance, St Michael follows them out of the 
station. 

EXT LARGE MANSION NIGHT 

TEMPORARY LIGHTING, very bright, lights the house and front 
yard. SEVERAL CAR HOPS are parking cars as they arrive. A 
STRIPED CANOPY has been erected by the driveway. 

ST MICHAEL, sits in his idling car, behind the big Lincoln. 

INT HOUSE 

A FESTIVE gathering of the MPA. RHUMBA BAND is playing in 
the large main room. 

BAR 
ROSE is talking with actress VERONICA LAKE. 

ST MICHAEL appears. 

ROSE 
(surprised) 

John! (beat) Anything wrong? 

ST MICHAEL 
(shakes head) 

Hello Veronica Lake. 

LAKE 
(happy) 

Loppa-loopa. Hi, Johnny. 
Maybe this won't be so bad. 

ST MICHAEL 
Why bad? 

ROSE 
Studios told us we should come. 

ST MICHAEL 
Mix? 

ROSE 
Warner. He said we didn't have to listen. 
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ST MICHAEL 
(to Lake) 

And you. What'd Paramount tell you? 

TRUMBO (OS) 
To be a loyal worker. Right, Ronnie? 

LAKE 
Meet my new mouth. Nice meeting you, 
Mr. Trumbo. 

St Michael has taken Trumbo's shoulder. 

ST MICHAEL 
Dalt, come get a drink with me. 
Excuse us, hah? 

NEW ANGLE 
ST MICHAEL AND TRUMBO AT BAR 

MUSIC STOPS 

MUSICIAN from band blows a few notes to get attention. 

HENRY VESSEL 
He raises a hand to get everyone's attention, then thanks 
the musician. 

VESSEL 
If I can borrow each of you for 
a moment-- 

Conversation dies down. 

VESSEL 
I want you to meet some people. 

RUSSEL joins Vessel. 

VESSEL 
These men have come out from 
Washington. To help us arbitrate 
our labor problems. 

BAR 
TRUMBO 

Dogshit. 

While Vessel continues with introductions-- 
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MCCLAIN joins St Michael and Trumbo at BAR. 

MCCLAIN 
Nothing like an open bar, hey 
boys? 

ST MICHAEL 
Dalt, you know Agent X-9 here? 

TRUMBO 
I don't know. I create him? 

ST MICHAEL 
You're not that good, Dalt. 
Sit down, McClain. Get wet with 
us. 

MCCLAIN 
(diplomatic) 

Sure. 
(to bartender) 

Grand Dad highball. 

ST MICHAEL 
I was wrong about you, McClain. 

MCCLAIN 
Tell me how. 

ST MICHAEL 
You're from Washington. 

TRUMBO 
Un-American activity. 

MCCLAIN 
You two don't like this country 
much, is that-- 

ST MICHAEL 
Listen to this, will you? 

St Michael grins, McClain can't hold his sincere face. 

ST MICHAEL 
(good-natured) 

Okay, X-9, tell me what I've been 
trying to do all night. 
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MCCLAIN 
(grins) 

I'm not used to being followed. 
--Some people think this country's 
in trouble. The war isn't over yet. 
Not by any stretch-- 

TRUMBO 
On to Moscow, hah? 

MCCLAIN 
No, it's not that simple. There 
is, however, a--- 

MAN introduced by Vessel passes. 

MCCLAIN 
(catches him) 

--Mr Russell, come meet some folks. 

RUSSELL shakes hands with St Michael and Trumbo. 

MCCLAIN 
Tell them the score. 

RUSSELL 
(looking around) 

This is a nice party. Is this the 
people always live out here? --Mr 
St Michael? 

ST MICHAEL 
Yeah. It's a gone place, I won't 
fight you there. 

RUSSELL 
(genuinely interested) 

You won't fight me where? 

ST MICHAEL 
(points at Trumbo w/ thumb) 

This guy here was telling me the 
FBI wants some vision on what's 
going into films. 

St Michael points at MCCLAIN 
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ST MICHAEL (cont 
--And this one's telling me he's 
right, but only it's not the FBI 
but HUAC instead. (beat) --If the time 
comes to fight you, my real question is 
'How hard am I going to have to fight?' 

MCCLAIN 
He's with The Reporter. Wilkerson's 
paper. 

RUSSELL 
I'd like to talk, Jim. Maybe to 
set your mind at ease, St 
Michael; but I'll tell you we've 
been very happy with The Reporter. 
This is a very dangerous time for 
for our country. As I told Bill Wil- 
kerson myself, The Reporter is keeping 
things in context. I'm very satisfied. 

ST MICHAEL 
(leading) 

Then we're not going to fight me 
at all? 

RUSSELL 
I certainly don't hope so. 

ST MICHAEL 
I hope not either. 

TRUMBO 
(butting in) 

We'll I'll hope so. --I'd like to 
find out what's really going on. And 
I don't think the newspapers are 
giving me the whole story. --What 
do you think, fellow traveler? 

Trumbo indicates Russell. 

MCCLAIN WHISPERS into Russell's ear. 

RUSSELL 
We take this seriously. Excuse me, 
gentlemen. 



EXT BILTMORE HOTEL, DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES DAY 

ESTABLISHING 
Three-winged red brick edifice on Pershing Square. AMERICAN 
FLAGS hoisted over the entrance. 

Unusual CONGESTION around the front lobby entrance. 
Polished cars, some with GOVERNMENT PLATES, fight for 
access and parking spaces. 

INT HOTEL BAR SAME 
SMOKE and CONVERSATION fill the dark crowded room. 

Near the entrance, half a dozen WRITERS (SAME AS PREVIOUS) 
sit around a corner table. Some are glumly silent, others 
animated and talkative. 

TRUMBO, squeezing five drinks between his palms, manuevers 
from the bar to the table. 

TRUMBO 
(sinsister) 

All right, who ordered the 
Bloody Mary? 

He passes out the drinks. 

WRITER 1 
(hoisting glass) 

To Oliver Cromwell. 

WRITER 2 
To Charles and the Restoration. 

TRUMBO 
Down the hatch, boys. 

They drink. 

TRUMBO (cont) 
(nodding toward door) 

How long has Dennis been in there? 

WRITER 1 
Nearly an hour. He said something 
about having them over for-- 
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WRITER 3 
Shut up. Tough mouths, weak knees. 

WRITER 1 
The hell with you. 

TRUMBO 
Easy. Don't forget your manners 
just because you're "unfriendly." 

WRITER 2 
They love a temper. They stoke you 
some to see if you'll burn. 

TRUMBO 
I'm just gonna smile and nod. Like 
one of those rewrite meetings when 
the brass have plot ideas. 

ST MICHAEL ENTERS the bar. Looking earnest, he approaches 
the table. 

TRUMBO (cont) 
Hey John. You look thirsty. 

ST MICHAEL 

TRUMBO 
My God. 

ST MICHAEL 
When are you set to go on, Dalt? 

TRUMBO 
Soon as the last contestant is 
finished. I hope he doesn't win 
all the good prizes. 

ST MICHAEL 
Not funny. You play games with those 
apes and they'll put you in a crate 
and pack you off to the zoo. 

WRITER 1 
You heard something new? 
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ST MICHAEL 
No, but there's more than you're 
figuring on. The studios are putting 
on a lot of pressure. They're turning 
out friendly witnesses in droves. 

Trumbo holds up his glass and SIGNALS for a refill. 

TRUMBO 
Slow down, John. Last time we 
heard one of your conspiracy 
theories-- 

ST MICHAEL 
Damn, Dalton, I'm telling you. 
All you guys. You're the only 
ones left out on the plank. They 
came out here to make you walk it, 
even if it's just for show. 

A WAITRESS approaches holding a drink for Trumbo. Without 
looking, St Michael GRABS it. 

WRITER 1 
Yeah, well maybe when you're out 
here with us instead of mouthing 
Wilkerson's manifesto... 

St Michael DOWNS the drink in a single gulp and SLAPS the 
empty glass on the table. 

ST MICHAEL 
Fuck you, then. Go prove me wrong. 

St Michael turns and leaves. 

TRUMBO 
John-- 

WRITER 1 
Ah, let him. There's nothing 
anybody can do about this now. 

INT LARGE SUITE 

RUSSELL--CLOSE 

RUSSELL 
Now how serious are you about 
it? We know a lot of you join 
groups for social reasons. 
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He looks to the side, at MCCLAIN. 

TRUMBO sits on a large sofa. RUSSELL, McClain, OTHER HUAC 
MEMBERS are talking with him. 

RUSSELL (cont) 
I hold nothing against a man hav-
ing some fun. 

TRUMBO 
(matter of factly) 

Well I like hearing you say that. 

RUSSELL 
How so? 

TRUMBO 
Because I like to hear what people 
think. 

He looks at McClain and the others. 

TRUMBO 
How do you guys stand on that? 

No one answers. 

TRUMBO 
(back to Russell) 

But so do you, right? 

RUSSELL 
But you SAY what people thi-- 

TRUMBO 
I say what people think? I remem-
ber you clowns from before the war. 
Different faces but the same clowns. 
And what about you, anyway? 

RUSSELL 
Do you know what a government's 
duty is? Jim, myself, all of us here. 
We're just a few people trying to do 
what's right, what someone has to do, 
to keep-- You act like your talking 
to a bunch of Nazis. 
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RUSSELL lights a cigar. 

TRUMBO 
For chrissake. You want me to say "Yeah, 
your're right."? You're recording this, 
right? Me saying I think representitives 
of the U.S. Government are a bunch of 
Nazis. No, you won't hear me say that. 
And wear'd you get those pants? 

RUSSELL and some of the others have bought new clothes in 
Hollywood. RUSSELL buttons his coat to cover his light 
green, full-drape, triple pleat slacks. 

MCCLAIN chokes on a laugh. 

RUSSELL 
In fact, I love this town. I love 
to go to the movies. And I want to 
do what I can to help-- 

TRUMBO 
You come out here and buy new 
clothes. You're ga-ga over movies. 
Fine. But you know don't know anything 
about it. 

CHEAP FAN MAGAZINES on the coffee table. 

RUSSELL 
Now as a matter of fact-- 

TRUMBO 
Before you guys try to take over the 
industry, you better learn what you're 
dealing with. (beat) Wearing a uniform 
doesn't tell me a thing about anyone. 

RUSSELL 
Well the cover of a book sometimes 
tell me quite a bit. 

He holds up a copy of THE SCREEN WRITER. 

RUSSELL (cont) 
Your little article here-- 
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TRUMBO 
That's a union journal. 

RUSSELL 
Says it's from the screen playwrights 
guild. They supported the CSU, didn't 
they? 

TRUMBO 
What I said. 

RUSSELL 
You wrote this? 

TRUMBO 
Before breakfast. 

RUSSELL sets the booklet down at a table by the window. 

RUSSELL 
You work hard? 

TRUMBO 
Only before breakfast. 

RUSSELL 
Mr. Trumbo, we're trying to help 
you. You don't want it I can see. 

TRUMBO 
Go back to Washington. Or go fight 
'em in east Germany. Go to Moscow in 
a B-29. Tell them their good friend 
Dalton Trumbo out in California says hi. 

RUSSELL 
This isn't Russia. This is a free 
country. And you're free to go. 

TRUMBO 
(rising) 

I'm serious you guys. You don't know 
what you're stepping into. But think 
about this. Keep it up, and I'll be 
happy. Savvy? 

EXT WARNER BROS STUDIO GATES DAY 

ST MICHAEL walking on sidewalk. Only a FEW PEDESTRIANS. 
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ST MICHAEL 
(to someone off-screen) 

Okay: sure. Sometime, say, next 
week. 

ST MICHAEL'S CAR 
He opens the door 

SOUND OF TRUCK 

ST MICHAEL looks up toward it. 

POV 
A HUGE LAFRANCE MILITARY TRUCK, without its canopy, rumbles 
by. TWO DOZEN MEN, extras wearing PIRATE CLOTHING and 
make-up, sit in the back. 

CUT TO: 

EXT DAY SIERRA HIGHWAY ANTELOPE VALLEY 

OVERHEAD 
BRIGHT SUN refracts off St Michael's convertible as it 
speeds down the road. 

Red rock formations, sand and desert scrub are all that's 
in sight. 

ST MICHAEL'S CAR SAME 

The RADIO BLARES STATIC. St Michael turns it off, tugs at 
his sunglasses, and squints ahead. 

ROAD SIGN AHEAD 
reads FT EDWARDS NEXT RIGHT. 

St Michael pulls his car off the road. The Sierra Highway 
is poorly maintained. This access road is a smooth new 
surface. It winds into the desert off to his right. 

St Michael shuts off his motor. He gets a bottle of beer 
from the car trunk, opens it, and drinks in the front seat. 

A VULTURE CRIES overhead, sweeping down over St Michael's 
car. 

St Michael takes a last gulp, then THROWS his bottle at the 
bird. He misses. The bottle breaks. 
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ST MICHAEL 
You bastard! 

The vulture CAWS again. 

St Michael starts his car, pulls it on to the desert road 
and drives away from the highway. 

EXT DESERT ROAD SAME 

St Michael's car clips along the black surface, winding 
among bizarre rock formations. 

He slows his car and stops. 

NEW ANGLE 
St Michael twists the pipcock under his radiator and steps 
back as hot water streams out. 

EXT FT EDWARDS GATE 

A SENTRY HOUSE guards the entrance to the army compound. 
Beyond it are gleaming barracks, a mess hall, 
administrative offices, and a MOTOR POOL. 

ROWS of ARMY TRUCKS and JEEPS rest outside the motor pool 
garage. 

STEAM is now pouring from under the hood of St Michael's 
car as he approaches the sentry house. 

A SOLDIER steps out and SIGNALS for St Michael to halt. 

ST MICHAEL 
Name's St Michael. I was out 
scouting locations for MGM. Guess 
I got lost a little. 

SOLDIER 
Yeah. 

ST MICHAEL 
Yeah, well I was lookin for some 
place out of the way. I think I 
found it. 

SOLDIER 
(notes radiator) 

Uh-huh. Think that Dodge needs a 
drink? 
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ST MICHAEL 
Jeez you're right, guy... 

SOLDIER 
(hesitant) 

All right, pull it over to the 
garage. Ask for Sergeant Spiegel. 

St Michael flashes a grin and pulls past the sentry. 

INT MOTORPOOL GARAGE SAME 

CLOSE 
on St Michael's radiator as cold water pours into the cap. 

STEAM BILLOWS in thick clouds as the water boils off the 
hot metal. 

WIDER 

St Michael and SERGEANT SPIEGEL back away from the car to 
escape the heat. 

SPIEGEL 
(sputtering) 

Yeah, those trucks were taken 
so fast we're still missing some 
tear gas. 

ST MICHAEL 
Who requisitioned them? 

SPIEGEL 
They wanted 'em for Sands of Iwo 
Jima I think. We do so many war 
jobs it's hard to keep track. 

Spiegel walks over to a metal desk and pulls out a ledger 
book. 

SPIEGEL 
Let's take a look-see here... 
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St Michael leans over him. 

SPIEGEL (cont) 
Yeah, here it is. Sands of Iwo 
Jima. Tuesday, July Five. Five 
611 troop transport trucks, two 
dozen cannisters tear gas, and 
Adam, Baker, Charlie platoons as 
extras. 

ST MICHAEL 
Who placed the order? 

SPIEGEL 
The studio. But they called up 
the same day. Must have been in 
a hurry. 

ST MICHAEL 
Well that explains the mix-up, 
then. I just didn't want you to 
be responsible... 

SPIEGEL 
I appreciate that, mister. Like 
I said, they took 'em so fast I 
never made a proper inventory. 

ST MICHAEL 
No problem, Sarge. I'll fix it 
as soon as I get back to town. 

SPIEGEL 
Thanks, mister, thanks a lot. 

Spiegel pours more water on the radiator. More STEAM 
engulfs them. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT BEACH DAY 

SMOKE blows in puffs across the sand. GUNS and GRENADES 
explode nearby. 
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SOLDIERS fight furiously. 

JOHN WAYNE leads a some Marines over a sandy ridge. 

DIRECTOR 
All right, wrap it. That's it 
kids. 

APPLAUSE on the set. 

To the side, ST MICHAEL is lighting a CIGAR for the PROP 
MAN. 

PROP MAN 
Gorgeous, Johnny... 

He draws on the cigar. 

PROP MAN (cont) 
I'll check it if you want, but 
I'm sure we didn't use any army 
loot that day. 

ST MICHAEL 
You positive on that? 

PROP MAN 
Guarantee it. 

ST MICHAEL 
But it's your signature on the 
requisition form. 

PROP MAN 
Oh yeah, somebody signed for me. 

ST MICHAEL 
Somebody signed for you? What's that? 

PROP MAN 
Accounting. Happens all the time. 
You know the budget game, Johnny. 
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EXT FILLING STATION PHONE BOOTH DAY 

ST MICHAEL has wrapped a handkerchief over the telephone 
receiver. 

ST MICHAEL 
(feigning a drawl) 

Motion Picture Alliance, Henry 
Vessel's office please...Is 
Mr. Vessel in?...Sergeant Spiegel 
at the Ft. William motor pool... 
that's right...Mr. Vessel? Yes, 
this is Sergeant Spiegel out at 
Ft William...right...I've been 
given an awful runaround and finally 
was told you're the man I need to 
talk to...yes, you apparently requi-
sitioned some trucks and tear gas 
last July 5th, and also took three 
of our company platoons as "extras" 
...I thought you would...I understand, 
sir but the problem is that I never 
made the proper inventory and now my 
lieutenant is talking about reprimanding 
me 'cause of the missing tear gas... 

GIGGLING YOUNG COUPLE wants to use phone. They lean toward 
the receiver and gurgle. 

St Michael, panicking, pushes them away. 

ST MICHAEL (cont) 
When did you return them?...I see, 6 
trucks, 24 tear gas canisters...right, you 
had to use them...0h yes, the men made it 
back in fine shape. They had lots of fun. 
Thank you sir, I appreciate your doing 
that. Goodbye. 

Almost unbelieving, St Michael slowly puts the phone back 
on the hook. 

ST MICHAEL (cont) 
You son of a bitch. I'm gonna hang 
you now. 

PULL BACK AND FADE OUT 
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INT BEN KEELER'S APARTMENT NIGHT 

CLOSE 
Wrinkled, stained MANUSCRIPT held in KEELER's SHAKING 
HANDS. 

WIDER 

The apartment is a MESS. Copies of the REPORTER are strewn 
about. Ashtrays overflow with cigarettes. A half-empty 
scotch bottle stands on a coffee table. 

ST MICHAEL is slumped in a chair across the room from 
Keeler. His legs are draped over the side. 

St Michael swirls the ice in his glass. 

Keeler puts the MANUSCRIPT down and leans back. 

ST MICHAEL 
I'm about to give up. 

KEELER 
(exhausted) 

Why don't you. 

ST MICHAEL 
Just admit it, Ben. 

KEELER 
I'm not going to go over it 
again. 

St Michael stands slowly and walks over to pour himself 
another drink. 

RAIN has begun to fall outside. 

ST MICHAEL 
Just tell me you're afraid of it. 
Tell me it's the biggest fucking 
story you've had since you came 
out here but you don't have the 
balls to run it. 

KEELER 
Leave now. 
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ST MICHAEL 
The MPA used the god-damn U.S. 
Army to break that strike. And 
they say they're in business to 
keep the government out of Holly-
wood. 

KEELER 
I told you. It doesn't matter. 

ST MICHAEL 
The HELL it doesn't. The CSU-- 

KEELER 
The CSU is dead, St Michael. You 
and Trumbo seem to be the only ones 
who don't get it. The Unamerican 
Activities hearings are different. 

ST MICHAEL 
Right. All they wanted was a free labor 
union. They got governemnt prosecu-
tion instead. 

KEELER 
Nobody's even been subpoened before 
the full committee yet. These are 
just informal hearings. 

ST MICHAEL 
Listen, Ben, I know you're not stupid. 
So just admit you're scared. 

KEELER 
First, we lose our jobs. And we don't 
find new ones. Not here, anyway. Sec-
ond, we get subpoenaed as unfriendly 
witnesses. And third, maybe we go to 
jail. They're talking about 3-5 year 
contempt sentences. 

ST MICHAEL 
I don't go to jail for telling the 
truth in this country. 

KEELER 
I know you're not scared, St Michael. 
So just admit you're stupid. 
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ST MICHAEL 
I'd rather be wrong than afraid to 
admit it. And I don't see that it's 
smart to betray your friends, espec-
ially when you've only got a handfull. 

St Michael looks around the tacky apartment. 

ST MICHAEL (cont) 
Only a handfull. 

Keeler walks quietly to the window and looks down at the 
street. 

KEELER 
Rain. 

ST MICHAEL 
Yeah. 

KEELER 
They say we're due for floods in 
the canyons. 

St Michael stubs out his cigarette and retrieves his coat 
from the closet. 

ST MICHAEL 
I'm taking the story to Life 
magazine. 

Keeler smiles privately. 

St Michael LEAVES. 

Keeler stands before the window, watching the rain SPLATTER 
and DRIP on the pane. 

EXT NIGHT 3RD STREET PHONE BOOTH RAINING 

LONG SHOT 
A LIGHT in the phone booth. A STREET LAMP overhead. 

St Michael is talking. He is holding the MANUSCRIPT. 

He hangs up and stands in the booth. 

He SHATTERS the glass booth paneling with his FIST. 
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INT CIRO'S NIGHT 
Crowded. 

ORCHESTRA 
The Don Alfredo Rhumba Band, who played the MPA PARTY. 

CHOICE TABLE 
ST MICHAEL AND ROSE drinking Martinis. 

ROSE 
Another toast to luck. 

ST MICHAEL 
(flat) 

And pluck. 

They drink. 

ROSE 
Pluck? 

ST MICHAEL 
Horatio. Horatio Alger. You get that 
part opposite Robert Taylor and you 
arrive. 

ROSE 
I've done damned well for myself. 

She takes another sip. 

ST MICHAEL looks at his olive, then throws it on the floor. 

ROSE 
How's this. Look. 

He watches her make a large, newspaper-headline frame with 
her hands. 

ROSE (cont) 
"ROSE GROWS LETTUCE." Could you 
write that one for me. I say it's 
a good story. You know I don't even 
know who my father is? 

ST MICHAEL 
(looking around room) 

What I write isn't right. Not lately. 

He gets up. 
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ST MICHAEL 
And wait here. I'll be back in a 
flash. 

He leaves. 

ROSE 
(to herself) 

...with the cash... 

SHE LAUGHS at her line, as a COUPLE she knows appears at 
the table. 

NEW ANGLE 

WILKERSON'S TABLE 

He is with a large party of a dozen or so. 

ST MICHAEL crouches down by WILKERSON. 

ST MICHAEL 
I've been thinking about that favor 
you owe me. 

WILKERSON 
Do I owe you one? 

ST MICHAEL 
You know you do. For fucking up my 
story on the CSU strike. 

WILKERSON 
Wait a minute, St Michael. I thought 
I was clear on that. 

ST MICHAEL 
I say you and The Reporter need me. 
You've never told me different. 

WILKERSON brushes some cigarette ash from the tablecloth. 
He knows St Michael is right. 

ST MICHAEL 
I like it. But I could get to like 
Life Magazine as well. 
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WILKERSON turns his chair more toward St Michael. 

WILKERSON 
You'd go nowhere at Life. I think 
you're forgetting your job. We tell 
the news, remember? 

ST MICHAEL gets angry. 

ST MICHAEL 
(harsh whisper) 

Tell the news. Hell we do. We're 
too old and slow. --Radio, and I 
got a new television set that'll 
give me news better and faster than 
that, soon as we get a station in 
L. A. And you tell me-- 

WILKERSON 
What? 

ST MICHAEL 
And you're saying our job is tell-
ing it. No. Not it. We say why. 

WILKERSON looks ready to fire St Michael. 

ST MICHAEL 
(lightening up) 

And... Remember, I'm three drinks 
ahead of you right now. 

He puts a GRIN on his face. 

WILKERSON eases back. 

WILKERSON 
Come talk to me on Monday. 

ST MICHAEL 
(looking over Wilkerson) 

That's Bugsy Siegel. And Virginia 
what's-hers. 

Bugsy Siegel, now living in Beverly Hills. 
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WILKERSON 
Monday. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

INT 101 CLUB, WESTERN AVE NIGHT 

BAND 
House band with Kid Ori. CROWDED, half the patrons are 
BLACK. LOUD JAZZ. 

ST MICHAEL and ROSE stand by bar waiting for drinks, 
enjoying the music. MARIHUANA CIGARETTE is passed. 

FADE OUT: 

EXT OFFICES WARNER BROS DAY 

ROSE comes out of the building, her agent hustling after 
her. 

She kicks off a shoe high into the air. 

ROSE 
I got it! 

INT ST MICHAEL'S HOME NIGHT 

ROSE posed and holding a smile, and presenting two bottles 
of Blue Ribbon. 

ST MICHAEL (OS) 
More cheese. 

She SNARLS 

FLASHBULB 

WIDER 

In the living room. ST MICHAEL lowers camera. They laugh. 
Furnishings are new and sleek. Several photos of famous 
athletes and movie stars. A new, round-screened television 
set sits on top of a Crosley packing crate. 

ST MICHAEL 
Who took your last pix? Scotty 
Welbourne? 

Rose sets down the beer on the bar, and pours a Martini. 
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ROSE 
Will this go well on top of 
beer? I don't think I care. 

ST MICHAEL 
(absently reliving the shot) 

This may be my meat. 

He checks another scene in the view spot of the little 
Leica. 

ST MICHAEL 
You've got to love these small 
cameras. 

ROSE 
(sudden excitement) 

I'm going to be famous in June 
of next year. I think June. 

St Michael acknowledges this blankly. 

ROSE 
Why don't you light me a smoke? 

ST MICHAEL 
(puts down Leica) 

Why don't you lay off that Warner 
Brothers patter? It's rubbing in 
like-- 

He's mad and she's hurt. 

ST MICHAEL 
(points at bookshelf) 

And keep me away from those fucking 
psychology books. 

ROSE 
Oh come on, John. Please not now. 

He picks up some cigarettes. 

ST MICHAEL 
And let's not talk about your new 
picture. 

ROSE 
What else are we not going to talk 
about? 
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ST MICHAEL 
You got a match? Where are all the 
matches-- 

ROSE sits down and watches him pace. 

He puts a cigarette between her lips. 

He settles down. 
ST MICHAEL 

Here, smiley. 

He fishes a lighter out from between the cushions of the 
sofa and lights her cigarette. 

ST MICHAEL 
Sorry, baby. This is your big day. 
Just because I can't-- 

ROSE 
John, don't feel so sorry for your-
self. We all make mistakes. 

ST MICHAEL tosses the camera into a chair. 

ST MICHAEL 
I don't. I made almost twenty thousand 
dollars past year. I wouldn't be pock-
eting that if I was the kind of-- 

ROSE 
You get too involved with your 
friends. They just use you. 

ST MICHAEL 
Shut up, Rose. 

ROSE 
(disgusted) 

Oh gawd. 

ST MICHAEL 
And don't talk about my friends. 
I know what I'm doing. Right or 
wrong, smart or stupid. And I 
haven't run into anybody bright 
enough to tell me otherwise. 

ROSE 
Am I on that list? 
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ST MICHAEL 
List? 

ROSE 
You don't believe me when I say 
your helping the wrong people? 

ST MICHAEL walks face-to-face with her. He TURNS HIS BACK 
to her. 

BEHIND ROSE 

ST MICHAEL 
Go ahead. Pull it out. 

Beat 

ROSE puts her arms lightly around him, rests her cheek on 
his back. 

ROSE, a small tear in eye. 

INT BILTMORE HOTEL UNAMERICAN ACTIVITIES HEARING ROOM 

ROSE is at the witness table, facing COMMITTEE MEMBERS. 

The questioning appears more organized than when Trumbo was 
here. 

RUSSELL, MCCLAIN and OTHERS are at the table. 

ST MICHAEL, MIX, and OTHERS are behind Rose in two rows of 
folding chairs. 

A STENOGRAPHER is seated to the side. 

Everyone except St Michael is LAUGHING. 

INTERROGATOR 
(still chuckling) 

I'm very flattered, Miss Ranier-- 

ROSE 
(intriguingly) 

Rose. 

More LAUGHTER. 

St Michael looks ill. 

INTERROGATOR 
In all seriousness--Rose-- 
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ROSE 
Yes, I understand the question. 

INTERROGATOR 
Then will you please answer for 
the record. 

ROSE 
(long pause) 

I am acquainted with him, yes. 

INTERROGATOR 
And are you aware of Mr. Trumbo's 
political leanings? 

ROSE 
He's a Communist. Is that what 
you mean? 

ST MICHAEL brings his hand to his forehead. 

INTERROGATOR 
I appreciate your directness, Rose... 

ROSE 
But everybody knows that. 

INTERROGATOR 
I'm not sure "everybody" does. But 
that's not your concern. Now, are 
you also "acquainted" with some of 
Mr. Trumbo's Hollywood associates? 

ROSE 
Of course. 

INTERROGATOR 
How do you know them? 

ROSE 
Around town. Parties. 

INTERROGATOR 
The coalition? 

ROSE 
Some of them. 

INTERROGATOR 
Which ones? 
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ROSE 
What do you mean? 

INTERROGATOR 
Did you attend a meeting at the 
Chinese theatre last month 
where Mr. Trumbo was expelled 
from the coalition? 

ROSE 
Yes. 

INTERROGATOR 
Who were some of Mr. Trumbo's 
supporters at that meeting? 

Rose turns to look at MIX. He is stone-faced. 

She doesn't look at St Michael. 

ROSE 
Well, I think Lester was there. 

St Michael stands up suddenly. Rose doesn't notice. 

INTERROGATOR 
Lester? 

ROSE 
Lester Cole. 

St Michael decides against speaking. 

He looks around for a neck to strangle. He can't find one. 
He starts to leave the room. 

CLOSE on Interrogator. 

INTERROGATOR. 
I see. And who else? 

CUT TO: 

EXT HOLLYWOOD BASEBALL PARK DAY 

Between Farmer's Market and Pan Pacific Auditorium. A game 
between the Hollywood Stars and San Francisco Seals of the 
Pacific Coast League. 
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BOX SEATS BEHIND THIRD 
ST MICHAEL, TRUMBO, OTHER WRITERS. It's the seventh inning 
stretch. ORGAN plays appropriate music. 

TRUMBO snuffs out a cigarette. 

ST MICHAEL unscrews top of THERMOS, pours a Martini. 

WRITER 
(slapping man beside him) 

Hey, quit eating all the olives! 

He grabs away the jar of olives, nearly empty, gives them 
to St Michael. 

ST MICHAEL 
(passing Thermos to another man) 

Dalt, I think you still ought to have 
another one. 

TRUMBO 
(irritated) 

No. And I'm mad over what I should 
have known... What the hell's with 
Rose? What the hell is with her? 

WRITER 
Hey, it's the eventh sinning stretch. 

This doesn't calm them down. 

ST MICHAEL 
(defensive bravado) 

Don't give me that again, Dalt. 
You're rich. You don't have any-
thing to-- 

CHEERING after music ends. 

BATTER steps into the box. 

TRUMBO 
Don't be my monkey, John. 

ST MICHAEL 
Now how's that? 

TRUMBO 
Nothing to lose. That's me, hah? 
I've got everything on God's Green, 
right? 
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WRITER 
(behind) 

Hey you guys, watch the damn game, 
all right? Where those olives? 

TRUMBO 
(ignores him) 

Well you're right. I do have it all. 
Family, nice home. Fun work. Even a 
diving board. 

He grabs St Michael's wrist holding the Thermos top. 

TRUMBO 
And it's all on the line. Don't tell 
me I'm playing around, brother. 

ST MICHAEL 
Okay, Dalt... 

TRUMBO 
It's okay with you, hah? What the 
fuck did you ever risk? 

ST MICHAEL 
(shakes head) 

You write. I write. Sure. Don't feed 
me your job being more import. Go down 
to my office on Sunset. You want a 
name for the birds there and you got 
mine--going chirp-chirp-chirp. 

TRUMBO 
You kill me brother. 

Trumbo is pretty disapointed. 

SOUND CRACK OF THE BAT 

ST MICHAEL looks up for the foul. HOLD CLOSE 

WRITER VO 
(flat whisper) 

Hey St Michael. It's about twenty-
seven rows over. 

EXT GRIFFITH PARK OBSERVATORY SUNSET 

A gentle red haze enshrouds the city below. 
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ST MICHAEL sits on a stone wall, looking out. ROSE is 
peering through a dime TELESCOPE. 

ST MICHAEL 
One day, this will all be yours. 

ROSE 
(stepping away from telescope) 
Oh God. Here we go again, really? 

St Michael pouts in melancholy silence. 

ROSE 
Look, John. I've seen the 
lights a couple times. 

ST MICHAEL 
That you have. 

ROSE 
You've grown to such a bore. 

ST MICHAEL 
Will you testify-- 

ROSE 
I'm bored with that line, too. 

He looks drunk and she looks fed up. 

ROSE (cont) 
What's funny is--you're the 
one without the courage to get 
on with it. They--They made you-- 

St Michael HITS the telesecope. It SPINS round and round. 
Rose steps back. 

ST MICHAEL 
You're bored, right? Let's leave 
it that way. 

ROSE 
O.K. I'm wrong. Dalton's wrong, 
too-- 

ST MICHAEL 
(furious) 

Dalton'd pull your eyes out and 
I wouldn't stop him. 
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ROSE 
That's sweet. He's already blinded 
you. 

ST MICHAEL 
Oh for Chrissakes. 

Rose walks away. 

St Michael turns and looks out at the city, now darkening. 

She stops. He cranes his neck around. 

ROSE 
Hey. Good luck. 

ST MICHAEL 
No luck to it. 

EXT VERMONT ST NIGHT 

ST MICHAEL'S CAR weaves eratically through nightlife 
traffic. 

EXT ST MICHAEL'S APARTMENT SAME 

St Michael double parks, grabs a bottle from the front 
seat, and heads into the building. 

INT APARTMENT SAME 

A suitcase is open on the bed. St Michael is filling it 
haphazardly with clothes, books, etc. 

A CAT hides under the bed. 

St. Michael stops and stares at his TV SET. He tries to 
lift it. It doesn't budge. 

At his desk, he picks up a copy of his MANUSCRIPT. He rolls 
it up and throws it in a corner. 

EXT HOLLYWOOD REPORTER NIGHT 

St Michael pulls his car into its designated parking space. 
The lot is almost empty. 

INT REPORTER NEWSROOM SAME 

DEBRIS from a recently-passed deadline is scattered on the 
floor. The room is nearly deserted. 
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A JANITOR makes a pass down an aisle with a sweep broom. 

ST MICHAEL ENTERS. He picks a box off the floor and carries 
it to his desk. He pulls out a the top drawer and 
unceremoniously DUMPS its contents in the box. 

KEELER stands in his office door and watches St Michael 
from across the room. 

St Michael pulls out another drawer and dumps it in the 
box. The box overflows and papers, pencils, a RACING FORM 
and other items spill on the floor. 

St Michael lights a cigarette with shaking hands and stares 
at the mess. 

KEELER (O.S.) 
Don't think I didn't know about 
the days at the track. 

Keeler steps up. St Michael bends down to continue packing. 

KEELER (cont) 
This on somebody's orders? 

ST MICHAEL 
Remember, Ben, I'm not the one 
who bends when the wind blows. 
I'm leaving. 

KEELER 
They finally scared you off? 

St Michael DROPS a desk drawer accidentally. It SPLINTERS 
on the floor. 

ST MICHAEL 
Why does everybody who's bought 
and paid for keep tellin' me I'm 
scared? 

KEELER 
Where you headed? 

ST MICHAEL 
Someplace east of here. 

KEELER 
Leave tonight and you miss the 
fireworks. The morning edition-- 
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ST MICHAEL 
What, did Myrna find out Barbara 
Stanwyk owns a prick? 

KEELER 
Sharp, Johnny. Come look at the 
galleys. 

St. Michael is about to curse. Keeler looks serious. 

The walk across the newsroom and into the paste-up area. 

INT PASTE-UP AREA SAME 

The production room is empty. 

A MOCK-UP of the Reporter's front page rests alone on an 
easel. 

A SCREAMING HEADLINE reads, MPA USED FEDS TO BREAK CSU. The 
word EXCLUSIVE is printed in red below the headline. 

St Michael's by-line is at the top. 

ST MICHAEL 
(he can't believe it) 

You son of a bitch. 

KEELER 
(checks his watch) 

Had to wait for the deadline 
scramble to ease. We'll catch 
Eddie before he sets page one. 

INT PRINTING PRESS ROOM SAME 

The presses are ROLLING. THUNDERING ROAR is overwhelming. 

Keeler and St Michael step onto maintenance catwalks above 
the presses. 

The PLANKS are slippery with ink. They GRAB thin metal 
rails along the walk. 

The presses churn menacingly beneath them. 

EDDIE WELKOS, the Reporter's production supervisor, is on 
the ground below. 
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Keeler SIGNALS to Welkos. Welkos smiles and waves at 
PRESSMEN and OILERS. 

One of three large presses SLOWS and STOPS. 

A TYPE MAN carries new plates to the press and starts to 
attach them under the roller. 

The ROAR from the other presses continues. 

KEELER, ST MICHAEL POV--OVERHEAD 
SAM NEWHAN, the bald plant manager, wearing coat, tie, and 
hard hat, approaches WELKOS. 

They ARGUE. Newhan keeps POINTING at the press where the 
type man is working. 

Finally, Welkos points up at Keeler, who signals that 
everything is O.K. 

Newhan walks OUT OF VIEW. 

INT NEWHAN'S OFFICE SAME 

Newhan is on the telephone. 

INT TROPICANA CASINO LAS VEGAS NIGHT 

A PAGE steps back after handing WILKERSON a telephone near 
a crowded roulette wheel. 

CROUPIER calls bets in the background. 

WILKERSON 
Keeler authorized it?...Page one? 
...I know I did. Check the run, then 
let me know...Right. 

He hangs up and returns to the table. 

INT KEELER'S OFFICE 

Keeler pours the last of a champagne bottle into St 
Michael's paper cup. 

KEELER 
(hoisting cup) 

Fuck 'em. 
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ST MICHAEL 
To the quiet knife life. 

They start to laugh. They become hysterical. Keeler falls 
out of his swivel chair. 

EXT HOLLYWOOD REPORTER LOADING DOCK DAWN. 

The aluminum bay doors are rolled up. The sun is gleaming 
over San Gabriel Mountains. 

STACKS OF REPORTERS, bound and wrapped, are piled on the 
concrete dock. 

St Michael's story is on page one. 

WELKOS paces impatiently before them, occasionally 
straining his eyes down Sunset Blvd. 

INT KEELER'S OFFICE 

Keeler is asleep in his chair, St Michael on a stool across 
from him. 

The PHONE RINGS. Keeler picks it up groggily. 

KEELER 
Yeah, yeah Eddie...Did you call? 
So where's Newhan?...Shit. 

Keeler puts the receiver down. St Michael has come around. 

KEELER (cont) 
Newhan tipped off Wilkerson. The 
drivers aren't coming. 

ST MICHAEL 
The papers' just sittin on the dock? 

KEELER 
It's never going to hit the streets. 
He beat us and we're still fired, 
goddammit. 

They sink back in stunned silence. 

EXT NEWSTAND HOLLYWOOD EARLY MORNING 

A CUSTOMER flips a nickel at the SALESMAN. 
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CUSTOMER 
Reporter? 

Salesman catches the nickel and flips it back. It SAILS 
past the customer and into a storm drain. 

SALESMAN 
Sorry Jack. No show. 

EXT LOCAL BROTHERHOOD OF TEAMSTERS EARLY MORNING 

ESTABLISHING 
on sign. 

INT BUILDING SAME 

St Michael is facing CHARLIE (THE BLADE) DE LISI, a fat and 
hairy man. The office is clean but not plush. 

De Lisi is pulling contemplatively on a cigarette, reading 
the Reporter. 

DE LISI 
You were right to bring it 
to my attention, St Mitchell. 

ST MICHAEL 
I knew you'd feel that way, 
Mr. Blade. 

DE LISI 
Let me share my feelings, here. 
Agh. Nobody jumps on my territory 
and I don't like scab drivers. 

ST MICHAEL 
Unions got it rough out here. If 
this story gets out, it could ease 
the racket for you. 

DE LISI 
Teamsters ain't a racket. We're a 
union organization. Well organised. 
Better than the fucking army, yeah. 
Watch this. 

De Lisi picks up a telephone on his desk. 
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EXT CITY STREET SAME 

CLOSE on a Mack truck grill. The ignition turns and the 
engine fires. 

EXT WAREHOUSE DOCK 

CLOSE on another truck grill. The engine starts. 

EXT PARKING LOT 

CLOSE as a third truck fires up. 

WIDER 

The DRIVER pulls his truck out of the lot and rumbles down 
the street. 

EXT HOLLYWOOD REPORTER LOADING DOCK 

Stacks of Reporters still lay on the dock. 

NEWHAN and a CREW of SIX have arrived and are carrying the 
papers, one stack at a time, to a bonfire in the parking 
lot. OTHER WORKERS are dousing papers with gasoline. 

THICK BLACK SMOKE billows upward. 

EXT CITY STREETS 

SERIES OF SHOTS 
as TEAMSTERS DRIVERS, roughshod and not gentle—looking, 
begin to converge on the Reporter building in their trucks. 

A CONVOY begins to form. 

BACK TO LOADING DOCK 

St Michael and Keeler have arrived. They stand to one side, 
watching Newhan and crew remove and try to destroy the 
papers. 

EXT SUNSET BLVD SAME 

The Teamster trucks, now formed in an awesome line, roll 
toward the Reporter building. 

BACK TO LOADING DOCK 

Newhan and crew STOP their work. They STARE at the 
approaching line of trucks. 
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One at a time, the trucks pull into the Reporter and back 
up to the dock. 

DE LISI steps out of the lead truck. 

ST MICHAEL 
(approaching) 

The list of distribution points. 

He hands De Lisi the list. 

De Lisi waves at his drivers, who start to open the BACKS 
of their trucks. 

Newhan SUMMONS his uniformed crew to stand on top of the 
remaining stacks of Reporters. 

A LINE of ugly Teamster drivers faces them. 

NEWHAN 
If you think just one of these 
newspapers is going in those 
trucks, you're wrong in the head. 

Newhan isn't sure he means that. 

ANGLE ON LINE OF TEAMSTERS 
as they step forward simultaneously to load the papers. 

DE LISI pushes up his sleeves. 

With a SILLY SCREAM, Newhan leaps on De Lisi, who promptly 
flips the foreman backwards on his pointy head. 

Fighting between TEAMSTERS and CREW 

Avoiding the one-sided fray, St Michael and Keeler begin to 
help load stacks of papers into the trucks. 

INT CONFERENCE ROOM DAY 
At the Screen Writer's Guild on Cherokee. TRUMBO AND OTHER 
WRITERS sit around a table. 

ST MICHAEL rushes in smugly with a armload of newspapers. 

ST MICHAEL 
(dealing out papers) 

'Lo Dalt. They said I'd find you here. 

WRITER 
This guy again. Take another dive, 
St Michael? 
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St Michael ignores the comment and watches as the men 
glance at the copies of The Reporter. He's ready to have 
his back patted. 

TRUMBO 
(looking up from paper) 

Sometimes the truth's a secondary 
matter, John. We knew this here. 

ST MICHAEL 
(shocked) 

What??? Hey, this is it. Black and 
white. In the open. 

He walks around the table. 

ST MICHAEL 
Get your glasses on, folks. I laid 
my ass 'cross Wilkerson's gunsite 
to make this play. Don't be giving 
this 'wait and see' crap. 

WRITER 
Wait for what? 

TRUMBO 
(takes an envelope from his briefcase) 

Here. From HUAC. 

St Michael looks at the contents. 

ST MICHAEL 
Subpeona? 

TRUMBO 
Fed. 

WRITER 
Before Congress. 

St Michael looks at the other writers. One by one, five or 
six others produce IDENTICAL ENVELOPES. 

TRUMBO 
Trying to formulate a strategy 
here. But it's one deal. Talk, talk 
red that is, and no more work. Prison 
maybe as well. Don't talk and it's no 
more work, prison maybe as well. 
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He looks down at the copy of the Reporter again. 

WRITER 
The McCoy of Hobson Choices. 

TRUMBO (cont) 
When we could have used this was 
earlier. Russell and the HUAC have 
grown too big. This'll never stand up. 

WRITER 
He's got Nixon out here now and a 
pack more all over to-- 

ST MICHAEL 
(waving hand to stop) 

Your welcome, fellas. I'm saving 
you from technicolor and you're-- 

TRUMBO 
Don't get sore on us. This just 
isn't much. 

ST MICHAEL 
I give you my best shot and what 
do I-- 

TRUMBO 
(shakes head) 

Too little too late. 

St Michael steps back toward the door. Step by step, the 
room grows quieter. 

He backs out into the hall. 

HALLWAY 
Now out of the room, he watches the door slowly swing shut. 

SIGN ON DOOR 
Reads CONVICTS ONLY 

FADE OUT 

FADE IN 

EXT WATER NIGHT 

GAMING CHIPS SPLASH INTO THE WATER 

LONG LARGE GAMING BOAT, THE CAPRI 
Laying three miles off Santa Monica. 
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DECK 
ST MICHAEL AND WOMAN 

ST MICHAEL 
Plastic's supposed to float. 

WOMAN 
So what. If it can't swim... 

ST MICHAEL 
I'll see you in awhile. 

He leaves. 

INSIDE 

St Michael passes tables. 

BAR 
Bartender points at a table. 

TABLE 
WILKERSON sits with a drink, watches St Michael walk up. 

WILKERSON 
(flat) 

I'm sorry, John. I can't use you-- 

ST MICHAEL 
(interupts) 

No. I guess you can't. 

WILKERSON 
Working? 

ST MICHAEL 
Punched up some dialogue for Dore 
Schary at RKO. May get into movies. 

WILKERSON 
Heard. That film came out a year ago. 

ST MICHAEL 
I've got a good memory. 

WILKERSON 
Yeah. A lot of us do. 

ST MICHAEL 
(ready to leave) 

Night. 
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WILKERSON 
(motions for him to wait) 

You took it chin tough, St Michael. 
You got crazy. You're lucky you got 
it easy as you did. But all you did 
for me? You wiped it all out. And I 
can't help you. 

ST MICHAEL 
Why you seeing me? 

WILKERSON 
I don't know. Maybe I like looking 
in the past. 

ST MICHAEL 
You all do. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

INT ST MICHAEL'S LIVING ROOM 
He's reading NEWSWEEK on the sofa. 

INSERT 
Story on HUAC hearings in Washington, 1947. 

ST MICHAEL 
Reads with melancholy, then flips through pages to the end. 
He starts to set down the magazine, something catches his 
eye. 

INSERT 
Chesterfield cigarette ad. Endorsed by Rose Ranier. 

He looks up. 

FRAMED PHOTO on bar. The picture of Rose he took before. 

St Michael gets up, sets his drink on the bar, then crosses 
room after checking his watch. He turns on the TELEVISION 
SET. 

TELEVISON SET 
As the tubes warm, boxing comes into view. 

TELEPHONE RINGS 
Watching the screen, he picks up the phone. 
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ST MICHAEL 
(into phone) 

Yeah, today was it... Yeah, Ben. 
Well, they're giving them a year 
or two each... Yeah, probably more 
like six months... No, haven't seen 
Trumbo in about eight months. Talked 
to Ring Lardner... Right after he 
heard... Tonight? (he scrutinizes the 
tv) Happy Molina and Gus Grznk... No, 
nix on it tonight... Maybe next week 
or sometime. Yeah, sure. 

He hangs up and sits down absently in front of the 
television. 

TELEPHONE 
The ringing wakes him. Television screen holds an Indian 
head test pattern. 

He just lets it ring. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT WILTERN THEATRE ANOTHER NIGHT 

KEELER AND ST MICHAEL on the sidewalk after the film. 

MARQUEE 
ROSE'S NAME under film title. 

PICKETS, about fifteen walk around the theatre. SIGNS deal 
with First amendment issues. 

KEELER 
(in conversation) 

No, people are getting vitamin-
happy. You see it-- 

ST MICHAEL notices someone. 

ST MICHAEL 
Hold on, Ben. 

NEW ANGLE 
St Michael walking alongside CLEO TRUMBO. 
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CLEO 
John, you've got to come. I know 
he wants to see you. 

EXT UNION STATION DAY 
The Santa Fe Streamliner ready to roll east. 

WRITERS AND FAMILIES raucously saying farewells, most 
trying to keep spirits up. ONE WRITER wearing prison 
stripes. Some are looking for one of the kids who is 
believed to have crawled under the train. 

TRUMBO 
(shaking St Michael's hand) 
I know you did what you could. 
It was just late, we were all too 
late. 

ST MICHAEL 
I don't know if you want it, but 
let me know if there's anything I 
can do. 

TRUMBO 
(warm) 

Right, (whispers) Comrade. 

ST MICHAEL 
(grins) 

So long, Dalt. 

TRUMBO 
I'll be back. This country's not as 
rotten as it thinks it is. 

ST MICHAEL 
Dalt, you got some real jam to 
believe that. 

TRUMBO 
Glad you're here, John. I still owe 
you a "sorry." Told you awhile back, 
remember, about you playing it safe? 
Forget that. You got jam yourself. 

ST MICHAEL 
My name's gotten small of late. 
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TRUMBO 
(looking at the others) 

Good company... Get a new one then. 
Or the phonus-bolonus. But--So long, 
John. 

St Michael is ready to shake hands again. 

ST MICHAEL 
Nice to have a friend again. Now 
what prison is it? 

INT MUSSO & FRANKS' BAR & GRILL EVENING 

St Michael walks to a table. He is a couple years older, 
now wears glasses. 

TABLE 
ROSE sits waiting. She SMILES when she sees St Michael. 
He joins her. 

ST MICHAEL 
Happy to get that card from you. 

ROSE 
I'm happy you could come. 

ST MICHAEL 
(looking around) 

Lucky I did. Haven't played in 
here for a couple years. 

He looks her in the eye. 

ST MICHAEL (cont) 
How are you baby? 

Rose nods. 

ST MICHAEL 
(uneasy laugh) 

Martini? 

NEW ANGLE--LATER 

They're relaxed now. St Michael flicks a tooth with his 
olive sword. 

ROSE 
They say I'm too typed. 
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ST MICHAEL 
They can't afford you. 

ROSE 
I'd take five hun--four hundred 
a week now. It's been at least-- 

ST MICHAEL 
Get wise Rose. Even if you're a 
long time late. If you'd have seen 
things true back in '46, when it start-
ed, hell, I don't know what to tell 
you now. 

ROSE 
Well I need help. 

ST MICHAEL 
(firm) 

When they tag you you stay tagged. 
No one'll touch you, no one'll help 
you. You've heard of-- 

ROSE 
What do you mean? 

ST MICHAEL 
Shut up. You've heard of divide and 
conquer? Course you have. Well we got 
it all around us. And hell with me if 
it didn't work... You helped them: you 
know why... And now you're in dutch. 
Jesus, kid. It's all that sweet, hah? 

ROSE 
You still know a lot of people. You 
can do something for me can't-- 

ST MICHAEL 
But I'm a carrier. Just like you are 
now. 

He laughs ironically. 

ST MICHAEL 
You gotta learn to choose your friends 
a little more carefully. 

WAITER brings new drinks. 
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ST MICHAEL 
They'll make you and then they'll 
break you, while you think you're 
just having cocktails. Sooner or later 
it'll take care of everybody in the 
industry. Maybe the smart ones, faces who 
played ball, your Waynes, Montgomerys, 
Reagans, Taylors, maybe they'll be what's 
left of movies soon. The snowball's 
still rolling. 

ROSE 
Joseph McCarthy's the one who's doing-- 

ST MICHAEL 
They'll keep coming. Hell, he'll 
probably be president by '56. But 
Don't tell me it's one person. The 
snowball picks it up a little at a time. 

ROSE 
And no one sees it til it's too 
late. 

ST MICHAEL 
What I said. 

ROSE 
God damn it. I'm going to cry. 

ST MICHAEL 
Fuck. Just go to Washington and 
and give 'em a good load of crap. 
They'll take you back. 

ROSE 
(shakes head) 

No. I couldn't do it now. 

ST MICHAEL 
(flat) 

Atta girl. Empty gesture now, but 
I like it. Maybe you let me pitch 
you some woo again now, hah? 

He leans toward her and manages a grin. She is upset at 
resigning herself to facts. 
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INT SLAPSIE MAXIE'S NIGHTCLUB--SAME NIGHT 

CLOSE 
MUSCLEMAN in CASBAH COSTUME strikes huge GONG and the band 
begins playing. 

DECOR is North African. Waiters, waitresses and floormen 
all wear appropriate attire. 

TABLE 
ST MICHAEL and ROSE are still on the town. 

ROSE 
Gin gimlet. Heavy lime. 

WAITER leaves. St Michael finishes his drink. 

ST MICHAEL 
(looks around) 

Should have-- 

ROSE 
So. 

ST MICHAEL 
I really liked the one with--
him, uh--where you played that 
Arabian-- 

ROSE 
Whore. 

ST MICHAEL 
Princess. 

She LAUGHS. 

ROSE 
But you always had a weakness 
for pirates. 

ST MICHAEL 
I've given up my weaknesses. 

SILENCE. 

WAITER brings her drink. 

ROSE 
I need your help, Johnny. It's 
been-- 
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ST MICHAEL 
Two years. 

ROSE 
Two and a half. Unless you count 
those cigarette ads. 

ST MICHAEL 
I remember them. 

ROSE 
Thanks. (beat). You still have 
contacts. 

ST MICHAEL 
My friends are dead or in jail, 
sport. Look, Rose, it's too late. 
The ones who work-- 

ROSE 
I've peaked. 

ST MICHAEL 
Not like that. This'll ease up. Maybe 
after that war in Korea. 

ROSE 
That war. 

ST MICHAEL 
They say there's work in Europe. Edward 
went over and so did... 

She smiles. 

ROSE 
That's not our speed. 

ST MICHAEL 
Shit Rose we've both slowed up in the 
stretch. 

INT ST MICHAEL'S APARTMENT NIGHT 

PITCH BLACK 

LIGHT CLICKS ON. Rose follows St Michael inside. 

She drapes her fur over a chair. 
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ROSE 
The lap of--something. 

ST MICHAEL 
I've been talking to UPI. 
They may let me string. It's 
not inked. 

She turns on his television and pulls off a shoe. 

ROSE 
You can promise me anything. 
I won't believe it. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 
He smiles. 

FADE OUT 

END 
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