. SXRAIND:

. Berkeley side, the water 'w'as getting dark end grey, and
along the piers it was the color of burmed ocatmesl. I

_Thatl;a what the sign out In front of my office S8YS8. v -

Pat Rovak_For Hire. You can dress it up and look honest,
but that doesn't do any good; because down on the

. waterfront in San Francisco, if you had to eat morels,

youtd have "bone-rettis" in three ‘days. All you can do 1s
sit on your own luck and walt for somebody else's to chenge,
It generally does, but even then you don't get very high

dn the world, Down here, if you can see over & gsand crab's
" back you know youtre pressing your luck, It works out

alright if you like & short, fast ride and if you know
youtre not gopns get any farther then a fire in a barpel
of water, You wouldn't call it good or bed; itts just a

way to mske a living without looking for business; because s

if you stay down here long enough. . .semebody* 11 give you
the business, I found that out Wedneaday night, It was
sbout five-thirty and ycu”could still see across the bay;
but 1t wasn? 1': gonm last long because over toward the

when the door opened She vas & tall girl, with thin
hips and broad shoulders and she had everything a clothes B
horse needs except a saddle, She moved the same easy way
‘& ses gull follows a wam'wind, and ydu knew she could win
~ two falls out of three.,...And after you looked her over, i
'youwouldnftnﬁ.ndifshedid, |




QIEIS :

If 1tfs t‘mt l&ta, ie&ve tem csft‘,r | : S
(WamM) Oh? I'1l bet you frighten ninty-percent of your

_'Tmpwmt‘a em@form Wh&t'a on your mmd? |
. My neme is Chris Dayla. I want yeu to do me a favor,
'Formyitmnftmafavor.- :

- I need you, Mr. Novak

‘traveling ;Ln Drwing room "B of car H-404. I want you

- Lola mdﬁen When you get aboard tell her I sent you. ; L

women.

Mr. Novak, Itill mearn somd money.

I want you to mee_t_ & train for me.
You need & redeep..

I111 be sentimental at the right price. What train is 11:?}'
Itts coming in from Ios Angeles, here, Therels & girl

to meet her
Suppose we get s.lam? tht's her name?

?Eeﬂh.

1 d‘m‘t want you to walt for the train to get here, You*sl: i

better get a.boa:rd at Palo ﬁlto.

why?

{sLmu MAD) Do you ca.re, Mr. Nova.lc? hhybe she*s
losnely. |

If shets lopely enough, Itll get abaa.rd Santa Barbm

V(szmwm) '.l‘ell her I sent you amd when you get here,

bring her to me,
Yeah. .

' You can get me at the Stafford Arms. Itll expect you there
‘at nine, (SLIM m) A:ﬁ I11l meet her to be alrié%%. L
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RWAK: .Willama&celﬁupzetyourplm” | RN
CHRIS:  Keep her in sight all the time, Mr. Novak, She may be in
o ' denger. {SLIGHT BEAT) Of the two alternatives, I prefer

. you. |

ROVAK: Thanks., I'1l fill your cup someday.

 CHRIS: (WARM) There's no reeson to scowl.

NOVAK: - You're not buying the look on my face. I don't like

| o your story, |
CHRIS: Do I seem hurt?

" 'NOVAK: No. | |

CHRIS: After all, you'fe be:l.ng pai;d;' so don't worry.

NOVAK:  (SLIGHT GRUNT) That's what they said to Judas, See

you at nine,

[




mx * Vnon sha welked aver to the door, 1 folt 1iko & huming b:u:a'

trying to sneak‘ out of an eagle*s nesat. ‘There vas
‘something phoney about the whole story and I had an idea
things were gonne be rcugh Aﬁ the door she turned and
staved back at me. She was frowning a little and you -
couldn't tell anything from her eyes except the pﬁc‘e’ of | |
mascara, She vaited a minute and then walked out/ltho :
way up the pier, 1 could see the wind pushing against her o
dress. She made & niee outline especially 1if you lilce youf
outlinea filled-in well. Her legs were long end young-
looking and they moved with an easy, fluld mdtion...l;!ke '
varm honey pouring out of & jar. I looked at the time-teble
the trein was due in Palo Alto at seven twenty-seven; 80
I closed shop and took & amter train down there, I |
pought & ticket and walted for the L.A. train, It got in
& few minutes late and I got ebosrd near the front and
started for Car H~404, It took me about five minutes
because the coaches were full of fat women trying to comb -
theii' hair and get the orange peeling off thelr kids!
feces eni down &t one end I got held up by en old men vith
a suitcase in the middle of the alsle. He was trying to |
close it on top of a ba.threbe. It looked 1ike & horse
 blanket with tassels and vhen he finished I walked into

car H-lko,br. Drewing Room "B" was down at the other end. _
lole Madden wssn't the friendly type, because when I came -
up the door was closed, I knocked and waited for her to




P“T FO““.K "‘O‘” HILE

| 5-28-49 o -
FRARK: (m} Yesm -
NOVAK: Is your name Inla?
FRANK:  No. Is yours?
NOVAK: I wantta talk to Lola Madden...
FRARK: Pell m. I'm just as good.
- ROVAK: . Not what I can see of her from here.
FRANK: N d;m!t vantta spoil you, mister. Watch out.
FRANK: ~Tell me all sbout it out here.
- NOVAK: I wentte see her.
 FRARK: Sorry, mister,
NWAK Wwho are you, her husband‘?
© FRANK:  Will that send you home?
HOVAK: No. I got paid to pick her up.
FRAI\]K I hope you didn't spend the dough, because yculre not
gonna. see her.
NOVAK: Tell her I'm frem Chris Doyle.
V'FRARK: : If I can fit it in, slright; but thatts par, mister. .
. Now, go bother & club car. |
NWAK: Youtve got a big voice.,.
FRANK: o (TOUGH ) And I've got & big gun right in your stoma.ch. __
- . Now get out of here before I give you an ulcer.
ROVAK: {GRUNTS ) |
. FRANK - Youtre not gomﬁ ges lLole Madden, When we get there,
* ghets leaving with me, In the meantime, she'd rather
" telk to me. | -

NOVAK:  You donlt look that handsome.
CPFRANK: How do you know® Masbe I got. mnoney.




PM‘ mrrrzror o e

.'f'izrisataww:sm o send we & sl
1 stood t.here in feant of the éfm* far & mf
 forget the guy's face; but it waan*-‘ﬁ e&sy. It wes square am
pulied tight scross the cheek bopes ss 1f they ﬁare trying%af
aave money an skin. His suit fit nim }.ike the pa.psr wmp@ng}f
"on & bunch of flowers and he nesded & shave, but the ‘bristles
. were grey and kinda far spert; sothat- j.nste&d efa.mmyou_
-nantedtolmndhimapairoftweezers Ididmt seemchof
 Lola Meadden while the door was open, but she leeked scared
'enough to please a ghost, Shé was sit’cing in tmre, reading a._,"_
magazine and she kept looking ab the door end then dovn at
the m&ga.zine ag if she vas trying to :E‘:Lnd the ri,ght e-..:...- :
to hide behind, mmahutmeaoormmyfma, I stood
there for a mamemt teying to look like & guy that checks
tra.in doors; then I walked into the car argd sat down. It was
about half-way dwn or: the m@t sio".e a.mi I could see the éﬂﬁ!ﬁ
of "Drawing Room B“ from vhere I sa.t me rast of the peepm
were packlrg bages and getting raady to leave the trein et |
Sazx Framiseo. The vom&n geross i‘rom me was squiming armmd
| tryingtoget a hat onandpull a.veil ovex'herface, but :Li?
stuck at her noss and shg looked at me kirﬁe. puzzled as ii‘ 3'.
‘could loan her & crowbar, Just then, the conductor csme =
throagnfmme en&orthecarmstoppsaat mmmgam “E"
The door opened when hé knocked, and & minute later, he walked '
in and closed the door sfter him. Immmmmmm“
‘and vhen he did, the train ves just picking up speed sgein

| afterSmmtea. %m&tafthetﬁpim’bmm
-.tham, mmwmwm&mmmemmm__




COK,D: . (SLI@ﬂ‘ GR’GNI‘) Gh... Itm sorry
NOVAK: Yeah... Do me & favor, hunh?
| COND: - Yosh? R
_ '1 WIAK : Open dre.wing room “B“ I'*&e got friends in theré.
 coRD: Everyone's left the trein, s :
| REWAK _If these pecple did, they used the drein. Pry 1t

o angvay, huh?
 CORD: - (GRUNTS ASSENT) Come on.

 COND:  Itt's probably open.
HUVAK It wasn't before, .
COND:  Yesh, I remmber now. A man and ﬁm. Arve they
| friends of yours‘-" | | o
B NOVAK | Wetre not thick,, but we speak. |

COND: Here we &re...

 HOVAK: | (QUIETIE} Well, that's one way to sleep ona train
_ COND:  You dom't look surprised, fella, |
| BOUAR:  She doss. “Tatril do for the m Help me roll her .
o over, | CoT |
Cﬂi@ . ".¥cu%re aastng your time uzﬂ:sas you Went mﬂ*aher Vie’li
R .-;__Ithamtmmi&ammsmm SR




| ':'._-,'You were in after I wag,
~ ‘He ddntt,

(MAD) He didntt leave by the door. I sa.t dmm tnere and -
 watched 1t from Palo Alto onl |
: H&*il have to chieck., You bﬁtter hang around while I

(W) Yeahtot ) _
- Stop vorrying, Everybody h&se tmuble now and then._ |
_}z*ake that gi‘pl on the floor,

i o clossd window or & locked door,

He wa.s hers then, When. did he 1ea.ve?

¥ou make it sounﬁ tricky

ca.ll the police, ‘Iou ey be in trouble.




Pﬁmsxm S —w

o 'NGVAK:- I 1iked that conductor, He ves &g welcomo &8 & box of camy
~ in & diabetic ward, After ho left, I turned to the girl and
" began to wonder. Her heed vas up against the seat and she was
pretty, the same way a reinbowts pretiy. I\Tioe to look at, but
vhen you gst up close there!s not much there. she looked N
. over-bred, delica.te and eesy to brea.k Langd yeu. got the ides

_ | ghe dldn't have mch pUTrpose i.n 1ife except to 1ﬁg around -
_somebody's blood line, Her face was swall and put together

:Ig'rb if you didntt natiee her mouth, It ‘looked blg on '
-purposse but maybe your mouth. gets that way 1f you! ve got &
silver spoen in 1t too long. Somebody had put & ¥nife in her

| side axd she had 2 aurprised lock on her fe.oe, as Af they'd
~ used the wrong knife. Whoever it vas, got the right rib
;tmwghamxpunedheroutfmthsﬂoowmloomd "
| arOtzrﬂ the room. Her purse was on the seat, ‘but it was torn
" open and most of the stuff was se&ttered on the floor. I
started to leave when I noticed the package under the seat.
It was abeut the size of a pound of butter and 1t vas wmpped
 for matling, The sddress sald: Mr, John' Brosksmit, Geneml
Delivery, San Francisco, California, I didnrt have time to
hans around anymore, so I put it in my pocket and started fr.zr o
‘the street. On the way through the station, I lmew I vouldntt -
'mke the atreet withﬂut a aecret ttmneJ.' because two cops wem e
stending neer the door watching me. I turned and walked over to
' the check stand. I handed the guy thet package and a whistle .
I had in my pocket from last New Year's Eve, He looked il
surprised when I asked for two tickets, but he gave 'em t.c m
-and I started for the door. They picked me up right awey amd .
~ took me into the stationmester's office. About twenty minutes . e
 later, the door opensd.. Insgector Hellman fram hamooide |
-: .w&lkeﬂ inu. '




.-gﬁﬁmm ﬁ.:. -

- te@arsry duty?

'--It's & pretty -nam_e.;

" with her when I kmcked

(mmm} smmmemucmr. (Fapme IN) Wnen
e Wkﬂmap, ﬁov&k ycu*ve still got almwwge;f

| »And zzn be with gm

ztleoks ﬁﬁe fat fmm

Hello, Novek. You car st:mvb out. by 31: .
tathacheekstemé | o o
Yeth... Youtve got sraart cops, Hellman.  What are they,
Who's the . gi.rl?

Her nemets Lola Madden,

uhc kﬂlea her?

I dontt m
Who killea her, Novek? | .
(MAD) If you don't. 1ike my MM, colk %o hept T,
dontt knm tha 8uy, Eellmn He w&s sit.tmg in there

'v&bereishgnew‘-?_

Wnat'd; he use, ameke‘? _ .
I donit know how he got out but he did.
conductor, Hefll ba@ir me up. '
I need the’ moniey. wmya, bet"

Hets sc&md ‘but he'll breek down if. you puﬁ a tmnnb
Check vith him ' | |

in his eye. .

vy atenof tho vey, Tve got
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- MAN:
“NOVAK:

NC_NAK:.

You wazztta talk to me, imgeetw

:Ef you!re'tha conductor, This guy says youtll bac%: him
up. (SLIGHT BEAT) Was thers somebody else in. that drawing
room besides the girl? U
I dan't know.

Say something, Novak. o |
Yeah, Ifll say something, This guy isntt the rig’ai:
conductor. Ge‘b the other one.

'There is no other conﬂuctor. |

Huh? o S | | |

I'm the only conductor on that train. I rode it all

the vay up. ) B [T
You didntt 'look &rcunﬁ. 'yéa'f re t;do bu'sy punchiing tickets.
Get the other one Hellm&n The guy that tipped off the '
police., He was mmlber thir’cy-s:{z | |

There'!s no conductor by that number on this line. I R

dontt want to run your business, inspector...

Yeah. ..

But either that conductor's s phoney, or this guy is.
And you don't have the conductor.




PAT mmc FOR HIRE = T ,23,
NOVAK:

"NOVAK:

- NOVAK:

NOVAK:

,i*llﬁath&trigitaﬁ:ﬁryougotojsﬂ m

Kallmnmashappyasamortiui&ninthemcﬁls ofasn
epldemic, He patted the conductor on the nead, and the
guy walked out of the room, rubbing it, as if 1‘9 were
hoiy grou:nd; Hellman sat down on the ba'ich and opened
his eoat.‘ His 3tom&ch hung out in fo}.ds, like & plle of o
grey clouds and you knew if the sun ever hit all that fat, .
theretd be eneagh loose oil to put é. slick on Lake Erie.
He leaned his head back and opened hia mouth, It reminded -
you of an underfed sea-lion at lunchtime. I kmew from |

here on, it was gonna be high-priced trouble.—, . Hellman

had nothing to work on and he'd stick to me, like scotch
tape in a bowl of éo’tton‘_ He got the idea r_ig’cit EVaY s vs
Who ves Lola Madden? | |
We never met, Eellman
Stafford Arms. |

Youtre fulls ccmfidence. -

I was gonng take her up to the

I was hired to meet the tra.in at Palo Altc. She. was a.live :

then.

With those quiet girla, h,aw can you ’ce11‘>

She checked out between there and here. The train slowed
down near Sen Mateo. The guy could ha.ve gone out ths
window then,

Yeah...

~ You bet.ter check the rcad-bed down there,

Talk your way cut.

' If ne didntt gzmzpoutafmere,hewas mmwni And if -

saucanthmkcftﬂomingsinthe smnsmnth, check on
& girl nemed Chris Doyle at the Staffoﬁ Arms,




oz xmmm o I ',__*11;%'-.2_; -
. mova: You can buy & bm before that haﬁaens, wm You
- 7 _can!t. arTest me. .
_HCNAK: | B'efe:r"e you teke me in, make sure she dled hevre.
| NOVAK:  If she didn't, you can't pinch me. It's false arrest.
HEIIMAN: I can rold you for San Mateo, | '
NOVAK: If yéu've got a warrent you csan |
HELIMAN; Look, you waterfront bum, 'd:mift read the book to me
o | Icanthmwsfoumtheeaﬁiflwant Im gaﬁna}let‘you |
wander around thou@x I'1l dig up enongh stuff to hold
) NOVAK: - | Hellman, you couldn’t hold & small child with e suction
HELIMAN:  You'll be around soon. Just c.'i._os__e' your éyé_s', you won't
 knov 1tts jail. N .o
NOVAK ' It1l have to breath, Ha an., -So, if you're there, I'll :
lmow it's jeil. o | '




 PAT NOVAK POR HIRE B -45- ]

| o HWAK:—

When Hellman left, I oneckedmmgpecket to see u’ I1d
given him the right ticket for that check stand. 1 hed,
but seeing Hellman with a toy whistle wasn't gonna solve
mach, I was sure that phoney conductor had & hand in
things, but there was no way to follow him, He'd left
that train and walked into the middle of San Francisco..

I didnt't know wh_eré to -sta.r.t; it was like trying to give
e wild bear an elochol rub., I was afraid to pick up that

packsge, because I knew Hellmen'd put e tail on me. It
vas nine-thirty when I looked at my watch, so I started

for Chris Doyle's place. The doorman at the Stafford Arms

~didn't vant to let me up to the third floor. He kept
ghaking his head and puckering up his face, until you got

the ides his mother was scared by a lemon grove., When I

got up to the apartment, Chris answered right sway, and I
could see she was worried. She was shaking & little end

her lips were white, |

( SOMEWHAT TENSE) ¢ Mr. Novak.

- - . Ei #g
Youtre biting a lot of 1lip.

Do you mind Mr., Novek? Where's lola Madden? You were

suppose to bring her here.
- She got too heavy.

Huh?

If you wantte talk to her, you better wire a dead relative. |
 (UPSET) How did it happen? | | B
Somebody scretched her side. About five inches deep.
Who's John Broeksmit? o
Why, what difference does it make?




”_m:m#axmm - a6
OHRIS:

ﬁ&B left & pe.ckage for him.
th &id you let it happen?

(MAD) Wby'd she let it happen? Look, lady, I don't have
time to fill in a form. Homocide vants me and they want
me bad. Now you bail me out ,or' Itll jar you up.

(SLIGHTLY OFF) Bluff him, Chris. I think you can get & =

better offer.

. - CHRIS:

-f': 1%, &'3&3' from him.

'Well. ..You look better without that conductorts suit.
(FADING IN) You look the sams, mister,

What's be talking shout, Joe?

Agk your frierd here 'wmt happened to lola? He was on
the tratn, | | | |
I thought we hed & deal, Joe.

We did, I cheated.

Are you proud?
© No. I'm disappointed. She didntt have the letters.
~ Ste musta had them. |

Maybe she did, I got & bunch of phonies,

I know she brought them with her, Unless John got to

her first,..(STOPS) Welt a minute,

Yeah? |

I hope you're strong Beca.use you!ll have to ‘take ’em o
away from Mr. Novek.

Oh. You're a good vulture, Novak., I missed lem,

Conming from Joe, that makes you the new champ, Mr, Novak
I like you both, T
E&’s got a package sddressed to John. You'd better ta.ke |



CBeehy o | o oy

COND:

- COND:

CHRIS:

111 meke a deal with you, Chris, I'll give you the
letters, you give me Joe. |
You'd get the short end, Novak. Don't ever trade for a

guy with a gun this big., Now, move over and sit down...

Where are the letters, Novak?' Where!s he live, Chris?
He never asked me up. | | |
How about it, Novak? Where do you iive?_ Gimme the

spartment or sewer number...

NO..s.s.You wouldn't like my place, mister....

Youtre boring me, Novak, If you're in a bad mood, sleep
1t off.




© NOVAK: Whem he hit me, I rolled over on the floor and did &
. c'ou;ﬁe of quick’ quivers. About an hour later, I started -
to move; ny hesd was thump.tng and I tried to climb cnto B
the couch, but 1t wasn't easy. You might as well try vo
quiet & field of cricksts, It musts been about eleven
when I made the dcor, I went through ‘msr pockets for that
" claim check and found it down in the corner with the
thester stubs and lint., I didn't get to use it, because
" vhen I valked into the street, Hellman's tail got busy -
and folloved me down the hill, He wes en old guy and he
shuffled slong with his head down, in short dregging steps.
..and you knew if somsbody put a --cbuple of pencils :this
hand hetd make a dime before he got to the corner, There
vas blood on my shirt collar, so I wenf. by my place td -
clean up. I knew Joe and the girl had been there, bec:ause
the room was a mess and Hellman didn!t help, He was
sitting in & big chalr, readmg 8 phot.ogra.phy megazine
and wvhen I 'w&-lked in, he wasn't looking at cameras...

BELIMAN:  (SLIGHTLY OFF) Hello, Novak, Who's your housekeeper?

'NOVAK:  She quit when the plgs moved in. Make yourself at home, -
| HELIMAN; Ve checked on Lole Madden. Sho loft L.A. this moming
.~ vith e private detective named Frenilin Smith,
ROAK:  He vas the guy in that drewing room.
HELIMAN:  The coroner was good to me. |

;________fmm | | o
- HELIMAN:  Be ;am aﬁe éiﬂd betveen ﬁaven-thirty am aisnt- by,




m;z you eheek w:tth San Ehi:ec? : _
: Yeah...thera*a no trace of anybod;,r along the rﬁsht-of—wa.y. g

Then he Jmed out of that window, ﬁellma.n _
Magbe he did. I just came over to tell you vhere youlre
gonne, get your mil. from now on. |

~(GRUN1‘S WITH BOBI BtMP) Here...gime a ha.nd, Novak...Gmb
him,,;

If you don't love him, drop him, Hellman. .

BOD¥ FALL

(PAMM) Somebody propped him agsinst that dcorz

Hold 1it, Itis tee la.te to check,

—('BREA*EI_ESS) , Whe__is it?

It's Prenklin Smith,

I thought you said he jumped off at San Mateo.

He did. |

He sure jumped erooked.

Alright, ‘Hellman, he Jumped eight feet down and thirty |
miles north but that's the guy‘
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’ Mﬁxi

: 'Hﬁlm mlleé h:Lm over and. we s‘t&ﬁﬁﬁ Eciag '_ SR

- key vas & plant. mllm moved him over to the couck and -

" trying to look like a high-class atiﬁ' but he *msn't

| smart one, except he nsvér found out you can preserve

‘have to hang the license out in front,... .

I just |ay thempour soda in sombody*s whiskey.
| ‘J'Wi:a, smp @mm

stuff. There waen't much there...soms keys and & nallet.si
but I put my hend in his side pocket end came out with a
key. It was for Room 327 of the Seséie Hotel....down on
Powell Street. That dldn't make sense.. If the guy left
L.A, this morning and never got heve, why did he have &
room in San Francisco? He was either killed Im*e, or the .

called up heedguarters, F.t‘azaﬂin Smith was stretched out,

highclass, except th.e dirt under his fingernails vas e
topsoil meybe. Hellmen vas blustering on the phone when o
I valked out and started down the back stelrs. The tall
saw mo from the cormer, so I vent down the block and tock
a cab into town. I had a lot to do, so I looked up the
only honest guy I know. An ex-doétor and a boozer by the
name of Jocko Madigen...He's a good guy and he was & |

snything in elochol except brains. I finally found him
down on Mason Street..,If the bar wes any smaller, theytd

(FRIED TO THE EYES) Ah, Patsy...A drink for Mr, Novak, |
(CONFIDENTIALLY) Watch out, Patsy, they'll give you &
miokey, I don't trust this bar.

Yeah.




NOVAK:

~ J0CRD:

JOCKQ

HWAK
- JOCKO:

1 mw. _‘ *fﬁf: 18 f,i;

7 Pstﬁ Itm too &aamnﬁﬂ.mk a.t tha
paper ﬁwm... - Gslifonua pf:-ofessor 8s8y8 t&aat :Ln '
two-hurdred million years...the vhole worldfil be
covered with 1cei |
(MAD) A.lrig'xt, ﬂiat*s WO-hundred millicn yoars avay.
I knw, but (EiAmE)”.Paﬁsy, how do we kmm he didn’t
miscalcula‘ce? Suppéae it happens tomorrow mom:lng? I
don"t: vantta ﬂa.ate tcmight. :

Alright, Jooko, + |

(RUSHING ON) ‘h, it cen happen...Patsy, you glve those
mathematicians & 1ittle trouble at home and they're

11able to comé up with anything...It!s depressing ony¥ay... .
I may live to see myself an lce-cube. S

Willya listen‘P
BLING ON) All of us may be ice-cubea...am think of

' the risk you run in the next world...Cne bad break and
‘yo'utre right in ‘-'setneboéy*s bcurbon...rau wontt even get
& chance to pick your drink,

(MAD) Jocko, you're not gonua live that long

How do you kzicvw that? It*s a mistake everybodsr makKes. .

trying to tell people vhen theytre gonna die...After all, o

itts a hi@ly persanal affair,
Alright alright.,.

, Hcm do you know I won'!t 1ive to be a thouaa.nd mm old?
| Itﬂs my opinim Iwill.,..and I refuse to accept the fl:imay

evidance of a few million people who haven't.
gh, Jocko?

ol

" Iea, :&f mwa gamg i;o be rude wmz's the mtter?
I ;}ust laft a@d gny mmy &parmant;
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JOCKO:
- NOVAK:

' JGCKO:

 NOVAK:

'JOCKD:
~ NOVAK:

| JOCKO:

NOVAK:

JQCEO:

—mxw&xmm *_ | T e

| -I dmtt b:ﬁm m, mfae dtﬁ.i.

Whers are you going?
‘I'm going up to 860 who lives in room 32? of the % o

If itts an- elderly womsn, you might mention me.

1011 just forget it then, Because when you're &y age, |
 Patsy, you can't afford to spend that much effort on the
chase, Goodn:l.ght lover. . |

Iaok, Jom.,.scbﬁr up and lis’ben to me. I've got &
mﬁer rap on my_hsm‘.s | |

Yes? | . B
Itls too long a story. You gotta help me. Take this :
claim check down to the railrosd station and pick up - the
package they give yotz.

It doesntt sound dignified. | .
Hurry up, villgs, Jocko. Gimme a boost. Get that packsge -
and take it up. to ny pl,aée, ' |

Hotel.

When I left Jocko, I turned the cormer and started fer the
- Hotel, The room clerk wouldn't 1et me see the B
register and I tried the elevator boy; but he had 1ockjaw

for anything under twenty-bucks, so when I got to the dcar,_'_' Lo
I didn!‘& know who nmmaomz»zr,. Ikmﬁcadandanold[
'.::mpeekeatm'aughthedcor; Hishairmﬁﬁ.tea.ndhe

Ioekaa as tireﬁ &3 ¢ an c;m mm bill..‘ B

: _-5 } m:& &m ?mt M?




BROEK:
NOVAK:

NOVAK:

: NOVAK. |
. BROEX:

a NOVAK'

rAreyeuthepeliee?
'Doyou sxpect 1em?

Poor Foolish child,

-~ but Itm gonna dreg you. in.

"You won!'t have to. - They don't like you, They*re tryinr

(SIGHS) Alweys I expect them, | ) |
Stop me if Itve got the wrong John. (W BEA'I) vour
nemets John Broekemit, )

Thatts right, Ave you thepolice? L .
For you, I'm worse, mister, They'Te holding me for tha
murder of lLols Madden.,

You're a little slow tonight, dad They're holding me,

Why? (PATHETICALLY) Oh, you could talte me, but why? . o
So they can bounce you around and gat an a.nswer on Chris
Doy.‘:.e amd Joe,
I couldn't give snswers on friefﬁs.

to doublecross you angd get thoee letters. , -
They wouldntt do that. They're my frienﬁs. They're my

_ -'fx'iends for a long timaa

They!re running out of time 'cnen, mister, "I.'Eiey!ra lookint
for those letters am theytre gcnna. eount yw out.

 (PATHETICAILY) I'm a failure, Mr, Novek.,,I'm & failure
in something so cheap as deceit...

What's in t.hs letters'?

(BEWILDERED SMEVEAT) They are mine. I wrote them to thst
girl...tha.t seens mnny to someone like you...but, I wmte
them....And now they are for blac)m&il

You dontt look rich emugh for blaclqml,
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NOVAK:

'...a. black sheep and they ere ashamed' of me...And I bow T
They're gonna ¢olor up more if they see thosa 1etters.

oh, T am not rich ea;cush for ‘ :' :
them it wﬁm be bm...my people ‘are very rich...I an 8

I've got 'em and you better -pull ‘the st.opper out on Chris
Doyle. | ' _ 7 -
Please, Mr, Novak...you wouldntt do that to me,

You'll sheie the viring loose, I'll take it.

(FII&‘E’() Hello, Patsy..,This is Jockc.
Didya get the paclmge? '
(FILTER) Yes and no.

Whatta you mean?

(FILTER) Yes avhile age, and no at the moment. I brought
1% up hers, but somebody knocked me out and took 1t. o

Was 1t s big guy....Couple of hundred poums, fulla black

~ (FILTER) I don't think so.

It muasts been, Jocko. _
Well, if it was he had nice perfume for a fellcw tha.t big




 NOVAK:

~ got there, The old man was still tmmbling when ve

N -_'_Il}.l bet m!m baﬁ on praor, Eelm _
ST Eow: ‘boy Wt*s net. Sﬁu tee& his 1etters‘ .
| as: course we took his 1ett;mi But he ca&ft talk big

I hing up the m I was rms o gat s
plumber!s 1.ieegae . I kuew whst the pitch ves nm:, but 18
was t_éo; jate to do much good. ' '

Ganbpe I called Hellman and filled in everything I could.
I 5014 hin to gob up to the Stefford Awms and then I
shoved the old men in & cab and we rode up the hill. )
Hellman wes standing in front of the spartment when we

we;umé in the door,

Well.. . oME. Novak...,!ou keep caming back. Don't you like

Where's your boy Joe?

{ SLIGHTLY OFF} 0ver here, Eovak.

This is Hellmsn. He works for homocide,

(FADIM IN) It must be gcod work. He locks vell-f‘ed.
Say hello to Broelsmit.

Please, Mr, Novak... .

Look, Novak, I damt know what you want up here; but 1f
it's more than a drink of water you!re out of luck.

I _damlt want anything; but I think Hellmsn yants you.

- .For wh&t?

For Lola Madden., We!ll throw in Frenklin Smith -He!é_'on. o '
 the house, o : o




_PATMAKME:RE | o o R

GRIS:  But I oen, dsrling. -' L
COND: Chris, youtre crazy. | ' N
CHRIS: ~ He killed them both, Hellman. I can give you chapter and
- verse. B | - o B
COND: ‘What's wrong vith you, Chris? T
CI-IRIS Nething's wrong. I cheated on you, darling I'd have had |
‘those letters sooner or later, This way I stay in the .
clear, | ) |
~ COND: S ( CHARGING M) Youtll need e.ll of it you can getl
CHRIS: (maovca{ STRUGGIE) Pull him off, Novak.
NOVAK:  I'm too tired,
CHRIS: | ( THROUGH STRUGGIE) Plea.se...get him of‘f.... ;r

HELIMAN: Here...Here, get back there, migter,

| CHRIS: (BREAT}ILESS) You better take him, Hellmen, Itll look
you up sometime, Joe, |
- COND: (BREATHIESS) 1Itd love to seé you, Chris, I'd love o
. see you dead.
BROEK:  What about Chris,...You've not teking her?
.CHRIS: Joetg got the load this time., All I did was steal some
‘, letters. |
BROEK: | (BEWIIDERE‘D) But youtre not taking her,,...and shets very
- NOVAK: R There!s nothing to take her for.,
EROEK: ?:-:ﬂ But good or evil,,.you shoost don't say )

,nodﬁ_'mg Sheis very baﬁ girl..“You got to make her pa.y

o Wa 8ll p&y...mu got to mé{e her pay...
NOVAK:  She gpts & fme trip this time




FEa T

BSOLINE) mmm dontt meke her pay.. Somem got o
- make her payl S
CHRIS:  Novak, make him put down thst gunl |

'_ momt: | .Please...you stay awa.y...:[!m gshooat ma.ke her pay...Chrig,

" " you cheat on everyone.. ‘

Pleaae...plea.se sta,y away from mel
You chea.t on me...und tb.en Cheat on Jce...You can't chea.t-

everyone.
GRIS:  No....John,...stay backl
' BROEK: . I got to kill you, Chris....80 nobody gets cheated...
E@IS:- | Plesse....please.....No you can't.

| BELIMAN: Wateh 1t1 Watch 1t, you'ze ba.ckin' out of that window!

- NOVAK: _-{QH CUE) You better sit down, fella, -
| BROBK: (m&) ¥a....I meke her pay....Something Chris pey for:
E“GVAK , _Tbat*s & tough way -to ma.ke her pay. You better ginme
EGEK o (WEM{IE) Ya....You better not shoot anything, Mr. Novak... A
| NOVAK:  Huh? (REALIZING) Oh....it's ampty? -
BROEK: ~  (WRAKLY) Ya..,.I don't have gun with bullet...Thst is not

so bad for black sheep, huh?




