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What follows is the entire shooting script of Lulu on the Bridge. In the final version of the film, a number of scenes were either shortened or eliminated. The complete cast is listed in the credits.


 

1. INT: NIGHT. NEW YORK JAZZ CLUB. THE MEN’S ROOM.

Crowd noise outside. Two hundred people clapping rhythmically, urging the featured group to come out on stage. Chanting: Kat-man-du. Kat-man-du.

IZZY MAURER, a jazz veteran in his late forties or early fifties, is peeing into one of the urinals. We see him from behind. It is an old place, with crumbling plaster and paint peeling from the walls. On the wall directly in front of him, Scotch-taped above the urinals in haphazard fashion, are photographs of various movie actresses cut out from newspapers and magazines: Louise Brooks, Ingrid Bergman, Jean Harlow, Ava Gardner, Grace Kelly, Vanessa Redgrave, Isabella Rossellini, Mira Sorvino, and others. The camera scans the faces of the movie stars. Reverse angle: close-up of IZZY’s face studying the photos as he pees.

DAVE REILLY, a member of the band, opens the door and pokes his head into the men’s room. A bit frantic.

DAVE

There you are. Come on, Izzy, let’s go. They’re waiting for us.

IZZY

(Still peeing) Just a second. I can’t go on with my dick hanging out, can I? (Finishes. Zips up his pants)

Cut to:
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2. INT: NIGHT. NEW YORK JAZZ CLUB. HALLWAY.

IZZY steps out of the men’s room into the corridor. The crowd noise increases. Two patrons of the club—a YOUNG MAN and YOUNG WOMAN—happen to be walking by. The space is so narrow that IZZY can’t get past them. An awkward, indecisive moment: the man accidentally bumps into IZZY.

IZZY

(Irritated) Watch it.

YOUNG MAN

Sorry. (Realizing who it is) Jesus, you’re Izzy Maurer, aren’t you?

IZZY

Out of my way, kid. I’ve got to go on. (The noise of the crowd swells) Are you deaf?

YOUNG MAN

I just want you to know that I’m a big fan. I’ve been following your stuff for years.

YOUNG WOMAN

(Equally impressed) It’s true. This is like, a big moment for him, you know?

IZZY

Well, it’s not a big moment for me.

Both the YOUNG MAN and YOUNG WOMAN react to IZZY’s cruelty with hurt, bewildered looks. IZZY begins pushing his way around them.

Noticing that the YOUNG WOMAN is attractive, he pauses for a moment to look her up and down as he slides past.

DAVE

(From the other end of the corridor) Izzy! Come on!

Shot of IZZY from behind, walking quickly down the tunnel-like corridor toward DAVE, who is standing at the end, bathed in light. Cut to:

 

3. INT: NIGHT. JAZZ CLUB. THE STAGE.

Katmandu performs. There are six musicians in the group. IZZY plays the saxophone. He is the lead performer.

It is a large place: high ceiling, murky light, customers sitting at tables with drinks in front of them. Then, just as the tempo quickens, a disturbance is heard in the far corner of the room (off camera). A man is shouting. People are starting to scream.

IZZY, oblivious to the commotion, goes on playing with his eyes closed—lost in the music. The MAN comes into view—lurching, possessed, a gun in his right hand.

MAN

Nancy! Nancy! God wants it this way, Nancy! We’re going to burn in hell, Nancy! You and me and God—all of us together!
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He fires off a wild shot. The bullet goes into the ceiling. Chunks of plaster rain down. The MAN runs past the stage, looking for NANCY. The drummer and the pianist stop playing. IZZY continues, eyes still closed. Confusion, alarm, people getting up and running headlong for the exits. Chairs are overturned, bodies collide. Fast cuts. Zoom: the MAN spots NANCY, terrified, getting up from her seat. ANOTHER MAN is with her, his arm around her shoulder.

MAN (cont’d)

(Taking aim) God wants it this way, Nancy! You belong to me—not to him—not to anyone but me!

IZZY’s eyes finally open. An instant later, the gun goes off. IZZY is hit. The bullet goes through his left hand and then into his chest. Blood begins to spread across his shirt. We see the MAN rush toward NANCY in the upper left-hand corner of the screen. He shoots her, shoots the man she is with, and then, howling, turns the gun on himself and puts a bullet through his own head.

Meanwhile … IZZY, gravely wounded, staggers for a moment and then topples off the stage to the floor. TYRONE LORD, the black drummer, leaps off the stage. He crouches beside IZZY and clamps his hands over the wound.
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IZZY is lying on his back. IZZY’s POV: we see a small chunk of plaster come loose from the ceiling and fall through the air. Close-up of IZZY’s face: his eyes close. Cut to:

 

4. INT: NIGHT. HOSPITAL OPERATING ROOM.

IZZY, breathing through tubes, is lying on a hospital bed, surrounded by black limbo. Sounds of the respirator.

 

5. EXT: DAY. NEW YORK STREET.

Late afternoon, autumn. An attractive young woman, CELIA BURNS, is walking down the street. She enters a French restaurant: Chez Pierre.

 

6. INT: DAY. CHEZ PIERRE.

It is an hour or so before dinnertime. Busboys are setting up the tables. PIERRE, the owner, a man in his fifties, is sitting at one of the tables, drinking an espresso and smoking a cigarette. He is reading the New York Post. We see the front-page headline: “IZZY LIVES! Jazzman survives 7-hour operation. Left Lung Removed.”

He glimpses CELIA over the top of his paper. Casually, but with affection. He clearly has something of a crush on her.

PIERRE

Hi there, pretty one.

CELIA

(Stops) Hi, Pierre. (Beat) I was wondering … (Is about to say something, but is distracted by the newspaper headline) He made it. I’m glad.

PIERRE

(Momentarily confused, then catches on. Turns the paper around) Yeah, he made it. But the article says he’ll probably never play again. A one-lunged saxophonist with a broken hand. Doesn’t sound too hopeful, does it?

CELIA

Did you ever hear him play?

PIERRE

Nah. I’m not too big on jazz. Give me Chuck Berry any day.

CELIA

I hear it’s good.

PIERRE

They say there’s been a big run on Katmandu’s last CD.

CELIA

That’s good.

PIERRE

Good? I’d call it pretty ironic. The guy plays for years, and nobody’s ever heard of him. Then he gets shot, his career is destroyed, and suddenly he’s a success.

CELIA

At least he’s alive. You can’t do anything unless you’re alive. (Starts walking toward the back of the restaurant)

PIERRE

Celia.

CELIA

(Stops) Yes?

PIERRE

Weren’t you going to say something?

CELIA

(Laughs) I completely forgot. (Taps her head) I have an audition next Tuesday. I wondered if I could work dinner instead of lunch.

PIERRE

Arrange it with Bob or Helen. If they’re not willing to switch, the answer’s no. If they are, then no problem.

CELIA

Okay. Fair enough. (Starts walking away again)

PIERRE

(Turns back to the newspaper. Then, over his shoulder) What’s the part?

CELIA

A shampoo commercial.

PIERRE

Are you the before or the after?

CELIA

Probably neither. I don’t think I’ll get it.

PIERRE

Of course you will. It’s in the bag.

CELIA

(Smiles, touches her head) Not enough hair.

True enough, her hair is rather short.

 

7. INT: DAY. THE HOSPITAL. A DOUBLE ROOM.

Some days later. IZZY is in bed, heavily bandaged around the chest. His left arm is in a sling; there is a cast on his left hand. DR. FISCHER, a psychotherapist in her forties, is sitting in a chair beside the bed. A pen in her right hand, a yellow legal pad on her lap. The curtain around IZZY’s bed has been closed, giving the scene a tight, claustrophobic feel.

DR. FISCHER

So there’s no point in discussing it. Is that what you think?

IZZY

How can I discuss something I can’t even remember?

DR. FISCHER

That’s normal. Memory loss is perfectly normal in cases like these.

IZZY

Fuck normal. Is that the only word you people know around here? I don’t give a shit about normal.

DR. FISCHER

You’re angry. And why shouldn’t you be? A total stranger almost killed you—for no reason at all. If I were in your shoes, I’d be angry, too.

IZZY

You still don’t get it. I’m not angry because I was shot. That’s the one part of the business I’m willing to accept.

DR. FISCHER

I see. So getting shot was “just one of those things.” Is that what you’re telling me?

IZZY

Look, it’s a crazy world out there, lady. Lunatics on the prowl, a gun in every pocket, and who am I to think that one of them couldn’t be turned against my poor carcass? Just read the papers. The American sky is dark with ammo, and every seventeen minutes, another person gets hit.

DR. FISCHER

What are you trying to say?

IZZY

That those are the breaks. If I could go back to my old life, I wouldn’t feel so bad. I’d shrug it off, get on with playing my sax, and that would be that. As it is, the moment I leave this hospital, I’m nowhere.

DR. FISCHER

You’re alive. Don’t ever forget that. You’re alive, and by the time you get out of here, you’ll be in reasonably good physical shape. Everything else is secondary. It might take a while for you to figure out your next move, but you start with life. And life is a beautiful thing, Mr. Maurer.
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IZZY

No it’s not. Life is life, and it’s only beautiful if you make it beautiful. I wish I could say I’ve done that, but I can’t. The only beautiful thing I’ve ever done is play music. If I can’t have that, I might as well be dead. Am I making myself clear? I’d rather have lost both my legs or both my eyes than my left lung. A lung equals breath. Breath equals music. Music equals life. Without music, I have no life.

DR. FISCHER

You talk like someone who feels he’s been punished.

IZZY

Well, maybe I have. A madman fires a bullet into my body, and justice is finally done.

DR. FISCHER

Then what about all that crazy world stuff? If you accept what happened as a random, arbitrary event, then you can’t turn around and tell me it was done on purpose. It’s got to be one or the other. You can’t have it both ways.

IZZY

I can’t, huh? And what if I feel like contradicting myself? Who’s going to stop me?

DR. FISCHER

All right, contradict yourself. Let’s say you were punished. In fact, let’s go one step further and say that you deserved to be punished. If that’s the case, then my question to you would be: who did the punishing?

IZZY

(Shrugs. Defensive) How should I know?

DR. FISCHER

Come, come, Mr. Maurer, you can do better than that. Who did the punishing?

IZZY

God. It has to be God, doesn’t it? I mean, who else can punish a person like that?

DR. FISCHER

Are you telling me you believe in God?

IZZY

No, Frau Doktor, that’s not what I’m telling you. I don’t believe in anything.

 

8. INT: DAY. CELIA’S APARTMENT. WEST TWENTY-FIFTH STREET.

CELIA lives in a simple one-bedroom apartment in Chelsea. She enters with a purse slung over her shoulder and a yellow plastic bag from Tower Records in one hand. She flings her purse onto the sofa and walks over to a small table on which there is an inexpensive portable CD/tape player. She slides her hand into the bag and pulls out the Katmandu CD. She begins trying to remove the clear plastic wrapper and finds it exceedingly difficult. Her fingernails can’t get a purchase on it. She mutters under her breath, exasperated. Finally, unable to get the wrapper off with her hands, she puts the CD in her mouth and begins using her teeth.
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After much effort, a slit is opened, and she finishes the job with her fingers, carefully peeling the silver seal from the edge of the jewel box. Once this long comedy of frustration is over, she takes out the CD and inserts it in the machine. She pushes a button and the music begins. The camera moves up to her face. We see her listening. Thoughtful.

 

9. INT: DAY. IZZY’S APARTMENT. PERRY STREET.

The music continues to play.…

We see IZZY sitting in an armchair in the living room of his small, cramped apartment on Perry Street. His saxophone case lies on the floor, unopened. He stares at it as if it were a dead animal. Under the music, we hear the telephone ring. IZZY makes no move to answer it. After a moment, we hear IZZY’s voice saying:

IZZY’S VOICE

Leave a message, and I’ll get back to you.

Then, after the beep:

MALE VOICE

Izzy, it’s Dave again. Come on, man, don’t do this to me. We gotta talk. You hear me? Don’t be a schmuck, Izzy. (Beat) Just remember who your friends are, okay?

The receiver clicks. A moment later, the phone rings again. We hear IZZY’s voice (“leave a message, and I’ll get back to you”), a beep, and then another message. As it plays, IZZY sighs, gets up from his chair, and leaves the apartment. He moves with great difficulty. He is weak, disoriented, barely able to put one foot in front of the other without losing his balance.

FEMALE VOICE

Izzy, pick up the damn phone. It’s Hannah, for Chrissakes. Remember me? We used to be married. Back in the old days. When knights were brave and chicks were bold … and bullets weren’t invented. (Beat) Give me a call, Maurer, I want to know how you’re doing.

By the time the message is over, IZZY has already left the apartment. The empty room and the voice.

Then, after the click, cut to:

 

10. EXT: DAY. STREET MONTAGE.

The music continues to play …

We see IZZY stumbling around the streets of the West Village. Handheld camera. Perceptual wobbles. Tops of buildings, sky, clouds, shuffling feet. Colors fade in and out. Overexposures, underexposures, glinting light. A sense of mixed-up signals and crossed mental wires. IZZY’s attention is momentarily caught by isolated objects and colors: a green scarf wrapped around a woman’s neck, for example, or the red taillight of a passing taxi. The world in fragments. He gets tangled up in a dog leash, bumps into a trash can. And yet, through it all, a sense of earnest struggle, no self-pity.
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He moves with the determination and courage of a small child learning how to walk—or an old man refusing to give up.

A number of passersby seem to recognize IZZY. By now, after all, he has become a famous New York figure. We see one shaking his hand and patting him on the shoulder, as if wishing him luck. IZZY looks down, nodding vaguely, unable to engage himself in the conversation.

Finally, he enters the White Horse Tavern. The moment he opens the door, the music stops. Crowd noises from within.

 

11. INT: DAY. THE WHITE HORSE TAVERN.

An hour or two later. IZZY is seated at a corner table with a stack of newspapers piled high in front of him: the New York dailies, the Village Voice, the Observer, the Amsterdam News. He is sipping a cold drink and reading a copy of Newsday. Utterly absorbed.

BOBBY PEREZ, a casually dressed man in his mid-thirties, approaches the table.

BOBBY

Hi, Izzy.

IZZY doesn’t look up; goes on reading his paper.

BOBBY (cont’d)

Hi, Izzy. How’re you doing?

IZZY looks up. From his expression, it is clear that he doesn’t recognize the man.

BOBBY (cont’d)

Bobby Perez. I did the sound at your Summer Stage gig last year. (Still not much of a response. Beat) We were all rooting for you, Iz. I’m really glad you pulled through.

IZZY

Thanks, Billy. I’m doing much better now. I think I’m a lot younger than I was the last time you saw me.

BOBBY

(A little confused) Wow. Yeah, probably. I see what you mean.

IZZY

And I forgot to put on my watch this morning. (Holds up his left wrist to demonstrate) See? No watch. I consider that progress, real progress.

 

12. INT: DAY. IZZY’S APARTMENT. THE BEDROOM.

Seven-thirty in the morning. IZZY is sleeping on his back. He wears boxer shorts, no top. The covers have been kicked off. We see the surprisingly large and still raw scar inscribed across his chest—the result of the emergency operation that saved his life.

The intercom buzzer sounds in the next room. Again. Three, four times. Each ring is longer and more insistent than the one before it.

IZZY’s eyelids flutter. He opens his eyes. Cut to:

 

13. INT: DAY. IZZY’S APARTMENT. THE FRONT DOOR.

A minute later. IZZY, wearing a bathrobe, opens the door. His ex-wife, HANNAH, is standing in the hall. She is an energetic, dark-haired woman in her mid-thirties.

IZZY

(Taken aback) Oh. It’s you.

HANNAH

(Stepping past him into the apartment) You don’t pick up your phone, so I figured I’d pay you a visit.

Barely pausing, she marches off in the direction of the kitchen, leaving the frame. We hear the banging of cupboards, the sound of running water, a refrigerator door opening and closing, the rattling of pots and pans. IZZY shuts the front door, follows her to the threshold of the kitchen, and observes her from behind. For once he seems amused. Her energy seems to have lifted him temporarily out of the doldrums.

IZZY

You look nice in those pants.

HANNAH

(Over her shoulder) Don’t get any ideas, chum. What’s inside these pants is strictly off limits.

IZZY

Don’t worry. It just brings back memories, that’s all. That plump, protruding little ass of yours. For a year or two, it was the most interesting place in the world for me.

HANNAH

My ass and I are doing just fine without you, Izzy. You’re not the only man who’s ever admired it, you know.

IZZY

So I gathered. You don’t get a tan like that hanging around the city. That new boyfriend of yours must be working out okay. (Steps into the kitchen) What is it? A house in the Hamptons, or something more exotic?

HANNAH

(Busying herself with making coffee, pouring juice, popping bread into the toaster) We’ll get to him later. We have other things to talk about first.

IZZY

Like what?

HANNAH

Like you, dumbbell, that’s what. I want to know what’s happening to you.

IZZY

What for? I mean, you don’t even like me.

HANNAH

You still don’t know who I am, do you? After all these years, you still don’t have a clue.

IZZY

Apparently not.

HANNAH

Once I give my heart to someone, it’s forever. I might not want to live with you anymore, but that doesn’t mean I don’t care about you. (Beat) You’re still a part of who I am, you jerk.

 

14. INT: DAY. IZZY’S APARTMENT. THE LIVING ROOM.

Half an hour later. IZZY and HANNAH are sitting at a small table in a corner of the living room, eating breakfast. The saxophone case is still on the floor—but in a different spot. Stereo equipment. Hundreds of records, tapes, and CDs. A few dozen books. Posters on the walls.

HANNAH

So what do you do with yourself, Izzy? How do you spend your time?

IZZY

The usual stuff. Breathing, eating, sleeping, trying to keep my head screwed on straight.

HANNAH

And you don’t feel … lonely?

IZZY

Well, I read a lot of newspapers. That’s one way of keeping in touch with your fellow human beings. You’d be amazed how much they can cram into one paper. (Beat) So many sad things, Hannah. It can really knock the stuffing out of you sometimes.

HANNAH

That’s why I only read the comics.

IZZY

(Ignoring her comment. Earnestly) Most of it I can take. The fires, the earthquakes, the plane crashes. Even political horrors … wars … stuff like that. It’s life, after all. It’s what people do to each other, and you have to try to understand it.

HANNAH

You sound like you’re seventeen years old.

IZZY

(Still ignoring her) But then, sometimes, you run across a little story on one of the back pages, and your heart just stops beating. A mother boils her baby in the Bronx. A man sets his girlfriend’s daughter on fire in Brooklyn. I mean, it’s so easy to turn life into garbage, isn’t it?

HANNAH

It’s not your life, Izzy. You can’t go around tearing yourself apart over every rotten thing that happens.

IZZY

I don’t. At least I don’t make a big point of it. But these people live in the same city I do. I’d like to forget it, but sometimes I just can’t.

HANNAH

Toughen up, sport. Put the chip back on your goddamn shoulder.

IZZY

(Beat. Reflects) I’m not the same person I used to be.

HANNAH

(Studying him) Don’t change too much, okay? (Beat) You don’t have to be miserable if you don’t want to.

IZZY

I’m not miserable. (Beat) As a matter of fact, I think I’m doing okay.

HANNAH

(Smiles) Good. Then you’re well enough to come over for dinner next week and meet Philip.

IZZY

So that’s his name, huh?

HANNAH

Philip Kleinman. He’s a movie producer.

IZZY

Never heard of him.

HANNAH

Big surprise. When was the last time you went to the movies, Iz?

IZZY

About twelve years ago.

HANNAH

Not since Gene Kelly retired, huh?

IZZY

Now that he’s dead, I’ll probably never go to the movies again.

HANNAH

(Changing the subject) You’re going to like him. I guarantee it.

IZZY

And if I don’t?

HANNAH

Then you can sit there and eat your food.

IZZY

And watch you be happy.

HANNAH

That’s right. And see with your own eyes that I’ve finally gotten you out of my system.

 

15. INT: NIGHT. PHILIP KLEINMAN’S APARTMENT. TRIBECA.

We see HANNAH from behind, opening the front door. IZZY has arrived for the dinner party.

IZZY

(Awkward) Hi.

HANNAH

(Ironical) Excuse me if I’m in shock. (IZZY steps into the apartment) I didn’t think you’d come.

IZZY

You invited me, remember?

SONIA, KLEINMAN’s ten-year-old daughter, wanders into the entrance hall.

SONIA

(To IZZY) Hi.

IZZY

Hi.

HANNAH

(To IZZY) This is Sonia, Philip’s daughter.

SONIA

(Hesitates briefly) Are you Izzy Maurer?

IZZY

Well, I used to be.

SONIA

Who are you now?

IZZY

(Smiles) I don’t know. Maybe nobody.

SONIA

Well, nice to meet you, Mr. Nobody. (Starts walking down the hallway to her room. Stops. Over her shoulder) See you around.

HANNAH

(Taking IZZY by the arm and steering him toward the living room) There’s been a slight change in plans. Philip’s working on a project with Catherine Moore, and she’s in New York for a few days, so we invited her to dinner too.

IZZY

The actress?

HANNAH

Former actress. She’s a director now. She hasn’t acted in ten or fifteen years.

IZZY

Catherine Moore. (Beat. Remembering) I used to have a crush on her.

Cut to:
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The dining room. Time has passed. PHILIP KLEINMAN, a lively man in his forties, and CATHERINE MOORE, an English woman in her late fifties, are sitting at the table with IZZY and HANNAH. They are coming to the end of the meal.

IZZY

(To CATHERINE) So what made you give up acting?

CATHERINE

Vanity, Mr. Maurer. Beauty fades. The flesh gives out. You lose interest in being someone else’s idea about who you are. I didn’t want to be invented by other people anymore.

IZZY

So now you invent yourself.

CATHERINE

Exactly. I’m the one who controls the images.

IZZY

But no one sees you.

CATHERINE

(Laughs) So much the better. (Beat) They see what I think.

PHILIP

What they’ll be seeing next is a new version of Pandora’s Box. After a thousand bends in the road, we finally have a deal in place. (Beat) All we need is someone to play Lulu.

IZZY

Who’s Lulu?

HANNAH

(A little exasperated) Come on, Maurer. Enough with the jokes already.

IZZY

No, I’m serious. Who’s Lulu?

HANNAH

Lulu. As in Louise Brooks. As in Frank Wedekind. As in the opera by Alban Berg.

IZZY

Oh, that Lulu. Yeah. It rings a faint bell.

PHILIP

The girl who eats men for breakfast. You know, the one who’s done in by Jack the Ripper.

CATHERINE

(Turning to PHILIP; referring to a previous conversation) You see what I mean, Philip? It’s not at all obvious. People don’t remember anything.

HANNAH

Don’t worry, Catherine. It’s not people, it’s Izzy. Talk to him about anything but music and he’s like a little kid.

PHILIP

(Spotting SONIA enter the room) Speaking of kids … (Beat, as SONIA approaches the table) Hi, sweetheart.

SONIA gives a little wave to the company, then stops by CATHERINE, whose chair is closest to the door. CATHERINE studies SONIA for a moment, then reaches out and strokes her face gently with her hand. She is clearly taken with the girl’s youth and loveliness. SONIA smiles and puts her hand on CATHERINE’s shoulder.

CATHERINE

(To SONIA) And so, my little beauty, are you going to be an actress when you grow up?

SONIA

No. I’m going to be a writer. Books are better than movies, don’t you think? You see the pictures in your head.

PHILIP

Ten years old, and she has an opinion about everything.

HANNAH

(To SONIA) You getting tired?

SONIA

Yeah. I came out to say good night.

HANNAH

Do you want me to tuck you in?

SONIA

Is that okay?

HANNAH

(To PHILIP) You don’t mind, do you?

PHILIP

Mind? Why should I mind?

HANNAH

(Smiles. Gets up from her chair) Okay. I’ll be back in a few minutes.

CATHERINE

Is it all right if I go, too?

SONIA

(Suddenly playful. Goes into a limp-wristed pose and puts on a broad New York accent) Of cawse, dawling. I’d be chawmed.

SONIA leaves the room with a mincing, exaggerated feminine walk. CATHERINE and HANNAH follow—both imitating her. The two women laugh. A wide shot of the three leaving the room.

When they are gone, PHILIP takes two large cigars out of his pocket and extends one to IZZY.

IZZY

No, thanks.

PHILIP

(Lighting his own cigar. Thoughtful, studying IZZY carefully) Do you mind if I ask you a question?

IZZY

(Uncertain about what PHILIP is driving at) A question? Sure. Ask any question you want.

PHILIP

You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to. But something happened to me a couple of weeks ago, and I’m still trying to figure out if I did the right thing or not.

IZZY

You want to know what I would have done in your place?

PHILIP

Right. If you had been me, how would you have acted. (Puffs on his cigar) I was on a plane to London—going to see Catherine, as a matter of fact. Just as we go into our descent, I decide I have to go to the toilet. I go down the aisle, but the door is locked, so I stand there shooting the breeze with one of the stewardesses. (Puffs on his cigar) Finally, the door opens and out steps this good-looking girl. Very pretty, maybe twenty-four or twenty-five. She gives me an odd little look—something between a smile and a frown—and then she edges past me and I go into the bathroom. (Puffs on his cigar) The toilet seat and the cover are both down, and sitting on the cover is a huge turd. (Puffs again) I have no idea what to do.
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