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Not e

THE SHADOWS is a real place, well-docunmented in

hi storic depictions from paintings done in 1832 and
phot ographs fromthe end of the 19th century to the
present day.

Note

THE SHADOWS i s an antebel | um pl antati on house of red
brick fronted by 6 white Corinthian colums, a LOGE A
in the front, a BALCONY above, an outside stairway
gai ns access to BEDCHAMBERS. A confortable and snal
(PARLOR bel ow and a artist’'s STUDOwith a tiny PANTRY

Note

[An evocative GARDEN surrounds the house. Over a dozen
hundred year-old live oak trees grow on the acre and a
hal f garden

Note

[A BAYQU runs by the rear yard.

FADE | N
EXT. GARDEN. DAY

In a shaded corner of the Garden, HENRY M LLER, a

m ddl e- aged bal di ng man wearing gl asses and dressed in a
Yankee's idea of a southerner's linen suit wthout quite
goi ng overboard. He is finishing a cigarette.

TI TLE: "HENRY M LLER, NOVELI ST"

HENRY M LLER

It was in Paris that | first began
to dreamof visiting that part of
Anerica called ... The South. It
was Abe Rattner, the artist, who
put the bug in nmy head. W had been
di scussi ng canoufl age when by sone
strange transition, he began
tal king about his friend and fell ow
artist, Weks Hall, who he said
lived in this strange part of the
worl d, a place called, Louisiana.
Hi s description of Weks Hall and
t he house he lived in and the
garden he created was so vivid, so
out of this world, that | resolved
to go to this, Louisiana, one day,
and see with ny own eyes the
wonders he descri bed.

(he lights anot her

cigarette)
This was that day.

TITLE: "MARCH, 1941 NEWIBERI A LOU SI ANA"

MIller fades into the shadows as we nove away and toward the
house, the rear of which is nostly obscured by overhangi ng
noss-draped branches of |ive oaks.

A man's voi ce, WEEKS HALL, fromw thin the | ower story of
t he house, pierces the solitude.



WEEKS HALL (O C.)
| nez! ... Inez! --- | NEZI

| NT. THE SHADOWS. PARLOR. DAY

Al one in a deep, old cushy chair, a burned-out cigarette in
his |l eft hand. Nearly-enpty decanter and gl ass nearby, WEEKS
HALL, has roused hinself from sl unber.

WEEKS HALL
| NEZ- - -!

He is in his late 40's. He wears a blue denimshirt, |oosely
knotted white tie, a |eather brace on his right hand and
wist. Hs glasses are pop-bottle thick.

| NEZ enters, a smallish wonman in her |ate 20's and properly
secretarial .

| NEZ

Yes, M. Hall. Mre dictation?
VEEKS HALL

Am | dead?

| nez hesitates.

VEEKS HALL

Ah- hal
| NEZ

You're not dead, M. Hall.
VEEKS HALL

You' d better check just the sane.
| NEZ

But - - -
VEEKS HALL

---go out into the garden, to the
famly cenetery, and see if |I'm

t here.
| NEZ
But. ..
WEEKS HALL
---1 want to know if I'mburied
t here

This is the sort of thing Inez deals with on a regul ar basis
so it has becone alnost a sort of gane with her.

She turns, stops, returns.

| NEZ
And what if you are?



VEEKS HALL
You can have the rest of the week
of f. Now go!

She turns, stops, returns, handi ng hi man envel ope.

| NEZ
Oh, this just arrived.

WEEKS HALL
And | eave the door open.

She | eaves.

WEEKS HALL
Spot! Here girl---1!

And an uni npressive cur, rather seedy, obediently enters and
curls up next to the chair, which is | ow enough for Weks to
reach down to pat Spot's head.

Weeks opens the envel ope and extracts the letter with sone
difficulty.

WEEKS HALL ( CONT' D)
(to Spot)

As you well know, I amthe |ast of
ny famly, as you are of yours,
sorry about that old girl. M
great-grandfather built this house
al nost 30 years before the G vi
War. | have spent the entirety of
my adult |ife seeking a nmeans of
preserving this house for posterity
and have thus far failed utterly...
This letter is fromthe American
Institute of Architects. Sone years
ago | offered to give themthis
pl ace.

Wth some hesitation he unfolds and scans the letter.

WEEKS HALL ( CONT' D)
Well! Looks like the place is still
m ne.

He reaches behind the chair, producing a full bottle and
pours a gl ass.

WEEKS HALL ( CONT' D)

Curious thing about wine. It works
just as well on disappoi ntnent.

(toasting)
To Spot ... and my ancestors who
built this house. But it is | who
have created it.

( MORE)



WEEKS HALL (CONT' D) (cont'd)

(toasting)
To nmyself --- who, since 1922,
al ong with his house, have
constituted the..."local ruins".
| nez returns.
V\EEKS
---\ell?
| NEZ
---You're alive.
VEEKS HALL
That calls for another toast!
(sips)
And --- To I nez Hebert --- whose

fear of this arthritic, partially
blind, crippled, and still

pat hetically sober body is far
greater than her desire for "the
rest of the week of f"!

| NEZ
OCh, M. Hall --- there are several,
| adi es --- outside.

WEEKS HALL
(excited)
Gawki ng?

| NEZ
VWhat el se?

As nmuch as is possible, Weks is energized out of the chair.

| NEZ
M. Hall, not...

WEEKS HALL
---this is precisely why | keep him
around. He nmust earn his keep and,
besides, it's not proper to keep
one's idiot twn brother |ocked
away in the attic all the tine.

Weeks goes out |leaving Inez to sigh and file away the letter
into a fat file.

She urges Spot out the sane door Weks used.
| NT/ EXT. THE SHADOWS. LOGGE A/ BALCONY/ GARDEN. DAY

Spot doesn't get too far before | aying down near a chair and
table on the front Loggi a.

Exam ning the Garden and flashing pictures of the house are
SEVERAL LADI ES, rather matronly.



5.

Weeks appears on the Bal cony above, slobbering and wearing a
gr ot esque pop-eyed mardi - G as mask.

WEEKS HALL
Are you | oo-1 oo-1o00king for
We- We- Weeks Hal | ? Do- do-do
you-you-you wi -wi -w sh to go
t hrough this house?

Weeks cones sl obbering down the stairs as the Ladi es react
wi th horror and revul sion and flee before Weks can finish
hi s speech, one of the Ladies, though, having the
wherewithal to flash a parting shot.

WEEKS HALL ( CONT' D)
We- we- Weeks Ha-ha-Hall is
i ndi s-indi s-po-po-posed but | wll
gl adl y show you everything! ...
| adi es? Ladi es? Don't go away. STAY
AVAY!

The Ladi es, now safely torn through the thick banboo
fronting the house, Weks tears off his mask, delighted.

He sees Spot near the table, which is set with drink and
ci garettes.

EXT. GARDEN. DAY
In the shaded corner, Henry MIler continues.

HENRY M LLER
Weeks Hall has a dog with whom he
communes. Now || m no judge of dogs
but this dog | ooks at you with the
soul ful eyes of sone departed
human. The feeling that she gave ne
was that she was sad because nobody
except her master had the
intelligence to recognize her as a
human bei ng and not just a dog.

EXT. LOGGE A DAY.

WEEKS HALL
(to Spot)

Ei ght een years ago, in 1923, your
predecessor was but a pup, the
great noving picture director, D.W
Giffith, sat here with ne after a
delightful evening of w ne and
cof fee and cigarettes.

| NSERT: PHOTOGRAPH OF WEEKS HALL AND D. W GRIFFI TH | N FRONT
OF THE SHADOW5



WEEKS HALL (Q. C.)
By then he had nmade his great
pi ctures, epics they were,
"Intol erance”, "The Birth of A
Nation", and now he was naki ng
smaller filnms. He used this place
as the setting for "The White Rose"
whi ch he confessed woul d not anount
to nuch.

WEEKS HALL ( CONT' D)
It was sadly true. He confessed
that he woul d be nuch happier at
anything el se than directing
pi ctures. He was caught in a net of
ci rcunst ances, you see. Sone of
t hem of his own meki ng. Sone not.
Yet his brain roiled with grand
i deas. His next picture would
undertake nothing | ess than our
revol ution and woul d be call ed
"Anmerica". But now, today, the
entire art formwhich he helped to
create ignores and spurns him..
And here we are, Spot, you and ne.
| find nyself now where he was
t hen.

| NT. THE SHADOWS. PARLOR. NI GHT. THE SHADOWS

It is evening and Weeks is back in his cushy chair watching
the flickering filmof "The White Rose", Inez standi ng not
so patiently by, tending the projector.

WEEKS HALL
See how Giffith captured, in this
one sweepi ng shot, the grandeur of
both ny garden and this house. No
one's done better.

| nez checks her watch. The novie ends. Inez turns on a |anp.
Checks her watch

VEEKS HALL
Sit down, |nez.

Inez sits, steno pad at the ready.

| NEZ
More dictation?

VEEKS HALL
No.

| NEZ

M. Weeks, it's getting late and...
Dino's waiting for ne.



WEEKS HALL
You couldn't stay just a bit?

| NEZ
---sure.
WEEKS HALL
So --- what do you think?
| NEZ
About the novie---?
WEEKS HALL
About ... things.
| NEZ
Oh.
WEEKS HALL

About what | say. Wien you take ny
di ctation.

| NEZ
I"mjust a little country Cajun,
M. Weeks. Ch, | get it all down.
You know | can take it all down

good but... but it don't usually
mean a thing to ne. . . I'msorry.

WEEKS HALL
"...doesn't usually nmean a
thing---" to you?

| NEZ

(opens her pad)

Like this --- "Art is food.

Sonetinmes | hunger for Stein..
Stein...

VEEKS HALL
---Steinlen

| NEZ
"...sonetines the feast of
M chael ... Mchael ..."

WEEKS HALL
(instantly absorbed)
---angel o. M chael angelo --- then

seasoned Verneer. Perhaps the
dripping fruit of Rubens, the
strong rawness of Van CGogh, the
heady wine of Renoir! ... Art IS
food! ... What? You think I'm

t al ki ng about eating paintings?



| NEZ
(a bit frightened)
| don't know what to think! If I
repeated this to Dino he'd think it
was... snutty!

She has gotten up and noved toward the door. This has hurt

Weeks and she regrets it immediately.

| NEZ
Oh, M. Weks, all your books and
things you say | don't follow 'em
but oh I could listen to you and it
all sounds so wonderful ---!

WEEKS HALL
Coul d you...? Could you just
pretend you know what |'mtal ki ng
about ?
| nez retakes her seat.

The phone rings. She answers.

| NEZ
Yes? ... Oh, honey, alittle
| onger. Well, yes. Good-bye. You

t 00.

She repl aces the receiver. Pause.

WEEKS HALL
Way don't you go honme now.
| NEZ
(rises)
WIIl you be all right?
WEEKS HALL
I"'mfine. You go on. . . Sonmeone's

com ng tonorrow.

| nez gets her coat and | eaves. Weks lights a cigarette.

phone ri ngs.

WEEKS HALL
She's on her way!

He settles back into his cushy chair, pours a drink and
lights a cigarette.

He lifts the receiver and dials "0".
WEEKS HALL ( CONT' D)

Qperator? ...- CGet ne Berlin --- 1
wi sh to speak to Adol ph Hitler

The



FADE OUT
FADE | N
| NT. THE SHADOWS. PARLOR. DAY

Weeks has fallen asleep in the chair. He is roused by a car
horn sounding in the distance.

He quickly pours two gl asses of wine and heads out into the
gar den.

EXT. STREET. DAY

Parked in front of the banboo hedge which fronts The Shadows
is a black Buick. Henry MIler stands aside the driver's
side. He reaches in to honk the horn.

Weeks opens the gate and approaches, handing MIler a glass
of w ne.

VEEKS HALL
Weeks Hall. Local ruin.

HENRY M LLER
Henry MIller. Witer of dirty
books.

They touch gl asses and drink deeply.

HENRY M LLER
So where's the wonder that our
friend Abe Rattner so vividly
descri bed? That inheritance. That
burden of the past you bear upon
your back? ... That house of
your s- - -

Weeks opens the gate and grandly gestures MIller in, closing
and | ocking the gate behind them

EXT. GARDEN. DAY

They have entered froma street in full sunshine into a
shaded and shadowy worl d.

HENRY M LLER
(sl owy)
It's alive. Sensuous. As nellow as
a great tree. So full of dignity
and sinplicity. So organic. As nuch
of this piece of land as --- the
trees---

We see for the first tine the full front of The Shadows
VEEKS HALL

--- one-hundred year-old |live oak
trees---



10.

HENRY M LLER
---there is sonething dismal and
forbidding in them | shuddered
when | wal ked t hrough the gate---

WEEKS HALL
---1 find them unchangi ng and
protecting---

MIller parts sone noss as they approach the house.

HENRY M LLER
---spani sh noss---7?

WEEKS HALL
---yes, that peculiar spawn of the
sout h- - -

HENRY M LLER
---and this---7?

WEEKS HALL
---aspidistra ... cast iron plant
... 1t perseveres and persists. You
can't kill it.

Weeks finds yet another bottle and pours another round.

As they survey the House and Garden, a rustling through the
foliage ahead is acconpanied by a fem nine voice calling
out .

YOUNG LADY (O.S.)
M. Hall!! MR HALL!!

A YOUNG LADY bursts through the shrubs.

WEEKS HALL
How did you---7?

YOUNG LADY
Ch, M. Hall! Don't you renenber
me? Ch, how silly! How could you
remenber nme? W've never net.

(to Mller)
He's never net ne.
(to Weeks)
| wote to you and you wote to ne|
WEEKS
M ss---
YOUNG LADY

Ever since | saw the picture of
this place in Mss Em |y Post's
book I have been desiring to cone
here. | said desiring on purpose,
M. Hall.



WEEKS
My dear young---

YOUNG LADY

---1"ve read all about you.

(to Mller)
|"ve read all about him

(to Weeks)
Does your house really obsess you?

(to Mller)
Are you famous? Are you a witer?
Because he invites them here and
they wite about his house. Do you
know he puts cardboard dumm es in
the wi ndow just to confuse
unfortunates |Iike ne who pil grinmage
here just to stand and stare at
t hi s wonder!

She dashes away, stands and stares.

YOUNG LADY ( CONT' D)
(pointing to a dorner
W ndow)
There's one of them now

And indeed there's a seductive cut-out standing in the
dor mer wi ndow.

The Young Lady returns.

YOUNG LADY ( CONT' D)

(to Mller)
| have a picture of this house
pi nned up on the ceiling above ny
bed!

(flops to the ground)
It's the last thing | see at night
and the first thing...

WEEKS HALL
"1l take this armand you take the
other and we'll drag..

The Young Lady springs to her feet.

YOUNG LADY
That's okay! | was | ocked out!

She scanpers away and di sappears as suddenly as she
appear ed.

In the interval Weks pours another round.

WEEKS HALL
That, sir, is the ugly side of
publicity. This place attracts the
lunatic and the tourists, those

( MORE)

11.



12.
WEEKS HALL (cont'd)
beastly souls who have a mania for
seeing the world---

HENRY M LLER

---like nme?

WEEKS HALL
No. Because you wi || wunderstand.
Cone! | want to show you ny Door.

EXT. GARDEN. DAY

As before, MIller snokes in a sheltered corner of the
Gar den.

HENRY M LLER
He took me to a tiny pantry. There
hung a sinple, white, and
remar kabl e door. It was his guest
register. And it was a chronicle of
contenporary cul ture.

| NT. THE SHADOWS. PANTRY. DAY

In the tiny and dark Pantry, housing ancient shelves and an
ol d beaten table supporting antique cooking inpl enents,
M Il er surveys the Door, Weks proudly snoking.

HENRY M LLER
walt Disney?

WEEKS HALL
Oh yes ---

HENRY M LLER
---and he's witten, "To Weks
Hall, the best friend a house ever
had." Signed Walt Disney --- and
M ckey Muse.

WEEKS HALL
---travel ed everywhere together
Subj ect of much gossip in town.

HENRY M LLER
---DW Giffith, Cecil B. DeMIle
--- Ms. Edward G Robi nson---

WEEKS HALL
That --- will be your place.

MIller studies his "place" as Weks goes to the w ndow.

HENRY M LLER
Quite the responsibility.



WEEKS HALL

13.

What will happen to this place when
| die? Sonetines | amtenpted to
wal k away, to free nyself fromthe

chains of ny ancestors---

Weeks takes MIler by the el bow through the door and into

t he garden.
EXT. GARDEN. DUSK

They wal k a distance to where a full
be taken in.

vi ew of the house can

WEEKS HALL
The people in town think I'm hiding
here, turning the place into a

mausol eum where | live buried
alive in the shadows of squandered
dreanms ...-- | used to paint, you
see. ...

HENRY M LLER
Rattner says you were good---

WEEKS HALL
---Rattner is different. He has to
paint. He's born to it. Me? |'ve
nort gaged everything, including ny
soul, for this place. It is a
remant - - -

HENRY M LLER
---built before the, Cvil War---?

WEEKS HALL
---ah! There! W cone to it. There
it sits, arelict of that vast
unspoken horror. Yes! Sl aves
created the very bricks of those
walls. It is built upon a great
col um of bl ood- - -

HENRY M LLER
--- | was hesitant to ask---

WEEKS HALL
---you've not the first. | am
attacked for preserving this house.
Pilloried for restoring it---

HENRY M LLER
---because it is a synbol of
sl avery- - -

WEEKS HALL
---because it offends people.



14.

HENRY M LLER
Can you deny that it does?

WEEKS HALL
---and so this magnificence, this
link with the past shoul d be
obliterated? Very well! Bring in
t he wrecking ball! But what about
phot ographs of it? Is the imge of
the thing as potent a force for
evil as the thing itself? What
about words witten about it? It's
pure animsm isn't it? Primtive
t hought. My God, we're going
backward! Fear of an inani mate
thing hurting the soul!

EXT. GARDEN. DAY

As at the beginning, MIler stands in a secluded place, an
unlit cigarette between his |ips.

HENRY M LLER
He continued on through the night.
He wanted to say a | ot of things.
Everyt hing. Weeks was in search of
sonet hi ng whi ch el uded al
definition. He was restless,
| onging to express hinself surely
and conpletely. He was a
sel f-convicted prisoner inhabiting
the aura of his own creation... At
three in the norning, when
finally begged |l eave to retire..

EXT. THE SHADOWS. LOGGE A. NI GHT

Weeks settles down at his "station" on the Loggia. He pours
sone coffee into a saucer, blows on it, and places it down
on the brick floor for Spot.

HENRY M LLER (V. Q.)
---he was w de-awake, making
himsel f a fresh cup of black
coffee, which he shares with his
dog.

| NT. THE SHADOWS. BEDCHAMBER. NI GHT.

Mller, still dressed, lays on the bed, a glass of wine in
hi s hand, a decanter at the bedside, a snoking cigarette in
an ashtray.

HENRY M LLER (V. Q.)
---the stillness of this place is
not the stillness of an enpty house
but one in which a great famly is
sl eepi ng the profound and peacef ul

( MORE)
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HENRY M LLER (V.Q ) (cont'd)
sl eep of the dead. Past and present
have becone one.

MIller rises fromthe bed and goes to the w ndow, which
over| ooks a formal portion of the Garden, bathed in
nmoonl i ght, illum nating statues.

HENRY M LLER (V. Q.)
The whole world seens floating in a
nebul ar m st .

(speaki ng)
| can scarcely believe | amin
Anerica- - -

Weeks appears, unseen by MIller, standing in the doorway.

WEEKS HALL
---dammed right this isn't Anmerica.
It's Loui siana.

EXT. GARDEN. N GHT.

Weeks and M Il er wal k through the garden, the setting ful
noon piercing the canopy of huge oaks.

WEEKS HALL
|'ve been pestering ny doctors to
et me watch next tinme they're
i nsi de sonebody's brain ---

HENRY M LLER
Heaven's why?

WEEKS HALL
---1 want to find the soul. Wy
haven't doctors seen it? They're
not |looking for it. But I would. My
own doctor, quite a good surgeon,
| ooks at ne over the top of his

gl asses, lights a cigarette, and
tells nme to go away and give up
drinking ... But it finally
happened | ast year --- | saw them

bore into a man's skull ---

HENRY M LLER
Was it there?

VEEKS HALL
The soul ? No. There was no soul in
t hat pul py ness.

HENRY M LLER
There are other places to | ook---

VEEKS HALL
VWher e?



16.
HENRY M LLER

The heart.
WEEKS HALL
Not |ikely---
HENRY M LLER
Wy ?
WEEKS HALL
---too loud. The soul, if there be

one, would seemto require repose.

HENRY M LLER
The pancreas?

WEEKS HALL
Peopl e have them renoved.

HENRY M LLER
So we return to the heart and the
brain ---

WEEKS HALL
---what if it doesn't reside. It,
is, but it is not any particular,
wher e- - -

HENRY M LLER
---suppose it's residence varies
wi th each person---

Weeks exam nes his braced right hand and wi st.

WEEKS HALL
Then it could just as well be here

They have reached the Bayouside, silvery in the noonlight.

HENRY M LLER

Weeks, it's late. It's --- 4
a.m---

WEEKS HALL
----it's early. I'll make sone
coffee----

Weeks heads toward the house.

HENRY M LLER
What about sl eep?!

WEEKS HALL
Daytinme's for sleeping---!

Weeks di sappears into the blackness and shadows.

MIller turns toward the bayou. He lights a cigarette.
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HENRY M LLER
| am beginning to feel what it
m ght be like to be a m nor
character in some great Southern
tragedy acted out on this grand
l'iving garden of a stage framed by
this magni ficent house ... Rattner
had prepared nme for his exuberance
and vitality but not for his
hunger, his |oneliness.

| NT. THE SHADOWS. PANTRY. NI GHT.

Tucked away in a corner is a tiny stove. Weks is patiently
| adling boiling water, a tablespoon at a tinme, into an old
french biggin, waiting for the water to drip through the
grounds before addi ng yet another tabl espoon.

WEEKS HALL

Sonme years ago | was offered 35
t housand dollars for this place. It
was a fair offer at the tine and |
needed every one of those dollars,
you see, but there are people with
a good deal of nobney who buy houses
like this, and enbellish them put
t hem back to what they think was
the tine of Gone Wth The Wnd, you
see, and nost of them end up
| ooking like the sets of Gone Wth
The Wnd ... | just couldn't
sell...

(he | ooks at his braced

hand)
Perhaps the really great artist is
i ke a savage possessi ng not hi ng
but a jewel of fabul ous val ue which
woul d vanish into thin air the
monent it was bought. It is
sonet hi ng you can glve amay but
that you cannot sel

I NT. THE SHADOWS. STUDI O NI GHT.

In another small room an artist's studio, with paints and
brushes and half or | ess-conpleted canvasses everywhere,
Weeks pours coffee, handing MIler his.

M1l er explores the roomas Weks fiddles wth boxes of
slides and a projector and begins flashing the slides, sone
abstract and sone realistic, all exploding in vibrant color.
Weeks and the show take on a performance worthy of Dr.

Cal agari hinsel f---

The room goes pitch black then an expl osion of color as
Weeks projects vivid slides of photographs of fruit,

pai ntings, mardi-gras floats, distorting, enlarging,
over-lapping themin an hallucinogenic flurry as he speaks.
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WEEKS HALL
Look at this---! Wiy shoul d one
pai nt when one can performthese
mracles with filn? ... Look this
arm Smashed. Smashed for good. A
terrible thing. One nonent you have
a working hand there, the next it's

a pul py ness... You see, | stopped
pai nting deliberately. It isn't the
hand at all... Can one change one|s
nature? Well, eventually this arm

may act as the pole does for the
tight-rope wal ker. The bal ance. If
we don't have it within we've got

to find it without... here | am
living alone in a big house, a
pl ace which overwhel ns ne. | want

to live in one room sonewhere

wi thout all the responsibilities
whi ch | have assuned from ny

f orebear s- - -

Weeks stops as suddenly as he started. Goes to the w ndow.

WEEKS HALL
It's getting light. |I've kept you
up all night.

Weeks switches off the projector and | eaves the room
EXT. GARDEN. DAY

The sheltered corner. MIller straightens his tie and puts on
his jacket and wal ks through the Garden toward the house.

HENRY M LLER
Weeks Hall has already created his
great work. He has transformed this
house and garden, through his
passion for creation, into one of
the nost distinctive pieces of art
America can boast of... He is
living and breathing in his own
mast er pi ece, not know ng the extent
and sufficiency of it.

M1l er has reached the house.
| NT. THE SHADOWN5S. BEDCHAMBER. DAY
Weeks stands at the w ndow.

WEEKS HALL
| cannot understand the pious who
fear death. Nobody seens to |ike
St. Peter any nore than they do the
currently fashi onabl e enbal ner. |
don't know anything about it pro or
( MORE)
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WEEKS HALL (cont'd)
con, but | don|t see nuch saving of
time in listening to some REVEREND
who has spent years in the business
and then tells YOQU all about what
IS going to happen to YQU in a
pl ace HE KNOAS AS LI TTLE ABCQUT, as
you. It is as plain as the nose on
your face that nature has certain
rules of right and wong and to
violate them brings inevitable
penal ties HERE and NOW - -

(he puts a cigarette in

hi s nout h)
This is enough for ne to contend
w th w thout conbining HARPS and
HOOVES wi t h|

(he lights the cigarette)
---enbal mng fluid.

| NT. THE SHADOWS. PANTRY. DAY

MIller walks in and studies the door. He takes a deep breath
and renoves a pencil from his jacket pocket and squats down
to wite ---

HENRY M LLER

(witing)
"Dear Weeks --- Keep the
aspidistras flying! | expect to be
back and wite a book here ... the

book of canellias and
hal | uci nati ons. Henry Mller."

He rises, takes up his suitcase and | eaves.

EXT. GARDEN. DAY

Henry MIler wal ks though the Garden and out the front gate.
TI TLE: "HENRY M LLER NEVER RETURNED!

We see, froma distance and noving in, Weks standing in an
upper w ndow, snoki ng.

I NSERT: Clip of Weeks Hall on the "Today" show

WEEKS HALL
It gave ne a great deal of pleasure
to save this place for people ---
because there are certain people
who have sonething in them which
they need --- people need nusic ---
people need literature --- people
need things like that and certain
peopl e need the very best
architecture --- the very best.
It]|s like a --- vitamn --- they

( MORE)
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WEEKS HALL (cont'd)

need this thing --- you m ght need
it --- four or five hundred people
m ght not --- but when they get it

--- they eat it up.

| NSERT: VARI QUS PHOTOGRAPHS OF THE SHADOWS AND WEEKS HALL
THROUGH THE YEARS.

TI TLE: "FOR THE NEXT 17 YEARS WEEKS HALL TRI ED
UNSUCCESSFULLY TO G VE H S HOUSE, ' THE SHADOAS , AWAY, UNTIL
ON JUNE 26, 1958 HE RECEI VED WORD THAT THE NATI ONAL TRUST
FOR H STORI C PRESERVATI ON WOULD ACCEPT H S BEQUEST. "

TI TLE: "THE NEXT DAY WEEKS HALL PASSED AVWAY AT ACE 64."

FADE OUT
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