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FADE IN

INT.  HOSPITAL WAITING ROOM SET - DAY

We see CAROLYN LAKE, 40s, lovely, wholesome, motherly soap 
star of the fifties, in her role as 'Emily Anderson.' We open 
on a close of her tear-stained face as Emily consoles her 
daughter Amy (actress PATTI MALONE, aged 10).

CAROLYN
Now, now, darling, don’t you fret. 
We have to be strong for each 
other, Amy. We have been through 
this before, don’t you remember? 
Those halcyon days of swinging on 
the porch with Daddy--

We pull back to see that we're actually on a set in a TV 
studio--multicamera setup, two microphones on booms facing 
the action.

CAROLYN (CONT’D)
…family dinner at Christmas. The 
way he used to tuck you into bed at 
night--the way he used to…

CUT TO:

INT. CONTROL BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

The scene is now on three monitors. Director SID MYERS, 60s, 
sits at the helm of the control board. Sid is charming, 
dramatic, New York since the dawn of time. Sitting next to 
him is NANCY, the producer’s assistant. She is timing the 
show with a stopwatch. Standing behind them is producer ADDY, 
early thirties, cheerful, plump and charismatic, dressed in a 
shirtwaist and pearls. Addy is edged with anxiety as she 
watches the scene playing on the monitors. She is clutching a 
well-worn script binder--which never leaves her hands.  She 
is also taking notes on a pad.

CAROLYN
--Read your favorite bedtime 
stories to you---

SID
(snapping his fingers)

Camera Two on bust of Mommy.
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WE SEE CAMERA 2'S POV ON THE MONITOR.

SID (CONT’D)
Now she's moving ...

WE SEE CAROLYN STAND UP. CAMERA TRACKS WITH HER.

SID (CONT’D)
She’s walking and she’s 
talking…. Blah blah blah…

CAROLYN
Amy, Amy, my darling, I want 
you to remember this always…

CAROLYN (CONT’D)
We may be losing your stepfather 
Charles, so soon after your dear 
daddy Leonardo...

Addy barely manages to keep from rolling her eyes. She 
scribbles on her notepad.

CAROLYN (CONT’D)
...and I know your heart must feel 
so fragile like it would break into 
a million pieces...

SID
(snapping)

Take it Camera Three, as she goes 
down…

CAMERA 3 TAKES OVER ON THE MONITOR AS CAROLYN KNEELS.

CAROLYN
--But that sun is going to come up 
another day. Now let mother wipe 
away your tears--

SID
Camera Three go tight on the kid…

CAMERA 3 DOES--BUT PATTI IS DRY-EYED.

SID (CONT’D)
And we’ve got bupkes from the kid--

ADDY
No tears for rehearsal means no 
tears for air. Go for the two.
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SID
Camera Three--eighty-six the kid’s 
face. Camera Two, go wide for a two 
shot.

CAMERA 2 ON THE TWO-SHOT.

SID (CONT’D)
And Camera One in position for a 
close up of Mommy’s face.

CAMERA ONE IS CLOSE ON CAROLYN--EFFORTLESS TEARS.

SID (CONT’D)
Bee-u-ti-ful, Harold. Count on 
Carolyn Lake to find her light.

WIDE ON THE SET, LIVE.

CAROLYN
I’ll still have you for tomorrow. 
And all the tomorrows, Amy. For all 
of them.

Expertly, Carolyn turns Patti's dry face away from camera, 
pulls her tight to her bosom, and looks up at the lights. She 
freezes until we hear Sid's voice come over the control booth 
loudspeaker.

SID
Okay ladies, and gentlemen, that’s 
dress rehearsal. We will be on air 
in forty-five minutes, final notes 
from your director -- moi -- in 
fifteen.

CUT TO:

INT. CONTROL BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Addy looks at the monitors, clearly not happy. She makes a 
final note on her pad, ripping off the sheet of paper. Sid 
takes off his headset and rubs his eyes.

SID
Oh Captain, my Captain--are we 
displeased?

ADDY
‘Halcyon days?’ I’m from the South, 
and even I think that’s heavy-
handed. Who talks like that?
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SID
Fortunately, no one turns a heavy-
handed phrase like Carolyn Lake.

They begin to close up the booth.

SID (CONT’D)
And when the lady turns on the 
waterworks… it doesn’t matter what 
she’s saying. Thank God.

ADDY
We may as well put her in a 
swimsuit and bathing cap. She 
hasn’t had a dry day since I 
started here.

SID
Whatever keeps us on the air, boss.

ADDY
It’s boring. Aren’t you bored, Sid?

Sid gathers his script and heads for the door.

SID
Our employers like boring. They 
feel it sells soap.

ADDY
We can do better.

SID
(bowing her out the door)

If you say so, O Captain, My 
Captain.

ADDY
Must you call me that?

SID
I could go with Great Leader.

They exit the booth to the studio.

INT. STUDIO - CONTINUOUS

ADDY
How about just ‘Addy,’ like old 
times?
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SID
Well, ‘just Addy’ was just fine 
when you worked for me. But now I 
work for you.

Addy gives him a look.

SID (CONT’D)
The fun will cease immediately, my 
Queen. 

(beat)
Addy.

ADDY
My queen--has a nice ring to it. 

Addy hands him the paper from her notebook.

ADDY (CONT’D)
Here are my notes for the cast. 
Tell Carolyn to cut 'Halcyon.'

Sid slows, stops. Stares at Addy.

SID
You’re serious, aren’t you? About 
doing better.

ADDY
You betchum, Red Ryder.

SID
A little bird said you’re planning 
to fire our head writers.

(off her look)
You sure work fast. Who did you get 
to replace them? Say it isn’t the 
Harrisons. Or Maggie Harley, that 
woman nearly tanked Love of Light.

ADDY
No--

SID
Then who…

(realizing)
You don’t have anyone. You fired 
the head writers--

ADDY
--Now Sid, Their contract was 
up--

SID (CONT’D)
-- without a replacement…
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ADDY (CONT’D)
I want someone new, Sid. Someone 
who hasn’t been writing the same 
stories since radio days.

SID
You’re gonna have a mutiny on your 
hands.

ADDY
I have scripts for the next three 
weeks.

SID
Do you have a death wish I didn’t 
know about? Maybe you like to jump 
out of airplanes or swim with 
hammerhead sharks? I’m just asking 
so I can start spiffing up my 
resume.

ADDY
I’ll find someone, Sid.

SID
Godspeed, Your Grace.

CUT TO:

INT. BAYER PRODUCTIONS - DAY

A '50s-style glittering building in Midtown. LAUREL KESSLER 
(40s, fiery and passionate and more than a little chaotic) 
struggles up to the door, loaded down with two heavy 
suitcases and her handbag. Juggling them, she opens the door, 
managing to swan casually into the waiting area. At the 
reception desk, JEANNIE (20s, sweet) is on the phone.

JEANIE
--Yes, I know Mr. Costello is very 
eager to talk to Mr. Sperry. I’ll 
make sure his girl gets the 
message. Yes. Bye-bye.

LAUREL
Hi, Laurel Kessler for Mr. 
Costello. I have an eleven forty -
five appointment.

JEANIE
Are you sure?
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LAUREL
Yes. Please check your list.

Jeanie does so, finding it.

JEANIE
There it is. Sorry. It’s just that 
he’s real busy today, he’s 
interviewing writers for the staff 
of The Golden Hour.

LAUREL
I know.

JEANIE
I didn’t think he’d see freelancers 
today.

LAUREL
I’m not here as a freelancer. I’m 
here for the job.

Jeanie looks at her dubiously, and Laurel gets defensive. 

LAUREL (CONT’D)
What.

JEANIE
Are you sure?

LAUREL
That is why I schlepped two 
suitcases full of scripts on three 
different subway trains and put on 
lipstick. Yes, I am sure.

JEANIE
Okey dokey.

Jeanie picks up the phone and dials.

JEANIE (CONT’D)
A Miss Kessler is here to see Mr. 
Costello.

(beat)
I’ll tell her.

(to Laurel, shrugging)
You were right; take a seat. But 
you should know that--

LAUREL
--I’m a woman. Yeah, I got the memo 
when I was 13. You know what else?

(MORE)
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LAUREL (CONT’D)
I am damn good at my job, and I can 
write circles around any one of the 
staff writers for The Golden Hour, 
and Mr Costello knows it.

JEANIE
All right, but…

LAUREL (CONT’D)
In the last five years, I’ve 
had ten plays produced off 
off Broadway, I’ve written 
every Valentine’s Day 
teleplay for this show, last 
year’s got a great write-up 
in Variety, and I was invited 
to the Christmas party 
because Mr. Costello said he 
thinks of me as a member of 
The Golden Hour Family even 
if I am just a freelancer, so 
you--

JEANIE (CONT’D)
You have lipstick on your teeth--

LAUREL
... and I--I have lipstick on my 
teeth.

Laurel rubs at her teeth with her right hand, as ROBERT 
COSTELLO (50s, patriarchal) opens his inner office door.

COSTELLO
Laurel! Good to see you again. 
Thank you for coming in.

Costello holds out his hand for Laurel to shake. Laurel looks 
at her hand, wipes it hurriedly on her blouse, and shakes.

LAUREL
Anytime, Mr. Costello.

COSTELLO
(to Jeanie)

Laurel here is the talented girl 
who writes all those nice 
Valentine’s Day shows for us.
Mrs. Costello loved the last one, 
Laurel.

LAUREL
Thank you so much. I am so, so 
grateful for this opportunity, Mr. 
Costello, thank you--
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COSTELLO
Well, young lady, I think you’re 
going to be very happy when you 
hear what I have in mind for you. 
Come on in.

Laurel, lighting up, picks up her suitcases.

CUT TO:

INT. TOMORROW IS FOREVER PRODUCTION OFFICE - LATER

In this small space, there are four desks (Addy, Sid, the 
stage manager, and Nancy). The coffee machine is on a shelf 
above the copier, which Nancy is running. Addy sits at her 
desk with the folder, dodging the copier, while Sid reaches 
over both of them to pour himself a cuppa coffee. He's 
watching Addy, who finally yanks her handbag off a hook on 
the wall. She fishes for coins and piles them on her desk.

SID
What’s in the folder?

ADDY
Something I’m reading.

SID
You’ve been clutching it to your 
person like a newborn child all 
morning.

ADDY
(beaming at him)

Have I?

Nancy turns off the copier, piling up a stack of papers.

NANCY
This is the last script we have, 
Addy.

SID
Oh God, don’t remind me.

(starting out)
I’m off to inform our cast that 
dress rehearsal timed out long. We 
either pick up the pace or we will 
be playing our hospital scene 
during the mid-day news.
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ADDY
(counting her change)

See you in the control booth for 
air.

SID
‘Til then, my liege.

Sid goes. Nancy has been trying to lay out the script pages 
on the shrinking space next to the copier.

ADDY
Nancy, I think you’ll have more 
space to collate that on the prop 
table.

Nancy grabs a stapler and heads for the door.

NANCY
This really is the last script-- 
isn’t it? Miss Lake keeps asking me 
if I’ve seen the outline for the 
new long story and when I tell her 
I haven’t she...well, you know.

ADDY
Don’t worry. In a few days Miss 
Lake will be pleased as punch.

Nancy leaves.

ADDY (CONT’D)
I hope.

Scooping up the coins from her desk, Addy moves to a pay 
phone on the wall ('Personal Calls for Cast and Crew.')

SPLIT SCREEN:

INT. GRAN’S KITCHEN- CONTINUOUS

Addy's GRAN slides into frame. 70s, dressed in her signature 
outfit: a house dress, apron, and sensible oxfords. She's a 
country woman from Georgia, not well-educated (and would 
never pretend to be), but she's smart, strong, and marches to 
her own drummer.

GRAN
Hello.

Gran pulls the cord taut to reach her ironing board.
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ADDY
Hey Gran.

GRAN
Doodlebug. Is everything okay?

ADDY
It’s better than okay.

GRAN
Then--why are you calling so close 
to showtime?

ADDY
Remember I told you I was searching 
for a new writer?

GRAN
Go on.

ADDY
I put an ad in the trade papers, 
and this woman sent me a script. 
I’ve read it five times. It’s 
perfect. The characters are 
detailed, Gran, they’re specific. 
And the writing--it’s simple. Even 
someone as good as Carolyn Lake 
just wallows in all that gooey 
dialogue, and--

GRAN
(worried)

Doodlebug, what’s the problem?

ADDY
She’s never written for a soap 
opera before.

GRAN
Is that all? Honey, a month ago, 
you had never been a producer for a 
soap opera.

ADDY
And I'm still the only one in the 
field who wears a dress.

GRAN
No one said you couldn't wear 
slacks.
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ADDY
You know what I mean. I don't know 
if...they trust me. What if it’s 
too much change--too fast? If I 
hire her...

GRAN
Doodlebug--

ADDY
--And I worry about the sponsors. 
They don’t even know I’ve fired the 
old writers yet, and the only 
reason they promoted me was because 
they thought I wouldn’t rock the 
boat… well, that and I’m cheaper 
than the man who was producing the 
show--

GRAN
--Sara Jo, you know what you need 
to ask yourself.

ADDY
(taking a breath)

What would Eleanor Roosevelt do?

GRAN
"Do what you feel in your heart to 
be right -- for you’ll be 
criticized anyway. You’ll be damned 
if you do and damned if you don’t."

ADDY
I love you, Gran.

GRAN
Well, of course you do.

Nancy comes to the doorway, pointing at her watch. Addy hangs 
up, grabs her binder and leaves as the LIVE light comes on.

CUT TO:

INT. COSTELLO’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

LAUREL
I want to thank you again, Mr. 
Costello, for giving me this chance 
to show you what I can do. I  know 
I’ve got a lot of competition and 
I’m ready for it--
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COSTELLO
Oh no, honey. What you do is very 
special. We don’t have anyone else 
who can write those sweet teleplays 
like you do--

LAUREL
And I can write a lot more than 
just a sweet teleplay.

(opening her suitcase)
Just take a look--

COSTELLO
Honey, what are you doing?

Laurel piles scripts on his desk.

LAUREL
I’ve written twenty teleplays. 
They’re all totally different. I’m 
very versatile--

COSTELLO
--Honey, you don’t have to toot 
your own horn like this--

LAUREL
I just want you to know how hard 
I’ll work for you. And that I can 
deliver--

COSTELLO
You are such a little go getter-- 
aren’t you? You can stop pushing, 
you’ve already got it.

LAUREL
I do? I’ve got the staff job? Oh my 
God! Thank you so--

COSTELLO
--Staff job? What are you talking 
about?

LAUREL
You just said--

COSTELLO
Laurel honey, we’re giving you a 
second assignment in addition to 
the Valentine’s Day teleplay. This 
year we’re adding a Mother’s Day 
show, and it’s all yours--
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LAUREL
--Mother’s Day? You’re giving me 
more freelance work?

COSTELLO
What did you think?

LAUREL
I knew you were looking for a staff 
writer… and it’s been five years… 
and I got all those great reviews--

COSTELLO
And you thought I asked you to come 
in to interview for a permanent 
position on the writing staff of 
The Golden Hour?

LAUREL
You invited me to the Christmas 
party. You made a toast. You said 
you wished you had a dozen writers 
just like me--

COSTELLO
(gently)

It was a Christmas party, people 
say things. Honey, I’m talking to 
serious writers for those 
positions; guys like Rod Serling 
and Don Mankiewitz who have track 
records--

LAUREL
Of course they have track records! 
They’re men.

(beat)
I didn’t mean that the way it 
sounded. Of course they’re great 
writers. But the only reason you 
know that is because someone gave 
them a chance to show what they can 
do.

COSTELLO
Laurel, you know we don’t hire 
girls for the writing staff...

LAUREL
(frantically poring 
through scripts)

Just take a look at my work.



15.

COSTELLO
Laurel, you’re not being 
reasonable--

Laurel, frenetically handing him scripts that he doesn't 
take, splattering to the floor.

LAUREL
I have a murder mystery and a 
political drama and one in a 
hospital, three surgeons let me 
stay in the Emergency Room 
overnight and watch them operate 
just so--

COSTELLO
Laurel, stop it. Now, put those 
scripts away.

LAUREL
If you’ll just read a couple of 
them…

COSTELLO
It wouldn’t make any difference! 
Because I can’t give you a staff 
job. Even if I could convince my 
boss to give you a shot, and 
frankly I wouldn’t even try, our 
sponsors would fire the both of us. 
Television is a business, honey. 
It’s not a tea party.

LAUREL
I know that. I’m not an idiot!

(beat)
I’m sorry.

COSTELLO
We will give you an assignment when 
we need a feminine touch -- that’s 
what you do, and it’s what we want 
from you. Now stop being so pushy. 
No one likes a pushy girl, Laurel.

LAUREL
Right.

Still on fire, she packs up her scripts.

COSTELLO
That’s a good girl. I’m sorry we 
had this little misunderstanding.
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LAUREL
(gathering herself)

So am I.

COSTELLO
We won’t talk about it anymore. And 
I’m still going to offer you that 
assignment for Mother’s Day. How do 
like that?

LAUREL
That’s… great.

(a long beat, Costello 
waits expectantly)

Thank you.

COSTELLO
You’re welcome.

Laurel starts out.

COSTELLO (CONT’D)
And Laurel, a word to the wise?

Do watch your attitude. Not every man in this business would 
have been as tolerant of your little outburst as I was just 
now.

LAUREL
Right. Thank you for your… 
tolerance, Mr Costello.

COSTELLO
(extending his hand)

You don’t want to get a reputation 
for being difficult.

LAUREL
No, I certainly don’t want that.

She shakes his hand. Ugh. She picks up her suitcases and 
walks out. Laurel, fighting tears or a scream, strides out of 
the office and a script falls out of her bag.

JEANIE
Ms. Kessler, your--

LAUREL
(not looking back)

Keep it.
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We see the script--[title] and Laurel’s name and address. 
Jeanie holds it, looking after Laurel as the door slams.

CUT TO:

INT. TOMORROW IS FOREVER STAGE  - CONTINUOUS

Addy stands in the booth behind Sid once again, binder in 
hand. As Carolyn delivers the hammy lines from before, an 
assistant approaches Addy, whispering.

ASSISTANT
Addy, do you still want me to go 
down and hail a cab for you?

ADDY
(nodding)

And make him wait. Tell him I’ll 
pay.

We see Carolyn Lake deliver her last, choked-up line. Organ 
music begins to swell and...

SID
--And...

Sid cues the CLOSING LOGO on the screen.

SID (CONT’D)
--And we’re out!

On monitors, we see the show credits roll over the logo. Sid 
cues the ANNOUNCER (male, 40s/50s) at a mic.

ANNOUNCER
Tomorrow is Forever is brought to 
you by Kwick Klean dishwashing 
soap, Mop And Shine for a floor 
that sparkles and BAF Laundry 
Detergent, the housewife’s best 
friend. Tune in tomorrow for 
another episode of Tomorrow is 
Forever.

On the monitors, the credits stop and the logo fades. Sid 
speaks in to the God mic.

SID
Okay, boys and girls, that’s it. 
Thank you all, as always, for your 
brilliance and talent.

(MORE)
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SID (CONT’D)
I’ll see you back here tomorrow at 
7am  -- God help us -- for another 
day of making magic.

The bright kleigs go out and the actors scatter. Addy is 
already almost out of the booth. Sid removes his headset.

SID (CONT’D)
You producers--you never call, you 
never write.

ADDY
Sorry Sid, gotta jump today.

SID
This about that writer?

Addy puts a finger to her mouth and leaves the booth.

CUT TO:

EXT. COSTELLO’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Laurel drags her suitcases angrily down the sidewalk, into 
the closest subway station. The iron gate is CLOSED. Back up 
she goes. A cab pulls up, she hauls her bags into the trunk. 
Tight on Laurel in the backseat, pushing hair off her face.

LAUREL
2nd Ave at 12th Street.

CUT TO:

EXT. TOMORROW IS FOREVER - CONTINUOUS

Addy, in coat, gloves and fresh lipstick, holds the binder 
close. A taxi awaits her. She gets in.

DRIVER
Where we going, Lady?

Addy pulls out the script--it’s Laurel’s. Of course.

ADDY
189 2nd Avenue, please.

CUT TO:
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EXT. 189 2ND AVE - MOMENTS LATER

Laurel’s cab stops at the corner and lets her out. She drags 
the bag down the street and sees--Addy, patiently ringing the 
buzzer. Laurel approaches, confused and guarded.

LAUREL
Are you looking for someone?

ADDY
Yes, I’m waiting on Laurel Kessler? 
This is supposed to be her office.

LAUREL
She doesn’t have--this is a 
residential building.

ADDY
Is it? I--

Addy pulls out the script.

LAUREL
--Where did you get that?

ADDY
What do you mean?

LAUREL
Did you find that on the subway? 
Which one is that? For Pete’s sake…

Laurel peers at it and, flustered, rips her bag open and digs 
through it. Addy pieces it together.

ADDY
No, no, you--you sent this to me. 
You submitted it. You’re--Laurel?

Laurel, realizing, comes up--not un-horrified.

ADDY (CONT’D)
Sara Jo Adderson. Producer.

Laurel, dazedly, shakes her hand.

LAUREL
Oh.

ADDY
I’ve read through your script no 
less than five times, now. I can 
barely put it down.
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LAUREL
Really? Well, I’m afraid you’re a 
minority of one.

ADDY
Oh, I can’t believe that--

LAUREL
--I have it on very good authority 
that what I write--all I can write, 
it seems--are 'sweet little 
teleplays.' So if you want girlish, 
cotton candy fluff for Mother’s 
Day, you came to the right place.

ADDY
I don’t know who you’ve been 
talking to, but this--

(holding up her well-worn 
script)

--is not fluff. And it sure isn’t 
girlish. In my opinion.

LAUREL
Unfortunately, your opinion and a 
dime will get me a phone call.

(beat)
I’m sorry. I just...

ADDY
Bad day?

LAUREL
I should be used to them by now.

ADDY
I don’t buy that. My Gran always 
says, "with each new day comes new 
strength and new thoughts."

LAUREL
Eleanor Roosevelt.

ADDY
You bet your fur.

Addy smiles and Laurel begins to thaw a bit.

ADDY (CONT’D)
Listen, I’m assuming this...isn’t 
your office?
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LAUREL
No. No. More like a bed lost 
somewhere in a sea of paper.

ADDY
Have you had lunch yet?

LAUREL
I haven’t had breakfast.

ADDY
Well, is there some place around 
here where you’d like to get a very 
late breakfast?

LAUREL
Oh, my real office, then? Come with 
me.

CUT TO:

EXT. CANTER’S - CONTINUOUS

The women walk into the old Jewish deli.

CUT TO:

INT. CANTER’S - CONTINUOUS

A hostess seats Addy and Laurel. Laurel hauls her beloved 
suitcase into the booth alongside her. Addy takes her coat 
and gloves off, neatly hanging them on the hook. Laurel wads 
up her coat and jams it next to the suitcase, crams her 
gloves into her hat and puts it on the pile. A waitress comes 
over.

WAITRESS
What can I get for you ladies?

LAUREL
(to Addy)

Do you trust me?

Addy gives a ‘go on’ gesture.

LAUREL (CONT’D)
(to waitress)

Two chocolate egg creams, please.

ADDY
Egg creams?
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LAUREL
These are the best you’ll find in 
New York, trust me.

ADDY
I’ve never had one, so I’ll be an 
easy sell.

LAUREL
Never had an egg cream? Where you 
from, lady? Timbuktu?

ADDY
Georgia.

LAUREL
Same difference.

The waitress delivers two frosty glasses to the ladies. Addy 
takes a sip, which Laurel proudly marks.

LAUREL (CONT’D)
So what kinda producer just shows 
up at my apartment building outta 
nowhere?

ADDY
The impatient kind.

LAUREL
You don’t have a phone?

ADDY
I didn’t have the time to call you 
and wait to get a meeting set up 
next week or next month. You have 
what I need, now.

LAUREL
While I appreciate your gumption, a 
heads-up would have been nice. 
Perhaps carrier pigeon. Pony 
express.

ADDY
Miss Kessler, once I laid eyes on 
that script? Nothing could keep me 
from getting in touch with you.

LAUREL
That’s--nice to hear.

The waitress approaches again. Laurel off Addy--
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LAUREL (CONT’D)
We’ll split the cholent, chopped 
liver and gribenes, and--

(suddenly rapt)
Oh, have you ever had kishke?

Addy shakes her head.

LAUREL (CONT’D)
--It’s absolute heaven.

(reconsidering)
Ah, but it’s too much. Some other 
time. Just the cholent, chopped 
liver and gribenes will do.

Laurel hands the menus to the waitress, who leaves.

LAUREL (CONT’D)
Well, I know you’re not from 
Costello’s show.

ADDY
Is that who called you ‘fluff’?

Laurel nods, still sore.

ADDY (CONT’D)
Trust me, I know fluff. I’m queen 
of fluff. This is...it’s smart, and 
it’s funny and it’s real, and, my 
God, it’s just miles away from the 
stuff I see every day.

LAUREL
I gather you’re not in the theatre.

ADDY
No. No, I’m in television.

LAUREL
What do you produce? It’s got to be 
one of the anthologies.  I heard 
they’d hired a girl to direct an 
episode for Raymond Massey 
Presents...

Addy gives her a look.

ADDY
I’m an optimist, and even I know a 
female producer in nighttime is a 
stretch.

Soberly, she takes a sip of her egg cream, readying herself.
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ADDY (CONT’D)
I produce Tomorrow is Forever.

LAUREL
Tomorrow is Forever--huh. Why does 
that sound so familiar?

ADDY
Because we are...the premiere... 
daytime... television show in 
America.

LAUREL
You work for a soaper?

Addy, hesitantly, gives a small nod.

LAUREL (CONT’D)
You want me to write for a soaper?

ADDY
Yes.

Laurel laughs, unbelievingly, then sighs in resignation.

LAUREL
Oy gevalt. Listen, Sara Jo--

ADDY
--Addy, please.

LAUREL
--Addy-- have you ever heard the 
phrase, "I’d sooner walk barefoot 
over hot coals"?

ADDY
Now, I know it’s probably not your 
dream job--

LAUREL
Not my dream? Lady, I’m a Columbia 
graduate. I’ve worked for La Mama. 
The Living Theatre. Caffe Cino. 
When I write, I want to say 
something important--

ADDY
You care. And that is why I want 
you on my show.
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LAUREL
With all due respect, Miss 
Adderson--I want to try to...make a 
difference. Educate. Expand 
people’s minds. And my own. Soapers 
don’t do that. They're just people 
wringing their hands and getting 
amnesia and wringing their hands 
over getting amnesia.

ADDY
And don’t forget the hysterical 
blindness. That’s my personal 
favorite.

LAUREL
(head in hands)

Oh God, that was rude. My mouth 
moves faster than my brain.

The waitress delivers the food. Laurel perks up.

LAUREL (CONT’D)
I hope I haven't ruined breakfast 
for you?

Addy smiles, shaking her head.

LAUREL (CONT’D)
Okay, good. Now this is cholent--
I’m guessing you’re not Jewish, so 
don’t try to say it. Basically it’s 
a meat and potatoes stew. But 
gribenes, here--

ADDY
Wait, just--wait a moment, now.
I know I’m fighting an uphill 
battle here, but--just humor me.

(beat)
I grew up watching daytime with my 
Gran, and yes--there are sappy love 
triangles and hand-wringing and--
God help us--the amnesia. But it’s 
more than that.

Laurel grins despite herself as she eats.

ADDY (CONT’D)
Just look at it. Look at the 
audience.

(MORE)
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ADDY (CONT’D)
For all the folks who tune into 
Show of Shows at night, there are 
ten times more women watching the 
soapers during the daytime. At 
night, it's the men who control the 
television set; their husbands, 
their fathers. But during the day--
that television is theirs. You want 
to effect mass change? There’s your 
audience, right there.

LAUREL
Addy, I don’t want to be rude 
again, but that audience--your 
audience--they're willing to watch 
some real schlock.

ADDY
Because we’re not giving them 
anything better. Not because 
they’re stupid. Look, this may 
sound naive, but I think if we do 
it right--daytime television can 
say everything you want to say. 

(beat)
Let me give you a great example. A 
few months ago, a show called A 
Better Light ran a story; their 
head writer--Agatha Nordon--

Laurel perks visibly.

ADDY (CONT’D)
--had a friend with uterine cancer. 
And Agatha found out that a lot of 
women don't even know that they're 
at risk for it--let alone that 
there's a test, and if you catch it 
fast enough, you can even cure it.

LAUREL
A Pap smear.

ADDY
Right. So Agatha had a beloved 
character on A Better Light go in 
for a Pap smear, discover that she 
had uterine cancer, get treatment, 
and--soon after--get cured.

LAUREL
Are you kidding me? You can't say 
'cancer' on primetime--let alone 
’uterus.’
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ADDY
Well of course, they danced around 
the terminology--heaven forbid they 
mention a hysterectomy--but they 
ran the story.

LAUREL
How the hell did they manage to get 
something like that on the air?

ADDY
Because it was a soaper. And 
soapers are for the little ladies 
at home. You'd be shocked at how 
little my bosses know or care about 
what we produce, as long as they're 
selling soap. We have the cheapest 
budgets in television. We work 
fast, we cut corners, we make 
compromises--including running 
stories you'd be ashamed to write. 
But here’s our dirty little secret: 
because we’re daytime, no one 
really cares what we do on air as 
long as we sell soap.

LAUREL
It's a literal no man's land.

Addy beams, her point made.

LAUREL (CONT’D)
What was the fallout from that 
cancer story?

ADDY
I believe the word is...bubkes.

Off Laurel’s dubious, but amused face--

CUT TO:

EXT. 2ND AVE - LATER

Addy walks Laurel back to her building.

LAUREL
Well--this is my office.

ADDY
Laurel--I might not have the 
audience you thought you wanted.

(MORE)
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ADDY (CONT’D)
But I have the audience that needs 
you.

Laurel struggles, then--

LAUREL
I...really can’t tell you how much 
I appreciate your interest.

(beat)
And--God knows--your drive.

ADDY
"Do the thing you think you cannot 
do.”

Laurel, bittersweetly, shakes her head.

LAUREL
With all respect to Eleanor--I just 
think...these people, these women, 
they’re not interested in hearing 
my ideas. Hell, even I overwhelm 
myself sometimes.

ADDY
You’re sure there’s nothing I can 
say to make you reconsider?

Laurel smiles apologetically.

LAUREL
It’s been a real pleasure. I really 
hope we meet up somewhere down the 
line, huh?

ADDY
I’d like that. You take care, 
Laurel.

Addy walks away--then turns back.

ADDY (CONT’D)
You asked about the fallout.

(beat)
A friend of my Gran’s was feeling a 
little tired. More tired than 
usual. She watched those shows and 
she got herself tested. They 
discovered a tumor and her doctors 
were able to save her life.

(beat)
That’s changing the world.
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Enveloped in purpose, Addy beams, turns, and is gone.

CUT TO:

INT. LAUREL’S BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

A winding staircase goes up-up-up as Laurel bumps up the 
stairs, her bag in tow.

CUT TO:

INT. LAUREL’S APARTMENT  - MOMENTS LATER

It is a pre-war sea of papers and peeling paint. Truly, 
genius thrives in chaos. Intercut: Laurel wades through the 
papers and scripts and books. Her broken diploma frame on the 
ground. She finally sits on the floor, despondent. Next to 
her is her last Valentine’s Day script. Written on it-- ‘Such 
a sweet little teleplay by a sweet little lady! Great work-- 
R. Costello’. All of a sudden, the buzzer rings. It's a 
delivery boy (SHELDON, teen).

SHELDON
Miss Kessler?

LAUREL
Sheldon! Did I leave something at 
the deli? I was lugging that damn 
suitcase--

SHELDON
Delivery for you.

He hands an unbelieving Laurel a bounty of warm, delicious 
deli food, with a card on top in loopy script: ‘To Laurel’

LAUREL
Thank you, Sheldon.

SHELDON
Abi gezunt, Miss Kessler.

LAUREL
Be well.

Dazedly, she closes the door behind him, opening up the bag. 
On the ORDER TICKET, we see it’s a double-order of her 
favorite--the kishke. She turns to the card, opening it.
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ADDY (PRE-LAP)
Dear Laurel,
You know I respect the way you feel 
about your work. But frankly? I 
think you’re wrong. I think you and 
Daytime Television are a perfect 
fit. I’d like to see if you think 
so, too. Enclosed is a paycheck for 
one day of work. No more, no less. 
All you need do is show up at the 
studio tomorrow at 6am. If you 
don’t come, I’ll understand. But 
oh, how I hope you do. -A

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. CANTER’S - EARLIER

Addy ordering kishke, paying, writing out a card, tipping 
Sheldon.

EXT. 2ND AVENUE - MOMENTS LATER

Addy walking down the street, coat on, pulling on her gloves, 
smiling, hailing a cab and getting in.

CUT TO:

INT. LAUREL’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Laurel finishes reading the card. She holds the check. Off 
her face, conflicted--

CUT TO:

INT. TOMORROW IS FOREVER STUDIO - MORNING

CLOSE on a wall clock. It’s 5:30am. A light goes on in the 
bathroom connected to the staff office. The faucet runs.

INT. STUDIO BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Addy, bright-eyed and bushy-tailed, brushes her teeth at the 
sink. She spits, turns off the water, wipes the sink down, 
and returns her toothbrush in a case to her purse. Quick cuts 
of her further putting on coffee, waiting, watching the 
clock, tapping her foot. WHEN?!

CUT TO:
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INT. STUDIO ENTRANCE - LATER

Actors, teamsters, and crew stream in in a wide.  We see 3 
CAMERAMEN, 2 SOUND MEN, Nancy and Sid, coming to join their 
coworkers.

CUT TO:

INT. STUDIO HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

In a FOLLOW SHOW: The camera walks with Carolyn Lake and 
EDDIE REYNAUD, 40s, our leading man (Charles), astonishingly 
handsome. 

CAROLYN
I can’t believe you’re comatose 
again today.

EDDIE
Hey, don’t knock it 'til you try 
it. I haven’t had to learn a line 
in a week and a half.

CAROLYN
For Heaven’s sake, you’re dying! We 
have to have a final good-bye--the 
fans are going to want it. The last 
time they heard your voice was in 
that scene with Amy--

EDDIE
Don’t remind me. Thousands of kid 
actors in New York, and we wind up 
with that little brat.

CAROLYN
She was sweet when she was a baby.

As they pass the frame, we see SID behind them. He peels off 
for the production office, peeking his head in.

CUT TO:

INT. PRODUCTION OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

A REVERSE SHOT on Sid’s head peeking in over Addy’s hunched 
figure at the desk. He looks bemused.

SID
Good morning, your Majesty.

Addy’s face raises, surprised, then she beams at Sid.
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ADDY
Morning, Sid. How’d you sleep?

SID
Methinks that’s a question I should 
be asking you. You pull another 
all-nighter?

ADDY
(firmly)

No.
(beat)

I've only been here since 3:30.

SID
Honey, you’re gonna burn out. 
You’re not twenty anymore.

ADDY
No! It’s not that. It’s--

She gets up excitedly, crosses to him.

ADDY (CONT’D)
The writer is coming today.

SID
You got someone already?

ADDY
Well, I think so, yes. I’m almost 
certain.

SID
Do you have a signed contract?

ADDY
--No. But I have a good feeling.

SID
You love swimmin’ with those 
hammerheads, don’t you?

Sid leaves, and off Addy’s tense face--

CUT TO:

INT. STUDIO STAGE - MOMENTS LATER

In a wide, we see Sid talking to THREE CAMERAMEN, going 
through his shot list with the script.
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There are two sets--the Hospital Waiting Room and the GRANT 
LIVING ROOM set, with lovely antiques and swagged drapes. 
Actors mill about with coffee and scripts, and crew works. 
Quick cuts:

INT. HOSPITAL SET - CONTINUOUS

Patti, hair in rollers, is with her MOTHER (late 30s), who 
drills her line into her.

MOTHER
“Oh Mommie, I loved my Stepdaddy 
Charles so much.”

PATTI
(bored, robotic)

"Oh Stepdaddy, I loved my Mommy--"

MOTHER
NO Patti, again. "Oh Mommy--"

Next to them, Carolyn, in a chair, drills her own script.

CAROLYN
Joy and love...no. Joy and pain.

A loud banging disrupts her with a jolt.

CAROLYN (CONT’D)
Christ. Watch it, Jimmy!

We follow her gaze above, where a LIGHTING MAN bangs away at 
a shutter to open it. He grins at her.

INT. GRANT FAMILY LIVING ROOM SET - CONTINUOUS

Two women we have not yet seen are together. This is BETTE 
LEFEVRE, who plays Florence Grant (30s, ‘rich bitch’) and 
MAGGIE O'HARA, who plays Bette's mother, Rhonda Grant (70s, 
Grand Dame). As Maggie reads a newspaper--

MAGGIE
(with an Irish brogue)

Fucking Eisenhower should be shot 
at dawn.

BETTE
Mags, Stevenson’s divorced--he 
never had a chance. It had nothing 
to do with Ike.
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MAGGIE
Yeah, well, fuck him on general 
principles.

Nearby, a stagehand yells--

STAGEHAND
Watch out for the paint, it ain’t 
dry yet.

We swing around to Addy, who looks on anxiously at the set, 
then back at the door. Nancy passes her, en route to set.

ADDY
Nancy! Have you seen anyone new 
come in this morning?

NANCY
No, are you expecting someone?

ADDY
Yes, but--what time is it?

NANCY
Five past.

ADDY
(resigned)

Okay. Alright, let’s...get the day 
started.

Addy starts off.

NANCY
Addy--we just got a call from the 
day player who’s doing the nurse in 
the hospital scene with Carolyn. 
She’s going to be late.

ADDY
Great. Call her agent and tell him 
to have another actress ready to 
come in, if she isn’t here in the 
next hour.

Nancy turns to go.

ADDY (CONT’D)
And would you tell Carolyn?

NANCY
She won’t be happy.
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ADDY
And that’s why you’re the one who’s 
going to tell her, my right hand 
gal.

Nancy starts off. We stay on Addy in a FOLLOW SHOT as she 
approaches the set, and we see the frustration and 
disappointment fade away as she takes on her role as boss 
lady.

ADDY (CONT’D)
Good morning, everyone!

ALL
Good morning / Hey Addy / etc.

ADDY
Great work yesterday. I know we 
have a very full day today, but 
just a reminder--after air, we’ll 
be having cake for our very own 
Eddie Reynaud, who’s leaving all of 
us here at Tomorrow Is Forever to 
take a crack at Hollywood.

Eddie, abashed and charming, grins modestly as the GROUP 
APPLAUDS HIM. Above the hoots and clapping, we hear a 
stagehand--

STAGEHAND
Where ya goin’, Eddie?

EDDIE
I’m starring in a new Western! The 
next time you see me, I’ll be on 
horseback.

Ad libs and laughter abound.

MAGGIE
And have you ever actually ridden 
one, Ed?

BETTE
Or smelled one?

The group cackles.

EDDIE
Have you?

BETTE
Hey, I ride the A Train every 
morning, pal.
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The laughter grows louder. 

ADDY
Congratulations from all of us 
Eddie. We’re going to miss you, but 
we wish you all the best. And--

Sounds of assent from the group. She catches Nancy’s eye--is 
she here? Nancy shakes her head. Addy recovers. Sid catches 
it.

ADDY (CONT’D)
And--that’s all--I’ve got.

A look between her and Sid. He knows how serious this is. 
Rebounding to the group--

ADDY (CONT’D)
Okay, blocking for scene one, 
everybody.

Addy comes around behind Sid. He squeezes her shoulder 
reassuringly.

SID
Maggie and Bette, start over at the 
credenza--

(turning to the cameraman)
Get them on the two shot.

CUT TO:

INT. BACKSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

Outside the set, JESSIE NORRIS (African American, 40s, plays 
SALLY, the housekeeper to the Grant Family) waits to be cued. 
Carolyn stands next to her.

CAROLYN
I can’t believe this. They just 
told me that idiot who’s supposed 
to be playing the nurse is going to 
be late.

JESSIE
Want me to run your lines with you?

CAROLYN
Would you, Jess? It’s the only way 
I really lock them in.
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We TRAVEL WITH THEM to the Hospital Set, continuing on to 
grab the blocking on the Grant Living Room Set, then continue 
to--Addy, who is waiting on the fringe and looking towards 
the door, edgy.

CUT TO:

INT. GRANT FAMILY LIVING ROOM SET - CONTINUOUS

MAGGIE
(erudite Mid-Atlantic 
accent)

You will keep your dignity, 
Florence.

BETTE
(crossing dramatically)

But...Charles is...dying.
(to Sid)

Is this far enough?

SID
(to cameraman)

Can you hold Maggie?

CAMERAMAN
I need Bette a foot to the left.

BETTE
Better give me a mark.

The STAGE MANAGER puts down a mark with gaff tape.

MAGGIE
Charles is another woman’s wife. He 
chose that guttersnipe Emily over 
you.

Addy has been staring on-and-off at the studio door, but this 
last jab gets her attention.

ADDY
(under her breath)

Guttersnipe? Who talks like that?

Nancy approaches her from behind.

NANCY
Addy?

ADDY
(not looking up)

Five more minutes, Nance.
(MORE)
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ADDY (CONT’D)
(glancing at the door)
I just wanna check something--

NANCY
I believe your guest is here.

Addy looks up sharply, and past Nancy in shadow is Laurel. 
She looks nervous and uncomfortable, but also like she made 
the right decision today.

LAUREL
So…. Thanks for the kishke.

ADDY
(crossing to her, beaming)

You came. I’m so glad to see you.

LAUREL
You made it pretty hard to turn 
down. Since, you know, I can 
basically just take your money and 
run.

ADDY
Yes. If that’s what you want, 
that’s the deal. No strings 
attached. Nancy, this is Laurel 
Kessler. Laurel, this is Nancy 
Hardwicke, my assistant.

Nancy extends her hand.

NANCY
Pleasure. Are you an actress?

LAUREL
Uh--

ADDY
--Actually, Nancy, Laurel 
is...interviewing to be our new 
head writer.

Nancy’s eyes widen a bit.

NANCY
Oh. Well, welcome.

ADDY
Would you take her things into the 
office?

NANCY
Of course.
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Laurel takes off her coat and satchel and hands them to 
Nancy.

LAUREL
Should we go to your office, or--?

ADDY
Oh no, we’re going to set.

As they turn and walk--

LAUREL
Usually, I don’t get invited to the 
set.

ADDY
No?

LAUREL
Nope. Other programs just bought my 
scripts through the mail.

ADDY
Well, it’s a brand new day.

LAUREL
Tomorrow is Forever, I hear.

ADDY
Cute.

CUT TO:

INT. STUDIO - CONTINUOUS

We see the two sets. In the Grant Living Room, we see the 
blocking rehearsal continue in the background. ON the 
Hospital Set, Carolyn and Jessie run lines while Patti's Mom 
drills Patti. Laurel and Addy approach.

PATTI
(blowing her top)

No. Fuck this!

Patti stalks away. Her mother follows, barely keeping it 
together.

MOTHER
--Patricia Anne Malloy, you do not 
use that word--

PATTI
Maggie does!
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They disappear.

CAROLYN
"And I know that tomorrow with its 
joy and..“ --Is it pain or sorrow?

JESSIE
Pain.

CAROLYN
“Tomorrow with its joy and pain,”
--Christ-- “will come again."

JESSIE
You’ve got it, Caro.

ADDY
(to Laurel)

Right now, we’re blocking the show 
for the cameras and booms.

Laurel, though reluctant, is clearly being engaged.

LAUREL
You’ve got two sets and two 
different casts…?

ADDY
Okay, so a little Soap Opera 101-- 
generally, we run three story arcs 
simultaneously. The  A Story is the 
primary focus. As it winds down, we 
have a B Story that is building, 
and a C Story we’re seeding. Of 
course, the stories intersect all 
the time.

LAUREL
So--what am I looking at right now?

ADDY
To be honest… a mess.
We were planning to run a love 
triangle with our leading lady, our 
resident rich bitch, and the 
leading man, but then he--not the 
character, the actor--he got a job 
in Hollywood. So we’re killing him. 
That’s our A Story, and he’s going 
to die on the hospital set.

LAUREL
And what’s happening in the court 
of Versailles?
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ADDY
A birthday party for our rich 
bitch’s mother. We’re vamping 
because we don’t have a B Story, or 
a C in the hopper.

(beat)
Because I fired our writers.

(beat)
Without a replacement.

(beat)
Because I could not, in good 
conscience, keep producing that… 
crap.

LAUREL
Wow. And I pegged you as the sweet 
and polite type.

ADDY
I’m Southern, honey. We only seem 
polite.

CUT TO:

INT. STUDIO SET - CONTINUOUS

Back to the blocking rehearsal--Sid directs. The work 
continues quietly in the background, ignored.

SID
We’re ready for Sally with the tray 
of drinks.

CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL SET - CONTINUOUS

Hearing her name, Jessie gets up and heads for the Grant 
Living Room.

JESSIE
Coming…

Laurel turns sharply, rapt.

LAUREL
Wait, she works here?
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ADDY
Oh that’s Jessie--

LAUREL (CONT’D)
--Jessie Laurence, I know. 
I’ve seen her at the La Mama. 
She’s a terrific actress. 
You’ve got her? What role 
does she play?

ADDY (CONT’D)
Sally, the housekeeper for the rich 
family.

INTERCUT: Jessie as Sally has been placed by Sid. She carries 
a tray and crosses to Bette, who now looks tragic.

SID
Okay, Jessie--you’re crossing slow, 
so we can stay on Bette’s close up.

JESSIE
Miss Florence, can I help you?

BETTE
No, Sally...no one can help me now.

SID
And...we’re out. Next scene.

Company moves to the Hospital Set, cameras and booms.

ADDY
(to Laurel)

Come on, I’ll show you makeup and 
hair.

LAUREL
Can we wait and see her scene?

ADDY
She doesn’t have another scene. She 
just did her bit.

LAUREL
But I saw her rehearsing something-

ADDY
Oh, no--she’s been cueing Carolyn 
Lake. The day player who is 
supposed to play opposite her is 
running late, and Carolyn’s adamant 
about drilling her lines with a 
partner. She and Jessie are good 
friends. 

Carolyn approaches.
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ADDY (CONT’D)
And down comes the hammer…

(to Carolyn)
Caro, I know. And I’m sorry. We’ll 
never use that actress again. But 
she’s not in until the final act, 
and it’s only one scene--

CAROLYN
It’s the only damn scene I’ve got 
after my husband has died! Addy, 
for Christ’s sake, I can’t just 
toss it off. I need to rehearse.

ADDY
I’ve already alerted the agent. If 
we need another actress, we’ll have 
one. Just give it a little more 
time.

CAROLYN
I have to go to makeup. I want to 
know as soon as she gets here.

ADDY
Absolutely.

Carolyn walks off. Addy crosses to Nancy and Sid.

ADDY (CONT’D)
Do we have a replacement for the 
last scene? Carolyn’s getting 
cagey. Frankly, I don’t blame her.

NANCY
The agent called back and he can 
have someone here now, if you want. 

ADDY
Let’s finish up blocking--and then, 
go ahead.

LAUREL
That actress, Carolyn--will she 
adapt if you throw a new partner at 
her at the last minute?

ADDY
Carolyn Lake once had an entire 
back flat and a fully-trimmed 
Christmas tree fall on top of her 
and she kept going. Live 
television--it ain’t for sissies. 
Shall we continue the tour?
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Laurel sees a setup on the far side of the studio. There are 
buckets, mops, and strips of linoleum.

LAUREL
What happens over there?

They start walking.

ADDY
That’s where we shoot the 
commercials -- you know, the ones 
you see during the breaks? Looks 
like we’re pushing Mop and Shine 
today.

LAUREL
You don’t know for sure?

ADDY
Not my purview. We’re sponsored by 
Peterman and Gross out of 
Cincinnati. Their New York ad 
agency is responsible for the 
commercials--they write them, cast 
them and direct them, and they 
decide what runs and when. We just 
man the cameras.

They reach a door.

ADDY (CONT’D)
This is wardrobe.

CUT TO:

INT. WARDROBE - CONTINUOUS

A small, cramped wardrobe room. GRETA, 60s, take-no-shit 
wardrobe lady is pinning a humongous pair of dress shields 
into a dress. There is a rack of costumes behind her all with 
the same shields pinned on them.

ADDY
How’s it going, Greta?

GRETA
It takes time I don’t have, but 
from now on I’m pinning the price 
tags under the labels.  It’s the 
only way I can keep track of them, 
since the actors can’t remember to 
save them for me. Why we hire 
idiots like that is beyond me.
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ADDY
(winking at Laurel)

Thank goodness we have you to cover 
for them.

GRETA
And if Patti rips out her dress 
shield again, I won’t be 
responsible for what I do. That kid 
sweats like a horse.

ADDY
I’ll give her mom a heads up. 
Thanks Greta.

GRETA
Yeah, yeah.

CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Addy and Laurel walk on towards another door.

LAUREL
What was that about?

ADDY
We get our wardrobe from Orbach’s 
Department store, and they get a 
credit from us at the end of the 
show. But we can’t buy the clothes, 
the budget’s too small--so we 
borrow them and return them--

LAUREL
Complete with price tag, and no 
sweat stains.

ADDY
I'm guessing you’ve 'borrowed' a 
few dresses yourself.

LAUREL
You haven’t?

ADDY
A lady never tells.

LAUREL
Good thing I’m no lady.
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They open the second door.

CUT TO:

INT. MAKEUP ROOM - CONTINUOUS

We see Eddie, being wrapped in gauze bandages by the makeup 
artist, torquing his body to angrily place more coins in the 
'personal calls' payphone behind him. A second phone is 
labeled ‘studio intercom.’ He talks bitingly into the phone.

EDDIE
Al, you’re my agent, I just need 
you to tell the PR department at 
the studio that I want to use the 
publicity pictures where I'm 
holding the gun.

(beat)
I’m not being demanding.

DOLLY SHOT: the camera pans several feet to the side, where 
we see CAROLYN AND JESSIE both in robes, hair in curlers, 
placidly doing their own makeup as Eddie blows his top.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
Well you just tell them that their 
goddam star wants the gun. I need 
the goddam gun, Al.

We hear the phone slam down in the cradle.

CAROLYN
(reciting)

'Joy and pain,' 'joy and pain’.

She turns miserably to Jessie.

CAROLYN (CONT’D)
Do you know how many times I’ve 
said ‘joy’ and something this week? 
Joy and pain. Joy and loss. Joy and 
sorrow.

JESSIE
Could be worse. Remember last week 
with malaise?

CAROLYN
(laughing)

By Friday it was mayonnaise.
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JESSIE
Or--what did we say was the Season 
4 Line of the Year?--

Carolyn, dramatic--

CAROLYN
“I’m not a victim of some 
contagious disease Leonardo--I’m 
merely sick with--love.”

JESSIE
“If only I could pass it on--”

CAROLYN/JESSIE (CONT’D)
“TO YOU!”

The two howl, and Addy and Laurel enter.

CAROLYN (CONT’D)
Oh, Addy? Addy, that woman hasn’t 
shown up yet and I know you said 
we’d give it an hour, but I don’t 
want to wait anymore. I’m already 
fighting some of the worst dialogue 
I’ve had since my first husband 
died, and I need to rehearse it 
with whoever the hell is going to 
be doing it on air--

ADDY
Okay, Carolyn. 

Addy moves to the studio intercom.

CAROLYN
I don’t mean to be difficult-

ADDY (CONT’D)
Not at all. I’ll tell Nancy 
to call the agent and we’ll 
have the replacement over 
here before you’ve had your 
hair done.

Addy lifts the phone out of the cradle, but Laurel steps in.

LAUREL
Can I talk to you for a second?

Addy places the receiver in the cradle.

LAUREL (CONT’D)
Why are you bringing someone else 
in? You’ve got an actress right 
here who’s been running those lines 
all morning--
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ADDY
You mean Jessie?

LAUREL
She’s been working with Carolyn 
already, and she’s terrific--

ADDY
Sure, But her character is 
Sally--

LAUREL (CONT’D)
--the housekeeper for the 
rich family, right?

ADDY (CONT’D)
Right.

LAUREL
But you said the storylines 
intersect, right? So--haven’t… 
Sally… and what’s-her-face that 
Carolyn plays?

ADDY
Emily.

LAUREL
Haven’t those two characters ever 
met--on the show?

ADDY
Well, sure. Of course. But I 
don’t see how--

LAUREL (CONT’D)
--Piece of cake.

Laurel stridently addresses Eddie, who is having his bandages 
applied.

LAUREL (CONT’D)
You. Give me your script.

(taking it and snapping)
Pencil, someone.

Fumbling, she grabs an eyebrow pencil. The MAKEUP ARTIST 
sees, grabs her purse, and searches for a pencil. Laurel 
crosses out lines on the script.

LAUREL (CONT’D)
Jessie--Sally--enters with her tray 
two beats earlier…

The makeup artist finds a pencil, passing it to Addy, who 
gently removes the eyebrow pencil from Laurel's hand and puts 
the pencil in it, careful not to disturb Laurel's flow.
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LAUREL (CONT’D)
(writing)

We see her overhear all that 
dialogue about how Emily’s husband 
is dying…

(reading and scribbling)
We cut a couple of lines…

(sees a line, recoiling)
“He will be leaving us for a better 
life”? Who talks like that?

ADDY/CAROLYN
Don’t ask.

ADDY (CONT’D)
Go on.

LAUREL
Then we see the housekeeper put on 
her coat in the background and the 
next time she shows up, she’s in 
the hospital. And Jessie does the 
scene.

(turning to Jessie, 
extending her hand)

Laurel Kessler, by the way. I saw 
you in The Maids at La Mama, I 
loved your work.

JESSIE
I had a lot of support, it was a 
great cast.

CAROLYN
(to Addy)

That would work. And Jessie knows 
the scene.

LAUREL
Well, we’ll have to re-write some 
of that, because now it’s your 
friend who’s talking to you… plus, 
we can make it better. As in, night 
and day. I mean, if you don’t mind 
learning it fast--

CAROLYN
If you'll cut “joy and pain," 
honey, I’ll learn anything. 

(extending her own hand)
Carolyn Lake.
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LAUREL
Laurel Kessler. Now, we lose all 
the verbal drool from here to here…

CAROLYN
Wait, now, you’re cutting my entire 
speech…

LAUREL
You don’t need words. You’ve lost 
your husband, you’re numb.  Trust 
me, it’s the right way to play it.

Laurel cuts and scribbles. Jessie and Carolyn lean in to see.

LAUREL (CONT’D)
--We’ll just let both of you do 
this section with close ups--

Addy watches on, excited to see the energized threesome. She 
moves to the intercom and dials down to the studio floor.

ADDY
It’s Addy, get Sid for me.

She waits, watching the actresses laugh at Laurel's wit.

ADDY (CONT’D)
Sid, just a heads up--we’re writing 
the last scene so that Sally can 
play it, and you’ll be redoing the 
blocking.

(listening)
Don’t worry, Sid. It’ll be a piece 
of cake.

Off Addy, hanging up and smiling wide. MUSIC (a '50s we-can-
do-it style uptune) begins and we--

FADE TO:

MONTAGE BEGINS.

INT. SET - MONTAGE

Big kliegs come up on the set. Crew guys yell to each other.

INT. STUDIO - MONTAGE

Sid in the booth, calling the shots and staring at the 
monitors.
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INT. BACKSTAGE - MONTAGE

In rollers and dressing gowns, Jessie and Carolyn run the 
lines of the new script. Laurel watches on raptly, makes an 
adjustment to the words. Jessie is pleased.

INT. SET - MONTAGE

In rollers and dressing gowns, Bette and Maggie do an all-out 
brawl scene, throwing ‘champagne’ at each other (empty 
glasses). Sid yells cut and the two laugh.

INT. MAKEUP - MONTAGE

Closes of hair being released from curlers, hairspray, a grey 
wig dressed in aristocratic upsweep being tugged over 
Maggie’s bright red-dyed hair, a bright lacquer of lipstick 
on Bette’s mouth, opera gloves tugged on, gems bedecking 
collar bones.

INT. SET - MONTAGE

Patti delivers lines, her face slack, her mother valiantly 
trying to get her to smile. She flips her off.

INT. MAKEUP - MONTAGE

Close of Vaseline being smeared onto Patti’s teeth by her 
frenetic mother. Patti looks miserable. Maggie shoots her the 
stinkeye, and Patti serves it right back.

INT. SET - MONTAGE

The commercial model, a gleaming CORNELIA BABSON DOBBS, 
dressed in a taffeta shirtwaist, pearls and high heels, 
compares linoleum strips for the ladies at home.

INT. SET - MONTAGE

Now in hair and makeup, Jessie and Carolyn run their scene. 
Laurel is intent, invested. They’ve got her. Sid makes small 
adjustments for Jessie. WE PAN and see Eddie, in bed 
‘comatose’, head bandaged, signing cowboy glossies.
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INT. BOOTH - MONTAGE

Sid watches on, pleased. End of montage. The kliegs go off. 
The song ends.

CUT TO:

Quick, quiet shots of actors in HMU/wardrobe, running lines, 
drinking coffee. We land on Carolyn and Jessie.  

INT. STUDIO - CONTINUOUS

STAGE MANAGER/INTERCOM (VO)
15 minutes to air, 15 minutes to 
air.

CAROLYN
What a breath of fresh air.

JESSIE
You’re telling me. Laurel’s 
fantastic, isn’t she?

CAROLYN
Oh--yes, she’s very good. But I 
meant for you.

Jessie, knowingly, smiles to herself.

CUT TO:

INT. WARDROBE - MOMENTS LATER

Greta pinning Patti into her dress, pricks her with a pin.

PATTI
Shit! Watch it!

GRETA
Quit wiggling. And don’t bleed.

Greta turns to Bette, who is struggling into her dress. She 
helps her into it, smoothing the dress shields.

GRETA (CONT’D)
Watch out for these babies, you let 
them get all bunched up like that, 
you look like you’ve got goiters in 
your armpits.
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BETTE
Always making me feel like a lady, 
Greta.

Greta smirks, and the camera cuts away, out the door, to 
FOLLOW at the back of a tall, coiffed, lady, heels clicking 
down the hallway. Who is this? We follow her to the 
production office, where--

INT. STUDIO OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Addy sits at her desk, on the phone. She holds up a finger to 
our unknown guest. Reverse on the doorway--it’s CORNELIA 
BABSON DOBBS, late 20s, lovely, more than a bit dippy, 
privileged and sheltered. Once a debutante, she's now a 
spokesmodel for the ad agency.

ADDY
(finger in the air)

Yes, yes--and as I understand it, 
you’ll be coming in from Cincinnati 
next week, so we can talk about the 
budget then? Uh huh.
(listening and checking her watch)
Uh, Mr. Stevens, I should get back 
 to the set. It’s getting close to 
noon here.

(beat)
Well, that's air time, sir.

(beat)
Yes, well, enjoy the show and I’ll 
see you next week.

Addy hangs up the phone and takes a breath. Cornelia bursts 
in.

CORNELIA
Thank goodness I found you!

Addy, up, begins collecting her showtime kit--a stopwatch, 
her script, a cup of stale coffee. She puts Laurel's script 
in a drawer.

ADDY
Hey Cornelia, great job on the 
dress today.

CORNELIA
Oh, thank you!
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ADDY
I believed every word when you 
said, “Who needs diamonds when your 
floors sparkle like mine?”

CORNELIA
I’ve been studying with Lee 
Strasberg.

ADDY
Well, it’s really paying off.

Addy turns to go, but--

CORNELIA
But that’s what I wanted to talk to 
you about…

ADDY
Your acting classes? Cornelia, 
can’t it... ?

CORNELIA
--It’s the diamonds! I just watched 
the dress rehearsal of the party 
scene because Lee says we should 
never lose any opportunity to learn 
and grow, and you have Rhonda and 
Florence Grant wearing diamonds--
well, they’re actually rhinestones, 
but--Addy, they come from an old 
and distinguished family. They know 
better.

ADDY
(totally lost)

They do?

CORNELIA
It’s a cocktail party. It isn’t six 
o’clock yet. No gems before six in 
the evening, Addy. Never, ever. 
Pearls only.

ADDY
Ah, thank you. I’ll be sure to tell 
wardrobe.

(turning to go)

CORNELIA
It’s just that it’s so nouveau 
riche to sparkle in the daytime, 
isn't it?
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ADDY
You know, I was thinking the same 
thing.

CORNELIA
Also, there’s--

The loudspeaker comes on.

STAGE MANAGER (VO)
5 minutes to places; 5 minutes to 
places.

ADDY
Gosh, I guess that’s you!

CORNELIA
Well, I had just one more thing--

ADDY
Oh, I don’t want to keep you. Go 
get into character! Do your 
preparation.

Cornelia swans out, past Laurel. What on earth was that? 

LAUREL
What was that?

ADDY
That was Cornelia Babson Dobbs, 
Debutant of the year 19…who knows? 
She’s been saying she's 22 for 
years. She did some society spreads 
after her debut, then some modeling 
work, then decided that it was her 
calling to be an actress. 'Like 
Grace Kelley.'

LAUREL
And you’re stuck with her?

ADDY
The agency loves her, and 
apparently she sells soap. She’s 
harmless--just don’t let her get 
started on method acting.

The intercom interrupts.

STAGE MANAGER
Places, places. 3 minutes to air.
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Addy, a twinkle in her eye, drains her coffee. She and Laurel 
start toward the door, and--

CUT TO:

INT. CONTROL  BOOTH- MOMENTS LATER

The show logo appears on all monitors.

ANNOUNCER  
And now… As today is yesterday’s 
tomorrow, so it is true that 
Tomorrow is Forever.

CUT TO:

INTERCUT: 
Quick, macro cuts of the following viewers. In a SUBURBAN 
HOME, a housewife checks her watch, putting her rubber gloves 
and dishes aside, as she rushes to the television to turn it 
on. We see the logo as Sid counts ‘5.’ Split-screen Brady-
Bunch slide in MIDWESTERN HOME macro shot of a plump, painted 
hand turning on another (‘4’). Slide in GRAN’S HOUSE, macro 
shot of her hand turning on her set (‘3’). Slide in BROOKLYN 
TENEMENT, macro shot of a meaty, hairy male hand turning on 
his set (‘2’). Slide in SOUTHERN HOME, macro shot of a 
delicate black hand turning on her set (‘1’).

Over this, we hear Sid:

SID (VO)
And we’re live in 5, 4, 3,

(whispering)
2, 1...

INT. NEW ENGLAND HOME - MOMENTS LATER

A little girl in a wheelchair in an opulent, patrician home, 
joins her mother in the living room. The television is on. 
Over this, we hear Sid’s voice. We SEE:

INT. GRANT LIVING ROOM - INTERCUT

Bette throws the champagne in earnest and the whole party 
gasps in alarm. Sally comes in and does her one line.

SID (VO)
Okay, open up on 1...beautiful. 
Larry, go in tight on Maggie--
that’s right, that’s it…
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INT. MIDWESTERN HOME - MOMENTS LATER

A plump, painted Midwestern housewife eating bonbons in a 
nightie dabs at her eyes as we get the turnaround on her TV. 
We hear Sid. We SEE:

INT. HOSPITAL - INTERCUT

Patti cries, We see proud mama in the wings. Eddie, acting a 
perfect coma, is there in the bed next to Patti.

SID (VO) 
And...we have tears on the kid?--
Bingo, way to go, Patti.

INT. BROOKLYN TENEMENT - MOMENTS LATER

A blue-collar man with his leg in a cast--a ribbed tank and 
an open beer in his hand--watches the TV. We SEE:

INT. COMMERCIAL CORNER - INTERCUT

Cornelia sells mop fluid winningly.

INT. GRAN’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Gran is ironing as Cornelia’s bit ends. We’re back to the 
show and she hustles to her couch, watching expectantly. We 
hear Sid’s line.

SID (VO)
And--we’re back to the Hospital. 
Okay, bring it on home, fellas and 
gals. Remember--turn up the 
wattage, boys, we wanna take care 
of our lady here. That looks great.

FADE TO:

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Multicam, daytime coverage throughout. Eddie is now gone. The 
bed is fresh, clean, and there are just flowers on the table. 
Lights up on Carolyn, who is dry-eyed and alone. She sits on 
the bed like a zombie. Jessie enters.

CAROLYN
Sally…
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JESSIE
They told me at the nurses desk 
that you were still in here.

She waits for a response, but there is none.

JESSIE (CONT’D)
(gently)

It’s time to go, Emily.

CAROLYN
I can’t.

JESSIE
You have to.

CAROLYN
If I leave, it’s real.

JESSIE
It’s real no matter what you do. It 
happened, Emily. I’m sorry.

She waits. The silence is pendulous. She holds out her hand.

JESSIE (CONT’D)
Come with me now.

CAROLYN
Go away.

JESSIE
Not without you.

Jessie bends down to look her in the eye, but Carolyn turns 
away.

JESSIE (CONT’D)
Listen to me. You don’t get to give 
up. You can cry or scream or throw 
things at the wall. But you don’t 
get to quit.

CAROLYN
(a burst of grief-rage)

Who the hell are you to tell me 
what I can or can't do?

JESSIE
I’m your friend.

CAROLYN
I can’t take it, Sally. Not again.
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JESSIE
Oh yes you can. You can go home, 
and you can make dinner and 
breakfast. You can make Amy brush 
her teeth and take her to school. 
And even though you can’t see it 
now, the two of you will find a way 
to be happy again. It’ll never be 
the same as it was with him, but it 
will be happiness.  But right now, 
you have to walk out that door.

Jessie holds out her hand again.

JESSIE (CONT’D)
With me. We’ll do it together.

Carolyn stands.

JESSIE (CONT’D)
That’s it.

Slowly, they walk towards the door. At the door, Carolyn 
hesitates.

JESSIE (CONT’D)
Please. Come with me.

She opens the door and Carolyn goes through it. On the other 
side, she starts to cry--in earnest, not Carolyn Lake Tears™. 
Jessie holds her. Our illusion breaks as the MULTI-CAM 
WIDENS--we PULL BACK to see the entire studio--cast and crew-
-watching the scene in stark silence. After a powerful beat--

FADE TO:

INT. SOUTHERN HOME - CONTINUOUS

Off the TV final frame, we spin to see an African-American 
housewife there on her couch. She is gobsmacked. Over her:

SID (INTERCOM)
...And we’re out.

CUT TO:

INT. STUDIO BOOTH - CONTINUOUS

Matching shot on the touched, wow faces of Sid, Addy and 
Laurel in the booth. In the studio, everyone claps. Jessie 
and Carolyn break their pose. They look around happily, 
knowing they nailed it. From the back, a stagehand calls--
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STAGEHAND (OC)
Good show, Jessie.

Playing at modesty, Jessie immediately drops into a curtain-
call-curtsey. But not before we see a flash in Carolyn’s 
eyes. Our star is not used to sharing the applause on the 
show. Sid, Addy and Laurel appear from the booth to join 
everyone on the floor, as the group crowds around the 
actresses. Congratulations, back pats, and kisses on the 
hands from Sid.

LAUREL
That was amazing. You were amazing.

(to Jessie)
You really saved that last speech 
about happiness. I knew it was over 
the top when I was writing it, but 
I didn’t have time to trim it.

JESSIE
Don’t be crazy. That scene was--so 
much better than our usual fare, 
I’ll tell you that.

CAROLYN
(reserved)

Yes, it really was good, Laurel.

Carolyn and Jessie head off, Addy is still with Laurel.

LAUREL
I just need one more crack at that 
last speech…

ADDY
Laurel. The show just went over the 
air. Live.

Laurel looks crestfallen.

ADDY (CONT’D)
And it was the best thing we've 
aired since I’ve been here.

LAUREL
Right.

ADDY
But that’s the thing about soapers-
-there’s another one tomorrow.

Laurel nods, then, after a beat--
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LAUREL
(dramatic, English accent)

Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and 
tomorrow, as we clutch our pearls 
in tragedy and--

ADDY
Don’t push it.

Off the two walking to the studio door in a wide, laughing--

CUT TO:

INT. LAUREL’S STAIRWAY - NIGHT

That same POV, dark and dreary stairwell as Laurel clomps up. 
She struggles with keys. Her key turns--

INT. LAUREL’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

The door clangs open, light and music filling a now-clean 
apartment. Dishes and pots clang. Laurel lights up, drops her 
things, rushing into the kitchen--and leaps into the arms of 
NORAH HURSTON, African-American female. They kiss.

LAUREL
You’re home.

NORAH
Of course I’m home.

A tearful beat. Then, laughing through tears--

LAUREL
You’re home, and I’ve got a job!

Off them holding each other, laughing and crying--

CUT TO:

INT. ADDY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

In total darkness--we hear giggles and kisses.

ADDY
(whispers)

Guess what?

A bedside lamp comes on. Addy, in a robe and nightie, is in 
bed with a handsome man (PETER, 30s, her husband). Giddily--
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ADDY (CONT’D)
I’ve got a writer.

Peter pulls her close in a joyful kiss as we BLACKOUT.

THE END.


