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. 1. INT. KOROVA MILKBAR - NICHT.
) T SEP Tables .
) : ‘ichairs_ ‘
- o .made of
. : 'nﬁde : )
. e '.fihreglass figures., :
i’ ~.H§pnotic étﬁosphcre. . _
. ) R Alex o
' . Pete .
f . - _Georgie - .
é ' ‘ and { )
; : - Dim ;
{ ’ : ; tecnagers
; C o .. .stoned
!’~ : - . on their
! ' L " milk=-plus
i | | . .. ‘their .
% ! ' . . feet )
% ) . resting o
; . on
i - . faces e
i ' ) . : grotches )
| : lips -
% . of the
y ’ . . sculptured-
Zé . . ‘ *  furniture. L
j -_54553 (Voice Over) There was me, that is'
% - | f Alex, and nmy threg droogs, that is Pete,
! Georgie and Dim and we sat in the Korova
?r" _."‘ : milkbar trying to make up our rassoodocks
§ . . o ™ what té do with the cvening. |
4 : °. o .
i . . . .
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"2/ 3 OMITTED

1 7.'éohtinhed -vl,

1&1353 (Voice—Ovér)j The korova milﬁbar
: .~ sold milkplus, milk plus vellocet or
. synthemesc or drencrom, which is what
we were drinking. This would sharpen
&ou up and make you ready for a ﬂit of
the old ultra-violence. Our pockets
were full of méney so there was no
need 6n that score but, as they 'say,

money isn't everything.,

4 INT.‘PtDESTRIAN UNDERPASS TUNNEL - NIGUT
: - .0 7 A tramp
E "-ﬁ.lying in tunnel

. . singing.
Tramn: In Dublin's fair cify, where
the girls are sﬁ.pretty
.'i first set my ecyes on sweet
. " Molly Malone. -
"~ As 'she wheeled her wheelbarrow

Through streets wide and narrow ...

Shadows of ‘the
‘boys approaching

fall across Tramp.,

Tramp: Crying céckies And mussels alive.
; alive O .... ' ’ ; .
.Aliﬁe, alive O «¢¢ Alive, alive O .:;
‘nging.cockles and mussels alive,

alive 0 ...
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. % . continued - 1 B b
f N L Alex: (Voice Over) Onme thing I could

never stand was to see a filthy, dirty

———

s mapee D

old drunkie, howling away at the filth&
songs of his fathers and going blerp,
blerp in between, as it might be a |
filthy old orphestra'{n his stinking
rotten guts, I could never stand to
"see anyone like that, whatever his age
might be, but more especially when he

was real old like this one was.

“~—

: The boys
i stop and
: ) ~applaud
him.‘ . .
r ' ‘Tra'mg: Can you ... Can you spare some cutter,
: - me brothers. | '
! | ,
: Alex rams his
, B ] - . stick into the
' Tramp's stomach., ?f
; The boys laugh, _ E
ot JTramp: Ob~hhh!!! Go on, do me in. you bastard ;
cowards, I don't want to live anyway, not in a : "

stinking world like this,

Alex: Oh = and what's so stinking about it?

PP FPF U SN
.

] ‘ ' Tramp: It's a stinking world because there's no

.o .law and order any more. It's a stinking world

|

{ . .

P - - because it.lets the. young get onto the old like

’: D you done. It's no world for an old man any nore.
IR _ What sort of a.world is it at all? Men on the moon

3 ' — " and men 8p1nn1ng around the earth and there's not noi”

i o attention paid to earthly law and order no morc.'

¥ ' M .. 3
‘ B .




‘continued - 2

.thee peace and victory. : T

po

The Trﬁmp
starts o .
singing again.

‘ 4

Tramp: 0h~dearx1and,'I fought for thcc and brought

7.;_‘ Alex and gang
‘move in and i
start beating . o =
up on old tramp., '

INT, DERELICT CASINO - NIGHT

Billyboy gang on stage

‘“.tearing clothes

" off a

-screaming girl

Algfz'(Voice Over) it was around Sy the
dcrclicﬁ casino that we came across
Billyboy and his four droogs. They
were getting ready to perform a little
of the old in-out, in-out on a weepy
young devotchka they had there.

| Alex and.Gang

step out of

the shadows.

Alex: Ho, ﬂg, Egl.. Well, if it isn't stinking:-‘ 
Billygoat Billyboy in poison., How are thou,

thou globby bottle of cheap stinking chip o0il?

Cpme and get one in the yarbles, if yod have

any yarbles, you ;unuch jelly thou.
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“continued - 1°

13Biily56y
snaps )
open a .
-_swigchﬁlade
-knife.

ot

Billvhov: Let's get 'em, boys.

~ The f;ght beglns,
chalns,
R “..knlves,

kicking boots.
Polxcc siren, *

.Aléx: ‘The Pol1ce «ses come on, let's go coe

come on. . . ST ;' ’ :
¢ 7 Alex and boys
b rush out of
' Casino.
OMITTED,

EXT/INT CAR = NIGHT - Fast driving shots,
" Swerving car, A
- forcing other cars
.. off the road, o S
trying:to hit : } .
%,;'g . ' pedegtrians, eﬁc.
Alex: (Voice Over) The Duranfo-95 pﬁrred awa}
.W,real'horrorshow - a nlce, warm vibraty.feeling:
.- all through yoﬁr Puttlwuts. ‘Soon it was.trecs:'
: and dark, my Brothers, with ré;l couhtry dafkg'ﬁ

© We fillied aro@nd for a while with other

travellers pf the nlght, playing hogs of tﬂé
road. Then we headed wcst, what we were after'
now was the old surprise visit, that was‘a rcal
kick and good for laughs and lashlngs of the .

“old ultra v1olcnt.
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A cottage -on ‘its

own, on outskirts i - L

e,

e .
v
.

of a village,

o v 'f'Bf{ght moonlight,
f . .cl.ffff‘f Cheery llghts .

‘inside.

"Car pﬁIls to

~" " _a stop. T o

Ale? shushes his

; giggling boys and

j . .. . . - sgets out of the car. .

" . 8.1 INT. "HOME" - NIGHT | '

1 . . ) . o

: - . R *v Mr. Alexander typing. )

‘ | ' . . - Bell rlngs. -

| . |

} -Mr., Alexandecr: Who on earth could that be?

i ’ T . . o

; Mrs, Alexander: -I'll see. ST

) . R T . B

; i ] ers. Alexander . )

! a good-looking ) L

; red head )

| . in a )

{ . , red jumper suit., ) :

' ) Mrs., Alexander: Yes? Who is it? .

P . . . » - . e : .

: _ Alex: Excuse me, Mrs ... w111 you please help,

: . there's been a terrlble accxdent. oL ';.?

r . S . - She opens the '”  - ;l5‘

| N : door on the chain - .0
. .and peeps out. . . ...
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Alex: My friend's iying in therﬁiddie'of the

. " road bleeding to death, Could I'plcase‘ﬁée your

telephone for an ambulance?

-

I'm sorry.

Mrs. Alexander: We don't have a

telephone. You'll have to gorsomewhcre else,

Alex: But, Mrs,..'it's;a matter of'liferan& death,
B - , : ) 7
. - - ' ,";;tff > ?rom‘inside the é
A . | ‘;_ﬁ}‘.'. sound of clack '
‘}-:4 | clack clacky clack
‘ o "clack clackity o
:', E }:'- f_ ~elackclack of .

R Alexaﬁder typing = - . B
| stop®R. '

Mr. Klexander:

Who is it, dear?

Mrs., Alexander: There's a young man here. He says

there's been an accident. He wants to use the

.

telephone. LT e | S ’

Mr. Alexander: Then you'd better let him in,

[PPUUNEE L Qe

3 car v

...

-
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Mrs. Alexander:

lAlex:. Thank you, Mrs.

'Mrs. Aleiander:

in in the middle

.

fe .

.

Wait a minute.,

Mrs., Alexander

opens door,

" saying..

I'm sorry, we don't

of the night,

>

- S e
-
ey, o= N
v o .
.t by -

..

——
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] : t_Aléx‘anq,bpj§'; :: fi” 5.%i i
: BN ‘:‘havgxpuf on théir ' f;'A'; ?
B "f , ﬁ_masks!aﬁd rush - “ .
) : B e qﬁ‘into>ﬁousc,
Afiéaf;y{ng and dragging
. 'Mrs. Alexander '
fiéidng‘with them, :
9  INT. "HOME" -VNI,GHT.H B
. . ‘ ?},fhej go roaring in. : ' P
e ';t'Mr.aAlexander is kicked -
T ?;;.,:'iﬂ the face and goes :
S ';f?fﬁown. Georgie leaps
:ﬂ ";ioh him, V .
.11; o ::}e;e,jumps up and down
’ i  -Tf : 'on the settee.
{ 'Lfbiq grabs hold of
T . Mrs. Alexander.
. : ; L ‘Alex'whisties?
: A ,piercipgly. )
N ST e '
Alex: Right, Pete. Check the rest'of the house.
: . 1Alex turns to Diﬁ who
' é. g'zﬂblds the strugélingr )
) i_ ﬁrs..Alcxaqder.A . _ : o

.
. i M
. e
' .
. H
. .
<
.
.

,Dim sets her down but
‘holds her firmly.

~Alex starts to sing -
M"Singin' in the Rain",
Aécéompanying it - o -

“with a kind of . . ;f,,i

t tap dance., | - S



! ‘ ~continued -1 _ _uv>l R

Alex: (singing) 1I'm singin' in the rain ...

He kicks Mr., Alexander
Accenting the lyrics,
. o i .
Alex: (singing) Just singin' in the rain ...
He clubs Mrs. Alexander
‘with stick, in time to

the music.

Alex: (singing) What a glorious feeling, I'm happy

again,
' He pushes a rubber ball . -
. . .~ 7. into Mrs. Alexander's '
.' R ’ SR ) mouth and binds it with

sellotape.

-

Alex: (singing) I'm laughing at clouds so dark up abové,
2 The suns in my heart and I'm ready for love. '

Let the stormy clouds chase..

. . . He kicks Mr. Alexander

again,

Alex: (singing) Everyone from the place
Come on-with the rain.
. e ~ He puts ball in
' Mr..Aléxander's mouth

and sellotapes it,

'Alck:.(singing) I've a smile on my face,
I'll walk down the lanesi. to a happy refrain.

I'm singing.s just singin' in the rain,




10 OMITTED

Koroﬁa for a nightecap. i:_. -,
; . . '§5 | .
E . ; . .Diﬁ‘moves over
; i ‘_ép milk machine )
; ) R Qnd spéaks to the
j -sfétue of the
% . ‘nude girl,
r G} " Dims Hc'a]'..lo., L'uc‘y,m--h.ad a pusy niéhtb?“.

e aas emme o ————

.11 INT. ROROVA MILKBAR - NIGHT

AlSE:;jVGiEe Over) We Qereiall feeling a

bit shagged and fagged andtfashed, it.

. having been an evening of some small
tehergy expenditure,_o my Bréthers, so we

gotirid of the auto and stopped off at the

The boys enter

He knocks down the book ~

- cases and moves

‘thMrs.'Alexander

being -held by Dinm.

" .Starts to repcat on song

as he cuts sldwly up

‘each leg of her cat suit,

until éhé 1s naked,
This coincides with

the song finishing.

' Ne turns to Mr, Alexander.

-

i
i

' : o Alex: Viddy wgll; my 1itt1e Brother. viddy well,

yawning.

&
_=

¥

[
3
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.Dim:

'continued'f 1

.-

""Puts money
- in machine.

L

We've been working hard, too.
. . §
;’j.;‘.Takes glass.,
Pardon me, Luce,
He raiscs glass to
breast, pulls red
"handle between her

.~ - legs. Milk spurts

DU inte glass. T
f’.'?‘,r;}‘&'nlm Joxns the others.
G- 700 Mlex looks at alparty . .

*of tourlsts. ) o .

1]
o .- . o
b

'Alex"(Voice Over) There were sone soph1stos

from the TV stvdxos around the corner,'
laughing and govoreet nge. The devotchka was-
smecklng'away, and not .caring about the

wicked world one bit, Then the disc on the

1stereo twanged off and out, and in the short

silence before the next one came on, she
suddenly came with a burst of singing, and it

was llke for a moment, 0 my brothers, some

. great bird had flown into the Milkbar and I

felt all the malenky little hairs on“my‘plott'

‘standing endwise, and the shivers crawling up

like slow malenky lizards and then down aoaih.7
Because I knew what she sang. It was a b1t

from the alorxous 9th by Ludwxg van, ‘*;




" Dim makes a S e

o f_flip-ffuﬁp followed

. . -by'a dog howl s
4; iffolloﬁgd;by two ' .
' o ”ﬂ"'ﬂ*‘@;;ti fingerS'propging
_ e  twice in the air
. - followed by a
.-ff;ffnﬂ " clowny guffaw.
i5}‘ (7 Alex brings his stick .
' down smartly on ‘
— Dim's legs.
Dim: What‘did yoﬁ do that for? . AT
. Alex: For'beingra'bagtard_vith g manners and not a
,‘ T " dook of an idea how to comport yougself publicwise, _
. 0 my brother. B ’ T :
E ! Dim: I dop't like you-should do yhat you done., --And
: . I'm not youf brother no more and wouldn't_want to be.
% ' Alex: Watch that... Do watch that, O Dim,
; I to be on live thou dost wish, ) '

Dim: Yarbles, great bolshy yarblockos to you. I'IIH;
meet you with chain or nozh or britva any time, not JJ
‘having you aiming tolchocks at me rcasonless., {it st#?dﬁm@

to reason I won't have it.

e At —

Lo
.

Alex: A nozh scrap aﬂy time you say.

Dim weakens. e

@
|

s

v re b i ————n - ot MV it e 46
.
3
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. go homeways and get a

11, ‘c6ﬁtinﬁed{4£‘ , 'i
Dim: Doobidoob ... a bit tired maybe, everybody is. .

A long night for growihg malchicks .. best not to

say more, Bedways is riphtways now, 'so best ‘we

e T
.

bit of spatchka. Right, right,

12 INT. ALEX FLATBLOCK. HAIN LOBBY ENTRANCE = NIGHT.,

Alex passes a mural

in the hall,

. -;" Nude men and women

. Their massive
stylized bodies further o .  ‘¥
embellished. and '
decorated by handj
pencil and ballpoint,

'The clevator door

is Euckled. '

13 INT. ALEX FLAT - NIGHT

-"Alex pces in toilet.

.Alex goes into

: : « - his room. R .
: ' Tosses his loot ’
] 'Z ST into a drqwcr,z
ff'@';:;L¥"n; ~ full of money,i .
FNER . wristwatches, t"f'If;‘ )
ER ¥ § - ?camefaﬁ; ete, U oon K
_ L+ Fifty small oo
Ef “i,-é ) ;:fl?udspeakers- {i'?z'“"t1jf ;?:E.
: ' - 'cévef one wall, T '
. 2 - R
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’continuéd’ﬁ 1

Alex: (Voice Over) It had been a wonderful -
"evening and what I needed now to give it the

~perfect ending was a bit of the old Ludwig

Alex: (Voice Over) Then, brothers, it came.

rarest spun heaven metal or 11Le sxlvery w;nel

flowing in a space ship, gravity allvnopsensej

" He puts his ﬁct o
boa ‘constrictor
on tree branch

‘ ‘mounted on the wall,

rrabove four Christ ‘
‘figures who have o ' ‘,gﬁg

their arms e

intertwined

-zlike a chorus line.

- e .

'lHe puts 5
cassette into
the tape player.,
A heévy .
shockwave of
‘'sound -

Beethoven's 9th,

.

vane N

Music starts.,

O bliss, bliss and hEaQen, oh it was

gorgeousness and. gorgeosity made flesh.riThé

trombones crunched redgold under ny bed; e
and behind my gulllver the trumpets three-wlse,‘
silver-flamed and there by the door the timps

ro;llng through my guts and out agaln, crunched

like candy thunder. It was llke a bird of -



14

continued - 2

"Em: It's past eight, Alex;.yop don't want to he

:3253.(Voice OQer) .As I'slooshied; I . o
kneﬁ such lhvely pictures. There were

vecks and ptitsas lying on the ground

screaming for merdy and I was smecking

'ali.over my rot and grinding my boot

into their tortured litsos and there’

were naked devotchkas ripped- and .

.creeching agaiﬂst wvalls and I plunging

‘like a shlaga into them.

INT. ALEX'S ﬁéDROOM - QAY‘
B _ He is asleep.
" Thé boa curled up
"at his feet, ‘
1§‘_  ’ There is a

knock on

‘the door.

"Alex: What d'you want?

late for school, son.,

Alex:: Bit of a pain in the gulliver, Mum. Leave us
be and I'll try and sleep it off ... then I'll be

as right ag dodgers .for this after.

Em: You've not been to school all week, son.
Alex: 1I've got to rest, Mum ,.. got to get fit,
otherwise I'm liable to miss a lot more school.

¢ 7 ‘ o .
FEm: Ecee so. I'll put your breakfast in the oven, = ..

I've got to be off myself now. ' .  '.ﬂw

Alex: Alright; Mum ... have a nice day at the factorY.



~ Em: He's not feeling ﬁoo good again this morning,

14,2 INT, EM'S BEDROOM - DAY -
) A1e¥ comes out
| . "~ - . of his room and finds ;
| © .. PuR. Deltoid
sitting on bed in’
. .parents' room. . o ‘: "

_Deltoid: Ah, Alex boy, awake at last,-yes? I.met ..

14,1 INT. KITCHEN - DAY = . = .
s .-‘-':.",. . - " Pee . ) )
s i . T Sitting at ) .
. "% breakfast table.
) tjlkﬂ‘—f:Em enters. .

Pee: Yes, I heard,. D'you know what time he got in e
last night? ' E

Em: No; I don't know, luv, I"d taken my sleep#fsl

Pee: I wonder where exactly it is he goes to work of

evenings.

helping like «+. here. and there, as it might be.

.’

Alex: Hi, hi, hi theré, Mr. Deltoid, funny s“rprise:f
to see you here. 7" o : T e

»

your mother on the way to work, yes? She gave;ﬁééﬁie
key. She 5aid something about a pain somewherei..

hence not at school, yes?

- - N
A - Ny - *
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Alex: A rather intolerable pain in the head, brother,

.sir., I think it should be clear by this afterlunch..

Deltoid: Oh, or certalnly by this evenlng, yes? The
evening'é a great time, ‘isn't ;t, Alex boy’ o

~ -

" . B . . :

NAlex:{ Aiqup of the old chai, 51r’
Deltoid: ‘ No time; nerpime; yes., iSit, sit, sit, ' f
LT Alex sits next S S - .
R T S

Alex: To what do I owe thxs extreme pleasure, sir.,

Anythlng wrong, 51r?‘

Deltozd "playfully"

grabs Alex's

1; - hazr,_
Deltoid: .Wrong,-why should you think of anything
being.wrong, have you beecn dozng someth1ng you
shouldn't. Yes? T , £ ".>:-

He shakes

' T el ',-3 Alex s hazr. ' ,
Alex: Just a manner of .speech, sir. . :

‘Deltoid° Well, yes, 1t s just a manner of speech ﬂe

from your Post Corrective Adviser to you that you

watch out, 11tt1e Alex. : e 7,(:'f"
e o He puts his f‘if;wrff Coe
WL '~ arm round L

Alex's ahoulder, ”‘:  l,ﬂ‘?Vy;

.
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peltoid:' Because next time it's go1ng to be the
barry place ‘and all my work rulned. If you 've no
respect for your horrlble self, you at 1east~might

have some for ne who se sweated over you.’

T
I

"F He slaps Alex

. : o S on the knee.,

Deltoid: ‘A big black mark I tell you'fof every onc
we don't reclaim. A confession of failure for g

everyone of you who ends up in the stripy hole.

Alex: 1I've been doing ndthing I shouldn't, sir. The
millicentsvhave néfhing on me; brother, sir, I mean.
Iﬁf:f " Deltoid pulls -
7 i du:Alex down DR T
- ?;on the bed.

Deltoid: Cut out this-.clever talk about milliceﬁts.
Just because the Police haven't picked you up lately
doesn't, as you very well know, mean ‘that you've not
-been up to some nastiness, There ‘was a bit of nast‘ncus
~last night, yes. Some very extreme nast1ness, yes.
A few of a certain Billyboy's frlends were ambulanced
off late, yes. Your name was mentioned, the word's
got thru to me by the usual channels, Certain friends -
of yours were named also. Oh, nobody“cqn prove

anything about anybody as usual, but Iim warning'ydu

little Alex, being a good friend to you as alwéys,,tyé_
one man in this sore and sick community who wants to

N save you from yourself, CoL e
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 ‘De1toid: What gets into you all? We study the =

PR

Déifbid makes'a_r‘
.',?37;- grab for
' Alex's joint
.but'ffnds nis hand
. instead. ' . . | A;‘

" Alex laughs

derisively and rises.

iDeitoid distractedly

recaches for.

L a glass of water
on the night table,
and fails to notice

" a set of false teceth
soaking in them..
‘He drinks from

“ the glass.
The clink

"‘of the tecth

" - sounding like

! o : ice-cubes.,

problem. We've been studying it for damn‘&gll,near
a céntury, yes, but we get no further with our )

studies. You've got a good home here, good loving
parents, you've got not too bad 6f a brain, Is it

some devil that crawls inside of you?

‘Alex: Nobody's got anything on me,'brother; sir.
I've been out of the rookers of the millicents for L

‘a long time now.

Deltoid: That's just what worries me. A bit tqoj A‘

long to be recasonable.- Ybu'rg about due now by m§‘.

reckoning, that's vhy I'm warning you, little Alex,
tdﬂkeep your handsome young prdboscis out. of the,air£;

-

Do I make myself clear?



T

v .;:Aieéi As an unmuddied lake, “Clear as an-

" azure sky of deepest summer. You can rely on mc,

81T«

i . E . sir. : S . _'_i_ L . . .

li ' ’ : . . V - )
| T s

.i ‘ I ... 77 7 . Deltoid drinks - ..

"% again but

H ‘ - .  €7°“LFj”:'?+;‘this time N
A - ‘.Aj" ... o éees the 7
] B § ¢feeth in the
b AT i

| ' ‘ ; . ¥ oglass.

) - = ' .+ ... . He groans and

Vi o ‘ . Y. . . retches, S .

15 INT. MUSIC BOOTICK - DAY

; ". Alex enters.

% " Two pretty

| S o 7 micro-boppers, S

'i . . ) ,.._‘ . ) . . 3 . . .
’r CL FEEN ) . ."'“ . ~ Marty and - [ ) . -

i' ' — . ' ‘Sonietta, ‘ ' - N

{

)

i

!

i

;

]

]

!

:

|

!

sucking phallic

.. !

. -" ice sticks., e

Tb . .v ‘ L . . P
Alex: Pardon me, brother. I ordered this two weeks

ago., Could you see if it's arrived?

C1crk§ 0.K. I'll see if it's in.

.

Clerk exits.,
_Alex turns to

.: . " . ._.l.,' | the gi.rls. . » o

Alex: - Pardon me, ladies.

. . . N o - - .
. . ) e .
; , . . <L . ‘ S .
. K . N PP o -
N - - B - * ) - 3 »
.

T o - le steps in

=~ . 5i between them .
é év ' .;nd.goqs through ;
ﬁ e .; "‘the motions, y ' .;,A ;
% -f . W._ . " looking through G

the reerords.,



T continued
"<. SO . - Alex: En;o?;ng it then, my darling? ... Ajbxt ‘;
Pi 4 cold and pointless isn't it, my lovely ... What's E
'. ~2§ ' - ‘happened to yours, mny fit;le sister? .' i
3 - Marty gigglcsf. i
,} Martvy: Who you geﬁpcn bratty, Goggly Gogol? Johnny
% -Zhivago?~;$hegﬂcaven-5eventeen? ' .
; Alex: Whaf you gof back home, little sister, to ‘  §
i  ._ play your fuzzy warbles on? I bet you got little %
' ' save pitiful portable picnic players. ‘Come with .
Uncle and hear all propcr.'lﬂear angel trumpets and ,i
devil‘trombones. fYou are invited!. :
j 16. . OMITTED L :
5 17 INT. ALEX'S BEDROOM - DAY
Jk . | T S Lo The two girls,
'i | 4 s f_'naked, jumping
'% ' .:'. ’ up and down on
‘{ . ‘ Alex's still | )
‘ -4' unmade bed
;  zonked by the booming,-
; all engulfing sound
! of Alex's incredible
i S Hi-Fi. ) :
; . 1_8’ OMITTED . . _
| 19  INT. ALEX'S FLATBLOCK LOBBY HALL - DAY
! . | .
% Alex finds the

gang waiting

for him,

Alex: Hi, hi, hi, there. R T Ry

- . 1

All Three: Well, hello.

< ae. ——-u-ﬁ-—;‘-~......‘... Lamedatsemndl oty el



continued

Cvisit?

Alex: Let's get things nice and sparkling clear. This.

Georgie: All rlght, no more plcPlng on Dlm, brothcr.

o

ki

Dim: He are here! He have arrived! Hooray! .

-‘.

'Alex' Welly, welly; wvelly, welly, welly, welly;.well.

To what do I owe the extreme pleasure of thls surprlulng

- Georgie rises.

Y

Georric: We got worried, There we were waiting and

drinking away at the old knifyAMoloko and you had not
turned up and we thought you might have been like ‘
offended by something or other, so rourd we come'to.your"i

abode. -

i

Alex: .Appy pol}yAloggies. I had something'ef a pain
in the gulliver so had to sleep. I was not ewakened

when I'gaﬁe:orécrs fo? wakening. . .
Diﬁ: Sorry about the pain. Using the gulliver teo much
like, eh? le1ng orders and discipline and that- perhaps,‘
eh? You sure the pain's gone? You sure you 'll not bei'*w

happier back up in bed?

sarcasm, if I may call it such, does not become you, O
my little brothers, As I am your droog and leader, I
am entitled to know what goes on, eh? Now then,'Dim,r
what does that great bxg horsy gape of a grxn portend?e

That's part of the new way.

Alex: New way? ‘What's this about a new‘way? There’s:
been some very large talk behlnd my sleeplno back, enei.
no. error. Let me hear more. ol -
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‘Now tell me what you have in mind, Georgie Boy.

Dim: Moloko431us. R i , C RIS

Ceorpie: VWell, we,gb rouhd"{hop'crééting and .the

like, coming out with a pitiful rookerful of money

Dim: Pitiful rookerful ,...

Georeic: And there's Will the English in the
Muscleman -coffee -mesto saying he can fence .anything

that any malchick tries to crast.
Dim: Yeah ... Will the English,

Georpie: The shiny stuff, The ice. The big, bigp

big money is available's what Will- the English says.

Dim: .Big, big money.

o - - w;
Alex: And what will you do with the big, big moncy}——”ii
Have you not everything you need? If you neced a’ o
P . . . : .
motor-car, you pluck it from the trees. If you neced

pretty poily, you take it.

Georpie: Brother, you think and talk sometimes like a

little child. Tonight we pull a mansize crast.

Good. Real horrorshow. Initiative comes to

Alex: i
them as waits. I've taught you much, my little droogiedir

Ceoreie: Oh, the old moloko-plus first,‘would”you

not say.

qufgigé Some;hing to shafpen us up, but you qspdciﬁlly

We have the start., Co- . =

. A
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EXT, FLATBLOCK MARINA = DAY .- .

o

) i
The Gang come
out of the

flatblock

':and walk along

the Marina.

Alex:(Voice Over) '‘As we walked along

the flatblock marina, I was calm on the
.outside but thinking all the time, so now
it was to be Georgie the General, saying
what we should do and what not to do, and
‘Dim as his mindless,

“suddenly, I viddied that thinking vas for

grinning bulldog.

- the gloopy ones and that the oomny ones

;use like inspiration and what Bog sends,
for now it was lovgiy music that came to
ny aid,
.-There was g'winaow open with a stereo on., .

-
o

and I viddied at once what to do.

"IN SLOW MOTION.

" Alex clubs Georgie

-into water
with his stick.,

Dim swings chain.

;'Alex ducks.,

Dim goes into water,

" Alex kneels,
" hands behind back,
. takes knife from

- sword stick,

offers hand to help
Dim, and slashes

Dim when he gets it,

.
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©20.1 INT. DUKE OF NEW YORK PUB:

continued - 1
‘Dim falls back

]
_into the water.

. Alex laughs,

iihé four»boys |
sit round

table.  ° R .

Alex: (Voice Over) I had not put into
any of Dim's main cables and so, with
fhe help of a clean tashfook,-the red,
red kroovy soon stopﬁed, and it did not

l_take long to quietén the two wounded
soldiers, down in the snug of the Duke
of New York. Now they knew who was

" Master and Leader. Sheep, thought I,

. but q‘real lcader knows always when like .

to give and show generous to his unders.

Alex: Well, now we're back to where we were., Yes?
Just like before and all forgotten, Right, right,
right, ' '

.All Boys: .Right, Right. Right,

: Alex: - Well, CGeorgie Boy., This idea you've got forg

tonight., Well, tell us about it then,

- Georpie: Not tonight = not this nochy.

Alex: Come, come, come, Georgie Boy. You're a big
strong chelloveck Yike us all, Ye're not little
children are we, feorgie Boy? What then didst thou

in thy mind have?.
¢
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21.1

. There's been a terrible accident. <Can I pleasc use

“in the Public House about' a mile down the road. I

[
.

continued - 1 .

. Confrontation.

. Ceorgie backs down.

Cecornic:  It's this Health Farm. A bit out of the

town. Isolated. It's owned 'by this like very rich

- ptitsa who lives there with her cats. The placec is

shut down for a week and she's completely on her own,

~and it's full up with like gold. and silver and like

jewels,

Alex: Tell me. more, Georgic Roy.
INT. CATLADY HOUSE

Caflady doing yoga

' ' exercises,

Room is full of cats..

Doorbell rings.‘
é'aﬁladv: :.(séftiy to herself) Oh, shit.
She goes to door.
EXT. CATLADY HOﬁSE
pétladv: Yho's thcrcf
Alex: Excuse me, missus, c;n you plgase'hélp?
your tclephone for an ambulapcc?

Catladv: I'm frightfully s;rry; .Therc'ié‘; teiéphqﬂg

sugpgest you use that.
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continued - 1

Alex:

But, missus, this is an emergency. It's a
matter of life and death, Me friend's lying in the

middle of the road bleeding to death.

Catlady: I... I'm very sorry, but I never open., I'm

very sorry but I never open the door to strangers

“after dark.,

Alex: Very well, madam« I suppose you can't be
blamed for being suspicious with so many scoundrels

and rogues of the night about,

Alex walks away
from door, then °
ducks’into the C - L
< ‘bushes where
the others arec
. Uniding.
: o 5 1.3' ﬂ:‘They_put on
T T ° their maskies
. and. follow Alex
round to the rear
of the house. .
Alex: Dim, bend down, (Alex points to an upstairs
window) I'm gonna get i? that window and open the

front door.

He climbs up
"drain-pipe to
the bathroom '

window.
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INT CATLADY HOUSE.

"and his wife who were assaulted last night ... Well,

.now, Oh ,, alright, Fine. Thank you very much,

.Thank you,.

. Catlady: What the bloody hell d'you think you're doing  ‘

L i - i S A S O

The Catlﬁdy'enters

. 'and dials a number,

Catladv: Hullo, Radlett Police Station. Good evening.
It's Miss Weathers .at Woodmere Health Farm. - Look, I'm

frightfuliy sorry to bother you but something rather

odd has happened. +... Well, it's probably nothing ’/////

at all, but you never know... Vell, a yodng man rﬁﬁé
ghe bell asking to use the telephone ..., He éai@
there had been some kind of accident, The‘thing.that
caught my attention was what he said = the wotds he
used, they soﬁnded exactly like what was quotéd in

the papers this morning in connection with the writer

just a few minutes ago ese¢ Well, if you think that's

necessary, but, well, I'm quite sure he's gone away

]
iw

She pﬁts'phone

S R

down, turns
- and nearly jumps

out of her leotard

when she sees Alex
in the doorway.

Alex: Hi, hi, hi there, at last we meet.

Alex: Our brief govoreet thru the letter hole was not, .

shall we say, satisfactory, yes. PR

.
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for selling magazines.,

continued - 1

Catladv: Now listen here, you little bastard,  just

you turn around and you walk out of here_ the same

" .way as you came in.,

- Alex eyés a giant
' ' white,‘fibre glass
v - J'phallic sculpture
o on the table

beside him.

Alex: Naughty, naughty, naughty, you filthy old

soomka . ' '

Catladv: No! No! Don't touch it. That's a very

important work of art., Vhat the bloody hell do you.

want?

Alex: You see, madam, I am part of an 1nternat1ona1

students' contest to sce who can get the most poxnts

:Catlady' Cut the shit, sonny, and get out of here

before you get yourself into some very serious trouble.

'. . "He rocks _ .
~ the giant phallus

}"~7 S which has a
special weight
swinging inside
.causihg it to '
'swing‘up and down
.with an - - LR
éccehtric motion, :

o

Catladv: I told you to leave it'alone.  Now gct out ofij
here bcfore I throw you out, wretched slummy bcdbu |

I'11 teach you breaklng 1nto real people s houses.

‘Get out. : . i e T k

‘
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v";She grabs’ﬁﬁ a

- bust of Beethoven

and rushes at

Alex. He grabs the

giant phallic

sculpture,

..Cirecling, -Alex fends

off her mad rushes

~ with skilful jabs

of the giant
phallus.

‘;She,ducRE under and

"élobbers hin with the -

heavy bust of

Beethoven,

He goes down,

‘puliing her off balance

and they both wind up

on the £floor.

——

T -

In the struggle,

. Alex bashes her. wi;h
" the phallus,

Distant police sirens.

He exits,

23 EXT. CATLADY'S HOUSE - NIGHT,

Alex rushes out.
Dim and the others

are waiting,

Alex: Come or. Let's go, the Police are

conming.,
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conti

nued

Dim: One minoota, droogie.
';Dim.émashcs Alex
fg@;f“”_inrthe face with a
S 707 full milk bottle.

He goes dowan.

. The others run

.iﬁigﬁx;in?ayaxf:;apghing.
51551 (s§réa$iﬁg) -foy'ﬁasgards}.. bastards.,
iNT;.édLiCEAHQ.f NIGHT

ﬂ”-"Inspecfor takes out R ;r!

“cigarette and

r'}ights up.

Inspector: Right, Right, Tom, we'll have to shovw

our little friend, Alex, here that we know the law,

too, but that knowing the law isn't everything.,

. He nodélto Fatneék.

fathebk:"That's a nasty cut you've got there, little

Alex., Spoils e+ all your beauty. Who gave you that

then .+ eh.. eheso

lle presses
Alex's nose,

inflicﬁing great

pain., " Alex sinks

to his ‘knees, .

Alex: dw..g what was that for, you bastard?
Fatneck: That was for your lady victim. You ghas;iy‘
wretched scoundrel. | ' o



Aiex.grabs

~his balls,
¢ . ": .o 'Alex,_;is S ,
- beateﬁ_by i
. the other copsa
E :VInspecpor exit%
‘ . T . to outside'offfge
3';-;::: ‘EQhere.Sergeant L ' . )
R " sits, sipping : o
: v Ce é'cup of tea. ? By L
'. BRI ¥ ' ' '
.  De1£oid has just- )
fé_ entered. )
':insBector::ﬂécrgeanﬁ. )

Sergeant: Sir,
sergeant: :

LN
.

Inspector: Ah, good evening, Mr. Deltoid.

- -

peltoid: 'Evening. Inspector,

Serpeant:  Would you like your tea now, sir?

Inspector: "No, thank jou,VSergeant. We'll have it

later, May I have some paper towels, please.

. Serpgeant: Yes, sir,

Inspector: We're interrogating the prisoner.now,

Perhaps you'd care to come inside.

Deltoid: Thank you very much. . B
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continued = 2

.at the state of him.

yes. [ -

_*Alex: "Where are my stinking traitorous droogs. Get -

' - 3 . -
.They move into
Interrogation

Roon.,

Alex is .on
" - the floor
in the corner

" covered with blood.

Deltoid:" Evening, Sergeant. Evening, all. Dear, dear,

dear, this boy does look a mess,.doesn't he? Just look

Fatneck: f Love's joung nightmare’ like. I .

Inspector: Violence makes violence., He resisted his.

lawful arrestors.

>

Deltoid: Well, it's happened, Alex boy,'yes; Just as
I thought it would, yes. Dear, dear, dear. Well, this

is the end of the line for me ..., the end of the line,

Alex: It wasn't me, brother, sir. Speak up for me,f;
sir, for I'm not so bad. I was led on by the treachery

-

of others, sir.

Inspector: Sings the roof off lovely, he does that,

them before they get away. It was all their idea,.

brothers, They forced me to do it, I'm iqﬁocent. ‘

Deltoid: You are now a murderer, little Alex. A

murderer, yes., -
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24,1

continued 3

Alex: Not true, sir., It was only a slight tolchock.

She was breathing, I swear it.

Deltoid: I have just come back from the hospital. Your

victim has died.

-Alex: You tried to frighten me, sir, admit so, sir.
This is some new form of torture. Say it, brother,

sir.

.Dcitoid:‘ It will be yoﬁr own torture. I hope to God
it will torture you to madness. ' ‘

Fatneck: If you'd care to give him a .bash in the chops, -

sir. Don't mind us, We'll hold him down., He must
be a great disappointment to you, sir. -
'._;fDeltoidHSpits
~ in-Alex's face.

HELICOPTER VIEWS OF PRISON

-t

|A1ex: (Véice Over) This is the real

"weepy and like tragic part of the sfory
beginning, O my brothers and only friends. -
After a trial with judges and aijur&, and
some very hard words spoken against" your
friend and humble narrator, he was ‘
‘sentenced to 14 years in Staja No. 84F among
‘smelly perverts and hardened pfcstobpnicks,
the shock sending my dadda beating his.
bruised and kroovy rookers against unfair
Bog in his Heaven, and ny num boohoohooing
in her .mother's gricf at her only child and

. son of her bosom, like letting everybody dbwn

real horrorshow., - T
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INT. PRISON CHECK-IN ROOM - DAY
' ‘ . A bell rings and
a warder socs and

unlocks first ' . -

a wooden door and

then a barred door.

Cuard: Morning. One in from Thames, Mister.

. . ..

Varder: One in from Thames, sir.

- ' .
Chief Cuard: Right. Open up, Mister.

Warder: Yes, sir.
He opens door and
steps back., Alex

and another Warder

L move to Recepntion
: desk.,

Warder: Good morning, sir,  Committal sheet,

-
1

Chicef Cuard: (who shouts éverything) Thank you,
.&e_sigﬁs sheeﬁ.% '

e 0o

s S "
Chicf Cuard: Name#$

.

Alex: Alexander de Large.

Chief Guard: You are now in H.M, Prison Parkmoor and’

from this moment you will address all prison officcﬁé:

as sir! Name? ”
Cn— -
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Alex: Alexander de Large, sir. #
Chief Cuard: Crime? . , _ ' . ‘52
' Alex: Murder; sir., %
Chief Guard: Right. Take ;he cuffs off him, Mister. ?ﬁ
' The cuffs are é
rcmoved." ,
Chief Guard: You are now 655321 and it is youf.duty
to memorise that number. . °
' He hahds
. clipboard back
to Warder,
Chief Cuard: Thank you, Mister. Well done.
Warder: Thank you, Chief.
Chief Guard: Let the officer out, :
K " Officer exits..
Chief Cuard: Right. Empty your pockets!
© T o : Alei.moves to S o
V o ' desk and ‘ )
leans on it.
- . Chief Cuard: . Are you able to see that white line
é} ' " on the floor direectly behind you, 6553217
Alexi Yes, sir. ; IS a‘
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1 minane e ek e §

5 I | R s :
. Chief Cuard: Then youritoecs belong to the other E

side of itil! B

v X ) : Lo ;
f : ~ Alex moves ;
: f ' i"’éback behind bil 1 _
K _ 3£hc line. 'jllf DR o
3 :;Aléx: (quietly) Yeé} sir. 'f B

l, ..'x - Chicf Cuard: Right}f’Carry on.

Alex tossecs

o "’ .a bar of - | . S
: . ~chocolate on - - i
:§ ‘the desk. o

..

'r o " - Chief fuard: Pick that up and put it down properly.

.

; Alex does so,
i : . *T.A‘ L - j: v._Tw.‘and continues
i to empty his - ’

pockets.

Chief Guard: One bar of chocolate. One bunch of keys -4

; ) ©+ .. with vhite metal ring. One packet of cigdrcttcs. Two i'
% " plastic ball pens - one black, one red.,  One pocket Tfid
é comb = black plastic, One .address book = iﬁftation. ?E;
§ red lecather. One ten penny piece. One white metal 2
; wristlet watch, "Timawrist" on a white metal expanding

} braééleﬁ.r Anything else. in your pockets? 7 T

é . : - , ,

2 Alex: No, sir. o - o ‘ A .

5?"(23 ' Chicf fuard: Right. Sign here for your valuablé

property. -

g .
i . Alex signs
3 . ,
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phief Guard: The chocblatc.and cigarecttes jou'

£
A

Now go over to the table and get undressed.,

Aléx‘@alks to
‘table and

X co - "f”;t . undresses. -

§ - o ‘;4, ) - Chief Guard moves
| - tb table .

with his clipboard.

] ' . ‘ ..
Chief Cuard: Now then, were you in Police custody

. this morning?
Alex: No, sir.

Check-In: One jacket - blue pinstripe..

)

~ Chief Guard: Prison custody?

lAlcx: Yes, sir. On remand, sir.

FUPSDUUIDUEI L S VN U GRS R P S Y PRI R S

i ' ) ' ."'. ’ s
! . ' Check-In: One neck tie - blue.,

Chief fuard: Religion?

Alex: C of E, sir.

Chief Guard: Do you mean Church of Englaﬁd?

Alex: Yes, sir, Church of England, sir,

i ' Chicf Guard: Brown hair, is it?

Alex: Fair hair, sir,

Chicf Cuard: Blue cyes?

. brought in = you lose that as you are now convicted.
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’ . . Alex: Blue eyes, y

es, sir,
-Chief

‘Guard: Do you wear cyc glasses or contact lense
Alex: No, sir.

.

Check=-In: One shirt = blue, collar attached.

e’

Chief Cuard: Have you been receiving medical treatment
for any 'serious illness? '

Alex: No, sir.

pheck-Ina

worn.

.

One pair of boots - black leather,

zippered;

No,

Chief Guard: Have you ever had any mental illness?
Alex: sir.

limbs?

Alex: No,

~

Chief Guard: Do you wear any false teeth or any false

S1T.

Check=In:

One pair of trousers = blue pinstripe.

Chief Guard: Have you ever -had any attacks of fainting
or dizziness? ° : ' ' A

Alex: No, sir.

. .

Check=In: Onec pair of socks - black.

Chief Cuard:

Are you an [Epileptic?
Alex: No, sir.

-~
2

?
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zh 2 --continued -'5_1‘ o
Check-In: One pazr of underpantS'-

walstband.

Chief Cuard: Are you now, or ever have been, a

homosexual?

Alex: No, sir.

Chicf Guard: Right. The mothballs, Mister,

Check-In: Mothballs, sir. BRI

- Chief fuard: Now then. Face the wall., Bend over and

5

touch your toes. - S e

“}-'Chief Cuard '

;::inspects Alex's

s+ o

anus with a

" penlight,

Chief Guard: Mmmommm..... any venercal disease?

Alex: No, sir,

. ~ Chief Guard: Crabs? '“;r' ':"“v, .

Alex: No; sir, .

Chief Guarh: Lice?

. Alex: No, sir,

Chicf Guard: Through,thére~for a Bé:h.
ﬁléx: Yes, sir. - ' o }'1 Co R .."",.,”,’

f Y INT. PRISON CHAPEL - DAY
Priest in pulpit } B
i S . _ . A big rough | '

ftAatAa-traannT tone, no=
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- Priest: ”T4ask'you'friendsu ".What's it going to be

. I have bcen_informed in visions that there is a place

Priest: Don't you augh damn you, don't you laugh.

. agony. Thelr nostrlls choLed w1th the smell of f11th

..-: . Comvict audience. -
N . . , » - o _
‘Alex 31ts apart
tendlng an

~overhead projecctor.

then? 1Is it going to be in and out of institutions

like this? Or more in than out for most of you? Or
are you going to attend the divine word and’ realise

the punishment that awaits unrepentant sinners in the
next world as well as this. A lot of idiots you are, v
selling ygut birthright for a saucer of cold porridge. b
The thr111 of theft, violence. The urge to livé.easy.‘
ps ask you friends, is it worth 1t’ When we have ..

undeniable'proof - yes, my friends, incontrovecrtible

evidence that Hell exists. I know, I know, my friends;‘

darker than any prison, hotter than any human flame of
fire, vhere unrepéntant criminals, sinners like
yourselves ... 5 e '
o _ A convict burps. e
o . 3 . ‘
" ... All laugh. [

.

their mouths crammcﬂ with burning ordure.. Thelr skxns
rotting and peeling, . A fireball spxnnlnﬂ in thel*‘

screaming guts. I know... Oh yes, I knovw.
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Chief Guard:

Convict: Up

Chief Guard:

turnip'coming up for you.

.;}A cpnﬁiét lets rip
some lip music ~
‘Prrrrfrrp;
rThcferig laughter. _
Chief Cuard moves
forward - points.

I saw'you, 920537. I saw you,

yours, mate. . LT

Just you wait, 744678, One on the

Priest: Quiet, my friends. Quiet., Quict,;I say.

We will now sing Hymn 258 in the Prisoner's Hymnal.

Chief duard:

Quiet!

Sinsine: I was a wandering shecp

SR ————————

Piano starts up o
-and Alex starts' . : _'?]
up overhead
éroiectorvwhich
displays the

words of the hymn.

"Show a little reverence, you bastards

Convicts and all

start to sing., R

. I did'npt love +.4.

‘Chief Guard:s

.

Sing up damn you. Louder, »Sing‘up;

.




N . eveo0as the fold

I did not love my shepherd's voice.

I would not be controlled.

‘Chicf Cuard: Come on, sing up, damn you.'

Sinping: I was a wayward child

- - R ——

. I-did not love my home

I did not love ny Father's voice

I loved afar to roam.

" Alex: (Voice Over) It had not beecn edifying,
~indeed not, being.in this hell hole and human

" zoo for two vears now, being kicked and

tolchocked by brutal warders, and meeting

* Kl - i
leering criminals and perverts, ready to

dribble all over a luscious young malchick 1like

" your story-teller.

PRIEST'S LIBRARY .- DAY

.Alex reading ;he
Bible.,

Alex: (Voice Over) It was my rabbit to

help the prison charlie with the Sunday
service, He was a bolshy greﬁt burly

bastard, but he was Qer} fond of myself,
me being ver§ young, and also now very ‘

interested in the big book.

. Priest walks by .
and nods

pleasantly.,




-

e tem ate® he mea e

éontinued_- 1

Alcxi_(Voice Over) It had been arr;nged
by the prison éharlié, as part of'my'
further cducation to read him the Bible;'

I didn't so much iike‘the latter part of
the book which is more like all preachy
~talking, than fighting and the old in-out,
I liked the.parfs where these old yahoodies
tolchock each other and drink their Hebrewi
vino, then getting ontd the bed with

their wives' handmaideps. That kepf ne

going.,

27 -BIBLE FANTASY - FIGHTING - DAY,

: *'Bib1ica1 fighting '
shot. ’ (

:;Alex slashing away.

“Blood spurting.
27.1' HANDNAiDEN.FANTASY IN TENT = DAY

. Alex lying with
three semi-nude

handmaidens.

28 EXT. BIBLICAL STREET

‘Christ being whipped
.on b§ Alex, dressed
‘as a Legionary.,

- Alex: Move on there. Move on.




-~ -

- . 28 continued -1
_. | a Alex: (Voice Over) I read all about

\ <:3 . . - | the sgourging and the crowning with .
N thorns and all that, and I could viddy
myself helpiﬁg in and even taking
charge of the toléhocking and the
ﬁailing in, being dressed in the height
of Roman fashion, i ’
26 o . j Ny Back f%nthc Ligrary.
2 ‘ ‘ " Alex sit; withihis
eycs closed. . ;

Priest comes over

. L, e
X g apd squeeczes his|

. o ~shoulder.,

! . . - Lo T v
T T U -
l’ . . o SR - 1 3

A ! R . .2 . . . Alex looks up at

.him and smiles.,

itk aidd od __,,VT‘..“_J,__‘_ (Ls S et e o bk e 2 A . i 1 e g e BT e -t o o terS e 6 o s e hwn s 4

Priest: - (Reading from Alex's Bible) Seek not to be
like evil men, neither desire to be with them,
‘because their mind;fstudieth robberies and their

" lips speak deceits,

Y

Alex: If thou lose hope beihg weary in the day of

distress, thy strength shall be diminished.
Priest: Fine, my boy, fine, fine.
Alex: Father, I have tried, have I not?

Priest: You have, my son.

Alex: 1I've done my best, have I not?




26 . continued - 1

r B Priest: Indeed. o
2/ : R .- Alex: - And, Father, I've not been guilty of any

institutional infractions, have I?

Priest: You certainly have not, 655321. You've
been very helpful and you've shown a genuine desire

to reform.
. Alex: Father - may I ask you a question in private?

Priest: Certainly, my son, certainly. 1Is there
something troubling you, my son., Don't be shy to
speak upt. Remember, I know of the urges that can

trouble young men deprived of the sociecty of women. .

"l ' - Alex: No, Father. 1It's not that, Father. It's about
" this new thing they're all talking about. About this
new treatment that gets you out of prison in no time
at all and: makes sure you never get back in again,
- /-— . N * . .. -
Pl o
Priest: Where did you hear about this? Whose been

e

talking about these things?

L

ﬁlﬁiﬁ " These things get around, Father, Two Warders
talk as it might be, and somebody can't help
overhearing what they say. Thcn somecbody picks up a
scrap of newspaper in the workshops and the newsoaper
, : o ) tells all about it, How about putting me in for thls

new treatment, rather’

. ..

Priest: I take it you are referring to the iudovicow

Technique?

-



"I only know I want to be good.

Lord. - ’ ?

Alex: Instruct fhy son:énd he shall refresh thee and

Priest: Amen. = Y a0 0o ne

continued -

.

Alex: I don't know what it's éalled;'Fathef,'all

.I know is that it'gets you out QUickly and makes . L
sure you never get in again. A

’

Pzigst:7 That is not prbveh, 655321, In fact, it

is only in the experimental stage at this moment. o

Alex: But it is being used, isn't it, Father?

Priest: It has not been used yet in this prison.
The Governor has grave doubts about it and I have hecard
that there are very serious dangers involved.

Alex: I don't care'about the danger, Father. -I just

want to be good. I want the rest of my life to be one
act of. goodness. *

Priest: The.question is whether or not this technique
really makes a man good. Goodness comes from within,
Goodness is chosen. When a man cannot choose he -

ceases to be a man., .

- -l

Alex: I don't understand the whys and wherefores,

Priest: Be patient, my son, and put your trust in the”'ﬁf

shall give delight to ﬁhy soul,

. PR
» e . . -
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" Chief CGuard:.

EXT PRISON YARD - DAY

a,; -~ Prisoners i L .

“._ -walking o o . i
"1:L*,l .in circles, ' ‘

INT. PRISON CORRIDOR - - - C

; Guards stand either -

t.- - . side of cell doors. : ) -g;

. ;ifhff :Chief~Guard with , o . {

: : “Governor, Minister 1.
. ... . and entourage.: " L

: : IR o :

B . . -: ’ : ) : .'.," -t
Chicf Guard: Hister. . . ; : ST
Guard: All presenttand correct, sirs .- . . ¢
Chief Guard: .Righg. All present and correct, sir,

. :
. L. e

., Y

Governor: Very good, Chief, -
. '.}_ﬂ " They inspect o f o

?71‘. cells, . . -}i;{
: o0 o ..': . . . . ’ -

Leave to carry on, sir, please? -

ngef Cuard: Sir.*‘ i - .?.“.
EXT; fn;sog ?ARH' ; e ;_.fsi :f;,_ RS
. ’~ ';‘ : 'éhief Guard : - ‘

comes- out of o L

. . FLTN - N ..

"door. . I



'Chicf.Cuard:. Right, pay attedtion. I want you in

. Minister: Cram criminals together and what do you

A.the criminal reflex that's all, Full 1rn1eﬂentatlon

continued .-

e T

two lines. Up against that wall facing this way.
Go on move: Hurry up about it and stop talking.

.

 The men line up.,
Chief Guard moves

back to door and

comes to attention, _ : o

Chief Guard: Ready for inspection, Sir, ' _ .

He stands back

and salutes as

Governor, Minister - ’
and entourﬁge

enter and walk

along line of men. S : ;“"
Minister: - How many to a cell?
¢

Governor: Four in this block, sir.

get - concentrated criminality... crime in the midst

of punishment.

Governor: I agree, sir. "What we need is larger
prisons.. More money. :

.

Minister: Not a chancé, n§ dearifellow. The éerrnmeﬁtl{
can't be concerned any longer Ulth outmnoded pcnolonlca1 
theories. Soon we may be m:edn.ng2 all our prison. space:
for polifical offe?ders. CommoniFrlmlnalo ‘1like thesc'

are best dealt.with on a purcly curative basis. Kilih

in a year's time. g”unlshment means nothing to thcn,"f
&ou can sec that ..., they enjoy their so- called 3

punishment,



_29.1‘ continued - 2

-

Alexx seizes his

chancé as they

pass by. v

Alex: You're absolutely right, sir.

furtherance of theft. 1% years.,, sir\

.Hinistera‘ Excellent, - He's enterprising, aggressive

Chief CGuard: Shut yéurwk}gpdig' hole!lll

Minister: Who said that?

Minister: What érime did .you commit? . .

[}

Alex: The accidental killing of a ﬁerson, sir, "

Chief Guard: He brutally murdered a woman, sir, in

outgoing. ~Youngs Bold. Vicious., ,Heﬂli do.

-
-

Governor: Well, fine ... we could still look at C-Block.,
Minister: No, no, no. That's enqugﬁ. He's perfect.,

I want his records sent to me. This vicious ‘young '
hoodlum will be transformed out of all recognition.

Alex: Thank you very much for this chance, si¥._

Minister: Let's hope you make the most of it, my boy.

A ——————

Governor: Shall we go to my office?

inister: . Thank you.



]
) S N
i : 30 INT., GOVERNOR'S OFFICE - DAY . - = . = .
: C:} _ L fi:q‘TGovernor seated at o -
S his desk, There - - "

_— ';_i>f- . “is a knock on the . .
| T~ door.

Governor: - Come in\

. : . . “.-.. .. Door opens. Chief
- ‘Guard.enters

with Alex., '.j L ' a o A

Chicf Cuard: Sir., 655321, sir! -

.

Governor: Very godd, Chief.

- .. ‘.. Chief Guard
+ . turns to
. . Alex,

’ . Chicef Gfuard: Forward to the white line, toes Behiﬁd
ﬁti Full name and number to the Governor. '
' o _ Chief Cuard . EPEER
-closes door, .
. Alex: Alexander de Large, sir. 655321, sir.

. The Governor -

. takes off his
‘glasses . ' '



;'30

"grateful to all concerned.,

continued = 1

Covernor: I don't Suppose you know who that was

this morning, do you? That was no less personage

than the Minister of the Interior. The new Minister
of therIntetior and what théy call a very new -broom,
Well, these new ridiculous ideas have cdmeAét.last,
and orders are orders, though I may say to you in
confidence that I do not approve. An eye for an eye
I say, if someonc hits you, you hit back, do you not?
Why then Should not the State very scverely hit by '
you brutal offenders ﬁoF hit back also? But the

new view is to say no.:'® The new view is that we turn

. the bad into good. All of which scems to be grossly

unjust. Hmmmmmm,.

Alex: Sir ;ooo

K

Chief Guard: ‘Shut'your'filthv hole, vou scum! !

Governor: You are to be reformed. Tomorrow you go to

. this man, Brodsky. You will be ieaving‘here. You

will be.transferred to thc:quovipo Medical Tacility..

It is believed that you will be éble to leave State

custody in a littld over a fortniéﬁt. I suppose
that prospect pleases you? ' 1; '
. : 1 [ } o’

o % ® | .
Chief Cuard: Answer when the Covernor asks wvou a

question you filthy youne swine!

Alex:'OB yes, sir. Thank you very much, sir. 1I've

done my best here I really have, sir. I'm very

Covernor: Sign this:-‘whcre it's marked.‘,:
Alex turns the

paper to read it, ' ._<?f
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32

continued
- - .'.‘” .1_,, 5 3 ) - ) N : - A:'

Chief fuard: Don't read it - sien it!!

- ) em—

.

‘Covernor: It says that you are willing to have .the

residue of your.sentence commuted to the Ludovico

treatment., ) ,f‘%l

Alex signs. : ’ oy
" Governor gathers

up papers.

Alex dots’

the last fi"
4 “.and smiles.,
OMITTED R

N

INT LUﬁOVICO CENTRE.RECEPTION DESK = DAY

‘ﬂlg§3~(Voicé 0ver5 The next mdrning I
~was taken to the Ludovico Medical Facility;
outside the town. centre, and I felt a’
malenky bit sad having to say'goodbye to
”rthe old Staja, as you always will when ‘
yéﬁ leave a place you've like got.used to. 1
Chief Cuard briskly
leads the way for |
- Alex and escort,
-They move into
reception hall where

the Doctor stands,

Chief Guard: (shouting like an RSM) Right, ﬁalt.ihe'

prisoner. Cood morning, sir, I'm Chief Officer )
Barnes. I've got 655321 on a transfer from Parkmoor

to the Ludovico Centre, sir:

t

Doctor: Good morning, we've been expecting.you. I'm-

ol

- Doctor. Alcott,
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0+ o .Chicf Cuard

J‘checks the

name from his

T ~clipboard.

. -
1

Chief Cuard: Yes, Dr. Alcott. Are you prepared

to accept the prisoner; sir?

Doctor: Yes, of course.

.

Chief Cuard: Well, I wonder if you'd mind signiﬁg

these transfer documents, sir,-

.. Doctor signs., . ' e

Chief Cuard: Thank you, sir. There, sir..f‘there,

and there, sir... and there. Thank you, sir.

Prisoner and escort move forward. Halt., Excuse ne,

-

sir. Is that the officer that is to take charge

of the prisoner, sir?

R .

Doctor nods.

  0fficer stepsh

forward.,

Chief Guard: 1If I may offer a word of advice, Doc.

You'll have to watch this one. A right brutal bastard
he has been and will be again. 1In spite of 211 his
sucking up to the prison Chaplain and rga&ing the

. Bible. EECCE - o

Doctor: Oh, I think we can manage things. Charlie, i
'will you show the young man to his room now? w

Charlie: Right, sir. Come this way, please. o

Alex exits S RS

with officer,
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‘:Dr. Branom: Good. In a few minutes, you'll be '

T

INT. ALEX'S ROOM. LUDOVICO CEXTRE - DAY
. Alex finishing
breakfast tray

.in be.d.

.Rboh bright

'qnd cheery. }

Dr. Bféﬁom,
a Eall woman i
L . L " in herlfifticsi
‘ ‘ - 2enters B 'E‘
: E%igh nprsé carrgiﬁg ' .
B a sterile traj.;' .

v - .
. N 1

[
:

. 4 . .
Dr. Branom: (very %riskly) Good mormning, Alex,’

my name is .Dr, Branom. I'm Doctor Brodsky's assistant.

Alex: Good morning, Missﬁs. Lovely day, isn't it?

3
-

Dr., Branomf__Ihdeed'it is. May.I take this?

.She removes S o
. his tray.
Dr., Branom: How're you feeling this morning?

':‘.lex: Fine ) fineo

. . .

meeting Dr., Brodsky and we'll begin your trﬁatment.,

You're a very lucky boy to have been chosen.

Alex: I realise all that, Missus, and I'm very
~grateful to all concerned. S '



33

continued - 1

Rr. Branom: We're going to be friends then, aren't we,

Alex?

Alex: I hope so, Missus.

Nurse takes
hypo from tray,
fills it from

serum bottle.

She hands it

to Dr. Branom.

Alex

to sleep?

What's the hypo for then - gonna>send me

Rr. Brapom: Oh, no, nothing of the sort.

Alex: Vitamins will it be, then?

Dr. Branom: Something like that. You're a little
undernourished, so after every meal we're going to give

you a shot. Roll over on your right side, please, loosen

your pyjama pants and pull them half way down.
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34

continued - 2

57 g

-

Alex rolls over,
pulls down pants.

Dr. Branom injects

him.
Alex: What exactly is the treatment going to be then?
Dr. Branom: Oh, it's quite simple, really. We're just goi:

to show you some films.
Alex: You mean, like going to the pictures?
Dr. Brapnom: Something like that.

Alex: Well, that's good. I like to viddy the old films

now and again.

Alex: (Voice Over) And viddy films I would.
Where I was taken to, brothers, was like no sinny 1

ever viddied before.
INT. AUDIO-VISUAL THEATER. LUDOVICO CENTRE - DAY

Group of doctors
seated at one end of
theatre. Alex strapped

to a chair, tended

by another doctor.
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35

continued - 1

ok tﬁ"lwc

Alex:

and my gulliver was strapped to a headrest with like wires

(Voice Over) I was bound up in a straitjacket

running from it. Then they clamped like lidlocks on my eyes
so that I could not shut them, no matter how hard I tried. 1It

seemed a bit crazy to me but I let them get on with.

Doctbr leans over
Alex and puts drops in

his eyes.

Dr. Brodsky and
Dr. Branom join

group of doctors.

Alex: (Voice Over) If I was to be a free young malchick :

again in a fortnight's time, I would put up with much in the

meantime, O my brothers.

MUGGING FILM
Music
Man being kicked
punched
down fire escape.
Alex: (Voice Over) So far, the first film was a very

good, professional piece of sinny like it was done in

Hollywood.
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L L Punches LT
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:Alex:

The sounds were - Co
o real horrorshoﬁ.
13

(Voice Ové?)i

You could slboshy .

f

J { the screams and ‘moans very realistic
~and ‘'you could even vet the hecavy
brea thlng and pantlng of the
tolchocklno nalchicks at the same S L

And then, what do you | 4

Atlme. know,

soon our dear old friend, the-red, .
all’

places like it's put out by the same’

The same in

.

red vino on tap.

T R big flrn, began to flow., It was
» beautlful. It s funny how the )
. ’ colors of the real world only seem
-t - ‘feally;real when ypu v1ddy thenm on -
) l.a scrgéﬁ(" i>:'f A ’ S .

. s T e i Mere . T

T T U0V Rieks'. '
-.- Z{fgg"iA”Punches ,“- -
L L drﬁans T -! s :
| ‘ ) ‘ ) Thumps L . N
. R o ' E‘f




e . S .:rfvlrl belng ' .

. Lt : Alew-i(Voicé

*vas watching

< f get very avare of llke not

that well
jumped right

.-~ first by one

: . © another.
you couldn't

»inva film,

~by the‘good

. :‘ R E, .-‘ imagine them being allowed to take these

. ) .- was gozng on,’

g_beaten_,

“raped

iLaughiné

"t:7 who was being.,given the old 1n-out,

This seemed real,

- .‘-;;. - “though if you thought about

or the State,

5 Cir1 being

::rapédh

by six toughs,

Screcams

Music

Grunts

vﬂeavy breathlng._

. -
. . - . P

NS

Over) Kow ali:the time I
this, I was beginning to

feeliﬁg‘all

but 1 trzed to forget thls,

concentratlng‘on the next fllm. wvhich

away on a young devotchka,

galchick, then ‘another,

very recal,

imagine lewdies actually

:agreeing to having all this.done to theﬁ‘

and if these films were made

D R fllms, without 11ke 1nterfer1ng wzth what

TFL e e

in-out, -

thgn

it properly

you couldn t,
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élﬁéj (Voice Over) When it cdﬁc tbr
 thc ;ixth'orkseventh malchick, leering ,
and smecking and then going into it, ., : :f
I began to feel rcally sick, But I
could not shut my glazzles and even
if I tried to move my glazballs about
I still could not get out of the line

of fire.of this picture.,

34 continued - 1 - u
. S I .~ Alex squirming

©- .77+ - and retching.’
o Dr. Bfodsky.cléars

'*3Fis throat »
and qu1ct1y addresses'
h
[

is colleagues

i
'
A

. RN Beated in the

"back of thq rOoOmM.

.pf. Brodsky:; Very sooﬁ_now the drug will cause ;he 

subject to Experience a death like paralysis quéthcr‘
with deep fgelingé of terror and helplessness. One

of our'earlytﬁest~subjects described 1t as being 11Lc
death, a sensec of stifling or drownlﬂp, ‘and it is
during this period we have found_that_theAsubject
will make his most réwarding associations between
his catastrophic experience environment and fhe.,

‘

" wviolence he secs.

"Alex retching violently .
and struggling against

-his strait jacket.

. Alex: Let me be sick ... I want to get up. Fét he"
something to be sick in...Stop tHc fllm...Plcase ston
it, I can't stand it any nore, Stop it plca*c...iﬁ

‘please.
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5; :E;ﬂli f _»' Alcx in bed.

ae'te

" Dr., Branom
L seated next’
oo S Tth him with

~cup of teca.

-
L
?
13
.
ce T
.
2
’
.
3
.

>~
)

TS

- i o ."
. Dr, Branom: VWell, that was a very promising start,

By my calculations, you should be. starting to feel
alright again.. Yes? Dr. Brodsky's plcased with you. L
Now tonorrow there 11 be two sessions, of course, "

morning and aftgrnoon.

PR S
Lo e

Alex: You mean, I have to viddy two sessions in one,

) R : - . . ol

day? ‘ "}J,:laﬁ—,'- S S .- -

Dr. Branom: I imégine you'll be feeling a 11tt1e b1t

*limp by the end of the day. But we have to be hard

on you., You have to be cured.

Alex: But it was horrible.

- . - -
- .

Dr. Branom: Well, of course, it was horriblc. 'Violence”

is a very horrible‘thing. That's.what you' re. lcarn ng

“now. Your body is learning it,

Alex: I just don't understand about feeling sick the
way I did, I never uscd to fecl sick before. I used
to feel like the very opposite. I mean, deoing 1t

or watching it, I used'to feel real horrorshow., I

just don't understand why, how or what,

i

Dr. Branom: You felt ill this afternoon bc?ausg you'rcjf
getting better. You see, when we're healthy we |
;espénd to the presence of the hateful with £car and
nausea. You'rec becoming hecalthy that's all. ' By this

time tomorrow you'll be healthier still,
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"It's a sinl! It's a sin

2

lﬂ’iﬁi;ikﬁﬁidfviéhAiApuﬁbyiéq CENTRE - DAY .
'u e 'retchlng
' *.and -
.scfeaﬁing - restrained
RS agaig.by a strait-jacket,

Alex: (Voicé ngrj,It was the.ncxt'day,
brdthefé, aﬁd.I had truly.done ny best,
morning and afternoon, qﬁlplay it their
: way qhd sit liké a horrorshov co-operative
' malthick in the chair of torture, while
they flashed nasty b1ts of ultra violence
on the screen; though not on the i .
soundtrack my brothers. The only sound
~be1ng mu51c. ‘Then I notlccd in all ny
paln and 51ckeess what music, it was that
like cracked and boomed. It.was Ludwig van..=
{"i9th symphbny,é4th movement ., T o

Alex: Stop it! con stop it, pleaseii! I beq youfl.

" - '‘Brodsky leans -
I forward and
R ‘turns down the

* - sound. o ‘ S Lo

Dr, Brodskv: What's all this about sin?

Alex:  That! ....ﬁsing Ludwig van like that!’. He . :

did no harm to anyone. Beethoven just wrote music.

Dr., Branom: Are you referring to the background score?

. .
.

Alex: Yes!! .
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" wrong because everyone has the right to live and be

continued‘- 1

Dr. Branom: -You‘vc heard Beethoven before?

Alex: Yes!!

Dr. Branom:- You're keen on music?

Alex: Yes!!?

. ¢ - . B . )
Dr., Branom: (quietly) What do you think about that,"
Dr, Brodsky? '

. t .
- Dr. Brodsky: (softly) It can't be helped. Here's

your punishment element perhaps. The Governor

ought to be pleased 444 I'm sorry, Alex, this is for

your own good, you'll have to bear with us for a while.

s

Alex: You needn't take it any further, sir. You've

proved to me that all this ultra-violence and killing

is wrong, wrong and terribly wrong. I've learned

my lesson, sir. I sce now.what I've never seen pefqré{f
I'm cured, praise Bog! oy |
Dr. Brodsky: You're not cured yet, my boy.

Y
.

. B . < . . ‘ .
Alex: But, Sir ... Missus .., I see that it's vrong!

It's wrong because it's against like society. It's

happy wi;hout'being tolchocked and knifed.

-~

Dr. Brodskv: “No, no, my boy. You really must 133Yénn

it to us, but be cheerful about it. 1In less than a- -

fortnight now, you Qill be a frece man.
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-

Dr. Brodsky.

Dressed in his street

;f' :fc1o£he§‘ )
S '}i ~ Alex enters

’ ' ~ led by a white-coated
.;"‘"teéhnigian.
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. .- led onto stage and

\
\.

left standing there,.
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