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NARRATOR 

The magnificence of the Ambersons began in 1873. Their 

splendor lasted throughout all the years that saw their 

Midland town spread and darken into a city •.. 

In that town in those days, all the women who wore silk 

or velvet knew all the other women who wore silk or 

velvet --

-- and everybody knew everybody else's family horse-and

carriage. 

The only public conveyance was the street-car.· -- A 

lady could whistle to it  from an upstairs window and the · 

car would halt at once and wait for her while she shut 

the window, put on her hat and coat, went downstairs, 

found an umbrella, told the ngirl 11 what to have for 

dinner and came forth .from the house. 

Too slow for us nowadays, because the faster we're 

carried the le�s time we have to spa.re. But in those 

days they had time for everything! --

-- Time for sleigh rides --· 
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FADE IN on a dark s creen. 

IRIS INTO: 
(1885) 

A house on a period street with a white picket fence. On 
the s idewalk, two ladies dress ed in silk and velvet are 
passing three ladies dres s ed in s ilk and velvet. They 
greet each other. 

A hors e-and-carriage enters in the f.g., on right side of 
the screen, and as it cros s es the occupants , dres s ed in 
s ilk and velvet, wave to the ladies on the s treet --
and the ladies wave back to the occupants. The moment 
the carriage leaves the frame: 

A mule appears on opposite s ide of the frame, drawing 
the s tree tear·. An upper window of the house opens - - a 
lady whistles , shuts the window and dis appears as the driver 
pulls the mule to a s top. The pass engers wait patiently -
s moke, s troll around the car, chat or read their papers. 
The lady comes out of the hous e -- a hat, cloak, umbrella 
and pocketbook added to her costume. She gets on the car, 
the pas s engers resume their seats, and the driver s laps 
the reins on the mule's back. 

4 The s treetcar s tarts with a jolt and jumps off the track. 
All the pass engers get off and push it back on. This time 
it s tays on. The moment it leaves the left side of the 
frame, DISSOLVE TO: 

5 The same house -- winter -- a moon. The hous e and s treet 
are covered with s now. A hors e-drawn s leigh, filled with 
gay couples , rides through the f.g. -- and as it leaves 
the s creen, DISSOLVE TO! 
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NARRA TOR (cont 1d) 

�- and balls, and As s emblies, and cotillions, and 

0.pen hous e on New Years -- and all day picnics in 

the woods --

-- and even that pretties t of all vanished cus toms -

the s erenade. -- Of a s umm�r night, young men would 

bring an orches tra under a pretty girl 1 s window --

-- and flute, harp, fiddle, 'cello, cornet and bass viol 

would pres ently releas e their melodies to the dulcet s tars. 

During the earlier years of this period, while bangs and 

bus tles were having their way w�th women 

-- there were s een men of all ages to whom a hat meant 

only that rigid, tall s ilk thing known to impudence as 

a "stove-pipe" --

-- In town and country thes e men would wear no other hat, 

and without s elf-cons cious nes s ,  they went rowing in 

such hats. --
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6 The house again -- summer -- night -- a party in progress. 
Carriages drawn up before the picket fence. All the 
windows are bright and Japanese lanterns are strung up in 
the front yard. Gay young couples are strolling on the 
lawn. DISSOLVE TO: 

7 The same house -- night. The house is dark. Eugene Morgan 
and Jack Amberson, both tipsy, and a group of five or six 
musicians carrying their instruments, enter and walk by the 
house. CAMERA PANS with them as they pass a statue of 
Neptune and come to a lawn. They get set for the serenade, 
right in close to the camera, Eugene and Jack closest so 
their faces can be remembered when they again appear in 
the story. 

8 Eugene trips over the bass viol, falls on top of it and 
collapses, sinking through the top of it as if it were a 
tub. DISSOLVE TO: 

9 CLOSE SHOT of a window on the second floor of the Amberson 
Mansion. Isabel, looking hurt, closes the window. 
DISSOLVE TO: 

10 CLOSE SHOT of Wilbur Minafer in a stove-pipe hat. 
DISSOLVE TO: 

11 FULL SHOT of Wilbur Minafer rowing with Isabel in a boat. 
He wears a stove-pipe hat. DISSOLVE TO: 
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NARRATOR (cont'd) 

-- But the long contagion of the 11Derby11 had arrived: 

one season the crown of this hat would be a bucket --

-- but next it would be a spoon. 

Every house still kept its bootjack --

-- but high-topped boots gave way to shoes and "Congress 

gaiters"; and these were played through fashions that 

shaped them now with toes like box-ends and now with 

toes like the prows of racing shells --

-- Trousers with a crease were considered plebeian; the 

crease proved that the garment had lain upon a shelf, 

and hence was "ready-made" --

With evening dress a gentleman wore a tan overcoat, 

so short that his black coat-tails hung visible, five 

inches below the overcoat --

-- but after a season or two he lengthened his overcoat 

till it touched his heels --
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12 CLOSE SHOT of Eugene, in his bedroom, obs erving himself 
in a mirror, as he puts on a derby hat with a bucket 
crown. DISSOLVE TO: 

13 CLOSE SHOT of Eugene, s till at the mirror, putting on a 
s poon-s haped hat. DISSOLVE TO: 

14 CLOSE SHOT of E ugene's feet, in front of the mirror. 
One foot is part way in a high-topped boot -- the other 
foot is unshod. His hands insert the boot jacks and 
pull the boot on. As he reaches out_of the picture, 
pres umably to get the boot for the other foot, DISSOLVE TO: 

15 SIMILAR SHOT of E 'ugene I s feet, s hoeles s .  His hand returns 
with a s hoe that has toes like the prow of a racing shell. 
He s tarts to put on the s hoe. DISSOLVE TO: 

16 CLOSE SHOT of Eugene's feet with s hoes on. As he pulls a 
pair of trousers up over his legs, CAMERA PANS up and we s ee 
him in front of, and facing, a full-length mirror, looking 
at himself in a pair of uncreased trous ers , the last 
hat we s aw him try on, and the shirt of a suit of long 
underwear, DISSOLVE TO: 

17 FULL SHOT of Eugene, his back to the mirror, his body facing 
camera, s o  that we s ee what he is ins pecting as he looks 
over his s houlder at the reflection of his back in the 
mirror; a light-colored overcoat over his full dres s ,  his 
black coattails hanging five inches below the overcoat. 
DISSOLVE TO: 

18 FULL SHOT of Eugene at the mirror, now wearing an overcoat 
that touches his heels . DISSOLVE 
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NARRATOE_ (cont 1 d) 

-- and he passed out of his tight trousers into trousers 

like great bags. 

The people were thrifty in that Midland town because they 

were the sons or grandsons of the "early settlers," 

who had opened the wilderness with wagons and axes and 

guns, but with no money at all. The pioneers were 

thrifty or they would have perished; they had to store 

away food for the win�er, or goods to trade for food, 

and they often feared they had not stored enough -- they 

left traces of that fear in their sons and grandsons. 

In the minds of most of these, indeed, their thrift 

· was next to their religion. 

Against so homespun a background the magnificence of the 

Alnbersons was as conspicuous as a funeral. 
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FULL SHOT of Eugene, obse:eving himself in the mirror, 
dressed for the .afternoon ln a suit which includes trousers 
like great bags. He has on a straw hat now, and carries 
a bamboo stick, Satisfied with what he sees, he starts 
o�t of the shot. DISSOLVE TO: 

Eugene comes out of his house wearing the same outfit as 
in previous scene. Outside his gate he turns and starts 
walking up the street. 

A SERIES OF CUTS of period houses as Eugene walks past 
them; a lawn where a croquet game is in progress; a 
blacksmith shop; a schoolhouse; a grocery store or 
hardwai-•e store; more houses -- all evidences of the 
"homespun background." 

Eugene walks past a little area of trees. 
with him and shows what his destination is 
magnificent Amberson Mansion, its splendor 
to the homes Eugene has just passed. Just 
starts to take in the Mansion, we hear: 

Now CAMERA PANS 
-- the 
a severe contrast 
as the camera 

AN OLD CITIZEN'S VOICE 
There it isl The Amberson Mansion! 
The pride of the town! 

By the time the camera takes· in the whole structure, it 
, also includes in a corner of the shot, and close to camera, 

three men in a carriage, drawn up in front of a street signpost. 
The old man who has just spoken is lowering his arm from 
pointing at the Mansion. One midcUe-aged man is obviously an 
out-of-towner; the other middle-aged man is his friend, and a 
citizen of the town; the old man is his father, The out-of
towner is being shown the sights o Eugene pays no attention to 
them. He continues up the roe.d. toward the front door of the 
Mansion as they talk: 

135-223 
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26 ( 00:N 'I'INUED) 
THE MIDDLE-AGED CITIZEN 

Sixty thousand dollars for the 
woodwork alone! Yes, sir --
hot and cold running water 
upstairs and down, and 
stationary washstands in every 
last bedroom in the place! 

THE OLD CITIZEN 
Well, Sir, I presume the 
President of the United States 
would be tickled to swap the 
White House for the new Amberson 
Mansion, if the Major 1 d give him 
the chance -- but by the 
Almighty Dollar, you bet your 
sweet life the Major wouldn't! 

By this time E ugene has reached the front door of the 
mansion and rung the bell. The door is opening as we 
come to: 

27 CLOSE SHOT of B.iugene at the door, which is being opened 
by Sam, the colored butler. 

E UGENE 
(right on 
i;o? of the 
last .vord 
of the Old 
Man I s above 
speech) 

Is Miss Amberson at 

SAM 

home? 

No, su..li� Mis 1 Mo'ga.n Miss 
Ambuh.son I s not a.t home o 

Eugene looks at him for a moment • 

. E UGENE 
Thanks, Sa.me 

He turns and starts away from the door. 
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28 REVERSE ANGLE - HOLDING the three men in carriage 
<:fr 

CUT IN corner of frame. We see the other arm of the 
signpost which says, "Amberson Boulevard, 11 and in b.g. 
the little area of trees and the street up which Eugene 
has come. The men are looking up past camera toward the 
mansion groundsD 

THE MID)LE-AGED CITIZEN 
Look at that brick stable! 

THE OLD CITIZEN 
New kinds of fancy rigs -- and 
harness! Everybody in town 
can tell when Amberson's are 
out driving after dark, just by 
the jingle. 

Eugene e nters from direction of the mansion. 

THE OLD CITIZEN (cont'd) 
, t Lo, Eugene 1 

Eugene t ips his hat and continues down the street away 
from camerae The men look at him. 

THE MIDDLE-AGED CITIZEN 
Wonder if she's still mad at him. 

THE OUT-OF-TOWNER 
Who? 

THE OLD CITIZEN 
Miss Isabel •. 

THE MIDDLE-AGED CITIZEN 
-- Major Amberson1 s daughter. 

THE OLD CIT I ZEN 
Eugene Morgan' s·her best beau. 
Took a bit too much to drink 
last night and stepped right 
through the bass viol 
serenadin 1 her. 
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29 THE LITTLE AHEA OF TREES AGAIN. Eugene enters again, on 
his way to the Mansion. He has on a different costume 
and this time a box of candy under his arm. CAMERA PANS 
with him to take in the Mansion. There is another group 
of people at the sign-post -- two couples, c itizens of 
the town, who have obviously been shopping and have met. 
Eugene does not notice them. 

THE FIRST HUSBAND 
(choking 
with 
laughter) 

Old Alex Minafer -- you know 
how close he is -- Well, seems 
Miss Isabel Amberson 1 s got some 
kind of a dog -

THE Ii' I RST WJF.E. 
They ca11· it a Saint Bernard. 

THE FIRST HUSaAf:Ul, 
So Fanny·M1naf0r was bound to 
have one, too. And, by golly, 
she says the Ambersons bought 
theirs, and you can 1 t get one 
without payin 1 money for it! 
-.. Honest l 

Eugene has reached the door, has rung the bell, and now 
the door is being opened by Sam. 

30 CLOSE SHOT of Eugene at the door. 
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SAM 
No, suh, Mis' Ambuhson ain't 
at home to you, Mist' Mo�gan. 

EUGENE 
Thanks. 

(turns away) 

SAM 
Mist' Mo 1 gan 

,EUGENE 
Yes? 

SAM 
Dis time she really is out -
wid Mist' Wilbuh Minafuh -� 
yest 1 day dey wuz row-boatin 1• 



Thanks, Sam. 
§UGF;NE_ 

He starts away. 

31 REVERSE ANGLE on the two couples. 
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TflE FIRST HUSBAND 
They cost from fifty toa 
hundred dollars upl Old Alex 
wanted to know if I ever heard 
of anybody wantin 1 to buy a dog 
before. He saw some sense in 
payin' s-omcbody a dime, or even 
a quarter, to drown a dog for 
you, but to pay out fifty 
dollars or maybe more -- well, 
sir, he like to choked himself 
to deatho 

At this moment Eugene enters from direction of the 
Mansion behind the camera • 

. THE PIRST HUSBAND (cont'd) 
1 Lo, Eugene. 

Eugene tips his hat as he p asses, and goes down the street 
a.way from camera. 

TEE SECOND WIFE 
Does seem prett'"y much like 
squanderin' -- yet, when you 
see thut dog out walkin 1 with 
Miss Isabel, he seems worth 
the money. 

THE _fIRST \ff/I.EE 
I haven't seen her since she got 
back from abroad, 

TEE RIRST HUSBAND 
Well, sir, she's not more 1 n Just 
about seventeen or maybe 
eighteen years old -- and I 
don't know as I know just how to 
put it -- but she I s· -- she's 
kind of a delightful lookin' 
young lady. 

DISSOLVE our 
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DISSOLVE IN 

EXT. ICE CREAM PARLOR - DAY 

32 A nickelodeon is heard playing inside. Isabel, with a 
st. Bernard dog on leash, and Wilbur Minafer at her 
side, is coming ou:j:;. They encounter Eugene. Eugene 
tips his hat. Isabel cuts him, Wilbur nods coolly, 
they cross him out of the scene, leaving Eugene looking 
after them sadly. 

DISSOLVE 

INT. TINY BARBER SHOP - DAY 

33 One man is sitting in the chair being shaved, and a 
couple of others are sitting on a bench under the racks 
holding the sha.ving mugs. 

A CITIZEN.. 
( increduJ.ously) 

Wilbur Minafer l 

THE BARBER 
(dramatically, 
with a razor 
in one hand) 

Yes, sir! 

THE CITIZEN BEING SHAVED 
( looks up f 

�ell, Wilbur may not be any 
Apollo, as it were, but he's a 
steady young businessman. 

INT • SEWING ROOM - MRS • FOSTER I S HO ME - DAY 

34 Two matrons, a seamstress, and Mrs. Foster in a corset 
and the involved underwear of the period. 
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THE FIRST MATRON 
Looks like Isabel's pretty 
sensible -- for such a showy 
girl. 

THE SECOND MATRON 
Wilbur Minaf er l To think -of_ 
her taking him, just because 
a man any woman would like a 
thousand times bet-cer was a 
little wild one night at a 
serenade l 



34 ( CO,N.'l'�) 
MRS. FOSTER 

What she minds was his making 
a clown of himself in her own 
front yardt Made her think he 
didn't care much about her. 
She's probably mistaken-;--'but 
it 1 s too late for her to think 
anything else now. The 
wedding 1 11 be a big Amberson
style thing, raw oysters 
floating in scooped-out blocks 
of ice and a band from out-of
town -- And then Wilbur 1 11 
take Isabel on the carefulest 
little wedding trip he can 
manage, and she'll be a good 
wife to him, but they 1 11 have 
the worst spoiled lot of 
children this town will ever 
S·ee. 

THE FIRST MATRON 
How on earth do you make that 
out, Mrs. Foster? 

MRS • FQS 1CER 
She couldn1 t love Wilbur, could 
she? 

Nobody answers this. 
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MRS. FOSTER !(cont'd) 
Well, it 1 11 all go to her 
children, and she 1 11 ruin remt 

DISSOLVE OUT 
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35 

EXT. CHURCH - DAY (1$90) 

The same two matrons and Mrs. Foster are in CLO ,EUP, in 
the corner of t he frame. In b.g. is the church. As 
the scene starts, we see the backs of the matrons ' 
heads, for they are watching Isabel, holding_ a little 
boy by the arm, walldng up t he steps of the church. 
Wilbur and Major Amberson are with her. 

THE FIRST MA�RON 
Looks like Isabel isn't going 
to have any more children. 

(turning 
toward 

MRS. FOSTER 

the camera) 
Yes, I guess there's just going 
to be the one -- but I'd like 
to know if he isn't spoiled 
enough fer a whole carload o 

EXT. A SAND PILE - DAY (1894) 

DISSOLVE 

36 A laborer is sieving sand. George, aged 9, gallops his 
white pony through the pile, enveloping the laborer. 
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THE LABORER 
By golly, I guess you think 
you own this town! 

GEORGE 
(turns on 
his pony) 

I will when I grow up. 
my grandpa owns it now, 

I guess 
you bet! 

THE LABORER 
Aws pull down your vest! 

GEORGE 
Don 1 t haf tot Doctor says it 
ain't healthy! But I tell you 
what I 1 11 do: I 1 11 pull down 
my vest if you'll wipe off 
your ch.int 

With that he wheels the pony around, gallops back 
through the sand pile. 

DISSOLVE OUT 



, NARRATOR 

There were people -- grown peup�e they were -

who expressed themselves longingly: they did 

hope to live to see the day, they said, when 

that boy would get his come-upance! Something 

was b.9und to take him down, some day, and they 

only wanted to !2..£ there� 
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DISSOLVE IN 

36a SHOT of Georgie galloping along the street on his pony • 

.._/ISSOLVE 

EXT. THE REVEREND SMITH'S HOME - DAY (lf}95_) 

37 George, aged ten, wearing long curls and a Fauntleroy 
suit, is approaching at a gallop on his white pony. 
Elijah, the Reverend's nephew, is sitting on the 
gatepost. 

(shouts) 
ELIJAH 

Look at the g'irly curls t Say, 
bub, where'd you steal your 
mother's ole sasht 

GEORGE 
(checking 
his pony) 1 

Your sister stole it for me! 
She stole it off our clo 1 es 
line an 1 gave it to me o 

ELIJAH 
(hotly) 

You go get your hair cutt Yah! 
I haven't got any sistert 

9EORGE 
I know you haven't at home. I 
mean the one that' s in jail. 

ELIJAH 
I dare ya to git down offtn 
that pony!• 

As George jumps to the ground, Elijah descends from the 
gatepost -- inside the gate. 
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GEORGE 
I dare ya outside that-gate. 



:;o/ (G=@tf'PIIfflEID) 
ELIJAH 

Yah! I dare ya half way here. 
I dare ya --

George vaults the fence, catches Elijah who has started 
toward the house for shelter, and starts pummelling him. 
The Reverend Smith rushes out of his house to intervene. 
A next door neighbor has also been attracted into her 
front yard by the noise. After a grotesque tussle -
for George is hard, quick and remarkably tense in such 
matters -- Reverend Smith separates the fighting boys 
and shakes George while Elijah dashes into the house . 

REVEREND SMITH 
Here boy -- Bo_;y; l That 1 11 be 
enough of that l You little -
Owl 

GEORGE 
(fiercely, 
wrenching 
himself away) 

You stop that, you! I guess 
you don It know who I am l 

REVBHEi:ifD SMITH 
(angrily} 

Yes, I do know 1 And you 1 re 
a disgrace ·to your mother l 

GEORGE 
You shut up about my mother! 

REVEREND SMITH 
(exasperated., 
unable to 
close the 
dialogue 
with dignity) 

She ought to be ashamed. 
A woman that lets a bad boy 
like you --

GEORGE 
You pull down your vest, you 
ole billygoat, you l Pull down 
your vest, wipe off your chin, 
-- an' go to --

135-223 
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EXT. GRAPE ARBOR - AMBERSON MANSION - DAY - (1895) 
II � 

Isabel is reading a letter to George. Sam, the butler, 
is standing close by, his hand on the bridle of George's 
pony • . 

ISABEL 
,(reading) 

• • •  11 this was Yieard not only by 
myself but by my wife and the 
lady who lives next door 11 

- Q:EORGE 
He· 1 s an ole liar l 

ISABEL 
(putting 
down the 
letter) 

Georgie, you mustn't say 
11 liar." Dear, did you say 
what he says you did? 

GEORGE 
Which one? 

ISABEL 
Did you tell him to - - to --

GEORGE 
Lissen here, Mama; Grandpa 
wouldn't wipe his shoe on that 
ole story teller, would he'? 

JSABEL 
Georgie, you nru.stn't --

GEORGE 
I mean: none of the Ambersons 
wouldn 1 t have anything to do 
with him, would they'? He · 
doesn 1t even know y01.1, does he, 
Mama? 

-- --

ISABEL 
That isn't what we're talking 
about. 

•GEORGE 
I bet -- I bet if he wanted to 
see any of us, he'd haf to go 
'round to the side door ! 



' ., :38 (G OWJ?Imfflf)) 
ISABEL 

No , dear, we 
---

GEORGE 
Yes, we would, 1\fama l That kind 
of people, I don't see why you 
can't say anything you want to,  
to ' em. 

ISABEL 
No, Georgie . They were 
terrible words for you t o  use, 
dear. From his- letter he 
doesn't seem a very tactful 
person, but --

GEORG-E 
He 's just rirrraff. 

ISAB"SL - -
You nru.stn 1t say so. And you 
must promise me never to use 
those bad words again. 

(FRORGE 
(promptly ) 

I promise not to. 
(whispers 
under his 
breath) 

I 
Unless I get mad at somebody l 

He runs away. 

QUICK DISSOLVF 

EXT . DOWNTOWN STREET - AMBERSON BLOCK - DAY (1902) 

39 George, _ aged seventa�n, is driving bis dogcart at 
criminal speed down the street , making pedestrians 
retreat from crossings and behaving as if he owns the 
earth . A hardware dealer , mid�le-aged, is forced t o  
jump back on the sidewalk to avoid being run over. 
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HARDWARE DEALER 
(shouts )  

Got 1ny sense '1 See here, bub, 
does your mother l<:r1ow you ' re out ? 

""(C Olff;INllED )-



1 

�9 (CONTINUED) 

George, without seeming to look at him, flicks the long 
lash of his whip dexterously, and a little spurt of dust 
comes from the man 's trousers below the waist. He look� 
for a missile , then, finding none, yells: 

HARDV·JARE DEAWR (cont 'd) 
Turn down your pants,  you would-be 
dude ! Rainin I in dear ole Lunnon 1 
Git off the earth 1 

The dogcart turns a corner and halts in front of t he 
Ambers on Block -- an old-fashloned four-story brick 
warren of offices . George tias his lathered trotter 
to a telegraph pole, looks at the building critically, 
goes in and climbs the worn stairs. 

nrr .  FOURTH FLOOR CORRIDOR - A!mERSON BLOCK BLDG .  - DAY 

40 George goes down the dark corridor to a door. Its 
upper half, of opaque glas s ,  bears no sign to state the 
business or profession of the occupants within; but 
overhead, upon the lintel, the letters 11F . O . T .A. 11 are 
s mearingly inscribed, and above the lintel there is a 
drawing of a s kull and crossbones. George raps three 
times; three raps similar to his sound from within. 
The door is opened by C harlie Johnson, a well-dressed 
boy of 16 . George 0nters quickly and the door closes 
behind him. 

IHT. CLlJB 1100M - AMBERSOi'i BLOCK BLDG - DAY 

41 At one e nd of the room, beneath a damaged papiermache 
round s hield with two battle-axes and two cross-hilted 
swords, is a little platform with a table on it . On 
the platform stands Fred Kinney holding, for a gavel , 
a Civil �nr horse-pistol. Facing him are s even  boys,  
of  conge nial at;e,  soated in  a s u mi-circular row of 
damaged office chairs. 
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FREW KINNE";( 
(to George) 

Welcome, Friend of t he Ace 

GEORGE 
rJelcome, Friend of the Ace. 

THE OTHER BOYS 
Helcome, Friend of the Ace. 

( G.OlTT INUED ) 



FHED KIID�EY 
(to GaorgeT 

Take your seat in the secret 
semicircle. We will now 
proceed to - -

GEORGE 
(interruptTng, 
turning to 
Charlie Johnson) 

Look here, Charlie Johnson, 
what's Fred Kinne y  doing in the 
president's chair? Didn't you 
all agree I was to be 
president just the same , eve n 
if I was away at school? 

Fred raps loudly for order. 
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FRED 
(sharply) 

All Friends of the Ace will 
take their seats 1 I 1 m preside nt 
of the F.O.T.A. now, George 
Mino.fer. 

(a.gain hammers 
the table) 

This meating will now proceed 
to - -

GEORG : 
No it won 1 t .  ou put down that 
gave l.  It belongs to my 
grandfather. 

FR)ID 
I was legally ele cted ·here. 

GEORGE 
All right . You 1 re president. 
Now we'll hold another election. 

FREI) 
(shouting r-

Vle will not 1 De 1 11 have our 
reg 1 lar mooting, and then 
we ' ll play euchre, a nickel a 
corn0r, what we're here for. 
This meeting will now come to 
ord --

..{C-GWTINU'E:D) , 



4J. (CGN9? INUE� 
GEOf;GE 

(to the members ) 
1Vho·1 s the founder of  1the F. O-� T.A, ,  
i f  you pleas e? Who got the 
janitor to let us have most of 
this furniture? You suppose you 
could keep this clubroom � minute 
if I told my grandfut.hor I 
didn 't  want it for a literary 
club anymore? I 1 d like to say a 
word on how you membe�s been 
acting, too l If that 's what 
you want ;  you can have it. I 
was going to have a little 
ce lebration down here· some night 
pretty soon, and bring some 
port wine, like wo drink at 
s chool in our crowd there. Well, 
you got a new president now l  

He s tarts toward the door. 
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1GEORGE 
(on way t<., 
door ; 
plaintive ly, 
with disdain 
�oneath his 
sorrow) 

I gues s  all I ' better do is -
resign ! 

As he opens the door, Charlie Johnson shouts hasti. ly: 

CIIAHLI� JOHNSON 
All in favor of having a new 
election say "Aye l" 

Aye l 

ALL THE BOYS 
(excepting 
Fred Kinney) 

Fred Kinney begins a hot protest but it is immediately 
- _.1ot hered •. 

GEORGE 
(shouts) 

All in favor of mo being 
president instead of Fred 
Kinney say "Aye J11 

(CONTINUED) 
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41 (CONTTlfflED) 

Aye t 

ALL THE BOYS 
(e xcepting·, 
of course,  
Fred Kinney) 

GEORGE 
The 11Ayes O have it. 

FRED 
(gulping as 
he desce nds 
from the 
platform) 

I re sign. 

Fred finds his hat and de parts, amid j eers .  George 
st0ps upon the platform and takes up the horse-pistol. 

GEORGE 
Old red-head Fr0d 111 be around 
next wee k. He'll be around 
boot-lickin' to �ct us to take 
him back !.Ii uga1no · 1!Je ll, 
fellows,  I suppose you want to 
hear from your president. I 
had a good time at the old 
school, back East, had a little 
trouble with t he faculty and 
came home. But my family 
stood by me a s  well as  I 
could ask. Now, I don 't 
suppose there's any more 
busine s s  before the meeting. 
Anybody that 's game for a little 
quarter-limit poker or any 
limit the y say, why I'd like 
to have ' em sit at the 
president's card-table. 

He officially closes his speech by a pound on the table 
with the horse-pistol. The members start to re-arrange 
the s e micircl� of chairs for the card game. 
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DISSOLVE OUT 



\ 

I .  

NARRATOR 

When Mr . George Amberson Minafer came home for the 

holidays at Christmastide, in his sophomore year , 

nothing about him encouraged any hope that he had 

received his comeuppance . --

-- Cards were out for a ball in his honor, and this 

pageant of the tenantry vrn.s the last of the great, 

long-remembered dances that "everybody talked about" ! 
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the 

1r' 

1ad 

this 
43 

3at, 

:1bout11 , 

During the Narrator ' s  first lines, the scene has been 
DISSOLVING in to a FULL SHOT of the Amberson .Mansion. 
We now see it clearly -- its three floors brilliantly 
lighted for the gala affair which is in progress. Music 
is heard from wi.thino Richly-dressed people are arr_iving 
in carriages, while crowds of the "uninvited" stand in 
the snow as close to the mansion entrance as possible, 
to watch. DISSOLVE TO: 

CLOSE SHOT at the Mansion door to which a Christmas 
wreath is fastened. Eugene Morgan, his back to camera, 
is at the door which is opened by Sam, the butler, now 
a very old man. All of this is played as the scene is 
DISSOLVING IN --

GEORGE ' S  VOICE 
(heard the moment 
the d oor opens) 

Remember you very well, indeed. 

ISABEL'S VOICE 
George, you remember your Uncle 
.John Minafer? 

During this, Eugene has started over the threshold and 
the DISSOLVE is completed . 
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� 
INT . RECEPTION H,1LL ,·�ND STiURC1·1.SR - AMBERSON MANSION -

NIGHT (1904) 
44 REV!mSE ANGLE - LONG SHOT - holding the door in far b.g. 

as �gene comes through. 11/e s ee him for only a s econd, 
for he is blocked out by peo ple who cross between camera 
and the door. 

The hall and adjoining r ooms are embowered in flowers . 
Music, s upplied by a zither, harp, cello and fiddle i s  
heard. (The orchestrn i s  off to one side in a grove of 
palms .) Guests nre talking and laughing �bove the music. 

Major Amberson, Isabel Rnd George, now nges nineteen, are 
receiving guests. uncle John MinRfer is shaking he. nds 
with the Major, who is looking a little Askance at the 
" Sunday suit11 of black broadcloth which Uncle John is 
wearing. 

GEORGE 
Very well, indeed. 

(Note: George 's above speech occurs the moment we come 
to this  shot s o  thnt there is no paus e after Isabel ' s  
question on the preceding page.) 

Almost on top of George's speech, Uncle John 1 s tremulous, 
strident voice cuts like the whine of a sawmill over the 
music and s houting for, being partly deaf, he hears his 
own voice only faintly - - but he lilces to hear it. 

UUCLE JOHN 
( to the najor) 

Now don ' t  you look �t me like 
that, Major: I never have wor n  
an' never will wear a swaller
tail coat. 

( turns to G-eorge 
and offers his 
hand) 

Georgie, you look fine -- ha l 
hal -- There wuz a time though 
durin 1 your fourth month when 
you wuz s o  puny nobody thought 
you 1 d live. 

George, in a fur y of blushes, drops the old man ' s  hand. an 
turns to the next in line -- s omebody's s pinster aun�. 

GEORGE 
( fiercely)-

'Member you v t ry well ' ndeedl 

CAi'1mR1� PANS a 11 ttle, HOLDING Uncle John as he walks off 
into the crowd, his sawmill voi ce directed at nobody in 
particular . 



44 (C6NtiN0ED) 
L!::,";> UNCLE JOHN 
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Always gotta think o 1 funernls 
when I smell so many flowers l 
Right her e ' s  v11h ere the Major's 
wife was laid out at her 
funeral. They had herin a. good 
light from thnt big bow window. 
I s 1 pose that 1 s where they ' ll 
put the J.!o.jor when his time 
comes • • •  

Eugene Morgan enters the scene, and CAMERA PANS back with 
him as he comes up to Isabel. 

EUGBNE 
Isabel - -

ISABT::L 
Eugene:  

They look at each other . George regards r:;ugene sharply. 
At length Eugene looks at Geor•ge. 

EUGENE 
Is  tld.s your boy? 

George is taking in :'::l.1Gene 1 s unfashionable hair , his 
preoccupied tie and his old coat. 

•ISABEL 
George, this is Mr. Uorgan 

GEORGJ� 
( cutting in 
bGfOl'e Isabel 
finishes the 
nruric) 

Remember you very well 1 ndeed J 

EUGENE 
G0org0, you never saw me before 
in your lif e .  Dut from now on 
you 1re going to see a lot of 
me -- I hope. 

ISABEL 
I hope so, too, Ru.gene. 

EUGENE 
Where's ''/ilbur?

° 

(eOMTINTmD ) 



ISABEL 
You'll find nim in the game 
room with some of the others. 
He never was much for pF.t.rti es. 
Remember? 

'EUGENE 
Yes, I r emember - - I 111 come 
back for a dance. 

ISABF:L 
Please do. 

Eugene turns to the Uajor a nd offers his hand. 

CAMERA PANS away from George to favor F.ugene and the 
Major, and over their dialogue we hear George's voice 
as he r·eceives a family group. 

' EUGENE 
. ( to the Ma jor) 

Eugene Mor gm , Uuj or 
Amberson. 

MAJOR AMB"�IiSON 
Of course, of courseo 
Heard you 1 d come back to 
town. Is i t  true you ' r e  
going to settle dow n here? 

EUGBNE 
I plan to, Major -- yes. 

¾gene sees Jack Amberson 
close by. 

Jack1 

EUGl<.:NE 
(calls) 

1 ( to the Major' 
Excuse me, Major Aml:forson. 

CAMERA PANS slightly as Eu.gene 
and Jack mo et a nd shake hands 
heartily, then walk away in the 
crowd. 

ISABEL 
Hello, Ruth -- Matt --

GEORGE IS VOICE 
fleJ11.cr11ber you v I ry we 11. 

. fiEORGE 'S VOICE 
Hemomber you v 'ry well, 
indeed --

GAMERS NOW PANS baclc to  George a nd I sabel. George is 
shaking hBnds wi th Lucy Morgan. 
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4�0-N'.PIN"l:JED; 
GEORGE 

Remember you v 1 ry well, 
indeed! 

In the middle of his sp eec h his tone suddenly becomes 
less formal and more grRcious. He is visibly affected. 

- I SABEL 
( laughing) · 

George, you don11 t  remember 
her either , though of course 
you will. Miss Morgru1 is 
fromout of town. 

Luc y is making a big impressi on. 

>I SABRL ( c ont I d) 
You mi6ht take lier up to the 
dancing . I think you've pretty 
well done your duty here. 

GEORGS 
Be delighted. 

45 He offers his arm and they move slowly throug h the crowd 
to the stairs, passing Jack and Eugeneo They start up 
the stairs. 
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LUCY 
Who's that ? 

GEORGE 
I didn r t  catch nls name when 
my mother presented him to me. 
You mem thE'it queer- looking 
duck? 

LUCY . 
Oh, I wouldn 1 t· say thA.t. 

GEORGE 
The one with him r s  my Uncle 
Jack , Hono::."'Eible Jacl:e Ambers on. 
I thought everybo dy knew him. 

LUCY 
He looks as though everybody 
ought to know him. 

{(wi th sly 
intention) 

It seems to run in your family. -



� (!1 QNTI NIIEi:Q) 

46 
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GEORGE 
(not catchlrig" 
the 
inference) 

Well, of course, I suppose 
most everybody does, out in 
this part of the country 
especially. Besides , Uncle 
George is i n  ConBress; the 
family like to have someone 
there. 

INT . STAIRCASE ,1!ID THIRD FLOOR - AiiBERSON MJiNSION --
NIGHT ( 1904) 

George and Lucy continuing up the stairs. The musTc is 
loud and gay, A.nd the e;uests are shouting over it. Uncle 
John is working his way through the crowd, his sawmill 
voice heard above all others. 

UNCLE ,JOHN 
Solid black wnl nut every Inch 
of it , balustrades and al.la 
Sixty thou�and dollars worth 
o 1 carved woodwork in the house 1 
Lil-rn wR.ter i Spent money like 
water l  Always did l Still dol 
Like water 1 Gosh knows where 
it al 1 comes from1 

He sees Fanny c lose by. 

UNCLE · JOHN ( cont 'd) 
Hello, Fanny l 

FANNY 
( join,-�g 
him) ,  

Hello, uncle John. 

By this time they are close to Lucy ru d George , 

FANUY 
(to GeorgeT 

Is thi s Luc.y Morgp.n? 

GBORGE 
Mi aa  Mo1�&n -- hliss Minafer. 

FANNY 
You must favor your mother, 
dear o I �0ver knew her �  

(!;31NTI Nt.JED) 



--46 ( OON'fifflJED) 
1 UNCLE JOHN 

Come on, Fanny, the dancifi"t-s 
broke out o Hoopla: Le' s push 
through an 1 go see the young 
womenfolks crack their heels l 
Start the circus ! Hoopse
daisy l 

George starts dancing with Lucy as TJncl e John sweeps 
Aunt Fanny pfl.st them in wild, dervish-like prP. ncines . 
They have just gotten out on the f loor when the music  
stops .  

GEORGE 
Give me the next one and the 
one after that , and give me 
every tr.d.rd one tha rest of 
the evening. 

LUCY 
Are you a s king?-

GEORGE 
·what do you mem , 11 asking11 ? 

LUCY 
It sounds a s  though you were 
just telling me to give you 
all those dances. 

GEORQ_E 
Vve 11, I wm t ' em l 

LUCY 
1AJhat about Rl 1-the other girls 
it' s your duty to danae wi th? 

GEORGE 
They 1 11 have to go without. 

(with vehemence )  I 
Here 1 I w a nt to lmow: /\.re 
you going to give me those --? 

RICY 
Good grnciousl  Yes l 

\ she laughs . Other applicants flock around her , urging 
contracts for whnt r emRins, but they can rt  dislodge 
George from her side, though he makes it quite evident 
that they have managed to annoy him. 



46 (COM-IN-OED ) 

Uncle John c�osses the picture, with Aunt Fanny. 

UNCT.E JOHN 
D'want any more o 1 tha tJ 
,Jus' sliddint 1 roundl Call 
that dancin 1 ? Rather see a 
jig any day in the world! 

Wilbur Minafer joins him and reli eves Fan ny. Duri ng thi s, 
G eorge has pushed his WRY out of the cluster of boys, 
wi th Lucy. 

WJISIJR 
(to <teorgeJ 

I'll tcl{ e Unc le John home. 

GEORGE 
All right, Fatfi'err; 

Wi lbur walks away with Uncle John. 

UNCLF. .JOHN 
They nin1 t very modest, some 
of 1 em. I don 1 t mind thR t, 
though. Not me1 

George walks Lucy to the hall. 
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GEORGE 
How 1 d �i i those ducks get to 
know you so quic k? 

LUCY 
Oh, I ' ve been nere tl week. 

' GEORGE 
Looks as if you' d been pretty 
busyl Most of those duc ks, 
I don ' t  know what my mother 
wAnted t o  invite 1 em here for. 

LUCY 
Don't you like '"them? 



'"4 6 ( CONTINUED} 
GEORGE 

Oh, I used to s ee s omething 
of a few of t em. I was 
presi dent of a club we had here, 
and some of ' em belonged to it, 
but I don't care much for that 
s ort of thing any more. I 
really don 1 t s ee why my mother 
invited 1 em. 

LUCY 
(mildly) 

Maybe she didn't want to offend 
their fathers nnd mothers .  

GEORGE 
I don 1 t think my mother need 
wor ry much about offending 
anybody in this old town • 

. .:LUCY 
rt must be  wonderful. It  must 
be wonderful. Mr. Ambers on 
Ur. Minafer, I mean. 

iGEORGE 
Whnt must be wonC1erful? 

LUC Y 
To be s o  important as tha t ·  

GEORGE 
( as s uringly) 

That isn 1 t 11 impor·tant. " 
Anybody that really is a nybody 
ought to be able to do about 
as they liko in their own town, 

· I should think. 

By this time they arc sitting on the s tairway, and the 
mus ic has been playing for a few minutes .  They look 
off toward the dnncers .  

47 SHOT on dance floor. Fanny and Eugene are dancing, 
rRther gaily. Eugene s ees Lucy and waves . 
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48 Stairway - Luc y and George. Lucy, smiling, returns the 
wave with a little gestur e, but George stnres stonily 
off. 
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GEORGE 
How r s  that for a bit of 
freshness. 

LUCY 
What was? 

GEORGE 
ThRt queer- looking duck waving 
his hA.nd at me liko that . 

LUCY 
He meant me. 

· GEORGE 
( not 
mollified) 

Oh, he did? Everybody seems 
to mean youl You certainly do 
seem to ' ve bee n  pretty busy 
this week you t ve been herel 

Lucy presses her b o uquet of violets Rnd lilies- of"' the-' 

vnlley to her face and lnughs into it, not displeased, 
A short silence. T he music stops nnd there is loud 
applause. Th<-! music starts Rgnin. 

See herel 
anybody? 

No . 

GEORGE 
Are you engaged to 

LUCY 

GEORGE 
You seem to lrnow a good many 
people% Do you live in New 
York? 

LUCY 
We've lived all()Ver . Papa 
usGd to live here in this 
town, before I was born. 

GJ:;ORGE 

What do you 1rnep moving around 
so for? I s  11€ a promoter? 



48 (CONTINUED) 
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No . J&C.Y.. He 1 s an inventor. 

GEORGE 
Whnt , s he invented? 

LUCY 
Just lately, he ' s  been working 
on a new kin_d of horselel:ls 
carriage. 

� GEORGE 
(not unkindly) 

Well, I'm ·sorry for' him. 
Horseless carringes l People 
aren't going to spend their 
lives lying on their bncks in 
the roud nnd letting grease 
drip in their faces. 

LUCY 
Papa 'd  be so  grateful if he 
could hfl.Ve your advice. 

G�ORGE 
( flus�1ing) 

I don' t know that I 1 ve done 
anything to be insulted for l 

LUCY 
( laughs 
gaily) 

You 1,mow, I don' t mind your 
being such u lofty person at 
all. I think it's ever so 
interesting -- but PRpa l s  n 
great mnnl 

GBORGE 
{deciding 
to be good
natured) 

I s  he? Well, let us hQpe so. 
I hope so, I 'm sure. 

(shaking 
her head 
in gentle 
wonder) 

LUCY 

I ' m just beginning to understand. 



4,8--{e�Dt 
GE.QRGE 

Understand what? 

__!,UCY 
What it means t o  be a real 
Amberson in this town. Papa 
told me something about it 
before we came, but I see he 
didn 1 t say half enough. 

GEORGE 
( taking this 
for tribute) 

Did your father say he knew the 
family before he left here? 

LUCY 
I don ' t  think he meant t o  
boast of it. He spoke of it 
quite calmly. 

GE ORGE. 
Girls are usuarly pretty fresh! 
They ought to go to a man's 
college about a year! They'd 
get taught a few things about 
freshness I 

49 The music stops and there is the customary applause. 
Eugene, Isabel, Jack and Fanny are coming toward them. 
Lucy still has the flowers pressed t o  her face. 
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GEORGE 
Look here! Who sent you those 
flower� you keep makin' such a 
fuss over? 

LUCY 
He did. 

GE ORGE 
Who I s "he" ? 

LUCY 
The quee.1:-looking duclc. 

GEORGE 
(laughs 
loudly ) 

Oh, him'? I s' pose he's some 
old widower! Some old widower! 



LS;) LUCY 
/ (becomes 

serious)/ 
Yes, he is a Widower. I ought 
to have told you before; he's 
my f'a ther. £/S::> 

GEORGE 
( stops 
laughing 
abruptly), 

Well, that's a horse on me. 
If I ' d  known he was your father 

Eugene, Isabel, Jack and Fanny reach them. 

EUGENE 
(to Lucy) 

I'm here to claim my dance 
but I guess I won't i nsist on it. 

ISABEL 
George, dear, are you enj oying 
the party? 

GEORGE 
Yes, Mother, very much. Will 
you please excuse us? 

( offering his 
arm to Lucy) 

Miss Morgan --

rhey walk away, the older people watching them as they go. 

ISABEL 
It' s charming, isn't-it 

They look at her, not understandlng. 

ISABEL ( cont I d) 
( explaining T - -

Those children. -- It's touching. 
But of course they don't know 
it I s touching._ 

k; 0.W.PIWEB) 
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JACK 
Do you know what I think 
whenever I see these s mooth, 
triumphal young faces ? I 
always think: 11 0h, how you're 
going to catch it. 11 

ISABEL 
Jackl 

JACK 
Oh, yes, Life ' s  got a s pecial 
walloping for every mother ' s  
s on of I emt 

ISABEL 
( troubled) 

Mayoe -- maybe 'some of the 
mothers can take the walloping 
for them. 

JACK 
(with emphasis) 

N ot any more than she can take 
on her own face the lines that 
are bound to come on her s on ' s .  
I suppose you know that all 
these young faces bave got to 
get lines on 'em? 

ISABEL 
( s miling 
wistfully) 

Maybe they won't. Maybe· times 
will change, and nobody will 
have to wear lines . 

EUGENE 
Times have changed like that 
for only one person I know. 

He laughs as she looks at him inq uiringly, showing that 
she i s  the " only one person. " 

JACK 
What puts the l'fries on faces? 
Age or trouble? We can't say 
that wisdom does it -- we 
must be polite to Isabel. 

( g_GWPHHJED) 



4-9-( C ON'±'i:NUE:U J 
?-S? EUGENE 

Age puts some, and trouble puts 
some, and work puts some, but 
the deepest wri nkles are carved 
by lack of faith. The serenest 
brow is the one that believes 
the most. Lis ;, 

LS � ISABEL 
(gently) 

In what? 

EUGENE 
In everythi ng. 

Agai n Isabel looks at him inquiri ngly and again he laughs. 

� .{_cont'd) 
Oh, yes, you dot 

ISABEL 
(in a tone 

of surprise) 
Why, I believe -- I believe I 
dol 

Both men laugh. 

JACK 
Isabell There 1 re times when you 
look exactly fourteen years old! 

50 During the preceding dialogue, they have started walking 
toward a punch bowl, and now they reach it, j oi ning the 
Major and Wilbur. Jack hands a cup of punch to Isabel 
and the one to Eugene. 
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EUGENE 
(rejecting it)  

No, thanks. 

MAJOR AMBERSON . - ·-
I (laughs) 

I see you kepi your promise, 
Eugene. Isabel, I remember the 
last drink Eugene ever had. 
Well, well, there's another 
thing that's changed; hardly 
anybody drinks nowadays. I had 
a pretty time with you that 
night, Jack, getting you upstairs. (cont ' d) 

( 1'?.--A.wCf'Tla'�'l"l��n '  



5-e-(�-} 
MAJOR AMBE.RSON (cont'd) 

(laughs again) 
Fact is, I be lieve if Eugene 
hadn ' t  broken that bass fiddle 
and give n himse lf away, Isabel 
never would have taken Wilbur. 
What do you think, Wilbur? 

!J.LBllR 
I shouldn' t  be surprised, If 
your notion' s  right, I'm glad 
Ge ne broke the fiddle . 

MAJOR AMBERSON 
(emptying 
his cup) 

What do you say about it, 
Isabel? By Jove l She 's 
blu shing I 

ISABEL 
( laughing f 

Who wouldn't blush! 

.FANNY 
( jovially_ 
as Ge orge 
and Lucy 
go by) 

The importa:dt thing is that 
Wilbur did get her, and not 
only got her but kept her!  

E uge ne is as embarrassed as Isabe l, but he laughs, 

EUGENE 
(looking o:s:-J 

There ' s  another imp6rtant 
thing -- that is, for me. It 1 s 
the only thing that make s me 
forgive that bass viol for 
getting in my way. 

What is it? 

(gently) 
Lucy. 

MAJOR AMBERSON 

EUGENE 135-223 
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George has retr ieved Lucy, and now crosses with her in 
front of the group at the punch bowl, carrying plates 
of ice cream and cake. 

' •WILBUR 
(as they -
pass) 

Do your ears burn, young lady? 

George and Lucy continue on their way without stopping, 
CAMERA PANNING with them. Before Lucy can answer Wilbur , 
George is speaking : 

GEORGE 
What did you say your name was? 

LUCY 
Morgan. 

- n-EORGE 
Funny name ! 

LUCY 
Everybody else' s name t lways 
is. 

GEORGE 
I didn ' t  mean it was r ,  ally 
funny. That ' s  just or ) of my 
crowd ' s  bits of horsi .g at 
college. 

LUCY 
Is 11 Lucy11 a funny name, too? 

,GEORGE 
No. Lucy ' s  very much all 
right ! 

( smiles ) 

LUCY 
Thanks about letting my name 
be Lucy. 

r Two couples enter fJ•om the opposite direction, t heir 
hands occupied with plates heaped with food. As George 
and Lucy pass them, one of the men has to leap out of 
the way. He spills a li ttle of the food. George and 
Lucy walk on. The CAMERA HOLDS on the two couples./ ?/S> 

- (-C-:ONJ:P�I-�)-
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MAN WHO JUMPED 
Look at that! Look at that 
boy! 

( calls after 
George, not 
too loudly) , 

Sorry, Your Highness! 

Eugene and Jaclc have come up behind them at the end of 
the man I s speech. They p·a·s s by, or through them, on 
their way to the buffet table, the CAMERA PULLING back 
in front of them. 

( laughing 
a little} 

JACK_ 

I can' t see why Isabel doesn ' t 
see the truth about that boy! 

EUGENE 
Wha t ' s  the matter with him? 

JACK 
Too much Amberson, I guess, 
for one thing. And for 
another, his mother j ust fell 
down and worshipped him from 
the day he was borno I don' t 
have to tell you what Isabel 
Amberson 1s, Gene� She ' s  got 
a touch of the Amberson high 
stuff about her, but you can' t 
get anybody that ever knew her 
to deny that she ' s  just about 
the finest woman i n  the world. 

EUGEN E  
No,. yo.u can' t get anybody to 
deny that. 

They have come up to t he buffet table which is now cut 
in in the extreme f. g., and busy themselves with putting 
food on plates during the following action and dialogue./L/.s� 

LS.") JACK 
We ll, she thinKs he ' s  a little 
tin god on wheels. She actually 
sits and worships him t You can 
hear it in her voice when she 
speaks to him. You can see it 
in her eyes when she looks at 
himo My gosht What does she 
see when she looks athirii? ,?/y 



LS >EUGENE 
/ (smiles) / 

She sees something that we 
don't see. Lf S? 

LyJACK 
What's that?q...5__;, 

EUGENE 
A n  angel. 

People come up behind them and reach for food. They 
crane their necks looking over their shoulders down at 
something on the table. 

A MALE GUEST 
There they are. 

A FEMALE GUEST 
( calls out-
to someone 
out of scene) 

Roger, come over here and look 
at the olives. 

Roger, aged 45, comes into t he picture and looks vaguely 
toward the table. 

THE FEMALE GUES� ( cont ' d ) 
( points 
triumphantly 
into camera) 

You're supposed to eat ' em. 

' 

Roger, interes ted, picks up an olive from beneath the 
camera and holds it up between thumb and forefinger, 
examining it. People move i nto s cene around him to 
inspect the olive •. 
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·THE MALE GUEST 
Green things they are, something 
like a hard plum. A friend of 
mine told me they tasted a good 
deal like a bad hi ckory nut. 

(walks away) 

ANOTHER 
I hear you gotta eat nine, and 
then you get to like them. 

(walks on) 
/ 

(y-0� }  
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AN OTHER (ROGER) 

Well, I wouldn't eat nine bad 
hickory nuts to get to like 
t hem. 
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-- (walks on} 

ANOTHER 
Kind of a woman's dish, anyway, 
I suspect. 

(walks on) 

ANOTHER MALE GUEST 
( nudges 
Roger) 

Well, I reckon most everybody'll 
be makin' a stagger to worm 
through nine of 'em, now 
Amberson' s brought ' em to town. 

Roger puts the olive back on the table and goes away with 
the man who nudged him, leaving one man who picks up the 
olive, looks around, and starts to eat it as he leaves. 
Eugene and Jack are alone • 

..JAQlS: 
(looking off) 

Look at him -- my nephew 
Do you see an angel? 

EUGENE 
No. All I see 1s a remarkably 
good looking fool-boy with the 
pride of Satan and a set of 
nice new drawing- room manners. 

,JACK 
Then what - -

EUGENE 
Mothers are right. Mothers 
see the angel in us because 
the angel is there. 

JACK. 
You mean Georgie' s  mother is 
always right. 

•EUGENE 
( lightly J 

--

I'm afraid shef always has been. 

� 
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JACK 

She was wrong once, old fellow. 
At least, so it seemed to me. 

'EUGENE 
( a  little 
awkWardly) 

No -- no --

JACK 
· ( laugh�, 

relieves 
the slight 
embarrassment 
both are 
feeling) 

Wait till you know young 
Georgie a little better, 

EUGENE 
Jack, if you were a painter, 
you'd paint mothers with angels' 
eyes holding imps in their 
laps. Me, 1 1 11 stick to the 
Old Masters and the cherubs. 

· "JACK 
( looks at him 

musingly) 
Somebody's eyes ' must have been 
pretty angelic if t hey've been 
persuading you that Georgie 
Minafer is a cherub! 

EUGENE 
( heartily) 

They are. They · re more angelic 
than ever. 

The music has stopped. 
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EUGENE_./( cont'd) 
Good-bye, I ' ve got this dance 
with her. 

JACJL_ 
With whom? 

EUGENE 
With Isabel, of course. 

LCON�D) 
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The music starts. 

JACK 
Eighteen years have passed 
but have they? Tell me, have 
you danced with poor old Fanny 
too, this evening? 

Twice I 

My gosh! 
(groans, 

half in 
earnest) 

EUGENE 

JACK 

Old times are s tarting all 
over a.gain. 

EUGENE 
( laughing 
gaily) 

Old times? Not a bit! Thore 
aren't any old times. When 
times are gone, they're not 
old, they're dead! There aren't 
any times but new times. 

CAMERA PANS  with Eugene as he leaves Jack. He passes 
behind George and Lucy and continues on his way in the 
b.g. while the CAMERA HOLDS on George and Lucy, PULLING 
BACK ahead of them as they walk. 
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LUCY 
What are you studying in school? 

College ! 
guff ! 

GEORGE 
Lots o' useless 

LUCY 
Then why don ' t  you study some 
useful guff? 

Qfil)RGE 
What do you mean: 11 useful11 ? 

W..CL 
Something you ' d  use later, in 
your business or profession? 
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51 ( CONTHHJED� 
·GEORGE 

(impatiently) 
I don ' t  expect to g o  into any 
11 business or profession. " 

LUCY 
No? 

GEORGE 
( empha ticaIIyT 

C ertai nly not! 

(mildly) 
Why not? 

LUCY 

GEORGE 
( indicating 
the people 
within 
range of 
their vision) 

Just look at ' em. T:ha t' s a 
fine career for a man, isn't 
it t Lawyers, bankers, 
politicians! What do they get 
out of life, I ' d  like to know t  
What do they ever know about 
real th ings? Where do they 
ever get? 

LUCY 
( in lowered 
voice with 
deference) 

What do you want to be? 

- •GEORGE 
(promptly)-

A yachtsman. 

Lucy looks at him f or a moment and then looks away to the 
ballroom. 

DISS OLVE & SEGUE 

INT. BALLROOM - AMBERSON MANSION - NIGHT - (1904 ) 

5 2  The dance floor, instead of being filled with people, now 
has only three or four dancers. The music is very 
sentimental. Eugene a nd Fanny are dancing. 

DISS OLVE OUT 
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DISSOLVE IN 

INT. RECEPTI ON HALL - AMBER SON MANSION - NIGHT (1904) 

53 Members of the dance or chestra -- their coats on, and 
instruinent cases fill d hats on the floor · beside t hem -
are standing in the middle of the hall, playing. Eugene 
and Isabel are dancing. Jack and Fanny are watching 
from one si de; George and Lucy from a nother near t he 
stairway. Obviously the Morgans are th e  last guests to 
go, and Eugene has prevailed upon the musicians t o  play 
one final waltz , 

135-223 
0779050 

LUCY 
How lovely yournio-f'ner isl 

G EORGE 
(gently) 

I think she is. 

LUCY 
She's the gracefullest womanl 
She dances like a girl of 
sixteen. 

. GEORGE 
Most gir ls of sixteen are bum 
dancers. Anyhow, I wouldn ' t  
dance wi t h  one unless I ha.cl 
to... The snow t s  fi ne for 
sleighing ; I 1 11 come for you in 
a cutter at ten minut es after 
two. 

LUCY 
T omorrow? I can't pos sibly go. 

GEORGE 
If you don ' t , I ' m  going 'to sit 
in the cutter i n  front · of the 
gate, an d if you try to g o  out 
with anyb ody else he ' s  got t o  
whip me before he gets you. 

The music stops. Eugene and Isabel nod thanks to the 
musicians who pick up their cases, put their instruments 
away and leave. Duri ng this E ugene gets his overcoat 
and hat, and Lucy ' s  wrap. 

EUGENE 
Come on, Lucy. 



Lucy crosses to him. Jack joins George near the st airs, 
and for a moment t hey watch the others as they collect 
near the vestibule door, Eugene helping Lucy into her 
wrap D George t urns to Jack. 

>GEORGE 
See here: just w ho is this 
fellow Morgan? 

JACK 
1( laughs) 

He t s  a man with a pr etty 
daughter, G eorgie. 

GEORGE 
(impatient lyJ 

He seems t o  feel awfully at home 
here, the way he was dancing 
with Mother and Aunt F anny --

During t he above, t hey have started moving slowly toward 
t he door . As t hey near i t, tl1ey speak in  increasingly 
hushed voices , 

JACK 
(laugh.ing)-

I t m  afraid your' A unt Fanny ' s  
heart was stirred by ancient 
recollections, Georgie. 

GEORGE 
You mean she used to be silly 
about him? 

)JACK 
She w asn' t  considered singul ar o 
He w as -- he w as popular. Do 
you take t his same passionat e  
i nterest i n  t he parent s  of 
every girl you dance with? 

GEORGE 
Oh, go onl I only wanted to 
know --
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They are too clos e to the group to speak any more. There 
are final good nights. Eugene starts out tl�e door, Jack 
following. I sabel and F anny exit. · 

� e � ) 
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EUGENE 

Don ' t  come out, Jack. 

JACK 
I want to look at thaf horseless 
carriage of you.rs. If we're· 
going to r i de in it t omorrow·, I 
want to see if it' s  safe . 

George holds open the door for Lucy. 

GEORGE 
If you think I ' m  not in earne st 
youtre at liberty to  make quite 
a big experiment ! 

LUCY 
(laughs) 

I dori t t  think' I tve often had so 
large a compliment as that·, 
especially· on  such short notice 
-- a nd yet, I don tt  tl1 ink I f ll 
go wi th you. 

GEORGE 
You be ready at t en minutes 
after two . 

LUCY 
No I won' t. 

GEORGE 
Yes, you vn. 11. - Ten  minute s  
after two. 

LUCY 
Yes., I will. 

She goes through the do or , George closes it . 

54 As Geor ge turns into the r oo m  from the door·, he sees 
Isabel standing in the center of the room, looking a 
little worried. Geor ge crosses to  her. 
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GEORGE 
Well, old lady, what' s the 
matter? I sn t t  everything all 
right? 



54 ( GONTINUEDr 
ISABEL 

You're  going away so soon! 
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GEORGE · 
We ll, I f m  comifig back, don' t  
you suppose? Commencement ' s  
only four months away., I s  t hat 
all that worries you? 

-

ISABEL 
(smiles, 
but shake s  
he r head) 

I can never bear to see you go -
that ' s  the most of it. 

They walk to the stairs and start up them, CAMERA 
FOLLOWING. 

ISABEL ( cont I d ), 
And I ' m  a little bothered about 
your father ,  t oo. 

GEORGE 
Why? 

ISABEL 
It seems to me ne looks so 
badly. 

• GEORGE 
(laughs) 

He isn 1 t much different f rom ·tbe 
w ay he 1 s looked all his life, 
tba.t I can see . 

ISABEL 
He 1 s been worrying about some 
inve stment s he made last year. 
I think his wor�y has affected 
his health. 

•GEORGE 
( demands ) --

What invest ment s? He isn ' t  
going into Mor gan ' s  automobile 
concern, is he? 

ISABEL.. 
(smiles) 

No. T he 11 autdmobile concern" 
is all Eugene r s. No -- your 
father ' s  rolling mills ---



55 
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INT. SECOND FLOOR - AMBER SON MAN. SI01'T - NIGHT ( 1904) 

I sabel · and George enter, coming up stairs. 
Wilbur, i n  bathr obe and dressing gown, who 
of his bedroom. Isabel put s a restraining 
Georger s  arm. 

l.MBEL 
( t o  Wilbur) 

Hello, dear -- have you had 
trouble sleeping? 

GEORGE 
( abruptly)" 

Look 'here -- how ab out this man 
Morgan and his old sewi ng
rr� chine? Doesn' t  he want to get 
Grandfather to  put money into 
it? Isn ' t  that wbat he ' s  up t o? 

T hey see 
has come out 
hand on 

During George r s  s J;X:) ech, Fanny has come up the stairs an d 
started f or her bedroom. She stops. 

->FANNY 
( sharply) 

You littl e siliyI What on earth 
are you talking about? Eugene 
Morgan' s  perfectly able to  
finance his own inventions t hese 
days. 

GEORGE 
I f ll bet he borrows money from 
Uncle Jack . 

(gravely 
perplexed) 

Why do you s ey su'ch. · a t hing, 
George? 

GEORGE 
( doggedly) 

He just strikes me as that s9rt 
of man. I sn ' t  he, Pather? 

WILBUR 
He was a fairly wild young 
fellow twenty years ago -

(glancing 
at I sabel 
absently)  ( cont 1 d) 



.5-.§.. ( CON1I1INTJEib) 
\IVILBUR � cont t d)  

He was like you in one thing, 
Georgie: he spent too much 
money -- only he didn't have any 
mother to get money out of a 
grandfather for him. But I 
believe hei s  done fairly well of 
late years, and I doubt if he 
needs anybody else1 s money to  
back his horseless carriage. 
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GEORGE 
Well, what ' s  he brough£ the old 
thing here  for t hen? People 
that own elephants don ' t  take 
their elephants around with r em 
when they go visiting. What 1 s 
he got it here for ?  

WILBUR ' 
I ' m  sure I dont t  know. You 
might ask him. 

Wilbur exits into his bedroom. 

ISABEL 
(to George) 

I l ll'be in  to say good night. 

She follows Wilbur, exiting. Fanny starts toward her 
room., but is s topped by: 

GEORGE 
(to Fanny ; 

Look her e !  

FANNY 
What in the worldt s t he matter 
with you? 

GEORGE 
I suppos e you don' t know why 
Father doesn1 t want to go on 
that hor seless carriage trip 
t omorrow •-

FANNY 
What do you mean? 

.-GEORGE 
You're  his only s ister, and yet 
you don r t  know l 
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FANNY 
He never wants to go anywhere 
that I ever bear d of. What is 
the matter with you? 

GEORGE 
He  doesn' t  want to go oecause 
he does n ' t  like this man Morgan. 

1 FANNY 
(impatiently) 

Good gracious l Eug/4ne Morgan 
isn't in your f'a.ther r s  thoughts 
at all, one way or the other. 
Why should he be? 

GEORGE 
(he si ta tes_)_ 

Well -- it strikes me -- lool{ 
here, what makes you and -- and 
everybody -- so excited over 
him? 

FANNY 
( j eers ) 

ExcitedJ Cafl l t  people be glad 
to s ee an old friend w ithout 
silly children like you having 
to make a to-do about it? 
I f ve just b een suggesti ng to 
your mother that she might 
give a. little dinner for them. 

GEORGE 
For• who? 

FANNY 
For whom, Georgie 1 For 
Mx• , Morgan and his daughter • 

( . kl ) 'GEORGE quic y 
Look1 here l Ddn t t  do that! 
Mother• mus tn' t  do that., It  
wouldn' t  look well, 

FANi\lY 
(mocking him; 
sharp ly) 

Wouldn I t  l ook \11ell 1 S ee here, 
Georgie Minaf'er, I suggest that 
you just march straight on i nto 
your rooml Someti mes you say 
things that show you have a 
pretty mean little :mind1 
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-OEORGE 

( astounded
by this 
outburst; 
curiously) 

Why, wbat upsets � this way? 

FANNY 
1( sharp ly; 
her voic e 
lowered) 

I know what you mean. Youtre 
trying to insinuate that I 1 d 
get your mother to i nvite 
Eugene Morgan here on my 
account because he's a widowerl 

, GEORGE 
( gasps·, 
nonplussed) 

I ' m  trying to insi' nuate that 
you're setting your cap at him 
and getting Mother to hell? you? 
Is  that what you mean? 

>FANNY 
(gives him 
a white-
hot look) 

You attend to your own affairsl 

She sweeps out, leavi ng him alone. George, dumbfounded, 
looks after her. 

GEORGE 
Well, I will be shot ! -I will 
I certainly will be shot l 

INT. A STABLE - NIGHT (1904) 

56 A couple of horses i n  their stalls whinny aa E ugene 
drives his car in, During the ensuing dialogue, he does 
whatever is necessary to keep th e car motor f�om freezing 
-- c overs the · hood with hor se-blankets, drains the water 
from the tank, etc. Lucy · watches him in thoughtful 
silence for a few moments, tlie n; 

LUCY 
Papa --
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Yes., dear --
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LUCY 
Do you think George is terribly 
arrogant and domineering? 

EUGENE 
(consoling'fyf°" 

Oh, he ' s  still only a boy, 
Theref s plenty of fine stuff in 
him -- can r t  help but be, het s 
I sabel An1bersont s  son. 

LUCY 
You liked her pretty well once·, 
I guess, Papa. 

(quietly) 
I do still, 

EUGENE 

LUCY 
She 1 s lovely -- lovely l  Papa 

,(pause) , 
-- I wonder sometimes 

EUGENE 
V'lhat? 

I wonder jus t how she happened 
to marry Mr. Minaf er • . 

EUGENE 
Oh, Wilbur , s al� .. ri gfit. 

LUCY 
You know, I wish George wasn 1 t 
so conceited and bad-tempered 
He - - he ' s  really quite nice. 
Maybe I shouldnt t  call him 
exactly bad-tempered. 

EUGENE 
Of course not, Only when he ' s  
cross about something. . .  You 
lmow, Lucy, you need only 
three t hings t o  explain all 
t hat t s  goo4 and bad about 
George,, 

LUCY 
What? 

-{-OON;P;f;@!FD) 
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EUGENE 

He' s Isabel' s  only child. 
an A mbers on. He' s  a boy. 

LUCY 

Het s 

Well, Mr . Bones, of �hese three 
things, which are the good ones 
and whi ch  are the bad ones?� 

EUGENE 
All. of them. 

INT .  GEORGE ' S BEDROOM - AMBERSON MANSION - NIG}rr ( 1904 ) 

5 7  George is s eated in a chair, staring moodily off into 
space. There is a light tap on the door , the door opens 
and Isabel comes into the roomo George bends over and 
begins t o  unlace :his shoes. Silence. Isabel searches 
his face with fond puzzlement. 

ISABEL 
Dear, I wi sh  you' d tell me 
something --

GEORGE 
Yes, old lady? 

'ISABEL 
Why don' t  you like Eugene? 

GEORGE 
Eugene Morgan? I like . him well 
enoug� -- in h�s place. 

• ISABEL 
( hurriedlyT 

N o  dear, I had a feeling tonight 
th.at you di dn ' t  quite take t o  
him. When you feel as y ou do 
about his daughter --

George s t ops unlacing abruptly and sits up. 

GEORGE 
How do I feel ab out his daughter? 

I sabel smiles .. 
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GEORGE ( cont f d)! 
Well, mat of it? Yotifve 
pr obably got· plenty of friends·, 
for ins tance, that don r t  care 
much about your s on --

. ' ISABEL 
( pr otests 
quickly) 

No, indeed t A'.nd li' I knew 
a nybody vvho felt like that, I 
wouldn' t --

GEORGE 
I don't say I donft  care about 
MrG Morgan -- I donr t say I 
care f' or him --

Isabel, sti ll searching his face with ber troubled gaze·., 
seems not to have be ar d this last. George rises, goes 
to her and pats her reassuring ly upon the shoulder. 

, GEORGE 1( cont t d) 
There, old lady, I wonr' t let 
hi:m. see it! It t s  all r ight and 
you ' d  better t oddle along t o  
bed, because I w ant t o  undress . 

ISABEL 
( earnestlyT 

But, George -- you say you 
don r t  di slike him. Why donr t 
you like him? What is it that 
you don' t 

GEORGE 
The�e, there! 1 t t s  all right 
and you toddle along . 

ISABEL 
But, George 

· GEORGE 
Now, now. I r eally do want to 
get into b e d. Good night , old 
lady. 

ISABEL 
Good night, dear . BLili --· 



5 '7-( CO-N'I''IN11Eff1 
JIBORGE. 

Good night, old lady. I ' ll be 
polit e  enoug h to him, never 
fear -- if we happen t o  be  
thr own together. So good night l 

ISABEL 
B ut George, dear --

GEORGE 
I ' m  going to b ea, old lady; so 
good night .  

Isabel kisses h i m  and leaves. 

58 Isabel comes out of George ' s room, closes the do or and 
stands there for a moment , t houghtful. 
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FADE OUT 



FADE IN 

EXT. SNOW-COVERED ROAD - DAY (190 ,. : 

59 CLOSEUP of the runner of George' s cutter, as it snaps 
off. 

60 FULL SHOT of the cutter and horse as the little sleigh 
upsets and, after dragging Lucy and George several yards, 
leaves them lying together in a bank of snow. 

61 FULL SHOT of Eugene's car, a short distance down the 
road. In the car are Isabel , Fanny and Jack, looking 
horrified toward the overturned sled. From beneath the 
car appears Eugene who has been working on it .  Eugene 
starts running toward the sleigh as the others quickly 
start getting out of the car ,  

62 SHOT at the overturned sleigh. The vigorous horse kicks 
himself free from the gear and gallops off. George and 
Lucy look at each other without speaking, flushed and 
breathing heavily. Suddenly George grabs Lucy and 
kisses her. She resists, but George prevails. Eugene 
rushes up and Lucy, catching his eye ,  pushes George away , 
terribly embarrass-ed. Eugene. t urns, grinning, t o  Isabel 
who is running toward them ahead of Jack and Fanny . 
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· IDJGENE 
They' re all right , Isabel l 
This snowbank ' s  a feather bed 
-- nothing the matter with 
them at all. 

Isabel comes into the sqene, 

ISABEL 
( gasps) 

Georgi e !  Georgie! 

GEORGE 
Don ' t  make a fuss, mother ! 
Nothing's the matter. That 
darned, silly horse --

ISABEL 
( tear's in · 
her eyes) , 

To see you down underneath 
dragging -- ohl 

( starts, with 
shaking hands, 
to brush him off) 



62 ( CONTINU:.;D) 
GEORGE 

Let me alone. 
your gloves ., 
snow all over 

You 1 11 ruin 
You 're getting 
you, and 

No, 
you 

ISABEL 
not Y ou 'll eaten cold; 
mustn tt catch c old! 

( continues 
to brush 
him off) 

Jack has brought Lucy I s hat. Aunt Fanny acts as lady I s 
maid, and as t hey all help to restore George and Lucy t o  
their usual appearance, they begin t o  laugh - - all but 
George. 

GEORGE 
That darned horse! 

JACK 
Oh, Pendennis 1 1Tbe nome long 
before we will o All we've got 
t o  clepend on is Gene Morgan ' s  
broken-down chafing-dish yonder.  

They are moving t oward the car o 

EUGENE 
She 1 11 goo 

Wh.at l 

EUGENE 
All aboard! 

Eugene offers his hand t o  Isabel., Fanny gets in the 
rear seat , George helps Lucy climb in beside b.er, a.nd as 
he himself starts in after Lucy, Isabel sees t hat his 
light patent leather shoes have snow clinging to them. 
She rushes t o  him, taking out a lace handkerchief, and 
begins to wipe t he snow off the foot he has placed on the 
iron step, t o  mount. 

135-223 
0779063 

ISABEL 
You nmstn I t catch c oldJ 
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:GEORGE 

( furiously 
withdraws 
his foot} 

Stop that l 

· ISABEL 
Then stamp the snow off . Y ou 
mustn ' t  ride with wet feet . •  

·GEORGE 
They 're not wet t For goodness ' 
sake get in! You 're standing 
in the snow yourself. Get inl 

) 

Isabel turns to Eugene, who is watching her 
apprehensively . He helps her in, climbs in after her o 

(in a low 
voice as 
he helps 
her in) 

EUGENE 

You 're the s8c!lle Isabel I used 
to know l You tre a divinely 
ridiculous womano 

He gets in beside her. Jack has climbed aboard from the 
other side o 

ISABEL 
( not displeased) 

Am I ,  Eugene? "Divinely" and 
11ridiculous 11 just counterbalance 
each other,  don ' t  they? Plus 
one and minus one equal nothing; 
so you mean I 'm nothing in 
particular? 

EUGENE 
No, that doesn 't seem to be 
precisely what I mean. 

He has been t ugging at a lever and now, as dismaying 
sounds c ome from beneath the floor : 

There t 
'EUGENE K cont 'd) 

}The car plunges forward, t hen rolls on noisily. 

(� 
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JACK 
Look l We' re goingt It must 
be another accident. 

EUGENE 
She breathes, sbe stirs; she 
seems to feel a thrill of life 
along her keel ! 

EXT. SNOW-COVERED ROAD - DAY ( PROCESS) (1904) 

63 Group in car. Eugene starts to sing THE MAN WHO BROKE 
THE BANK AT MONTE CARLO. Jack joina him lustily. 
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( to Lucy) 
;FANNY 

Your father wanted to prove 
his horseless carriage would 
run, even in  the snow. It 
really does, too. 

Of course! 

FANNY 
I t ' s  so l nteres'E1ng I Re says 
he' s going to have wheels all 
made of rubber and blown up 
with air. I should think 
they ' d  explode - - but Eugene 
seems very c onfident. It ' s  
so like old times to hear him 
talk • • •  

· ( becomes 
thoughtful) 

LUCY 
( turning 

to George) 
You tried to swing underneath 
me and break the fall for me 
when we went over. I knew you 
were doing that, and -- it was 
nice of you. 

>GEORGE 
Wasn't any fall to speak 

( quietly) 
How about that kiss? 

of --

(.co� 



�ED) 
ISABEL 

When we get this far out- you 
can see there I s quite a little 
smoke hanging over town. 

JACK 
That 1 s because it 1 s growing. 

h"'UGENE 
Yes , and as it grows bigger, 
it seems t o  get ashamed of 
itself so it makes that cloud 
and hides in it. Y ou know, 
Isabel, I think it used to be 
nicer . 

ISABEL 
I know what you mean, Eugene. 
It ' s  because we were young. 

IDTQ-ENE 
Maybe. -- It  always used to 
be sunshiny, and the air 
wasn't like the air anywhere 
else. As I remember it , there 
always seemed to be gold dust 
in t he air. <B 

Jack turns around to Lucy and George a 
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JACK 
How about it, young folks? 
Notice any gold dust? 

LUCY 
(laughs) 

I wonder if we really do 
enjoy it as much as we'll 
look back and think we did? 

JACK 
Of course not ! 

LUCY 
I feel as if I must be missing 
something about it , somehow, 
because I don ' t  ever seem to be 
thinking about what ' s  happening 
at the present moment . I'm 
always looking forward t o  
something -- thinking about 
things that· w ill happen when 
I 1 m older. 



<6 3 ( C ON4' Ili!U'fffl) 
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GEORGE 
(gently� 

You 're a funny girl, but your 
voice sounds pretty nice when 
you think and talk along 
together like that I 

Eugene bursts into song again, joined by Jack, and 
finally Isabel. They are driving by a section of the 
Amberson Estate. 

GEORGE ( cont'd)  
Look at MinervaT 

He points to a statue, a cast-iron sculpture, which has 
a blackish streak from Minerva 's forehead to her 
nose-tip, and a few more streaks upon the folds of her 
drapery o 

LUQY 
That must be from soot o There 1 re 
so many houses around here, 

GEORGE 
Somebody ought to see that these 
statues are kept clean o My 
grandf&ther owns a good many of 
these houses, I guess, for 
rentingo Of course , he sold 
most of the lots -- but he ought 
to keep things up better . It ' s  
getting a11· too much built up. 
He lets these people take too 
many liberties: they do 
anything they want to. 

�ucy lifts her muff to her face and laughs into it. 

GEORGE (cont 'd)  
What are you laugfnng 'at now? 

LUCY 
Why? 

GEORGE 
You've got that way of seeming 
quietly superior to everybody 
else a I don't believe in that 
kind of thing. 



6'5' ( e ONT±iiJB-RI5 J 
LUCY 

You don 't? 

GEORGE 
( emphatically ) 

No o Not with me! T think 
the world ' s  like this: There ' s  
a few people that their birth 
and position, and so on, puts 
them on the top,  and they 
ought to treat each other 
entirely as equals o  

(his voice 
' betrays a 

little 
emotion) 

I wouldn' t speak like this to 
everybody o 

Lucy laughs againo 

cont ' d )  
I had a notion --r,""'.e:-="o_r_e�� crone 
for y-ou today that we were 
going to quarrel o 

LUCY 
No, we won 1 t o It takes two l 

8he starts t o  sing with the others. 

64 LONG SHOT toward back of cHr as it rides away from 
crunera o The lust:y- singing grows fainter. The car 
climbs a little hill o.nd, as it dips over, out of view, 
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FADE OUT 



FADE IN 

EXT. AMBERSON MANSION - DAY (1904) 

65 FULL SHCJr .  A number of funeral carri ages, and at least 
one automobile, are drawn up in the f . g. 

EXTo AMBERSON MANSION - DAY (1904) 

DISSOLVE 

66 CLOSE SHOT at the cloor to wh.j_ch a crepe is fastened. 

67 

Eugene is in the f. g. Over his shoulder we see the door 
open. He starts across the threshold. 

INT .  HALL - AMBEHSON MANSION - DAY (1904) 

LONG SHOT, 
distance. 
person, i n  
to ca mera. 
across the 

HOLDING Eugene coming through the door in the 
He is blocked from view for a moment by a 
mourning, who crosses through the scene, close 

When we see Eugene again, he is walking 
hall i n  the background. 

CAMERA PANS to !tOLD him. Another person ente-rs close to 
camera; he looks down sadly as he goes by and we see that, 
in panning, the camera has picked up the edge of a coffin 
which now forms the bottom of the frrune. When the f. g. 
1s  clear, we see Eugene has stopped to talk wi th the 
Major and Juck, but they n.re far a.way and what they say 
is not heard. 

Mrs. Foster, Mrs. Johnson, Uncle Joh n  Minafer, Lucy and 
others pass by the coffin, during which time Eugene comes 
forward -- seen for short moments when the f. g. is clear. 

Eugene walks by the coffin, CAMERA PANS to HOLD on him as 
he passes Fe.rmy to join Isabel and George by the window. 
Fanny is i n  u chair, her fo.ce swollen and terribly drawn 
from excessive weeping, and when Eugene passes her, she 
looks up at him and. turns her head slowly, following him 
with her eyes. 

68 REVERSE - CLOSE SEOT on Fanny. Her back is to camera, 
but her hend is turned townrd it as she watches Eugene 
over her shoulder. The tears, which had been checked 
before she saw Eugene, now begin to course dow n  her 
cheeks. 
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DISSOLVE OUT 
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DISSOLVE IN 

EXT • CEMETERY - DAY ( 1904 ) 

This is a scene of stone only -- not a tree or shrub in 
sight . In the background a white marble column, taller 
than any other in the neighborhood, with the name 
"AMBERSON" carved on it. In the f.g. a granite block 
with the name 11MINAFER11 chiselled upon its one polished 
side. I n  the i ntervening space, headstones marki ng the 
graves of Amberson and Mlnafer families. Close to 
camera is Wilbur's grave with a new headstone bearing 
his name and date of birth and death, and heaped high 
with flower tributes. 

.i.:.AT . CEMETERY - DAY ( 1904) 

DISSOLVE 

The same scene. Months later, after a rainfall. The 
headstones are wet and the graves surrounded by puddles 
reflecting the sky. Sollle of the dirt has been washed 
off of Wilbur's grave, and on it i s  o nly a small bouquet. 
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FADE OUT 



FADE IN 

INSERT A DIPLOMA which exactly fills the 
frame. It is  a v0ry impres sive 
document , but its message i s  the 
usual one to e ffect : 11 This is  to 
certify that George Amberson 
Minafer has completed the 
require ments of (name of college) 
and is there fora entitled, etc. , etc. 11 

DISSOLVE 

INT . KITCHBN - AMBERSON MANSION - NIGHT - ( RAIN) - ( 1905 : 

70 George , in mourning, is  seated at the tablo , e ating 
hungrily. His wet overcoat , hat and an umbrella arc neaj 
the stove, drying out. A fe w pieces of lu3gage ne arby. 
Fanny, also in mourning, �nters with more food. 
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FANNY 
Where did Isabel go to? 

,GEORGE 
(his mou·ch 
full) 

Sho was tired --

. FANNY 
(absently)-- --

It novor was becoming to he r 
to look pale . 

,GEORGE 
v ... na t 1d you s ay, Aunt F'anny? 

FANNY 
Nothing. I suppose your mother 's 
been pretty gay at the Connnoncement ? 
Going a lot ? 

GEORGE 
How could sh0 7 In mourning, o f  
courso· all she could do was just 
sit around and look on. That ' s  
all Lucy could do either, for 
that matter. 

I suppose S O o  

get home? 

FAl'fffY 
How did Lucy 



--....I. 
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I ' 

, 
' 

. 

GEORGE 
(astonished) 

Why, on ½he train with tho rest 
of us. 

'FANNY 
I mean from the station. Did 
you drive out to their house 
with her before you ca.mo here? L/.D 

->GEORGE 
No. She drove home with her 
father, of course. 

·FAi\J"NY 
Oh, I see. So Eugene c ame to 
tho station to meot you. 

GEORGE 
To meet us? How could he? 

FANNY 
, (drearii.y)-

I don tt know what you mo an. I 
havo n 1 t seen him while your 
mother's been away. 

Na tui-•ally. 
himself. 

GEORGE 
�o 's been East 

FAiJNY 
Did you see him? 

GEORGE 
Well, naturally, since he made 
the· t rip home with us 1 

,FANHY 
Ho did? He I s bac-m with you 
all the time? 

' GEORGE 
No; only on the train and the 

· 1ast three days before we luft. 
Unc le Jack got him to c ome. 

Hor eyelids droop and she is silent . George rises . 



70-{GOU'fIUf.ffl])) 
· GEORGE \(cont 1 d )  

You 1ro a fine housekeeper , Aunt 
Fanny. You know just how to make 
t hings look dainty and tast e 
good, too. I don ' t  t hink you 'd 
stay single very long if som0 of 
t he bachelors and widowers 
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around t own could ju st  once see --

FANNY 
(not list ening) 

It ' s  a litt le odd. 

GEORGE 
What ' s  odd? 

FANNY 
Your mother ' s  not mentioning 
t hat Mr . Morgan had been wit h 
you. 

GEORGE 
, (carele ssly) 

Didn't think of it , I suppose. 

Jack comes in tho door behind Fanny. George stops him 
with a wink. 

GEORGE /(cont 'd) 
I 'll t0ll you something, in 
confidence. 

L.J> FANNY 
(looks up 
startled�  

What? 

GEORGE 
WcllJ it strucK me t hat Mr. 
Morgan was looking pret t y  
absent-minded most of t he time; 
and he certainly is dressing 
better t han he usod t o .  

JACK 
He isn 1t dressing bettero  
He 1 s dr0ssing up ! J;i'anny, you 
ought t o  be a little 
encouraging when a prize 
bache lor begins to show by his 
haberdashery w hat he wants you 
t o  t hink about him. 



7� 
GEORGE 
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Uncle Jack tells me the 
automobile factory's been �oing 
quite well -- won a race , too 1 
Honestly , Aunt Fanny , I shouldn 't 
be a bit surprised to have him 
request an interview with me 
any day and declare that his 
intentions are honorable, and 
aak my permission t o  pay his 
addressos to you. What had I 
better tell him? 

Fanny bursts into tears . 

GEORGE ( cont 'dY 
Oh, Aunt Fanny t 

lfACK 
Fanny, we wore only teasing 

FJIJ1E{Y 
(lifelessly ) 

Let me alone. 

,JACK 
Please, Fanny 

GEORGE · 
We didn 1t mean anything --·  

FANNY 
Just let mo alone . 

GEORGE 
(distresseci) 

I didn 1 t know youlld got so 
sensitive as all that . 

Fanny rushes out of the room. A moment's silence .  Jack 
sighs, lights a cigar . 

yEORGE I (cont 1d )
1 You just can 't  joke with her 

about anything any more. It 
all began when we found out 
father's business was washed 
up and he didn ' t  leave anything. 

Jack doesn't answer .  
(� 



.SO (COU'rUTUED) 
G.iWRGE ( cont 1d )  

I thought she 'd feel bettor 
wh0n '.ve turned ovor fat her's 
insurance to her -- gave it to 
her absolutely without any 
strings to it . But now --

71 
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JACK 
(interrupting) -

I th
1
ink maybe we 1ve 1boen teasing 

her .about the wr•ong things. 
Fanny hasn 't got much in her 
life. You know, Georgie, just 
being an aunt isn 't  rvally the 
great career it may sometimes 
seem to be . I really don't 
lmow of anything much Fanny 
has got except her feeling 
about Eugene . 

George has 1:.1.oved to a window and is looking out . 

GgoRGE 
Holy cats l 

He rushes out of the room • 

..MQlL.. 
r-lha.t I s wrong, Georg--B,-? 

But George is gone . Jack picks up the umbrella and 
follmvs him. 

E.,'CT .  A:MBI;RSON M..t.�·JSION - L.�.i"·i1.\T AND :iJ:XCAVATIONS - NIGHT -
(RAIN) -_ (1905 

The sweep of lawn has been made unsightly by 
excavations for th0 co llars of five new houses, each 
within a fow fEJot of its neighbor. Foundations of brick 
are already laid; everywher0 are mud puddles, and drench 
piles of brick, stacked lumber, sand heaps , and mortar 
beds . George rushes in from the house and stops, 
oblivious of the rain . Jack joins him a momont later, 
and holds tho umbrella over the two of thomo 

GEORGE 
')\fr1at is t hi s ?  Looks lilrn 
excavations l Looks like the 
foundations for a lot of houses ! I (turns to Jack; 

points dramatically 
at the muddy chaos 
about t hem )  / 

Just what does Grandfather mean . . . � (� 
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JACK 
. (gravely) 

My private opinion is he wants 
to increase his income by 
building these houses to rent • 

. GEORGE 
Qell, can't he i ncrease his 
income any other way but this? 

JACK 
It would appear he couldn ' t  
Your mother said not t o  tell 
you till we got home, so as 
not to spoil Connnencement. 
She was afraid you 1 d be upset. 

GEORGE 
Upset l I should think I would 
be upset l He I s in his second 
childhood. Y��at did you let 
him do it for? 

JACK 
Well, I thought, myself, it was 
a mistake. 

GEORGE 
I should say so l 

JACK 
I wanted him to put up an 
apartment building instead of 
these houses. 

GEORGE 
An apartment building! Here? 

JACK 
Yes, that was my idea. · 

' GEORGE 
An apartment house 1 Oh, my gosh 1 

JACK 
Don 1 t worry ! Your grandfather 
wouldn 't listen to mo, but 
he'll wish he had, some day. 



71, (C ONTINlmB+--
� Is ho getti ng miserly in his 

old ago? 

JACK 
Do you think so, G0orgie? 

• GEORGE 
I don 1t m0an he's a miser, of 
course. Hc 1 s liberal enough 
with mother and me; but why, 
on e arth, didn't he � 
somethi ng or other rather 
than do a thing like this? 

JACK 
(cooll y )1  

I believe ho has sold something 
or othor, frorn timo to time. 

GEORGE 
1ilell, in  heaven's name, what 
did he do it for? 

JACK 
(mildly) 

To get money. That's my 
deduction. 

GEORGE 
I suppose you're j oking 
or trying to l 

JACK 
(amiably) , 

Thnt 1 s the bos� way to look at 
it. 
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FADE OUT 
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FADE IN 

EXT. EUGENE ' S  1ST FACTORY - DAY - (1905) 

Over the entrance is a sign reading: " MORGAN HORSELESS 
CARRIAGES. "  Parked in front are E ugene' s car and 
George r s  runabout. The vehicles are ampty. 

INT. FACTORY - DAY - ( 1905) 

73 George, Isabel and Fanny are being escorted through 
Eugener s factory by Lucy and Eugened The noise of 
machinery is gr eat and we can tell more by their 
pantomime than by what we hear that Lucy is going 
through involved explanations about the mc.chinery in 
answer to Isabel' s eager questions. Eugene looks on 
and laughs at Lucy t s  mistakes. Isabel· offers everything 
pleased exclamationso George is bored, and Fanny bleako 
They have been slowly walking toward camera from the b.g., 
pausing occasionally for Lucy t s explanatio n of some 
special feature . 

Now CAMERA PULLS back ahead of them and brings them to a 
brand new car which is receiving a final checkup from a 
mechanic or two. 

LUCY 
(pro udly>· 
before we 
s ee the car) 

And wet re now turning out a 
car and a quarter a day. 

They come to the car and observe it from a.11 angles. 
Isabel t s  face glows with complime nts. George t s  ennui 
disappears in spite of himself, and he laughs to see 
Isabe l in such good spirits. 

GEORGE 
( to Isabel) 

All this noise and smel l  seems 
to be good for you. You ought 
to come here every time you get 
the blues. 

FLHNY 
( with a 
wan smile)  

Oh, she doesnv. t get the blues, 
George":" I ne·,rer' knew a person 
of a more even disposition. 
I wish I could be iike thatl 
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73 ( QON'J?IMUED} 
ISABEL 

No -- What makes me laugh so 
much at nothing is thi s  place, 
Wouldn' t  anybody be delighted 
to see an old friend take an 
idea out of the air like that -
an idea most people laughed at 
him for -- would.ni t any old 
friend o f  his be happy to see 
how het d  made his idea into 
such a splendid, humming thing 
as this factory •"  It makes us 
all happy, E ugene! 

She stretches her hand out to him, He takes it quickly, 
giving her a look in which his laughter trie s to r emain 
but vanishes before a gratitude threatening to become 
emotional, 

ISABEL ( c ont t d )  
(turning 
to Fanny) 

Give him your hand, Fanny. 

Fanny obeys mechanically� 

ISABEL (cont ' d )  
There !  I f  Brother Jack were ' 
here, Eugene would have his 
three oldest nnd best friends 
congratulating him all at once. 
We know what Brother Jack thinks 
about it, though, Itt s just 
beautiful, Eugene! 

LU.CY 
(leaning towai .. d 
George; in a 
whisper ) 

Did you ever see anything so 
lovely? 

GEORGE 
(not 
misunderstanding 
but wishing to 
prolong the 
pleasant 
neighborliness 
o f  whispering) 

As what? 

( � 1ffl.1ffi ) 



_I:ff3 (COM iN OEB-} 
LIICY 

A s  your mother !  Think of her 
doing that! SheT s a darling? 
And Papa - -

. ( imperfectly 
repressing a 
tendency to 
laugh) 

Papa looks' as if he were 
either going to explode or 
utter loud s obs ! 

EUGENE 
( c ommanding 
his features 
o.nd resuming 
their customary 
apprehensivenes s )  

I used to write verse - - if you 
remember --

ISABEL 
--

( gently)  
Yeso I rememoer. 

EUGENE 
-- I don t t  recall that~ I've 
written any for twenty years 
or s o. But I' m almost thinking 
I could do i t  again, to thank 
you for making a factory visit 
into s uch  a kind celebration. 

DISSOLVE 

EXT. EUGENE t S  1ST FACTORY - DAY - ( 1905 ) 

74 George and Lucy come out and get into Georget s  runabout. 

J,,UCY 
Gracious ! Aren• t  hey 
s entimental I 

GEORGE 
People that age are always 
s entimental . They get 
s entimental over anything at 
a.11. 

They drive off . 
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DISSOLVE OUT 



DISSOLVE IN 

EXT. OPEN7WAD - DAY - (PROCESS) - (1905) 

75 George and Lucy in the r unabout. They hear a siren., and 
before the sound dies away., E ugen e r s  car, with Isabel 
and Fanny in it, comes from behind and passes them. 

135-223 
0779081 

GEORGE 
I ' ll still take a horse, any 
day. 

He checks Pendennis to a walk. 

mQX 
Oh., donr t !  

GEORGE 
Why? Do you want liifir to trot his 
legs off? 

LUCY 
No., but --

•GEORGE 
No, but -- what?--

LUCY 
I kn.ow when. you make him walk 
itt s  so you can give all your 
attention to -- to proposing 
to me againt George, do let 
Pendennis trot againl 

I wonr t !  

LlLC-Y 
Get up., Pendennisl Tr>ott 
Go onl Connnencel 

Pendennis pays no attention and George laughs fondlyo 

GEORGE 
You are the prettiest- thing in 
thi svrorld, Lucyt When are you 
going to say wet re r eally 
engaged? 
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LUCY 
Oh, not for year s I  So there ' s  
the answer. 

GEORGE 
Lucy! Dear, wnati s the matter? 
You look as if you were going 
to cry-

(plaintively) 
You a'lways do that whenever I 
can get you to talk abou.t, 
marrying meo 

LUCY 
(murmw:>ing'J 

I know it. 

GEORGE 
Well why do you? 

LUCY 
One reas on' s Because I have a 
feeling that it t s  never goirig 
to  be. 

GEORGE 
Why? 

LUCY 
rtr s just a 1·eeling. 

I 

)GEORGE 
You havent t any reason or --

LUCY 
It t s  j us t  a feeling. 

GEORGE 
Dont t you c are 011.ouglT about 
me to marry:i';{ii,'7 

Yes. 

VJSY 
(pa:tihet-i c,.::1 Lly 
trcubiea.) 

,9-EQBGE 
Won r t  you always care that 
muc h  about me? 
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7�l'I'ff'HED) 

I t m  - - yes 
George. I 
much about 

LUCY 
I ' m afraid so., 

never do change 
anything . 

.JGEORGE 
Well., then., why in the world 
won' t you drop the " almost11 ? 

LUCY 
(her distress 
increasing) 

Everything i s  -- everything 

GEORGE 
What about 11 ov0rything 11 ? 

LUCY 
Everything is so - - s o  
unsettled. 

GEORGE 
If you arent t  the queerest 
girl! V'Jhat is "unsettled" ? 

LUCY 
Well., for one thing., you 
haven. r t  settled on anything to 
do. At least if you have, 
you t ve never spoken of it. 

She gives him a quick s i de glance of hopeful scrutiny; 
then looks away, not happily. George permits a 
significant period of silence to elapse before making 
any response. 

GEORGE 
(with cold 
dignity) 

Lucy., haven' t you perfectly 
well understood that I don' t 
mean to go into business or 
adopt a profession? 

•LUCY 
I wasn't quite�o. 
did.ni t  know -- quite.  
what arc you going to 
George? 

I really 
-- But 
do , 
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Silence. 

•GEORGE 
( -Ni th simple 
genuine ness) . 

I expect to live a n  honorable 
life. I expect to contribute 
my share to charities, and t o  
take part in -- in movements, 

LUCY 
What kind? 

GEORGE 
Whatever appeals to me. 

GEORGE ( co nt t d) 
I should like to revert to the 
questions I was asking you, if 
you don I t mind. 

LUCY 
No, George. I think wet d 
better ---

GEORGE 
Your father is a businessman 

LUCY 
(interrupting 
quickly) 

Het s a mechanical genius. Of 
course her s both -- a nd het s 
done all sorts of things. 

GEORGE 
Very well. I merely wish to 
ask if it t s  his influence that 
makes you think I ought to " do" 
something? 

' (his face 
1arkening 
with res.entment) 

r t r s your father t s  idea, isnt t 
it, that I ought to go into 
busi ness a nd that you oughtnt t  
to be engaged to me until I do? 

No t 

him 

LUCY 
(starting; 
with quick 
denial ) 

I' ve never once spoken to 
about i t .  Never ! 
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GEORGE 

But you know without 
to him that it' s tho 
does feel about it? 

Yes. 

(nodding 
gravely) 

LUCY 

talking 
way he 

QEORGE 
(his brow 

._ 

growing 
darker still) 

Do you think I J d  be much of a 
man if I let any other man 
dictate to me my own way of lii'e? 

Georgo l 
your --

• LUCY 
Who r s  11 dictating11 

GEORGE 
I doni t believe in the whole 
world scrubbing dishes a nd 
selling potatoes and trying law 
c ases. No, I dare say I dont t 
care for your father t s  ideals 
any more than he does for mine! 
Giddap, Pendennisl 

Pendennis quickens eagerly to a trot. They pass the 
Major t s  sleazy old buggy going the other way. 

INT a MAJOR AMBERSON t S  BUGGY - DAY - (PROCESS) - ( 1905) 

76 Maj or Amberson and Jack are inside. 
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JACK 
He seems to have recovered. 
Looks in the highest good 
spirits. 

:MA.TOR AMBFRSON 
I beg your parcton --

JACK 
Your grandsono Last night he 
seemed inclined to melancholy. 

(-eMJ'!':H™ ) 
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L-S > MAJOR AMBERSON 

What about? Not getting 
remor�eful about all the money 
he t s  spent at college., was he ? 
I wonder what he thinks I •m 
made of. L/s;> 

• JACK 
Gold. 

, (gently) 
And he t s  righ� about that part 
of' you, Father a 

MAJOR AMBERSON 
What part? 

JACK 
YoUl" heart • 

( laughs 
MAJOR AMBERSON 

ruefully) 
I suppose thut may account for 
how heavy it feels ., sometimes., 
nowadays. This town seems to 
be rolling right over that old 
heart you mentioned., Jack -
rolling over it and burying it 
under! When I think of those 
dev�lish workmen digging up my 
lawn., yelling around my house --

JACK 
· Never mind, Father. Don r t  

think o.f it . When things are 
a nuisance., it t s  a good idea 
not to keep remember ing t em. 

( mm0mur s ) 
l\lf.AJ.OR AMBERSON 

I try not too I try to keep 
r ernciiibering that I won t t  be 
r em0mbe1"ing anything very long. 

( becomes  
mirthful 
and slaps 
his knee) 

Not so very long now., my boy� 
Not so very long now .. Not so 
very long! 
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DISSOLVE IN 

EXTo VERA@AH - AMBERSON MANSION - EVENING .:. (19051 

77 George is sitting with Isabel and Fanny on the vercndah. 
He sits on the copestone of the parapet, his back 
against the stone pilaster; his attitude not comfortable, 
b ut rigid, and his silence not comfort�ble either, but 
heavy. However, to the eyes of his mother and his aunt, 
who occupy wicker chairs at a little distance, he is 
almost indistinguishnble except for the stiff, white 
shield of his evening frontageo 

The· five new houses on the lawn have progressed some in 
construction; one is already completed. 

In the street flash the lights of silent bicycles riding 
by in pairs nnd trios, striking their bells, the riders' 
voices calling und luughingo Surreys rumble lightly by , 
o.nd frequently there is a glitter of whizzing spokes from 
a runabout or s porting buggy. Interspersed, disrupting 
the peace of the night, comes an qccusional racketing 
auto -- causing bicycles and people to scatter to cover. 

ISABEL 
It I s so nice of' you always to 
dress in the evening, George. 
Your Uncle Jack always used to, 
and so did Father, for years; 
but they both stopped quite a 
long time ago. It seems to me 
we don't see it done any more, 
except on t he stage and in the 
magazines o 

Isabel accepts his silence as acquiescence and turns her 
head to gaze thoughtfully out at the street. 

FAIDlY 
( in her 

lifeless 
voi ce as a 
lull fe..lls 
af'ter an 
auto roars by) 

I don ' t  believe we ' ll see as  
many of those automobiles 
next sunnnero 

Why? 
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ISABEL 
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FANNY 
I ' ve begun to agree with George 
about their being more of a fad 
than anything else. Like roller 
skates, Besides, people just 
won't stand for them after a 
while. I shouldn't be surprised 
to see a law passed forbidding 
the sale of a utomobiles the way 
there is with concealed weapons. 

ISABEL 
Fanny ! Y ou ' re not in earnest? 

I am, thought 

( laughs, 
sweet
toned) 

FANNY 

ISABEL 

Then vou didn't mean it when 
you told Eugene you 1 d enjoy�d 
the drive this afternoon?� 

. fl\.NNL-
I didn't say it so very 
enthusiastically, did I? 

ISABEL 
Perhaps not, buthe �ta.inly 
thought he'd pleased you. 

(slowly) 
•FANNY 
-

I don rt think I gave him any 
right to think he' d  pleased me. 

Why not? 
Fanny? 

ISABEL 
Wby shouidn 1 t you, 

FANNY 
(hesitating 
then almost 
i naudibly 
but more 
reproachful 
than plaintive) 

I hardly think I'd w�nt anyone 
to get the notion he' d pleased 
me just now. It hardly seems 
time yet -- to me. 
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( Silence except for the creaking of the r·o eking chair; 
I then a low musical whistle is heard, softly rendering 

o.n old uir from "Fra. Diavolo. 11 The creaking s t op s .  

FANNY _( cont I d) 
( abruptly ) 

Is  that you, Giorge? 

GEORGE 
Is that me what? 

F.ANNY 
Whistling "On Yonder Rock 
Reclining"?  

ISABEJ;,, 
It ' s  I o 

( dryly ) 
. ·FANNY 

Oho 

ISABEL 
Does it disturb you? 

FANNY 
Not at all. I had an idea 
George was depressed about 
s omething; and I just wondered 
if  he could be making such a 
cheerful s ound o 

(resumes her 
creaking) 

ISABEL 
(quickly 
·1eaning 
forward to 
peer at 
George) 

You didn' t eat a very hearty 
dinner, but I thought it was 
probably because of the warm 
weather . Are y ou troubled 
about anything? 

GEO�GE_ 
(angrily) 

135-223 
0779089 

( c er,9?I:tffl'm) ) 



' i 

' , , ·' 

ISABEL 
That I s good. r thought we had 
such a nice day, didn't you? 

GEORGE 
(mutter .1ng1 

I suppose so. 

Satisfied, Isabel leans back in her chair. After a time 
she rises, goes to t he steps and stands for several 
minutes looking across the street. Then her laughter is 
faintly heard . 

FANNY 
Are you laughing about something? 

;[SABEL 
Pardon? 

FANNY 
I asked� were y ou laughing at 
something'? 

ISABEL 
Yes l was l 

(laughs again) 

78 REVERSE ANGLE - SHOOTING past Fanny, Isabel and George 
on the veranda, toward Mrs. Johnson ' s  house beyond the 
passing traffic in t he street. One of the windows is 
lighted and Mrs. Johnson's form can be discerned 
silhouetted in the window frame. 
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ISABEL 
It 1 s the funny fat old Mrs. 
Johnson. She has a habit of 
sitting at her bedroom window 
with a pair of opera glasses • .  

' FANNY 
Really ! 

ISABEL 
Really . Y ou can see the window 
through t he place that was left 
when we had the dead walnut 
tree cut down. She looks up 
and down t he street , but mostly 
over here. Sometimes she 
forgets to put out the light in 
her r oom, and there she is, 
Rnv1 na  fn� all the world to seel 
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'19 BACK t� original set-up. 

FANNY 
I ' ve always thought her a very 
go(3d woman. 

ISABEL 
( agreeing) 

So she is, and/if her poor old 
opera glasses afford her the 
quiet happiness of knowing 
what sort of young man our new 
cook is walking out with, I 'm 
the Qast to begrudge it  to her l 
Don ' t  you want to come and look 
at her, George? 

GEORGE 
What? I beg your pardon, I 
hadn't noticed what you were 
talking about . 

,ISABEL 
( laughs'y 

It's nothing, Only a funny old 
lady -- and she 1 s gone now. 
I 1 m going, too -- at least , I 1111 
going indoors to read . It ' s  
cooler i n  the house, but the 
heat r s  I•eally not bnd anywhere., 
since nightfall. Summer 's 
dying, How quickly it  goes, 
once it begins to die , 

Isabel exits int� the house, Fanny stops rocking, leans 
forward, drawing her black gauze wrap around her 
shoulders. She shivers. 

FANNY 
; ( drearily) 

_Isn 1 t it queer , how your mother 
can use such words? 

GEORGE 
What words are �ing 
about? 

FANNY 
Words like "die" and "dying . "  
I don 1 t see how she can bear 
to use them so soon after your 
p9or father --

( shivers again� 
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GEORGE 
(abse ntly)-

Seems to me you're using them 
yourself. 

FANNY 
I ?  Neverl  

, GEOHGE 
Yes., you di do 

FANNY 
When? 

GEORGE 
Just this minufe":-

FANNY 
Ohl You mean when I repeated 
what she said? That's hardly 
the same thing, Ge orge . 

1GEORGE 
( not 
intere sted 
enough to 
argue the 
point) ; 

I don ' t  think you'll convi nce 
anyboey that mother ' s  unfeeling. 

FANNY 
I ' m  not trying '"Eoconvince 
anybody. I mean merely that 
in  rrry opinion -- well, perhaps 
it may be just as wise for me 
to keep my opinions to myse lf . 

She pauses expectantly, antici pating that George will 
urge her to reveal her opinion. But George i s  too 
occupied with himselfG Fanny, disappointe d, rises to 
leave. She halts with her hand on the latch of the 
screen door. 

FANNY ( cont 1 d). 
There is _2,._ne thing I 'hope. I 
hope at laast she won ' t  leave 
off her full mourning e n  the 
very anniversary of Viilbur I s 
death! 

rhe door clangs shut behind her, and the sound annoys 
Ge orge. 
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80 He sits by himself on the steps -- worrying. 
Now Lucy appears in old-fashioned transparency (the 
shadowy ghost figure from the silents) . She throws 
herself on the steps at his feet. 

LUCY 
George, you must forgive me! 
Papa was utterly wrong! I 
have told him so, and the truth 
is that I have come rather to 
dislike him as you do, and as 
you always have, in your heart 
of hearts. 

QEORGE 
Lucy, are you sure you 
understand me?----VOu say you 
understand me, but are you sure? 

LUCY 
(weeping, · 

head bowed 
almost to 
her waist) 

Oh, so sure! I 'will never 
listen to Father 1 s opinions 
again. I do not even care 
if I never see him again! 

GEORGE 
. { gently) 

Then I pardon you. 

This softened mood l asts until he realizes that it has 
been brought about by processes strikingly lacking in 
substance. Abruptly he swings his feet down from the 
copestone to the floor of the verandah. 

GEORGE ( cont I d) 
Pardon nothingf 

81 Then George pictures Lucy as she probably really is at 
this moment: sitting on her own front porch in  the 
moonlight with four or five boys, all of them laughing 
most likely, and some idiot probably playing a guitar. 

Riffraff! 
GEORGE 
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Geo�ge, still harassed by his thoughts , begins 
furiously to pace the stone floor , 

Riffraff ! 
GEORGE /( cont I d )  

(again and 
again ) 

Riffraff ! R iffraff ! 

DISSOLVE 

EXT . GRAPE ARBOR - AMBERSON M1-\NSION - LATE AFTERNOON ... · 
1905) 

Isabel a nd Eugene are sitting together in t he arbor. 
Silence between them. 

Silence . 

Silence. 

,ISABEL 
(smiling gently) 

Sometime it may come to that --

ISABEL (cont 'd ) 
(smiles another 
kind of a smile ) 

It ' s  been a ha ppy summer, hasn' t 
it, �uge ne ? · 

(sighs, still 
smiling ) 

It must have b�en a ha ppy summer 
f or George, too -- and Lucy - -
a real 11summer o f  roses and 
wine11 - - without the wine, 
perhaps. 11 Gather ye roses while 
ye may 11 -- or was it primroses? 
Time does really fly, or• perha ps 
it's more like the sky - - and 
smoke --

,EUGENE 
How 1 s that, dear? 

ISABEL 
I mean the things we have that 
we think are so solid -- they're 
like smoke, and Time is like the 
sky. that the smoke disappears 
into. (cont' d )  
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ISABEL ( cont 1 d) 

You know how a wreath of smol<:e 
goes up from a chimney, and 
seems all thick and black and 
busy against the sky, as if it 
were going to do such important 
things and last forever, and 
you see it eetting thinner and 
thinner - - and then, in such a 
little while, it isn ' t  there at 
all; nothing is left but the 
slcy, and the sky keeps on being 
j ust the same forever. 

Another silence. 

EUGENE 
Isabel, dear. 

ISABEL 
Yes, Eugene --

EUGENE 
Don't you think you should tell 
George? 

ISABE L 
About us ? 

EUGENE 
Yes. 

,, ISABEL 
There's still time --

EUGENE 
He should hear it from you. 

JSA.BEk 
He will, dearest -- soon 
soon 

DISSOLVE 

INT. DINING ROOM - AMBERSON MANSION - D/1Y - ( 1905) 

83 The whole family is present, and Eugene is a g uest. They 
are j ust finish:i.ng their des sert. 
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MAJ OR AMBERSON 
I miss my b est girl. 

r r.l:iRt11i I MTI e, n , 
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We all do. Lucy ' s  on a visit, 
Father. She ' s  s pending a week 
with a school friend. 

, EUGENE 
She ' ll be back Monday. 

FANNY 
George, how does it happen you 
didn' t tell us before? He 
never s aid a word to us about 
Lucy's going away. 

MAJOR A:MBERSON 
Probab ly afraid to. Didnlt 
know but he might break down 
and cry if he tried to s peak of 
it ! Is n' t that it, Georgie? 

The Major' s chuckle developes into laughter at George' s  
silence and embarrassment. 

FANNY 
{ during this) 

Or didnt t  Lucy tell you she was 
going? 

. ( growls) 
She told me. 

GEORGE 

MAJOR AMBERSON 
At any rate, Georgie did n't 
approve. I suppose you two 
aren' t s peaking again? 

(Jack is nice enough to change the subject. , 

JACK 
Eugene, I hear s omebody ' s  
opened up another horseless 
carriage shop somewhere out 
in the s uburbs . 

MAJOR AMBERSON 
I � uppose they' ll either drive 
you out of the business ,  or 
el�e the two of you'll drive 
all the res t of us off the 
streets o 
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Silence. 

EUGENE 
Well, we 1 11 even things up 
by making the streets bigger. 

MAJOR AMBERSON 
How do you propose to do that? 

EUGENE 
It isn 1 t the distance from the 
center of a town that counts, 

- it 1 s the time it takes to get 
there. This town's already 
spreading; automobiles are going 
to carry city streets clear out 
to the county line. 

- ·JACK 
1 ( skeptically) 

I hope you ' re wrong, because if 
people go to moving that far , 
real estate values here in the 
old residence part of town are 
going to be stretched pretty 
thin. 

MAJOR AMBERSON 
So your automobiles are going 
to r uin all your old friends, 
Eugene. Do you really think 
they ' re to change the face of 
the land? 

EUGENE 
They ' re already doing it, Major; 
and it can 1 t be stopped. 
Automobiles --

GEORGE 
( in loud 
and 
peremptory 
voice) 

Automobiles are a useless 
nuisance. 

· MAJOR AMBERSON 
What did you say, George? 

( €"O �-) 
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GEORGE 
I said automobiles were a 
nuisance. They'll never amount 
to anything but a nuisance. 
They had no bus iness to be 
invented. 

JACK 
Of course, you forget that Mr. 
Morgan makes t hem, and also 
did his share in inventing them. 
If you weren ' t  so t houghtless 
he might think you rather 
offensive. 

GEORGE 
( coolly) 

I don't think I could s urvive 
it. 

EUGENE 
1( laughs 

cheerfully) 
I ' m  not s ure George is wrong 
. about automobiles • With e.11 
their s peed forward they may be 
a step backward in civilization. 
It may be that they won't add 
to the beauty of the world, nor 
to t he life of men 1 s souls , I 
am not sure. But automobiles 
have come, and almos t all 
outward things are going to be 
different because of what they 
bring. They're going to alter 
war, and they're going to- alter 
peace. I think men ' s  minds are 
going to be changed in s ubtle 
ways because of automobiles . 
And it may be that George is 
right. It may be that ten or 
twenty years from now, if we 
can s ee the inward change in 
men by that t ime, I s houldn ' t  
be able to defend the gasoline 
engine, but would have to agree 
with him t hat automobiles 11 had 
no business to be invented . "  

,( looks at 
his watch) 

Well, Major, I hope you' ll 
excuse me -- and Isabel -- I've 
got to get down to the s hop and 
talk to t he foreman. 
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Murmured 11good-byes11 ---

MAJOR AMBER SON 
I 1 11 see you to the door. 

B,ANNY 
I ' ll come, too • 

. EUGENE 
Don' t bother, sir. I know the 
way. 

He goes out. Sile nce. 

ISABEL 
George, dear, what d id you mean? 

GEORGE 
Just what I said� 

Takes one of the Major ' s  cigars. 

<'.S..:> ISABEL 

t ( murmurs)  
Oh, ne was hur't ! 

GEORGE 
I d on ' t see why he should be. 
I d idn't say anything about 
him. He didn ' t  seem to me to 
be hurt -- seemed perfectly 
cheerfulo What made you think 
he was hur t? 

ISABEL 
( half
whispering) 

I know him ! 

. .  JACK 
By  Jove, Georgie, youl re a 
puzzle ! 

GEORGE 
In  what way, may I ask? 
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I t ' s  a new style of courting a 
pretty girl, I must say, for a 
young fellow to go deliberately 
out of his way to try and make 
an enemy of her father by 
attacking his business l By Jove ? 
That's a new way of winning a 
woman. 

George slams out of the dining room. 

DISSOLVE 

INT . STAIRCASE AND GEORGE'S BEDROOM - AMBERSON MANSI.ON -
DAY - (1905)°" 

Fanny goes up to George, and they play the following 
scene going up the stairs to George's bedroom. 

FANI-l'Y 
George, you struck just the 
right treatment to adopt. You're 
doing just the right thing ! 

.GEORGE 
( chilly) 

Now, what on earth do you want? 

FANNY 
(a vehement 

whisper) 
Your father would thank you. if 
he could see what you're doing. 

GEORGE 
You make me dizzy ! Quit the 
mysterious detective business ! 

FANNY 
(huskily·) 

You don't care to hear that I 
approve of what you�re doing? 

She breaks down into silent weeping. 

GEORGE 
Oh, for Gosh sa�t in 
the world 1 s wrong with you? 

..{.&e-NM-Nmrr) 



FANNY 
( wretchedly )1 

You 1 re always picking o n  
Always -- ever s ince you 
a little boy ! 

me. 
were 

GEORGE 
Oh, my Gos h !  

�NNY 
You wouldn't treat anybody in 
the world like this except old 
Fanny ! 11 01d Fanny" you s ay.  
" I t1 s nobody but old Fanny, s o  
I 1 11 kick her -- nobody 1 11 
resent it. I ' ll kick her all 
I want to! 11 And 'you 1 re right; 
I haven ' t got a nything in the 
world, since my brother died --
nobody nothing ! . 

(groans) 
Oh, my Gosh ! 

GEORGE 

, I.<,AN NY 
I never, never :in the world 
would have told you a bout it, 
or even made the faintest 
reference to it, if I hadn't 
seen that somebody else had 
told you, or you 1 d found out 
for yourself some way. I --

GEORGE 
Somebody else told me wliat? 
I' d found what out for myself? 

FANNY 
How people are talking about 
your mother. 

.G:EQR@ ( incredulously J 
What did you say? 
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FANNY 
Of course I understood wha c 
you were doingQ It puzzled 
other people when you began to 
be rude to E ugene, because they 
couldn ' t  s ee how you could treat 
him as you did when you were s o  
interested in Lucy. But I knew 
you'd give Lucy up in a minute, 
if it came to a ques tion of your 
mother' s reputation, because you 
said that --

GEORGE 
( voice 
s haking) , 

Look here. Look here, I ' d  like -
(greatly 

agitated) 
Just what do you mean? 

EANNY 
( woefully, 

wiping her 
reddened nos e )  

I only wanted to say 'that I ' m  
s orry for you, George, that 1 s 
all -- But it' s only old Fanny, 
so  whatever s he says -- even 
when i t' s  sympathy - - pick on 
her for i t !  Hammer her! 

(sobs ) 
Hammer her! It 1 s only poor old 
lonely Fanny ! 

GEORGE 
1 (harshly) 

You look here ! Uncle Jack said 
if there was any gos s ip it was . 
about yo

1
! He said people might 

be laugh ng about the way you 
ran after Morgan, but that was all. 

FANNY 
Yes ; it's always Fanny! 
Ridiculous old Fanny -- always 
-- always! 

I GEORGE 
You 11s ten ! You jumped on me 
because I said Morgan was coming 
here too often. You made me 
think Mother let him come just 
on your account, and � you 
say --

-(CONTINWD )  
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;EANNY. ( desolately �-
I th'ink he did. I think he did 
come as much to see me as 
anything -- for a while it 
looked like it. Anyhow, he 
liked to dance with me. He 
danced with me as much as he 
danced with her ---

GEORGE 
You told me there wasn't any 
talk. 

FANNY 
( protesting) 

I didn't think t h�re was much, 
then. I d idn ' t  know how much 
there was . 

GEORGE 
( fiercely)-

You told me Mother never saw 
him except w hen she was 
chaperoning you • . 

, FANNY 
You don't s uppose that stops 
people from talking, do you? 

( c hoking), 
They just thought I didn ' t  
coun t l  0 only old Fanny Minafe r, 11 
I suppos e they ' d  say t Bes ides , 
everybody knew that he 1 d been 
engaged to her 

What I s that? 
GEORGE ....- ---

,FANNY 
Everybody knows it. Everybody 
in this town knows that Isabel 
never really cared for any 
other man in her life ! Poor 
Wilbur ! He was the only soul 
alive tha t didn I t know it ! . 

( gazing 
wildly 
at her) 

GEORGE 

I believe I'm ' going crazy. You 
mean you lied w hen you told me 
there wasn' t any talk? 

( CONI!MOOB ) 
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FAlifNY 

It wouldn ' t  have amounted to 
anything if Wilbur had lived. 

GEORGE 
You mean Morganmight have 
married you? 

FANNY 
( gulps) 

No. Because I don' t know that 
I ,  d have accepted him • . I 
certainly didn' t care enough 
about him to marry him; I 
wouldn ' t  have let· myself care 
that much until he showed that. 
he wished t o  marry me.  I ' m  
not that sort of person!  What 
I mean is, if Wilbur hadn r t  
died, people would.n i t  have had 
it proved before their very eyes 
that what they t d  been talkinr-

. about was true! 

, GEORGE 
You say -- you say �hat people 
believe -- they believe my 
mother is -- is in love with 
that man? 

' FANN'.[ 
Of course ! 

GEORGE 
And because he comes here 
and t hey see her with him 
driving -- and all that -- they 
t hink they were right when they 
said she was in -- in love with 
him before �- before my father 
died? 

FANNY 
. ( gently ) 

Why, George, Uon t t  you know 
that r s  what they say? You must 
know that everybody in town 
t hinks t hey tre going to be 
married very soon. 

George is on the verge of nausea from shock.  



84, ( C ONT:IN oifilS)" 

Who told you? 
GEORGE_ 

,FANNY 
What? 

GEORGE 
Who told you tr1ere was talk? 
Where is this talk? Where does 
it comefrom? Who does it? 

FANNY 
Why, I suppose pretty much 
everybody. I know it  must be 
pretty general. 

· Who said so? . 
GEORGE 

What? 
FANNY 

' GEORGE 
How did you get hold of'" it? · 

FANNY 
Why --l (hesitates) 

You answer me! 
• GEORGE 

FANNY 
I hardly think it wouTa be fair 
to g ive names" 

GEORGE 
Look here. One of . Yo"'il!> most 
intimate friends is that 
mother of C harlie J ohnsonr s. 
Has she ever menti oned this 
to you? 

FANNY 
She may have inBimated 

GEORGE 
You and she have been tallring 
about itf 
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FANNY 
She t s  a very kind, discreet 
woman, Geor ge; but she may 
have intimated --

George starts toward the door. 

- FANNY ,( cont t d) 
What are you going to' do, 
George? 

But George  leaves. Fanny stares after him, terrified 
at what she has done. 

DIS.S OLVE 

EXT. MRS. JOHNSON t S  HOME - DAY - (1905) 

85 George strides through the gate, up to the house. 

INT . MRS . JOHNSON' S  HOME - DAY - ( 1905) 

86 The front doorbell is ringing insistently. Mrs. Johnson 
hurries to it and opens the door, admitting George. 

MRS. JOHNSON 
Mr. Amberson -- I mean Mr .  
Minafer. I' m r eally delighted. 

•GEORGE 
(in a. strained 

loud voice) 
Mrs. Johnson, I t ve' c ome to ask 
you a few questions. 

, MRS • JOHNS ON 
, (becoming 

grave) 
Certainly., Mr. Minafer. 
Anything I can 

Q:.Ii:ORGE-
I don t t mean to waste any time, 
Mrs. Johnson. You were talking 
about a -- you were discussing 
a scandal that involved my 
mother t s name. 
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Mr .  Minafer I . 
MR.S. JOHNSON 

GEORGE 
My aunt told me-you repeated 
this scandal to her. 

MRS o JOHNSON 
( sharply ) 

I d011 r t  think you1" aunt can have 
said that. We may have discussed 
some few matters that i ve been a 
topic of comment about town 

GEORGE 
Yes! I th.inf( you may liave l 
That ts  what I ' m  here about., 
and what I intend to --

. ,MRS. JOHNSON 
( crisply ) 

Dont t  tell me 1what you intend., 
please. Anai t d  prefer it if' 
you wouldnt t  make your voice 
quite so loud in this house, 
which I happen to own .. 

,, GEORGE 
I can I t  stand tfiis f .  

, NJRS, JOHNSON 
I had a perfect right to 
discuss the sub ject with your 
aunt e Other people may be 
less considerate. 

GEORGE 
(vicious.LyT 

O.ther people I Tna t r  s what I 
want to know about these 
other people ! How many? 

She doesnt t  answer. 

How many? 

1JVha t ?  
MRS . JOHNSON 
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go-( UONTINOED) 

87 

GEORGE 
I want to know how many other 
people talk about it. 

MRS, JOHNSON 
Really, this isnft a c ourtroom 
and I ' m  not a defendant in a 
libel suit. 

GEORGE 
( losing 
control) , You ma.y be! I want to know 

j us t  whots  dared  to say these 
things, if I have to force my 
way into every house i n  town, 
and I ' m  going to make them 
take every word of it backl 
I mean to know the name of 
every slanderer that's spoken 
of this matter to you and of 
every tattler you t ve passed it 
on to yourself. I mean to know 

• :MRS . JOHNSON 
(rising) 

You' 11 know s'omethin� pretty 
quick! Youtl�7mow hat youtre 
out in the street . Please to 
leave my house !  

George stiffens sharply - bows and strides out the door. 

DISSOLVE 

INT . JACK'S BATHROOM - AMBERSON MANSION - NIGHT -
(MOONLIQHT) - (1905) 

Jack and George. Jack is i n  the tub. · 

JACK 
( i n  dismay� 
in  a low 
voice) 

Oh, now you have done itl  

GEORGF 
What have I done that was n't 
honorable and right? Do you 
think thes e riffraff can go 
around bandying my mother t s  
good name? 
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EW--( C ON'fl"N lJED J 
JACK 

They can now. 

GEORGE 
What do you s uppose r r 11 be 
doing? 

' JACK 
Nothing helpful-.--

GEORGE 
I ' m  going to s top this thing 
if I have to force my way into 
every hous e  on National Avenue 
and Amberson Boulevard !  

JACK 
Georgie, gos s ip r s  never fatal 
till itt s denied. 

GEORGE 
If you think I' m going to let 
my mother's good name 

.irACK 
Nobody has a good name in a bad 
mouth! Nobody has a good name 
in a silly mouth, either. 

GOERGE 
-- Didn t t  you understand me 
when I told you people are 
saying my mother means to 
marry this man? 

JACK 
Yes, I understood you. 

GEORGE 
If such a - s uch an unspeakable 
marriage did take place do you 
think that would make people 
believetneyt d bee n wrong in 
saying -· you know what they 
say. 
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811 ( 00NTffuED) 
,JACK 

(deliberatel y )  
No , . I don 1 t believe i t  would, 
There t d  be more badness in the 
bad mouths and more silliness 
in the silly mouths,  I dare say. 
B ut it wo uldnt t hurt Isabel and 
Eugeneo If they r ve decided to 
marry ---

Great gos h !  
so calmly! 

GEORGE 
You speak of it 

JACK 
Well, why shouldnr t they marry 
if they want to? It • s  their 
own affair,. 

. GEORGE 
Why shouldnr t they? Why 
shouldn t t they? 

-

· JACK 
Yes, Why shouldnr t they? I 
don• t see anything precisely 
monstrous about two people 
getting married when theyt r e  
both free and care about each 
other. What t s  the matter with 
their marrying? 

GEORGE 
( s houting) 

It wo uld be mortstrous l 
Monstrous even if this horrible 
thing hadnt t happened, but now 
in the faoe o f  this -- oh, 'tnat 
you can s it thereand even s peak 
of itl  Your own sister ! 

..JACK 
For Heavenr s s ake, don' t be so 
theatrical !  

(seeing that 
George is 
leaving the 
room )  

Come back here, You mustnt t 
s peak to your mother of thi s .  

George stops and looks at him, 
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Silence, 

:a-ACK \(,pont l d) 
I don1 t think she t s very wel�, 
George. 

'GEORGE 
Mother? I never s aw a 
healthier person i n  my life. 

JACK 
S he doesn t t let anybody lmow, 
but she goes to the doctor 
regularly. 

GEORGE 
Women are always going to 
doctors regularly. 

JACK 
I ' d leave her alone., G-eorge0 

George exits .  

INT. SECOND FLOOR HALL - AMBERSON MANSION - MOONLIGHT ----
(1905) 

88 George comes out of Jackl s room and starts toward his 
own. As he nears it., the door of Isabel's room ope ns. 

ISABEL 
Georgie., dear? � 

George steps i nto shadow and doe s not answer . Isabel 
crosses to his door, opens it o. nd looks in. The light 
has been left burning. Seeing George is not in hi s  room, 
sho r0turns to her own. George noiselessly goes to t he 
stairs and exits up t hem to the ballroom. 

�:/' IN1r . STAIRCASE AND BALLROOM - AMBERSON MANS ION - 1 1  

l 
�10ONLIGHT - (1905) 

89 Moonlight, coming t;hrough the glas s ceiling, floods the 
room. George walks to the center of the ballroom and 
stands there, reflected i n  the pier glas s mirrors that 
line all s ides of the room. Then he hears a quick 
footfall, and Isabel's voice again./ 

..c.s:> ISABEL 
Georgi e -- is that you ? 
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Isabel is heard coming up the stairs. George has 
nowhere to retreat , so he just stands there. Isabel 
stops on the stairs, seeing his lonely figure standing 
in the ballroom. 

Silence. 

Silence. 

Silence. 

ISABEL _( cont I d) 
r r ve been wondering wher e you 
were, dear. 

,GEORGE 
Had you? 

'ISABEL 
. ( timidly) 

Wb.erever it was ., I hope you had 
a pleasant evening. 

· GEORGE 
(withou.1, 
expr ession ) 

Thank you. 

ISABEL 
You wouldn ' t  care to be kissed 
good night, I suppose? 

(with a little 
flurry of 
placative 
laughter ) 

At your age, of course! 

Silence, blanker than those which had preceded. 

ISABEL ( cont·t d) 
(her voice 
blank� too ) 

Good night . 

She goes down the stair s. 
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FADE IN 

INT. LIBRnRY - I.MBE.RSON I•t:.1�.SION - DAY- (1905) 

90 Georr;e enters, unwraps a frruned photograph of Wilbur, 
places it on a t able and stands looking at it , 

GEORGE 
( whisperlng 
brokenly) 

Poor, poor fatherl Poor man, 
I'm glad you didn ' t  knowl 

He walks to the drawine room. 

INT. DRA\',ING ROOM ... A_"NLBEilSON MANSION - DAY- ( 1905) 

91 George goes to a .front windovv and sits looking through 
the curtains. The house is quiet . Then a ripple of 
song by Isabel is heard. 

ISABEL I S VOICF. 
,(singing ) 

Lord Bateman �as a noble lord, 
A noble lord of nish degree; 
And he sailed �est a nd he sailed East, 
Far c ountries for to see • • • •  " 

The ,,1 0 rds become indistinct; the air is hu':'lmed absently, 
the hummin6 shifts t o  a v·histle, tben drifts out of 
hearing, and the plnce is s till again. George looks out 
the vdndow. 

EXT. AMBERSON r.:ANSION - DAY - ( 1905 ) 

92 ANGLE past Geort:e peerinr- throue,h the drawing room window 
curtain, toward the s treet. An automobile stops, and 
Eugene jumps li.ghtly down from it. 'l'he car is of a new 
pattern, low and long, with an ample seat in the tonneau ; 
a professional driver s its at the wheel, goggled out of 
all personality. Eugene is richly dressed in the new 
outdoor mode: his motoring coat is soft gray fur; his 
cap and gloves of gray suede. He looks like a 
millionaire as he comes happily up the path. George 
leaves the window. 
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,, � 
I1'T . P..ECE!.PTION HALL - AriBERSON �l!.NSION - DiiY -(  1905) 

The doorbell rings. George enters and waits at the 
entrance of t he reception room until Mary comes through 
on her way to answer it. 

GEORGE 
You needn ' t  mind, Mary. I'll 
see who it is and what they 
want. Probably i t 1s only a 
peddler. 

MATIY 
Thank ·rou sir MisTur Georr.·e • ., , , 0 

\ ( she exits) 

George goes slowly to the front door and halts, regarding 
the mi::>ty si lhouette o:f Eugene upon the ornamental 
frosted glass. After> a minute of 1,vaitine;, Eucene I s arm 
cen be distin£uished outstretched toward the bell -- to 
ring a sec0nd t ime. But before the gesture is completed, 
Geor�e abruptly throws open the door and steps $quarely 
upon the t11iddle of the t hreshold. A sli_sht chane:;e 
shadows the face of Eugene; �appy anticipation �ives way 
to something formal and polite. 

EUC.H!:NE 
How do :•ou do, George? Mrs. 
Minafer expects t o  go driving 
with me, I believe - if you ' ll 
be so kind as to send her word 
that I ' m  here. 

No. 

;QEORGE; 
(making not the 
slightest 
movemE:nt) 

EUGEI:;E 
I beg your pardon. I said --

G;•�oRr•E 
I heard you. You s aid you had 
an engasement with ri1y mother, 
and I told you, No! 

Eugene sives him a steady look. 

Euc-m .. 'E 
( quietly) 

�haG 1 s the - t&e difficulty? 
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-9-4 (CO�) 
CEORG-E 

(lrneps his
own voi ce 
quiet; this 
does not 
mitigate t he 
vibrant fury 
of it) 

My mother wi11 have no interest 
in knowing t hat you c am e  here 
today, Or any other dayl 

Eugene continues t o  look at him with a scrutiny in which 
begins to gleam a profound anger. 

EUGENE 
I'm afro.id I do n ' t  understand 
you. 

GEORGE 
(raising 
his voi:ce 
slightly) 

I doubt if I could make it much 
plainer, but I'll try, You ' re 
not vn,nted in this house, Mr, 
Morgan, now or a.t any other time. 
Perh�ps you ' ll understand - this1 

He slams the door in Eusene 1 s face. Then, not moving 
away, he stands just inside the door and notes that the 
misty silhouette remains upon the frosted glass for 
sever�l moments ;  the s ilhouette disappears. George 
exits toV:·ard the drawing room. 

EXT. AMBERSON MANSION - DAY -(1905) 

95 MED. LONG SI-IO'!' past Eugene I s car toward mansion doorway. 
Eugene, in baffled retre�t, walks slowly down th0 steps 
and co�es down· the path to hi� car. 

96 Rgvr;�sE AHGLE throuE;h drawing room wi ndo\'' .-- over George 1 • 

shoulder as he watches Eu&ene cet into his car slowly, 
not looking back at t he house. Observing the heaviness 
of his movements, George indulr,es in a sickish throat 
rumble which bears a c ousinship to mirth. When the car 
has left George leaves t he window. 
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INT . LIBPi:.RY - AI.fl-1ER.S01•: !·'.ANSIOt: - DAY-( 1905) 

97 George again seats himscr;lf be�ide the t ehlc \" l::e:re on he 
has placeci the photograph of 'c.is fc.ther, pie.ks up a book 
2nd pretends to ree. d  it. Isabel, still whi stling " Lord 
Bateman, "  comes into the libPary. She hn.s a fur c oat 
over her a rm. As the lt:r.:_:e r oom c ontains too many pieces 
of heavy f ur niture anc the inside shutters exclude most 
of the li&ht of duy, she does not a t  once perceive Georg� 
She :; oes to t he bay windov: a nd £",lances out expectantly; 
then bends her attention upon b uttonint; a. glove; after 
that she looks out t oward the s treet again, c ea ses to 
whistle a n d  t urns t ov-.:ard t he interior of the room. 

IS1,.BEL 
Why, GeorgieJ 

She comes to  him, leans over from behind him and kisses 
his c heel{. 

::;:SABEL { cont I d ), 
Dear, I wai ted lu nch almoiit an 
hour for you, tut y ou d.idn I t 
come J Did �· ou l1mch o ut 
sonewhere? 

Ge orge doesn't look up f l"•om the book. 

GEORGE 
Yes. 

;csABE.L 
Did you have ple nty to eat ?  

GEORGE 
Yes. 

ISABEL 
Are you sure? Vi ouldn 1""t you like 
to have Maggie c:et :, ou s omething 
now i n  the di ning room? Or t hey 
could �ring it t o  -ou here, if 
you think it v•nvld be  c osier. · 

.'JI.ORGE 
No. 

A bell tinkles o nd she · .. 1ovet1 t 0 th� doorv-ay int o  the 
hall. 
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ISABEL 
I ' m  going out driving, dear. 
I -

She interrupts herself ·to address Mary who is passing 
through t he hall ., 

JSABEI ( cont ' d) 
I think it 1 s :M..r. Morgan, Mary. 
Tell him I'll be t hers at once .  

MARY 
Yes, ma' am. 

A few seconds pass and Hary r eturns • 

. MARY \(cont I d) 
'Twas a peddler, ma ' am. 

IS11..BEL 
( surprised) 

Another one? I 'thought you said 
it v:;as a pedd.ler when t he bell 
rang a littlG while ago • . 

MARY 
Mister Geor0e said It was, ma'am ; 
he went to  the door. 

(leaves) 

ISABI:.L 
There seem to  be  a �re.'.1t many of 
them. What did yours want to 
sell, George?. 

G;EOIWE 
He didn't say. 

ISABEL 
You must have c ut him off short1 

( s he laug�s and 
!.,hen, still 
standin0 in 
the doorv.12.y, 
notices the 
big silver 
frame) 

Graclous , GeorgieJ You have 
been invostingl ( cont ' d) 



99 (comrttuED) 

98 

99 

100 

Is 1 t 

.!,_SABEL (cont I d) 
(she comes 
across the room 
for a closer 
view; then, 
half-timidly, 
half-archly)/ 
- is it Lucy? 

But the next ins tant she sees whose  likeness 1t  is -
and she is silent, e xcept for a long, just-audiblA , 

Qhj 
> ISABEL ( cont 1 d) 

George neither looks up nor mo ves .  

. ISABEL 
1
( cont 1 d)1 

That was nice of you, Georgie. 
I ought to have had it framed 
myself, when I gave it to you. 

, He says nothing and, s tanding beside him, she puts her 
hand gently o n  his shoulder, then as gently wi thdraws 
it and goes out of the room. After a time George rises 
and goes warily into the hall. 

INT. HALL �ND RECJJ;PTIO� ROOM - At�ERSON �NSION 
(l���)

-. 

George comes out of the library and, taking care 
to make no noise, obtains an oblique view of Isabel 
through the open double doors of the reception room. She 
is sitting in a chair looking out the window e xpectantly 
-- a little troubled. He goes back to the library. 

DISSOLVE 

INT. HALL AND RECEPTION ROOM .. A MBERSON MANSION - DAY -·--- -.. - . 
(1905) 

A half hour l ater George returns noiselessly to the 
same position in the nall where he can see Isabel. She 
is s till si tting patiently by the window. 

DISSOLVE 

/ I 
INT. SECOND FLOOR HALL - AMBERSON MANSION � DAY-( 1905) ___ ..=.;c......;;..;;-'=-�;;..;:;,_..;.;:;.;;.--=::..:=c=...-..;.;;..;;==-·--·- ··---- ---·- --

The door of George 's room is ope n. A s  we hear the 
sound of the front doorbell, George comes out of his 
room and crosses  to the stairs. 



INT. STAIRCASE Al"LI LOt;,BR FLO<"'R AM.BERSON MANSION ""' 
DAY - ( 1905) 

101 REVERSE ANGLE - SFOOTING dm..,.n t he stairs t o  hall below. 
George enters, goes halfway do�n t he stairs and stands 
in f.g, of shot t o  listen. Mary appears in t he hall 
below him, but after ·a  g lance t oward t he front of t he 
house s he t urns back and wit hdraws . Isabel has evidently 
gone t o  t he , door. A murmur is hear d. 

JACK 
( quick ana 
serious) 

I want t o  t &lk t o  you, Isabel • • •  

Anot her murmur. Then Isabe l &nd Jack pass t he f oot of 
t he st airway. Isabel carries her cloak upon her arm, 
but Jack has t aken her hand ond as he leads her silently 
into the library t here i s  s omethin.c:: about her attitude 
and t he pose of her s lightly b ent head t hat is both 
start led a.ncl meek, T hey �U sappe..1r into t he library and 
t he massive double doors c lose. Throug h the doors comes 
t he indist inct so und of Jack's voice. He is explaining 
so met hing at c onsiderable length. T here are pauses when 
Isa.bel is speaki ng, but her voice is t oo low t o  be 
heard. Then suddenly: 

Oh, 

U-;1,.BEL'S VOICE 
(clear an d 

loud) 
noJ 
i"""fit is a 

cry o.f 

protest 
and a 
sound of 
sheer• pain) 

'l'he s ound of vehement sni�'fling breaks out just ·above 
Georc;e. !:e lool::s up p&st camera. 

D{T. 8'11..:__IRC1- SE AND SECOND T.11LOOR HALL - DhY-(1905) 

102 ANGLE UP st a±1r.wuy past Geor2;e. He: sees Fanny on the 
landing, leanin2 over the bar.nisters and applying her 
handkerchief t o  her eyes,. 
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( whispers 

huskily) 
I can gu�ss "' .. ht. t t hat was 
about. He's just t old her 
what you did to F.u0ene! 
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102 ( C ON':P IlfflfID} 
• 1GEOR0E 

You go on back to y0u1 room ! 

He begins to descend the stairs, b ut Fanny rushes down 
and c atches his arm, detaining him. 

FAIDIT 
(whisper:l.ng 
huskily) 

You 're no t 5oing in t here? 
You don't --

GEORGE 
Let 2, 0  of me l. 

,FANNY 
( clings to 
him savagely) 

No, you don't, Georgie MinaferJ 
You keep a�ay from there! 

GEORGE 
You let go of 

Fl-�NNY 
I won't! You come back here J 
And let t hem alone! 

\ She c lutches and tugs at him with netermination; and 
though George tries to wrench away, nevertheless she 
forces him, stumbling upv-·ard, t o  the landing. 

(½BORGE 
. ( furlous) 

Of all the ri�iculous 

Fanny takes one hand from its grasp of his sleeve and 
claps it over his mouth. 

f'AtrnY 
(still in a 
husky whisper) 

Hush up! Hush upi It's lndece11t 
-- 1:1.ke squabbling outside the 
door of an operBting room ! Go on 
to the top of t he stairs -- go 
on! 

George urnr.iillincly o·oeys and Fanny plants herself in 
his �ay on the top �tep. 



f_ANtSY i( cont I d) • 
There! The idea of your going 
in there now! Jack's telling 
Isabe 1 the v!hole thing --• You 
stay here End let him tell her; 
he's got s ome consideration 
for herl 

Gf.:;ORGE 
I s uppose you think I haven 1 tl  

Eki-N:t-J--Y' 
YouJ Considerate of anybody/ 

(hotly) 
GEORGE ,.,,... -

I'm considerate of her F,ood name! 
Look here: it strikes me you're 
takins a pretty different tack --

_EANNY 
I thought you already knew 
everything I did! I was just 
suffering s o  I wanted to let 
out a little -- oh, I was a 
foolJ Eugene never v ·ould have 
looked at  me even if he ' d  
never s een Isabel. Ln� they 
haven't c one any b arm. She 
made Wilbur happy, �n d she wns 
a t_rue wife to him as long as 
he lived. An� here I g o, mot 
do inf, mys elf a bit of r;ood 
by it, and. just 

( wrings 
her hands 
again) 

just ruirii113 them. 

GEO:'.tGE 
My Go sh, it's si ckeningJ You 
t1)lc': me how all the riffraff in 
town were b us y  �ith her name, 
2nd then the �inute I lift my 
hanQ t o  protect her, you begin 
to attnc� me and --

ShJ 
( she che cks 
him, laying 
her hand on 
his arm) 

Your uncle's leaving. 
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The library doors are heard opening and a moment 
later there comes the sound of the front door closing. 
Geor ge moves toward the head of the stairs, and stand s 
listening, but the house is silent. Fanny makes a slight 
noise with her lips to attract his attention and when he 
glances toward her she shakes her head at him urgently. 

'FANNY 1( cont I d) 
( whispering) 

Let her alone. She ' s  down 
there by  herself. Don't go 
down. Let her alone. 

She moves a few steps toward him and halts, her face 
pallid and awestruck, and then both stand listening. No 
sound comes to them. 

Fanny breaks the long silence with a stifled gasp and 
retires softly to her room. 

After she is gone, George looks about him bleakly, then 
on tiptoe crosses the hall and goes into his own room. 

INT. GEORGE'S ROOM - AMBERSON W.ANSION - DUSK -. (1905) 

103 Still tiptoeing George goes across the room and sit s dowr1 
heavily in a chair facing the window. Outside there is 
nothing but the darkening air and the wall of the nearest 
of the new houses. Geor ge's gaze at the grayness beyond 
the window is wide-eyed and bitter. Dar kness has closed 
in when there is a st ep in the room b ehind him. Isabel 
kneels beside the chair , her two arms go round him with 
infinite compassion, her gentle head rests against his 
shoulder. 

,ISABEL 
( whispers)- -

You mustn't b e  troubled, 
darling,  

DISSOLVE 

INT. LITTLE OUTSIDE PARLOR - MORGAN HOME - NIGHT � (19�§.l 

104 Jack, looking sad and uncomfortable, his overcoat on, his 
hat in hi? lap, is sitting, waiting. 

CAMERA PANS around a wall into an adj oining room where 
Eugene is seen sitting at a desk writing a l etter. He 
lifts the pen from the paper, and looks down at what he 
has just written. 
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105 C LOSEUP - Eugene looking down at the letter before 
him. He starts to write again, and on s ound track we 
hear the s cratching of his pen, and his voice s peaking 
words he is writing, but his lips do not move. 

· EUGENE'S VOICE 
(on the track) 

Dearest one, yesterday I thought 
the time had come when I could 
ask you to marry me, and you 
were dear enough to tell me 
11 some time it might come to 
thet. 11 B ut now we 1 re faced 
not with s lander and not with 
our own fe�r of it, because we 
haven 1 t any, but someone else' s 
fear of it -- your s on 1 s. And, 
oh, dearest woman in the world, 
I know what your son is to you, 
and it frightens me t Let me 
explain a little: I don 1 t think 
he ' ll change -- at twenty-one or 
twenty-two so many things appear 
solid and permanent and terrible 
which forty sees are nothing but 
disappearing miasma. Forty 
can 1 t tell twenty about this; 
twenty can find out only by 
getting to be forty. And so we 
come to this, dear : Will you 
live your own life your way, or 
George I s way? Dear, it breaks 
my heart for you, but what you 
hav0 to oppose now is the 
history of your own selfless and 
perfect motherhood. Are you 
strong enough, Isabe l? Can you 
make the fight? I promis e you 
that if you will take heart for 
it, you will find so quickly 
that it has all amounted to 
nothing. You s hall have 
happiness ,  and only happiness. 
I am saving too much for· wisdom, 
I fear. B ut oh, my dear, won ' t  
you be strong - - such a little 
short strength it would need l 
Don ' t  strike my life down twice, 
dear - - this time I 1 ve not 
deserved it. 
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106 

INT. GEORGE' S BEDR OOM - AMBERSON MANSION - NIGHT -
( 1905) 

Ge orge, wearing his long black velvet dr�ssing gown, has 
just finished reading Eugene' s  letter. Isabel is standing 
at the other end of the room, her back to him, her head 
drooping a little. George tosses the letter abruptly 
from him so that one sheet falls upon his bed and the 
others upon the floor. At the faint noise of their 
falling, Isabel comes and, kneeling, begins to gather 
them up. 

· ISABEL 
Did you read it, dear? 

GEORGE 
Yes, I did. 

ISABEL 
(gently, as 
she rises) 

All of it? 

. GEORGE 
Certainly t It 1 ssimpiy the 
most offensive piece of 
writing tha t I 1 ve ever held in 
my hands t 

Isabel steps back from him, startled. 

ISABEL 
But, dear, I thought --

GEORGE 
I can 1 t understand your even 
showing me such a thing t How 
did you happen to bring it to 
me? 

ISABEL 
Your uncle thought I'd better. 
He thought it was the simplest 
thing to do, and he said that 
he'd sugge sted it to Eugene, 
and Eugene had agreed. They· 
thought --

, GEORGE 
, (bitterly) 

Yes l I should like to hear 
what they thought t 
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.d--S::> ISABEL 
Thoy t hought it would be the 
most straightforward t hing. ds� 

�-S> GEORGE 
1 ( draws a 

long breat h ) /  
Well, what n () vou t.k � --- 1- mother?L.1$...'.) 

JSAB_EL_ 
I t hought it would be t he 
simpl�st and most straightforward 
t hing; I thought . t he y  were right. 

GEORGE 
Very well t We'll agree it was 
simple and stra ightforward. Now 
what do you t hink of t hat letter 
itself? 

ISABEL 
( hesitates� 
looking awa y )  

I -- of course I don't agree 
with him in t he way he speaks 
of you, dear --

GEORGE 
,( brea king in"'T 

Don't you think this was a 
pret t y  insulting letter for 
that man t o  be asking you t o  
hand your son? 

ISABEL 
Oh, no t You cansee7i"ow fair 
he means t o  be.  

GEORGE 
Do  you suppose it ever occurs 
to  him that I'm doing my simple 
dut y? That I 1 m doing what my 
father would do if he were 
alive? That I'm doing what my 
father would ask me t o  do if he 
could speak from his grave out 
yonder? Do you suppose it ever 
occurs t o  that man for · one 
minute t hat I 1 m prot e ct ing my 
mother? 

He raises his voice, a dva ncing upon Isabe l  fiercely, 
Isabel bends her head be fore him. 

(C�D ) 
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<r06 ( e ONfilffiE:D=} 
GEORGE �( cont I d )  

H0 1 s got my mother' s name 
bandied up ond down tho streets 
of this town till I can ' t  step 
in t hose streets without -
wondering whet 0vory soul I 
meet is t hinking of' mo and of 
my family, and now ho want s you 
to marry him so that ever{ 
gossip in town will say, 1There l 
What did I tell you? I guess 
that proves it's true t11 He said 
neand you don't care what they 
say, but I know bettor t He may 
not care -- probably he's that 
kind -- but you do.  Is it fair 
of him t o  want you to throw away 
your good name j ust t o  please 
him ? That ' s  all he asks of' you 
-- and to quit b e ing my mothor t 
You 1 re my mother and you 1 r e  an 
Amberson -- and I believe you 1 r o  
t oo proud 1 You ' re t oo proud t o  
care for a man who could write 
such a lett er as that 1 

) ( he stops, 
facos her , 
and spenks 
with more 
self-control} 

Well, wha t are you going t o  do 
about it, Mother? 

Her head droops. 
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GEORGE /-( cont I d )  
' (demanding, 

lil{o a j udge 
on a benc h )  

What answer are y'ou going t o  
mako t o  such a lotter? 

ISABEL 
(murmurs J 

I -- I don ' t  qui to know, dear • .  

_ GEORGE 
Do you think if you did v�1at he 
w£ints you t o  I could bear to 
stay anothor day in this t own, 
Mother? Do you think I ·could 
evor bear oven t o  see you again 
if you married him? I' d want 
to, but you surely know I j ust -
couldn 1 t t 



:t06 (CONT IMUED) 

135-223 
0779127 

I Isabel makes a futile gesture, and s eems to breathe with 
difficulty. 

ISABEL 
(faltering ) 

I - - I wasn't _..: quite s ure 
about -- about it's being wise 
for us to bo marriod -- even 
before knowing how you feel 
about it. I waen1 t even sure 
it was quite fair tb -- to 
Eugene. I hnvo -- I s eem to 
have that family trouble like 
father's -- that I spoke to you 
about once. 

(sho manages 
a deprecatory 
little dry 
laugh ) 

Not that it nmou.{1ts to much, but 
I wasn't �t all s ure that it 
would bo fair to him. Mo.rrying 
d oesn't mean s o  much, after a ll-
not at my age. It's enough to 
know thot -- that people think 
of you -- and to soe  th0m. I 
thought w0 wore all -- oh, 
pretty happy the way things 
were, and I d on't think it would 
mean g iving up a great d eal f or 
him or me, either, if we just 
went on as we have been. I 
I s ee him almost every doy, and--

GEORGE 
, ( loudly nnd 

sternly) 
Mother t Do you think you could 
go on se eing him after this t 

Isabel hod been tal king helpless ly before -- her tone is 
a little more broke n now. 

· . ISABEL -
Not -- n ot oven - - s ee him? 

GEORGE 
How could you? Mother, it seems 
to me thnt if he ever set foot 
in this house aga in -- oh t I 
can' t speak of it t Could you 
see him, knowing what talk it 
ma ke s every time he turns into 
this stroet, and knowing what 
thnt means to me t · (cont ' d )  

�) 



GEORGE (cont ' d) 
Oh, I don't understand a ll 
this -- I don 1 t t  If you 1 d told 
mo, a year ago, t hat s uch t hings 
were going to ha ppen, I ' d  have 
thought you were insane -- and 
now I boliov0 I a m t  

His a nguish is none the less real for its veheme nce; and 
the· stricken Isobel comes to him instantly and bends over 
him, once more 0nfolding him in her arms. She says 
nothing but suddenly her tears fall upon his head. She 
seos thorn and seems to be startled. 

ISABEL 
Oh, this won ' t  d o t  I' ve never 
let you see me cry boforo, 
except whon your father died. 
I mustn't ! 

She runs from tho r oom. A little while after she has 
gone, Ge orge rises and, happening to catch sight in his 
pier glass of tho picturesque and medieval figure thus 
presented in his dressing gown, ho pauses to re gard it; 
something profoundly theatrica l in his nature comes to 
the surfa oo� His lips move. 

C,EORGE 
(half-aloud, 
whispering) 

rt • Tis not a lone my inky cloak, 
good Mother, 

Nor customary suits of solemn 
bla ck. , • •  11 

His own mirrored princely imago with hair dishevelled on 
tho white brow, the long tragic fall of black ve lvet from 
the shoulders, reminds him of that othor gentle prince 
a nd heir whose widowed mothor was minded to marry again. 

GEORGE 1( cont ' d ),  
ttBut I havo that within which f 

passeth show; 
Th0s0 but tho trappings and the 

suits of Woe . tt 

Ho looks and feols like Hamlot. 

DISSOLVE OUT 

135-223 
0779128 . . .. · 



DISSOLVE IN 

INT. ISAB EL ' S  ROOM - At"IBERSON MANSION - NIGHT (1905 )  

107 CLOSE SHOT of Isabel at her writing table. The scratching 
of her pen is heard and over it on · sound track1 her voice 
speaks the words she is writing, but her lip s do not move. 

ISABEL'S VOICE 
(on sound 
track) 

George , my own dearest boy : -
I think it is a little better 
for me to write to you, like 
this, instead of waiting till 
yo u  wake up and then telling 
yo u, beca use I 1 m foolish and 
might cry a gain, and I took a 
vow once, long ago, that yo u  
should never see me cry. Not 
that I 'll  feel like crying when 
we talk things over tomorrow. 
I ' ll be ttall right and fine" 
( as you say so often) by that 
time -- don r t  fear. I think 
what makes me most ready to cry 
now is the tho ught of t he 
terrible suffering in your poor 
face, and the unhappy knowledge 
that it is I, your mother, who 
put iG  thereo It shall never 
come again. I' ve written 
E ugene just about what I think 
yo u  would like me to -- though 
I told him I would always be 
fond of him and always his best 
friend, and I hoped his 
dearest friend. He ' ll 
understand about not seeing him. 
He ' ll understand that tho ugh I 
didn ' t  say it in so many words. 
You mustn1 t trouble about 
that -- he' ll understand. 
Good night, my darling, my 
beloved, my beloved! Yo u 
mustn't be troubled. I think 
I shouldn 1 t mind anything very 
much so long as I have yo u  
11all to myself" -- as people 
say -- to make up for your 
long years away from me at 
college. We ' ll talk of what' s 
best to do in the morning, 
sha n ' t  we? And for all this 
pain yo u t ll forgive your 
loving and devoted --
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108 

INT. GEORGE I S B EDROOM - AMBERSON W.ANSION - DAY 
( 1905 )  

Ge orge is  lying i n  bed, reading Isabe l' s letter. Pinned 
t o  the covor of the dre s sing table be side him is a 
crumpled square e nvelope with t ho word s, 11For you, dear" 
writte n on it. Obviously Georgo has pulled tho letter 
out of the onvolop0 without removing it from ita mooring. 
There 1s  no pauso on the sound track between Isabel ' s  
la st word ;'dovoted 1

; and: 

GEORGE 
( looki ng at 
the lotter) 

--.Mother. 

135-223 
0779130 

FADE OUT 



FADE Til 

EXT . STREET - DAY � ( 1905) 

109 George, walking up Nat ional Avenue, sees Lucy coming 
t oward him on the same side of t he street . B1or a moment 
he thinks of faci ng about in  flight. He expects her t o  
rebuff him. But Lucy comes strai6ht to meet him, smiling, 
her hand offered t o  hi:..,1. 

GEOHGB 
( stammering, 
as he t akes 
her hand)/ 

�Thy you -- heven't you -- ? 

.LIIGY 
Haven' t I wh at? 

He sees Eugene hasn' t t old her . 

GEORGE 
( gasping) 

Nothing. May 'I -- May I 
walk w ith yo u a little way? 

LUCY 
( cordially) 

Yes, i ndeed. 

They start walking dmm the street. 

GEORGii: 
( huskily) 

Lucy, I wan t t o  tell you 
s ome tl1ing. 

LUCY 
I hope it's sometlnng nice • 

.' ( l au:�hs) 
Papa' s been s o  sl1.u;1. t oday he's 
scarcely spoken to me. 

GEO!lGE 
Well --

LJlCY 
Is it a funny st ory? 
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GEORGE 
( bitterly r 

It may seem li�e one to you , 
Just t o  begin with: when you 
went away you didn I t let me 
know; not even a word -- not 
a line --

LUCY 
( p,�rs1st ing 
in bein 3 
incons equent), 

Why, no. I just trotted off 
for S OLte visits. 

GEOTI G:� 
Vi ell , at least you might have --

( ( briskly ) 
L!IQY. 

Why, no. Donl t you remember, 
George? We ' d  had a quarrel and 
we d idn I t speak to ea.ch other 
all t he way home from a long, 
long drivet And since w e  
couldn ' t  play together like 
good children, of course i t  was 
plain that we ou;ptn I t to play 
at all. 

GLORGE 
Play 1 

LUCY 
Yes. \That I mean is w e'd come 
to the poJ.nt wh�re it was t ime 
to qult playing -- w_ell, what 
we vrnre playing , 

, GEOHGE 
At b e inc lovers, you mean, don' t 
you? 

LUCY 
( lightly) 

Somethin g like t hat. It was 
ubsurdL 

GEORGE 
It didnt t have ro be absurda 

t-e01@H+HID) 
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LUCY 
. ( cheerfully; 

No, it couldn ' t  Help but bet 
The way I am and the way you 
are, i t  wouldn 1 t ever be 
anything else. 

GEORGE 
'rhis time I 1 m goJ.ng away. 
Thatt s what i wanted to tell 
you .  I' m going a way tomorrow 
niGht -- indefll1itely. 

LUCY 
( nodding 
sunnily ) , 

I hope you 1 11 have ever so nice 
a time, George • 

GEORGE 
I don't expect to have a 
particularly nnice11 time. 

LUCY 
( laughi.ng r 

Well, then ,  if 
1
I were you I 

don I t think: II 0- go• 

It seems impossible to make her ser iour 

GEORGE 
(desperately ) 

This is our last 11vnlk t ogether. 

LUCY 
Evidentlyt If you're going 
away tomorrow night. 

,::...9 GJ!:ORGE 
Lucy - this ma�r be the last 
time I '  11 see yo1i - •:!Ver - ever 
in my life. 

At this she loolrn at him quickly, a cross her shoulder, 
but she smiles as  brightly us b efore. 

GEORGE I cont'd) 
Mother and I are staning 
tomorrow f or a t rip around the 
world. We' v e  made no plans 
at all -- for coming back . 

I - _,..., _ _ _  ..,.,. ___ \ 



109 ( CON':l:'INUIID) 
LUCY 

(admiringly ) I 
That doE:s s oun d  like a long 
trip t Do you plan to be 
traveling all the time, or will 
yo� s tay in some one place the 
greater p art of it? I think it 
would be lovoly to --

, GEORGE 
Lucyt 

Ho halts and she stops with hbn. They have conB to a 
corner at the ed30 of the b usiness section of the city 
and people  arc everywher.:, about t hem, brush:in g against 
them, s ometimes, in p assing. 

GEOlWE (( c on t ' d )  
(in a low 
voice)} 

I can't s tand this. I 1 m just 
about ready to go in this drug 
stoI·0 here and e.sk the clerk 
for some tbi ng to keep m0 frorn 
dying in my tracks t It t s  q ui tc 
a shock, Lucy • 

. LUCY 
What is? 

GEOITGE 

To f ind out J ust how deeply 
you 've cared f or met  To see 
how much difference this mak0s 
to you . 

LUCY 
(her cordial 
smile 
tempered 
with good 
nature) 

Georget 

G:EORGE-
I can't s tand this any longer . 
I can 1 tl Good-bye, Lucy. 

( She doesn. 1 t so.y  anythinc; . 
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�_Qmtl'.lN:rJ.E;-.e;). 
GEORGE i( cont I d) 

I t ' s  good-by0 -- I thlnk i t  I s 
good-bye for 0ood, Lucy1 

, LUCY -=--Good-bye 1 I cl o hope you' 11 
have th,; mos t spl13ndid trip. 
Give my love to your mother .  

He tur ns h ,�avily nwo.y. 

CAM::.RA PULLS back ahoud of him, holdin::; Lucy in b . g .  
A moment later he pauses, glances bnck at her ov er his 
shoulder. She stands watchin g him , the same smile on 
hor face. She wnves ch,3e:i:;ily. George strides savagely 
onwar d, not looking back. Lucy r emains where she is 
until he is a.lt of sight. Then she goes slowly int o the 
drug store 

L�T .  DHUG s·roTIE - DAY - ( 1905) 

110 Lucy walks up to the clerk. 

LS> LUCY 
( w ith the 

utmost 
c omposur e) 

Please lE.t m9 hr..ve a few d.rops 
of aromn.t:I.c spirits of ammonia. 
in a gl�ss of water . 

cu:;nK 
Y ,is, mo. 1 amL 

CAMI:.:RA STAYS on hir:i. as he turns t o  tha shelves to get 
the spirits of amm01rin. When he turns back with the 
bottle in his hand, his oxprossion chan0es to one of 
astonishmGnt , and he :no.kos a quick move toward t he 
c ountcr . 

C LJ:,'R. K \( c on t I d )  
For �oshos 1 sakc,77irsst --
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INT .  POOL HALL - NIGHT - (1905) 

111 The drug store cl erk is telling his friends what 
happened. 

_g.µllK_ an' ' f  I hadn ' t  been a 
bright , quick, ready-for ... 
anything young fella s he'd a1 

flummixed plum1 L I was 
watchin' her out the window -
talkin1 to some young s' iety 
fella, and she was all right 
then. She was all right when 
she come in the store, too. 
Yes ,  sir; t he prettiest g-irl 
that ever walked in our place 
and t ook ore g ood look at me. 
I reckon i t  must be the t r uth 
what some o. 1 you t o,.vn wags say 
abo ut my face L 
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FADE IN 

EXT. F IVE HE\'·! !IO USES - NIGHT - ( 1910) 

112 The five new houses, built s o  cl os0l y where the Mans i on's 
fine lawn had been -- a sad panorama. Before this is a 
steady stream of passing automobiles , w ith now and then 
a bic7,rcle , or, at l ong intervals , a surrey or buggy. 

113 REVERSE ANGLE t owurd the J.ro.ns ion, where Maj or Ambers on 
and Fanny are dimly s een, s eated on tho v erandah. 

114 CLOSBR ANGLE on iAaj or Amberson and Aunt Fanny seated on 
the verandah. The Maj or is  looking townrd trn houses. 

MAJOR AMBER.SOH 
Funny thing -- thoso new houses 
were built only a year ago, 
They look old already. - - Cost 
enough money, th ough -- I g uess  
I should have built those 
apartments after all 

FAlifNY 
Housekeeping i n  o. house is 
harder thun i n  an apartment. 

MAJuR AM13I.::RSON 
Yes. -- Where tne S t.'loke o.nd 
dirt are o.s thick as they are 
in the Amberson Addit:i. on, I 
guess the wot?"1en c m1. ' t  stand it. 
VJell, I' VO g ot on e painful 
satisfaction -- I got my taxes 
lowePed. 

( laur5hs 
ruefully) 

FAIDII 
How did you mana5e such an 
economy? 

MAJOR AM3.T.I:RSON 
I said it was a painful - � 
satisfaction, Fanny. The 
property has gone down in value, 
and they assessed it l ower than 
they d id fifteen years ago. 

_EAmff 
But f art h-.:lr out 
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U-4--{ G ONW WURD..):. 
MAJOR AMB�RSON 

Oh, y ,3 s, 11 farthe r out t11 Prices 
are mae;nificont "farther out11 

oncl farther in,  toot We j ust 
happen to be in the w1"' ong sp ot, 
that 1 s all. 

He si3hs; an d b oth ar e silent, lookin g ou t o. t the 
constantly passing traffic. 

FANNY 
t thoughtfully) 

There seem t o be so mnny ways 
of making money n owadays. Jack 
had some scheme he was w orking 
on bef ore he went abroad. 

(laughing) 
MAJOR AMBERSON 

Yes -- t.:.1at invention. 
11.flUll ions in it t II Sor.ie new 
electr ic h'3nd.l ight. He' s 
putting half hc 1 s laid by into 
it. Had a letter fr om him the 
oth0r day asking me to g o  into 
it, too. 

FANlIT 
He s eem�d C<�rto.in it v,ould po.y 
twenty-five p<.:rcent t he f ir st 
year, e.ncl enormously more after 
that; and I1 m only settm g  four 
on my li ttle principal. 

Again both are silent, watci:1ing the pnssinG traffic. 

MAJOR A!,1BERBON 
, ( eravely ) 

Isabel wants to come hone. Her 
letters are full of it . Jack 
write s  mo she tnlks of nothing 
olse. 

No answer from Funny. 
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MAJOR AlVIBERSON , ( co nt I d) 
She• s wante d  to come f or a long 
while. She ought to come while 
she can stanc.l trn j ourney. 



ia.-4--f-e� 

Another pause. 

FANNY 
People are making such G11.ormous 
fortune s out of everyth ing to do 
with motor cars, it do�s seem as 
if -- I wrote Jack I1 d think it 
over seriously. 

I MAJOR AMBERS ON 
( laughing) 

Well, Fanny, maybe we'll be 
partner s. How about it? And 
millionaires, toot 
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FADE IN 

EXT. DRIVEWAY - MORGAN MANSION - DUSK - (1910 ) 

115 The Morgan mansion is a great Georgian picture in brick 
with four acres of its own hedged land between it and its 
next neighbor . A car appe�rs, driven by a chauffeur , 
with Lucy and ,Jack inside • It turns in betwe0n the stone 
and brick gate pillars �nd starts up the driveway. 

116 SHOT of Lucy and Jack in the car , 

JACK 
(laughs 
wistfully ) 

I wonder, Lucy ,  if history I s 
going on forever repeating 
itself. I wonder if this 
town's going on building up 
things and rolling over them, 
as poor father once said it 
was rolling over his poor 
old heart .. It looks like it. 

117 The car comes to a stop at tho house . Lucy, and Jack get 
out and go up the stairs • .  

JACK 
Here 1s the Amberson Mansion 
again, only it 's  Georgian 
instead of nondescript 
Romanesque ; but it ' s  just the 
same Amberson Mansion my father 
built long before you were born. 

Lucy doesn ' t  quite understand, but she laughs as a 
friend should , and they go into the house. 
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118 

1� 
INT . HALL & LOWER FLOOR ROOMS - MORGAN MANSION - DUSK -

1910 
Lucy and Uncle Jack come in. A butler relieves him o� 
his hat and coat • 

.JACK. 
B y  Jove l You have beon going 
it % Fanny tells me you had 
a great 11house-warming 11 dance , 
and you keep right on being 
the belle of the ball, not any 
softer-hearted than you used 
t o  be. Fred Kinney's father 
says you refused Fred so often 
he got engaged to Janie Sharon 
just to  prove that someone 
would have him in spite of his 
hair. 

Lucy laughs, a little embarrassed. Jack has movod to a 
window. 

.yi.CK._ (cont 1 d) 
Well, you're pretty 
refreshingly out of the smoke 
up here. 

LCCY 
( laughing }  

Yes, for a while. Until it 
comes and wo have to  move out 
fart�-ier .  

JACK 
No, you ' ll stayhere • . It'll 
be somebody e lse wto 1 11 move 
out farther. 

DISSOLVE 

rwr . LIBRARY - MORGAN MANSION - NIGHT - (1910) 

119 A grey and shadowy room. Lucy, Jack and Eugene are 
having after-dinner coffee. Jac.\c ' s  attention for a 
moment is occ,lpied with a cigar; then ha speaks in a 
casual tone of Isabel and Ge orge . 

135-223 
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JACK 
I fou nd Isabel as we ll a,3 usual, 
only I'm afraid 11as usual" isn't 
partioularly well. It struck 
me Is&be l ought to be in a 
wheel- ;hair . 

(COtti'!!foED ) 



He pauses, bestowing minut e car0 upon t he removal of 
t he little band from his cigar . Eugene speaks out of 
t he shadow beyond a heavily shaded lamp. 

EUGENE 
( quietly) , 

What do you mean by t hat ? 

JACK 
(still no� 
looking at 
either of 
them) 

Oh, she's d.b.c 1rful enough. At 
lAast, she ma nages t o  seem so. 
But she ' s  pretty short of breat h 
for such a slender person. 
Father's been t hat way for years , 
of course; but never nearly so 
much as Isabel is now. I told 
her I t hought she ought t o  make 
George let her come home. 

EUGENE 
(in a low 
voice ) 

" Lot hor ? 11 Does she want t o? • 

JACK 
She doesn't urge it. George 
seems t o  like tho lif'e there 
in his grand, gloomy, and 
peculiar way; and of course 
she 1 11 never change about being 
proud of him and all t hat -
he's quite a swell. But she 
does want t o  come� She 'd like 
t o  be with fa.ther, of course; 
and I t hink she 's - - well, she 
int imated one da. y th.a. t she was 
afraid it might even happen 
t hat she wouldn 1 t get t o  se o 
him a�ain. 

(he can hardly 
say it ) 

I t hink she was really thinking 
of her own state of healt h. 

135-223 
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EUGENE 
(his voice ove n 
lower than 
befor0) 

I s00 . And you say he won 't 
1110t 11 her come homo ? 

,JACK 
(laughs, but 
continues to 
bo i ntoro sted 
in his cigar) 

Oh, I do n't think hb uses force ! 
He ' s  very gentle with he r. I 
doubt i f  the subject is 
mentioned betwee n  them, and 
yet - and yet, knowing my 
inter0sting nephew as you do, 
wouldn't you think that was 
about the way to put it? 

EUGENE 
. (slowly) 

Knowing him as· I do - yes • 
Yes, I should think that was 
about t he way to put it . 

135-223 
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FADE OUT 



FADE IN 

EX1'. RAILROAD STA TION - DUSK - (1910 ) 

120 A gainst a background of loud station noises, Jack and 
Fanny are standing beside a car platform with a wheel 
chair. George, carrying Isabel, appears and places Isabel 
in the chair. Isabel can't speak, but she pats Fanny's 
and Jack ' s  hands. 

FANNY 
(finding 
desperate 
courage ) 

You look very sweet. 

'rhey wheel Isab0l to a waiting carriage. George lifts 
her into the carriage, they get in  and t he carriage pulls 
away. 

INT. CARRIAGE - DUSK - (1910) 

!21 Isabel, George, Aunt Fanny, and Uncle Jack. Isabel seems 
a little stronger. She has been holding George ' s  hands 
and looking out the carriage window. Now she takes her 
hand from George and waves it feebly toward the window. 

ISABEL 
(whispering) 

Changed. So changed. 

JACK 
You. mean the town. You mean 
the old place is changed, 
don ' t  you, dear? 

Yes. 

ISABEL 
(smiles ana 
moves her 
lips) 

JACK 
It'll change to a happier place, 
old dear, now that you're back 
in it, and going to get well 
again. 

Isabel looks at him wistfully, her eyes a little 
frightened. 

135-223 
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DISSOLVE IN 

INT . SECOND FLOOR HALL - AMBERSON MANSION - NIGHT - (1910: 

122 At the end of the hall are Jack, George, a nd Major 
Amberson, clustered in a. str:1..cken group. 

MAJOR AMBERSON 
When are they going to let 
me see my daughter? They told 
me to keep out of the way while 
they carried her in, . because it 
might upset hvr. I wish they'd 
let me go in and speak to my 
daughter. I think she wants to 
see meo 

The Major is right - the doctor comes out and beckons to 
him. The Major shuffles forward, leaning on a shaking 
cane; his figure has grown stooping and his. untrimmed 
white hair straggles ov0r the back of his collar. He 
looks old as he creeps toward Isabel's room. Isabel's  
voico is stronger, for the wa:i.ting group hears a low 
cry of tenderness and wclc ome as the :Maj or reaches the 
opon doorway o Then tr.t0 door closes., Fanny comes u p  the 
stairs and calls out in a whisper : 

FANNY 
George -- �oorge . 

Jack movos off down the hall in the other direction. 
Fanny comes up to George • 

.1?ANNY (cont'd ) 
(whispers r 

Eugene is here. 

There is no answer. She isn't sure that George has heard 

FANNY 
(a little · 
louder) 

George --

Hm? 

(after f>. 
moment) 

135-223 
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123 

.FAN.NY 
\(whispering) 

He 1 s downstairs� 

What? 

(after 
another 
moment) 

GEORGE 

FANNY 
, (still 

whispering) 
Eugene is here. 

George looks at her sharply. 

FANNY (cont ' d) 
He I s downstairs-. 

(she gulps) 
He wants to know' if ho can't 
see her. I didn't know what 
to say. I said I'd sec . I 
didn't know· -- the doctor said 

GEORGE 
, (sharply)  

The doctor said we "must keop 
her poaceful. 11 Do you think 
that man ' s  coming would be 
very soothing? Why, it would 
be like taking a stranger into 
her room. Doesn't he lmow how 
sick she is? You tell him the 
doctor said she had to be quiet 
and peaceful. That's what he 
did say, isn't it? 

Fanny goes. George watches her go down the stairs. 

iNT . RJOC:EPTION ROOM - AMBERSON MANSION - NIGHT - (1910) 

Eugene seated. He rises as he sees Fanny coming toward 
him. She enters. He starts toward her and then is 
stopped by something he sees in her face . 

. FANNY 
The doctor says she ought to 
be Irnpt quiet. 
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EUGBNE 

If I could only lo·ok into tho 
room and see her +or j u�t a 
second --

(with a 
dull 
sniffle) 

FANNY 

The doctor says she nrustn't 
seo anyone 

A short sile nce . 

EUGEUE 
All right , Fanny. 

He turns to go 

INT . SECOND FLOOR HALL - AMBERSON MAUSION - NIGHT - (1910) -
124 George is standing at the window, looking out. 

EXT . AMBERSON MANSION - NIGHT 

125 SHOOTING over George ' s  shoulder - through t he window -
as he watches Eugono walk to his car. 

NURSE'S VOICE 
She wants to see you 

George wheels ,  his mou th opens in terror. 

INT .  SECOND FLOOR HALL - AMBERSON MANSION - NIGHT - (1910 ) 

126 George's terrified mouth shuts with a click and he nods 
and follows the nurse. She stays outside while he goes 
into Isabe l's room. 

INT .  ISABEL'S ROOM - AMBERSON MANSION - NIGHT - (1910 ) 

127 Isabel ' s  eyes are closed,  and she does not ope n  them or 
move her head, but smiles and edges her hand toward 
George as he comes to her bed and sits on  a stool. He 
takos her hand and puts it to his cheek. 

(9=eN'fifflJED-).. 
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ISABEL 

(whispering 
s lowly and 
with difficulty) 

Durling, did you -- get something 
t o  oat? 

GEORGE 
Yes ,  mother. 

ISABEL 
All you -- needed? 

GEORGE 
Yes ,  mother o 

Isabel does not speak :for a time, then : 

ISABEL 
Are you sure you didn 't 
didn't catch cold -- c oming 
home? 

GEORGE 
I'm all right , Mother o 

ISABEL 
That ' s  good . It's sweet 
it's sweet --

GEORGE 
Vfun.t is,  Mother darling? 

ISABEL 
To feel my ho.nd on your 
cheek . I - - I can feel it. 

She seems proud of thi s ,  as  though it were a miraculous 
thing accomplished, and this frightens George . He cannot 
speak and fear•s she will know he i s  trembling . But s he 
is unaware, and again silent . Finally : 

- ·ISABEL 
I wonder if -- if Eugene and 
Lucy know that we 've come -
home . 

( OONl'IN JEfJ ) 
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Paus e .  

' GEORGE 
I'm sure they do. 

ISABEL 
Has he -- as kea about me ? 

GEORGE 
Yes,  he was here':" 

Has he -- gone? 

Yes, Mother • . 

(sighs , 
faintly) 

I'd like --

What, Mother? 

ISABEL 

G mRGE 

ISABEL 

GEORGE 

ISABEL 
(just audibly ., 
like a little 
regretful 
murmur) 

I'd like to have -- seen him. 

ISABEL (cont 'd) 
Just -- just once. 

Isabel is still, as though asleep , but when George moves 
to go-, a faint pressure on his fingers detains him and he 
stays, her hand still pressed against his cheek. After 
a while he moves again, to let t he nurse come in, and 
this time there is no pressure of fingers . After he has 
left , Isabel opens her eyes and looks after him. 

INT. GEORGE'S ROOM - AMBERSON MANSION - NIGHT - (1910 ) 

As George enters his room he is start led to find t he 
Major and Jack there. The Major is lying on the bed 
dozing uneasily, even occasionally snoring.� Jack is 
leaning against t he wall, 

(C ONTINI!Jt� 
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JACK 
The doct or t hought wo 1 d better --

George sits on t he edge of t ho bed. From time t o  time 
he wipes heavy sweat from h1s forehaad. The Maj or snor es, 
stops suddenly and moves as if to  rise,  but Jack puts 
his hand on t he Major's shouldor to reassure. 

GEORGE 
(finally 
gasping 
defiant ly) 

That doctor in New York said 
she might got better ! Don 't  
you know he did? Don I t you 
know he said she might? 

Jack doesn't answar. Sudde nly t here is a sound in t he 
hall and both t ho men start violent ly -- the Major sits 
up in bed. They he�r t he nurse speaking t o  Fanny and 
t he n  Fanny appe�rs in the doorway making contort ed efforts 
t o  speak. Jack goes out with t he Maj or .  Fanny utters a 
long, loud cry, t hrows her arms around George a nd sobs 
in agony of loss and compassion • 

.EAN-"flIY 
She loved you l She loved you 1 
She loved you 1 Oh, how she 
did love you ! 

r 3:. �--- 2- 'L- > 
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FADE OUT 



'/ 
I 

NARRATOR 

And now Major Amberson was engaged in the 

profoundest thinking of his life. He was 

oocupied with the first really important matter 

that had taken his attention since he came home 

after the Gettysburg campaign, and went into 

business; and he realized that everything whic h 

had worried him or delighted him during this 

lifetime between then and today - - all his 

buying and building and trading and banking 

that it was all trifling and waste beside what 

concerned him now. For the Major knew now that 

he had to plan how to enter an unknown country 

where he was not even sure of being recognized 

as an Amberson -- not sure of anything, except 

that Isabel would help him if she could-
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FADE IN 

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY (l910) 

The Minafer plot. B e side Wilbur's grave now is Isabel's, 
his headstone aged with the weather -- Isabel' s 
headstone bright and now, wi th the words : ISABEL 
AMBERSON MINAFER and the date.  Her grave is heaped 
with flowers,  and s ome have bee n  laid on Wilbur's 
grave als o. 

DISSOLVE 

130 The dark screen flickers, and when the DISSOLVE 
c omplete s itself, we see from a LOW ANGLE, SHOOTING up, 
CLOSE SHOT of Major Amberson 1 s face o He is  seated, 
with the flickering light of a fireplace ( not in sce ne )  
playing on him. (1910) 

A s  s oon as the Narrator ' s  voice stops ,  we hear: 

JACK'S VOIQ� 
That ' s  true, Fanny. -- You. know, 
it 1 s a funny thing about the 
deed to the hous e .  -- Father 

FANNY'S VOICE 
(interrupting) 

B ut it mus t go right! We saw 
wi th our own eyes how perfectly 
it worked in the shop. 

(CON�) 



.UO ( G OWqJINW&.) 
JACK'S VOICE 

I'm only glad you didn't g o  
into  the confounded thing to  
the extent I dido 

FANNY'S VOICE 
But t he light was so bright no 
one could face it, and so there 
can't be any reason for it not 
to work. It simply --

JACK'S VOICE 
It certainly was a perfect 
thing -- in t he shop ! Our 
headlight j ust won't work, 
Fanny o -- Father -- F'a the1' I 

The Maj or's eyes brighten a little. 

JACK'S VOIQ.E (cont'd) 
The house was in  Isabel's name, 
wasn't it? 

MAJ OR AMBERSON 
Yes. 

JACK'S VOICE 
Can you remember when you gave 
her the deed, Father? 

MAJ OR AMBERSON 
No - - no, I can' t just remember o 

GE_ORGE I S VOICE 
It doesn't matter --

JACK ' S VOICE 
The whole estate ' s about as mi xed 
up as an e state can get, and I 
haven' t helped out any by thi s 
infernal headlight schemeo You 
ought to  have that deed, George. 

GEORGE'S VOICE 
No, don' t bother o . 

\ sudde nly the Major s laps his knee as if he has made 
a discovery or remembers something he has forgotten. 

( COM'f IfRJ.iiJD) 



MAJ OR AMBERSON 
It must be in the sun! There 
wasn't anything here but the sun 
in the first place, and the earth 
came out of the sun, and we came 
out of the earth. So, whatever 
we are, we must have been in 
the sun. We go back to the earth 
we came out of, s o  the earth 
will go back to the sun that it 
came out of. And time means 
nothing - - nothing at all - - so 
in a little while we' ll all be 
back in the sun together. I wish 

He moves his hand uncertainly as if reaching for 
something. 

GEORGE ' S  VOICE 
-�d you want anything, 
Grandfather? 

MAJ OR AMBERSON 
What? 

GEORGE'S VOICE 
Would yo� lik0 aglass of 
water? 

MA_J OR AMBER§_QN 
No -- no. No -- I don ' t  want 
anything. 

He drops his hand upon the arm of the chair and after 
a few moments of silence resumes: 

MAJOR AMBERSON (cont' d) 
I wish -- somebody could-
tell met . 

DISSOLV1i' 

EXT. C EMETERY - DAY (1910) 

131 The Amberson plot. The Maj or' s grave, with its new 
headstone and mound of flowers. 

l J,. � ,.... l--l- � 
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FADE IN 

INT. KITCHEN - AMBERSON MANSION - DAY (1911 ) 

132 George is staring down at Fanny who has just sunk to 
the floor, her back resting against the hot water boiler. 
The kitchen has been dismantled. There is a pot of 
coffee on the stove and some glasses and broken dishes 
on otherwise empty shelves. 

FANNY 
( gasps) 

You're going to leave me in 
the lurch! 

GEORGE 
Get up, A unt Fanny. 

FANNY 
I can't. I' m too weaK. 
You' re going to  leave me 
in the lurch! 

GEORGE 
( prates ting) 

Aunt Fannyf I' m 6nly going to 
get eight dollars a week at the 
law office. You' d have to be 
paying more of the expenses 
than I would. 

She stares at him with forlorn blankness. 

FANNY 
(feebly) 

I'd be paying -- I'd be paying - -

GEORGE 
Certainly you would. You'd 
be using more of your money 
than --

FANNY 
My money! 

( her chin 
droops; 
she laughs 
in misery) 

I' ve got twenty-eight dollars. 
That 1 s all. 



l._32 (CBN'PINUBD) 
GEORGE 

You mean until tho interest 
is due again? 

FANNY 
I mea n that' s all. I mean 
that' s all there is . There 
won ' t  be any more interest 
becaus e there is n' t  any 
principal. 

GEORGE 
Why, you told 

FANNY 
I know. I told J ack I didn1 t 
put everything in the 
headlight. B ut I did - - every 
c ent except my last interest 
payment -- and it' s gone. 

uEORGE 
Why did you wait till now to 
tell me? 

·FANNY 
(piteous ly) 

I couldn ' t  tell till I had to. 
It wouldn't do any good --. 

( she takes 
out her lace 
handkerchief 
and begins 
to cry) 

1 Nothing does any good, I gues s, 
in this old world ! I knew your 
mother 1 d want me to watch over 
you and try to have something 
like a home for you 

(her voice, 
hoars e and 
wet, is 
tragicallf 
sincere) 

And I tried --1 I tried to make 
things as nice for you as I 
could -- I walked my heel s down 
looking for a place for us to 
live -- I walked and walked over 
thi s town - - I didn ' t  ride one 
block on a street car -- I 
wouldn' t  us e five cents no matter 
how tired I -- Oh l ( cont'd) 

� �T-NHEI>) 
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( sobbing 
FANNY K cont I d) 

uncontrollably) 
Ohl And now -- you d6n 1 t want 
-- you want -- you want to 
leave me in the lurchl You 

- •GEORGE 
Aunt Fanny! Quit spreading 
out your handkerchief and 
drying it and then getting it 
all wet again ! And get up !  
Don't sit there with your back 
against the boiler and -- L/$::> 

FANNY 
( sniffling) 

It's not hoto I t ' s  c old. The 
plumbers disc onnected it. I 
wouldn't mind if they hadn't. 
I wouldn't mind if it burned 
me, George. 

GEORGE 
For gosh sake, get up! 

He lifts her to her feet and leads her t o  the dining 
room. 

INT. DINING ROOM - AMBERSON MANSION - DAY ( 1911) 

133 This room has also been dismantled and contains only 
two kitchen chairs and a rough table. George leads 
Fanny in from the kitchen and seats her in one of the 
c hairs. 

GEORGE 
There! 

He exits t o  the kitchen and returns with the coffee pot, 
some lumps of sugar in a tin pan, and a couple of water 
glasses. He pours some of the pale coffee int o  the 
glasses. 

.GEORGE (cont ' d) 
Let's see where we stdnd. 
Let's see if we c an afford 
this place you've picked out 
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FANNY 
( brig htening) 

I'm s ure the boarding house is 
practical, George -- and it is 
a comfort to be among nice 
people. 

,GEORGE 
I was thinking about tne 
money, Aunt Fanny. You s ee 

FANNY 
, ( quickly) 

There' s one great economy. 
don' t allow any tipping. 
have signs that prohib it 

They 
They 

it. 

GEORGE 
( grimly) 

That ' s  good. ' But the rent' s 
thirty-six dollars a month; 
the dinner' s  twenty-two and a 
half for each of us. I've got 
about a hundred dollars left. 
We won't need any clothes for 
a year, perhaps --

. FANNY 
Oh, longer !  So you s ee 

GEORGE 
I see that forty-five and 
thirty- six make eighty-one. At 
the lowes t we need a hundred 
dollars a month - - and I ' m  
going to make thirty- two --

QUICK DISSOLVE 

INT. BRONSON'S OPFICE - DAY ( 1911) 

134 It is early and Bronson, who has just seated himself at 
his big, flat- topped desk, is s urprised when George 
walks in. He is also pleased and rises, offering a 
cordial hand. 

BRONSON 
The real flare I The real 
flare for the law. That's 
right ! Couldn' t wait till 
tomorrow to begin! T he law is 
a jealous mistress and a stern 
mistress, but a --
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GEORGE 
(bursting out) , 

I can't do itl I can't take 
her for my mistress • 

. BRONSON 
What? 

GEORGE 
I've come to tell you f1 ve got 
to find somethlng quicker. 
Something else that pays from 
the s tart. 

. , BRONSON 
(getting 
ready to 
be angry). 

I can't think of anything just 
at this minute that pays from 
the s tart. 

GEORGE 
I've heard they pay very high 
wages to people in dangero us 
trades; people that handle 
touchy chemicals or high 
explosives -- men in dynamite 
factories o I thought I'd see 
if I couldn't get a job like 
that -- as soon as po s s ible. 
I wanted to get started 
tomorrow if I couldo . 

BRONSON 
Georgie, your grandfather and 
I were boys togethero Don't 
you think I ought to know 
what's the trouble? 

GEORGE 
It I s Aunt Fanny. -Sfie's set her 
mind on this particular boarding 
house and -- it seems s he put 
everything in the headlight company 
-- and -- well -- s he's got some 
old cronies there, and I guess 
she' s been looking forward to 
the games of bridge and the kind 
of harmless gos sip that goes on 
in s uch places. Really, it' s 
a life she'd like better than 
anything else -- and it struck 
me s he ' s  j ust about got to have 
it. 



134 ( CONTINUED) 
BRONSON 

I got her in�o that headlight 
business with Jack. I feel a 
certain responsibility myself 

GEORGE 
I ' m  taking une responsibility. 

I(  smiles with 
one corner 
of his mouth) 

She' s not YOE,£ aunt, you know, 
sir. 

1BRONSON 
Well, I'm unable to see, even 
if she' s yours, that a young 
man is morally called upon to 
give up a career at  the law to 
provide his aunt with a 
favorable opportunity · to play 
bridge whist l 

George looks at him. Bronson returns a long stare. 

BRONSON j( cont I d) 
All right o If you 1 11  promise 
not to get blown up, I 1 11  see 
if we can find you the j ob -
You certainly are the most 
practical young man I ever m e t l  

DISSOLVE 

INT. RAILROAD STATION - DAY (1911) 

135 Jack and George are sitting together on one of the 
waiting benches o Jack ' s  valise is on the floor beside 
him . 

JACK 
-- Just a hundred, George o I 
know you can ' t  spare it, but I 
really must have something to 
tide me over in Washington till 
things are settled. 

George has already taken out his wallet o He looks 
around uncertainlyo 

� JACK 
(with a grin)

Nobody1 s  looki ng. 

('C�) 
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George hands him the money. J ack puts it away and 
starts to  laugh, but now with great cheerfulness. 

, JACK \( cont I d) 
We' ll survive, Georgie -- yot will especially. For my par , 
I ' ll be content with just 
surviving, and I can do it on 
an eighteen-hundred-dollar-a
year consulship. An ex
Congressman can always be 
pretty sure of getting some 
such job, and I hear from 
Washington the matter ' s  about 
settled. I ' ll live pleasantly 
enough with a pitcher o f  ice 
under a palm tree, and native 
folk to wait on me -- that 
part of it will be like home --

GEORGE 
1( growing red) 

I wish you I d take "more. 

JACK 
( declining-Y 

One thing I ' ll iay for you, 
young George; you haven' t  a 
stingy bone in your body. 
That ' s  the Amberson stock in 
you. 

(puts his 
hand on 
George' s 
shoulder ; 
his voice 
a little 
husky) 

I -- ah - - I may not see you 
again, Georgie - - it' s quite 
probabl� that from this time 
o n  we' ll only know each other 
by letter -- until you' re  
notified as  my  next o f  kin 
that there' s an old vali se to 
be forwarded to you, and perhaps 
some dusty curios from the 
consulate mantelpiece. Well, 
it' s an odd way for us to be 
saying good-bye; one wouldn' t 
have thought it, even a few 
years ago, but here we are, 
two gentlemen o f  elegant 
appearance in a state of 
bustitude. (cont ' d) 

I 
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JACK 

1
(cont1 d) 

We can't ever tell what will 
happen at all, can we? Once I 
stood where we' re standing now, 
to say good-bye to a pretty 
girl -- only it was in the old 
station before this was buil t 
and we called it the "depot."  
We  knew we wouldn' t see each 
other again for almost a year. 
I thought I c ouldn' t live through 
it -- and she stood there, crying. 
Well, I don' t even know where 
she lives now, or if she is 
living -- and I only wantto 
think of her sometimes when I 1 m 
here at the station waiting for 
a train. If she ever thinks 
of me she probably imagines 
I'm still dancing in the 
ballroom at the Amberson Mansion, 
and she pro bably thinks of the 
Mansion as still beautiful --· 
8till the finest house in town. 
Life and money both behave like 
loose quicksilver in a · nest of 
crackso And when they' re gone 
we can't tell where -- or what 
the devil we did with 1 em l But 
I believe I'll say now -- while 
there isn't much time left for 
either of us to get embarrassed 
about it -- I believe I'll say 
that I' ve always been fond of 
you, Georgie, but I can't say 
that I always liked you. We all 
spoiled you terribly when you 
were a boy. But you've got a 
pretty heavy jolt -- and you've 
taken it pretty quietly and -
well, with the train c oming 
into the shed, you'll forgive 
me for saying that t here have 
been times when I thought you 
ought to be hanged - - but I1 ve 
always been fond of you, and 
now I like you; And j ust for 
a last word: thera may be 
somebody else in this town 
who' s always felt a bout you 
like that -- fond of you, I 
mean, no matter how much it 
seemed you ought to be hanged. 
You might try -- Hello, I must 
run. 

H e  grabs his valise and jumps up. 



JACK f cont'd) 
I'll send back the money as 
fast as they pay me -- s o  
good-bye and God bles s  you, 
Georgie ! 

He · rushes off to catch the train and is lost from 
sight in the hurrying crowd. 

. 
DISSOLVE OUT 



NARRATOR 

George Amberson Minafer walked homeward slowly 

through what seemed to be the strange streets of 

a strange city; for the town was growing and 

changing as it  never had grown and chang·ed before• 

It was heaving up i n  the middle incredibly; it 

was spreading incredibly; and as it heaved and 

spread, it  befouled itself and darkened :t t s  sky. 

In this alley he'd fought with two boys at the same 

time , and whipped them. On that sagging porch a 

laughing woman had fed him and other boys with 

doughnuts and gingerbread. Yonder the relics of 

the iron picket fence he I d .:uade his white pony 

jump, on a dare. And in the shabby stone-faced 

house behind the fence he 1 d gone to children's 

parties -- and when he was a little older he 1 d 

d anced there often and fallen in love with Mary 

Sharon and kissed her, apparently by force, under 

the stairs i n  the hall 

j 
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DISSO VE IN � George is walking slowly up the street 
away from camera. Cru.IBRA FOLLOWS, MOVIMG FASTER than 
�e docs until it is so close that his body creates 
a dark screen for a DISSOLVE. 

In a SLOW MOVIlfG SHOT we see the following (with 
a sort of slight dissolve or wipe from one scene 
to the other , but r etaining a moving-forward 
speed ) for the camera, which is now George, is 
slowly walking along the street and we are seeing 
what George s0e s :  

A shabby, stone-faced house behind a fence, its 
double front door s, of carved walnut, once glossily 
varnished, have been painted smoke gray, but the 
smoke grime shows; and ov6r the doors a smoked 
sign proclaims the place to be a "Stag Hotel. 0 

Other houses that have become boardinghouses too 
genteel for signs, but many are franker, some 
offering "board by the day, week or meal, 11 and some, 
with the label: 1'Rooms. n 

One, having torn out part of an old stone-trimmed 
bay window for purpos es of commercial display, showed 
forth two suspended p etticoats and a pair of 
oyster-color ed flannel trousers to prove the claims 
of its black-and-gilt sign: " Fr ench Cleaning and 
Dye House . 11 

Its next neighbor also sports a r emodeled front 
and permits no doubt that its mission in life is .t
to attend cosily upon death: 11 J. M. Rolsener, 
Caskets. The Funeral Home o 11 

A plain old honest four -square, gray-painted brick 
house decorated with a great gilt scroll on the 
railing of the old-fashioned veranda. :  0Mutual 
Benev •t  Order Cavalier s and Dame s of Purity , "  
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�ARRATOR (cont 1 d )  

This was t he last "walk home 11 he was , ever to 

take up National Avenue to Amberson Addition 

and the big old house at the foot of Amberson 

Boulevard --

- - But even the name had been changed --



142 CAMERA IS MOVING up National Avenue to Amberson 
Addition. It stops at the intersection. ( 1911) 

143 CLOSEUP of the street sign. 'l'he arm of it now 
bears the name 1110th Street" where the name 
;'Amberson Boulevard 11 used to be. 

Over this CLOSEUP we hear the sound of a. car coming 
to a stop., very close to camera, and we hear : 

YOUNG LADY 1S V OICE 
One sees so many nice-looking 
people one doesn' t know nowadays. 

CAMERA PANS across to the car -- a red one, glittering 
in brass , with half' a dozen young people in it whose 
motorism has reached an extreme manifestation in 
dress. The ladies of this party are looking 
favorably at the camera. 

YOUNG LADY (cont ' d )  
This old town of ours is really 
getting enormous. I shouldn't 
mind knowing who he is. 

YOUNG MAN 
(loudly ) 

I don ' t  know. I don 1 t know who 
he is, but from his looks I 
know who he thinks he is: 
he t hinks he ' s  the Grand Duke 
cuthbert l 

144 SHOT of George, from ANGLE of the people in the car. 

GEORGE 
(scornfully ) 

Riff raff J 

\The driver of t he car is heard throwing it into 
gear • The CAMERA PULLS AWAY SLOWLY, then FASTER 
(as though it is the car ) ,  leaving George, a very, 
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NARP.ATOR 

The city had rolled over his heart and buried 

it under as it rolled over the Major's and the 

Ambersons1 and buried them under to the last 

vestige. 

Tonight would be the last night that he and 

Fanny were to spend in the house which the Major 

had forgotten to deed to Isabel. Tomorrow they 

were to u move out. " 

Tomorrow everything would be gone; the very 

space in which tonight was still Isabel ' s  room 

would be cut into new shapes by new walls and 

f l oors and ceiling so And if space itself can be 

haunted as memory is haunted, then it may be that 

s ome impressi on able, overworked woman in a 

0kitchenette, n after turning out the light, will 

s eem to see a young man kneeling in the darkness, 



145 FULL SHOT of t he Amberson Mansion, seen from behind 
George who is standing in front of camera. He starts 
walking toward the mansion. CAMERA FOLLOWS, moving 
fa3ter t han he does and soon is so close to him that 
his body creates a dark screen for a DISSOLVE TO:  

146 CAMERA is on t he steps of the Amberson Mansion, 
MOVING up to the door and STOPPING. George's hands 
enter the scene, insert  a J-cey in the lock., tur n  it --

�l.."47 On the Narrator I s words, ttmove out11 the door opens 
and CAMERA MOVES thru it into the house. 

MOVING SHOT as CAMERA WANDERS SLOWLY about the dismantled 
house -- past the bare reception room; the dining room 
whic h  contains only a kitchen table and two kitchen chairs; 
up t he stairs ., close to the smoot h walnut railing of t he 
balustrade . Here CAMERA STOPS for a moment, t hen PANS 
down to t he heavy doors which mask the dark, empty  
library. HOLD on this f'or a s hort pause, then CAMERA PANS 
back and CONTINUES, even more slowly, up the stairs to 
t he second floor hall where it MOVES up to the closed 
door of Isabel ' s  room. The door swings open and we see 
Isabel I s room. is still as it always ha-s been; nothing 
has been changed. FADE OUT 

Narrator talks through the Fade --
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! . .  
NARRATOR 

with arms outstretched through the wall, 

clutching at the c overs of a shadowy bed. It  

may seem to her that she hear s  the faint cry, 

over and over ----

--- Something had happened -- a thing which, years 

ago  had been the eag erest hope of many, many 

good citizens of the town. And now it crone at 

last : George Amberson Minafer had got his 

comeuppance. He got  it three times filled and 

running ov er . But those who had so long ed for 

it were not there to see it, and they never knew 

it .. 

Th-OSe. who wer e s till living had forgotten all 

about it  and all about him --

j 



148 The dark scr een FADES INTO a VERY CLOSE SHOT 
on Geor•ge I s be.ck, and immediately CAMERA PULLS AWAY 
showing George., kneeling beside Isabel I s bed, 
his hands clutching the covers. Right after the 
Narrator's  w or ds: "over and over" we hear : 

GEORGE 
Mot her, forgive meJ God 
forgive mel 

CAMERA CONTINUES PULLING AWAY until it holds a 
FU-LL SHOT of the room, with George kneeling 
motionless at t he bed. HOLD on t his until : 

Narrator says, "and t hey never knew it. 11 The 
scene starts SLOW DISSOLVE TO:  

149 SHOT of the Amberson Mansion -- massive as the old 
house is, i·t manages to look gaunt: its windows 
stare with the skull emptiness of all windows in 
empty houses that ar e to be lived in no mor e. 
Of course, the rowdy -0oys of the neighborhood have 
been at work;  many of these haggard windows ar e 
broken; the front door stands ajar ., forced open; 
and idiot salacity, in white chalk, is smeared 
everywhere upon the pillars and stone -work of the 
veranda. FADE OUT 



lilADE IN 

EXT. GARDEN - UOflGAN VAWSION - DAY (1912) 

150 Lucy and Eti.gene are v:a.lklng in their garden. 

L'C"CY 
Did you ever hear the Indian 
name f o r  that little grove of 
bee ch trees? 

( laughing 
No - - and you never d id e ithe r !  

LUCY 
The name was " Loma-Nashah;; and 
it moans "They-Coulc1n I t-Help
i t. ii 

�1.7G-;J;UE 
Do esn't s ound like it. 

LUCY 
Indian na::i1e s a. on I t. There ¥!as 
a bad Indian Chief lived there 
-- the w orst Indian t hat ever 
lived, and his name w as - - it 
v.ras ;; Vend onah. ;r That means 
11Rides-Dovm-Everything . i i  

EUGEllE 
What? 

LUCY 
His name was Vend onah, tho same 
thing as R ide s-Down -Everything. 

EUGENE 
( thoughtf'ully) 

I see. 
(gives her a 
quick l o ok, 
th0n fixes 

Go  on. 

his e y es u.pon 
the end of the 
garden path )  
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� ( C ufPf'tNtt[D ) 
· LUCY 

Vendonah was unspeakable. He 
was so proud that he wore iron 
shoes and he walked over people's 
faces with them. He was always 
killing people t hat way, and so 
at the last the t ribe decided 
that it wasn't a good enough 
excuse for him t hat he was young 
and inexperienced -- he 1 d have 
t o  go. They took him down t o  
the river and put him in a canoe, 
and pushed h1.m out from shore; 
and the current carried the 
canoe out into the. middle and 
then on down to t he ocean, and 
he never g ot back. They did n ' t  
want him back, of c ourse. But 
still they didn't  elect another 
chief in his place. They hated 
Vendonah but they weren ' t  able 
t o  discover any other warrior 
they wanted t o  make chief in his 
place , They couldn't help 
feeling that way. 

EUGENE 
I see. S o  that I s why they 
named t he p�ace, 11They-Couldn't
Help-It ! i; 

LUCY 
-

It must have been. 

EUGENE 
(musing ly) 

And s o  you ' re g 0ing to stay here 
in your g arden. You thlnk it ' s  
bet ter t o  ke ep on walking these 
su nshiny gravel paths between 
your flower beds, and g etting t o  
look like a pensive garden-lady 
in a Vict oria� engraving . 

LUCY 
I su ppos e I 1 m like tfie tribe that 
lived here, Papa. I had t oo much 
unpleasant excitement. It was 

, unpleasant -- but it was 
excitement . I don't want any 
more; in fact , I don't want 
anything but you. 

EUGENE 
You don ' t ?  
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( He looks at her keenl·r and she laughs and shake s her 
head; but he seems perplexe d ,  rat he r d oubtful. 

EUGENE � c on t Id ) 
What was the name of t �e grow�? 
The Indian name , I mean. 

,LUCY 
Hola-Haha. 

EUGENE 
No, it wasn't ; that wasn't the 
name you said. 

LUCY 
I 1 vc forgot ten. 

, EUGENE 
(his look of 
perplexity 
remaining ) 

I see you have . Perhaps you 
remember t he chief ' s  name 
better.  

( shaking 
her head 
again ) 

I don't .  

>LUCY 

EUGENE 
I hope some day you can "forget 
it . 

· DISSOLVE 

EXT . BUS�: STHEE'r CORNER - DAY ( 1912 ) 

As the sc;no is DISSOLVING in , an ambulance is swin g ing 
around the corne r and coming t o  a stop. It backs arou nd 
a big crowd of · pe ople . Attenc:1.ants take a stretcher from 
the back of it;, disappear' with it behind the crowd for a 
few mome nt s,  and then reappear anc1 return the stretcher 
t o  t he ambulance 1.rtlt h  a body on it . Duri ng t his a 
smallish young man in a duster fidge ts among t he crowd, 
e xplaining an c1 protestin g .  Simult aneously with �his, a 
police man is talking to a fe llow patrolman who has 
joined him. T he police ma n domi.na t e s  the scene ./ 

( �UE-D-}=-
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Ls;;> POLICEMAN 
It I s wunnerful t he 
damage t hern little 
machines can do - 
you ' d  never think it 
but I guess t hey ain't 
much case ag 1 in this 
fella that was drivin' 
it • • •  

Funny what he s ays to 
the little cuss that 
do ne the damage. T hat's 
all he did call him -
nothin 1els0 at all -
an' the cu ss had broke 
both his legs fer him and 
gos h-knows -what -all! 

YOUNG 1iAN 
/ (with b itternes s ) 

You bet your life t�ey 
ain't no case on me l 
I 1 m sorry fer him, all 
� ight, but it wasn't  
any more my fault than 
t he statehous o l  Ho run 
into me, much as I run 
into him, and if he gets 
well he ain't _goin' to get 
not one s ingle cent out o' 
me! I'm perfectly willin' 
to s ay I'm sorry fer him, 
t hough, an 1 so  I s t he lady 
with me. We're both 
willin 1 t o  s ay t hat much, 
but that's all, understand? 

During the above, the ambulance clangs away and the 
crowd disperses . 

) 2ND POLICEI\1AN 
I wasn I t here t'hen. iiV ha t was 
it?. 

POLICEMAN 
Riffra.ffl 

DISSOLVE 

INT . EUGE:N"E I S OFFICE - MORGAN AUTOMOBILE FL.ANT - DUSK - --·--· 
(1912) 

152 CLOSEUP - item in newspaper, under an out-of -focus 
headline -- ;1AUTOHOBiill BUTCHERY11 -- reading : 

11STREET ACCIDENT 
G.A.  Minafer , an employee of the 
Akers C hemical Co . ,  was run down 
by an automobile yesterday at 
t he corner of Tennessee and Main 
anc1 had both legs broken • • • •  11 

Eugene, with his hat on the back of his head and one 
arm throug h  tb.e s leeve of his overcoat, is looking down 
at the paper . He s ticks the other arm into t he coat, 
picks up the newspaper and puts it in his pocket. 

DISSOLVE our 
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DISSOLVE IN 

EXT . STREET OUTSIDE noRGAN AUTOMOBIIB· PLANT - DUSK ( 1912) Jf 

153 CLOSE SHOT at Eugene's car, ANGLING past the chauffeur 
in driver's s eat, toward back of the car. Eug ene, the 
newspaper in his pocket , steps quickly into the car and 
pulls the door c losed behind him. 

EUGENE 
(during tl-ie 
above) 

I won't go home now, Harry. 
Drive t o  the City Hos pital. 

)ID),RHY _ 
Yes, sir. Miss Lucy's there. 

Eugene looks up s harply . 

HARRY ((cont ' d )  
She said she expected you'd 
come there before you went home . 

' ' EUGENE 
She did? 

•I-IAHH.Y 
Yes, sir o 

(stares ) 
1 suppose I•:Ir . '  Minafer must be 
protty bad. 

· HARRY 
Yes ,  sir. 

Harry puts the c ar j_1i gear and drives off. 

DISSO LVE 

EXT. CITY HOSPITAL - DUSK (1912 ) 

154 Eugene ' s  car drives up and st ops . Eugene get s out and 
g oes into the hospital. 

DISSOLVE OUT 
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DISSOLVE II{ 
EXT. CITY HOSPITAL - NIGHT (1912 ) 

155 Eugene ' s  car waiting. Eugene c omes out of tho hospital  
sadly and quietly, and gets in tho car. 

· EUGENE 
Take me home , :F-Iarry. 

EXT. MORGAN HOUS� - NIGHT (1912 ) 

DISSOLv"E 

156 The car pulls up to the door . Eugene gets out. 

_ 157 

• H.AHRY 
Good night, lir. Morgan . 

EUGENE 

He goes into the house. 

DISSOLVE 

INT. LIBRARY - I::01-lGAU HAWSIOH - NIGIIT ()-912 L. 

Eugene c ome s into the library, goes to his secre tary 
ancl t akes out his c."l.iary , unlocks t he clasp with a tiny 
key on his watch chain, opens it, picks up a pen and 
starts to write, 

158 CLOSEUP of Eugono as he writ es. Vfo hear only th0 
scratching of his pen, and on tho sound track his voice . 

EUGENE I S VOIC� 
( on sound track ) . 

Dearest Isabel -- yo1/r boy was 
hurt in a street accident �oday 
-- run down by an automobile. 
I t hought at first I wo uldn't 
go to see him at the hospital, 
but of course I cl.id. I thought 
it would be hard not to be 
bitter but I found it was easy 
- - he looked so much like you, 
deare s t  on o .  As I came in , he 
lifted hi s hand in a queer 
gesture , b.alf-f'orbidding, half
imploring , then let his a�m 
fall back on the covers . (cont ' d ) 

l � tiJ9'1''"'1"N f¥p:,;) 
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EUGENE 1 S VOICR (cont'd) 
( on sound tracli; 

He said, 11You. must bive thought 
my mothe r  wanted you t o  c ome 
so ths.t I c ould ask vou to -.. 
to f' org :l.vo mo. ;i Lucy was 
beside him and sho shook hor 
head. aNo , li she said, 11 just 
t o  tako his hand - gc ntly. 11 
She was radiant o ._ .But for me 
another radiance filled the 
r oom - and I knew l ' d  been 
true at last to my true love 
and that through me you had 
brought your boy u nder shelter 
again • • • •  

THE END 
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FADE OUT 


