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CAST OF CHARACTERS

In the order of their appearance

SAMUEL SPADE.............

EFFIE PERINE. . ...........

BRI GUD O SHAUGHNESSY. . . ..

MLES ARCHER. ............

DETECTI VE TOM POLHALS. . .

Hi s thickish brows, hook nose,
hight flat tenples and w dow s
peak give himthe | ook of a

rat her pleasant Satan. He is
over six feet tall. The steep
rounded sl ope of his shoul ders
makes his body seem al nbst coni -

cal -- no broader than it is
t hick and keeps his clothes
fromfitting very well. He is

what nost private detectives
would |i ke to be, a hard, shifty
fellow, able to take care of
himsel f in any situation, able
to get the best of anybody he
cones in contact wth whether
crimnal, innocent bystander or
client.

Spade's secretary. A |l anky,
sunburned girl of twenty-two or
three, with a shiny boyish face,
bright, direct, unspoil ed.

alias Mss Wonderly. Tall,
pliantly slender. Her body is
erect and hi gh-breasted. Her

| egs | ong, her hands and feet
narrow. She has dark, soft,
wavy hair, full lips. Her eyes
are timd, childlike at tines
in their apparent innocence.

Spade' s partner. Medi um hei ght,
solidly built, wide in the

shoul ders, thick in the neck,
with a heavy-jawed red face.
He' s about as many years past
forty as Spade is past thirty.

A barrel-bellied, tall man with
shrewd, small eyes, a thick
nmout h and carel essly shaven
dark jow s.



CAST OF CHARACTERS (Cont.)

LT. OF DETECTI VES DUNDY. . Conpactly built man with a

| VA ARCHER. . .............

VR.

JCEL

FREED. ...............

CAIRO. ..............

round head under short-cut
grizzled hair and a square face
behi nd short-cut grizzled nous-
tache. Hi s eyes are hard as
pebbl es and so deliberate as to
make their focus seema nmatter
of nmechanics, sonething only to
avoi d.

Mles' wife. Blonde, a few
years nore than thirty. Her
facial prettiness is perhaps
five years past its best no-
ment. Her body is finely
nodel | ed and exquisite in a
full-bl own way.

Hot el Manager. Plunp, m ddle-
aged, in well fitting clothes.
He has the ingratiating-yet-
slightly-skeptical manner of

t he professional host.

Dark, small-boned, of nedi um
height. H's hair is black
snoot h, gl ossy. He has narrow
shoul ders, plunp hips. Jewels
twi nkle on the fingers of both
hands. He speaks the rather

t oo-perfect English sonetines
heard out of foreigners. He
is elaborately formal and
polite.

A boy of nineteen or twenty,
under -si zed, pale-faced with
smal | regular features and
light-colored small eyes that
stare bl eakly under | ong,
curling | ashes.

House detective. Round and
sal | ow of face, compactly
built, tidily dressed in dark
cl ot hes.



KASPER GUTMAN. . .. ..

CAST OF CHARACTERS (Cont.)

...... Flabbily fat with bul bous pink

cheeks and |ips and chins and
neck with a great soft egg of

a belly that is all his torso
and pendant cone for arns and
legs. His eyes, made small by
fat puffs around them are dark
and sleek. Dark ringlets thin-
|y cover his broad scalp. He
wears a bl ack cutaway coat,

bl ack vest, black satin Ascot
tie holding a pinkish pearl,
striped grey worsted trousers,
and patent-|eather shoes. Hi's
manner, or rather the manner he
affects, is benevolently pater-
nal. Good hunor, tolerance,
bonhom e echo in his every
utterance.

...... District Attorney. He has a

| ofty forehead, an orator's

wi de nmouth and a wi de dinpl ed
chin. H's voice in conversa-
tion has the | atent power and
deep resonance of the orator.

MATE OF THE "LA PALOVA"..A thickly-set figure in dark

CAPTAI' N JACOBY

FRANK RI CHWVAN. . .. ..

Pol i cenen,
Asst .
(Male),

uniform He carries hinself
stiffly erect. His watery
bl ue eyes are candid and his
sl ow speech carries a slight
Scandanavi an accent.

...... Tall, gaunt, with a deeply-

| i ned weat her -beaten face.

...... Chauffeur. Thick-set, young-

ish man with a plaid cap and
a tough, cheery face.

Det eecti ves, Cab Drivers,
Att orney, Stenographer

Clerk, etc. etc.....



FADE | N:
CLOSE SHOT - ON A W NDOW

upon which the words - SPADE AND ARCHER - appear in
reverse, in big black letters. Through the w ndow we see
to the left tall buildings that front San Francisco's

Mar ket Street, to the right, a section of the Bay Bridge.

CAMERA PULLS BACK TQO
I NT. OFFICE - CLOSE SHOT - SAM SPADE

behind his cheap office desk, back to the window His jaw
is long and bony, his chin a jutting V under the nore
flexible V of his mouth. The V notif is picked up again by
t hi cki sh brows rising upward fromtw n creases above a
hooked nose. His dark hair grows down to a point on his
forehead. He |ooks rather pleasantly |ike Satan. Spade is
rolling a cigarette. OVER SCENE the SOUND of the office
door opening. He does not | ook up.

SPADE
Yes, sweet heart?

I NT. OFFICE - MED. SHOT

EFFI E PERI NE, a | anky, sunburned girl with eyes brown and
pl ayful and a shiny, boyish face, shuts the door behind
her, |eans against it.

EFFI E
There's a girl wants to see you.
Her name's Wonderly.

SPADE

A cust oner ?
EFFI E

| guess so. You'll want to see

her anyway. She's a knockout.
SPADE

(l'icking his cigarette)
Shoo her in, Effie darling -- shoo

her in.

(he puts the
cigarette in
his nouth, sets
firetoit)

The door opens again. Effie Perine stands with her hand
on the knob.



EFFI E
WIl you conme in, Mss Wnderly?

OVER SCENE a voice nmurnmurs sonet hing, then M SS WONDERLY
appears, advances slowy with tentative steps, |ooks at
Spade with eyes that are both shy and probing. Spade
rises, bows, indicates with a thick-fingered hand, the
oaken arnthair beside his desk.

M SS WONDERLY
(softly)
Thank you.

She sits down on the edge of the chair's wooden seat.

Spade sinks back into his swivel chair, makes a quarter
turn to face her. OVER SCENE the tappety-tap-tap of Effie
Perine's typewiter. Spade smles politely. Wite teeth
glisten in the crescent Mss Wnderly's answering smle
makes. She remains erect in the chair as if she expected
to stay seated for only a nonent. Her hands in dark gl oves
clasp and unclasp the flat, dark handbag in her |ap.

SPADE
(rocking back in
chair)
Now what can | do for you, Mss

Wonder | y?
She catches her breath, |ooks at him swall ows.

M SS WONDERLY

(hurriedly)
Coul d you? -- | thought -- | --
that is...

She tortures her lower lip. Only her dark eyes speak now,
pl eadi ng. Spade sm | es and nods.

SPADE
(after several nonents)
Suppose you tell nme about it from
t he very begi nni ng.

M SS WONDERLY
That was in New York.

SPADE
Yes?

And now the words tunbl e out.



M SS WONDERLY
| don't know where she net himin
New York. She's much younger than
-- only seventeen -- we didn't have
the sanme friends. Father and not her
are in Europe. It would kill them
|"ve got to get her back before they
come hone.

He nods as though the rush of words nmade perfect sense
to him

SPADE
Yes. ..

M SS WONDERLY
They're com ng hone the first of
t he nont h.

SPADE
(reassuringly)
That gives us two weeks.

M SS WONDERLY

| didn't know what she had done
until her letter cane. | was
frantic.

(her lips trenble)
| didn't know what to do.

(pathetically)
What could | do?

SPADE
(in the gentle tones
one uses to a child
on the the verge of
tears)
Not hi ng, of course... But then, her
letter cane?

M SS WONDERLY

Yes.

(agai n the words

tunble forth)
And | sent her a tel egram asking her
to come back hone. | sent it to
Ceneral Delivery here. That was the
only address she gave ne... |
wai ted a whol e week but no answer
canme -- and nother's and father's
return was grow ng nearer and
nearer, so | came out here to get
her. | wote her | was com ng.
shoul dn't have done that, should |?



SPADE
It's not always easy to know what to
do... You haven't found her?

M SS WONDERLY
No, | haven't. | wote her that |
would go to the St. Mark and |
begged her to neet ne there and | et
me talk to her. | waited three
days. She didn't cone... didn't
even send a nessage.

Spade nods, frowns synpathetically.

M SS WONDERLY

It was horrible!l Waiting...!
... Not know ng what had happened to
her -- what m ght be happening to
her.

(she stops trying to

smle -- shudders)
| wote her another letter GCeneral
Delivery. Yesterday afternoon
went to the post office. | stayed
there until after dark but | didn't
see her. | went there again this
nmorning and still didn't see Corinne
-- but | saw Fl oyd Thursbhy.

Spade's frown goes away. |In its place cones a | ook of sharp
attentiveness.

M SS WONDERLY
He wouldn't tell me where Corinne
was.
(hopel essl y)
He wouldn't tell nme anything except
that she was well and happy. But
he'd say that anyway, wouldn't he?

SPADE
It mght be true.

M SS WONDERLY
(tremblingly)

| hope it is... | do hope it is.
But... but... he said she didn't
want to see ne. | can't believe

that. He promsed to tell her he
had seen ne, and to bring her to see
me, if she would cone, this evening
at the hotel. He said he knew she
woul dn't. He prom sed to cone
hinmself if she didn't...



The office door opens. She breaks off with a startled hand
to her nmouth. The man who opened the door cones in a step.

ARCHER
Oh, excuse ne --
(hastily, he takes
of f his brown hat,
starts to back out)

SPADE
It's all right, Mles. Cone in.
M ss Wonderly, this is M. Archer,
ny partner.

Archer ducks his head, smling at Mss Wnderly, shuts the
door behind himand nmakes a vague gesture with the hat in
his hand. He is of nediumheight, solidly built, wde in
the shoul ders, thick in the neck with a heavy-jawed, red
face. He is about as many years past forty as Spade is
past thirty.

SPADE

M ss Wonderly's sister ran away from
New York with a fell ow nanmed Fl oyd
Thursby. They are here in San
Franci sco. M ss Wnderly has seen
Thursby and has a date with him
tonight. Maybe he'll bring the
sister wwth him The chances are he
won't. M ss Whnderly wants us to
find the sister and get her away
from hi m and back hone.

(he 1 ooks at M ss

Wonder | y)
Ri ght ?

M SS WONDERLY
(i ndistinctly)
Yes.

Archer cones forward to the corner of the desk. While the
girl | ooks at her bag, he looks at her. Hs little brown
eyes run their bold appraising gaze from her | owered face
to her feet and up to her face again. Then he | ooks at
Spade and nmakes a silent whistling nouth of appreciation.
Spade wi nks at him

SPADE
It's sinply a matter of having a man
at the hotel this evening to shadow
hi m when he | eads us to your sister.
| f she doesn't want to | eave him
after we've found her -- well, there
are ways of managi ng that.



ARCHER
(his voi ce heavy,
coarse)
Yeah. ..

M ss Wonderly | ooks up quickly. Fear shows on her face.

M SS WONDERLY

Ch, but you nust be careful

(her voice shakes

alittle and her

i ps shape the

words with nervous

] er ki ness)
|"mdeathly afraid of him-- of what
he m ght do. She's so young and his
bringing her here from New York is
such a serious -- mghtn't he --
m ghtn't he do sonmething to her?

Spade smles, pats the arns of his chair.

SPADE
Just leave that to us. W'Ill know
how to handl e him

M SS WONDERLY
(earnestly)

But | want you to know that he's
a dangerous man. | honestly don't
think he'd stop at anything. I
don't believe he'd hesitate to --
to kill Corinne if he thought it
woul d save him

ARCHER
Can he cover up by marrying her?

M SS WONDERLY
(bl ushes in confusion)
He has a wife and three children

i n Engl and.

SPADE
They usual ly do though not al ways
i n Engl and.

(reaching for
pencil and pad)
What does he | ook |ike?

Spade nmakes notes as she tal ks.



M SS WONDERLY
He has dark hair and thick eyebrows.
He talks in a loud blustery way. He
gives the inpression of being -- a
vi ol ent person.

SPADE
Thin, medi um or heavy-built?

M SS WONDERLY
Quite athletic. He's broad-
shoul dered and has what coul d be
called a mlitary carriage. He was
wearing a light gray suit and a gray
hat when | saw himthis norning.

SPADE
(layi ng down the
penci l)
VWhat does he do for a living?

M SS WONDERLY
| haven't the slightest idea.

SPADE
At what tinme is he comng to see
you?

M SS WONDERLY
After eight o'clock.

SPADE
Al right, Mss Wnderly. W'l
have a man there.

ARCHER
(interjects)
"1l look after it nyself.

Spade gives hima glance of conceal ed anusenent.

M SS WONDERLY
(pathetically grateful)
Thank you... Thank you.

She opens her handbag with nervous fingers, brings out two
bills, puts them on Spade' s desk.

M SS WONDERLY
WI1l that be enough?

Spade nods. She gives Spade her hand. Then, in the sane
graceful tone:



M SS WONDERLY
Thank you... Thank you.

SPADE
Not at all... I1t'lIl help sonme if
you neet Thursby in the | obby.

M SS WONDERLY
I wll.

ARCHER
You don't have to | ook for ne.
"1l see you all right.

She nods. Spade goes to the door with M ss Wnderly.

M SS WONDERLY
(repeats once again)
Thank you. ..

When she is gone, Spade cones back to his desk. Archer has
pi cked up one of the bills, is examning it.

ARCHER
(growl s conpl acently)
They're right enough.
(he folds it
and tucks it
in his vest
pocket)
And they have brothers in her bag.

Spade pockets the other bill before sitting down.

SPADE
What do you think of her?

ARCHER
Sweet .
(guf faws suddenly)
Maybe you saw her first, Sam but
| spoke first.

He puts his hands in his trousers pockets and teeters on
his heels. Spade, behind his desk, grins wolfishly at
Archer, showi ng the edges of his teeth far back in his

j awns.

SPADE
You' ve got brains. Yes, you have.

He begins to nake a cigarette.

DI SSCLVE TQO



DARKNESS

A telephone is RNGNG It rings three tinmes. Then the
SOUND of bed-springs creaking and of the instrunent being
[ifted.

SPADE' S VA CE
Hell o... Yes, speaking... Dead?..
Yes... Fifteen mnutes... Were?..
Bush and Stockton... Thanks..

The SOUND of the instrunent being replaced, foll owed by the
click of a switch

| NT. SPADE' S ROOM

Spade, barefoot in checked pajanas, sits on the side of his
bed scowling at the tel ephone. The hands of a tinny alarm
cl ock, which sits on a volune of "Duke's Cel ebrated
Crimnal Cases of Anmerica", are at five m nutes past two.
Spade scratches the back of his neck, reaches for a packet
of brown papers and a sack of tobacco by the tel ephone,
makes a cigarette with deliberate care, licks it, puts it
in his nouth. The curtains at the two open w ndows
flutter. Fromacross the bay cones the dull nmpaning of the
Al catraz fog horn. Spade sits for several nonents with the
cold cigarette in his nouth. Then he reaches for the

t el ephone again, dials a nunber. Waiting for the answer,
he shi vers.

SPADE
(into the tel ephone)
Send a cab to...

DI SSCLVE TQO
MED. SHOT - FRONT OF SECOND CLASS APARTMENT BLDG - N GHT

The overhead arc throws |light on faces at the w ndows.
CAMERA PULLS BACK past a unifornmed policeman, who is
chewing gum to include the sign on the | anp post: BUSH
STREET. Cars are parked helter-skelter on either side of
the street. A taxi comes into scene, stops in the mddle
of the street. Spade gets out, gives the driver noney. As
he starts across the street toward CAMERA, the policeman
puts out an arm

POLI CEMAN
VWhat do you want here?

SPADE
"' m Sam Spade. Tom Pol haus phoned
ne.



10.

POLI CEMAN
(recogni zing him--
hi s arm goes down)
| didn't know you at first. They're
back there.
(he jerks a thunmb
over his shoul der)

CAMERA PANS with himtoward the alley-way in which a dark
anbul ance st ands.

MED. SHOT - THE ALLEY-WAY

as Spade enters. It is bordered on one side by a waist-
hi gh fence. Spade crosses to a place where a ten-foot
length of the top rail of the fence has been torn froma
post at one end and hangs dangling fromthe other. He

| ooks down.

LONG SHOT - THE HI LLSI DE

SHOOTI NG over Spade's shoulder. Fromthe foot of the fence
the hillside drops steeply away. Fifteen feet down the
slope a flat boulder sticks up. Two nen stand in the angle
bet ween the boul der and slope. One is pointing a canera.

A bulb flashes and we get a nonentary glinpse of a body
lying on the boulder. Oher nen with |ights nove up and
down the slope. One of themraises a torch so the beam
strikes Spade in the face.

POLHAUS
(calls)
Hel | o, Sam

Lowering the beam Tom Pol haus cl anbers up to the all ey,
hi s shadow runni ng before him Stepping over the fence, he
joins Spade by the broken rail. He is a barrel-bellied,
tall man with shrewd, snmall eyes. Hi s shoes, his hands and
his knees are covered w th nud.

POLHAUS
| figured you'd want to see it
before we took hi m away.

SPADE
Thanks, Tom \Wat happened?

Pol haus points at his own left breast with a nuddy finger.
POLHAUS

Got himright through the punp
with this.



He takes a flat revolver fromhis coat pocket, holds it
toward Spade but Spade doesn't take it. After a nonent
Pol haus flashes his light onit. Md inlays the
depressions in the revolver's surface.

POLHAUS
A Webley. English, ain't it?

Spade takes his el bow fromthe fence post, |eans down to

| ook at the weapon but does not touch it.

SPADE
Yes. \Webl ey- Fosbery Autonmatic
Revol ver, thirty-eight, eight shot.
They don't make them anynore. How
many gone out of it?

POLHAUS
One pill.
(he pokes his left
breast again)

SPADE
(speaki ng qui ckly)
He was shot up here, huh?... standing

like you are with his back to the
fence. The man that shot him stands
her e.

(he goes in front

of Pol haus and

rai ses his hand

chest high with

a |leveled fore-

finger)
M | es goes back, taking the top off
the fence and going on through and

down till the rock catches him
That it?

POLHAUS
That's it.

(he works his
brows toget her)
The bl ast burnt his coat.

SPADE
VWho found hinf

POLHAUS
Man on the boat.

SPADE
Anybody hear the shot?

11.



12.

POLHAUS

Sonebody must've. W only just got
here, Sam

(turning he puts

a | eg back over

the fence)
Com ng down for a | ook at him before
he's noved?

SPADE
(shortly)

Pol haus, astride the fence, |ooks at Spade with surprised,
smal | eyes.

SPADE
You' ve seen everything | coul d.

Pol haus nods doubtfully, wthdraws |eg fromthe fence.

PCLHAUS
Hi s gun was tucked away on his hip.
It hadn't been fired. Hi s overcoat
was buttoned. There was a hundred
dollar bill in his vest pocket and
thirty some bucks in his pants..
Was he working Sanf?

After a nonent's hesitation, Sam nods.

POLHAUS
Vel | ?

SPADE
He was supposed to be tailing a
fell ow named Fl oyd Thursby.

POLHAUS
VWhat for?

Spade puts his hands into his overcoat pocket, blinks
sl eepy eyes at Pol haus.

POLHAUS

(1t mpatiently)
What for?

SPADE
W were trying to find out where
he |ived.

He gins slightly, takes his hand from his pocket, pats
Pol haus' shoul der.



10.

13.

SPADE
Don't crowd ne.
(hi's hands go
back into his

pocket s)
" mgoing out to break the news to
Mles'" wfe.

(He turns away)

Pol haus, scow ing, opens his nouth, closes it, wthout
having said anything, clears his throat, puts the scow off
his face and speaks with a husky sort of gentl eness.

POLHAUS
It's tough -- himgetting it like
that. Mles had his faults sanme as
the rest of us but | guess he nust
of had sone good points too.

SPADE
| guess so.

He goes toward the mouth of the alley. The brick wall to
his left reflects the Iight of another flash bulb.

MED. SHOT - BUSH STREET

Spade cones out of the alley, turns down Bush Street. The
uni formed policeman is on the sidewal k now.

POLI CEMAN
(as Spade passes)
Bad busi ness.

SPADE
Bad enough.

Anot her car pulls up. Two nen get out, one in uniform and

cross toward the alley. The first policeman salutes the

one who is not in uniform Spade goes on down the street.
W PE TO

I NT. DRUG STORE - CLOSE SHOT - SPADE

in tel ephone booth, receiver to his ear. The receiver
repeats the ringing sound four tinmes. Then:

SPADE
(i nto phone)
Effie -- it's ne... Listen, Precious
...MIles has been shot... Yes..

He's dead... Now don't get excited..
( MORE)



11.

12.

13.

14.

SPADE ( CONT' D)
Yes... You'll have to break it to
lva -- 1"l try first -- keep her
away fromne... That's a good girl
-- get right over there... You're
an angel ... Bye.

He hangs up, opens the door, |eaves the booth. CAMERA PANS
as he goes out of drug store and up the street.

DI SSCLVE TQO
| NT. SPADE' S ROOM

The tinny alarmclock on the volunme of "Celebrated Crim nal
Cases" says 3:40 when Spade turns on the light. He drops
his hat and overcoat on the bed and exits into the kitchen,
returns after a nonent with a tall bottle of Bacardi. He
pours a drink, drinks it standing, pours another.

OVER SCENE the SOUND of the street-door buzzer. Spade's
face beconmes ugly. He nakes no nove until the buzzer
SOUNDS again. Then, sighing, he goes to the tel ephone box
besi de his bedroom door, presses a button that rel eases the
street-door |ock, stands scowing at the black tel ephone
box. OVER SCENE the grating and rattling of the el evator
door in the corridor opening and closing. Spade sighs
again, noves into the corridor

| NT. CORRIDOR - CLOSE SHOT
as Spade opens the door on the barrel-bellied detective

Pol haus, and Lieutenant Dundy. Spade's face brightens.
Hi s eyes | ose their harassed expression.

SPADE
(to Pol haus)
Hel | o, Tom
(to Dundy)
Hell o, lieutenant. Come in.

They nod together, neither saying anything, and enter.
Spade shuts the door as they go toward his bedroom

| NT. SPADE' S BEDROOM - MED. SHOT - SPADE, POLHAUS, DUNDY

as Pol haus sits on and end of the sofa and Spade on the
side of the bed. The Lieutenant takes a chair beside the
table. Lieutenant Dundy is a conpactly-built man with a
round head and short-cut grizzled hair and a square face
behi nd a short-cut grizzl ed noustache.



15.

A five-dollar gold piece is pinned to his necktie and there
is a small el aborate dianond-set secret society enbl em on
his lapel. He examines the roomwth hard, deliberate
eyes. Then he | ooks at Pol haus, who shifts unconfortably
on the sofa.

POLHAUS
Did you break the news to Mles
wi fe, Sanf

SPADE
Uh- huh.

POLHAUS

How d she take it?

SPADE
(shaki ng his head)
| don't know anyt hi ng about wonen.

POLHAUS
(softly)
Si nce when, don't you?

The Lieutenant puts his hand on his knees, |eans forward,
fixes eyes on Spade in a peculiarly rigid stare as if their
focus were a matter of nechanics -- to be changed by
pulling a | ever.

DUNDY
What kind of gun do you carry?
SPADE
(easily)
None. | don't like them nuch.
O course, there are sone at the
of fice.
DUNDY
You don't happen to have one
here?

Spade shakes hi s head.

DUNDY
You sure of that?

SPADE
Look around.
(smling, he waves
his enpty gl ass)
Turn the dunp upside-down if you
want. | won't squawk -- if you' ve
got a search warrant.



Pol haus shifts his seat on the sofa again,
breath out through his nose.

PCLHAUS
(plaintively)
We're not wanting to make any
troubl e, Sam

SPADE
(i gnoring Pol haus --
t o Dundy)
| don't like this. Wat are you
sucking around for? Tell ne or

get out!
(he rises)
POLHAUS
(pl eadi ng)

You can't treat us that way, Sam
It ain't right. W got our work
to do.

bl ows a deep

16.

Dundy junps up, stands close to Spade, thrusts his square

face up to the taller man's.

DUNDY
Wiy were you tailing Thursby?

SPADE
| wasn't. Mles was. For the
swel|l reason that we had a client
who was payi ng good United States
nmoney to have himtail ed.

DUNDY
Who's the client?
SPADE
Sorry, can't tell you that.
- POLHAUS
(beggi ng)

Be reasonable, Sam G ve us a
chance. How can we turn up
anything on Mles' killing if you
won't tell us what you've got?

DUNDY
Tom says you were in too much
of a hurry to even stop for a
| ook at your dead partner.

Pol haus growl s sonet hi ng, hangs his head.
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DUNDY
And you didn't go to Archer's
house to tell his wfe. W
called up and the girl in your
office was there and she said
you told her to go.

Spade's face is stupid in its cal mess.

DUNDY
| give you ten mnutes to get
to a phone and do your talking
tothe girl. | give you ten
mnutes to get to Thurshy's
joint -- Geary near Leavenworth --
you could do it easily in that
tine.

SPADE
(to Pol haus)
What's your boy friend getting
at, Tonf

DUNDY

Just this.

(he taps Spade's

chest wth the

knuckl es of two

bent fingers)
Thur sby was shot down in front
of his hotel about half an hour
after you | eft Bush Street.

SPADE
(separating his words)
Keep -- your -- paws -- off -- ne!
DUNDY
(his eyes are pale
di sks)

What tinme did you get hone?

Spade searches for his tobacco and papers, starts making a
cigarette.

SPADE
(candi dl y)
| cane in just a few m nutes ahead
of you. | was wal king around

t hi nki ng t hi ngs over.
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We knew you weren't

to get you on the phone.

you wal k to?

SPADE

18.

W tried
VWhere' d

here.

(licks his cigarette)
Qut Bush Street a way.

DUNDY
See anybody that...

SPADE

No -- no w tnesses.

(he | aughs pl easantly)

Sit down, Dundy.

(to Pol haus)

Anot her one, Tonf
POLHAUS
No t hanks, Sam

Dundy sits down but pays no attention to the gl ass.

fills his won gl ass, drinks.
on the side of the bed.

SPADE

| know where |
(he 1 ooks with
friendly eyes
fromone man

to the other)

Sorry |
you birds trying to
nervous.

got up on ny hind | egs,

You haven't
finished your drink.

Spade
Then hinself sits down again

st and now.

but
rope nme made ne

Ml es getting knocked off

bot hered nme and then you birds

cracki ng foxy.
t hough -- now t hat
you're up to.

POLHAUS
Forget it.

SPADE
Thur sby di e?

POLHAUS
Yes.

SPADE
How did | kill hinf

That's all

ri ght now
know what

| forget.
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PCLHAUS
(grunts disgustedly --
t hen:)
He was shot four tinmes in the back
wth a .44 or .45 from across the
street. Nobody saw it but that's
the way if figures.

SPADE
Hot el peopl e know anyt hi ng about
hi n?

POLHAUS
Not hi ng except he'd been there a
week.

SPADE
Al one?

POLHAUS
(nods)
Al one.

SPADE
(makes a carel ess
gesture with his
cigarette)
Did you find out who he was?..
What his gane was?... Did you?

DUNDY
W t hought you could tell us that.

Spade regards the Lieutenant with eyes that hold an
exagger at ed anount of candor.

SPADE
|'ve never seen Thursby -- dead or
al i ve.

Dundy gets up again. H's lower |lip pushes the words out.

DUNDY

You know me, Spade. If you did it
or you didn't, you'll get a square
deal out of ne, and nost of the
breaks. | don't know that 1'd bl ane
you a lot -- the man that killed
your partner.

(his eyes becone

hard as pebbl es)
But that wouldn't keep nme from
nailing you.
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SPADE
(evenly)
Fair enough... but 1'd feel better
about it if you'd have a drink

with ne.

Spade pours Bacardi into the three gl asses, gives one to
each of the detectives, then raises his own.

SPADE
Success to crine!

Dundy barely touches his lips to the glass, puts it down
and starts out. Pol haus drinks his off, puts his hand out
awkwardly. Spade shakes the hand. Then Pol haus foll ows
his superior into the vestibule and the hall. As Spade
starts to undress --

FADE QOUT.
FADE | N:
CLOSE SHOT - A GLASS PANELED DOOR
On it in black gol d-edged letters:
SPADE AND ARCHER

Spade enters scene, opens the door, goes into the outer
of fice.

| NT. QUTER OFFI CE

as Spade enters. FEffie Perine is at her desk opening the
nmorning mail. She puts down a handful of envel opes and a
brass paper knife, frowns at Spade.

EFFI E
(voi ce | ow and war ni ng)
She's in there.

Spade makes the face of one who has an ugly taste in his
nout h.

SPADE
(his voice | ow)
| told you to keep her away!

EFFI E
(irritably)
Yes -- but you didn't tell nme how

(her shoul ders
droop wearily)
MORE
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EFFI E ( CONT' D)
Don't be cranky, Sam | had her al
ni ght .

Spade puts his hand on the girl's head, snoothes her hair.

SPADE
Sorry, angel. | didn't nean --
(he breaks off as
the door to the
i nner office opens)
-- Hello, Iva.

| VA
Ch, Sam

She is a blonde woman of a few nore years than thirty. Her
facial prettiness is perhaps five years past its best
moment. Her body in black clothes fromhat to shoes, is
finely nodel ed and exquisite. She steps back fromthe door
and stands waiting for Spade. He takes his hand fromEffie
Perine's head, enters the inner office.

I NT. I NNER OFFI CE - SPADE AND | VA

as she shuts the door. |Ilva cones to himquickly, putting
out her arns and raising her face for his kiss. After the
kiss, he nmakes a little novenent as if to rel ease her but
she presses her face to his chest and begi ns sobbi ng.
Spade strokes her shoul der saying:

SPADE
Poor darling!

Hi s voice is tender but his eyes, on the desk across the
roomfromhis owmn -- the desk that had been his partner's
-- are angry. He turns his chin aside to avoid contact
with the crown of her hat.

SPADE
Did Effie attend to everything?

| VA
Yes, | think so... Oh, Sam..

Spade's teeth show in an inpatient grimce. He bends his
head for a surreptitious |ook at the watch on his wi st.
The woman stirs in his arns, raises her face. Her eyes are
wet, round, white-ringed. Her nouth is noist.

| VA
Ch, Sam..
(she noans)
Did you kill hinf
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Spade takes his arnms from around her, steps back, stares at
her with bul gi ng eyes, his bony jaw hangi ng | oose. She
keeps her arnms ups as he left them Angui sh cl ouds her
eyes. Her soft, danp red lips trenble.

Spade | aughs -- a harsh syllable, goes to the w ndow,
stands there | ooking out until she starts towards him
Then he turns quickly, goes to his desk, sits down and

| ooks at her with eyes that glitter between narrow |ids.

SPADE
(col dly)
Who put that idea in your head?

| VA
| thought. ..

She |ifts a hand to her nouth and fresh tears conme to her
eyes. She noves with easy, sure-footed grace to a pl ace
besi de t he desk.

| VA
(‘humbl y)
Be kind to ne, Sam
He | aughs again, his eyes still glittering.
SPADE

You killed ny husband, Sam Be
kind to ne!

(he claps his

hands t oget her)

lva begins to cry audibly. Spade's jaw nuscles bul ge, then
he takes a deep breath, makes his face expressionless, gets
up, goes around the desk to stand behind her, put his arns
around her.

SPADE

(softly)
Now... don't... lva... don't...

(he puts his

mouth to her ear

and whi spers)
You shoul dn't have cone here today,
darling. You ought to be hone.

Iva turns around in his arns to face him

| VA
You'll conme soon?
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SPADE
As soon as | can.
(he | eads her
to the door
opens it)
Goodbye, |va.

He bows her out, shuts the door, returns to his desk. He
t akes tobacco and cigarette papers fromthis vest pocket
but does not roll a cigarette. He sits holding the papers
in one hand, tobacco in the other, and | ooks w th brooding
eyes at his dead partner's desk. Presently Effie Perine
opens the door, cones in.

EFFI E

(quietly)
el ?

Spade says nothing. H's brooding gaze does not nove from
hi s dead partner's desk

EFFI E
(in a louder voice)
How did you and the w dow make out ?

SPADE
(only his lips nove)
She thinks | shot M| es.

EFFI E
So you could marry her?

Spade nmakes no reply to that. The girl |eans over, takes
t he papers and the tobacco sack.

SPADE
The police think | shot Thursby...
the guy Mles was tailing for the
Wonderly girl -- Wio do you think
shot ?

Effie's thin fingers shape the cigarette. She licks it,
snoothes it, bites the end and places it between Spade's
fingers.

SPADE
Thanks, honey.

He puts an arm around her slimwaist, rests his cheek
wearily agai nst her hip.
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Are you going to marry |va?
(she snaps his
desk lighter)

SPADE
Don't be silly.
(he puts the
end of his
cigarette to
the fl ame)
| wish | had never |laid eyes on her.

EFFI E

Maybe you do now.

(a trace of

spi t ef ul ness

cones into her

voi ce -- | eans

over for a view

of his face)
Do you suppose she could have killed
hi nf?

Spade sits up straight, takes his armfrom her wai st,
smles at her.

SPADE
(tenderly -- through
t he snoke)
You're an angel... a nice rattle-
brai ned angel!
EFFI E
(wryly)

Ch, am|1? Suppose | told you that
your |lva hadn't been honme nmany

m nutes when | arrived to break the
news at three o'clock this norning?

Spade's eyes are imedi ately alert.

SPADE
Are you telling nme?

EFFI E

(nods)
She kept me waiting at the door
whil e she undressed. Her clothes
were on a chair where she had dunped
them -- hat and coat underneath
Her singlet on top was still warm
She had wrinkled up the bed but the
wri nkl es weren't nmashed down.

24.
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SPADE
(pats Effie's hand)
You're a detective, darling, but...
(shaki ng his head)
She didn't kill him

EFFI E
Do the police really think you shot
this what's-his-nanme?

He brushes the ashes off his cigarette.

EFFI E
(1 nsisting)
Do t hey?
Spade shrugs.
EFFI E

Look at nme, Sam
He obeys with el aborate seriousness.

EFFI E
You worry nme. You always think you
know what you're doing but you're
too slick for your own good, and
sone day you're going to find it out.
Effie

Spade grins nockingly at her. The tel ephone RI NGS.

takes up the receiver.

EFFI E
(into the phone)

Spade and Archer... Oh, yes, Mss
Wonderly. ..
Spade takes the phone from her hand.
SPADE
(i nto phone)
Hello... Yes, this is Sam Spade..
| was just going to call you..
. ..
(after a short pause)
How s that?... OCh... \Were are
you?... The Coronet on California

Street,

As Spade repeats the address,
slip of paper.

Apart ment 1001...

Effie Wites it down on a
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SPADE
VWhat's the nane?... M ss Lebl anc..
K, I'"Il be right over.

Spade sets down the phone and puts on his hat.

SPADE
Have M|l es' desk noved out and have
the "Spade and Archer" taken off the
door and wi ndows and " Sanuel Spade"
put on.

He turns to the door, hesitates, then goes back to the
desk, picks up the slip of paper on which the address is
witten, takes out his lighter, snaps on the flane, and
sets fire to the slip of paper. He holds it until all but
one corner is curling black ash, then drops it on the

i nol eum and mashes it out with his foot.

DI SSCLVE TQO
| NT. HALLWAY - CORONET APARTMENTS - CLOSE SHOT - SPADE

pressing the buzzer of Apartnent 1001. M ss Wnderly, in a
belted green crepe dress, opens the door imediately. Her
face is flushed. Her hair parted on the left side sweeping
back in | oose waves over her right tenple, is somewhat

t ousl ed.

SPADE
(taking off his hat)
Good nor ni ng.

M SS WONDERLY
(l owers her head
-- then in a hushed
timd voice)
Conme in, M. Spade.

| NT. LI'VI NG ROOM

Several bags stand open on the floor. M ss Wnderly and
Spade enter fromthe hall

M SS WONDERLY
Everything is upside-down. | haven't
even finished unpacki ng.

She lays his hat on a table, sits down on a wal nut settee.
Spade sits on a brocaded oval - backed chair, facing her.
She | ooks at her fingers, working themtogether. Then:



M SS WONDERLY
M. Spade, |'ve a terrible, terrible
confession to nake.

He nakes a polite smile.

M SS WONDERLY
That -- that story | told you
yesterday was all -- a story.
(she stamers,
| ooks at him
with m serabl e
frightened eyes)

SPADE
Oh, that. ..
(lightly)
We didn't exactly believe your story,
Mss -- Mss -- is your nane Wnderly

or Lebl anc?

M SS WONDERLY
(wor ki ng her fingers again)
It's really O Shaughnessy -- Brigid
O Shaughnessy.

SPADE
We didn't exactly believe your story,
M ss O Shaughnessy. W believed your
two hundred doll ars.

BRI G D
You nean. ..

SPADE
| mean, that you paid us nore than
if you had been telling us the
truth. ..
(bl andl y)
...and enough nore to make it al
right.

BRIA D
(bites her |ip)
M. Spade, tell ne...
(her face becones
haggard, eyes
desper at e)
Am|l to blane -- for last night?

27.



SPADE

You warned us that Thursby was
dangerous. O course, you |lied
to us about your sister and all --
but that doesn't count. W didn't
bel i eve you.

(he shrugs his sl oping

shoul der s)
| wouldn't say it was your fault.

BRIA D
(very softly)
Thank you.
(she puts her hand
to her breast)

M. Archer was so -- so alive
yesterday, so solid and hearty
and. ..
SPADE
(sharply)

Stop it. He knew what he was
doi ng. Those are the chances

we take.
BRI G D
Was -- was he nmarried?
SPADE

Yes, with ten thousand i nsurance,
no children, and a wife who didn't
like him

BRI G D
Ch, pl ease don't!

SPADE
(shruggi ng agai n)
That's the way it was.

He gl ances at his watch, gets up.

SPADE

Anyway, there's no time for worrying
about that now.

(nods his head toward

t he w ndow)
Qut there a flock of policenen and
assistant district attorneys are
running around with their noses to
t he ground.

Brigid noves over on the sofa, making a place for him
besi de her -- but Spade remai ns standi ng.
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BRIA D
(her voice thin
and trenul ous)
M. Spade, do they know about ne?

SPADE
Not yet. |'ve been stalling them
until 1 could see you

BRI G D

Must they know about ne at all,
M. Spade? Couldn't you sonehow
manage to shield me fromthenf?
So | won't have to answer their
gquestions?

SPADE
Maybe. But |I'Il have to know what
it's all about.

puts a timd hand to his coat sleeve.
BRI G D
| can't tell you -- | can't tel
you now -- later I will -- when
can. You nust trust nme M. Spade.
Oh, I'mso al one and afraid!

|"ve got nobody to help ne if
you won't hel p ne.

(beggi ng)
Be generous, M. Spade. You're
strong. You're brave. You can
spare nme sone of that strength
and courage, surely.

(she drops to her

knees, her hand
touching his, clings

pitifully)
Help me, M. Spade! | need help
so badly. 1've no right to ask

you but | do ask you. Help ne!

Spade enpties his lungs wth a | ong sighing exhal ati on.

SPADE
You won't need nuch of anybody's
help. You're good. It's chiefly
your eyes, | think, and that throb
you get in your voice when you
say things |ike "Be generous,
M. Spade."
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She junps to her feet. Her face blanching painfully, but
she hol ds her head erect and she | ooks Spade straight in
t he eye.

BRI A D
(voice chilled)
| deserve that. But -- Ch -- the
lie was in the way | said it and
not at all in what | said.

(l'ips trenmbling

slightly, but

head still erect)
It's my own fault that you can't
bel i eve me now.

Spade' s face darkens. He |ooks down at the floor.

SPADE
(rmuttering)
Now you are danger ous.

Brigid O Shaughnessy goes to the table, picks up his hat.
She conmes back and stands in front of him holding the hat
for himto take if he wshes. Her face is thin, haggard.

SPADE

(1 ooking at his hat)
| " ve got nothing against trusting
you blindly except that | won't
be able to do you nuch good if |
haven't sone idea of what it's al
about. For instance, |'ve got to
have sone sort of |ine on your
Fl oyd Thur sby.

She puts his hat on the table, slips down onto the settee
agai n.

BRI G D

| met himin the Oient.

(tracing with

poi nted fingers

a figure eight

on a sofa pillow)
We canme here from Hong Kong | ast
week. He had promi sed to help ne.
He took advantage of ny dependence
on himto betray ne.

SPADE
Betray you how?

Bri gid O Shaughnessy shakes her head and says not hi ng.



SPADE
(taki ng a new tack)
Way did you want hi m shadowed?

BRI G D
| wanted to | earn how far he had
gone, whom he was neeting. Things
l'i ke that.

SPADE
Did he kill Archer?

BRI G D
(surprised)
Yes, certainly.

SPADE
He had a Luger in his shoul der
hol ster. Archer wasn't killed
with a Luger.

BRI G D
Fl oyd al ways carried an extra
revol ver in his overcoat pocket.

SPADE
Way all the guns?

BRIA D
He lived by them The story in
Hong Kong is that he first cane to
the Orient as bodyguard to a ganbler
who had to | eave the States -- that
t he ganbl er had since di sappeared
and that Floyd knew about his
di sappearance. | don' know. | do
know t hat he al ways went heavily
armed and that he never went to
sl eep without covering the floor
around his bed wth crunpl ed
newspapers so nobody could cone
silently into his room

SPADE
You picked a nice sort of playmate.

_ BRIG D
(sinply)
Only that sort could have hel ped ne
-- i f he had been | oyal.
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SPADE
(pi nching his | ower
lip between finger
and t hunb)
How bad a hole are you actually in?

BRI G D
(the chill com ng
back into her voice)
As bad as coul d be.

SPADE
Physi cal danger?
BRI G D
|"'mnot heroic. | don't think there
i's anything worse than deat h!
SPADE
Then it's that?
BRI G D
It's that as surely as we're sitting

here. ..
(she shivers)
...unless you hel p ne.

Spade rel eases his lower |lip, runs his fingers through his
hai r.

SPADE
Who killed Thursby? Your enem es or
hi s?

Brigid puts a crunpl ed handkerchi ef to her nouth, speaks
through it.

BRI G D
| don't know. Hi's, | suppose.
But |'mafraid... | don't know.

Spade nmakes a growling animal noise in his throat.

SPADE
This is hopeless. | don't know
what you want done. | don't even

know i f you know what you want.
(he reaches for his hat)

BRI G D
(begging in a
somewhat choked
Voi ce)
You won't go to the police?
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SPADE
(his voice loud with rage)
Go to thent
(puts his hat on
hi s head, pulling
it down tightly)

All 1"ve got to do is stand still
and they' Il be swarm ng all over
me. Well, 1'll tell themall |
know and you'll have to take your
chances.

The girl rises fromthe settee and stands very straight in
front of him holding her white, panic-stricken face high,
t hough she cannot hold the twi tching nuscles of nouth and
chin still.

BRIA D
You' ve been patient. You've tried
to help ne. It's hopeless and
usel ess, | suppose.

(she stretches

out her right

hand)
| thank you for what you have done.
| -- 1'"ll have to take ny chances.

Spade nmakes the growing, animal noise in his throat again.
Then:

SPADE
(abruptly)
How nuch noney have you got?

The question startles her.

BRI G D
(reluctantly)
|'ve about five hundred dollars left.

SPADE
Gve it to ne.

She hesitates, looking timdly at him He nakes an angry
gesture. She goes into her bedroom returning al nost
imedi ately with a sheaf of paper in one hand. He takes
the noney fromher, counts it. Then:

SPADE
(scow i ng)
There's only four hundred here.
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BRIA D
(meekl y)
| had to keep sone to live on.
(she raises a hand
to her breast)

SPADE
(brutally)
Can't you get any nore?
BRI G D
No.
SPADE

You nust have sonet hing you can
rai se noney on.

BRI G D

|"ve sonme rings -- alittle jewelry.
SPADE

You'll have to hock them

(he hol ds out his hand)

Brigid | ooks pleadingly at him Hi s eyes are hard and

i npl acable. Slowy she puts her hand into the neck of her
dress, brings out a slender roll of bills, gives themto
him He snoothes the bills out, counts them gives her
back two of the five bills, puts the others in his pocket.

SPADE
l'll be back as soon as | can
with the best news | can nmanage.
"1l ring four tines -- |ong-
short-1ong-short -- so you'l
knowit's nme. You needn't cone
to the door with ne. | can | et
mysel f out.

He | eaves her standing in the center of the floor | ooking
after himw th dazed bl ue eyes.

DI SSCLVE TQO
I NT. SPADE'S QUTER OFFI CE - MED. SHOT - EFFI E PERI NE

at her desk, her el bows on an open newspaper. She is

| ooking at the corridor door. Through the frosted gl ass
panel we see the shadow formof a man who is at work
there. The word "Sanuel" and "Sp" and nost of the "a" show
through in reverse. As Effie watches, the "a" is conpleted
and the "d" begun. It is interrupted to allow for the
openi ng of the door and the passing of Spade into the room
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SPADE
Anyt hing stirring?

Effi e shakes her head.

SPADE
Did you send flowers for nme?
She nods.
SPADE
You' re inval uable, angel. Get

my | awyer on the phone for ne.

She picks up the phone, dials a nunber. Spade goes into
the inner office.

EFFI E
(i nto phone)
M. Wse for Sanuel Spade pl ease..
One nonent, M. Wse. ..

She presses a button on her desk. Then, her gaze returning
to the reverse lettering on the door, she hangs up.

I NT. SPADE'S | NNER OFFI CE - MED. CLOSE SHOT - SPADE

seated behind his desk with the phone cl anped between his
shoul der and ear so that his hands are free to nake a
cigarette.

SPADE

(i nto phone)
| think I'"mgoing to have to tel
a coroner to go to blazes, Sid.
Can | hide behind the sanctity of
my client's secrets and identities
and whatnot, all the sane priest
or | awyer?

(l'istening, he licks

the cigarette, then:)
| know... but Dundy's getting
rambunctious -- and maybe it is a
little bit thick this time...

(lights cigarette)
Hoe much will it cost to be on the
safe side?... | guess it's worth it.
Go ahead... Bye.

He | eans back in his chair, surveys the office through
snoke. Mles Archer's desk is gone and the w ndows say
sinply "Sanuel Spade" now. Effie conmes in, closing the
door behind her, cones over to his desk, puts a card down
before him
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| NSERT: ENGRAVED CARD
M. Joel Cairo
BACK TO SCENE

Spade picks up the card, lifts it to his nose, |ooks at
Effie wwth arched brows.

EFFI E
(nods)
Gar deni a!

SPADE
Quick! In wth him darling!

She goes to the door, opens it.

EFFI E
WIIl you cone in, M. Cairo?

Cairo conmes in and she goes out. M. Joel Cairois a
smal | - boned, dark man of nedium height. H's hair is black
and snooth and very gl ossy. A square-cut ruby surrounded
by baguette di anonds gl eans agai nst his dark cravat. Hi's
bl ack coat cut tight to narrow shoulders, flares a little
over plunp hips. H's trousers fit his |legs nore snugly
than the current fashion. The uppers of his patent | eather
shoes are hidden by fawn spats. He holds a bl ack derby hat
in a chanoi s-gl oved hand, and he cones toward Spade with
short, m ncing, bobbing steps. Spade inclines his head at
his visitor and then at a chair.

SPADE
Sit down, M. Cairo.

Cairo bows el aborately over his hat.

CAl RO
| thank you.

He sits down, primy placing his hat on his knees and
begins to draw of f his chanois gl oves.

SPADE

(precisely as he

addressed the sane

guestion to Brigid

O Shaughnessy when

she first appeared)
Now, what can | do for you , M.
Cairo?
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Cairo turns his hat over, drops his gloves into it and

pl aces it bottom up, on the corner of the desk. D anonds
tw nkle on the second and third fingers of his |eft hand.
A ruby, surrounded by dianonds, |ike the one in his cravat,
is on the third finger of his right hand. Cairo rubs his
pal ns together, then, in a high-pitched thin voice:

CAl RO
May a stranger offer condol ences
for your partner's unfortunate
deat h?

SPADE
Thanks.

CAl RO
May | ask, M. Spade, if there is,
as the newspapers infer, a certain
-- ah -- relationship between that
unf ortunat e happeni ng and the death
alittle later of the man Thursby?

Spade does not reply. Wen it is obvious to Cairo that
Spade does not nean to answer, he rises and bows.

CAl RO
(punctiliously)
| beg your pardon.

He sits down and puts his hands side-by-side flat on the
corner of the desk.

CAl RO
More than idle curiosity pronpted ny
guestion, M. Spade. | amtrying to
recover an -- ah -- ornanent that

has been, shall we say, mslaid. |
t hought, and hoped, you coul d assi st
ne.

Spade nods once, briefly.

CAl RO
The ornament is a statuette -- the
bl ack figure of a bird.

Spade nods as before.

CAl RO
| am prepared to pay on behal f of
the figure's rightful owner, the sum
of five thousand dollars for its
recovery.
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He rai ses one hand fromthe desk corner and touches a spot
in the air ever so lightly with his fore-finger.

CAl RO
| am prepared to prom se that --
what is the phrase? -- "No questions

wll be asked."

(he puts his hand
back on the desk
besi de t he ot her
and smles bl andly)

SPADE
(thoughtfully)
Fi ve thousand dollars is a | ot of
noney.

OVER SCENE there is a light rapping on the door.

SPADE
(calls)
Come i n.

The door opens enough to admt Effie Perine's head and
shoul ders. She is wearing a small dark felt hat and a
dark coat with a gray fur collar.

EFFI E
| s there anything el se?

SPADE
No. Goodnight. Lock the door when
you go, wll you?

EFFI E
Goodni ght .

She di sappears behind the closing door. Spade turns in his
chair to face Cairo again.

SPADE
It's an interesting figure...

The SOUND of the corridor door closing cones OVER scene.
Smling, Cairo takes a short, conpact, flat black pistol
out of an inner pocket.

CAl RO
You wi Il please clasp your hands
t oget her at the back of your neck.
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Spade raises his arns, |eaning back in his chair,
intertwning the fingers of his two hands behind his head.
Hi s eyes, holding no particular expression, remain focused
on Cairo's dark face. Cairo coughs, a little apol ogetic
cough, smles nervously. Hi s dark eyes are hum d and
bashful and very earnest.

CAl RO
| intend to search your offices,
M. Spade. | warn you that if you
attenpt to prevent ne, | shal

certainly shoot you

SPADE
(in a voice as enpty
of expression as

his face)
Go ahead.
CAl RO
You wi Il please stand. | shall have

to make sure you are not arned.

Spade gets up, pushing his chair back with his cal ves as he
straightens his legs. Cairo cones around behind him He
transfers the pistol fromhis right hand to his left. He
lifts Spade's coat-tail, |ooks under it. Holding the

pi stol close to Spade's back, he puts his right hand around
Spade's side, pats his chest. H s face is no nore than six
i nches bel ow and behi nd Spade's right el bow.

Spade' s el bow drops as Spade spins to the right. Cairo's
face jerks back but not far enough. Spade's right heel on
the patent-| eathered toe anchors the snaller man to the

el bow s path. The el bow strikes hi mbeneath the

cheek- bone.

Spade's right hand closes on the pistol. Cairo lets the

pi stol go the instant Spade's fingers touch it. Spade
makes an about-face. Wth his |eft hand he gathers
together the smaller man's coat |apels while his right hand
stows the captured weapon away in a coat pocket. H's face
is woden with a trace of sullenness around the nouth.

Spade, by neans of his grip on Cairo's lapels, turns him
slowy, pushes himback until he is standing close in front
of the chair he lately occupied. A puzzled |ook replaces
the | ook of pain and chagrin on Cairo's face.

Spade smles. Hs smle is gentle, even dreany. Hi s right
shoul der raises a fewinches. Then his fist strikes the
edge of Cairo's jawbone. Cairo shuts his eyes and is
unconsci ous.
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Spade lowers the linp body into the chair where it lies
with sprawl ed arnms and | egs, the head lolling back, the
nmout h open. Spade enpties the unconsci ous man's pockets,
one by one, working nmethodically, nmaking a pile of the
pockets' contents on the desk. When the |ast pocket has
been turned out, he returns to his chair, rolls and lights
a cigarette and begins to exam ne his spoils.

CLOSEUP - SPA LS

Spade's fingers open the wallet. It contains several
hundred dollars in United States bills, two five-pound
notes, three nmuch-used G eek passports bearing Cairo' s nane
and portrait, five fol ded sheets of onion-skin paper
covered with what | ooks like Arabic witing, a thin sheaf
of M. Joel Cairo's engraved cards, and a ticket for an
orchestra seat at the Geary Theatre.

Besides the wallet and its contents, a wafer-thin platinum
wat ch, a handful of United States, British, French and

Chi nese coins, a package of violet pastille and a |arge
sil k handkerchief with a florid design

CLOSE SHOT - SPADE AND CAI RO

Spade takes the unconscious man's wist between finger and
thunmb. Then, after a nonent, he rocks back in his chair
and snokes his cigarette. Cairo noans, flutters his
eyelids presently. Several nonents pass before the eyes
remai n open, and several nore nonents before they focus
properly. Then he raises his head fromthe back of the
chair, | ooks around the office in confusion, sees Spade,
and sits up. There is a dark bruise where Spade's fi st
struck him

SPADE
Sorry.
(he grins wol fishly)
But imagi ne ny enbarrassnent when
| found that five thousand doll ar
of fer was just hooey.

CAl RO
(through his teeth --
pai nful |l y)
You' re m staken, M. Spade. That
was, and is, a genuine offer.

SPADE
(his surprise is genuine)
VWat the hell?



41.

CAl RO
| am prepared to pay five thousand
dollars for the figure's return.
(he takes his
hand away from
t he brui sed head,
pri mand busi ness-
i ke again)
You have it?

SPADE
No.

CAl RO
(politely skeptical)
If it is not here, why did you risk
serious injury to prevent ny
searching for it?

SPADE
| should sit around and | et people
conme in and stick me up

CAl RO
Surely, it is natural enough that
should first try to spare the owner
such a consi derabl e expense, if
possi bl e.

SPADE
VWho is he?

CAl RO
(smling denurely)
You wi Il have to forgive ny not
answering that question.

SPADE
(bl'inking his eyes
sl eepily)

It mght be better all around if we
put our cards on the table.

CAl RO

(hi's voi ce suave)
| do not think it would be better.
| f you know nore than |, | shal
profit by your know edge and so will
you to the extent of five thousand
dollars. If you do not, then | have
made a m stake in comng to you, and
to do as you suggest would be sinply
to make that m stake worse.
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Spade nods indifferently, waves a hand at the articles on

t he desk.

Cai
W

SPADE
There's nothing like five thousand
dol l ars there.

CAl RO
You wi sh sone assurance of ny
sincerity?... Aretainer?... Wuld
t hat serve?

SPADE
It m ght.

ro puts his hand out toward his wallet, hesitates,
t hdraws hi s hand.

CAl RO
You wi I | take, say one hundred
dol | ars?

Spade picks up the wallet, takes out bills.

SPADE
(frowni ng)
Better make it two hundred.
(he does neke it
two hundred, then
rocks back in
hi s chair again)
Your first guess was that | had the
bird...
(shakes his head)
There's nothing to that. Wat's your
second guess?

CAl RO
That you know where it is. O, at
| east, that you know it is where
you can get it.

SPADE

(his face solem

except for winkles

at the corners of

hi s eyes)
You're not hiring me to do any
murders or burglaries for you but
sinply to get it back, if possible,
in an honest, |awful way.



43.

CAl RO
(al so sol em-faced)
| f possible. And, in any event, wth
di scretion.
(he puts his bills
back into his
pockets, then he
pi cks up his hat)
| amat the Hotel Belvedere when you
W sh to communicate with nme -- Room
635. | confidently expect the
greatest mutual benefit from our
associ ation, M. Spade.
(he hesitates)
May | have ny pistol?

SPADE
Sure. 1'd forgotten it.

Spade takes the pistol out of his coat pocket, hands it to
Cairo. Cairo points the pistol at Spade's chest.

CAl RO
(earnestly)
You wi Il please keep your hands on
top of the desk. | intend to search
your office.

SPADE
well, 1"l be...
(then he | aughs
in his throat)
Al right -- go ahead. | won't stop
you.

Spade, | ooking on, smles pleasantly as Cairo noves quickly
to his task. Drawers and filing cabinets are opened. He

| ooks behind curtains and under the seats of the three
office chairs and into the wastebasket. He even opens the
wi ndow and | ooks along the |ighted wi ndow | edge. Finding
not hing, he sighs a little sigh of disappointnent. Then,
turning back to Spade, he bows politely.

CAl RO
Thank you very nuch, M. Spade..
| shall await your call

And he is gone. Anong other things that Cairo's search

uncovers is a bottle of Bacardi. Spade reaches for it,
fills alily cup two-thirds full, drinks.
SPADE

(to hinself)
Anyway, they're paying for it.
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He fills the cup again, drinks, returns the bottle to the
drawer, then rising, puts on his hat and overcoat and
starts turning off the lights.

W PE TO
EXT. ENTRANCE TO OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - N GHT

Spade cones out. CAMERA PANS with himas he turns on to

t he sidewal k past an undersized youth of twenty or
twenty-one in neat gray cap and overcoat. CAVMERA HOLDS on
Spade's retreating figure. The youth walks into the

pi cture after Spade.

FULL SHOT - Cl GAR STORE ON THE CORNER - N GHT

Spade goes into the store. CAMERA PULLS BACK to four
peopl e who are standing on the curb waiting for a street
car. The gray-dressed youth is one of them Spade cones
out of the cigar store and cuts across the street. The
youth's face turns slightly.

MOVI NG SHOT - SPADE

as he starts down street. A flashing electric nobile sign
makes Spade's shadow race ahead, and anot her shadow, the
youth's, overtakes him CAMERA PANS with Spade as he cuts
across the street toward a taxi stand.

MED. SHOT - TAXI
as Spade gets in, notions the driver to go forward.

SPADE
(to driver)
Up the hill.

| NT. TAXI

as it noves through traffic. Spade |ooks out of the rear
w ndow.

SPADE
(to driver)
Do a left turn... Ckay... That
does it.

EXT. A GEARY STREET APARTMENT BUI LDI NG

as the cab pulls up. Spade gets out, pays the driver. As
he clinbs the steps to the outer vestibule of the building,
anot her cab pulls over to the curb a dozen yards behi nd.
Nobody gets out.
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| NT. APT. BLDG - CLOSEUP - ROW OF BELL-BUTTONS

Spade's fingers press three different buttons all at once.
The street door |ock buzzes.

I NT. CORRI DOR - APARTMENT BUI LDI NG

as Spade enters. He passes the elevator and stairs, goes
down the corridor toward the rear of the building.

DOOR - AT END OF CORRI DOR

It is fastened by a padl ock. Spade's keys are already in
his hand, He works briefly at the lock. When it opens, he
lets hinself out. W glinpse a narrow court which opens on
to the alley-way.

| NT. CORRI DOR - APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - LONG SHOT

The boy is |ooking at the nanes beside the buttons. Spade
enters scene in f.g., watches until the | ock at the door
clicks and the boy enters. Spade grins slightly, then goes
qui ckly up the street.

Dl SSOLVE TO
| NSERT: BRONZE PLAQUE
" CORONET APARTMENTS"
Dl SSOLVE TGO
| NT. HALLWAY - CORONET APARTMENTS - QUTSI DE ROOM 1001
as Brigid O Shaughnessy opens the door on Spade.

BRI G D
(as though she
had not been
entirely certain
of his com ng)
Ch! M. Spade! Cone in.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - SPADE AND BRI d D
as they enter.

BRI G D
(taki ng Spade's hat
and coat)
Do you bring me any news?
( MORE)
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BRI G D ( CONT' D)

(anxi ety | ooks

t hrough her eyes

and she hol ds

her breath)
| nmean, did you nmanage it so that
the police won't have to know
about nme?

SPADE
They won't for a while anyway.

Brigid sighs happily, sits on the wal nut settee, her face
rel axed and her body relaxed. She smles up at himwth
admring eyes, then at another thought, the adm ration goes
out of her eyes and the anxious worried | ook returns.

BRI G D
You won't get into any trouble?

SPADE
| don't mnd a reasonabl e amount
of troubl e.

She makes room for himon the settee, just as she did on
the | ast occasi on.

BRI G D
Do sit down.

But Spade remai ns beside the fireplace, |ooking at her with
eyes that frankly study, weigh and judge her. She flushes
w th becom ng shyness under his scrutiny. He stands until
it seens plain that he neans to ignore her invitation --
then he crosses to the settee.

SPADE
You aren't exactly the sort of
person you pretend to be, are you?

She starts slightly, then averts her face.

BRI G D
"' mnot sure | know what you nean.

SPADE
School girl manner, stanmering,
bl ushing and all that.

Her face turns slowy until her eyes neet his.
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BRIA D
(voi ce hushed, al nost
to a whisper)

| haven't lived a good life. 1've

been bad -- worse than you could know.
SPADE

That's good...! Because if you

actually were as innocent as you
seened to be, we'd never get
anywher e.

BRI G D
| won't be innocent.

SPADE
Good.
(then in the
manner of one
maki ng polite
conver sati on)
| saw Joel Cairo tonight.

Brigid s eyes focused on his profile, becone frightened,
then cautious. Spade's legs are stretched out and he is
| ooking at his crossed feet. H's face has a bl ank

expr essi on.

BRI G D
(uneasily)
You -- you know hi nf?

SPADE
(mai ntaining his |ight
conversational tone)
Only slightly.

She gets up fromthe settee, goes to the fireplace to poke
at the fire. She changes the position of an ornanent on

t he mant el pi ece, crosses the roomto get a box of
cigarettes froma table in the corner, straightens a
curtain, and returns to her seat.

SPADE
(grins sideways at her)
You're good. You're very good.

BRIA D
VWhat did he say?

SPADE
About what ?
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BRI G D
(hesitatingly)
About ne.
SPADE
Not hi ng.

(he turns to hold his
i ghter under the end
of her cigarette)

BRI G D
Well, what did he tal k about?
(with half playful
pet ul ance)

SPADE
He offered ne five thousand doll ars
for the black bird.

Brigid starts, throws a swift alarnmed | ook at Spade, then
ri ses again.

SPADE
You' re not going to go around poking
at the fire and straightening the
room again, are you?
(he laughs lazily)

Brigid s laughter mngles with his. She drops her
cigarette into a tray and |l ooks at himwith clear, nerry
eyes.

BRI G D

No, I won't... and what did you say?
SPADE

Fi ve thousand dollars is a | ot of

nmoney.

She smles but instead of smling too, he | ooks gravely at
her. Her smle becones faint, confused. Then she stops
smling, lifts her shoul ders and hands and |l ets them fal
in a gesture that accepts defeat.

BRI G D
It is. It is far nore than | could
ever offer you if | nust bid for
your |oyalty.

Spade | aughs. His laughter is brief and sonewhat bitter.
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SPADE
That's good -- comng fromyou
What have you given ne besides
noney? Have you given ne any of
your confidence? Any of the truth?
Haven't you tried to buy ny loyalty
wi th noney and not hing el se?
BRI G D

|"ve given you all the noney | have.

(tears glisten

in her eyes,

her voice is

hoar se, vibrant)
|"ve thrown nyself on your nercy --
told you that wi thout your help I'm
utterly | ost.

(she turns on

hi m suddenly --

cries in a

vi brant voice)
What else is there that | can buy
you Wt h?

Spade takes her face between his hands, kisses her nouth
roughly and contenptuously, then rel easing her, he sits
back. She sits, holding her face where his hands left it.
Spade gets up, takes two steps towards the fireplace,
halts. Brigid doesn't nove. He turns to face her.

SPADE
| don't care what your secrets are
-- but I can't go ahead w thout nore
confidence in you than | have now.
You' ve got to convince ne that you

know what it's all about -- that you

aren't sinply fiddling al ong hoping

it'"ll all come out right in the end.
BRI G D

Can't you trust ne a little |longer?

SPADE
How much is a little? And what are
you waiting for?

She bites her |ip, |ooks down.
BRIA D

(al nost i naudi bl y)
| nmust talk to Joel Cairo.
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SPADE
You can see himtonight.
(1 ooks at his watch)
He's at the theatre. [It'll be out
soon. |1'Il call his hotel.
(crosses room - -
pi cks up tel ephone)

BRI G D
(eyes al ar ned)
But he can't cone here. | can't et
hi m know where | am |''m afraid.
SPADE

(dials a nunber)
My pl ace then.

She hesitates, working her |ips together.

BRI G D
(finally)
Al right.
SPADE

(i nto phone)
| want to | eave a nessage for M.
Joel Cairo

EXT. SPADE' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

A dark sedan is parked directly in front of the entrance.
A taxicab pulls up behind the dark sedan.

CLOSE SHOT - TAXI CAB

as Spade and Brigid get out. She walks a little ahead,
stands waiting for himwhile he pays the driver, CAMERA
DOLLIES wth Spade as he cones up beside her. |lva Archer
is alone in the dark sedan, sitting at the wheel. Spade
lifts his hat to her but says nothing. He and Brigid go
into the apartnent house. Looking after them Iva's face
is strained, tense. Spade cones back out of the apartnent
house, crosses quickly to the sedan.

CLOSE SHOT - SPADE AND | VA

Frowni ng, Spade returns his gaze to Iva's insistent
face.

SPADE
VWhat's the matter? Has anything
happened? You oughtn't to be here
at this tinme of night.
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| VA
(quarrel sonel y)
"m beginning to believe that. You

|
t
(0]

old me I oughtn't to cone to your
ffice. Now !l oughtn't to cone here.
Do you nean | oughtn't to... chase

after you? |If that's what you nean,
why don't you say it right out?

SPADE
(with a certain fal se
enphasi s)
Now, lva, you' ve got no right to
take that attitude.

He | ooks away from her down the street, frown
slightly.

LONG SHOT - STREET

51.

In front of the garage on the corner, an undersized youth
in a neat gray cap and overcoat is |oafing back against a

wal | .
CLOSE SHOT - SPADE AND | VA

| VA
| know | haven't. | haven't any
rights at all, it seens, where
you're concerned. | thought | did.
| thought you pretended to |ove
ne. ..

SPADE
(wearily)
This is no time to be argui ng about
that, Precious. Wat was it you
wanted to see ne about?

| VA

| can't talk to you here, Sam Can't

| conme in?
Spade shakes hi s head.

| VA
VWho i s she?. ..

Spade says nothing. She nmakes a thin |line of her

mout h,

squi rns around behind the wheel and starts the engine.

SPADE
Goodni ght, | va.
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She engages the gears violently, the car junps ahead.
Spade turns back toward the apartnment house.
| NT. LOBBY - APARTMENT HOUSE

Brigid rises fromthe bench as Spade enters. He goes to
the run-yourself el evator, opens the door for her to pass

I n.
I NT. ELEVATOR - CLOSE SHOT - SPADE AND BRI G D

BRI G D
| don't have to tell you how utterly
at a di sadvantage you'll have ne

with Cairo if you choose.
Spade smles slightly.

SPADE
No, you don't have to tell ne.

He opens the el evator door, holds it while she passes out.
| NT. HALLWAY - OUTSI DE SPADE' S APARTMENT
as Spade takes out his keys.

BRI G D
You know, | never would have placed
nmyself in this position if I hadn't
trusted you conpl etely.

SPADE
(with nock resignation
as he turns the key
in the | ock)
That agai n?

| NT. SPADE' S APARTMENT
BRIG D S VA CE

(over scene -- from
the hall)
But you know that's so.
They enter fromthe hall, Spade ahead. He switches on the
l'ights.
SPADE

You don't have to trust nme as |ong
as you can persuade nme to trust you.

She studies his face. Her nostrils quiver. Spade
| aughs, pats her hand.
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SPADE
Don't worry about that now He'l
be here in a nmonment. Get your
business with Cairo over and then

we'll see how we stand.
BRI G D
And you'll et ne go about it --
with him-- in ny own way?
SPADE
Sur e.

She reaches out inpulsively, engages his fingers.

BRI G D
(softly)
You' re a God-send!
SPADE

Don't overdo it.

She gives hima hurt, reproachful |ook. Spade goes to the
wi ndow, | ooks out.

LONG SHOT - STREET - NI GHT
SHOOTI NG t hr ough wi ndow. The undersi zed youth, hands in

pockets, strolls idly by a street |anp. OVER SCENE t he
SOUND of the buzzer.

| NT. HALL
as Spade opens the door on Joel Cairo. Cairo's dark eyes
seemall irises and his high-pitched, thin-voiced words
start tunbling out as he enters.

CAl RO

There is a boy outside who seens
to be watching the house, M. Spade.

SPADE
| know. | spotted him

The girl cones into the passageway behi nd Spade.
BRI G D

(anxi ously)
VWhat boy? What is that?
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SPADE
(unconcer ned)
| don't know -- a kid -- he's been
tailing ne around town all evening
Come on in, Cairo.

Brigid grasps Samis arm above the el bow tensely.

BRIA D
(breathl essly)
Did he follow you to ny apartnent?

SPADE
No. | shook himbefore that.

She breat hes agai n.
| NT. LIVING ROOM - SPADE' S APARTMENT

as Spade leads the way in, Cairo, holding his black hat to
his belly with both hands, bows stiffly.

CAl RO
"' mdelighted to see you agai n,
M ss O Shaughnessy.

BRI G D
(of fering himher hand)
| was sure you woul d be, Joel

He takes her hand, makes another formal bow over it, then
releases it quickly. She goes to the padded rocker she had
occupi ed before. Cairo takes the arnchair by the table.
Spade, after hanging Cairo's hat and coat up, sits on the
edge of the sofa in front of the w ndow, begins to roll a
cigarette.

BRIA D
(to Cairo)
M. Spade told ne about your offer
for the Fal con. How soon can you
have the noney ready?

CAl RO
(eyebrows tw tching)
It is ready.

He smles, showng teeth too white and too even, then he
| ooks at Spade. Spade is lighting a cigarette.

BRI G D
I n cash?



_ CAl RO
(printy)
Ch yes.
BRI G D

You are ready to give us five
t housand dollars if we turn over
the Falcon to you?

CAl RO

(hol ding up a

wri ggling hand)
Excuse nme, | expressed nyself badly.
| did not nean to say that | have
the noney in ny pocket but that | am
prepared to get it on a few m nutes
notice at any tinme during banking
hour s.

BRI G D
Oh.

SPADE
(grins wol fishly
t hrough snoke)
That's probably right. He had only
a few hundred in his wallet when I
frisked himthis afternoon.

Brigid s eyes open w de.

CAl RO
(trying, and failing,
to keep eagerness
out of his voice)
| shall be able to give you the
noney at, say, half-past ten in the
nor ni ng.

BRI G D
But | haven't got the Fal con.

Cairo puts a hand on either armof his chair, holds his
smal | -boned body erect and stiff.

BRI G D

(qui ckly)
['Il have it in another week at the

nost though.

CAl RO
(Wth bitter skepticisn
VWhere is it?

55.
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BRIA D
Were Floyd hid it.

CAl RO
Fl oyd? Thursby?

She nods.

CAl RO
And you know where he hid it?

She nods agai n.

CAl RO
Then why nmust we wait a week?

BRI G D
Per haps not a whol e week.

Cairo rubs the back of one hand with the pal mof the other.
Hs lids | ower to shade his eyes.

CAl RO
Way, if | may ask anot her questi on,
are you willing to sell it to nme?
BRI G D
I"'mafraid -- after what happened
to Floyd. I'mafraid to touch it

except to turn it over to sonebody
el se right away.

| f Spade feels either excitenent or curiosity, he does not
betray it. Lounging on the sofa, he takes an occasi onal
drag at his cigarette between occasional sips of rum

CAl RO
(leaning forward --
his voice | ow)
Exactly what did happen to Fl oyd?

BRI G D
The fat man.

CAl RO
(clicks his pearly teeth)
| s he here?

BRI G D
| don't know. | suppose so. Wat
difference does it nmake?
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Cairo rearranges his hand in his lap so that, intentionally
or not, a forefinger points at Spade.

CAlI RO
It mght make a world of difference.

The girl glances at the pointed finger, nmakes an inpatient
notion with her head.

BRI G D
...O nme or you.
CAl RO
Precisely... And shall we add, nore
certainly the boy outside.
BRI G D
Yes.
(1 aughs)

But you m ght be able to get around
him Joel, as you did that one in
| stanbul -- Wat was his nane?..

Cairo's face is suddenly distorted. He cries in a shrill,
enraged voi ce.

CAlI RO
You nean the one you couldn't get
to cone to...

Before he can finish, Brigid is out of her chair. As Cairo
starts to rise, her right hand goes out, cracks sharply
agai nst his cheek. Cairo grunts, raises his hand to strike
back.

Spade, wooden of face, is up fromthe sofa by now and cl ose
to them He catches Cairo by the throat, chokes him

Cairo gurgles, puts a hand inside his coat. Spade grasps
the G eek's wist, twsts it until the fingers open and the
bl ack pistol drops to the rug. Brigid quickly picks up the
pi stol .

CAl RO
(hoar sel y)
This is the second tinme you' ve put
your hands on ne!

Cairo's eyes bulge slightly as Spade tightens the throttling
pressure on his throat.
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SPADE
(grow i ng)
Yes -- and when you're sl apped,
you'll take it and like it!

He releases Cairo's wist and with a thick, open hand
strikes the side of his face three tines savagely. Cairo
tries to spit in his face. Spade slaps hi magain across
t he nout h.

OVER SCENE t he buzzer sounds. Cairo's eyes jerk to the
passageway that |eads to the corridor door. The girl gasps
and turns to face the passageway. Spade stares gloomly
for a nonent at the blood trickling fromCairo's lip, then
steps back, taking his hand fromthe G eek's throat.

Brigid cones close to Spade, whispers.

BRI G D
Who is it?

Cairo's eyes jerk back fromthe passageway to Spade and ask
t he sane questi on.

SPADE
(irritably)
| don't know.

The buzzer sounds again, nore insistently.

SPADE
Well, keep quiet.

CAMERA TROLLI ES ahead of himas he enters the passageway,
shutting the door behind him

CLOSE SHOT - ON CORRI DOR DOCR

as Spade opens it. Lieutenant Dundy and Tom Pol haus st and
t here.

SPADE
(good- nat ur edl y)
Hel l 0. You guys pick swell hours
to do your visiting in. Wat is
it this tinme?

DUNDY

(quietly)
W want to talk to you, Spade.



Spade remains in the doorway, blocking it.

SPADE
Go ahead and tal k.

POLHAUS
W don't have to do it out here
in the hall, do we?

SPADE

(tn a slightly
apol ogetic tone)
You can't cone in.

POLHAUS
(putting his big
hand playfully
on Spade's chest)
Come off it, Sam

Spade braces hinself against the hand, grins wolfishly.

SPADE
Going to strong-arm e, Ton?

POLHAUS
(grunbling)
Be reasonabl e, Sam

DUNDY
(through his teeth)
It'd pay you to play along with
us a little, Spade. You got away
with this and you got away with
that -- but you can't keep it up
forever.

SPADE
(arrogantly)
St op ne when you can.

DUNDY
That's what | intend to do!

He puts his hands behind him thrusts his hard face up
t owar ds Spade' s.

DUNDY
There's tal k going around about you
and Archer's wife. Anything to it?

SPADE
Not anyt hi ng.

59.



DUNDY
The talk is that she tried to get
a divorce out of himso she could
put in with you but he woul dn't
give it to her. Anything to that?

SPADE
No.

DUNDY
(stolidly)
There's even talk that that's why
he was put on the spot.

SPADE
Don't be a hog, Dundy. Your first
idea that | killed Thursby off
because he killed Mles, falls to
pieces if you blame nme for killing
Ml es too.

DUNDY
You haven't heard me say you killed
anybody. You're the one who keeps
bringi ng that up.

SPADE
Haven't you anything better to do
t han popping in here early every
nmorning wth a ot of fool
gquestions?

DUNDY
(adds deli berately)
-- And get |ying answers!

SPADE
(war ni ngly)
Take it easy...

Dundy | ooks hi mup and down, then straight in the eye.

DUNDY
| f you say there was nothi ng between
you and Archer's wife, you're a liar
and I'mtelling you so!

SPADE
(rmoi stening his |ips)
s that the hot tip that brought you
here at this ungodly tinme of night?

60.
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DUNDY
That's one of them
SPADE
And t he ot her?
DUNDY
(in a cold, level voice)

Let us in!
Spade frowns, hakes his head.

DUNDY
(starts buttoning
hi s overcoat)
Al right, Spade, we'll see. Maybe
you're right in bucking us. Think
it over.

OVER SCENE Joel Cairo's voice, high and thin, cries.

CAIRO S VA CE
(over scene)
Hel p!  Police! Help!

Dundy, who was turning away, confronts Spade again. OVER
SCENE the SOUND of a brief struggle, of a blow, of a
subdued cry.

DUNDY
(deci sively)
| guess we're going in!

SPADE
| guess you are.

Dundy and Pol haus push past himinto the passageway.
CAMERA TROLLIES after them as they open the door to the
living room enter.

| NT. LI'VI NG ROOM

Brigid O Shaughnessy is huddled in an arnchair by the
tabl e, her arns over her face. Her eyes are white-
circled, terrified. Joel Cairo stands in front of her,
bendi ng over her, holding in one hand the flat, black
pistol. H's other hand is clapped to his forehead. Bl ood
runs through the fingers of that hand and down into his
eyes.
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Cairo does not heed the detectives. He is glaring at the
girl huddled in front of him H s |lips are working
spasnodi cally but no coherent sound cones from between
them Dundy, the first of the three into the living room
moves swiftly to Cairo's side, puts a hand on his own hip
under his overcoat and a hand on Cairo's wi st.

DUNDY
(grow i ng)
VWhat are you up to here?

Cairo takes the re-sneared hand from his head, flourishes
it.

CAl RO
(cries)
This is what she has done. Look
at it!

Uncovered, his forehead shows a three-inch ragged tear.

DUNDY
(to the girl)
Did you do that?

She | ooks at Spade with appealing eyes. He does not in any
way respond, but |eans against the door frame with the
polite, detached air of a disinterested spectator.

BRI G D

(to Dundy -- in

a | ow t hrobbing

Voi ce)
| had to. | was all alone in here
with him He attacked ne. |
tried to keep himoff. | -- 1
couldn't make nyself shoot him

CAl RO

(cries)
Oh, you dirty, filthy liar!

(faci ng Dundy)
| cane in here in good faith and
was attacked by both of them And
when you cane, he went out to talk
with you, leaving her here with this
pistol. And then she said they were
going to kill nme after you left --
and | called for help so you woul dn't
| eave nme here to be nurdered. And
then she struck me with the pistol.



63.

BRI G D
(shrilly)
Make himtell the truth -- why don't
you?

She takes two steps to Cairo and Dundy, slaps Cairo on the
cheek. Cairo yells inarticulately. Dundy pushes the girl
back into the chair, grow s:

DUNDY
None of that now

Brigid puts her leg out and kicks Cairo, the high heel of
her blue slipper striking himjust below the knee. Pol haus
conmes over to stand cl ose beside her.

PCLHAUS
(grunbl i ng)
Behave, sister. That's no way to

act .
Dundy stares at Spade. Hi s eyes are hard, bright discs.

DUNDY
(to Pol haus)
Well, Tom don't guess we'll go
wrong pulling the lot of themin.

Pol haus nods gloom ly. Spade |eaves the door, advances
to the center of the room dropping his cigarette in a
tray on the table as he passes. His smle is am abl e,
hi s manner conposed.

SPADE
Don't be in a hurry, boys.
Everyt hi ng can be expl ai ned.

DUNDY
(sneeri ng)
| bet.

Spade bows to the girl.

SPADE
M ss O Shaughnessy, may | present
Li eut enant Dundy and Detective
Ser geant Pol haus.
(he bows to Dundy)
M ss O Shaughnessy is an operative
in my enploy -- since yesterday.

CAl RO
(interrupting indignantly)
[

That isn't so. She --
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SPADE

(in a loud voice)
This is M. Joel Cairo, an
acquai ntance of Thursby's. He cane
to ny office this afternoon to hire
me to find sonething Thursby was
supposed to have on hi m when he was
bunped off. It |ooked funny the way
he put it to me so | wouldn't touch
it. Then he pulled a gun -- well,
never mnd that unless it conmes to
the point of |aying charges agai nst
each other. Anyway, after talking
it over wwth M ss O Shaughnessy,
t hought maybe | coul d get sonething
out of him about MIles' and Thursby's
killings so | asked himup here.
Maybe we put the questions to hima
little rough, but he wasn't hurt
enough to cry for help.

As Spade tal ks, anxiety conmes into Cairo's bl ood-stained
face. H's eyes nove jerkily up and down, shifting their
focus uneasily between the floor and Spade's bl and face.

DUNDY
(to Cairo -- brusquely
-- demandi ng)
Well, what have you to say to that?

Cairo stares at the Lieutenant's face for a | ong nonent.
When he lifts his eyes, they are sly and wary.

CAl RO
(mur nmurs)
| don't know -- what to say.

DUNDY
Try telling the facts.

CAl RO
(fidgeting)
The facts?

DUNDY
Quit stalling! Al you gotta do
is swear to a conplaint that they
took a poke at you and we'll throw
theminto the can.
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SPADE
(af fably)
Go ahead, Cairo. Tell himyou'l
do it -- and then we'll swear to a

conpl ai nt agai nst you and he'l
have the | ot of us.

Cairo clears his throat, |ooks nervously around the room

DUNDY
Get your hats!

Spade wi nks at Cairo broadly, crosses to the padded rocker,
sits down. He |aughs.

SPADE
(not hi ng but deli ght
in his voice)
Well, boys and girls, we put it
over nicely.

DUNDY

(perenptorily)
Get your hats!

SPADE
Don't you know when you're being
ki dded?

DUNDY

(rises, noving stiffly)

No, but we'll let that wait till
we get down to the station

SPADE
Wake up -- you're being kidded.
When the bell rang, | said to Mss
O Shaughnessy here and Cairo -- It's

those bulls again. They're getting
to be nuisances. Wen you hear them
goi ng, one of you scream and then
we'll see how far we can string them
along until they tunble.

Brigid O Shaughnessy bends forward in her chair, |aughs
merrily. Cairo starts, then smles. He holds the smle
fixed on her face.

POLHAUS
(grunbling)
Cut it out, Sam
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DUNDY
(scornfully)
The cut on his head -- where'd it
come fronf

CAl RO
| fell -- we intended to be
struggling for the pistol when you
cane in and | tripped on the end of
the rug and fell.

DUNDY
Hor se Feat her s!

He pulls Cairo roughly around, hol ding hi m now by one wi st
and t he nape of his neck.

DUNDY
"1l take you al ong for packing the
gun anyway.

SPADE
Don't be a sap, Dundy. The gun was
part of the plant. 1It's one of m ne.
(he | aughs)

Too bad it's only a .32 or maybe you
could find it was the one Thursby
and Mles were shot wth.

Dundy rel eases Cairo, spins on his heel, his right fist
clicks on Spade's chin. The girl utters a short cry.
Spade's smle flickers out. He steadies hinself with a
short, backward step and his thick, sloping shoul ders
writhe under his coat. Before his fist can conme up, Tom
Pol haus has pushed hi nself between the two nen.

POLHAUS

(beggi ng)
No, Sam -- no.

After a long nonent of notionl essness, Spade's nuscles
rel ax.

SPADE
(sul lenly)
Then get him out of here quick!

Dundy's fists are clenched in front of his body, his feet
are planted firm a little apart on the floor.

DUNDY
Get their names and addresses.



Pol haus turns toward Cairo.

CAl RO
(qui ckly)
Joel Cairo -- Hotel Bel vedere.
SPADE

M ss O Shaughnessy's address is
in care of ny office.

67.

Dundy takes a step forward, halting in front of the girl.

DUNDY
Where do you live?

SPADE
(to Tom-- flinging
t he words out)
Get himout of here! 1've had
enough of this.

POLHAUS
(munbl i ng)
Take it easy, Sam
(buttoning his
coat, he turns
t o Dundy)
Well, is that all?

Dundy's scow fails to conceal indecision
CAl RO

(novi ng suddenly
toward the door)

|"mgoing too -- if M. Spade wll
be ki nd enough to give ne ny hat
and coat.

SPADE
VWhat's the hurry?

CAl RO
No hurry -- but it's quite late

and. . .

Spade goes to the closet in the passageway, takes out

Cairo's hat and coat, hands themto him then to Pol haus:

SPADE
Tell himto | eave the gun.
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Dundy takes Cairo's Pistol fromhis overcoat pocket, puts
it on the table. He goes out first, with Cairo at his
heels. Pol haus halts in front of Spade.

POLHAUS
(mutters)
| hope you know what you're doing,
Sam

Getting no response, he follows the others out. Spade
waits at the door of the passageway until the corridor door
cl oses, then turns back into the room He sits on the
sofa, el bows on knees, cheeks in hands, |ooking at the
floor. Brigid |eaves her chair and comes over to the sofa
to sit beside Spade.

BRI G D
You're absolutely the w | dest
person |'ve ever known. Do you
al ways carry on so hi gh- handed?

Spade turns on the sofa to face her.

SPADE
Now you' ve had your talk with Cairo.
Now you can talk to ne.

BRI G D
Ch, yes -- of course.

She snoot hes her dress down over her knees, then she frowns
at her knees. Spade puts an arm across her back, cupping

his hand over the small, bare shoul der farthest fromhim
SPADE
Wll? 1'mlistening.

She turns her head to smle up at himw th playful
i mpudence.

BRI G D
Do you need your armthere for that?

SPADE
No.
(he takes it away)

BRIA D
(mur nmurs)
You' re al toget her unpredictable.

SPADE
I"mstill Iistening.
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Brigid wiggles a finger at the alarm cl ock perched on top
of the book. Its clunsy hands say 2:50.

BRI G D
Oh, look at the tine!
(rising)
| nmust go.

SPADE
(shaki ng his head)
Not until you' ve told ne about it.

_ BRI G D
(gaily)
Am | a prisoner?
SPADE
Maybe that kid outside hasn't gone
home yet.
BRI G D
(her gaiety vani shes)
Do you think he's still there?
SPADE
It's likely.
She shi vers.
SPADE

You can start now.

BRI G D
You're the nost insistent person
(si ps her drink)

SPADE
Yes... and wi |l d and unpredictabl e.
What's the bird, this falcon -- that
everybody's all steaned up about?

Brigid studies a small crescent her |lips have left on the
brimof the glass. Then:

BRIA D
Suppose | wouldn't tell you anything
at all about it? Wat would you do?
(rmockery ripples
in asmle on
her face)
Sonmet hing wil d and unpredi ct abl e?

SPADE
Maybe.
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BRIA D
(wrinkl es her
pal e forehead)
It's a black figure, as you know,
snoot h and shiny, of a bird, a hawk
or fal con about that high --
(she hol ds her
hands a f oot
apart)

SPADE
VWhat makes it so inportant?

BRI G D
(shakes her head)
| don't know. They wouldn't tel
me. But they promsed ne five
hundred pounds if | hel ped them
get it fromthe man who had it.

SPADE
That was in |stanbul ?
BRI A D
(hesitates -- then:)
Mar nor a.
SPADE
Go ahead.
BRI A D
But that's all. They prom sed ne

five hundred pounds to help them
and | did. And then we found that
Joel Cairo neant to desert us, taking
the Falcon with himand | eaving
Fl oyd and me nothing. So we did
exactly that to him But then
wasn't any better off than before
because Fl oyd hadn't any intention
of keeping his prom se to ne about
sharing equally. | had | earned that
by the tinme we got here.

(1 ndi gnation darkens

her eyes)

SPADE
(scow ing at her)
What's the bird nade of ?
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BRIA D
Porcel ain or black stone -- | don't
know. | only saw it once for a few

m nutes. Floyd showed it to ne when
we first got hold of it.

SPADE
(casual l y)
Your are a liar.

She gets up and stands at the end of the table | ooking
down at himw th dark abashed eyes.

BRI G D
| ama liar. 1've always been a
l'iar.

SPADE

(good- hunor edl y)
Don't brag about it. Was there any
truth at all in that yarn?

BRIA D
(l owers her head
slightly -- whispers)
Sone. .. Not very nuch.

Spade rises, crosses to her. He puts his hand under her
chin, lifts her head. Her eyes are danp. He laughs into
t hem

SPADE
We've got all night before us. [1'll
put sonme coffee on and we'll try
agai n.
BRI G D
(her eyelids droop)
Oh -- I"'mso tired.

(then trenul ously)
So tired... of lying and thinking
up lies and not know ng what is a
lie and what is the truth. | wsh
...

She puts her hands up to Spade's cheeks, her nouth hard
agai nst his nouth -- her body flat against his body.
Spade's arns go around her, holding her to him Miscles
bul ge his sleeves as his hand cradles her head, his fingers
| ost anong her hair.

FADE QUT.
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FADE | N:
OM TTED

CLOSEUP - CURVED BRONZE PLAQUE
on a stone pillar which reads:
HOTEL BELVEDERE

| NT. BELVEDERE LOBBY

as Spade enters, goes toward the desk past a | arge divan.
The undersi zed youth, in gray clothes, is sitting on the
di van apparently readi ng a newspaper.

CLOSE SHOT - DESK
as Spade picks up the house tel ephone.

SPADE
(i nto phone)
M. Joel Cairo, please.

Waiting, he shifts around to face the divan. The boy
appears to be altogether engrossed in his newspaper. A few
nmoments nore and Spade says "Thank you" into the phone,

puts it down and starts across the | obby.

CLCSE SHOT - THE DI VAN

Spade cones into scene, sits down beside the youth. The
yout h does not | ook up from his newspaper although Spade,
who is no nore than a foot away fromthe young man, stares
openly at him H's features are small, in keeping with his
stature, and regular. His skinis very fair. Hi s clothing
is neither new nor of better than ordinary quality. Spade
t akes out paper and tobacco.

SPADE
(casual l y)
Where is he?
(he packs tobacco
into the paper
curved to catch it)

The boy | owers his newspaper with a purposeful sort of
sl owness, |l ooks with small eyes at Spade's chest.
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BOY
(in a voice as
col orl ess and
conposed and
cold as his
young face)
What ?

SPADE
(busy with his
cigarette)
Were is he?

BOY
VWho?

SPADE
Cai ro.

The boy's gaze goes up Spade's chest, to the knot in his
tie, rests there.
BOY
What do you think you're doing,
Jack? Kidding nme?

Spade licks his cigarette, smles am ably.

SPADE
"1l tell you when | am.. New York
aren't you?

The boys stares at Spade's tie for a nonment |onger, then
goes back to his newspaper

BOY
(fromthe side of
hi s nout h)
Shove off.

Spade lights his cigarette, |eans back confortably on the
di van.

SPADE
You'll have to talk to ne before
you' re through, Sonny -- sone of
you will -- and you can tell the

fat man | said so.

The boy puts his paper down quickly, faces Spade, stares
at his necktie with small, bleak eyes. H's small hands
are spread flat over his belly.
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BOY
Keep asking for it and you're
going to get it -- plenty.

(his voice is
low, flat and

menaci ng)
| told you to shove off -- shove
of f.
SPADE

People |l ose teeth talking Iike that.
| f you want to hang around, you'l
be polite.

Spade drops his cigarette into a tall stone jar beside the
divan, lifts his hand, catching the attention of a man

st andi ng besi de the cigar stand.

MED. LONG SHOT - Cl GAR STAND

The man nods, cones towards them He is m ddl e-aged,
medi um hei ght, round and sall ow of face, conpactly built.

TWO SHOT - SPADE AND LUKE

LUKE
(com ng up)
Hel | o, Sam
Spade ri ses.
SPADE
Hel | o, Luke.
They shake hands.
LUKE

Say, that's too bad about M es.

SPADE
Uh- huh. A bad break.

He jerks his head toward the boy on the divan.

SPADE
What do you |l et these cheap gunnen
hang out in your |obby for with
their tools bulging in their
cl ot hes?

Luke exam nes the boy with crafty, brown eyes set in a
suddenly hard face.
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LUKE
(to boy)
What do you want here?

The boy rises, |ooks at the necktie of the two nen -- from
one to the other. He |ooks |like a school boy standing in
front of them

LUKE
(belligerently)
Well, if you don't want anything,
beat it -- and don't cone back.
BOY
(quietly)

| won't forget you guys.

He wal ks away fromthemtoward the swi nging door. Spade
removes his hat, w pes his danp forehead with a
handker chi ef .

LUKE
(his eyes on the
boy's retreating

figure)
VWhat is it?
SPADE
No i dea.

(takes a deep breath
-- lets it out)
| just happened to spot him
As the boy goes out the revolving door, Cairo enters.

SPADE
See you, Luke.

He turns away fromthe house detective, goes quickly toward
Cai r o.

CLOCSE SHOT - CAI RO

Seei ng Spade, he halts, draws his body up straight. H's
forehead is bandaged, his clothes Iinp and unfresh. His
face is pasty with saggi ng nouth and eyelids.

MED. SHOT

as Spade wal ks directly to him

SPADE
Good nor ni ng.
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CAlI RO
(wi thout enthusiasn
Good nor ni ng.

There is a pause.

SPADE
Let's go sonewhere where we can
t al k.

CAl RO

(raises his chin)
Pl ease excuse nme. Qur private
conver sati ons have not been such
that | am anxi ous to continue them
Par don ny speaking bluntly but it
is the truth.

SPADE

You nean | ast night?

(makes an inpatient gesture)
VWhat else could | do? | had to
throwin with her. | don't know
where the bird is. You don't. She
does. How are we going to get it if
| don't play along with her?

CAl RO
(dubi ousl y)
You have always, | nust say, a
snoot h expl anati on ready.

SPADE
(scow i ng)
What do you want nme to do? Learn
to stutter?

He | eads the way over to the divan. CAMERA TROLLI ES AHEAD
of them

SPADE

Dundy take you down to the station?
CAl RO

Yes.
SPADE

How | ong did they work on you?

CAl RO
(pai n and indi gnation
mx in face and voi ce)
Until a very little while ago..
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SPADE
What did they get out of you?

CAlI RO

(primy)
Not a single thing. | adhered to
the course you indicated earlier
in your roons... | certainly w sh
you had devi sed a nore reasonabl e
story. | felt distinctly ridicul ous
repeating it.

SPADE
(grins)
Don't worry about the story's
goofiness. A sensible one would

have had us all in the cooler... You
sure you didn't give them anythi ng?
CAl RO
You may rely upon it. | did not.
SPADE
(rising)
You'll want sleep if you've been

standi ng up under a police storm
all night. See you later.

He turns abruptly away.

Dl SSOLVE TGO
| NT. SPADE' S OFFI CE
Effie Perine is on the tel ephone as Spade enters.

EFFI E
(into tel ephone)
No, not yet.

She | ooks around at Spade and her |ips shape a silent
"Iva". Spade shakes his head.

EFFI E
(into tel ephone)
Yes, |'ll have himcall you as soon
as he cones in.
(she repl aces the
receiver on prong
-- to Spade)
That's the third tinme she's called
t hi s norni ng.

7.
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Spade

Spade

Spade

Spade

l'i kes.

He opens the door to his private office and goes in.

makes an inpatient, grow ing noise.

EFFI E
(noves her eyes
to indicate the
i nner office)
M ss O Shaughnessy's in there.

nods as if he expected that.

SPADE
VWhat el se?

EFFI E
The District Attorney's office
called. Bryan would |like to see
you. . .

grunts as if he'd expected that, too.

EFFI E

...And a M. Gutman called. Wen
told himyou weren't in, he said --
"WIlIl you please tell himthat the
young man gave ne his nessage, and
that | phoned and will phone again."”

78.

works his lips together, as if tasting sonething he

SPADE
Gut man, huh? Thanks, darling.

| NT. SPADE' S PRI VATE OFFI CE

Brigid O Shaughnessy, dressed as on her first visit to the

office, rises froma chair beside his desk

towards him

BRIA D
(excl ai ns)
Sonebody' s been in ny apartnent!

It's all upside down -- every which
way. | changed as fast as | could
and cane away. Oh, you nust have

l et that boy follow you there.

SPADE
(shakes his head)

No, angel -- | shook him before |

went to your place.
( MORE)

comes qui ckly
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SPADE ( CONT' D)
(he frowns)
| wonder if it could have been Cairo?
He wasn't at his hotel all night.
He told nme he'd been standing up under
a police grilling all night. | wonder!

She | ooks at himw th cl oudy eyes.

BRI G D
You went to see Joel this norning?
SPADE
Yes.
BRI G D
(hesi tates)
Why ?
SPADE
(smles down at her)
Because, ny own true |love, |'ve got

to keep in sonme sort of touch with
all the |l oose ends of this dizzy
affair if I'mever going to make
heads or tails of it.

He puts an arm around her shoul ders, |eads her over to his
swivel chair, lightly kisses the tip of her nose and sets
her down.

SPADE
Now, we've got to find a new hone
for you, haven't we?

BRI G D
(emphatical ly)
| won't go back there.

SPADE
(after a nonent's thought)
| think I'"ve got it. Wit a mnute.

62. | NT. OUTER OFFI CE
Spade opens the door, enters, shuts the door.

SPADE
(to Effie)
What does your woman's intuition
tell you about her?
(he cocks a head at
t he door marked
"Private")



EFFI E
(1 medi atel y)
She's all right. Maybe it's her
own fault for being in whatever the
trouble is -- but she's all right --
if that's what you nean.

SPADE
That's what | nean... Are you strong
enough for her to put her up for a
f ew days?

EFFI E

You nean at hone?
Spade nods.

EFFI E
(1 eans forward)
| s she in any danger, San?

SPADE
| think she is.

Effie scratches her lip with a fingernail.

EFFI E
That woul d scare Mominto a green
henmorrhage. 1'Il have to say she's
a surprise wtness or sonething that
you' re keepi ng undercover until the
| ast m nute.

SPADE
(pats her head)
You're a darling!

He opens the door to his inner office, smles across the
threshold at Brigid.

SPADE
Effie here, is going to put you up
for a few days, darling.

Brigid, comng out of the door, turns grateful eyes on
Effie.

BRIA D
That's very kind of you.

SPADE
(to Effie)
Better start now.

80.
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Effie starts putting on her hat.

SPADE
Go out the back entrance. There's
usually a cab parked by the alleyway.

(to Effie)
You ride part way with her -- over
the bridge -- and nmeke sure you

aren't followed. Better change cabs
a couple of tines just to be on the
saf e side.

EFFI E
(reaching for the phone)
"1l give Moma ring.

SPADE
Ti me enough for that when you get
back.

Effie puts down the tel ephone.

SPADE
(to Brigid)
Call you later.

Effie and Brigid go out. Spade goes into his inner office.
| NT. PRI VATE OFFI CE

Spade sits down at his desk, dials a nunber on the
t el ephone.

SPADE

(after a short pause

-- into phone)
Hello... This is Samuel Spade. W
secretary got a phone nessage that
M. Bryan wanted to see ne. WII
you ask himwhat tinme is the nost
conven- ient for hinf... Yes..
Spade... S-p-a-d-e.

There is the SOUND of the outer office door opening,
foll owed by footsteps. Then lIva Archer enters, closes the
door to the private office behind her.

SPADE
(i nto phone)
Yes... two-thirty... Al right,
t hanks.
(hangs up)



He pushes the tel ephone away, rises.

SPADE
Hel | o, honey.

| va stands just inside the door waddi ng a bl ack-bordered
handkerchief in her small gl oved hands, peering into his
face with frightened, red and swol |l en eyes.

| VA
(in a choked voice)
Oh Saml Forgive ne!... Forgive ne!

Spade starts to frown, then nakes his face a bl ank.

| VA
(wails)
| sent those policenen to your place
last night. | was mad -- crazy with
j eal ousy -- and | phoned themthat

if they'd go there, they'd learn
sonet hi ng about M1 es' nurder.

SPADE
What made you think of that?

| VA
| was mad, Sam .. | wanted to hurt
you.

SPADE

Did you tell themwho you were when
you phoned?

| VA
No... Oh, Sam dearest...

SPADE
Where did you phone fronf

| VA
The drugstore across fromyour place.

SPADE

(pats her shoul der)
It was a dunb trick all right but
it's done now. You'd better run on
home and think of things to tell the
police. You'll be hearing from
them.. By the way, where were you
the night Mles was shot?
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| VA
(with no hesitation)
Horre.

Spade shakes his head, grinning at her.

| VA

SPADE
No. But if that's your story, it's
all right with ne.

| VA
l"mnot lying to you, Sam

Spade' s face wears an expression of polite doubt. |va wads
her handkerchief, opens it, wads it again, then:

| VA

(voi ce husky)
When he came hone for dinner that
evening, he told nme he had a date
with agirl at the St. Mark and
that this was nmy chance to get the
divorce | wanted. At first |
t hought he was just making it up to

try and hurt ne. But... well... you
knew M | es. It woul d have been |i ke
himto...

SPADE

| knew Ml es...

| VA
| drove down to the St. Mark and
just as | got there, he canme out and
started up the street. | foll owed
him Inalittle while |I could see
he was shadowing a man and a girl --
so | went back and got in the car
and went up to your apartnent but
you weren't hone.

SPADE
VWhat tinme was that?

| VA
About hal f-past nine... the first
tine.

SPADE

The first time?
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| VA
| went to a novie and when it was
over, | went hone. M1l es hadn't

cone in yet so | took the car out of
t he garage again and went back to
your place but you weren't in.

SPADE
(smling)
| was | ooking dowmn at M| es' corpse,
precious... Go on.
| VA

Then | went hone and while | was
undr essi ng, your secretary canme
with the news of his death.

SPADE
What a swell lot of merry-go-round
riding that was!

She puts the wadded handkerchief to her eyes. Spade
reaches out, pats her arm She puts her arnms around him

| VA
Do you forgive ne for what | did?

SPADE
Sure | do. Now run al ong.
(he turns her
around to face
t he door)
Beat it.

| va goes out. Spade goes behind the partition in the
corner of the office.

CLOSE SHOT - SPADE

as he starts the water running in the |avatory, washes his
mouth, then dries it roughly with a hand-towel. OVER SCENE
the SOUND of the tel ephone ringing. CAMERA PULLS BACK as
Spade cones from behind the partition, picks up the

t el ephone.

SPADE
(i nto phone)
Hello... Yes... This is Spade..
Yes... | got it... [|'ve been
waiting to hear fromyou... Now,
the sooner, the better... Say
fifteen mnutes... Right...

Twel ve-C. ..
Dl SSCLVE TGO
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| NT. HALLWAY - ALEXANDRI A HOTEL - CLOSE SHOT - MAHOGANY
DOOR OF SUI TE 12-C

Spade enters scene, touches buzzer. The door is

i mredi atel y opened by an undersized youth. The youth says
not hi ng, stands aside for Spade to enter. CAMERA FOLLONS
Spade t hrough the door into --

| NT. LI'VI NG ROOM

A flabbily fat man struggles breathlessly to raise up out
of a plush arncthair, finally succeeds. He has bul bous pink
cheeks and lips and chins and neck, with a great soft egg
of a belly that is all his torso, and pendant cones for
arnms and | egs.

As he advances to neet Spade, all his bulbs rise and shake
and fall separately with each step. Hi s eyes, made smal
by fat puffs around them are dark and lustrous. Dark
ringlets thinly cover his broad scalp. He wears a bl ack
cut away coat, black vest, black satin Ascot tie holding a
t ear-shaped pearl, striped gray worsted trousers, and
patent-| eat her shoes. Hi's voice is a throaty purr.

GUTMAN
Ah, M. Spade.

He extends a hand that is like a fat pink star. Spade
t akes the hand, sm | es.

SPADE
How do you do, M. Gutnman.

Hol di ng Spade's hand, the fat man turns, puts his other
hand to Spade's el bow, guides himacross the rug to the

pl ush arnthair beside which is a table that holds a siphon,
gl asses, a bottle of Scotch whi skey and a box of cigars.
Spade sits down. The fat man begins to fill two gl asses
frombottle and si phon. The boy opens the door to an

adj acent bedroom w thdraws. GGutman proffers Spade one

of the gl asses.

GUTNVAN
(purring)
We begin well, sir. | distrust a
man that says "when". |If he's got

to be careful not to drink too nuch,
it's because he's not to be trusted
when he does.

Spade takes the glass, smling. The fat man raises his
gl ass, holds it against the window s |ight, nods

approvingly.
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GUTMAN
Well, sir, here's to plain speaking
and cl ear under st andi ng.
(he regards Spade shrewdly)
You' re a cl ose-nout hed man?

SPADE
(shakes his head)
| like to talKk.

GUTMAN

(excl ai ns delightedly)
Better and better. | distrust a
cl ose-nmout hed man. He generally
pi cks the wong tine to talk and
says the wong things. Talking's
sonmet hing you can't do judiciously
unl ess you keep in practice.

He picks up the box of cigars, holds it out to Spade.
Spade takes one, trinms the end of it, lights it. The fat
man pul | s anot her plush arnchair around to face Spade's,
takes a cigar fromthe box, lowers hinself into the chair.
Hi s bul bs stop jouncing and settle into flabby rest.
Gutman sm | es confortably.

GUTMVAN
Now, sir, we'll talk if you Iike,
and 1'Il tell you right out that

I'"'ma man who likes talking to a
man that |ikes to talk.

SPADE
Swell... WIl we tal k about the
bl ack bird?

Gutman's bul bs ride up and down on his laughter. H's pink
face is shiny with delight.

GUTMAN
You're the man for ne, sir. No
beati ng about the bush but right to
the point. Let us talk about the
bl ack bird by all neans... But first,
sir, answer nme a question. Are you
here as M ss O Shaughnessy's
representative?

Spade frowns thoughtfully at the ash-tipped end of his
ci gar.

SPADE
There is nothing certain about it
either way yet... It depends.
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GUTMAN
It depends on? --

Spade blows a slanting plune of snoke over the fat man's
head, says not hi ng.

GUTMAN
Maybe it depends on Joel Cairo?
SPADE
(noncommittally)
Maybe.
GUTMAN

(purrs ingratiatingly)
The question is, then, which you'l
represent... It wll be one or the
ot her .

SPADE
| didn't say so.

GUTNVAN
(voice sinking to
a throaty whisper)
Wio el se is there?

SPADE
(pointing his cigar
at his chest)
There's ne.

The fat man sinks back into his chair, blows his breath out
in a long contented gust.

GUTMAN
That's wonderful, sir, wonderful!
| do like a man that tells you right
out he's |l ooking out for hinself.
Don't we all? | don't trust a man
t hat says he's not.

SPADE
(exhal es snoke)
Unh- huh. Now let's talk about the
bl ack bird.

GUTMAN

(benevol ently)

Let's.

(squinting at Spade,
his eyes are but
two dark gl eans)

( MORE)
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GUTMAN ( CONT' D)
M . Spade, have you any conception
of how much noney can be got for
that bl ack bird?

SPADE
No.
GUTMAN
(l eans forward,
puts his bl oated
hands on the arm
of Spade's chair)
well, sir, if | told you -- if |
told you half -- you'd call ne a liar.
SPADE
(sml es)
No -- not even if | thought so.
But you just tell ne what it is
and |I'Il figure out the profits.

Gutman's bul bs jostl e one another as he | aughs again. Then
he stops | aughing abruptly, stares at Spade with an
i ntentness that suggests nyopi a.

GUTMAN
(sibilantly)
You nean you don't know what the

bird is?

Spade nmakes a carel ess gesture with his cigar.

SPADE
| know what it's supposed to | ook
like. | know the value in human
life you people put on it...

GUTMAN
(i n amazenent)
She didn't tell you what it is?
And Cairo didn't either?

SPADE
He offered ne ten thousand for it.
GUTMVAN
(scornfully)
Ten thousand -- and dollars, m nd

you, not even pounds.
(he grunts in disgust)

Hunph!
( MORE)
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GUTMVAN ( CONT' D)

(rests the glass

on his belly.

Then hal f al oud:)
They nust know what it is -- nust
-- but do they?

(clears his throat,

then in his fornmer

Voi ce)
Do they know what the bird is, sir?
VWhat is your inpression?

SPADE
(shakes his head)
There's not nmuch to go by. Cairo
didn't say he did, and he didn't
say he didn't... She said she
didn't but I took it for granted
she was |ying.

GUTMAN
That was not an injudicious thing
to do.
(he shuts his eyes,
opens them suddenly
w de, cries:)

|f they don't know, I'mthe only one

in the whole, w de, sweet world who

does!
SPADE

Swel Il When you've told ne, that

wi |l make two of us.

Gut man cocks his head at Spade -- eyes a-tw nkle.

GUTMAN

Mat hematically correct, sir -- but

| don't know for certain that |'m
going to tell you

SPADE
(grins indul gently)
Don't be foolish. You know what
it is. | know where it is. That's
why |''m here.

GUTMAN
VWll, sir, where is it?

Spade ignores the question. The fat man bunches his |ips,
rai ses his eyebrows, cocks his head even further.
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GUTMVAN
(bl andl y)
You see? | nust tell you what |

know but you will not tell ne what
you know. That is hardly equitable,
sir. No, no. | don't think we can
do busi ness al ong those |ines.

Spade' s face becones hard. He gets slowy to his feet.

SPADE
(voice low, furious)
Think again and think fast. 1| told

t hat gunman of yours that you'd have
to talk to nme before you got through.
"Il tell you now that you'll do your
tal king today or you are through.
What are you wasting your time for?

| can get along w thout you.

He tosses his glass at the table. The glass strikes the
wood, breaks apart, splattering its contents and glittering
fragnments over table and floor. Spade wheels to confront
Gut man again. The fat man pays no nore attention to the
glass's fate than does Spade. Lips pursed, eyebrows

rai sed, head cocked, he has maintained his pink-faced

bl andness t hroughout Spade's angry speech -- and he
continues to maintain it.

SPADE
Another thing. | don't want...

The door at Spade's |eft opens and the boy conmes in, shuts
the door, stands in front of it, hands flat against his

flanks. H's gaze runs over Spade's body from shoul ders to
knees, then up again to settle on the knot in Spade's tie.

SPADE
(glaring at the
boy -- repeats)

Anot her thing. Keep that gunsel
away fromnme while you're making
up your mind. 1'Il kill him

The boy's lips twwtch in a shadow smle. He neither
rai ses his eyes nor speaks.

GUTNVAN
Vll, sir, | nmust say you' ve a nost
vi ol ent tenper.

Spade crosses to the chair in which he dropped his hat,
picks it up and sets it on his head.



67.

68.

91.

SPADE
Think it over! You' ve got till
five-thirty. Then you're either
in or out for keeps.

He lets his armdrop, scows at the bland fat man, scow s
at the boy, goes to the door through which he had entered,
opens it. He goes out, slanmm ng the door.

I NT. HALL - ALEXANDRI A

CAMERA TROLLI ES down the hall ahead of Spade. He puts two
blunt fingers inside his collar, pulls it away fromhis
throat. He licks his lips as though they were dry. Then
he takes out his handkerchief, w pes his face.

Reachi ng the el evator, he presses the button, then raises
his hand, |looks at it. The hand is trenbling. Spade
grins. The el evator door opens. Spade enters. As the
door is closing anot her el evator door opens and Cairo steps
out. Neither man sees the other.

DI SSCLVE TQO

I NT. DI STRICT ATTORNEY' S OFFI CE - MED. SHOT - BRYAN, SPADE
AN ASSI STANT D. A., AND A STENOGRAPHER

Bryan's dark wal nut desk is handsonely outfitted with
bronze clock, inkwell, blotter, and a snmall vase of

flowers. He is a blonde man of nedi um stature, perhaps
forty-five years old. Hi s eyes peer aggressively thru

bl ack ri bboned nose gl asses. He has the over-I|arge nouth
of an orator and a wide, dinpled chin. Spade sits in a

| eat her easy chair to the left and a few feet away fromthe
desk. The assistant D. A, in a straight-back chair, faces
Bryan across the desk. The stenographer, also in a
straight-back chair, is about ten feet away.

BRYAN
(to Spade -- his
Voi ce resonant
with [ atent power)
Who killed Thurshby?

SPADE
| don't know.

The D. A. rubs his black eyegl ass ri bbon between thunb and
fingers.

BRYAN
(know ngly)
Per haps you don't but you could
make an excel | ent guess.



The D. A.
settl es hi

Bryan | eans forward in his chair,

SPADE
(serenely)
My guess m ght be excellent or it
m ght be crummy but Ms. Spade didn't
rai se any children di ppy enough to
make guesses in front of a district
attorney and a stenographer.

BRYAN
Way shouldn't you if you' ve nothing
to conceal ?

SPADE
(mldly)
Everybody has sonething to conceal
BRYAN

And you have? --

SPADE
My guesses, for one thing.

ooks down at his desk, then up at Spade.

s glasses nore firmy on his nose.

BRYAN
| f you prefer not having the
st enographer here, we can dism ss
him It was sinply a natter of
conveni ence that | brought himin.

SPADE
| don'"t mnd hima bit. I'mwlling
to have anything |I say put down and
I"'mwilling to sign it.

BRYAN

(reassuringly)
We don't intend asking you to sign

anything. | w sh you woul dn't
regard this as a formal inquiry at
all. And please don't think |I have

any belief in those theories the
police seemto have forned.

SPADE
(feels in his pockets
for tobacco and papers)
|'"'mglad of that. What's your theory?

shiny as the | enses over them

He

his eyes are hard and

92.



BRYAN
Tell me who Archer was shadow ng
Thursby for and 1'Il tell you who

kill ed Thursby.

Spade | aughs briefly.

BRYAN

Don't m sunderstand ne, Spade.

(he knocks on

the desk with

hi s knuckl es)
| don't say your client killed
Thursby or had himkilled but | do
say, knowi ng who your client is, or
was, |'lIl mghty soon know who
kill ed Thursby.

SPADE
That's where you're m st aken.

BRYAN
VWhet her or not |I'm ni staken isn't
for you to judge.

SPADE
(i nterrupting)
| thought this was an informal talk.

BRYAN

(sits up straight and

squar es shoul ders)
| ama sworn officer of the |aw
twenty- four hours a day and neither
formality or informality justifies
your w thhol ding fromne evidence of
a crinme except, of course --

(he nods neani ngly)
-- on constitutional grounds.

SPADE
You nean if it mght incrimnate nme?
Ch, |'ve got grounds that suit ne

better. M clients are entitled to
a decent anount of secrecy.
(he rises, cones
forward, |eans
over the desk
hi s wei ght on
hi s knuckl es)
( MORE)
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SPADE ( CONT' D)

Both you and the police have as much
as accused nme of being mxed up in
the other night's nurders. Well
|'ve had trouble with both of you
before. As far as | can see, ny
best chance of clearing nyself of
the trouble you are trying to make
for me is by bringing in the
nmurderers all tied up, and ny only
chance of ever catching them and
tying themup and bringing themin
is by keeping away fromyou and the
pol i ce because you'd only gumup the
wor ks.

(turns his head

over his shoul der

to address the

st enogr apher)
Getting this all right, son, or am
| going too fast for you?

STENOGRAPHER
(1 ooks up at Spade
wth startled eyes)
No, sir, I"'magetting it all right.

SPADE
Good wor K.
(turning to Bryan again)
Now, if you want to go to the board

and tell themI|'mobstructing justice

and ask themto revoke ny license,
hop toit. You've tried it before
and it didn't get you anything but
a good | augh all around.

(he picks up his hat)

BRYAN
(hal f rises)
But, | ook here..

SPADE
And | don't want any nore of those
informal talks. 1've got nothing

to tell you or the police and I'm
tired of being called things by
every crackpot on the city payroll.
| f you want to see ne, pinch ne or
subpoena nme or sonething and 1'1
conme down with ny | awer..

(puts his hat on)
...See you at the inquest, maybe.

94.
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He stal ks out.
DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. SPADE' S OFFI CE BUI LDI NG

Spade enters scene, starts to go in, cones face to face
w th the undersized youth who puts hinself directly in
Spade' s path

BOY
Cone on... He wants to see you

The youth's hands are in his overcoat pockets. H's pockets
bul ge nore than his hands need nake them bul ge.

SPADE
(grinning)
| didn't expect you until five
twenty-five. | hope |I haven't

kept you waiti ng.
The youth raises his eyes to Spade's nout h.

BOY
(in a strained
voi ce of one in
physi cal pain)
Keep on riding ne and they'll be
pi cking iron out of your liver!

SPADE
(chuckl es)
The cheaper the crook, the gaudier
the patter... Wll, let's go.

PAN with themas they start up the street side by side.
The boy's hands remain in his overcoat pockets.

W PE TO

I NT. GUTMAN S FLOOR - THE ALEXANDRI A - MED. SHOT ON
ELEVATOR DOOR

As it opens, Spade and the boy step out. CAMERA TROLLIES
AHEAD of them as they cone up the hall. Spade |ags behind
alittle as they approach Suite 12-C. \When they are within
fifteen feet of the door, he | eans sideways suddenly and
grasps the boy from behind by both arns just beneath the
boy's el bows. The boy struggles and squirnms but he is
inpotent in the big man's grip. The boy kicks back his
feet but they go between Spade's spread |l egs. Spade lifts
the boy up fromthe floor, brings himdown hard on his feet
agai n.
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At the nonent of inpact, Spade's hands slide down, get a
fresh grip on the boy's hands in his overcoat pockets. The
two are tense and notionless for a long nonent. Then the
boy's arnms becone |inp. Spade releases himand steps back.
In each of Spade's hands, when they cone out of the
overcoat pockets, there is a heavy automatic pistol. Spade
puts the pistols in his own pockets.

SPADE
(grinning derisively)
Come on. This will put you in solid
w th your boss.

They go to the door of 12-C. Spade presses the buzzer.
The boy keeps his hands in his overcoat pockets. Gutnman
opens the door. A glad smle lights his fat face. He
hol ds out a hand.

GUTNVAN
Ah, cone in, sir! Thank you for
comng. Cone in.

Spade shakes the hand, enters. The boy goes in behind him
71. I NT. GUTMAN S LI VI NG ROOM

As the fat man shuts the door, Spade takes the boy's
pi stols fromhis pocket, holds themout toward Gutnman.

SPADE
Here... You shouldn't let himgo around
with these. He'll get hinself hurt.

The fat man | aughs nerrily, takes the pistols.

GUTNVAN
Vell -- well! Wat's this?
(he | ooks from
Spade to the boy)

SPADE
A crippl ed newsi e took them anay
fromhimbut I made him give them
back.

The boy takes the pistols out of Gutman's hands, pockets
them He does not speak.

GUTNVAN
(after anot her
merry | augh)
By gad, Sir, you're a chap worth
knowi ng. An amazi ng character
G ve ne your hat... Sit down.
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As before, the boy withdraws into the adjoining bedroom
and, as before, the fat man | eads Spade to the green
pl ush chair by the table.

GUTMAN
(m xi ng whi skey
and soda)
| owe you an apol ogy, sir, for --

SPADE
Never m nd t hat! Let's tal k about
t he bl ack bird.

The fat man cocks his head to the left, regards Spade with
fawned eyes.

GUTMVAN
Al right, sir, let's.

He puts a glass in Spade's hand, points to the open box
of cigars, sits.

GUTMAN

(repeats)
Let's.

(he leans his

wei ght forward

in the chair)
This is going to be the nost
astoundi ng thing you ever heard of,
sir, and | say that knowi ng that a
man of your caliber, in your
prof essi on, nmust have known sone
astounding things in his tine.

Spade nods politely. The fat man screws up his eyes.

GUTMAN
What do you know, sir, about the
Order of the hospital of St. John
of Jerusalem |ater called the
Kni ghts of Rhodes and ot her things?

SPADE
(lights a cigar)
Crusaders or sonething, weren't they?

GUTMAN
(approvi ngly)
Very good... In 1539 these Crusading

Kni ght s persuaded the Enperor Charles
V to give themthe Island of Mlta.
( MORE)
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GUTMAN ( CONT' D)
He made but one condition. They were
to pay him each year, the tribute
of a falcon in acknow edgnent that
Malta was still under Spain. Do you
foll ow me?

Spade grunts. The fat man | ooks over his shoul der at the
three cl osed doors, then lowers his voice to a husky
whi sper.

GUTMVAN
Have you any conception of the
extrenme, the i mreasurable wealth of
the Order at that tinme?

SPADE
| imagine they were pretty well fixed.
GUTNVAN
(smles indul gently)
Pretty well is -- is putting it mldly.

(hi s whi sper becones

| ower and nore purry)
They were rolling in wealth, sir.
For years they had taken fromthe
East, nobody knows what spoils of
gens, precious netals, silks,
ivories, sir. W all know that the
Holy Wars to themwere largely a
matter of |oot...

Spade nods.

GUTNVAN

... The Knights were profoundly
grateful to the Enperor Charles for
his generosity toward them They
hit upon the happy thought of
sending himfor the first year's
tribute not an insignificant live
bird but a glorious golden fal con
encrusted fromhead to feet with the
finest jewels in their coffers.

(he leans his

wei ght back in

his chair, takes

a sip out of his

gl ass, then rests

it on his belly)
Well, sir, what do you think of that?



SPADE
(shrugs slightly)
| don't know.

GUTMVAN
(conpl acently)
Those are facts, historical facts,
not school book history, not M.
Wells'" history, but history
nevert hel ess.

Spade nods again, drinks.

GUTMAN

They sent this foot-high jeweled
bird to Charles, who was then in
Spain. They sent it in a galley
commanded by a nenber of the Order.

(his voi ce sinks

to a whi sper again)
It never reached Spain. A fanobus
adm ral of buccaneers took the
Knight's galley and the bird. In
1713 it turned up in Sicily. In
1840 it appeared in Paris. It had,
by that tinme, acquired a coat of
bl ack enanel so that it | ooked |ike
nothing nore than a fairly
interesting black statuette. In
t hat disguise, sir, it was, you
m ght say, kicked around Paris for
nmore than three score years by
private owners too stupid to see
what it was under the skin... Then
in 1923 a G eek deal er naned
Charil aos Konstantinides found it in
an obscure shop.

(he chuckl es)
No t hi ckness of enamel could conceal
value fromhis eyes.

The fat man raises his glass, smles at it enptiness,
rises to fill it and Spade's.

GUTNVAN
(wor ki ng the siphon)
You begin to believe ne a little?

SPADE
| haven't said | didn't.

The fat man sits down again, drinks generously, pats his
mouth with a white handkerchi ef.
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GUTMAN
Vell, sir, to hold it safe while
pursuing his researches into its
hi story, Charil aos re-enanel ed the
bird. Despite that precaution
however, | got wind of his find.
(he sighs deeply)
Ah, sir, if | had only known a few
days sooner. | was in London when
heard. | packed a bag and took the
boat train immedi ately. On the
train | opened a paper, the Tines,
and read that Charil aos'
establ i shment had been burglarized
and hi m nurdered. Sure enough, upon
arriving there, | discovered that
the bird was gone.
(he shakes his
head sadly --
then he shuts
his eyes, smles
conpl acently at
i nner thoughts)
That was seventeen years ago. Wil
sir, it took ne seventeen years to
| ocate that bird -- but | did.
(he opens his
eyes suddenly)
| wanted it and I'"'mnot a nman that's
easi |y di scouraged when | want
somet hi ng.
(his smle grows
broad -- he
drains his gl ass,
dries his |lips,
returns his
handkerchief to
hi s pocket)
| traced it to the home of a Russian
general -- one Kemdov -- in an
| stanbul suburb. He didn't know a
thing about it. It was nothing but
a black enaneled figure to him but
his natural contrariness kept him
fromselling it to ne when | nade
himan offer. So I sent sone -- ah
-- agents to get it. Well, sir,
they got it and I haven't got it.
(he stands up again,
carries his enpty
glass to the table)
But 1'mgoing to get it... Your
gl ass, sir.
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They both

SPADE
Then the bird doesn't belong to any
of you but to a General Kem dov?

GUTMAN

(filling Spade's gl ass)
Well, sir, you mght say it bel onged
to the King of Spain but | don't see
how you can honestly grant anybody
else clear title to it -- except by
ri ght of possession.

(he | eans forward,

puts his hand on

Spade' s knee)
Vell, now, before we start to talk
prices, how soon can you -- or how
soon are you wlling to produce the
Fal con?

SPADE
A coupl e of days.

GUTNVAN
(nods)
That is satisfactory.
(he holds up his gl ass)
Well, sir, here's to a fair bargain
and profits |arge enough for both
of us.

dri nk.

SPADE
VWhat's your idea of a fair bargain.

GUTMAN
"1l give you twenty-five thousand
dol Il ars when you deliver the Fal con
to me and another twenty-five
t housand later on. O, I'Il give
you one quarter of what | realize on
the Fal con. That would anmount to a
vastly greater sum

SPADE
How much greater?
GUTMAN
Who knows? Shall | say one hundred

t housand? WIIl you believe ne if
| nanme the sumthat seens the
pr obabl e m ni nunf
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SPADE
Wy not ?

GUTMAN
(l owers his voice
to a purring murmnur)
What woul d you say to quarter of a
million?

SPADE
(narrow ng his eyes)
Then you think the dingus is worth
a mllion?

GUTNVAN
(serenely)
I n your own words, why not?

Spade enpties his glass, sets it on the table, puts his
cigar in his nouth, takes it out, looks at it distastefully,
lays it on the ash tray.

SPADE
That's a | ot of dough.

GUTMAN
A |l ot of dough.

SPADE
The m ni mum huh? And the maxi nunf?

There is an unm stakable "sh" following the "x" in maxi mum
as Spade says it. The fat man | eans forward, pats Spade's
knee.

GUTNVAN
The maxi mum | refuse to guess.
You'd think nme crazy. | don't know

There's no telling how high it could
go, sir, and that's the one and only
truth about it.

Spade pulls his lower lip tight against the upper, shakes
hi s head, raises his right hand, presses his pal m agai nst
the base of his head. Then he stands up hel pi ng hinsel f
with his hands on the arns of his chair.

He shakes his head again, takes an uncertain step forward.
GQut man junps up, pushes back his chair. H's fat gl obes
jiggle. His eyes are dark holes in an oily face. Spade
swings his head fromside to side until his dull eyes are
pointed to the door. He takes another uncertain step.
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GUTNVAN
(calls sharply)
W | mer!

The door to the bedroom opens and the boy cones in.
Through the door we see a row of cases and bags cl osed and
ready for traveling on the floor. Spade takes a third
step. H's jaw nuscles stand out |ike tunors under his
ears. H s legs do not straighten again after his fourth
step and his dull eyes are all but covered by their |ids.
He takes a fifth step.

The boy conmes over, stands close to Spade, hands inside his
coat over his heart. The corners of his nmouth twitch

Spade essays a sixth step. The boy's leg darts out in
front of Spade's leg. Spade trips and crashes, face
downward, on the floor. The boy, keeping his right hand
under his coat, |ooks down at Spade. Spade tries to get

up. The boy draws his right foot far back, kicks Spade's

t enpl e.

The kick rolls Spade over on his side. Once nore he tries
to get up -- cannot -- goes to sleep. Joel Cairo appears
in the bedroom door, hat in hand, | ooks down at Spade as
V\E--

DI SSCLVE TQO
I NT. GUTMAN S LIVING ROOM - N GHT

The roomis in conplete darkness save for a pale rectangle
that is the window... There is the SOUND of a groan,

foll owed by | ow munbling. After a short silence, the groan
is repeated, then the sound of scuffling.

A formrises, stands in silhouette against the rectangle.
Staggering slightly, the form noves away from CAMERA toward
the window. En route it knocks over a piece of furniture.
It reaches the wi ndow, opens it, drinks in air wth gasps
that are |like sobs. Then it |eaves the w ndow,

di sappearing into darkness.

The lights conme on and we see Spade standi ng, one hand on
the switch, the other to his head where neck and skul

join. Hs right tenple is dark and swollen. He turns away
fromthe switch to | ook with dazed, heavy- |idded eyes
around the room It is exactly as it was when he | ost
consci ousness except for an over-turned side table and the
door to a closet being open. The closet is enpty. Spade
wal ks unsteadily into the bedroom
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| NT. BEDROOM

as Spade crosses, enters the bathroom He bends over the

| avatory, turns on the water, splashes it over his face,
groans again, nmakes a cup of his hands, fills the cup with
wat er, drinks, or rather, takes the water into his nouth
and spits it out. He does not use a towel, turns back into
t he bedroom |eaving the water tap running.

In a funbling, but conpletely nethodical way, he starts
searching the room He takes the covers off the tw n beds,
turns the mattresses over, pulls the beds away fromthe
wall to | ook behind them renoves the cushions fromthe
chairs, turns the chairs over to | ook at the undersides.
As he starts opening the enpty drawers of the chiffonier --

DI SSCLVE TQO
| NT. HALLWAY - QUTSI DE SPADE' S OFFI CE

The gl ass panel on the door with "Samuel Spade" on it gl ows
with a warmlight. Spade turns the knob. The door is

| ocked. He takes out his keys, puts one into the door,
opens it quietly, steps silently in.

I NT. SPADE' S QUTER OFFI CE - EFFI E PERI NE

raises up fromthe couch, rubs her eyes as though she had
been asl eep. Her coat, which was tucked around her | egs,
slips to the floor.

EFFI E
Ch, Sam..

SPADE
Wo are you? The boy who stood
on the burning deck?

EFFI E
| couldn't get you on the phone so
| cane back down.

SPADE
VWhat's up?

EFFI E
M ss O Shaughnessy -- she never
got there.

Spade takes two | ong steps, catches Effie by her shoul ders,
lifts her up fromthe couch

SPADE
She didn't get there?
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Effi e shakes her head violently.

SPADE
(voi ce | oud, enraged)
Anot her nmerry-go-round!

EFFI E
(tremblingly)
Do you think sonething' s happened
to her Sanf? You said she was in
real -- danger

SPADE
Nobody fol |l owed you, did they?

EFFI E

(shakes her head --

brushes her hair

away from her eyes

in a nervous gesture)
We changed cabs twice |like you told
us to and when | got out, | told
her to change once again.

SPADE
Then she didn't show up because
she didn't want to.

Effie opens her nmouth to say sonething, closes it again as
she sees the bruise on Spade's tenple.

EFFI E
Ch!  Your head! What happened!

He barely touches his tenple with his fingers, flinches,
turns his grimace into a grimsm|e.

SPADE
| wouldn't know. | went visiting
this afternoon, was fed knockout
drops and cane to just a little
while ago all spread out on a
man's fl oor.

She reaches up, renoves his hat.

EFFI E
You can't wal k around with a head
li ke that!

SPADE

It's not as bad as it | ooks.
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EFFI E
D d what happened this afternoon
have anything to do with her?

SPADE
Somet hi ng.

Spade takes his hat away from her, nmakes a harsh noise in
his throat, goes to the corridor door

SPADE
|"mgoing out to find her if | have
to dig up sewers. Stay here till |
cone back or you hear from ne.
Let's do sonething right for a
change.

He goes out.
LOBBY - BELVEDERE - MED. SHOT - Cl GAR STAND

Luke, the house detective, is |eaning one el bow on the
counter readi ng a newspaper when Spade enters scene. Spade
touches himon the arm

SPADE
Eveni ng, Luke.

LUKE
Hel | o, Sam
(he folds the paper,
puts it into his
coat pocket)

SPADE
Want to do me a favor?

LUKE
Sure.
(he stares at
Spade' s tenpl e)
Say! Sonebody maced you plenty.

SPADE
Looks worse than it is... You've
got a guest nane of Cairo?

LUKE
(I eers)
Ch, that one! | saw you talking to
hi m t hi s nor ni ng.
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They turn away fromthe cigar stand.

SPADE
How s chances of giving his rooma
casi ng?

LUKE

(nods)
Can do.

CAMERA TROLLI ES AHEAD of them as they wal k toward the desk
W PE TO

I NT. CAIRO S SI NGLE HOTEL BEDROOM - SPADE AND LUKE

Not hi ng about the roomis remarkabl e except perhaps the

presence on the dresser of a cut-glass bottle of perfune

and an atom zer in juxtaposition to mlitary hair brushes.

Spade is closing a trunk.

SPADE
No dice so far.

Luke | ocks the trunk.
LUKE

Any particular thing you' re supposed
to be | ooking for?

SPADE
No. He's supposed to have cone here
fromTurkey. 1'd like to know if he
did. | haven't seen anything that

says he didn't.

He crosses the room bounds down over the waste basket.

SPADE
Vll, this is our |ast shot.
He takes a newspaper out of the basket. It is folded with

a classified advertising page outside. He opens the paper,
turns it over. Fromthe lower left-hand corner a little
more than two i nches of the second colum has been torn
out. Imediately above the tear is a small caption:

| NSERT:  NEWSPAPER CAPTI ON

St eanshi ps Arriving Today
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fol | owed by:
0O AM - Capac fromAstoria

5:05 AM - Helen P. Drew from G eenwood
6 AM - Al barado from Bandon

BACK TO SCENE

SPADE
Looks like the gent's interested in
a boat.

LUKE

No | aw against that, is there?
SPADE
| s that an "Express” in your pocket?
Luke nods, gives Spade the paper. Spade turns to the
shi ppi ng news, conpares the page taken fromthe waste
basket. That which was m ssing fromthe other paper reads:

| NSERT:  NEWSPAPER

5:17 A M Tahiti from Sydney and Papeete
6:05 A M Adm ral Peoples fromAstoria
8:07 AM - La Paloma from Hong Kong

8:17 AM - Silverado from San Pedro

BACK TO SCENE

Spade' s thunbnail stops below "La Pal oma from Hong Kong".
DI SSOCLVE TO

LONG SHOT

The vague outline of a noving ship's bow behind a wall of

heavy bill ow ng snoke. OVER SCENE t he SOUND of sirens and

bells. The snoke clears for a brief nonment and we see

lettering: La Pal oma

LONG SHOT - THE WATERFRONT

Hi gh-arched ri bbons of water froma dozen fire hoses are

pl ayi ng on the deck away from which the burning ship is

bei ng t owed.

MED. SHOT - TAXI CAB

as Spade gets out, runs into the crowd that is watching the
fire.
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CLOSE SHOT - SPADE

as he pushes heedl essly through the crowd toward the police
l'ine.

MED. LONG SHOT - PCLI CE LI NE

Spade starts through, but a policeman stops him Spade
says sonething to the policenman, which we do not hear, then
he takes out his wallet, opens it, shows it to the
policeman. The policeman |lets him pass. CAMERA PANS with
Spade as he goes to a group of nen.

FULL SHOT - GROUP

of reporters, a couple of policenen and the mate of the La
Pal oma. The mate is talking.

MATE
(with a slight
Swedi sh accent)
It started in the hold aft in the
rear basement..

REPORTER
What i nsurance was she carrying?

The mate shakes his head. Unnoticed, Spade joins the
gr oup.

SPADE
Anybody burnt?

AD LI BS
Nope. .
Nobody. . .

Only the harbor watch was aboard. .

Spade draws the nmate asi de.

SPADE
Someone | know cane aboard this
af t er noon. | haven't heard from
her since. "' mworri ed.
MATE
No reason to be, Mster... Everybody

got off all right.

SPADE
| wonder if you saw her. She was
about five feet five with red hair. ..
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MATE
(shaki ng his head)
Couldn't tell you, Mster, but if
she canme aboard, she got off al
right. Only the harbor watch was
aboard when the fire started.

DI SSOLVE TO
| NT. SPADE' S PRI VATE OFFI CE - SPADE AND EFFI E PERI NE

Spade | eans back in his chair talking with his eyes cl osed.
Effie, sitting on the desk, is bathing his tenple with a
wet handkerchief. Her face is flushed with excitenent and
her eyes brilliant.

SPADE
And now you know as much about it
as | do, Precious. Maybe they

went down to the ship -- maybe
not. ..

EFFI E
The part about the bird -- is
thrilling.

SPADE
Yes -- or ridicul ous.

OVER SCENE t he SOUND of the corridor door opening and
closing. Spade sits up straight in his chair, waiting,
listening. Effie gets down fromthe desk, starts toward
t he connecting door but before she can reach it:

SPADE
Hol d on. ..

She stops in the mddle of the floor, turns her head to
| ook at Spade. He gets up, goes to the door, opens it.

ANGLE ON CONNECTI NG DOOR

Atall, thin man in a black overcoat buttoned fromthroat

to knees, takes two steps forward. Held tight against his
| eft side he holds a paper-w apped parcel bound with thin

rope -- an ellipsoid, sonmewhat |arger than a football.

CAMERA DOLLI ES FORWARD TGO
CLOSE SHOT - THE NMAN
Hi s bony face, weather coarsened, is the color of wet sand

and his eyes are dark and bl oodshot and nad. There is
nothing in themto show that he sees Spade.
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VAN
You know. ..

A bubbling sound starts in his throat, chokes his words.
He puts his right hand over the hand hol ding the
ellipssoid, then falls. He does not put his hands out to
break the fall -- he falls as a tree falls.

MED. CLOSE SHOT - SPADE, MAN, EFFIE

Spade catches him The paper-w apped parcel drops fromthe
man' s hands, rolls across the floor. |In Spade's arns the
man's body becones |inber. Spade |lowers himto the floor.
The man's eyes, dark and bl oodshot, are nmad no | onger, but
w de open and still.

SPADE
(to Effie)
Lock the door.

Effie, her teeth chattering, noves to obey. Spade kneels
beside the thin man, turns himover on his back, runs a
hand down inside his overcoat. Wen he withdraws the hand,
it is sneared darkly. The sight of his bloody hand brings
not the least nor briefest of changes to Spade's face.
Hol di ng the hand up so that it will not touch anything, he
takes out his lighter with his other hand, snaps on the
flame and holds it close to first one, then the other of
the man's eyes.

CLCSEUP - MAN S FACE

Lids, eyeballs, irises and pupils remain frozen i mobile.
MED. CLOSE SHOT - GROUP

Spade extinguishes the flane, returns the lighter to his
pocket. Spade, noving on his knees around to the dead

man' s side, uses his clean hand to unbutton and open the
overcoat. The jagged | apels where they cross over the

man's chest, are pierced by soggy, ragged holes -- Spade
draws a large wallet fromthe inside jacket pocket -- it
too i s soggy. Spade opens the wallet -- takes out papers

-- looks at them-- then places wall et and paper on the
fl oor beside the body.

CAMERA PULLS BACK TQO
MED. FULL SHOT - OFFI CE

as Spade rises, goes behind the partition in the corner of
the office. OVER SCENE the SOUND of running water. Effie
Perine, wan, teeth chattering, wal ks around the body on the
fl oor back into the private office, goes to the partition.
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CLGCSE SHOT - SPADE AND EFFI E

He i s washing his hands.

EFFI E
ls -- is -- he? --
SPADE
Yes... He couldn't have cone far

with those in him
(he rinses his hands,
pi cks up a towel)
Why coul dn't he have stayed alive
| ong enough to say sonet hi ng?
(he turns to face
Effie, who is swaying
on her feet)
Pul | yourself together.
(he throws down
the towel, takes
her by the el bows

tightly)
You nmustn't go to pieces on ne now.

Effie's eyelids flutter, she takes two deep breaths, then
she opens her eyes, nods.

EFFI E
Al right, Sam

Rel easi ng one el bow, he turns around.
MED. FULL SHOT - OFFI CE

as they cone out frombehind the partition. Spade goes
over to the desk beside one | eg of which the paper-w apped
parcel lies. He bends over, picks it up. Wen he feels
its weight, his eyes glow. He puts it on the desk, turns
it over so the knotted part of the rope is uppernost, takes
out his pocket knife and cuts the knot. Effie conmes to the
corner of the desk, watches himpull the rope | oose and
push aside the brown paper. Excitenment begins to suppl ant
terror and nausea in her face.

EFFI E
(whi spers)
Do you think it's..

SPADE
(putting wappi ng paper
out of the way)
W'l |l soon know.
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H's fingers tear apart an egg-shaped mass of excelsior to
reveal the foot-high figure of a bird. He holds the bird
out at arm s |ength.

CAMERA MOVES UP TO
CLOSEUP - THE MALTESE FALCON
in Spade's hand. It is shiny and bl ack as coal.

SPADE' S VO CE
(over scene)
We've got it, Angel! W've got it!

CLOCSE SHOT - SPADE AND EFFI E

Laughi ng, he puts his armaround Effie, crushing her
body agai nst his.

EFFI E
(whi spers)
You're hurting ne!

He takes his armaway fromher, holds the bird in both
hands, blows on it to dislodge clinging excel sior and dust,
then places it on the desk, takes a step back and regards
it triunphantly. Effie makes a horrified face, screans,
points at his feet.

CLOSEUP - SPADE' S FEET

Hs left heel is on the dead man's hand. Spade jerks his
foot away fromthe hand. OVER SCENE t he SOUND of the
t el ephone ri ngi ng.

TWO SHOT - SPADE AND EFFI E

Spade nods at Effie. She turns to the desk, puts the
receiver to her ear.

EFFI E

(i nto phone)
Hello... Yes... Wio?... Oh, yes...

(her eyes becone | arge)
Were?... Yes, yes... Hold the
line...

(her eyes open

wi de and fearfu

-- she cries)
Hello... Hello... Hello..
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She rattles the prong up and down, then she sobs and spins
around to face Spade, who is close beside her now.

EFFI E
(wildly)
It was M ss O Shaughnessy! She
wants you! She's in danger!

SPADE
Where is she?
EFFI E
Burlingame -- 26 Ancho -- Oh,
Saml . .. Her voice -- it was awf ul

And sonet hi ng happened to her before
she could finish. Go help her, Sam

Spade picks up the Falcon fromthe desk, turns it around,
scowms gloomly at the thin corpse on the floor, points
his thunb at it.

SPADE
|"ve got to take care of this fellow
first.

Effie comes around in front of him starts beating his
chest with her fists.

EFFI E
(crying)
No, No!... You' ve got to go to her.

Don't you see, Sam
(her wide terrified
eyes behol d the
dead man briefly)
He was hel ping her and they killed

him-- and now she's -- Oh, you've
got to go!
SPADE
(after a nonent)
Al right.

He pushes her away, bends over his desk putting the bl ack
bird into its nest of excelsior, picks up the w apping
paper fromthe floor and, working rapidly, makes a | arge
cl umsy package.
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SPADE
As soon as |'ve gone, phone the
police. Tell themhow it happened
but don't drag any nanmes in. You
don't know... | got the phone cal
and | told you | had to go but |
didn't say where.

He untangles the rope and starts binding the package.

SPADE
Forget this thing. Tell it as it
happened but forget | had a bundl e.
Get it straight now. Everything
happened the way it did happen but
wi thout this dingus and | got the
phone call, not you.

He puts on his hat, picks up the bundle.

EFFI E
Yes, Sam .. Who -- do you know who
he is?

SPADE

He was Captain Jacoby, Master of
the La Pal ona.

EFFI E

(1 mpl oringly)
Hurry, Sam

SPADE

(slowy as though

hi s thoughts were

el sewher e)
Sure -- I'"ll hurry. Mght not hurt
to get these few scraps of excel sior
off the floor before the police cone,
and keep the door | ocked.

(puts his hand

on her cheek)
You're a good nman, sister.

He smles at her and goes, the bundle under his arm
W PE TO
| NT. HALLWAY - OFFI CE BUI LDl NG
As Spade cones out of his office CAMERA TROLLI ES ahead of
hi m down the hall toward the stairs. At intervals of three

or four feet, dark spots about the size of a penny show on
the white tile flooring. He turns into the service stairway.
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EXT. OFFI CE BU LDI NG - ALLEY-VWAY - N GHT

as Spade opens the door to the delivery entrance, cones
out, looks to right and left, then wal ks qui ckly through
the striped shadows the fire escape casts, toward the nouth
of the alley-way.

W PE TO
EXT. STREET - MED. LONG SHOT - BUS TERM NAL
as Spade cones out of f.g., starts across the street.
| NT. BUS TERM NAL - MED. SHOT - BAGGACGE COUNTER
A | oud speaker is announcing the departure of a bus:

ANNOUNCER
All aboard for Burlinganme, San
Mat eo, Redwood City, Palo Alto..

Spade enters scene, puts his parcel on the counter. The
baggage cl erk hangs the check on the parcel, tears off the
stub, gives it to Spade. He takes an envel ope and penci
out of his pocket, puts the check inside the envel ope,
seals it, then bending over the counter, addresses it.

CLCSEUP - ENVELCPE
as Spade's hand prints the address:

BOX 589
P.O. STATION C
aTy

| NT. BUS TERM NAL - MED. SHOT

Spade carries the envelope to a mail box, drops it in and
goes out into the street.

EXT. STREET - I N FRONT OF BUS TERM NAL

as Spade cones out, turns to the right, goes quickly up the
street.

EXT. UNI ON SQUARE - NI GHT

CAMERA TROLLIES with Spade as he wal ks qui ckly al ong the
line of cars for hire. He goes up to a group of hack
drivers, taps one of themon the arm

SPADE
Hel | o, Frank.
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t he car,

| NT. CAR -

FRANK
Oh, hello M. Spade.

They turn away fromthe group.

SPADE
Got plenty of gas?

FRANK
Sur e t hing.

CAMERA DOLLIES WTH themto a dark sedan parked at the
Spade gets into the front seat.
clinmbs in behind the wheel.

CLOSE SHOT - SPADE AND FRANK ( PROCESS)

SPADE
Know where Ancho Avenue or road
or boulevard is in Burlingane?

FRANK
(nosing out into
the street)
Nope -- but if she's there, we can
find her.

SPADE
Twenty-six i s the nunber we want
and the sooner, the better.

FRANK
Correct.

They drive a little way in silence, then:

FRANK
Your partner got knocked off,
didn't he, M. Spade?

SPADE
Uh- huh.

FRANK
(shakes his head)
She's a tough racket! You can
have it for m ne.

SPADE
Well, hack drivers don't live
f orever.

DI SSCLVE TQO

117.

Frank runs around
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107.

108.

109.

110.

118.

A SUBURBAN STREET - LONG SHOT - NI GHT
Fronted by m ddl e cl ass residences.
| NT. CAR - SPADE AND FRANK

FRANK
One-sixty -- it's in the next bl ock.

SPADE
Park on the corner.
(Frank nods)

LONG SHOT - STREET - N GHT

The dark linpbusine pulls over to the curb. Spade gets out,
wal ks al ong the pavenent |ooking at the house nunbers. He
passes 32, 30, and 28. Next to 28 is a vacant lot with a
"For Sal e" sign showing in the weeds. Spade takes a few
steps into the lot, then stands nuttering to hinself.
Presently he turns back, crosses the pavenent, steps off
the curb, holds up his arm whistles.

OVER SCENE the SOUND of a notor starting. Headlights flash
on silhouetting Spade, the car noves forward to where Spade
stands. Spade gets in beside the driver.

I NT. CAR - CLOSE SHOT - SPADE AND FRANK

Frank | ooks at him questioningly. Spade says nothing. Al
the Vs in his face are accentuated. The corners of his
mouth turn up but he is not smling.

FRANK
(eyes on the vacant |ot)
Bum steer, M. Spade?

Spade nmakes no immedi ate reply. Wien he does speak, it is
not to answer the driver's question.

SPADE
St op when you see a drug store
that' s open.
DI SSOCLVE TO
CLOSE SHOT - SPADE - | N TELEPHONE BOOTH

He has the receiver to his ear.
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SPADE
Hello, Ms. Perine?... |Is Effie
there?... Yes, please. Thanks..
Hell o, Precious! Wat's the good
word?... No, | ran into a plant.

Are you sure it was her voice?
(he makes an
unpl easant face
at her answer)

Well, it was hooey... Everything go
okay?... Nothing said about the
bundle?... Swell... Dd they

take you down to the Hall?...
Uh-huh... all right, Precious, you
better hit the hay. You sound al
in... Get a good night's rest.

(we hear a voice

in the receiver.

Spade i nterrupts)
Save it till tonorrow. Bye

(he hangs up)

DI SSCLVE TQO
EXT. SPADE' S APARTMENT HOUSE - NI GHT

The dark linpbusine enters picture, pulls up to the curb.
Spade gets out.

SPADE
(to driver)
Thanks. N ght, Frank.

FRANK
Goodni ght, M. Spade.

Spade clinbs the steps to the street-door. The car nobves
out of scene. Spade puts his key in the |ock. OVER SCENE
the SOUND of heels clicking rapidly on the sidewal k. He
rel eases the key and wheels. Brigid O Shaughnessy runs up
the steps, puts her arns around him clings to him

BRI G D

(panti ng)
Gn! 1 thought you'd never cone!

Her face is haggard, distraught. Trenors shake her from
head to foot. Wth the hand not supporting her, Spade

feels for the key again, opens the door, half carries her
i nside. CAMERA TROLLIES BEHI ND theminto the vestibule..
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113.

114.

120.

I NT. VESTI BULE

SPADE
You' ve been waiting?
BRI G D
(gasps pai nful ly)
Yes... In a -- doorway -- up the

street...
They wal k to the el evator, Spade supporting her.
| NT. AUTQOVATI C ELEVATOR - SPADE AND BRI G D
Spade touches the button with his free hand.

SPADE
Can you nmake it all right or shal
| carry you?

BRI G D
(her head agai nst
hi s shoul der)
"1l be -- all right -- when | --
get where -- | can -- |ie down.

He opens the el evator door, hel ps her out.
| NT. SPADE' S APARTMENT - HALLWAY

As Spade and Brigid are about to enter the living room the
l[iving roomlight goes on. Brigid cries out, clings to
Spade. Fat Gutman stands in the entrance to the living
roomsmling benevolently at them The boy WI ner cones

out of the kitchen, a black pistol in either hand. The
door to the bathroom opens and Cairo appears, pointing his
flat, black automatic at Spade's feet. Spade keeps his arm
around Brigid. H s look travels fromone face to another.

GUTMAN
(vol ubly)
Wll, sir, we're all here. Now

let's cone in and sit down and be
confortable and tal k.

SPADE
(smling bleakly)
Sur e.

Gut man' s bul bs jounce as he takes three waddling backward
steps into the living room Spade and Brigid go in
together. Cairo stops in the doorway.
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115. INT. SPADE' S LI VI NG ROOM - GROUP

The boy puts away one of his pistols, conmes up behind
Spade. Spade turns his head around to | ook over his
shoul der at the boy.

SPADE
Get away. You're not going
to frisk ne.

W LMVER
Stand still. Shut up!

SPADE
(voice | evel)
Put your paw on nme and |I'mgoing to

make you use that gun... Ask your
boss if he wants nme shot up before
we tal k.

GUTMAN

(after a pause)
Never m nd, WI ner.

(he chuckl es at Spade)
You are certainly a nost headstrong
individual ... Wll, let's be seated.

Spade takes Brigid to the sofa by the wi ndow, sits down
with her. They sit close together, her head resting

agai nst his shoulder. She has stopped panting but she is
still trenmbling. Gutman |owers hinself into the padded
rocking chair. Cairo chooses the arnchair by the w ndow.

The boy remains standing, one pistol huge |looking in his
smal | hand, dangling by his side, |ooking under curling

| ashes as Spade's body. Cairo puts his pistol on the table
beside him Spade takes off his hat, tosses it at the
other end of the sofa, then he grins at Gutman.

SPADE
Well! Are you ready to nake the
first paynent and take the Fal con
of f nmy hands?

Brigid sits up straight, |ooks at Spade with surprised
eyes. He pats her shoulder. H's eyes remain on Gutnan's.

GUTMAN
(puts his hand to his
i nsi de breast pocket)
Wll, sir, as to that...
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Cairo, hands on thighs, leans forward in his chair,
breat hi ng between parted soft lips. H s eyes shift their
focus from Spade's face to Gutman's, from Gutman's to
Spade’' s.

GUTMVAN
(repeats)
Wll, sir, as to that...

He takes a white envel ope fromhis pocket, turns it over in
his swol |l en hands, studies for a nonment its blank white
front, then cocks his wist, jerks his hand forward.

Spi nning, the envelope sails into Spade's | ap. Spade takes
his armfromaround the girl. Using both hands, he opens

t he envel ope, takes out stiff, new bills, counts them

SPADE
(mldly)
Ten thousand... W were talking
about nore noney than this.

GUTNVAN
(eyes twinkling nerrily)
Yes, sir, we were... But this is
genuine coin of the realm sir.
Wth a dollar of this you can buy
ten dollars of talk.
(he puts a serious
expressi on on
his face)
There are nore of us to be taken
care of now.

Spade taps the edges of the bi

Is into alignment, returns
themto the envel ope, tucking the fl

o]
ap in over them

SPADE
That may be but 1've got the Fal con!

CAl RO
(primy)
| shouldn't think it would be
necessary to rem nd you, M. Spade,
t hat though you nmay have the Fal con
yet we certainly have you

SPADE
(turning his grin
on Cairo)

|"mtrying not to let that worry ne.



123.

He sits up straight, places the envel ope on the armof the
sof a, addresses QGut nan.

Qut man rai

SPADE
We'll come back to the noney |ater
There's another thing to be taken
care of first. W've got to have a
fall-guy.

ses his eyebrows to express inquiry.

SPADE
The police have got to have a victim
-- sonebody they can stick for those
t hree nurders.

CAl RO
(voice brittle -- excited)
Two -- only two murders, M. Spade.
Thur sby undoubtedly killed your
part ner.
SPADE
(grow i ng)

Al right, two. Wat difference
does it make? The point is, we've
got to give the police --

GUTMAN
Come, conme, M. Spade. You can't
expect us to believe at this late
date that you are the |east bit
afraid of the police or that you
are not quite able to handle --

SPADE
(in restrained tone)
l"mup to ny neck, Gutman. |[|'ve got
to cone through with sonebody -- a
victim-- when the tine cones. |If |
don't 1'll be it.

(his voi ce becones

per suasi ve)
Let's give themthe punk.

(he nods pl easantly

toward the boy)
He actually did shoot Thursby and
Jacoby, didn't he? Anyway, he's
made to order for the part. Let's
turn himover to them
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The boy tightens the corners of his nouth. Spade's
proposal seens to have no other effect on him Joel
Cairo's dark face is open-eyed, amazed. Brigid noves away
from Spade, twi sts herself around on the sofa to stare at
him Gutman remains still, expressionless, for a |ong
monment. Then he decides to | augh. He |aughs heartily,
and at | ength.

GUTMAN
By Gad, sir, you're a character --
that you are.
(takes a white
handker chi ef from
hi s pocket and
W pes his eyes)
There's never any telling what you'll
say or do next except that it is bound
to be sonet hing astonishing.

SPADE
(in the manner of
one reasoning with
a recalcitrant friend)
It's our best bet. Wth himin their
hands, the police wll --

GUTMAN
But, ny dear man, can't you see if |
even for the nonment thought of doing
such a thing -- but that's

ridiculous. | feel toward WI ner
just exactly as if he were ny own
son. Really, | do. But if | even

for a nmonent thought of doing as you
propose, what in the world do you
think woul d keep Wlner fromtelling
the police every | ast detail about
the Fal con and all of us?

SPADE
Let himtalk his head off. | prom se
you nobody will do anything about it.

GUTMAN
(1 aughs uproari ously,
turns to |l ook at the
boy)
What do you think of this, WIner?
It's mghty funny, eh?

The boy's eyes are cold, pale gleans under his |ashes.
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W LMVER
(voice low, distinct)
M ghty funny...

SPADE
(to Brigid)
How do you feel now, Angel, any
better?
BRIA D

Yes, much better, only...
(she | owers her voice
to a whisper)

" m frightened.

SPADE
(puts a hand on her knee)
Don't be. Nothing very bad' s going
to happen. Want a drink?

BRIA D
(shakes her head)
Be careful, Sam

Spade grins, |ooks at Gutnan.

GUTMAN
(clears his throat,
| aughs, then:)

Well, sir, if you're really serious
about this, the |east we can do in
common politeness, is to hear you
out... Now, how would you be able
to fix it...

(1 aughs agai n)
...S0 that Wlnmer couldn't do us
any har nf?

SPADE
Bryan's |like nost district attorneys...
To be sure of convicting one nan,
he'll let half a dozen equally guilty
acconplices go free. | can show him
that if he starts fooling around
trying to gather up everybody --
he's going to have a tangl ed case,
while, if he sticks to WIner here,
he can get a conviction standing on
hi s head.
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Wal ki ng, stiff-legged, the boy advances fromthe doorway
until he is in the center of the floor. He halts there,
| eans forward slightly fromthe waist, hand and pi stol
still dangle at his side but his knuckles are white over
the pistol's grip. The indelible youngness of his face
gi ves an indescribably vicious and i nhuman turn to the
white, hot hatred and the cold white nmal evolence in his
face.

W LMVER
(to space in a voice
cranped by passion)
Get up on your feet!

Spade smles at the boy. Hi s anmusenent seens genui ne and
unal | oyed.

W LMER
|'"ve taken all the riding fromyou
|"mgoing to take... Get up and
shoot it out.

SPADE
Young wild West!
(gl ances at Gut nman)
Maybe you ought to tell himthat
shooting me before you get your
hands on the Falcon wll be bad
for busi ness.

GQutman's voice is too hoarse and gritty for the paternally
adnoni shing tone he tries to achieve.

GUTMAN
Now, now Wlner. W can't have any
of that. You shouldn't let yourself
attach such inportance to these things.

W LMER
(eyes on Spade's
face as before)
Make himlay off then!

GUTNVAN
Now, W ner...
(to Spade)
Your plan is, sir, not at al
practical, sir. Let's not say
anyt hing nore about it.
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SPADE
Al right -- |I've got another
suggestion. It's not as good as the

first but it's better than nothing.
Want to hear it?

GUTMVAN
Most assuredly.

SPADE
G ve them Cairo.

Gutman tries to |augh, cannot, then:

GUTMAN
(in an uncertain tone)
Well, by Gad, sir...

CAl RO
(voice shrill with
i ndi gnati on)
Suppose we give themyou, M. Spade?
O M ss O Shaughnessy? How about
t hat ?

SPADE

You people want the Falcon. |'ve
got it. A fall-guy is part of the
price |I'm asking.

(hi s di spassi onate gaze

noves to the girl)
I f you think she can be rigged for
the part, I'mperfectly willing to
discuss it wth you.

The girl puts her hands to her throat, utters a short,
strangled cry.

CAl RO
(his face and body
twtching with
exci tenent)
You seemto forget you are not in a
position to insist on anything!

Spade | aughs -- a harsh, derisive |augh.

GUTMAN
Come now, gentlenen, let's keep our
di scussion on a friendly basis. But
there certainly is...
(cocks his head at Spade)
...sonmething in what M. Cairo says
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SPADE
If you kill nme, how are you going to
get the bird? If I know you can't
afford to kill nme, how are you goi ng

to scare nme into giving it to you?

GQutman' s eyes tw nkl e between puckered |i ps.

GUTMAN
Well, sir, there are other neans of
per suasi on besides killing and

threatening to kill

SPADE
Sure. But they aren't nuch good
unl ess the threat of death is behind
them See what | nean? |If you start

anything 1'lIl make it a matter of your
having to kill me or call it off.
GUTNVAN
(chuckl es)

That's an attitude, sir, that calls
for the nost delicate judgnent on
both sides -- because, as you know,
sir, in the heat of action nen are
likely to forget where their best
interests lie and let their enotions
carry them away.

SPADE
(all smling blandness)
The trick fromny angle would be to
make ny play strong enough to tie you
up, yet not nmake you made enough to

bump nme off -- against your better
j udgment .
GUTMAN
(fondly)

By Gad, sir, you are a character

Joel Cairo gets up fromhis chair, wal ks around behind the
boy to Gutman's chair, bends over, screens his nouth and
whi spers into the fat man's ear. Gutman |istens
attentively, nodding fromtine to tine. Spade grins at
Brigid O Shaughnessy, then turns to the boy.

SPADE
Two to one they're selling you
out, son.
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The boy says nothing. A muscular spasm sei zes the hand
that is holding the gun. Hand and gun jerk convul sively.

SPADE
(to Gutman)
| hope you're not letting yourself
be influenced by the guns these
pocket edition desperadoes are
wavi ng. . .

Cairo stops whi spering, makes hinmself erect behind the fat
man's chair.

SPADE
|"ve practiced taking them away from
both of themso there'll be no

trouble there. WIlner here is..

W LMER
(furious, choked
by enoti on)
Al right!

He jerks his pistol up in front of his chest. Gutnman
flings a fat hand out to the boy's wist. Joel Cairo
scurries around to the boy's other side, grasps his other
arm hol ding onto the boy's wist; GQutnman struggles to get
his fat body out of the rocking chair, succeeds. Then he
and Cairo westle with the boy, forcing his arnms down.

Words conme out of the struggling group. Fragnents of the
boy's i ncoherent speech: Fog... Go... R ding..

Snoke... Qutman repeats, "Now, now, Wl ner" many tinmes and
Cairo, "No, please don't" and "You nustn't, Wlner."
Woden-faced, dreany-eyed Spade gets up fromthe sofa, goes
over to the group. The boy, unable to cope with the wei ght
agai nst him has stopped struggling.

Spade drives his left fist against the boy's chin. The
boy's head snaps back. Wen it cones forward Spade drives
his right fist against the boy's chin. Cairo drops the
boy's armletting himcoll apse agai nst Gutnman's round
belly. Cairo springs at Spade, clawing at his face. Tears
are in the Geek's eyes and his lips work angrily but no
sound cones from between them

SPADE

(1 aughi ng)
Cairo, you're a pip!
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He cuffs the side of Cairo's face wth an open hand,
knocki ng hi mover against the table. Cairo regains his

bal ance, springs again. Spade stops himwith along rigid
arm the palmflat against Cairo's face. Cairo, failing to
reach Spade, flails his shorter arnms at enpty air.

SPADE
(grow s)
Stop it! "Il hurt you!

Cairo backs away. Spade stops to pick up Cairo's pistol
fromthe floor and then the boy's. He straightens up,
holding themin his left hand, dangling them upsi de-down,
by their trigger guards, fromhis fore-finger. Gutnman, who
has put the boy in the rocking chair, stands |ooking down
at himwth troubled eyes. Cairo goes down on his knees
besi de the chair, begins to chafe the boy's Iinp hands.
Spade crosses to the chair, feels around the boy's jaw with
his fingers.

SPADE
Not hi ng cracked... We'll spread him
out on the sofa.

He lifts the boy w thout apparent effort, carries himto
the sofa. Brigid O Shaughnessy gets up quickly. Spade

pl aces the boy on the sofa. Wth his right hand he pats
the boy's clothes, finds his second pistol, adds it to the
others in his left hand, then turns his back on the sofa.
Cairo conmes over and sits down beside the boy's head.
Spade clinks the pistols together in his hands, smles
cheerfully at Gutman.

SPADE
There's our fall guy.

Gutman's eyes are clouded, troubled. He does not | ook at
Spade but at the floor.

SPADE
Either you'll say yes right now or
"1l turn the Fal con and the whol e
| ot of you in.

GQutman's eyes dart fromthe floor to Spade's face.
GUTMAN

(sharply)
| don't like that, sir.



Spade rattles the guns together inpatiently.

SPADE
You won't like it... Well~?. ..

The fat man sighs, nmakes a wy face.

GUTMAN
(sadl y)
You can have him

SPADE
That's swel |!

Cairo, sitting on the sofa, rubs the boy's tenple and
wrists, snoothes his hair back fromhis forehead, peers

anxiously at his white, still face. Except for

hi s

breat hing, the boy's small figure is altogether corpse-
i ke. Spade puts his handful of pistols on the table,
takes a chair at a corner of the table, glances at the

tinny alarmclock atop the "Cel ebrated Cri m nal
SPADE
Two o' clock. | can't get the Fal con
till daylight or maybe | ater.
GUTMAN

It strikes ne that it would be best
for all concerned if we did not get
out of each others sight until our
busi ness has been transact ed.

(he | ooks at the sofa)
... You have the envel ope?

Spade shakes his head, gl ances over at the sofa,
| ooks around at the girl.

SPADE

M ss O Shaughnessy has it.
BRI G D

Yes. | have it.

(puts a hand inside
her jacket)

| picked it up
SPADE
That's all right -- hang onto it.
(to Gutman)

W won't have to | ose sight of each
other. The dingus will be brought
to us here.

GUTNVAN
Excellent, sir! Excellent!... Then

Cases".

t hen

131.
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i n exchange for the ten thousand
dollars and Wl ner, you wll give
us the Fal con and an hour or two
of grace.

Spade takes out tobacco and paper, starts rolling a
cigarette.

SPADE
Let's get the details fixed. Wy
di d he shoot Thursby and why and
where and how did he shoot Captain
Jacoby? |'ve got to know all that
happened so | can be sure the parts
that won't fit are covered up

GQutman interlaces his fingers over his belly, rocks in his
chair.

GUTMAN

(forthrightly)
| shall be candid with you, sir...
Thur sby was M ss O Shaughnessy's
ally. W believed that disposing
of himin the manner we did would
cause M ss O Shaughnessy to stop
and think that perhaps it would
be best to patch up her differences
wi th us regarding the Fal con.

SPADE
You didn't try to nmake a deal with
hi m before giving himthe works?

GUTNVAN

(emphatical ly)
W did -- yes, sir. W nost certainly
did. | talked to himnmyself that
very night but | could do nothing
wth him He was quite determ nedly
| oyal to M ss O Shaughnessy... So
Wl nmer followed himback to his hote
and did what he did.

SPADE
(after a nonent's thought)
That sounds all right... Now Jacoby.
GUTMAN
(gravely)

Captain Jacoby's death was entirely
M ss O Shaughnessy's fault.
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Brigid gasps, puts her hand to her nouth.

SPADE
Tel | me what happened.
GUTMAN
(rocking throughout)
Well, Cairo, as you mnmust have

surm sed, got in touch with ne after
he I eft police headquarters yesterday
night -- or norning. He recognized
t he nmutual advantage of pooling forces.
(directs his smle
at Cairo)
M. Cairo is a man of nice judgnent.
The Pal oma was his thought. He saw
the notice of its arrival in the
papers and renenbered that he had
heard in Hong Kong that Jacoby and
M ss O Shaughnessy had been seen

together. Well, sir, he saw that
notice and putting two and two
t oget her, guessed the truth -- she

had given the bird to Jacoby to
bring here for her...

SPADE
And at that juncture you decided to
slip me the m ckey, huh?

GUTMAN

(nods, then apol ogetically)
There was no place for you in our
pl ans, sir, so we decided to spare
our sel ves any possi bl e enbarrassnent. ..
M. Cairo and Wlner and | went to
call on Captain Jacoby. W were
| ucky enough to arrive while M ss
O Shaughnessy was there. In many
ways it was a difficult conference
but we finally persuaded M ss
O Shaughnessy to cone to terns, or
so we thought. W then left the
boat and set out for ny hotel where
| was to pay M ss O Shaughnessy and
receive the bird. Well, sir, we
mere nmen shoul d have known better.
En route she and Captain Jacoby and
the Fal con slipped conpletely
t hrough our fingers.

(he laughs nerrily --

then turns to beam

at Brigid)
It was neatly done, sir. |Indeed it was!
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Spade | ooks at the girl. Her eyes, large and dark with
pl eadi ng, neet his.
SPADE
(to Gutman)
You touched off the boat before you
left?
GUTMAN

Not intentionally, though | dare say
we, or Wlmer at |east, were
responsible for one fire. Wile the
rest of us were talking in the
cabin, WIlner went about the ship
trying to find the Falcon. No doubt
he was carel ess with matches.

SPADE
Al right... Now about the shooting.
GUTMAN
We caught up with M ss O Shaughnessy
and Jacoby at her apartnent. | sent
Wl nmer downstairs to cover the fire
escape before ringing the bell. And,

sure enough, while she was asking us
who we were through the door and we
told her, we heard a wi ndow go up.
W | mer shot Jacoby as he was com ng
down the fire escape -- shot him
nmore than once. But Jacoby was too
tough either to fall or drop the
Fal con. He clinbed the rest of the
way down, knocked W/I ner over and
ran off.

(he breaks off to

smle at a nenory)
We persuaded -- that is the word,
sir, we... ah... persuaded M ss
O Shaughnessy to tell us where she
had told Captain Jacoby to take the
Fal con. And we... ah... further..
ah... persuaded her to phone your
office in an attenpt to draw you
away before Jacoby got there. But,
unfortunately for us, it had taken
too long to persuade M ss
O Shaughnessy. ..

The boy on the sofa groans, rolls over on his side. H's
eyes open and cl ose several tines.
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GUTMAN
(concl udes hurri edly)
And you had the Fal con before we
could reach you

The boy puts one foot on the floor, raises hinmself on an
el bow, opens eyes w de, puts the other foot down, sits up
and | ooks around. When his eyes focus on Spade, bew | der-
ment | eaves them Spade gets up fromhis chair to sit on
the corner of the table. The boy | ooks at Gutman. Gutman
sm | es benignly.

GUTMAN
Vell, Wlner, | amsorry indeed to
| ose you and I want you to know t hat
| couldn't be any fonder of you if
you were ny own son. But well, by
Gad, if you lose a son, it's possible
to get another and there's only one
Mal t ese Fal con.

Spade | aughs. The boy's eyes remain on Gutnman's face.

GUTMAN
(sighs -- then to Spade)
When you're young you sinply don't
under st and t hese things.

Spade grins at CGutnman.

SPADE
(to Brigid)
How about sone coffee? Put the pot
on, will you? | don't like to |eave
ny guests.

BRI G D

(qui ckly)
Surely.

She starts toward the door.

GUTMAN
(st ops rocking)
Just a nonent, ny dear.
(holds up a
t hi ck hand)
Hadn't you better |eave the envel ope
in here?

Brigid s eyes question Spade. Spade nods. She puts her
hand i nside her coat, takes out the envel ope, gives it to
Spade. He tosses it into Gutman's | ap.
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SPADE
Sit onit if you are afraid of
losing it.
GUTMAN
(suavel y)
You m sunderstand nme. It is not

that at all but business should be
trans acted in a business-Ilike
manner .
(he opens the
envel ope, takes
out and counts
the bills, then
chuckl es)
For instance, there are only nine
bills here now.
(he spreads them
on his knee)
There were ten when | handed it to
you, as you very well know.
(his smle is broad,
jovial and triunphant)
SPADE
(1 ooks at Brigid)
Wel | ?

She shakes her head. Her lips nove slightly. Her face is
frightened. Spade holds out his hand to Gutman and the
nmoney is put into it. Spade counts the noney -- nine bills
-- and returns it to Gutman. Spade picks up the three
pistols fromthe table, rises.

SPADE
(matter-of -factly)
| want to know about this.

Cairo | ooks at Spade with questioning eyes. The boy beside
hi m does not ook up. He is |leaning forward, head between
hands, el bow between knees, staring at the floor between
his feet.

SPADE
(to Gutman)
You palned it.

GUTMAN
(chuckl es)
| palnmed it?
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SPADE
Yes.
(he jingles his
pistols in his pocket)
Do you want to say so or do you want
to stand for a frisk?

GUTMAN
Stand for?...

SPADE
You're going to admt it or I'm
going to search you. There's no
third way.

Gut man rocks back in his chair, |aughs delightedly.

GUTMAN
By Gad, sir, | believe you would. |
really do. You are a character, sir
-- if you don't mnd ny saying so.

SPADE
You palned it.
GUTNVAN
Yes, sir, that | did.
He takes a crunpled bill fromhis vest pocket, snoothes
it on his thigh, then, opening the flap of the envel ope
puts the snoothed bill in with the others.
GUTNVAN

| nmust have ny little joke now and
then. And | was curious to know what
you'd do in a situation of that sort.
| must say that you passed the test
with flying colors, sir. It never
occurred to ne that you'd hit on
such a sinple and direct way of
getting at the truth

(he beans at Spade)

SPADE
(sneering)
That's the kind of thing I'd expect
from sonebody WI ner's age.

Gut man chuckles. Brigid exits into the kitchen. Gutman
of fers Spade the white envel ope. Spade | ooks at the
pistols in his hand, then at Gutman, goes into the passage
to the cl oset, opens the closet door, puts the pistols on
top of a trunk, shuts the door, locks it, turns back into
the living room
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GUTMAN
This will soon be yours. You m ght
as well take it.

Spade does not take it. He sits on the armof the arncthair.

SPADE
| ought to have nore than ten
t housand.

GUTMAN

O course, sir, you understand that
this is the first paynent. Later..

SPADE
(1 aughi ng)
| know you'll give me mllions |ater.

But how s about fifteen thousand now?

GUTMAN
Frankly and candidly and on ny word
of honor as a gentleman, ten thousand
is all the noney | can raise.

SPADE
But you didn't say positively.
GUTMAN
(laughs -- repeats)

Positivel y!

Spade puts out his hand. The fat man | ays the envel ope in
it, then screws up his eyes, noves his head to indicate the
kit chen.

GUTMAN
I'"d like to give you a word of
advi ce.
SPADE
Go ahead.
GUTMAN
| dare say you'll give her sonme noney

but if you don't give her as nuch as
she t hi nks she ought to have, ny word
of advice is -- be careful.

SPADE
(rmocki ngly)
Danger ous?



116.

139.

GUTMAN
(nods sl owy)
Very.

Spade calls toward the kitchen

SPADE
How s the coffee com ng?

BRIG D S VA CE
(over scene)
It's com ng.

Gut man gl ances at his watch.

GUTNVAN
It is six o' clock, M. Spade. Can
you start getting it now?

SPADE
| guess so.

He gets up, stretches, goes to the tel ephone, dials a
nunber. Qutman stops rocking and Cairo takes the
handkerchief away fromhis nouth while Spade is waiting for
the nunber to answer. The boy lies down with his feet
toward Cairo, turns his face to the window Brigid cones
to the door carrying a tray wth coffee pot, cups, sugar,
and cream Seeing Spade at the tel ephone, she stops in the
threshol d, stands waiting. Spade whistles two |ines of "En
Cuba" softly.

SPADE
(i nto phone)
Hell o, Precious... Sorry to get you
up... Yes, very... Here's the plot...
In our Holland box at the Post O fice
you'll find an envelope in ny scraw .

There's a bus-station parcel room
check in it for the bundle we got
yesterday... WIIl you get the bundle
and bring it tonme P.D Q.. Yes, I'm
home... That's the girl -- hustle..
Bye.

DI SSCLVE TQO
I NT. LI'VING ROOM - SPADE' S APARTMENT

A strip of daylight shows between the drawn curtains at one
of the windows. The electric lights are still on. The
clock on the side table says ten mnutes of eight. The air
in the roomis thick with tobacco snoke. Gutman is in his
rocker snoking a cigar and reading from "Cel ebrated Cases".
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The boy is fast asleep on the sofa. Cairo, at the farthest
corner of the sofa, is nodding. The girl is curled up in
the armchair, her cheek resting against the back of the
chair. She's not asl eep.

Spade sits at a corner of the table snoking and drinking
coffee. Coffee pot and dirty cups and saucers stand on the
table. He nashes the last of his cigarette in his saucer,
stretches, gets up, goes to the wi ndow, opens the curtains.
Sunl i ght shows on the panes. He |eaves the w ndow, goes to
the wall switch, turns off the electricity. GQutman's eyes
raise fromhis book now and then as Spade noves around the
room Brigid s eyes never |eave Spade.

OVER SCENE the street door bell rings. Cairo jerks to
wakef ul ness. CGutman puts down his book. Spade goes to the
t el ephone box and presses the button rel easing the street
door lock. Brigid puts her |egs down fromthe chair, sits

up.

GUTMAN
(to Spade)
You don't mnd if | go to the door
w th you?
Spade nods -- Gutman struggles out of his chair -- follows

Spade into corridor. CAMERA TROLLIES after them
THE CORRI DOR DOOR

Spade opens it. OVER SCENE the SOUND of the el evator.
Presently the el evator door opens and Effie Perine cones
out carrying the brown-w apped parcel. Her boyish face is
gay and bright. She cones forward quickly. After one
qui ck gl ance, she does not |l ook at Gutman. Smling, she
gi ves Spade the parcel

SPADE
Thanks a lot, lady. I'msorry to
spoi |l your day of rest but this...
EFFI E
(1 aughi ng)

It is not the first one you' ve
spoi l ed... Anything el se?

SPADE
(shaki ng his head)
No t hanks.
EFFI E

Bye- bye t hen.
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She turns and goes back to the elevator. Spade shuts the
door. CAMERA TROLLI ES AHEAD of Spade and Gutman as they
carry the parcel into the living room

118. I NT. LIVI NG ROOM

Gutman's face is dark, his cheeks quivery. Cairo and
Brigid cone to the table as Spade puts the parcel there.
The boy rises, pale and tense, but he remains by the sofa
staring under curling |ashes at the others.

SPADE
(stepping back from
the table)
There you are!

Gutman's fat fingers make short work of cord and paper and
excel si or.

GUTMAN
(huski ly)
Now -- after seventeen years!

He takes the black bird, holds it in both hands, | ooks at
it with eyes that are nvist.

GUTMAN
(softly)
Ah! ...

Cairo licks his lips, works his hands together. The girl's
lower lip is between her teeth. Everyone, including Spade,
is breathing heavily. Qutman puts the bird down on the
table, funbles in a pocket.

GUTMAN
It is it! But we will nmake sure.

Sweat glistens on his round cheeks. His fingers twitch as
he takes out a gold pocket-knife, opens it. Cairo and the
girl stand close to him one on either side. Spade stands
back a little where he can watch the boy as well as the
group at the table. Gutman turns the bird upsi de-down,
scratches an edge of its base wth the knife. Black enanel
conmes off in tiny curls exposing gray netal beneath.

CAMERA MOVES TO
119. CLOSEUP - THE BI RD
as GQutman's bl ade bites into the netal, turning back a thin

curving shaving. Gtman's hands twi st the bird around and
the knife hacks at its head.
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120. CLOSE SHOT - GROUP

Gutman's breath hisses between his teeth. H's face becones
turgid wth hot blood. He hacks wildly at the bird... its
head, throat, breast. Then suddenly he lets knife and bird
bang down on the table, wheels to confront Spade.

GUTNVAN
(hoar sel y)
It's a fake!

Spade's face is sonber. His nod is slow His eyes detach
t hensel ves fromthe scarred black bird, travel to Brigid's.

SPADE
(grow s into her face)
Al right. You ve had your little
joke. Now tell us about it.

BRI G D
(cries)
No, Sam no! That's the one |
got from Kem dov, | swear.

Joel Cairo thrusts hinself between Spade and Gutman, emts
words in a shrill, spluttering strain.

CAl RO

(screamng -- to Gutman)
You bungled it! You and your stupid
attenpt to buy it. Kem dov caught
on to how val uable it was!

(tears run down

his face and

he dances up

and down)
No wonder we had so little trouble
stealing it! You inbecile! You
bl oated i di ot!

(he puts his hands

to his face and

bl ubbers)
GQutman's jaw sags. He blinks wth vacant eyes, then he
collects hinself -- again becones the jovial, smling fat
man.
GUTMAN
(good- nat ur edl y)
Yes... That is the Russian's hand.
There's no doubt of it.
(to Cairo)

Well, sir, what do you suggest?
( MORE)
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GUTMVAN ( CONT' D)
Shall we stand here and shed tears
and call each other nanes or shal
we. . .
(smling |ike a cherub)
...Qo0 to Istanbul?

143.

The Greek takes his hands fromhis face. H s eyes bul ge.

CAl RO
(stanmers)
You are...
(amazenent makes
hi m speechl ess)

The fat man pats his fat hands together and his eyes

twi nkl e.

GUTMAN
(voice a throaty purr)
For seventeen years | have wanted
that little item and have been

trying to get it. If | nust spend
anot her year on the quest -- well,
sir -- that will be an additional

expenditure in tinme of only...
(his lips nove
silently as he
cal cul at es)
...five and fifteen-seventeenths
percent. ..

Cairo giggles, then cries:

CAl RO
| go wth you

Spade starts slightly, looks fromright to left. The
ot hers, observing Spade's novenents, also | ook around. The

boy is gone.

GUTMAN
Wlner!... Wiat?...

Spade goes to the corridor
LONG SHOT - CORRI DOR
st andi ng open SHOOTI NG over Spade's shoul der,

as he | ooks

down the enpty corridor. He closes the door and returns to

the others in the living room
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SPADE
(sourly)
A swell lot of thieves!
GUTMAN

We have little enough to boast
about sir, but the world hasn't
cone to an end just because we've
run into a little set-back

(he extends his

hand pal m up)
"Il have to ask for that envel ope,
sir.

SPADE
(wooden-f aced)
| held up ny end -- you got your
dingus. It's your hard | uck, not
mne, it wasn't what you want ed.

GUTMVAN
(per suasi vel y)
Now conme, sir, we've all failed and
there's no reason for expecting any
of us to bear the whole brunt.

He brings his right hand frombehind him Init is a small
pi stol ornately engraved and inlaid with silver and gold
and not her - of - pear| .

GUTMAN
In short, sir, | nust ask you to
return ny ten thousand.

Spade' s face does not change. He shrugs, takes the

envel ope fromhis pocket. He starts to hold it out to

Gut man, hesitates, opens the envel ope, takes out one of the
bills. He puts it into his trouser pocket. Then he tucks
the envel ope's flap in over the other bills and holds the
envel ope out to Gutnan.

SPADE
That will take care of ny tinme and
expenses.

Gutman, after a little pause, imtates Spade's shrug and
accepts the envel ope.

GUTMAN
Now, sir, we will say goodbye to
you unl ess you care to undertake
the Istanbul expedition with us..
You don't?...

( MORE)
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GUTMAN ( CONT' D)
Well, sir, frankly, I'd |ike to have
you along. You're a man of nice judgnent
and many resources. Now that there is

no alternative, I amsure that you'l
sonehow manage the police w thout
a fall-qguy.

SPADE
"1l make out all right.

GUTMAN
Well, sir, the shortest farewells
are the best... Adieu.

(he makes a portly bow)
And to you, M ss O Shaughnessy,
| leave the Rara Avis there on
the table...

(he waves toward

t he bird)
...as a little nonento.

Gutman and Cairo withdraw, Cairo precedi ng hi mdown the
short hall and through the corridor door. Spade does not

| ook at Brigid but stands notionless, his eyes gl oony under
a forehead drawn down until the SOUND of the el evator cones
OVER SCENE. Then he goes to the tel ephone.

CLOSE SHOT - SPADE AT TELEPHONE

takes the receiver off the hook and dials a nunber. Brigid
wat ches him a slight frowm on her face.

SPADE
(i nto phone)
Hello... Is Sergeant Pol haus there?
...Please... This is Sanuel Spade.

(he stares into space,

wai ting, then:)
Hello, Tom.. |1've got sonething
for you... Here it is... Thursby
and Jacoby were shot by a kid naned
W I mer Cook, about twenty years old,
five feet six inches tall. 1In gray
wool en suit, gray single-breasted
overcoat and hat, shirt with soft
attached collar and a |ight crepe
silk tie. He's working for a man
named Casper Gutman. You can't mss
Gutman. He nust wei gh three hundred
pounds... That fellow Cairo is in
with themtoo... Right...

( MORE)
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SPADE ( CONT' D)
They just left here for the Al exandria
Hotel, but they're blow ng town so
you'll have to nove fast... | don't
think they're expecting a pinch..
Wat ch yoursel f when you go up
against the kid... That's right,
Tom .. and good | uck.

Spade slowy replaces the receiver on the prong. He fills
his chest with air and exhales. H's eyes are glittering
between narrowed lids. He turns, takes three swift steps
toward Brigid O Shaughnessy. The girl, startled by the
suddenness of his approach, lets her breath out inalittle
gasp. Spade, face to face with Brigid, |ooks at her hard
of jaw and eye.

SPADE
They' Il talk when they're nailed --
about us. W're sitting on dynamte.
We've only got mnutes to get set for
the police. Gve ne all of it fast.

She starts to speak, hesitates, bites her lip. Spade takes
her by the shoul der, cries angrily:

SPADE
Tal k.
BRI G D
(uncertainly)
Where... shall... I... begin?
SPADE

The day you first cane to ny office..
Way did you want Thursby shadowed?

BRIA D
| told you, Sam | suspected him
of betraying me and | wanted to
find out.

SPADE
That's a lie! You had Thursby
hooked and you knew it. You wanted
to get himout of the way before
Jacoby came with the loot. Isn't
t hat so?

Brigid |l owers her eyes shame-facedly.

SPADE
What was your schene?



BRI G D
(timdly)
| thought that if he saw soneone
follow ng him he m ght be
frightened into going away.

SPADE
Ml es hadn't many brains but he
wasn't clunmsy enough to be spotted

the first night. You nust have told

Thur sby he was being foll owed.

BRI G D
| told him
(catches her breath
tortures her lower |ip)

| told him.. Yes... But please
believe ne, Sam | wouldn't have
told himif | had thought Floyd
woul d kill him | wouldn't for
a mnute --

SPADE

| f you thought he wouldn't kill
Ml es, you were right, Angel.

BRIA D
(her upraised face
hol ds utter astoni shnent)
Didn't he?

SPADE

Ml es hadn't many brains but he
had too many years of experience
as a detective to be caught like
that -- by a man he was shadow ng
-- up ablind alley with his gun
tucked away in his hip and his
over coat buttoned.

(he takes his hand

away from her

shoul der, | ooks

at her for a long

nmoment, then:)
But he woul d have gone up there
with you, Angel. He was just
dunb enough for that. He'd have
| ooked you up and down and | i cked
his |ips and gone grinning from
ear to ear. And then you could
have stood as close to himas you
liked in the dark and put a hole
t hrough himw th the gun you had
gotten from Thursby that eveni ng.
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Brigid shrinks back from himunti

st ops her.

He grasps her wists forcing her to stand up straight

BRI G D
(staring with
terrified eyes)
Don't -- don't talk to me |ike that,
Sam You know | didn't... You know --
SPADE
Stop it!

(he glances at the clock)
The police will be blowng in any
m nute now. Tal k!

BRI G D
(puts the back of
her hand to her
f or ehead)
Ch, why do you accuse nme of such a
terrible...?

SPADE
(very low -- inpatient)
This isn't the spot for the
school -girl act. The pair of us
are sitting under the gall ows.

front of him Her face becones suddenly haggard.

SPADE
Why did you shoot hinf
BRIA D
(voi ce hushed and
t roubl ed)

| didn't nean to at first. |
didn't really but when | saw that
Fl oyd coul dn't be frightened, |
-- | can't look at you and tel
you this, Sam

(she starts to sob

clings to him

SPADE
You t hought Thursby woul d tackle him
and one or the other of them would
go down. If Thursby was the one,
then you were rid of him If it was
Ml es, then you could see that
Thur sby was caught and you'd be rid
of him That it?
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the edge of the table

in
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BRI G D
S -- something -- like -- that.

SPADE
And when you found that Thursbhy
didn't nmean to tackle him you
borrowed the gun and did it
yourself. Right?

She nods nutely.

SPADE
You didn't know then that Gutman was
here hunting for you... You didn't

suspect that or you wouldn't have
been trying to shake your protector.
But you knew Gut man was here when
you heard Thursby had been shot and
you knew you needed anot her
protector -- so you cane back to ne.

She puts her hands up around the back of his neck pushing
his head down until his nmouth all but touches hers.

BRI G D
Yes, but -- OCh, sweetheart, it
wasn't only that. | would have

cone back to you sooner or |ater
Fromthe very first instant | saw
you | knew. ..

He puts his arnms around her holding her tight to him

SPADE
(tenderly)
You Angel! Well, if you get a
good break, you'll be out of San

Quentin in twenty years and you
can cone back to ne then

She draws away fromhimslightly, throws her head far back
to stare up at him unconprehendi ng.

SPADE
(tenderly)
| hope they don't hang you, Precious,
by that sweet neck.

He puts his hand up and caresses her throat. |In an instant
she is out of his arnms back agai nst the table crouching,
bot h hands spread over her throat. Her face is wld-eyed,
haggard. Her nouth opens and cl oses.
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BRI G D
mal |

par ched voi ce)
You're not?...

(she ca

n get no

ot her words out)

Spade's face is danp with sweat now.

and there are smle w

(gently
l"mgoing to
chances are
life. That
again in twe
an angel! |

(he cle

t hr oat
| f they hang
remenber you

Brigid drops her hands
snoot h and untroubl ed
glints in her eyes.

Don't, Sam

in fun. On,
a nmonent. |
do such wld

t hi ngs. ..

t hr ust
The fl

She breaks off,
into his eyes.

conmes back into her eyes.

agai n. Spade | aughs.

Don't be si
the fall.

But

but ,

H's nmouth smles
i nkl es around his glittering eyes.

SPADE
)

send you over. The
you'll get off with

means you'll be out
nty years. You're
"I'l wait for you.
ars his

)

you, I'Ill always

, Stands erect. Her face becones
except for the faint est of dubious

She sm |l es back at him

BRI G D

Don't say that -- even

you frightened ne for

really thought -- you

and unpredi ctabl e

s her head forward and stares deep
esh around her nouth shivers and fear

She puts her hands to her throat
Hi s laugh is a croak.

SPADE

ly. You're taking

BRI G D

Sam you can't! Not

after what we' ve been to each

ot her. You

can't!

(she takes a | ong

trenbl
You' ve been

pretendi ng you cared --

like this.
all. You --

i ng breath)
playing with me -- only
to trap ne
care at

| ove ne.

You didn't
don't
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The muscles holding his smle stand out |ike walls.

SPADE
| think I do. Wat of it? |
won't play the sap for you.

BRI G D
(tears cone to her eyes)
You know it is not like that! You
can't say that!

SPADE
| amsaying it. You' ve never played
square with nme for half an hour at
a stretch since |I've known you.

Brigid blinks her tears away, takes a few steps backward,
stands | ooking at him straight and proud.

BRIA D
You know, down deep in your heart
you know that in spite of anything
|'ve done, | |love you
He puts his hand back on her shoul der, the hand shakes and
j erks.

SPADE
| don't care who loves who. |I'm
not going to play the sap for you.
Il won't walk in Thursby's -- and

| don't know how many others --
footsteps. You killed MIles and
you' re going over for it.

She takes his hand from her shoulder, holds it close to her
f ace.

BRI G D
Why nmust you do this to ne, Sanf?
Surely M. Archer wasn't as much
to you as --

He is no longer smling. He pulls his hand away from her.
Hs wet face is set hard and deeply lined. Hi s eyes burn
madl y.

SPADE
Listen... This won't do any good.
You'll never understand nme but 'l
try once and then give it up.
Listen... Wien a man's partner is
killed, he's supposed to do
sonet hi ng about it.

( MORE)
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SPADE ( CONT' D)
It doesn't make any difference what
you t hought of him He was your partner
and you' re supposed to do sonething
about it. Then it happens we're in
the detective business. Wll, when
one of your organization gets killed,
it's bad business to let the killer
get away with it -- bad all around
-- bad for every detective
ever ywher e.

BRI G D
You don't expect ne to think that
these things you're saying are
sufficient reason for sending ne to

the...?

SPADE
Wait till 1I'mthrough. Then you can
talk. Third. [1've no earthly

reason to think I can trust you and
if I didthis and got away with it,
you' d have sonething on ne you could
use whenever you wanted to. Next:
since |'ve got sonething on you,
couldn't be sure you wouldn't decide
to put a hole in ne sone day.

Fifth. 1 wouldn't even |ike the

i dea of thinking that there m ght be
one chance in a hundred that you'd
pl ayed ne for a sucker. And sixth:
But that's enough. Al those are on
one side. Maybe sone of themare
uninportant. | won't argue about
that. But |ook at the nunber of
them Now, on the other side we've
got what? Al we've got is that

maybe you | ove ne and naybe | | ove
you.
BRI G D
(whi spers)

You know whet her you | ove ne or not.

SPADE
Maybe | do.

He | ooks hungrily fromher hair to her feet and up to her
eyes agai n.
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SPADE
VWhat of it? Maybe next nonth I won't.
|"ve been through it before. 1"l
have sone rotten nights after |'ve
sent you over but that'll pass.
(he takes her
by the shoul ders,
bends her back
| eani ng over her)
If all 1've said doesn't nean
anything to you, forget it and we'll
make it just this. | won't because
all of nme wants to -- regardl ess of
consequences -- and because you've
counted on that with ne the sane as
you counted on that with the
ot hers. ..
(he takes his
hands from
her shoul ders,
lets themfal
to his side)

She puts her hands up to his cheeks, draws his face down
toward her again.

BRI G D
Look at me and tell nme the truth.
Wul d you have done this to nme if
t he Fal con had been real and you
had been paid your noney?

SPADE
Don't be too sure I'm as crooked
as |'msupposed to be. That kind
of reputation m ght be good business
bringing in high-priced jobs and
making it easier to deal with the
eneny.

She I ooks at him says nothing. Spade noves his shoul ders

SPADE
But a | ot of noney woul d have been
at |l east one nore itemon your side
of the scales.

BRI G D
(whi spers)
If you loved ne, you'd need not hing
nmore on that side.
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SPADE
(his voice a
hoar se creak)
| won't play the sap for you.

She puts her nmouth to his slowy and is in his arns when
the doorbell RINGS. Before he releases her he calls:

SPADE
Come i n.

MED. SHOT - ROOM - ANGLE ON DOOR

Li eut enant Dundy, Tom Pol haus and two ot her detectives
enter. They | ook back and forth from Spade to the girl.

SPADE
Hell o, Tom .. Got thenf

POLHAUS
(nods)
Got them

SPADE
Swell... Here's another one for you.
(he pushes Brigid forward)
She killed Mles -- and |'ve got
sone exhibits.

He goes to the closet, unlocks the door, steps into
t he cl oset.

SPADE' S VA CE
(fromcl oset)
The boy's guns and one of Cairo
-- and a thousand dollar bill
supposed to be bribed wth.

S
was
He conmes out of the closet, gives the guns to Pol haus.

SPADE
And that black statuette on the
table there that all the fuss
was about. ..

He turns to Dundy, draws his brows together, |eans forward
to peer into the lieutenant's face, starts to | augh.

SPADE
VWat's the matter with your little
pl aymate, Tonf? He | ooks heart-broken.
| bet when he heard Gutman's story
he thought he had ne at | ast.
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PCLHAUS

(grunbl es)
Cut it out, Sam

(he | ooks uneasily

at his superior)
Anyway, we got it fromCairo. GQutman's
dead. The kid had just finished
shooti ng hi m when we got there.

SPADE
(nods)
Qught to have expected that.
(picks up his
hat, puts it on)
Shall we be getting down to the
Hal | ?

Pol haus nods. He picks up the Fal con. Spade |eads the way
out of the apartnent. Dundy takes out handcuffs, snaps
themon the girl's wists. They follow Spade out. Brigid's
face and novenents are |ike a sl eepwal ker's.

| NT. SPADE' S OUTER OFFI CE - MORNI NG

Effie is not behind her desk. The door opens and Spade
enters. H s face is dull, pasty in color but its lines are
strong. The door to the inner office is open and Spade
goes in CAMERA FOLLOW NG

I NT. I NNER OFFI CE

Effie stands by the window. The girl's brown eyes are
peculiarly enlarged and there's a queer twi st to her nouth.
She wat ches himput his hat on the desk.

SPADE
Mor ni ng, Angel

There's a copy of the "Mrning Express" on the desk. Spade
points to it, grins.

SPADE
(rmocki ngly)
So nmuch for your woman's intuition

EFFI E
(in a queer, tight voice)
You did that, Sam to her?

SPADE
Your Sami s a detective.
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He | ooks sharply at her, then goes over to her, puts his
arm around her waist, his hand on her hips.

SPADE
She did kill Mles, Angel..
(snaps his fingers)
...off-hand, like that.

The girl escapes fromhis arm

EFFI E
(br okenl y)
Don't, please... | know you're
right... but anyway...

Spade' s face becones lunpy. Dull before, it is |eaden now.
OVER SCENE t he SOUND of the corridor door knob rattling.
Effie Perine goes quickly into the outer office, shutting
the door. Spade remains standing by the w ndow

| eaden-faced, staring -- at nothing. After a nonent, the
door opens and Effie cones in again, shutting it behind
her.

EFFI E
(itn a small flat voice)
lva is here.

Spade, | ooking at nothing, nods al nost inperceptibly.

SPADE
Yes. ..
(he shivers -- then:)
Well... send her in.

FADE QUT.
THE END



